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It was 6:00 p.m. as the Bill-Dave youth
center van drove down FDR Drive. Eliza, her sister Glinda and
Brother Richard sat in the back seat. It was winter and as they
zipped in and out of lanes, Eliza’s eyes were temporary blinded by
the white, slushy snow she watched speeding by, piled high up along
the curbs. She was fighting car sickness too.

They’d been in Central Park all day, after
school. Eliza’s fingers were dirty and just now thawing out from
the afternoon’s activities in the park. Lenny, the obnoxious but
experienced driver was constantly gunning the engine and making
them lurch forward along with 10 other kids riding in it too. Some
of the ‘diehards’ enjoyed the rumpus ride comparing it to a
rollercoaster, but Eliza hated it and it showed on her pale
face.

Another memory took hold in Eliza’s sharp
mind of her father placing her on an amusement park ride between
her 2 brothers Roy and Richard. The ride had been a terror and
traumatized the poor little 3 year old, but she had said to her
father that she wanted to ride with her brothers and her father
obliged her against the wishes of their mother Lena. The ride had
only aggravated the car sickness mode Eliza would fall into when
riding in a bus, car or even a park ride.

“Are you going to get sick
again?” asked a cute pixy looking black girl sitting a few seats
away from Eliza.

“I don’t know Sheri.” Eliza
turned to Lenny. “Can you slow down?”

Lenny quickly gunned the engine again and
imitated Eliza… “Can you slow down….Oh, no, boo-hoo, boo-hoo!”

“Stop it Lenny!”

“Why?” he asked, using a
little girl’s voice as the trickster guy weaved in and out of New
York traffic erratically with one hand on the wheel. He really was
a very good driver and had his license since he was 12 and he knew
he had full control of the van. It just was so easy and tempting to
tease poor Eliza.

“She’s going to be sick,
she’s gonna’ lose her cookies,” said another little boy riding in
front, a good looking imp of a rascal named Cyrus. Everyone took
his cue and began mimicking Eliza. Even the usually quiet Gaby and
her little pudgy fat sister Lauren who was always sucking her thumb
were a bit hyper too.

“Eliza’s gonna’ get sick,
she’s gonna loose her cookies!” They made it into a chant and kept
it up, a sing along like ‘Row, Row, Row Your Boat’.

Glinda felt sorry for her
older sister and seemed to bare the ride fine and same with the shy
and quiet Richard. “Why don’t you leave her alone!” Glinda yelled
at the kids, but to no avail, the banter went as they sped up
2nd Avenue, Lenny gunning the engine.

At that moment Eliza wished she could be her
older brother Roy who didn’t go to the youth center because he was
at a different school and therefore on a different schedule than
the other 3 Osberg kids, so he was spared the rough ride home back
to the UN Plaza.

The second oldest Richard was introverted,
shy and remote and didn’t say much due to a slight stuttering
problem. Their mother doted on the boy constantly and that could
have contributed to his quiet nature as well. He actually had an
afro and a large afro pick was stuck in his back pocket. The kids
in the back whispered about him and were kicking the seat. Rich
ignored them and pretended to be somewhere else looking out the
little windows of the rickety van.

It wasn’t all negative like this, and Eliza
knew more positives than negatives in her life! All the Osberg
children did! Sometimes, if not most times, their lives were a
picnic filled with fun, surprises, fine arts and candy! That’s why
Eliza couldn’t wait to get home to their apartment at the UN Plaza
where they’d lived for just over a year.

Lenny spoke up trying to get Eliza’s mind off
the ‘an up-chuck’. “Are there really 6 bathrooms in your
apartment?” He smiled at her, his big white teeth glowing slightly
in the waning light of the day. He wasn’t a bad looking guy, but he
had a rough, kidding side that sometimes showed his Irish roots. It
was a bit much, but always at the end, he stopped and gave the
‘sorry speech’

“You kids know I’m only
kidding around with you, right?” But sometimes he would grab a bit
too hard, or push just a little bit too much, just enough to make
some kids whimper. There was something about Eliza that made Lenny
want to speed up and make her feel off balanced. It was just
Eliza’s personality, which was a bit hyper, yet inquisitive and
bold! Even when she was quiet and subdued the silence burst in air
like fireworks, just the, what was that word Lenny was looking for
that he’d heard at a James Taylor concert in Westbury, NY last
month … “the vibe”, yes, that was it.

“Yes, and 4 bedrooms,” said
Glinda proudly.

“Sounds nice and roomy with
all those rooms,” said Lenny in his calm voice when he wasn’t
pissed off. It wasn’t easy to make these kids obey even though deep
down inside he cared about his job and the kids. He wanted them to
learn and he wanted to teach them, but the man could be a bit
gruff.

“Yea, and we have a den,
living room, even a maid’s quarters, kitchen and dining room,”
bragged Glinda, seeming to be the spokesperson for the Osberg kids
at the UN Plaza.

“Hmmm, the whole nine yards
I would say!” Len drove onward into the city.

But to the Eliza and her Osberg siblings the
UN Plaza was this huge playground of sparkling crystal and glass.
The revolving door was their merry-go-round, the elevators were fun
rides at Disney; the hallways were bowling alleys and the children
were gaining quite a reputation for themselves in the year they’d
lived there. Other tenants constantly complained about their noise
and uproar, their conduct and rabble rousing antics through the
cavernous lobby. Usually it was Eliza instigating it in some form!
People got used to it and conditioned to it and Eliza was sometimes
blamed even if it was some other kid.

Now everybody was making fun of Eliza. Then
Lenny felt he had to take control, “… and who knew, maybe the kid
would complain and he’d lose his job!” He looked out the side of
his light brown eyes and saw tears rolling down the curly-headed
tomboy’s face. He didn’t want her to think he cared and was a
‘tough love’ sort of counselor even at Camp Winaco where he was
during the summer.

“Hey,” he said as they
approached some traffic as he turned and put his large hands gently
on Eliza’s curly mass of curls as he was prone to do. He had to
slow down. “Eliza, come up front okay?” He had second thoughts
about teasing her when he realized she might even vomit in the back
and he didn’t want to spend his Friday evening cleaning the van. He
also began joking with the other children trying to get their minds
off Eliza. But now that everyone was quiet in the van at the
traffic stop Lenny could still hear the chanting in his
ears.

Right in the slightly wet street Lenny opened
his door, came around to the side hatch and opened it for Eliza.
For an instant, due to Eliza’s fear of the heavy traffic, her
adrenaline pumped up, the nauseous feeling was dissipating for the
moment. “I can walk from here,” said Eliza, knowing she could if
he’d let her.

“Right, sure, sorry Kiddo,
no dice.”

As Lenny made sure she was
secured in the front seat, Eliza remembered a few months back the
kids had riled Lenny up so badly and he really had gotten very
angry, that the driver actually pulled over way up on
3rd Avenue and 99th
Street and got out of the running van and left
them sitting there. Everyone was quiet for about 3 minutes and just
about the moment Glinda was about to lose her little mind, thinking
they’d been abandoned and she’d never see her mother again, Lenny
appeared and got back in the van and slammed the door hard. No one
dared question him and for the rest of the ride no one said a
word.

This time other kids complained – “Why does
she get to ride in front?”

“Because I said so,” barked
Lenny to all the kids in general. “Besides, I can keep my eye on
her and if she loses her cookies, I can roll down the window
faster.” Everyone agreed with a nod.

They drove further into the
city and dropped off kids at some very ritzy New York City
addresses – The Excelsior, The Pierre
Hotel, The St. Regis and even the
Waldorf Astoria where
Lenny dropped off twin siblings Gordon and Gwynne and Jamie and
Mary respectively.

Lenny knew that living at
the UN Plaza was very exciting and upbeat with gleaming black
limos, fancily dressed doormen, immaculate elevator men, glittering
celebrities and foreign dignitaries milling around the lobby and
grounds, which were sprawling and elegant. He always hoped to see
some of the ‘Well knowns’
who lived there; Johnny Carson and his wife Joanna
Carson, and even famed “In Cold
Blood” author Truman Capote roamed around.
The distinguished and dapper Robert F. Kennedy with wife Ethel and
their 9 children lived there too! That must be interesting. Eliza
told Lenny once that the Senator had spoken to her twice, even
joked with her for a split second before he was whisked away by men
in black coats and ear phones and she was gently pushed aside by
security and a report was made that she’d spoken directly to
Kennedy, whatever that meant!

“It means you’re in deep
trouble,” joked Lenny, as usual. But he sounded so serious even
with his jovial clown-like features plastered to his face. In the
end, Eliza waited for the cops to come and get her, but they
didn’t.

Eliza was quiet and trying to fight her
growing restlessness and nausea. She couldn’t wait to get home and
away from the van and cold air and smelly odors of the city as
twilight settled in and the air got nippy.

It was on the
23rd floor of the UN Plaza that Eliza Osberg and her family lived.
The tomboyish oldest daughter sat in the van trying to transport
herself to her bedroom she shared with her 8 year old sister
Glinda. The window had a full view looking directly out into the
General Assembly Room at the famed United Nations Building. It was
a warm and cozy, well lit room with white walls and interesting
paintings and drawings by both girls and the famous colorful
numbered ‘Hands meet with flowers’ lithograph. It was a nice room
done up in expensive wall paper and a lush, deep orange wall to
wall rug. Their beds were side by side and sometimes they would
make a tent out of the bed spreads and sleep in it with Rich. It
was great fun and they had flashlights. It was such a relaxing
bedroom.

But the van continued riding through the
city, Lenny even allowing Eliza to crack the window for air even
though it was very chilly out. He was tired of maneuvering the van
through some of the worse traffic in weeks due to the snow that
seemed to come from nowhere and dumped a good 2 feet on the city.
He wanted to get home and wanted everyone out so he could zoom
lightning fast to his own squalor apartment in Brooklyn to relax
and have a cold beer and watch the tube. He switched on the radio
in the van. The song “Lion Sleeps Tonight” droned on, “…In the
jungle, the might lion, the mighty Lion sleeps tonight!” That song
always calmed Eliza’s spirit and made her think of the outdoors and
fresh air.

It was obvious Lenny was really getting a bit
sloppy in dropping off all these sassy rich kids but he’d usually
saved the Osberg children for last. It was fun driving into the UN
Plaza and watching the doorman scurrying about. He knew one day
he’d spot Johnny Carson or some other movie celebrity passing by
his van.

“Are there really 4 bedrooms
up there?” Asked Lenny, although he already knew from what other
people told him.

“Yes, and a lot more, we
even have a hiding place behind the wall in the den, and no grown
ups can fit in there only us kids, so it’s like a club house,” said
Eliza, for once proud of it.

Lenny nodded with interest.

The UN Plaza Apartments were
laid out in two sections – East Tower and West Tower. A red velvet
lobby with crystal chandeliers, marble tables and floors was only
scratching the surface of this residential opulence. It was, in
Eliza’s Osberg’s opinion, “humongous”! 38 floors with each
hallway on each floor decorated differently.

Lenny felt just a bit empowered as they
finally drove down the driveway of the large apartment buildings
although his stomach always seemed to flutter and that was
unsettling sometimes for him.

By this time, there was a slight drizzle and
the doorman was bundled up like a World War II soldier with gold
tassels on either side of his shoulders of the dark blue jacket,
and plastic around his doorman’s cap. His nose was red and when
Eliza got out of the smelly van, she got a whiff of Sam the
Doorman’s odor which was a pleasant smell of winter snow, expensive
tobacco, jacket and cologne. Fog was coming out of his mouth as he
hailed a cab. Eliza could detect the slight odor of Clorets Gum as
Sam waved Lenny away after the kids were safely on the curb. He
knew Lenny the van driver well and did not like the crass man, so
he said with body language “get the heck outta’ my territory now!”
But sometimes, on a warm evening, he talked with Lenny and found
the driver pleasant enough and then Lenny would drive away feeling
good as Sammy joke about him to the Osberg kids, which would break
the tension in them, especially Eliza, he noticed. She seemed to be
the worst for wear in the year he’d helped her out of Lenny’s fume
infested coach! And to think that the Osbergs gave this guy
Christmas money!

Sam always knew that the
Osberg kids treated the hired help at the UN Plaza like pals they
met in the schoolyard and that gave them a certain charm to the
workers at the UN Plaza. It made working there so much more
bearable because their family was so intriguing in so many ways and
no one really knew what to make of them sometimes, so that made the
job more fun because in the break room they all discussed the
Osbergs, and even the service elevator guys got in on the action
and it made them feel like a real union or something like that. The
kids even joked around with the guy who ran the service elevator.
“Hey Dum-Dum,” yelled Glinda and Eliza if they saw him peeking
around the corner looking bored. They lit up his world in a funny
way, but they were disruptive and the building could not ignore
that. The Osbergs had been living at the UN Plaza on the
23rd floor for almost 1 year. It was getting really very turbulent
and the times called for more protests at the UN Building, the
Vietnam War, Hippies, drugs, pot and even Israel and Palestine! It
was starting to make security at the UN Plaza a bit tighter than
usual, and so that is probably why the kids were singled out
sometimes.

