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 At first I loved going to the 

movies because my parents did. 

Sometimes they took me along 

because even if suitability was 

an issue it was still easier than 

getting a sitter. I do, however,  

remember my mother glancing 

at me uncomfortably during the 

steamier scenes in A Streetcar 

Named Desire, starring a young, 

virile Marlon Brando and an  

aging Vivien Leigh. They always 

held hands, while I sat beside 

them feeling slightly excluded 

but glad to be there.  Before 

long, I developed my own love 

of the movies.  Sitting in the 

darkened theater, I could escape 

into other lives and become  

other people. It was like reading, 

which I also loved, but less  

demanding.  

 I still associate going to the 

movies with my parents. Not 

long ago, I was searching Netflix 

for something to watch  

when I came across Sunset 

Boulevard, and remembered that 

M O V I E   C R A Z Y 

Gloria Swanson & William Holden, Sunset Boulevard, 1950 
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I’d first seen the movie with 

them on an August night some 

sixty years ago. As I watched it, 

everything about that summer, 

which was special, came  

back to me.  A 1950s film  

starring Gloria Swanson and  

Erich von Stroheim, Sunset 

Boulevard is the story of Joe  

Gillis, a broke out-of-work 

screenwriter, played by William 

Holden, and Norma Desmond, 

an aging and forgotten star of  

silent films, played by Swanson. 

Famously, the movie opens with 

a shot of a dead man floating 

face down in a swimming pool.  

The corpse, none other than Joe, 

narrates the story, which begins 

when he hides his car from the 

debt collectors pursuing him in 

the garage of what looks like a  

deserted mansion.  

Curious, he goes up to the 

house and rings the bell, only  

to be greeted by a butler— 

the incomparable Erich von  

Stroheim—who seems to be  

expecting him. Madam, he’s 

told, is waiting impatiently. 

“Madam” is Norma Desmond, 

who thinks Joe’s come from her 

former studio. She’s writing a 

script for her comeback and  

discovering that Joe is a writer, 

she enlists him to help her. In 

need of a job, he agrees, and 

soon finds himself a kept man, 

outfitted by Norma with a new 

wardrobe and showered with  

expensive gifts. It’s a bizarre 

household, one that allows  

Norma to live in an illusionary 

world in which she is still a star. 

The creator of this charade is  

the so-called “butler,” who is in 

reality the renowned director 

who made her a star. 

 An increasingly restive Joe 

and an impatient Norma  

eventually come up with a script, 

which she insists on taking to her 

old friend, Cecil B. DeMille.  

They set forth in an ancient  

but grand car—the “butler” in 

full uniform at the wheel.   

Predictably, although Norma is 

welcomed at the studio and feted 

as the star she once was, there is 

no chance of a revived career.  
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Joe’s subsequent and cruelly 

managed attempt to escape  

maddens Norma, who shoots 

him. Thus he ends up dead  

in the pool and she’s led  

away by white-coated medical 

attendants, like Blanche—a 

woman who is also the captive 

of her illusions—in A Streetcar 

Named Desire. 

 Sunset Boulevard is a film 

about the loss of youth and self-

deception, and also about the  

illusory seductiveness of movies 

that destroys both Norma and 

Joe. This theme pretty much  

escaped me when I saw the film 

in the summer of 1951, when  

I was thirteen, and more  

enthralled than ever by the  

movies. We were spending the 

summer in California, not far 

from Los Angeles, and naturally 

I was thrilled to be so  

near Hollywood.  Whatever  

influence my parents’ love of 

the movies had on me, my own 

obsession was by then in full 

flower.  

To begin with, movies 

were one of the few forms of 

entertainment in the little Mid-

western town where we lived, 

and my friends and I went often. 