Sammy the doorman could not resist Eliza, and
was constantly bantering with her and all the Osberg kids, they
were so full of life and news and questions. But how long would
management at the UN Plaza put up with it? It all depended on who
was on the side of the Osberg’s side! For now the kids came and
went and it was actually lonely and quiet like a church when they
left for a long vacation with their folks, but then they’d clamor
back home and Sam would smile and pretend indifference when he saw
Tom the Deskman looking at him from inside the building where he
sat at a huge mahogany desk you’d usually see in airports.

“Hey kids,” he said like
Santa Claus.

“Hi Sammy,” they answered
back.

Eliza’s nauseous feelings dissipated as the
doorman led them to the revolving doors. Once in the beautiful,
richly smelling lobby any discomfort Eliza felt melted away, her
rosy cheeks returning. Her nose picked up more expensive perfume,
leather, glass even the cigarette smoke aroma was pleasing and
evenly fresh.

They ran to the elevators laughing and
carrying on as usual. A bank of 3 elevators stood like pylons to
the sky. Glinda pushed the up arrow button. John McGrath was on
duty and took them up to the 23rd floor. Fresh, sweet perfumed
smelling warm air was coming out of the elevator fan hanging
discreetly above. Eliza put her face up to catch a whiff, like the
odor of a brand new car. It felt good on her face and felt revived
to be back home. And at least Central Park had been fun and she’d
gotten cotton candy for her treat there. The remnants dotted her
faced and lips. Eliza also had some cotton candy stuck in her
matted curly hair.

“Cold out?”

“Yup,” said Richard, who
didn’t converse very much, but liked John, so made the effort to
speak a few words and show recognition. “We played
soldiers.”

“I’ll bet,” he said as he
straightened his name tag.

“It’s really nasty out
there,” said Eliza.

“Where you kids coming
from?”

“The youth
group.”

“Oh.”

“We were playing in Central
Park!”

“Oh.” He stared down at them
with a huge smile on his big gentle looking face. His black uniform
made him look more official than what the position of elevator
operator was, but the kids had always treated him like he mattered
to them and was important in their eyes. They looked up to him and
that’s what he liked most about them. Mrs. Osberg was very generous
around Christmas too.

“Where’s Roy?” He
asked.

“Probably upstairs by now
and sipping hot chocolate,” said Eliza

John slowly reached into his front shirt
pocked.

“More sports pins,
John?”

John nodded knowingly and retrieved a pin
with a little football attached to it. “Oh yes!”

“Wow, why does he get that?”
asked Eliza.

“Because he is the oldest
and he loves football!” said little Glinda.

“Give him this, Rich,
okay?”

“OK,” said John placing the
little trinket in the palm of Rich’s plumpish hand.

Finally they reached 23 just as Eliza’s ears
popped.

“Bye kids, be
good!”

“Bye John,” they all said in
unison.

They walked to their apartment and rang the
bell. The door slowly opened and Roy was there smiling at them. The
little dark haired oldest Osberg smiled. He wore braces and glasses
but was dressed immaculately in a white tailored shirt and black
dress pants with shiny men’s shoes that always made Glinda and
Eliza laugh when they talked about them because their next door
neighbor Mr. Ackermann wore the almost same ones, except his had
little designer holes in them.

“Hey you guys,” he said
excitedly as he let them in. He could be a handsome boy one day
when the braces came off and the eyes cleared up. But for now he
wore them like badges, not seeming to mind or notice, and he even
had to go through getting his wisdom teeth out at a very early age
in his teens. It would probably make the robust looking kid
stronger when he got older. There was also a barely visible scar on
Roy’s left thumb from when the boy ran through a plate glass door
when they lived in a house in New England. He’d almost lost that
thumb if not for the quick thinking paramedics that
responded.

“Roy!” said Eliza, happy to
see her older brother. She hugged him and gave him a kiss on the
cheek.

“Here, this is from John,”
said Richard, handing Roy the football pin.

“Hey, thanks.” Roy looked at
the little pin and hooked it on Eliza’s shirt lapel.

“Roy!” She wore it like a
metal and this one was special with a little golden plated football
attached and it was the Washington Red Skins.

“Look, it’s Indians,” said
Roy, knowing full well his kid sister’s love for the
Indians!

“Thanks so much!” said
Eliza.

The kids walked into the beautiful co-op. It
smelled like fresh flowers and their mother’s expensive cologne,
plus Mr. Osberg had come home tonight and everyone was in the den
and Eliza could smell him clearly with his Aramis Cologne and
expensive suit smell mixed with rich cigarette smoke. Sometimes she
got a whiff of his breath after he’d had a few bites and sips of
his Vodka and Herring delight he so loved; and it was comforting,
not smelly nor offensive. He was such a fastidious man and was so
clean shaven and put together so right, even with a toupee.

“There’s a lady here who is
going to take care of us now,” revealed Roy.

“No more Vera the terror?”
screamed Eliza.

“Nope, she’s
gone!”

“Really?” asked the
disbelieving Glinda, even getting up and looking out the den door
into the long hallway leading to the maid’s quarters.

“This new woman’s in the den
with mom and dad talking. She’s really nice, I met her!”

“Wow, neato!” said
Rich.

They all walked into the cozy den. This room
was decorated in very expensive brown intricate wallpaper and a
huge Marc Chagall hung ever so exquisitely above the expensive
Italian couch. The windows faced toward the tip of the Empire State
Building, as well as the PanAm building to the right, and the
Chrysler Building’s twinkling church looking lights to the left.
The East River was lit up all around, and the George Washington
Bridge stood to the foreground, cars flashing like stars. Trash and
tugboats slowly drifted on the water, their little portals shining
and cozy looking! When they came in and were seated, everyone sat
quietly for a moment looking at the view that never seemed to get
tiresome. In fact, it exuded their parent’s tastes.

Each child kissed their dad and sat on the
couch. Mrs. Osberg was in the French chair dressed to the nines.
The apartment itself was immaculate and glamorous. Mrs. Osberg was
very particular about her decorators and furniture.

Lena Osberg could have been
someone! With her almost Broadway career behind her and the
contacts she stayed in touch with it was easy to still entertain
with the idea of being known
and ‘in the
know’. The way she dressed and carried
herself was very elegant and well put together. Blond long hair in
a bun, her trademark cherry lipstick, signature white outfits and
nifty flat heeled shoes in all colors and styles. The smell of
Chanel #5 or A’rpeage French cologne at $100 an ounce. She shopped
at Bloomingdales, Bergdorf Goodman’s, Neiman Marcus, Saks Fifth
Avenue and even I Magnin. The glamorous woman knew a lot of well
heeled, high placed people and celebrities, singers and character
actors. Her charity work and past paired her with many a surprise
actor or singer who had even babysat them when they stayed at the
UN Plaza apartment.

Their Mother Lena loved
glamour! That mixed with the need to be different than all the
rest, and know she was sparked with a special aura about her. Mrs.
Osberg was gorgeous; she knew
it. Lena was elegant, she knew. The woman who loved wearing
all white and mink was outspoken and to the point; everyone around
her knew that. Lena
was simply smashing, gorgeous and vivacious. She didn’t smoke nor
drink, except sometimes socially. She’d taken good care of herself
through the years of having so many children. If all had went as
planned there would have been many more kids, but she did have a
few miscarriages. She and Victor had been busy, as the Kennedy’s
were.

Lena could carry a
conversation on for hours and absolutely lived for being in
“The Know”. She was smart
and raised well, fine bred in the Fine Arts, she sang opera like it
was a walk in the park; Lena could play the piano and once had
aspirations of either being a concert pianist or singing in the
opera, but after a stint on Broadway, she met Victor Osberg and her
mothering instincts overcame loving living out of a suitcase. But
on the other hand, Lena used her theatrical background to her
advantage; her public speaking skills took her to various forums
and panels, as well as at parties in the “industry” both media and
music, plus movies. In many ways it was rubbing off on Eliza, but
more so with Glinda. Some called her over-dramatic, many called her
beautiful and a great opera singer and the woman could raise funds
for just about any cause related the The
Arts!

“Kids, I’d like you to meet
Gemma,” said Lena.

A young, petite light skinned black woman sat
on the chair and smiled brightly.

“Kids, this is Gemma, our
new housekeeper!” added Victor.

“Hello,” they all said in
unison.

“She’s going to take care of
you and cook, clean and keep our apartment orderly,” said Mrs.
Osberg.

“I’m from Jamaica,” said the
bright eyed lady.

Eliza remembered the sneering, ugly, old
white face of Vera, and this new lady seemed anything but
terrifying, Eliza could sense that right away!

“Wow,” they all said again
in unison.

“You kids are cute, Ras…!”
exclaimed Gemma, using the word “Ras” as in “Wow”.

“And she cooks!” said
Eliza’s mother. “And I know what you’re thinking Eliza! You can
tell right away that Gemma is a really sweet person, unlike Vera,”
added Lena. She turned to Gemma. “That’s the lady we’d made the big
mistake of hiring last year before we moved here to the UN Plaza,
so things were a bit hectic.”

Eliza would always be haunted by Vera and
remembered the incident with her younger sister getting her mouth
washed out with Phisoderm nursing soap by Vera. Eliza recalled
Glinda’s face turning beet red and she was screaming in terror,
they both were.

Eliza stared deeply into Gemma’s twinkling
brown eyes, and saw only kindness and depth she never saw in Vera’s
dark grey winkers.

“I only have bad memories of
Vera,” said Eliza.

Little Glinda and even Roy nodded. They would
always carry the harsh memory of Vera the Terror, as they all
called her.

“It takes a lot to push Roy
to lose his temper like Vera and her sister Loretta did to the kids
behind our backs!” admitted Mrs. Osberg.

Eliza cut in, “He ended up chasing them
around the apartment with a steak knife until they locked
themselves in the den bathroom.”

“They’d rile the kids up and
tease them, and then claimed it was Eliza who was riling them up.
Once Eliza had a terrible ear infection,” explained Mrs.
Osberg.

“The school called and Vera
come in a taxi and practically dragged Eliza by her sore ear to the
cab and home,” explained Mr. Osberg easily remembering the incident
and how they hadn’t seen how Vera was at first. “An aide saw the
whole thing out the window and phoned us both!”

“Instead of trying to
relieve Eliza’s apparent pain she told my daughter to go straight
to her room, undress and get to bed with no t.v. on,” said Mrs.
Osberg. “She told us that Eliza had been sent home from school for
pretending to be sick, so at first of course we believed Vera…” She
shot a loving glance of guilt toward Eliza and this had not been
the first time Lena hadn’t believed her daughter hurt or ill. It’s
just that she didn’t want her kids hurting, and sometimes she
assumed they were playing wolf.

“But eventually by that
evening the truth was out about Vera. Now that’s wrong and I should
have seen that one coming. Luckily I called Fern and she and her
sister flew in and took care of things for awhile until we found
you Gemma!”

“Fern?” asked Gemma
curiously.

“Oh, yes, we employed 2
sisters Fern and Ginny, wonderful women, to care for the kids years
before Vera came into our employ,” said Victor.

“Remember, they have their
own families,” said Mrs. Osberg.

But Eliza knew that Fern and Ginny just can’t
stay away from the Osbergs, and the pay was very lucrative and the
work was very fulfilling and busy, plus they get the fringe
benefits of staying at the prestigious UN Plaza when their services
were needed!

Mrs. Osberg added easily, “We would never ask
them to uproot.” She leaned forward as if telling a secret. “The
bottom finally fell out when Vera got so brazen as to steal my
Bloomingdale’s charge plate and bought a $90 coat. She told
everyone that my husband gave her permission!”

“Me Ras!” said Gemma almost
dreamy-like as her cheery eyes took in the elegance of
23E.

“She was unceremoniously
fired and we’ve never heard from her again and if we do the police
will be involved. I did make a complaint!” said Victor.

Eliza didn’t mention that the kids had seen
Loretta, Vera’s redheaded sister. She said Vera got another job on
Park Avenue for some family and was making big bucks and that if
“you kids want to come up to my place, I’ll make you a nice
spaghetti dinner” to which the kids never accepted. As she walked
away Eliza and Glinda would make fun of her.

Now this wonderful, young, friendly lady,
eyes dancing with fun, stood before the kids laughing and carrying
on with them.

After that, before dinner Eliza started to
run her bath, Gemma came up and a said, “We’re gonna’ have so much
fun, ras child! She even helped Eliza run her bath, and then washed
her tangled naturally curly hair for Eliza which was a luxury. Even
Glinda hopped in the tub as Gemma began to wash their hair and
laugh with them. The Jamaican’s hands were supple and gentle and
her demeanor kind. She had 4 children of her own and lived in
Brooklyn with her husband Lev, whom Mrs. Osberg ended up getting a
high profile job working at the UN Garage.

“Gemma, I like you,” said
Glinda as she rinsed off.

“Me too!” added Eliza as she
dunked her head under the warm cloudy water in the tub and all the
grim and dirt of playing in the middle of Central Park came off of
her like a second skin! It felt great to be clean and warm. Her
fingers were still a bit frozen and were thumping, but soon that
would subside once she was dry and in her night gown watching the
latest t.v. show this evening.

It’s going to be my first night staying with
you kids!”

“Yea,” cried both
girls.

Gemma would sleep in her quarters and all the
children were looking forward to it. That evening Eliza’s parents
left for a glamorous party upstairs where Mr. and Mrs. Glass
lived.

Gemma said, “I’m going to make ya’all
hamburgers and French fries – a real treat for you!”

It looked good and all the kids were talking and conversing. “We’re
so glad Vera is long gone. Gemma can you be a real ‘Gem’ to us?”
asked Eliza.

Gemma smiled nicely and nodded.

They all watch TV in the den. Then Glinda
fell asleep on the couch and Gemma ended up carrying the cute pixy
to bed.

“Good night Gemma, thanks,”
said Eliza as Gemma tucked them both in.

“Sure Sweetie.
Kiss me dede,” she said
kissing them each on the forehead.

CROW’S NEST ON THE
23RD FLOOR – UN PLAZA VANTAGE

The next day rose into a
bright sparkling winter morning as the sun lifted slowly into the
sky. It’s orange rays bounced and climbed over the East River
winding its way around the various scrubby green parks dotting the
streets of the lower East Side of Manhattan! The famous Twin Towers
were in the foreground gleaming and sparkling like a
contessa of diamonds all 110 floors of
them!

Cars, buses and brigades of
yellow cabs made their way up 1st Avenue as day overcame the
twinkling lights of The Big Apple. And on the opposite end of the
World Trade Center buildings, facing The Western Front across the street from
the United Nations Building stood 2 tall, brilliant buildings
rising up over Tudor City. The UN Plaza Towers stood alone in all
their own gleaming glory!

Eliza, the curly-headed rambunctious 10 year
old stared down at the long rows of shiny black foreign delegate
cars lining up in front of the UN Rose Gardens. They looked like
her brother’s Match Box collection, so small, yet so dignified even
from that high up, over 20 stories!

She awoke to the slight commotion beginning
at the UN Building, just a slight ripple of a clamor with men
running to and fro, and even police cars taking positions on all 4
corners. “Wow, something is really going on today,” she said aloud.
Eliza caught the slight strains of the scratching sound of radios
and walkie talkies drifting all the way up to her bedroom!

The East River glistened in
the background, with the 59th Street Bridge to the left and
the George Washington Bridge in the distance picking up the slack
for a spectacular view. It was always breathtaking, especially when
something big was about to go down at the United Nations, which
faced Eliza and Glinda’s bedroom.

As Eliza watched the
commotion outside the window, she started thinking about Senator
Robert F. Kennedy who along with his family had lived in on the
14th floor in the other tower and brushed by Eliza like a normal
everyday thing. As the girl watched police come into place in front
of the UN Building, she remembered the Senator coming in the
elevator and actually meeting her gaze and looking straight at her
big feet. He smiled and said calmly, “We have a bet going and can’t
seem to figure out if you are a boy or a girl,” said the
Senator.

It was hard to believe he’s been assassinated
not even a year ago. Then on the day of Kennedy’s funeral at St.
Patrick’s Cathedral, Eliza had full eye contact and a conversation
with Ethel, who at that time was dressed in all black and heading
for her husbands funeral, where even Eliza’s mother and grandmother
attended and sat in the front row. Eliza was thinking about this
memory as even more activity was starting up at the UN.

Her father and brothers and sister were
upstairs in their dad’s den watching it on t.v. scanning for them
in the crowd. Meanwhile Eliza stood transfixed as she said to Mrs.
Kennedy, “Don’t worry, everything will be alright, Mrs. Kennedy!”
Eliza said trying to imitate how her dad said it to her when she
was very ill last winter. It calmed her then and she hoped it would
steady Mrs. Kennedy.

“I know, Dear,” said Mrs.
Kennedy, now a widow, with a single tear making its way down her
face! She smiled at Eliza and everyone in the elevator were
transfixed for a split second, until the doors opened on the Lobby
level and she exited with her entourage in tow as a million and one
flash bulbs and camera lights shined on her. Eliza remembered that
she had stayed in the elevator with Juan the operator as the clamor
followed Mrs. Kennedy’s exit out the revolving doors and into a big
black stretch limo. Eliza rode the elevator with Juan back up to
23, and thanked him. “Do you think Tom will tell?” asked Eliza
speaking of the head front desk man who had been with the UN Plaza
since it was built.

“I don’t know, Miss, you
know him pretty well!”

“We’ll see, thanks Juan! By
the way why didn’t they make the UN Plaza an even 40 floors instead
of 38?” the imaginative, creative kid asked the old Cuban elevator
man.

“I don’t know that one
‘neither, Miss Osberg,’ said Juan sweetly, but with
dignity.

“Do you think it could have
something to do with the 13th
floor, look it’s even listed on the
elevator panel?” Eliza pointed to the fancy board of round yellow
lights. “Most of my friend’s buildings don’t even have a
13th floor.

“Well, I hear that most
large buildings in New York City skipped the number entirely,” said
Juan as Eliza left and skipped away. She was a whippersnapper that
was for sure…

As that memory passed in
Eliza’s mind, she sat on the window sill pondering where Ethel
Kennedy and her kids had gone, which later she found out was
Virginia, or Cape Cod. They used to live in the East Tower on the
14th floor!

Eliza was eagerly joined by her sister and
two older brothers Richard and Roy.

“Can’t you tell that there’s
something really big going on today?” said Eliza looking out at the
great expanse of the city with the East River simmering with tug
boats, tour boat company Circle Line
and even barges hulking with trash sifting back
and forth.

As she was thinking about Robert Kennedy, and
the day she met him and they had a “moment” in the elevator, a
vibrating sound shook the window.

Suddenly, out of nowhere a roaring black
helicopter flew by. Eliza’s eyes almost popped out of her skull
when she saw it. They all jumped back startled.

Eliza wondered if other tenants heard the
commotion or made any big deals about it after so many years.

“I hope it doesn’t wake mom
up,” said the concerned Richard, always worried about his mom
Lena.

It was Tuesday morning as their mother Lena
Osberg slept like a log, not even an atom bomb could disturb her
deep sleep, in the sprawling master bedroom. Their father, Victor
Osberg had flown to where he maintained a lace factory in New
England and manufactured lace and odd women’s underwear with no
cotton crotch. They were innovated in Victor Osberg’s mind, so he
was trying to make them all the rage and that included his
daughters wearing them! Lena always wore them; she had them in 3
different colors and designs and didn’t mind that there wasn’t a
solid crotch.

Eliza’s father spent 3 days there at his two
bedroom apartment, and then he’d rent a seaplane and fly back to
New York City for 3 days. He usually rented the smaller plane, but
sometimes flew commercial.

The Osbergs received the best tables in the
restaurants, the best service, #1 seats in the theaters and the
best rooms in hotels. It was in Mrs. Osberg’s nature to strive for
the big things in life. She got it, but not quite like it should
have been! But an interesting life for Eliza lay ahead and was
destined!

The 4 of them watched out the bedroom window
as the Black Hawk helicopter hovered slowly down to the front lawn
of the UN and landed. People passed by it as if it was another
every day occurrence. As the roaring rotors stopped their twirling
a few Secret Service agents flooded the perimeter around the
copter. Nothing happened at first. The kids got impatient and had
to get ready for school.

“Wait, hang on,” said Eliza.
“Just one second!”

“Nothing’s happening!”
answered Eliza’s older brother Roy. “Who cares anyway?” He got off
the window sill. Eliza knew that was standard for her older
brother, who seemed to lose interest before she or her sister and
other brother Richard did. He’d gone back to his bedroom he shared
with his brother and was dressing for school. The oldest Osberg
sibling attended a different one than his brother and sisters and
there was talk about sending him to a ritzy boarding school in
Upstate, New York somewhere, which sounded very exciting to Eliza,
who sometimes wished she was a boy!

“Do you think Darrin or
Dum-Dum know what’s happening?” asked Glinda, feeling a bit
scared.

“I’m sure they’ve been
briefed since they do work in the building,” said Neil trying to
sound like a policeman.

Just then, as Eliza was about to give up
herself, the helicopter doors opened and 3 men got out. They
surrounded a cloaked figure dressed in black and grey Arab uniform,
with his ‘signature’ turban.

“Look, its Arafat,” yelled
Eliza, her nose glued to the window.

Gemma, their Jamaican housekeeper breezed in.
“Time for breakfast,” said Gemma in a thick West Indies-like lilted
accent. She’d been with the Osbergs for almost 3 years and was
hired soon after they moved in to the well known UN Plaza
Apartments. She had quickly become almost desensitized to the
Osbergs constant clamor and energy, which was very high and it
wasn’t just stupid kids talking like parrots. They brought up
interesting facts, and asked many questions. And not just run of
the mill questions… Questions that deserved an honest and long
drawn out answer. These kids drew you out of your shell which Gemma
had put herself in at first. She retreated by locking her bedroom
door at the UN Plaza and watching her t.v. and ignoring them at
first, especially in the evenings after she’d looked after and
cleaned up after them. But as the months passed she became very
involved with the kids, and that was mostly due to Fern, a very
close family friend who cared for them even longer before Gemma had
arrived. Not that Gemma was ignoring her duties, she knew how to
handle things, and the kids did mind her.

Gemma could just imagine how the school
teachers dealt with this group!…A smile came to the sweet Jamaican
woman’s lips… Her big white teeth were wide and strong. She looked,
at that time, in her crisp white nurses uniform and white shores,
like an angel with a twinkle in her soft brown eyes. She put in
many years at the Osberg residence and would probably always be
there for years to come. Just then the apartment phone rang. Gemma
answered. It was Tom the desk man who had been there since the
building opened in 1966, and it was amazing how he ran the front
lobby, like a clock. He didn’t take any crap. “Just want to remind
you to keep a sharp on those kids today, Gemma,” he said briskly.
Yassar Arafat is around and there’s going to be demonstrations and
a big ruckus and I know I’m sticking my foot in my mouth, but keep
the kids away from there, please!” he pleaded.

“Yes sir,” Gemma answered in
that soft voice she used to soothe Glinda when she was crying or
fussy.

“I’m talking about when they
go off to school. They’ll have to leave out the back entrance of
the East Tower…Have them use the service elevator down to the
cellar, then wall down the hallway to the other tower and get on do
as instructed. I’ve called the school and the school van and they
know of this situation,” said Tom officially.

Eliza attended PS 59, otherwise known as
Beekman Hill School.

“But Mr. Shelley,” said Gemma. “They’ve been
taking public transportation rather than being picked up.”

Tom’s voice was livid. “What? You mean to
tell me they are not being picked up by the usual school bus van or
limos like the other kids in the building and surrounding
area?”

Gemma was silent then avoided it all by
saying, “I will make sure they make it to the bus stop far from the
UN Building, Mr. Shelley.”

“Please do!” He hung
up.

As Glinda and Eliza got ready for school they
laughed and joked with each other as Gemma went to the kitchen and
started breakfast and started explaining the plan to the children
who saw it all as a game like on TV!

“Just like on the Mod Squad,
I wanna’ be Peggy Lipton,” shouted Eliza.

Roy ran in and turned on the little black and
white t.v. set in the kitchen. It was a “special report” which
always intrigued the kids because of the seriousness of the
situation and that it directly affected them because they lived
right by the eye of the hurricane!

“Do you have all your school
things?” Gemma breezed out of the kitchen and into the girl’s
bedroom down the hall.