Every Saturday, the largest of 

the two movie theaters offered 

double feature matinees, only 

12 cents for children under  

fourteen. To save money, we 

made our own popcorn at home 

and took it with us in brown  

paper bags.   We idolized the 

reigning stars and eagerly  

awaited the latest issues of the 

major movie magazines when a 

Vivian Leigh & Marlon Brando, A Streetcar Named Desire, 1951 
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new issue was due out. We sent 

away for glossy “signed” photo-

graphs of our favorite stars—

mine were Elizabeth Taylor and 

the ill-fated Montgomery Clift—

and tacked them up on the  

bulletin boards in our bedrooms. 

For my thirteenth birthday party 

we—all girls of course—dressed 

up as our favorite stars.  

One night during that  

summer in California, my  

parents and I drove to Pasadena 

to see a movie. I don’t  

remember what was advertised, 

but Sunset Boulevard was  

being previewed at the theater 

and that’s what we saw. It was 

definitely not a suitable film for 

a thirteen-year-old, but I loved 

every minute of it. We were 

asked to fill out comment cards 

when we left, which we did, and 

I’d like to know what mine said. 

I remember that I was struck 

more by the drama of the film 

than by its bleak message about 

the fatal nature of cinematic  

illusion. It was asking too much 

of a young teenager to imagine 

the tragedy of buying into one’s 

dreams only to have them  

shattered. Both Norma’s and 

Joe’s dangerous obsessions 

seemed entirely reasonable to 

me. 

Nor was that evening the 

only event of the summer that 

stoked the fire of my movie-

craziness. My parents had a 

friend named Budd Schulberg, a 

writer whose father had been a 

major producer at Paramount in 

the 1920s. Budd himself had 

tried scriptwriting, including  

one ill-fated expedition to the 

Dartmouth Winter Carnival with 

Montgomery Clift & Elizabeth Taylor, A Place in the Sun, 1951 
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an ailing F. Scott Fitzgerald. 

They were supposed to come up 

with a script, but Fitzgerald (and 

Budd) got drunk and fell ill, 

which was the end of the  

project.  Budd would achieve 

cinematic success with the script 

for On The Waterfront, but that 

was still in the future. In 1950, 

however, he’d just published The 

Disenchanted, a best-selling 

novel about the Fitzgerald  

episode, one theme of which was 

the danger of romantic illusions. 

In short, the message of his  

novel and of Sunset Boulevard 

were remarkably similar.  

From my limited perspec-

tive, however, Budd was  

important because he knew his 

way around Hollywood. Under 

his aegis, we visited the MGM 

studios one memorable day, and 

went on the elaborate set for  

An American in Paris, starring 

Gene Kelly and a newly  

discovered French actress called 

Leslie Caron. When we were  

introduced to them during lunch 

in the studio commissary, I was 

dumbstruck with delight; when 

they graciously wrote in my Girl 

Scout autograph book, I  

imagined the looks of envy on 

my friends’ faces.  

Gene Kelly & Leslie Caron, An American in Paris, 1952 
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Another time, again thanks 

to Budd, my parents and I went 

to an enormous and very grand 

house in Hollywood to see a  

private prevue of Julius Caesar, 

with a young and as yet  

unknown Charlton Heston  

playing Mark Antony. Heston 

was also a guest and I got his  

autograph because although I 

wasn’t quite sure who he was, I 

wanted to play it safe. After that, 

whenever we were sightseeing in 

Los Angeles, I kept a weather 

eye out for any famous faces. 

We actually did spot two or  

three recognizable stars and I 

managed to get their autographs, 

too. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

All in all, it was a magic 

summer. Somewhere along the 

way and to my eternal regret, the 

green autograph book vanished, 

along with most of my illusions 

about Hollywood and movie 

stars. Unlike Norma and Joe, I 

learned to separate the make-

believe from the real. Still,  

seeing Sunset Boulevard once 

again let me briefly become my 

thirteen-year-old movie crazy 

self, sitting beside my parents, 

who were holding hands. 
 