Their Aunt Dorothy decorated
their bedroom in shades of orange, black and white. Ripe stripes of
color ran above along the upper walls that were wall papered the
expensive way. There was bright “orange” wall to wall shag carpeting
with the two beds on either side of the bedroom. And of course the
Orange bedspreads and white wicker headboards, even a little white
wicker elephant used as a nightstand blended interestingly. Some of
the furniture in their bedroom was converted from their nurseries;
a white wicker rocking chair and a delicate lamp with a statue of a
white angel holding up the bulb. Pretty frilly paintings hung on
their walls as well as the girl’s own artwork and
scribblings.

Both girls were dressed and had grabbed their
book bags and were in the kitchen where a nice nutritious breakfast
of poached eggs, crispy lean bacon, lightly buttered toast and
freshly squeezed juice awaited them awaited them. Roy and Richard
were already at the round glass table chowing down. They all ate
heartily and with gusto, but the Osberg children were reared on the
‘salad fork’, and showed much decorum at the dining table, except
sometimes Eliza, who acted up and usually got a reprimand. It was
Mr. Osberg doing the yelling about it, but he wasn’t around this
morning.

And when he was gone, the
Osberg children ran wild and their mother indulged them with money
for Bernie’s Candy Store downstairs in the Delegates Lobby while
she arranged big charity events and fund raisers for certain
colleges and organizations! Her resume reads like a
“who is who of entertainment”, but like most mother’s involved in The Arts, she also
exposed her children to many things that were not on the menu of
the other families at their schools and after school centers. But
Lena was able to make many friends and occupied herself with
family, running seemingly endless shopping errands plus her
husbands anal demands to pick up his dry cleaning, have a certain
type of dinner or just be ready to go out at the drop of a hat.
She, Lena ran the household smoothly and with such formality in her
even and electric way!

Victor Osberg took care of
them all though and took them to vacation places and Europe with
his wife in the summertime while the kids went to 9 week summer
camps in Maine. He lavished everything he had on his beautiful,
worldly wife Lena and his four children! Life was very good at that
moment and neither would change a thing. Although, he had to admit
that he was a little hard on his wife, her being from that
entertainment Broadway crowd, raised by a daddy that indulged her
every fancy, he could understand. His Navy background warranted it,
so she put up with it, because they loved each other, and had
actually met twice before, years ago before the fireworks burst in
air in the late 1950’s after he’d gotten out of the Navy. But that
is another story. Flash forward and here they were raising a family
in the best apartment building on the Lower East Side in the Turtle
Bay District. Lena had even attended the famed Julliard School of
music which was virtually a stone’s throw from their digs. It was
Heaven for Lena, and she indulged her children and encouraged them
to read and take up hobbies and take a keen interest in
The Arts, Broadway and The Theatre;
taking them all to the Nutcracker Suite and all
the Christmas and Easter shows at Radio City Music Hall hadn’t hurt
them one bit.

Mrs. Osberg got a kick out of buying her
girls books on which were loosely based on a little girl named
Eloise who roams the halls of The Plaza Hotel. Her family was a bit
more retro 1970’s than little French Eloise’s, but the books were
fun to read to the kids. In fact, Lena loved to read the books out
loud, which her children loved. And when they took the kids to the
Plaza Hotel for dinner, there were huge posters of Eloise and
everyone kept saying how much little Glinda looked like her, even
though it was blatantly obvious that Eloise resembled Eliza more
than Glinda.

Eliza was just too hyper for anyone to start
to pay too much attention to her thus she would get too energetic,
so most times they were trying to hold her down and make her quiet.
Deep down inside they all knew Eliza was a special, creative little
girl. Maybe with time she would be calmer. Maybe they would one day
take Dr. Shipps advice and give her a pill to help her sleep. But
then, maybe not.

The kids finished quickly, maybe a bit too
quickly. Gemma was on to them!

“Listen to me, you kids
march right down to the East Tower and out the back door and
straight to the 1st
Avenue bus stop. And to make sure you do, I am
going with you!”

“Ohhhh, Gemma, no,” cried
Richard!

“What about Roy?” asked
Eliza.

“Roy’s bus is waiting
outside by the East Tower.”

“Okay, Gemma,” said Roy,
never misbehaving and always doing what they asked. But he asked so
many questions sometimes, and it was usually questions he already
knew the answers too but he wanted attention!

Though Richard was quiet and shy, he did have
a very bad temper and he could get very riled up about things.
Eliza was like the battery for it all to go. Glinda fussed and
cried on a dime, but got away with it because she was just so cute.
She looked like a little dolly crying and you just wanted to take
her in your arms and rock her back and forth and sing an old
Jamaican lullaby to!

Gemma got the kids ready, like an assembly
line, but everyone had either a bagged lunch stuffed with goodies,
or lunch money.

She walked them out the door, waited at the
elevator, rode it down, and walked them to the back entrance of the
East Tower. Roy’s van was there and she deposited him with no
problems. Then she walked the other three to the bus stop on First
Avenue where some other ruffian looking children waited. As soon as
they spotted Gemma, they started laughing and making racial slurs,
something Gemma never tolerated. She gave them a very disapproving
look.

As the bus came down First Avenue, Eliza was
eager to get on that bus. Once they got on the bus, Eliza saw that
Gemma had gotten on and was talking to the bus driver, who was a
black man and Jamaican like she was. She and the bus driver got out
of the bus and gave the boys a real tongue lashing which quieted
them down. They were Catholic school boys and attended John Holland
School farther up on First Avenue.

“You kids better mind your
manners!” scolded the bus driver as Gemma left without a backwards
glance. Eliza watched the little, sweet young housekeeper they had
grown to love more everyday walk back to the UN Plaza.

One of the kids hustled over to Eliza. “She
seems really steamed, Man,” He slurred. Something wasn’t right
about these kids today.

“Leave us alone,” shouted
Eliza, sort of wishing she were on Roy’s bus and going to his
school rather than the rough and tumble mixed school she attended
now. Not that PS 59 was all bad, she loved school.

The kids backed off when they spotted the bus
driver giving them a ‘Voodoo’ eye. “Sit down boys or you’all be
walkin’ to yer’ fancy school!”

The boys sat down without another word and
the rest of the trip passed uneventfully. A few women got on headed
uptown to the financial district were talking about the helicopter
from what she’d seen on the news this morning. Eliza joined in on
their conversation saying that she and her brother and sister saw
Arafat and the whole thing unfolding.

“We had to go out this
secret entrance that they only use in extreme emergencies!” Eliza
hyped up, just to see their reaction.

Glinda laughed sweetly. Richard turned around
shyly smiling and looking out the bus window.

“Where do you guys live?”
asked one woman, a blond bombshell dressed in a very short mini
skirt and wearing a long maxi coat.

“The UN Plaza,” said Eliza
proudly.

“Wow, ritzy,” said another
lady.

“Ever see any movie
stars?”

That was Eliza’s cue!

“Yes, let’s see, Johnny
Carson and his wife!

“What’s he like?”

“He’s sort of
mean!”

“What are you saying? Johnny
Carson is mean?”

“Hey, shut up Eliza,” said
Richard.

“Well, this is our stop
kids, if you see Johnny and he’s not acting mean, tell him I’ve got
a singer he’s got to hear, okay?” She handed Eliza her card and the
three women laughed and hooted and left the bus.

Eliza took the card and put it in her front
pocket.

“You are not going to give
it to him are you Eliza?” asked Richard.

“Maybe, maybe not!” she
answered.

They would ride the city bus
all the way up First Avenue. At 57th Street they would walk three
blocks to 3rd
Avenue where their school was. They were rarely
late.

As the bus made its way down the street, the
bus driver asked, “So how long has she been with you?”

“Who?”

“Your
housekeeper!”

“Oh, about 3 years,”
answered Eliza, suddenly thinking back to when Gemma had first come
to them out of the blue after a horrible stint with a housekeeper
they named Vera the Terror. All the kids were glad that Gemma was
there with her sister and they were also getting to know her better
each month that passed. She was a good lady and had a family of her
own. Two boys and two girls, plus maybe more.

“She’s happily married
though,” said Eliza.

The black bus driver sighed but handled it
well, probably having many girls of his own, maybe even a wife.

“Do you love Gemma, Mr. Bus
Driver?” asked Glinda.

The bus driver seemed to get shy but laughed
nervously. “Nooooo, ‘course not… I have a wife,” he said, trying to
sound miffed.

“She’s married too, and her
husband works in our garage at the UN Plaza!”

“Not that’s fine, just
fine…hmmmm,” acknowledged the bus driver as he maneuvered around
multiple yellow taxis and many Town Cars clogging the bus
lane.

“We love her so much!” said
Eliza.

“I can see that
kids!”

“She’s very
nice!”

“I can see that easily,” he
said. “How did you find such a…a … a … a Gem?”

They all laughed.

“I think someone recommended
her because the one before Gemma was this really mean older lady.”
They made a face thinking of the horrible Vera.

“Well, you’all lucky to have
a lady like Gemma!”

“We know, we know,” they all
agreed.

Eliza thought back to the time she had first
met Gemma and already the housekeeper was like one of the
family.

ELIZA’S LEGS BEHIND HER BACK
TRICK!

Eliza was always very flexible. She’d be able
to take her legs and fold them behind her back which would amaze
even amaze the biggest and meanest of all bullies.

The curly-head, hyper girl has a fine tuned
memory and could recall as far back as being 3 years old and
falling asleep in the Yoga Lotus position. Mrs. Osberg would check
on her daughter and would be aghast at how she folded herself all
up in a round ball… Mrs. Osberg made a big problem out of it and
forbade Eliza to sleep that way, as if Eliza didn’t have enough
worries as it stood.

In school, starting at first
grade, Eliza noticed by accident that could she could do that; the
folding of her legs behind her back trick… otherwise known
as, “Hey Eliza, roll up into a
ball!!!!”.

But that would bring attention to her odd
looking fingers, which only had 2 knuckles, instead of the
customary 3 everyone had on each hand, and a few of her fingers
were bent to the right, the ring fingers and the pinky on the right
hand. This brought mostly “unwanted” attention to her, and that
along with her crazy antics of bending her body like an Indian Yogi
didn’t dull her presence that seemed to thrive on some underlying
need for attention!

Then there was her keen love for the American
Indians. She was so into them. And Eliza so easily had become a
full fledged Far East Student as well … She would have excelled at
Yoga if her parents had only allowed her even though she did have a
lot of freedom of expression thanks to her mother and father.

Her dad had much experience with it when he
did a stint in the Navy in the early Fifties. He’d taken a liking
to the Oriental culture and art, and had many things Oriental.

They were not encouraging her to do the Yoga,
and seemed dead set against letting Eliza try it. They warned her
not to do it. But in school Eliza was more popular when she did the
Yoga antics. It sort of empowered her and led them to change her
wardrobe from the cute little dresses to the little boy’s Danskin
outfits.

It should be noted that
Barbara Streisand mentioned in her semi autobiography that she too
could do that same trick as Eliza could do, putting her legs behind
her head and rolling up into a ball, so that fueled even more
antics at school. Streisand is quoted in the book to the extent of
this: “When I was a kid I remember I could
do this little trick for attention. I would gather the other kids
around me and would plop down on the ground and roll my legs up
behind my head and roll up into a ball. I got a lot of attention,
until my mother found out, and knowing I was wearing dresses…Oye,
oye!’

But Eliza had her limitations too. Due to her
missing knuckles she could not grip the jungle gym bars, and she
could not make a full fist so later on in her lifespan she would
also take a high interest in Oriental things, especially Karate,
which allowed her to learn open handed jabs and techniques. That
along with her flexible body would take her far when she’d finally
joined a Karate school in college, which would be years from
now!

Eliza had a natural enthusiasm that bordered
on hyper activity but they had never given her any meds of any
kind, except when she was very ill as a child and they had given
her a mild antihistamine. Some wondered if maybe Eliza Osberg was
out of control. In first grade she jumped up excitedly because she
knew the answer to the riddle in the workbook, which came to her
mind quicker than most of the other normal students in the large
classroom. Mrs. Slusskin was standing over the child and suddenly
Eliza jumped up and knocked the teacher with the top of her little
curly head, clocking the teacher in the chin, making a bloody mess!
At first they thought perhaps she may have hit the teacher on
purpose out of an anger outburst, but a little German boy saw it
all and saved Eliza from the gallows! It was the shy, quiet boy who
still donned the traditional German suspenders and leather chap
looking shorts and intricately woven top!

Roland & Eliza! They made a great pair,
like Judy Garland & Mickey Rooney. Captain & Tennille.
Minnie & Mickey Mouse?