— Rosemary Colt 

 

 

HOORAY FOR... 
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LAURELMEAD  

GOVERNANCE 101 

 

The annual shareholders’ 

meeting will be coming up  

in February. At this time  

the auditors will report on  

the financial condition of  

Laurelmead. Also, and most  

importantly, the residents will 

elect new members to the Board 

of Directors. These will be  

chosen from a slate of  

candidates who have indicated 

their desire to serve. Each year 

there will be either two or three 

open positions on the seven-

member Board depending on the 

number of expiring terms. With 

this meeting just a few months 

away, it seems a good time to  

review the governance of  

Laurelmead. 

 First is our distinctive 

identity as a cooperative, the  

only such senior-living residence 

in the state. By definition, a  

cooperative is “an enterprise  

that is collectively owned and 

operated for mutual benefit.” 

The key words here are 

“operated for mutual benefit.” 

The success of a coop is largely 

based on the participation of the 

shareholders. 

 The Board of Directors 

consists of seven residents  

elected by the residents for three

-year terms. Each director is  

permitted to run for election for 

a second term. Anyone wishing 

to serve on the Board must  

have resided at Laurelmead for 

at least one year and been  

a member of a Resident  

Committee for at least one year. 

Each year there is a Candidates’ 

Night when those seeking a seat 

on the Board can present their 

qualifications and proposals.  

 The Board is charged with 

the duty of managing the  

business of the cooperative and 

establishing the policies related 

to its operation. The day-to-day 

management is delegated to  

professional management with 

oversight by the Board. The 

Board receives information,  
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suggestions, and requests from 

the Resident Committees. These 

committees are made up of  

residents who have indicated a 

desire to serve and have  

been elected by the individual 

committee. Each year there is a 

special event to inform residents 

about the various committees 

and to offer the opportunity to 

indicate an interest in serving on 

a particular committee. There is 

no residency requirement. In 

general, each committee has not 

more than 12 or fewer than 5 

members who serve two-year 

terms and may run for a second 

term. 

 There are six Resident 

Committees that deal with every 

phase of the operation of  

Laurelmead: Activities, Budget 

& Finance, Building & Grounds, 

Dining Services, Health &  

Fitness, and Marketing. In  

addition there are two ad hoc 

committees, the Committee  

on Elections (COE), and the 

Committee on Acceptance and 

Retention (CAR). These  

committees are composed of 

three members appointed by the 

President of the Board for three-

year terms.  

 The structure of the  

governance of our cooperative  

is designed to achieve the  

maximum participation by the 

shareholders. In addition to the 

formal structure outlined above, 

there are many ways for  

residents to make their views 

known. Monthly Board meetings 

include an open session when 

residents may ask questions or 

make suggestions. The monthly 

General Resident Meeting is  

designed to keep residents  

informed about everything at 

Laurelmead and also offers  

an opportunity for residents  

to speak up about their concerns. 

The Resident Committee meet-

ings are also open to all residents 

and, by making arrangements 

with the Committee Chair,  

visitors may be permitted to air 

their views.  

 Recent surveys have 

shown that residents are only 
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modestly pleased with the 

Board’s communication with  

the residents. Residents are  

reminded of the importance  

of attending the monthly  

General Residents’ Meeting. 

These meetings are specifically 

designed to keep residents  

informed about what is going on 

at Laurelmead. They also are 

open forums for questions  

and suggestions. It cannot be 

overstated that participation by 

the residents is key to the  

success of Laurelmead.  
 

— Hazel Hollmann 
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Is there eroticism of the cuisine? 

But of course there is one. Don’t take a tedious detour by Freud’s 

basic books and work your way toward this conclusion. Open the index 

of a continental cookbook and the evidence stares you in the face.  

Better yet, leaf with me through my personal collection of recipes, a  

tattered, spotted, ear-marked family heirloom, where three generations 

of women have entered recipes of mixed traditional origins; the  

experience is positively arousing. 

Recipes, I suppose, are born more or less like folklore creations, 

they roll on – so to speak – from mouth to mouth. They are tried on,  

edited, simplified, developed, lent, copied, annotated and returned to 

their creator to be sent out again. They never stand still. Yet in this  

collective creation, I can single out a voice which lends a particular 

charm to some items. It is undoubtedly the voice of the poet for it  

combines the imagination and the whimsical originality of a master of 

metaphors: it is the voice which gives the recipe its name. 

The soul of a people is revealed in its poetry as well as in its  

cuisine. We know that. For the tender, well-mannered Austrian, fond of 

diminutives and the cozy side of life, the kiss – das Pusserl – is made 

out of chocolate, coffee or nuts. Schokoladepusserl, Kaffeepusserl and 

Nusspusserl are the indispensable cookies to be found in those Austrian 

first-aid stations called Konditoreien – the Austrian tearooms – where a 

working human being restores himself with desserts and coffee around 
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four o’clock in the afternoon. The French, on the other hand, are more  

direct and less lyrical lovers who call a spade a spade, and the same 

kind of cookies baisers – kisses – and leave it at that. Still devoted to 

their glorious past, they express themselves in the tender dough layers 

of their Napoleons while the Austrians pay homage to the memory  

of their Kaiser through golden chunks of a sweet omelet called  

Kaiserschmarrn – emperor’s fluff.  

But let the scholar study the socio-history of Europe as reflected 

in its menus. What I want to celebrate here is that genial way of  

summarizing a recipe in its title, that metaphorical spark, in the true  

Aristotelian tradition. I want to bow down to the anonymous poet who  
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names the recipe and with it, ignites our imagination like a crêpe  

flambé; I toast the poet who calls for a collaboration of the tongue with 

the soul, of the senses with the intelligence. And to note that in most of 

such instances the subject is sweet and the metaphor joyously and  

gloriously erotic.  

 Take the case of the Jungfrautorte – maiden cake – a specialty of 

our family, which appeared regularly at birthdays and anniversaries 

throughout my childhood. Who named it? What lover? For it couldn’t 

be intended but by a man in love. Judging from the multiple layers of 

tender blond crust held together by the opaline-and-rust mortar of  

apricot cream, the maiden who inspired it must have been a redhead. 

She has that pale satiny skin lit up from within (much like Leonardo’s 

Ginevra) and dotted with apricot fuzz in all key areas. The baking of 

this creation, with its seven or eight layers prepared in seven or eight 

pans, requires a cool head. But it is afterwards when, upon  

cutting and serving my Jungafrautorte, its rusk and blond structure is 

sensually exposed and the apricot perfumes wafts by, that my hand  

becomes unsteady and my mind digresses. Did she, that redheaded 

muse, stay a virgin – a maiden, a Jungfrau – even after she had been  

offered a taste of this creation? Did she not, insanely aroused by the 

first bite she took (out of the torte presented to her with a tall, foggy 

glass of champagne on the same lacy tray) did she not, that very same 

afternoon, at four o’clock (the Austrian moment of weakness and  

temptation) with the shades half-drawn and apricot summer shadows 

dancing on them, offer her maidenhood to the poet of the torte? 

 One of the most evocative and elegant titles in my culinary  

treasure is here, on page 24: Plaisir des dames – ladies’ pleasure. These 

are flaky, hollow rolls, surprisingly tender under their spiral-shaped 

sturdy crust and filled with crème Chantilly or with whatever plaisir the 

respective dame might require. A definite self-infatuation rings in this 
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poet’s voice; yet once the unbiased consumer has tasted a Plaisir des 

dames, she would admit that once is not enough. Perhaps one way of 

taking that sarcastic Aristophanic edge out of this enjoyable title would 

be by facing it boldly – plaisir indeed, and why not? – and shrug it off. 

Some say it with flowers, others with whipped cream, these are just  

variations on an old, joyous theme. 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 Was it retaliation to such attitude, the day her larder supplies and 

her patience with the man of the house ran low, that a French housewife 

put together an appetizer from scraps and called it Croque Monsieur? 