When Roland and Eliza met,
the two became inseparable. They ate together, played together,
talked non stop and tried to sit together in class. Mrs. Hamilton
made it her ‘life’s blood’
to keep the two lovebirds apart, which is what it
was becoming. Roland got a great kick out of kissing Eliza, and
watching her roll up into a ball, so did the other kids, but when
Roland’s brother Daniel asked Eliza to do her leg trick for his
sixth grader buddies and kiss Roland for them, the couple agreed
readily. Any attention for Eliza in her mind was good attention. So
at recess practically the whole sixth grade made a beeline for the
little couple, who usually sat together under in the sandbox
building things with excess cinder blocks they’d found. The kids
made a circle around them! Eliza and Roland did their
‘thing’!

“Now kiss!” Every
coaxed.

They kissed, holding each other close.

“Woooo, what a kiss,” said
one boy in awe.

“Now do that trick Eliza, do
it, do it!”

Everyone began chanting, “Do it, Do it Eliza,
Do it!”

The whole crowd was chanting
louder and louder until the usually distant
9th graders across the fence over at the High School of Art &
Design even looked in.

“Do it Eliza, Do it, Do it,
Do it Eliza, Do it, Do it!”

And she did, very well indeed. Everyone
screamed with glee, some others in shock, this girl Eliza could
really tie herself up…”Wow!”

But ‘acting’ principal Averberg had been
looking out from his “parapet” at the whole incident from beginning
to end, and he was going to take action. He called Mrs. Hamilton,
of all his staff, in and said, “Go see what that’s all about!”

“Yes, Mr. Averberg,” said
Mrs. Hamilton, loving the authority that her job lended. She went
outside and walked up to the group, with her hands on her hips. She
spotted Roland and Eliza on the ground in full swing! They were not
acting dirty or causing bad things, but on the contrary it was
making everyone laugh, so much so that some students who were
usually bullying were rolling around laughing and holding their
stomachs in glee over the trick Eliza did and how the
1st grade couple would kiss and show cute love for each other,
budding love, not dirty.

Mrs. Hamilton watched with eyes squinting in
rising anger as Eliza jumped up and down then put her legs way
behind her head so effortlessly that it was like being in a
circus!

Mrs. Hamilton ran into the crowd of kids and
grabbed Roland by the collar and pushed him away. “Stand there,”
she yelled. Eliza looked up from the ground. She’d been laughing
and carrying on then saw an upside down Mrs. Hamilton glaring at
her and for a second she saw Marla’s ugly triangle face mixed in
there, but there was something else in Mrs. Hamilton’ eyes, pure
unadulterated hatred, maybe even slight racism rearing its ugly
head during that time. The woman did have access to school records,
and her daughter let her know where Eliza lived and all that that
entailed. So Mrs. Hamilton must feel a mixture of things that would
breed such a scathing attitude that had been building all through
Eliza’s years at Beekman Hill School.

Eliza realized then that she was in big
trouble. The plucky little tomboy nimbly got to her feet, dusted
herself off and faced Mrs. Hamilton pretending she was famous
Apache war chief Geronimo, an Indian that she so admired through
her love and study of American Indians!

Mrs. Hamilton grabbed Eliza and shoved her
over to where Roland stood stiffly. He unconsciously put his skinny
arm around Eliza.

“You two are a menace and
should not be together,” ranted Mrs. Hamilton as she came over and
pushed the two friends apart again.

Eliza spotted Marla, who stood in the crowd
of kids looking on and smirking. She stuck her little pink
serpent-looking tongue at Eliza. The other girl ignored her and
said a prayer and just smiled back as if Marla stuck her tongue out
for a joke.

“I’m glad you are not my
mother,” said Eliza to the irate Mrs. Hamilton.

“Girl, get, git’, git to the
office now!” Mrs. Hamilton proceeded to prod the kids through the
terrace and into the hallway toward the principal’s office like a
prison guard. “You should be glad you ain’t my child!” She had them
each held in her clamped down bony, long finger-nailed hands. The
older woman took hold of Roland and Eliza’s shoulders and continued
directing them like prisoners roughing them up just a tad, just
enough she knew she could get away with. They walked down a long
hallway to the principal’s office. She made a big point of acting
like a prison guard and that’s how she treated her own kids! At
that moment Eliza was grateful Mrs. Hamilton wasn’t her mom, but
she did not feel anything for Marla at this point. They reached the
principal’s office.

“Sit down, you here,”
directed Mrs. Hamilton like a Nazi SS man. Almost like a Gestapo
officer, Mrs. Hamilton goose-stepped down the hall and out of
sight.

Across from them Eliza
spotted the boy who had earlier shot a rubber band at little girl
sitting in an adjoining classroom across the hall from where he’d
been sent out for being unruly. His weapon hit its mark from almost
30 feet away, by shear luck and had struck the girl square in the
eye. The boy began talking to them non stop and even wanted Eliza
to “roll up into a ball!”

“No, I can’t,” said Eliza
exasperated. She was a bit nervous over things.

“Do you guys really kiss?”
asked the unruly boy, with the ruffled black hair, dark freckles
and dancing mischievous eyes darting this way and that
way!

“Yes,” said Roland matter of
fact. “But not for you, kid!”

Mrs. Hamilton had left them all there without
another word or backward glance. She had other “fish” to fry! In
her mind she’d done her job, so she returned to her post on the
recess floor out on the terrace.

Roland came over to Eliza and took her hand
and squeezed it. “Don’t worry, it will be okay,” he assured. His
big blue eyes were soft and his blond hair ruffled over black thick
rimmed glasses a bit askew upon his cute little German nose, but
Eliza loved his outfit of suspenders and leathers. She also loved
his lunches of ham sandwiches, Chocolate Snack pack and dried
apricots that his mom packed him every day.

“You know what Eliza,” said
Roland.

“What.”

“One day we’ll get married
and they’ll never separate us!”

“They’ll never keep us
apart, Roland, no they won’t,” agreed Eliza as the rubber band boy
looked on in awe and interest.

“And we’ll elope,
right?”

 


“Can I come?” asked the bad
kid, just for a second seeming to want to.

“No,” both Roland and Eliza
said with finality.

“Yes, I’ll get a long ladder
up to your apartment!” Said Roland, already seeing it in his little
7 year old mind’s eye.

“You guys are talking
doo-doo!” The boy actually shot a rubber band he’d hidden in his
shoe at them.

“Shut up kid! Said Roland
who dodged the flying projectile easily.

“You shut up,” he spat back,
even spitting a wad at the couple.

Hey, stop it,” Said Eliza. “We’re in a lot of
trouble too kid!”

“Yea, shut your mouth!”
Roland grabbed the rubber band and stretched it until it broke and
then threw it back at the boy.

At that second the principal came in. He
looked at the children sitting there. Eliza and Roland were arm and
arm. He shook his head in a ‘tsk, tsk’ fashion.

“Roland, Eliza,” said Mr.
Averberg.

“Yes sir,” they said in
unison.

He took them in the office, but he couldn’t
be hard on them and already stories about Mrs. Hamilton’ tactics in
the recess yard were becoming distressing. He knew Mrs. Osberg and
knew the families, even Roland’s. His mother is a doctor, and both
children were bright. But this was very troubling. “You can not
continue to make a spectacle of yourselves,” said Mr. Averberg
sternly.

“We are so sorry,” said
Eliza.

“I don’t’ want to hear any
excuses. If you continue to be unruly and continue to act out of
hand, I’ll have to take steps,” warned Mr. Averberg. He was already
planning to leave Roland back one grade, not just because of his
closeness with Eliza Osberg, but he’d seem to be having problems.
Maybe that would quell their friendship.

“Now I have a pressing
matter to deal with here,” he said. “Did you see that boy out in
the hallway?”

“Yes,” they both said in
unison again. They were a very cute and intelligent
couple.

“Well, that will be the last
time you will see him, he’s being expelled for shooting a rubber
band at a girl. That girl is in the hospital and they are trying to
save her eye!”

“Oh, how
terrible!”

“So I want you both to calm
down and be like the ladies and gentlemen I know you can be. I know
both of your families and this is not respectable for Beekman Hill
School!”

“Okay.”

“Good, now get on with you
to class. I will have a chat with Mrs. Hamilton too!”

“Okay, thanks
sir!”

“It’s okay kids, just don’t
get into trouble and stay calm!”

“We will. We’re going to
elope!”

“What? Now don’t be talking
like that kids!”

“It’s true, Mr. Averberg!”
Said Eliza.

“Get back to class now, and
stop talking such foolery!”

The two left the office. The boy outside
leaned forward in expectation, wanting to know his fate. Eliza
hesitated to tell him and bit her tongue, lest she get in more
trouble. She so wanted to scream it out that he was getting
expelled! Roland held her hand rather tightly which helped her
stare straight ahead as the boy’s parents were running down the
hallway to hear the bad news. They looked so normal it was hard to
believe it was that kid’s parents. Roland and Eliza walked down the
hallway and knew homeroom was about to begin so they headed to Mrs.
Epstein’s class! She had sat them on opposite sides but they were
always making ‘goo-goo eyes’ at each other so she put Eliza facing
toward the window and Roland toward the desk by the door! It was
heart breaking for the couple because they so enjoyed each other.
The whole class knew this, but no one said a word, but many
snickered in little groups usually just making fun of the couple
that seemed meant to be together! Tragic is a better word, so most
fed on tragic circumstances…

Mrs. Epstein was strict and if you were
quiet, she would give you a piece of candy, usually a Hershey kiss
and many wanted to play that game! Roland always gave Eliza his
chocolate because he could remain very quiet and would do it for
Eliza, because she was the opposite, usually getting a demerit for
talking and carrying on. He knew she didn’t hit Mrs. Slusskin on
purpose last year. He’d seen her jump up in excitement and she
didn’t realize the teacher was standing over her. If not for him
maybe Eliza would have been suspended! He’d also said that she
should stop with the legs behind her back. She was getting in too
much trouble and more than not they were separating her and him,
and he didn’t want that. They talked on the telephone until Eliza’s
mother popped on wanting to call someone.

But by the Fall of the following year right
before school started for 1970, Roland was to leave the country
going back to his homeland. Eliza would always remember their
antics, how they would play in the sandbox at school and build
little houses and temples with the blocks in the sand. Their
favorite game was how Roland would play a white flying horse and
Eliza would direct him all over the recess terrace. They would
fight imaginary enemies and dodge other kids as they would try and
pull on Eliza’s naturally curly hair. Then they’d wander over to
the big kids playing the game “Ride a Buck” where they would jump
on the backs of kids stooped over and ride them like a bronco until
there were 10 kids popping up and down, bobbing and landing pretty
hard on the terrace tiles! They never did it, except once Roland
was coaxed into it and got a black eye from being kneed in the face
by someone! Mrs. Hamilton actually tried to say that Eliza had hit
Roland in anger and that the German boy was lying to protect his
little girlfriend, but Mr. Averberg would have no part of that.

At that moment Eliza thought about the one
time Roland and her had ended up in her apartment building.

But while playing and
running through the building they stopped on the dim lit
13th floor of the United Nations Plaza Apartments. It was decorated
in dark ‘Halloween’ colors but there was a very potent odor of potpourri or some
type of bitter smelling herb conjuring up images of potions and
aromas.

“Be damned if you lived on
the 13th floor!” Screamed the German boy who had captured Eliza’s
little 7 year old heart!

“The couple who live here
are friends with my parents,” pointed out Eliza to Roland. “But
they are so strange. She gives my sister these little Oriental pin
cushions like Voodoo dolls or something like that…and the man has a
lazy left eye and is just strange all together. He paints as a
hobby and it was always just rows and rows of faces, happy faces,
sad faces, round, blue, red and yellow, drawn like a little kid
drawing an audience of faces at a baseball game. It was shallow,
yet there was some weird thing about how he did it,” said Eliza
easily to Roland who just smiled, so smitten…He leaned over as she
was talking and planted a sweet kiss on her cheek and held her hand
softly and with awe… “I love your fingers, they’re so
different!”

But later on
Mr. & Mrs. 13th
Floor would come to dinner and as usual Eliza
would cause a stir… which would almost been comical if the couple
had not lived on the 13th
floor! Who knows?

“I wish we could forward in
time and then be together,” said Roland as they sat on the floor of
the 13th.

“I know what you mean. We’ve
tried everything, but I guess we’ll have to wait until we grow up,”
said Eliza. She remembered they’d tired Astro Projection and it
didn’t work. They were still in this time. So they tried to pretend
when they entered this alley by the school and Roland said, “When
we emerge from here, it’s going to be 15 years in the future and
we’ll walk away from the school and start our life. Let’s try,
okay?”

“Sure, let’s do it!” They’d
made a strong attempt at it, prayed, tried conjuring up the image.
Then as if it really would happen, they left the alley only to find
themselves where they’d always been. “Well just have to keep
trying,” said Roland holding Eliza tightly.

MRS. O’s GINGER ALE &
CRACKERS

There were moments when Eliza and Glinda got
equal treatment and that’s when it was time for bed and Mrs. Osberg
would bring her daughters ginger ale and crackers on 2 elegant gold
trays. Lena would sit with them and read them stories out of the
many books on hand in their quaint bedroom. The girls loved it. It
calmed them. As she read Eloise at the Plaza, her voice took on the
characters French airs and it took the girl’s to far away Europe
and even the Plaza itself, where they’d been many times with their
Grandma Hazel for fancy tea, although Hazel preferred The Russian
Tea Room.

As For Mrs. Osberg, she read in a clear,
fresh almost operatic voice, the girls were taken right to the
scenes and got very excited as their beautiful mother, who really
did resemble Lana Turner, the actress of the 1940’s, read Eloise at
the Plaza without a flaw… The two sisters sat back under their
covers and sipped their chilled Canada Dry Ginger Ales and munched
on simple saltines. They looked satisfied. And Mrs. O. smelled so
fresh and good and elegant. In the night Eliza could still smell
her mother’s expensive odor and that was long after she’d left
their bedroom and went out, or retired for the evening.

The odor actually sometimes lulled Eliza to
sleep because usually their mother would spend more evening time
with them when their father was away at his factory. It was a
simple arrangement and everyone sort of liked it, because Victor
Osberg could be very strict, even on Lena, who was a ravishing
beauty and held just as much, if not more stature than her hubby
Victor O!

Sometimes instead of reading to the girls,
Mrs. Osberg would sing to her daughters, but they absolutely loved
when she would sing an opera standard called “Papers” about a
Jewish concentration camp woman trying to escape and who is stopped
by the Nazis. She is being interrogated by a German officer.
“Papers, Papers,…What is your name, Magda Salone, Age 42…,” Mrs.
Osberg would sing the words in a high soprano opera emotional
stance… Sometimes it was overwhelming, but spectacular all the
same. It was as if Lena became the concentration camp woman trying
to escape. The emotion on her face, her facial expressions and the
way she sang the opera with a lot of gusto and emotion. She thrived
on it. She loved it and secretly regretted not singing in the
opera.

She sang as if she lived it. Then the sisters
would reenact the song and laughed their heads off as the song
intended them to do, even though its theme has sad and tragic
undertones. The girls would sing and mimic the words…so much Jewish
emotion, which opera seemed to thrive on. How many children’s
mothers were classical pianists and opera singers?

Eliza sipped her Ginger Ale loving the taste
of it. It relaxed her. She would always remember how her mother
would bring the Ginger Ale and crackers before bedtime.

Also on occasion, as her daughter sat
listening, Mrs. O. would sing the same songs she’d played on piano
for them. One of the Osberg Daughter’s favorites was when their
mother sang and played a song about a big brown bear! The kids
would go wild and even Lena would lose control and play like a
bartender piano in a saloon, but only for a minute or two and then
it was back to the classics.

The most interesting thing Eliza noticed was
her mother’s thick Brooklyn accent, and then the woman would sing
and sound totally different, so styled and classically trained, not
a note off, not a NY accent out of place! Singing so beautifully
her accent disguised and Eliza and her siblings and father heard a
high soprano, 4 octave range.

“My Mrs. O., what a beauty. She really does
look like Lana Turner,” thought Victor Osberg. People would stop
her on the street to see who she was; on occasion she was mistaken
for Carol Channing, and she’d really be Channing and the kids and
hubby got such a kick out of it.

“Mrs. Channing, you didn’t
say you had children or that your husband was so
handsome???”

“Oh yes, these are my kids
and husband,” Mrs. Osberg would play along, even autographing
napkins and playbills. But she did it as a gag really. And now
Eliza understood why actors like Paul Newman didn’t want to give
out autographs. But they got through it and went onward.

Another thing Eliza loved about her mother
was how every now and then she would do a magic trick at the dinner
table, which was fun and light hearted. One trick Eliza remembered
was when Mrs. Osberg had a napkin but it was a sheet of magnesium
paper that glowed when she lit it up. It was great fun. In fact, if
not for Eliza’s mom, their dinners would most probably have been
more low key. Instead they were electric, fun and lively with
candles, flowers and glamour. Mrs. O. knew how to entertain
well.

Eliza had seen first hand how her mother
could take over a room. All eyes went to her. As if she was some
celebrity… And other than in school, Eliza was proud of her mom.
Maybe because Eliza’s school was mostly poor blacks and Hispanics
that she felt out of place when parent’s day rolled around and her
mother came to the school. Unlike all the other parents, who stood
to the side and dressed down and plain looking, so as not to
startle or scare their kids, Mrs. Osberg was the opposite. She
didn’t mean to do it in a negative way. Mrs. Osberg was a strong
personality and she was what she was…

As the teachers put the kids through their
paces, Mrs. Osberg went straight over to Eliza and sat next to her
and prompted her. Lena wore a white Chanel suit, a long skirt with
a floor length grey mink coat, a big whit e floppy stylish hat, and
a Gucci purse, smelling like Neiman Marcus!

“Would anyone like to read?”
asked Mrs. Greenberg.

Mrs. O. raised her hand … “Eliza… My daughter
will read!”

You could have heard the tiniest pin drop out
of an earlobe!

“Anyone else,” echoed
another teacher taking part.

No one dared answer. The room was frozen all
eyes, some averted but still gazing at the woman in white across
the classroom!

Eliza just started it… She
began to read clearly and just a tad bit shaky at first… It was
like someone else was reading and she was watching from above. She
felt a dizzy, a strange light headed sensation as she felt the urge
of wanting to scratch an itch between her shoulder blades. She
didn’t even realize what she was reading, maybe it was the
Canterbury Tales, or maybe
even Beowulf! She
stumbled over one or two words. Her mother corrected her softly.
All of a sudden there was a ringing in Eliza’s ears and she felt
her face turning bright red, her whole body in a cold sweat but she
read on not really comprehending what she was really reading. She
could smell her mom’s distinct glamour odor. Out of the corner of
her eye she watched her mother in the limelight as the other
parents stood to the back of the classroom some trying to feign non
interest, others looking boldly on in shock, and dismay… Some
whispered quietly, eyes squinted, lips in a tight fake smile. It
made Eliza so uncomfortable, so isolated, so apart from where she
wanted to be.

Eliza realized her mother was no Princess
Grace, but she felt what maybe Princess Grace’s kids felt… Or even
the Kennedy kids upstairs from the Osbergs… They felt it too, but
Eliza was dead sure that Ethel Kennedy did not go to her kid’s
schools and sit beside them while they read, or make her kids feel
different! There was a big difference… But Eliza felt what they may
have felt… She was sure of it.

It was attention she didn’t want or relish.
Usually the black kids picked on her constantly, but even they had
gone underground about it after Eliza snitched on them in such an
offbeat and odd way. It would be something that would follow Eliza
the rest of her life in different forms. Not the snitching, but the
way Eliza went about getting grounded again after such an event
took place.

TRUMAN CAPOTE “DIRTY
TOENAILS”!

The first time Eliza had seen or noticed
Truman Capote was one evening when the Osbergs were on their way to
dinner at the Coco- Cabana, a new supper club in their neighborhood
where the movie “The French Connection” was filmed.

Mr. Capote got into the
elevator from the hallway on the 38th floor penthouses. He’d just
come from visiting and drinking with Joanna Carson, and things were
not going well between her and husband, talk show host Johnny
Carson; it was well known in certain social circles and in the
tabloids.

Capote always had been intrigued with
emotional upheaval and immersed himself in it on purpose. It fueled
his writing so when he saw the Osbergs, he was dissecting them
closer even though he’d knocked down a few Vodka Sours with Joanna.
He seemed amused when he heard a riveted Eliza whisper to her well
dressed father, “Daddy, he smells weird, and why is his nose so
red?”

“Shhhh, be quiet Eliza,”
scolded Lena Osberg all decked out in a white sparkling gown and
Barbra Streisand’s mink coat. There was something about this family
that lended an underlying upstrungness that could not be denied!
Things seemed to be swirling around them like bees to honey. It was
a very high energy probably due to Mrs. Osberg’s personality and
aura, which was so up and dazzling.

Anyone in the building with any sense could
see that Eliza was a tomboy through and through. Glinda had cute
looks and her smile was bright and glistening; the brothers Roy and
Richard were clear faced, but slightly overweight in the cheeks,
like you want to pinch them every second like a doting
grandmother!

Capote heard at the meeting that Lena Osberg
was an accomplished opera singer and concert pianist. He’d love to
sit down and chat with her. She also did a stint on Broadway as
well. Intriguing and interesting signals he received. The children
seemed orderly but he’d heard stories from Joanna that they were
rambunctious and loud. She had also filled him in on the Kennedy
play day that went so awry.

“But J Dear, aren’t I as rambunctious and
loud as the kids too! Capote wore a plain blue denim shirt with
blue jeans, shoes with no socks. The elevator man seemed a bit
overly friendly with the Osberg girls, and they were chatting non
stop to him. It bothered many but not Truman.

The next time Eliza and Truman Capote crossed
paths was the following Sunday when the Osberg kids were on their
way to the bike room in the East Tower, then over to the park next
door to the UN Plaza.

He noticed Eliza’s huge feet. She smiled up
at him, reminding him of Pippy Longstocking! Her sister was very
petite and cute, pixy girl cute, like a shiny button! Capote wore
his signature straw hat, dressed down jeans and shirt with an
antique silver flask filled with the best Russian Vodka money could
buy hidden in his shirt pocket. He was walking his bulldog Maggie,
who was an unruly and unfriendly jealous animal that you only
petted if you liked the sound of snapping teeth and a low grunting
growl.

“Your nose is red,” said
Eliza. She kneeled down and petted his dog.

“What’s the dog’s
name?”

“Maggie, but she might bite
you!”

“You smell funny,” said
Glinda.

Both girls broke out in innocent laughter.
Capote was not fazed, in fact, he found it quite amusing. It’s a
good idea to get down to a kid’s level and try that on…

Maggie got nervous with all the talking and
clamor of children in the elevator’s small space. She barked a
hoarse whisper of a yelp and bared her crooked missing teeth and
backed up against the wall.

Adolfo was on duty and joked with the Osberg
kids. They were not like the usual indifferent children that lived
at the UN Plaza. Those kids were snotty and aloof, but the Osberg
brood was like the piñata swinging at a fiesta. It was fun to tease
them and pretend the elevator was stuck, and then shut the lights
out and say, “We’re going to go sideways!” Adolfo would do a funny
’23-Skado’ dance step when he said it! The kids loved it, but Eliza
was scared most of all because of her earlier ordeal at the
amusement park when she a mere baby.

Everyone who worked in the building joked
around with the Osberg kids, some tenants not liking it. Having
hired help fraternizing with the most nosiest and unruly neighbor’s
children was like fingernails against a blackboard for some.

“Why is your nose so red?”
Asked Eliza looking up at Capote, trying to suppress a
grin.

“I’m Santa Claus,” he
quipped back at her. Capote needed a comeback and observed Eliza up
and down with his piercing blue eyes squinting merrily. He was
looking for something. He found it and pointed to her sandaled
large feet and said loudly and clearly “And you my dear have
‘dirty toenails’!’” He
emphasized “dirty toenails”.

Everyone in the elevator, even Eliza, cracked
up, including the operator who was supposed to be akin to the
London silent guardsmen you tried to make laugh.

“Dirty toenails, dirty
toenails, dirty toenails,” laughed Richard.

“That’s right,” said Capote.
“Dirty toenails! Not mine, hers! Mine are clean he said removing
his expensive Italian shoes with no socks.

Even Eliza started to laugh because her
toenails were uncut and dirty. It wasn’t a very pretty site, and
her feet were also oversized for her age, so the 10 year old tomboy
stuck out like a sore thumb with a size 8 shoe!

From that time until they moved, when Truman
and Eliza met he’d utter the 2 words that would have them cracking
up and roaring with laughter. It became infectious, because most in
the vicinity knew Truman Capote and what he wrote and stood for.
After a few months it was almost like Capote and Eliza shared a
strange friendship. Even when they’d spot each other in the lobby
or when the elevator door opened they would acknowledge each other
almost fondly. It was odd and many did notice and told Mr. Osberg.
He would roll his eyes after they’d told him and left him standing
dumbfounded in the elevator almost having to ride all the way back
up…

It was almost as ludicrous as when Johnny
Carson invited him to go skydiving in the coming months since
they’d moved in the building. Victor had declined the offer and it
was at a building party so Johnny had a few in him and Osberg
brushed it off as they sat together talking about the latest
issues. Carson thought Osberg had a good head on his shoulders and
was interested in what made his lace mill tick and how he managed
to balance his time and shuttle between New York and Rhode
Island!