This ham, cheese and egg combination baked on a slice of white bread 

dunked in milk has its virtues when consumed with a glass of good 

house wine. But I remain alert and suspicious at the overtones in its 

name which literally mean “crunch – gentleman” or maybe “crunch the 

gentleman.” The image conveys rather vindictiveness than a lover’s 

passionate nibbling. 
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 Living day in day out with my 

collection of recipes, leafing through 

it every time I put together a party 

menu that has turned me into a 

dreamer. Even such a modest title as 

Crêpes Suzette might hide a sizzling 

story.    

 Which Suzette was she? History 

doesn’t mention her, just because she 

was one more woman who sacrificed 

her art for the man she loved —  

perhaps a dyspeptic chef, with baggy 

eyes, who had to create a new  

dessert for a banquet of monocled,  

tail-coated academicians. Alas, his  

inspiration ran dry. And she, Suzette, 

in ruffled petticoats, her waspy waist 

hugged by the red ties of her apron 

(she is always turning her back to me 

every time I invent her), the nape of 

her neck moist with the dew of  

creation – she worked her crepes like 

a love poem, stanza by stanza, their 

edges slightly tremulous and 

browned to a delicate crisp; she 

brushed them with cream and folded 

them and drenched them with love 

and cognac and put a match to them – 

fired by her love – and served them 

to him.  
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 And he? Oh, he gave her credit for her crepes; he named them 

after her, did he not? But the century was young (still A.J. – Ante 

Julia) and the art of cooking was male territory and what kind of royal-

ties could ma douce Suzette expect? She receded in the rustling of her  

petticoats and the sizzling of her pan while her crepes went on to  

conquer the world. Who else thinks of her today but I, rotating my pan 

to give my crepe an even body, plagiarizing Suzette at my stove for the 

man I love? 
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 Perhaps, I muse, leafing through my old recipe collection, perhaps 

the teaching of sophisticated cooking and the education of taste buds 

are, after all, an apprenticeship to sex – even if a circuitous one. Think 

of the young ladies of the past era, when the fluttering fan was invented 

purposely to blow away and scatter nasty thoughts. You had to get your 

information wherever you could find it. (There were plenty of wicked 

sources disguised in lamb’s fleece for, after Eve, innocence became but 

a matter of degree.) The evidence is right here, in my tattered cooking 

notes on page 4: the recipe of a cookie called Hussar Kisses, and that 

artist who has created it – (undoubtedly a woman) was, believe me, no 

dreamer. She knew. 
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To bake Hussar Kisses, you com-

bine butter, sugar, flour, ground  

almonds and eggs into a dough, 

then roll it into small balls. With 

your pinkie, you print a small  

depression into each cookie (the 

hussar in question must have been  

dimpled) and fill it with apricot 

preserves. While still warm, roll 

each kiss in vanilla-scented  

confectioner’s sugar. One of my 

guests closes her eyes  

religiously when she samples a 

Hussar Kiss. She explains that 

their taste is celestial. Nonsense, 

she has always been an uninspired 

cook and an inattentive consumer. 

The rough texture of the ground 

almonds surrendering to that  

tart-sweetness of the jam is  

teaching a debutante behind her 

fan something important – I don’t 

quite know how to put it in prose – 

about the sweet core of rough  

kisses, about life. One must only 

pay attention.  

 I wish I knew more about the 

circumstances in which this recipe 

has entered our family collection 

but my research did not lead me 
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very far. It was suggested to me that the recipe, probably Hungarian, 

might come from Erji, a big woman with a splendid blond hair bun 

and for many years the Hungarian cook of one of my aunt’s. I doubt 

this source, for the product is too refined for Erji’s robust culinary art 

as I recall it. Nor do I think that a hussar might have stopped for her, 

except as a last resort. For the moment, the question remains still open 

to scholarship. 

 But, like the phantom who followed its dismantled castle  

assembled on the other shores, beware of a blue hussar, his coat 

pinched in at the waist, his frogs of silver and silk alive and his  

moustache dusted with vanilla sugar, who might appear in your living 

room at tea time as you serve your cookies. Do not panic and do not 

resist. Have a Hussar Kiss.  