But it would a few weeks
later when Mr. Osberg was out of town at the lace factory. It was
during Eliza’s spring break. She’d gone by herself to the park when
she bumped into “The Grass Harp”
author who was about to drive away in his Aqua
blue convertible Mercedes with Maggie in the back.

“Well, it’s the ‘Dirty
Toenails Tomboy!”

“Hi Red Nosed one,” teased
Eliza back at him, not batting an eye. Suddenly she felt like Tatum
O’Neal in the new movie that was becoming the rage “Paper Moon”
with Ryan O’Neal! Eliza felt like that character Tatum played. She
sidled up to his car, the steering wheel on the opposite side than
American cars! She boldly petted Maggie. “I want to have a ride,”
she half demanded just as Maggie snapped at her fingers.

“I don’t know, Maggie
doesn’t like you very much. She’s jealous…”

“Please, it looks like
fun!”

Truman was debating with
himself. He felt a bit drawn to this offbeat little girl. She sort
of made him feel like a child again. Blurting out whatever came to
mind, running wild through the elegant lobby, unknowing of the
right manners or decorum or at least pretended not to. In a strange
way his main character from “In Cold
Blood” had a slanted innocence under the
surface.

“Okay, hop in. I’ll tool you
around the block….”

“Great, thanks!” Eliza
climbed in and seat belted herself in.

Sammy the Doorman helped Eliza and shut the
snazzy door of the vehicle. He knew very well how Mr. Capote drove
and maybe that he might be a bit tipsy. “Does your mother know
about this, Eliza?” He asked in earnest, only trying to protect the
little girl.

“Yes Sammy,” she lied while
sitting in the front seat of the Truman Capote’s blue Mercedes. He
took off with a screech and picked up speed fast, leaving the
doorman stunned and worried. Even Tom at the front desk stood up
when he saw Capote driving off with little Eliza Osberg in the
front seat!

Eliza’s curly, frizzy hair blew in all
directions. Maggie began barking her whispery yelp, but by now
Eliza was not afraid. Truman maneuvered the car expertly, but with
more speed and gusto than more drivers out that day! He wasn’t a
pro, but more of a speed demon. It was in his blood as well as
expensive Vodka!

They raced up Beekman Place,
and onto 1st Avenue, and then took a fast turn onto Riverside Drive. Eliza
watched the picturesque towers from all angles and since it was the
first time she’d driven in a convertible she was very excited and
it showed on her exuberant flushed face, her curls whipping in the
warm New York City wind.

“So,” yelled Truman, above
the din of the engine and wind. “You lied so easily to the
doorman!”

For some reason, Eliza trusted Capote. He had
a very dry sense of humor but he right away seemed to relate when
he started with the ‘dirty toenails’ banter with the girl.

“Yea, I lied to Sammy, but I
wanted to go!” Said Eliza trying to emulate the Tatum O’Neal
character Adie Prayer from Paper Moon!

“Obviously.”

“Look, even Maggie likes me
now,” said Eliza. She was gently stroking Maggie's fur back and the
dog was responding well. Truman was impressed.

“Hmmm, you must be ok
then…If Maggie lets you pet her like that!”

They sailed along Riverside Drive at an even
pace, then Capote suddenly gunned the engine and they sprinted
easily by the UN Building in the flashy car, drawing lots of
attention which was Truman’s intentions in the first place. They
drove onward toward Tudor City where a virtually unknown Robert
Redford lived. In that moment Truman Capote and Eliza were so much
alike!

Capote would never be able to live it down,
but he liked Eliza, more than he would have other children. Even
the Kennedy kids were a bit droll after Capote met Eliza. They had
a reputation, and could not be children, but more like mannequins.
How sad.

Eliza had spunk and chutzpah and it’s the
little kid enthusiasm she showed, more than most of the other
snot-nosed kids at the UN Plaza had, and Truman liked that about
Eliza. But it was time to get back to reality as he reached into
his front pocket and retrieved a small silver flask and took a sip.
He stared at Eliza and held out the flask.

Eliza really felt like Tatum O’Neal now! She
related to that character and was the same age as Tatum in that
movie! She pretended in her head that she was in that movie and it
fueled her imagination to the hilt.

“What’s that?” Asked Eliza,
already knowing, but playing cat and mouse.

Truman ate that up. “Magic juice!”

“Can I have a
taste?”

“Well that all depends. It’s
pretty strong juice for adults!”

Eliza seemed confident. “I can take it. My
dad let me try his Vodka once! And I also tried it at his dry bar
and mixed my own Vodka drink once. I added Ginger Ale!”

“What? How could you!
Ugh…”

“That’s what is in the
flask,” Eliza said and winked, trying to emanate the confidence of
Tatum!

“Smart girl.”

“I know that.” She smiled
brightly at the famous author as he smiled wryly at the
girl

“If I give you a swig do you
promise not to tell anyone?”

“I promise,” said Eliza
earnestly.

“Now don’t lie to me like
you did the doorman!”

“Oh, I won’t!”

His glassy blue eyes pieced Eliza’s brownish
green ones. Slowly he passed his precious flask of grade-A Russian
Vodka to the 10-year old girl. She took it and mimicked Tatum
O’Neal’s character in Paper Moon deftly. She put the flask to her
lips and took two huge big sips and swallowed with no problem,
which surprised Truman Capote. Eliza felt the warm liquid go down
her gullet and into her stomach. She immediately felt light headed
and warm and uplifted, slightly drunk already.

“Okay Dirty Toenails, that’s
enough for you,” joked Capote as he yanked the flask out of her
strange looking fingers.

They both started laughing and carrying on as
Capote drove back toward the Towers again and took another
swig.

“Feeling tipsy,
Eliza?”

“Oh yes I am Mr.
Capote!”

“Know any good
jokes?”

“Yes… Truman Capote,” she
quipped.

“Very funny young lady!” He
joked with her amiably.

“Ladies and Germs, can I
have your attention!” Screamed Eliza at the top of her lungs as
they passed a group of Japanese tourist about to enter the famed UN
Building.

“Eliza, you are drunk,” he
spat out. He gunned the engine to the hilt until Eliza thought it
would burst into flames, but the liquor made her suppress the fears
of her childhood.

“Yes, I am drunk,” she said
tipsy-like.

“I better get you back,” he
said, sort of not wanting to go back. He reached into the glove
compartment and pulled out a breath spray. “Here, open your mouth
little girl,” he said to the kid.

Eliza closed her eyes and opened her mouth
wide. She enjoyed his attention. “Ha, ha, now I smell like
you!”

“I don’t want your dirty
toenails! And I’ll bet you can sing like your mother!”

“Wow, Mom can sing so well,”
said Eliza absentmindedly. She was watching some small commotion
with a taxi and a bus by the time the sun began to set behind the
Twin Towers in the foreground.

The car sped back onto the
UN Plaza driveway and just one last stretch along Mitchell Place.
By this time Eliza felt just a bit woozy but also elated. She had
made a new friend and would not betray him. She got out of the car
and headed to the park first to see who was around. After playing
in the sandbox for awhile, then sliding down the largest slide, she
walked slowly toward the UN Plaza, stopping in the garage to say
hello to Lev, Gemma’s husband who now worked for the building. He
noticed she seemed a bit more subdued than her usual high
strungness but said nothing. Eliza then ran up to the bank of
elevators, pushed the button and rode it all the way up to the
38th floor. She got out and walked around the penthouse level where
Capote lived. Cliff Robertson lived on one side and Johnny Carson
on the other. It was quiet but the hallway was decorated very
richly and smelled fresh and crisp. She wanted to see what Truman’s
place looked like. Maybe one day. It was a strange friendship. She
also had an urge to ring Mrs. Morralt's apartment and run away and
hide just to bug the ex model. It was hard for Eliza to believe
that the older, silver-haired ‘bitch’ was really a model on a
runway with a smile planted on her pretty face. Eliza did not see
Mrs. Morralt pretty and really put her in league with Mrs. Morralt,
both witches and mean spirited.

She didn’t ring Morralt’s buzzer, but walked
the patterns of the rug and slowly pushed the elevator button.
Thank God the quiet elevator man Hugh was on duty and she did not
have to talk. But the man was still sort of eerie and dark when all
he would do was hum some useless ditty as if the tune was German or
Dutch, or whatever Hugh was. Once back downstairs she played a
great game of monopoly with her sister Glinda then watched TV and
had dinner when she felt sick. She ran into the bathroom and threw
up and Gemma gave her Pepto Bismol which worked.

HOW MUCH IS THAT KETCUP
BOTTLE IN THE WINDOW?

It was no secret that Lena Osberg had a
penchant for ketchup. Supposedly, her mother Hazel was such a
rotten cook that Lena, as a child, had to dump ketchup on
everything, even chicken! It became a running hilarity with her
husband Victor and their friends. Ketchup jokes, ketchup bottles,
ketchup gifts, ketchup made in glass and crystal of all colors and
sizes, but the most blatant ketchup object of all lasted for the
years that the Osbergs lived at the UN Plaza. A 6 foot blow-up
plastic Heinz Ketchup bottle that hung in the kitchen window 23
flights up!

The ketchup bottle was visible within a few
blocks to anyone who happens to gaze up at the glistening UN Plaza
twin towers; Eliza knew that tourists visiting the UN must see it.
The large, oversized plastic ketchup bottle was like a beacon
drawing the eye to it. When Robert F. Kennedy was shot and the
media converged on the towers, anyone with a keen eye watching the
news must have seen that ketchup bottle in the window; postcards
that came out during that time showed the UN Towers and the ketchup
bottle was seen in the card. A few t.v. series shot at the Towers
and when a long shot of the UN Plaza was flashed on screen the
famed ketchup bottle was spotted!

The history about that ketchup bottle started
when Herbert and Eva Glass purchased it at Saks Fifth Avenue as a
gift gag, but Eliza’s parents got such a kick out of it that they
ended up hanging it in the large kitchen picture window. Believe it
or not it caused a slight furor in the building meetings when some
tenants complained that it was more of a blight. It was discussed
about, voted on and the Osbergs had won the right to keep it
hanging. And it did until the family moved in 1976. Eliza would
always remember that ketchup bottle. Her friends at school loved it
too. And if not for the positive votes by Johnny Carson (who liked
Eliza’s mother and father), Cliff Robertson, Dina Merrill, Ethel
Kennedy along with Herb Glass and the husband of Lena Osberg’s
friend Della Krenz (who was president of Bloomingdale’s at that
time). The final count yielded a vote from famed author Truman
Capote to keep the ketchup bottle in place.

“It’s like a work of art by
my good friend Andy Warhol!” Said Mr. Capote. “And his Campbell’s
Soup masterpiece will be worth a pretty penny one day, so I vote
that the ketchup bottle remain in placed,” said the flamboyant
author of “In Cold Blood”.

But on the other side of the
fence there were the “non-fans” of the Osbergs sense of design.
Truman Capote’s and Johnny’s neighbor on the penthouse floor Mrs.
Morralt and of course the couple on the 8th floor the Marette's whose
children avoided the Osberg kids like the plague. Mary Lasker also
wanted it down. It was rumored that Lasker had another apartment
across the street from the UN Plaza at Beekman Place, and that she
was simply using her place at the UN Plaza to store and collect
some of the finest art in the World. She was known to have filled
her 20th floor apartment with works and masterpieces by many known
artists.

“It isn’t very classy and
looks bad,” the petite woman said in a low voice. “Mrs. Osberg, it
certainly doesn’t reflect the high class and nuance you and your
husband portray when you first applied to be a tenant
here!”

“No taste, I agree,” said
Morralt.

“It’s like bad advertising
and low class-ish looking!” Chimed in Mrs. Marette. “They’ll
airbrush it out of a postcard, say by Hallmark, then send ‘us’ the
bill…I won’t pay it and I won’t take it!”

“I can’t believe you’ve all
voted to have it remain! Has the world gone mad?”

“Oh shut up Ladies,” piped up Capote. “It’s
different and breaks up the monotony a bit. And if they send us a
bill, ‘I’ will pay it!

“So will I, Capote,” said
Osberg.

“Me too,” said another man
in the back who usually was quiet. It was Mr. Love who lived next
door to Mr. Osberg. Love had broken through all the rooms and made
it one big apartment, like a studio and it was rumored he was
trying to get Willie Mays buy it or rent it maybe. Eliza got a fast
glimpse of the baseball great the first time he’d looked at the
place.

“I’d feature it as a gag on
my show if I was in charge of that!” Said Johnny
kiddingly.

“The building would not
allow it, Mr. Carson,” said Mrs. Lasker.