 — Marguerite Taussig 
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IPANEMA ON 57th STREET 

 

You may not believe any of 

this, but let me tell you now, 

every bit of it is true. Years ago, 

on a Tuesday afternoon during  

a very hot week in July, my 

brother David (my one and only 

favorite brother David) called to 

invite me to his posh health club 

to swim. He knew how much I 

love to swim, and I’d told him 

that I used to swim every day, 

but now I was living in the city 

again, I missed it. My one and 

only favorite brother David has 

always been very thoughtful,  

but I was still touched that  

he remembered about the  

swimming, and then followed up 

on it. 

We were sitting outside on 

the terrace that went around the 

entire side of the 45th floor  

of the Parker Meridian Hotel.  

We’d just had a long, luscious 

side-by-side swim. As we settled 

into deck chairs facing the late 

afternoon sun, I began to tell him 

how much his outstretched  

hand at the end of each lap  

reminded me of Dad’s hand  

doing the same exact thing  

twenty years before. The fingers 

were extended similarly, and 

both he and Dad began to reach 

for the wall of the pool a stroke 

too early and then gave that long 

kick to glide into the final stroke 

before the turnaround move. 

We started to talk about 

Dad, and how much we missed 

him. David told me about 

dreams he’d had over the last 

three years since Dad’s death in 

which he came to visit him, and 

seemed real as life. I was  

jealous. I’d not had one dream, 

not one visit. 

Well, one conversation led 

to another. We usually joked 

around a lot, but on this one  

fading summer afternoon we  

got into serious stuff: nothing 

I’m going to spill here, but the 

important thing was that we 

were doing it. You know,  

connecting. 
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Simultaneously we real-

ized it had gotten dark. New 

York City put on its night jewel-

ry and the view was spectacular. 

I realized how late it must be for 

it to be so dark, and I also real-

ized how cold I was. We’d sat 

down hours before in our wet 

bathing suits, and had only one 

towel between us. As we started 

to get up to go inside, David 

tossed it to me. 

As we turned to look from 

the glittering skyline to the 

health club my mouth dropped 

open. I looked at my brother and 

his mouth was gaping too. The 

club was shut down and dark, 

and not a soul was around. All 

the lights were out and the glass 

doors were locked.  

“Okay, don’t panic,” he 

said in a panicky voice. Assur-

ing me we could always take 

one of the deck chairs  

and smash the glass door, but  

as we are both pacifists and  

solution-oriented people, we  

decided to check out our options 

first. 

We walked down to the 

end of the balcony and slowly 

peered around the corner of  

the building. There, about 10 

feet away, was the end of our 

balcony and about 5 feet, or a 

million feet, past that was the 

beginning of the next balcony. 

Before David could even  

consider jumping from one 

ledge to the other, I told him not 

to consider it. As I am his bossy 

older sister, and maybe because 

of  other reasons too, he didn’t.  

We turned around and 

walked back to the place where 

we’d begun, went past it and 

down to the other end of the 

building. We peered around that 

corner, now facing downtown. 

And there, also ten feet away, 

was the end to our balcony. Only 

this time, the abutting balcony 

was just that. It was simply  

a matter of sitting on it and 

swinging our legs over and we 
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were on the next balcony. 

We walked to the end and 

slowly peered around the third 

corner of the night. There were 

lights and people dressed to the 

nines, cocktails in hand,  

mingling. Somewhere from  

inside, a band was playing The 

Girl from Ipanema. “C’mon,” he 

said. “We can’t,” I implored 

him. I was wearing basic black, 

but it was my swimsuit and my  

cellulite was hanging out. 

My baby brother, the one I 

had looked after for years, 

smiled at me, took my hand 

firmly, and we walked towards 

the crowd. When we got to the 

door leading us inside, he took 

me in his arms and began to  

cha-cha me into the room. For 

one brief moment I thought I 

David & Nicky then... 

David & Nicky now. 
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was going to throw up. Then all 

of a sudden it felt like 1959 and 

we were in the rec room at 

Camp Kokosing, and my brother 

and I were dancing with each 

other. We began to Lindy and he 

spun me out and back and forth, 

and all our old routines were at 

our beck and call. As the song 

ended, he started to dip me. 

“Don’t drop me,” I squealed, 

just as I had years ago; and this 

time he didn’t. 

The crowd had backed off 

to watch and wonder. Each face 

seemed to be silently asking, 

“who are these people in bathing 

suits in the middle of our  

party, and why are these people 

in bathing suits in the middle of 

our party?” 

David took my hand again, 

and we walked towards the door 

with the red exit sign. I walked 

out first and turned around to 

make sure he was behind me,  

but his back was to me and  

he was facing the crowd in the 

ballroom. He raised his hand in 

the air and in a loud, clear voice 

called out “Hi ho, Silver. Away!” 

He turned to me, grinning, 

grabbed my hand and we ran 

down the corridor together. True 

story. I swear. 
 

— Nicky Nichtern 
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“With a lovely name like 

that, you must have French 

blood in you,” I said to Theresa. 

“No,” she said, “I was named for 

a saint, and I’m pure Korean.” 

Whatever the origins, Theresa is 

aptly named for she can look 

back proudly at a life of devoted 

service to the medical field, 

three daughters, and to a  

husband who is also a doctor.  

A modest woman who  

said she had long since  

discarded her curriculum vitae, 

Theresa nevertheless disclosed 

some family history. She was 

born in the southern part of  

Korea, which was then one  

country. Her mother and her  

siblings were spending the  

summer at her grandfather's farm 

in the northern part of Korea 

when the war ended, while  

her father was working in the 

southern part. When the country 

was divided, a border between 

the north and the south was  

created. Severe restrictions were 

enacted to prevent travel from 

one side to the other. For this 
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reason, in order to reunite with 

her father, Theresa and her 

mother and siblings arranged to 

be smuggled out on a fishing 

boat.  

Once at home, Theresa 

pursued her studies and  

ultimately married Dr. Ho Yong. 

Both of them received their 

higher education and medical 

degrees in Seoul, South Korea: 

Ho from Seoul National Univer-

sity, she from Yonsei  

University. Theresa was board 

certified as an internist. This 

specialized training was to bring 

her to Providence.  

The political climate in 

South Korea had become very 

uncertain and there was a  

constant threat of war after the 

Korean War. It was not easy to 

consider leaving their two  

good positions. Ho was on the 

faculty of the medical school 

and Theresa was a practicing  

internist. Nonetheless, the Lees 

eyed America as a place of  

stability and opportunity for 

their future and that of their 

daughters. They moved to the 

United States in 1965. At ages 

30 and 40 they found work in 

Providence and Cranston, she at 

Rhode Island Hospital, he at the 

State Institutional Hospital.  

Choosing Barrington as a 

home because of its fine schools, 

the Lee’s settled down and 

raised three children there. She 

worked full time for many  

years. “If you want to adjust to  

a new country,” she said, “you 

just find a way to do it.”  

Her only concession to the  

difficulties attendant on being 

both a busy mother and busy 

physician was to leave the  

demanding internal medicine 

hours for the more regulated 

ones of diagnostic radiology. 

This profession she pursued until 

her retirement. 

Asked about the condition 

of North and South Korea today, 

Theresa agreed that tensions still 

exist but, for the most part, the 

South Koreans just ignore their 



Laurelmead Journal • OCTOBER 2016 • Page  26 

 

neighbor to the north and, freed 

from war, are largely  

apathetic. She feels fortunate to 

be in the United States where the 

discourse on elections is vibrant, 

though distracting! 

With one daughter on  

the West Coast, another in  

Massachusetts, and one nearby 

in Cumberland, Theresa is  

glad to be shed of household  

duties and to be enjoying the  

occasional bridge game at  

Laurelmead.  
 

— Martha Sherman 