“I figured, but everyone
knows the Osbergs are good people.”

“Sure they are, we not
disputing that, but since we are on the subject, I think the Osberg
children conduct themselves atrociously in the lobby,” said Mrs.
Marrate.

“Aren’t all children
rambunctious at some point,” asked Mrs. Kennedy.

“To a point, yes, but I know
for a fact that there has been a rash of complaints.”

“They throw things out of
the windows and someone is going to be hurt,” said another
snot-nosed wife of a banker.

“It’s got to stop,” said the
manager Mr. Williamson, a swirl of cherry pipe smoke ringed around
the rotund man. “In a matter of a few days I’ve got complaints
about them and I’ve tired to talk to you Mr. and Mrs.
Osberg!”

“Hey, hold’ up, is this
about a ketchup bottle in the window or my kids?” Asked Mr. Osberg,
growing a bit hot under the collar.

Everyone started to talk at once, some
shrilling. Mrs. Osberg with her Soprano opera training made her
voice heard as she began to protect her brood!

“Now just a minute, just a
minute, who do you think you all are?”

“I agree, don’t get down on
the Osbergs! Let them keep the damn ketchup bottle up!”

“Really, the children are
another issue to be brought up at the next meeting
please!”



“I agree.”

“Me too!”

“Second it.”

“Third it.”

“Okay!”

Mr. Williamson pounded the gavel several
times. “Meeting adjourned.”

So the ketchup bottle stayed, but the
children were never really reprimanded for their behavior, partly
because Mr. Osberg was out of town half the week, and he didn’t
want to scold or dole out any spankings and would have rather
played games and joke with them, or discuss things with them like
adults even though they were just kids. He missed his kids when he
was in at the factory, but the lace business was very good and he
couldn’t stay away. But at least Fern was there to clean his
apartment and they would drink coffee together and chat about his
children mostly.

Mr. Osberg told Fern about the building
meeting and what was said.

“Don’t worry Mr. Osberg,
they are all bark and no bite!”

“I’m concerned,” said Mr.
Osberg. “People were also talking about the kids, that and how
they’re acting up in the lobby and some other
incidents.”

“Oh, don’t let that bother
you!” Fern sipped her 3rd
cup of coffee that morning. “Those kids are all
great. God has blessed you, Mr. Osberg.”

“Victor.”

“Victor, yes. Those kids are
alive and vital. Don’t get angry about it, even if there is some
truth to the complaints.”

“For Godssakes, they want us
to take the ketchup bottle out of the window.”

“Really? Well honestly
Victor, we can only pray for them.”

“I would
imagine.”

“Compared to what’s going on
in the World now with Vietnam, they’re acting very petty. People
are getting shot and are dying and they’re worried about a ketchup
bottle?”

“Seems so… It almost sounds
ironic!”

“Yes.”

“They were not all against
us.”

“Well that’s comforting,”
answered Fern.

“Carson and Capote were in
our corner and Mrs. Morralt and the Marrates were in the other,” he
said. “Mary Lasker didn’t approve either, but Ethel Kennedy threw
her vote for us, majority rules!”

Fern laughed a deep, almost baritone laugh.
“That’s funny, Victor.”

“I know,” Victor
smiled.

“So, no
fisticuffs?”

“No, but Lena was fit to be
tied, you know her.”

“Yes, I do.”

“She’ll fight tooth and nail
for those kids!”

“I would too! But Mr.
Osberg, I mean Victor, Eliza is a very special child.”

“I see that.”

“Yes, very bright, but the
other kids have beauty too, but you should really focus on some
things with Eliza. She’s got so much talent!”

“I know it, and I’ve always
encouraged her!”

“I think she has a very good
imagination and I saw her building this project with wood, and
she’s got some interesting art talents too,” bragged Fern as if
Eliza was her own child!

“Oh, yes, I’ve noticed. You
know Fern, just because I’m away from home 3 days a week doesn’t
mean I’ve not noticed.”

“Oh, I wasn’t saying that,
but I just think Eliza is very gifted, as are all your children,
Victor.”

“Thanks.”

Fern took the coffee cups and put them in the
sink.

Meanwhile, back at the UN Plaza it was coming
up on summer when the kids would go off to sleep-away camp. Before
Eliza, Glinda, Richard and Roy left for their perspective summer
camps in Maine, the 4 kids were playing around in the kitchen.
Gemma was busy with her sister Marge making a rum drink with
nutmeg. School had just gotten out so they were punchy and
rambunctious, having thrown a variety of items out the window, made
many phony phone calls and went through their mother’s scarves
drawer when Roy saw the ketchup bottle hanging on a thread ready to
fall down due to the heat of the sun.

The bottle had hung there for so long so Roy
grabbed at it and it fell onto the kitchen floor. He began kicking
it and Richard joined in, as well as Eliza. They were laughing and
hooting when Glinda heard the commotion.

“You better stop that,”
warned Glinda, who did have an inbred sense of being the snitch.
“You know how Mom loves that ketchup bottle.”

They didn’t listen and kept up their
play.

“Hey, stop that!”

Gemma and Marge looked up and didn’t realize
what was going on. Suddenly Roy gave ‘Heinz” a swift kick, which
knocked the breath out of the bottle that had hung there for years
undisturbed. The 4 watched the coveted ketchup bottle deflate like
the wicked witch from The Wizard of Oz did.

“Ohhhhh, uh-oh You are in
big trouble now!” Said Glinda.

Eliza laughed and Richard left the kitchen,
retreating to his bedroom. Roy was stunned and just stood there in
shock.

“What’s going on?” Gemma and
Marge stopped mixing their rum concoction.

“Kiss me dede, Ras,” said
Gemma.

“Who did that?” Asked
Marge.

“Roy!” Said
Glinda.

“I did not, you did it,”
argued Roy, trying to pin it on his younger sister.

“No way, you were kicking
it, I was just laughing,” argued Eliza.

“Told you so,” piped up
Glinda.

Roy picked up the now deflated ketchup
bottle, his face on the verge of crying. “I didn’t mean it,” he
said sadly.

“Wait until your mother
hears about this, get to your bed, get to your bed,” screamed Gemma
half-heartedly trying to chase them out.

Marge piped in, “Kiss me Grand Auntie Ferry,
Ras!”

“Wait, I have an idea,”
shouted Eliza. She ran to her bedroom lickity-split and got some
scotch tape, clear. She picked up the plastic bottle and turned it
around and saw a small hole in it. She deftly scotch taped the hole
inside and out. Then Eliza gently blew air into its original shape.
Roy was so happy he started jumping up and down cheering. Gemma got
up on the window sill and re-attached it. “Okay, now be good, or
get to your bed!”

Roy hugged his sister and Richard came in
from the bedroom and was amazed Eliza had miraculously fixed
it.

“You are so smart Eliza,
thanks,” said Roy.

“No problem Brother,” said
Eliza.

“Don’t tell,” said Roy to
Glinda, who was infamous for squealing.

“I won’t,” she
promised.

The 4 kids turned their attentions to Gemma
and Marge who had gone back to their rum drinks. The smell of
nutmeg and rum permeated the kitchen as they added eggs and milk
and began mixing it with an egg beater. All was well again and Roy
never even went near the ketchup bottle after that day.

Eliza Meets & Colonel
Klink

Victor Osberg could never sleep well so he
stayed up very late watching the tube. Eliza too had trouble
falling asleep and it was offhandedly because of her father, but
tonight she still felt tipsy from the Vodka she shared with Capote.
Her mind raced with thoughts of ghosts and monsters under her bed,
and sometimes her imagination would run away with her and she’d
think snakes were in between the folds of her sheets. Glinda would
be comatose the minute her cute little head hit the pillow, as with
her brothers and mom.

Because Eliza was traumatized by a trip to an
amusement park where her dad put her all the fast rides so he could
watch her better and not leave her alone while her brothers and he
rode the rides. That extreme experience left the then 3 year old
Eliza practically shell shocked and scared of her own shadow,
especially when her father had brought her into the spook house at
the park and that left her jangled and nervous at night, hence the
insomnia the 10 year old experienced presently.

Her father had his TV on very loud and she
kept tossing and turning until the sound of audience laughter
floated into her dark bedroom chasing away the evil apparitions.
She got up and headed for her parents room down the long hallway,
passed her brothers who were snoring away. She popped her head in
and saw her parents. Mom was sleeping like a dead woman, the TV
noise not affecting her in the least.

“Dad, can I stay up with you
for awhile? I can’t sleep.”

Usually Victor would shoo her back to bed,
but this time he relented. “Alright, but then sleep, okay?”

“OK,” said Eliza, running
for their big comfortable bed.

“Pop on in,” said Mr.
Osberg, making room for her.

“What are we
watching?”

“Johnny Carson.”

They began talking and Eliza felt close to
him, even though he did travel a lot and was not around 3 days out
of the week.

Eliza recalled the first time she’d realized
he was not at home and she told him as the commercials rolled on
the TV.

She’d been having a nightmare soon after the
amusement park incident. Worms were appearing behind her white
wicker headboard and she was screaming and thrashing until Eliza
felt mom’s hand rousing her awake. Eliza was crying hysterically so
her mom tried to carry her and have her sleep in their bedroom.
Eliza resisted until they got to Mrs. Osberg’s bedroom door and
Eliza saw her father was not there. She slipped into her parent’s
bed and fell fast asleep until morning when her mother told her
that her father always commuted, but even if he was there he would
have come and taken her out of the bedroom into their room in an
instant.

As the standard Carson music opened up and
Johnny started doing his monologue Eliza laid back and tried to
understand the humor, which was obviously for adults.

Victor laughed at almost
every joke and Eliza understood some of them, especially the ones
about the Vietnam War. They watched the whole 90 minute show that
featured Tiny Tim singing “Tip Toe through
the Tulips.” Eliza and her dad laughed
uncontrollably. Buddy Hackett, the comedian came on and cracked
them up too, then Carson did a skit with Carol Wayne that hinted at
sex and big boobs which Mr. Osberg got. Finally, as the show
started to wind down Don Rickles came out and did his usual shtick!
During commercials Eliza would ask her father questions, usually
about current events.

Her father loved her enthusiasm and it was
stimulating and fun to answer his daughter’s questions. They were
very insightful as well as very creative and intense and Mr. Osberg
did his best to fill her in on all her questions…. Eliza was always
peppering everyone with “questions!”

During a commercial break Mr. Osberg asked,
“Did you know he lives in our building?”

“Of course, I’ve seen him
and I’ve talked to him!”

“Really, in what way
Eliza.”

“Oh, dumb stuff in the
mailroom and in the lobby…”

“I’m becoming a bit
concerned about what they are saying in the meetings, Eliza,” said
her father sternly. He didn’t want to upset anyone and he knew
better than anyone else how hyper his kids were. “Eliza, I don’t
want any problems or I’ll ground you!”

“I didn’t do
anything.”

“I’ve heard that
before.”

“Dad, come on!”

“No come on, Dad… I don’t
want to hear about my children’s rap sheet in the meetings so you
better not be causing trouble, or instigating it…”

“I’m not!”

“Well keep it that
way.”

“OK, love you Dad,” said
Eliza and crawled out of the bed. She kissed her dad and he kissed
her and gave her a bear hug. “Good night Sweetie.”

Eliza returned to her shadowy bedroom and lay
back down. Dad was now watching an old movie with the TV still
blasting but she did fall asleep finally after pretending she
didn’t hear it or just blocking it out until he had to turn it off
around 3:30 am. Then before they knew it another day was
dawning.

It was Friday night, right
before the Osberg kids were to depart for summer camp in Maine …
all 4 Osberg children went, and that would free up Gemma to enjoy
her own family an summer when Victor and Lena went traveling to
Sardinia and Europe, but it was to be a special Friday dinner and a
very close friend of the Osbergs, Elle Moss, was coming by with her
boyfriend Werner Klempner who played the Commandant on the TV show
Hogan’s Heroes. Gemma was going all out to make the dinner elegant
and classy, with the help of Mrs. Osberg. The table was set with
the Osbergs most expensive silverware and crystal, except for Eliza
who had plastic and unbreakable plates. Last year when they
celebrated Roy’s 13th
Birthday they’d pulled out all the stops with fine
china, food and entertainment. Mrs. Osberg brought out her fine
paper thin crystal. During the meal Eliza held the delicate wine
glass and got Glinda’s attention by holding the precious expensive
crystal glass between her teeth to make her younger sister
laugh.

As they both carried on, Eliza pressed too
hard with her mouth and a chunk of the $100 a glass crystal broke
off.

Mrs. Osberg almost had a full blown cardiac
arrest when she saw what had happened. Mr. Osberg rarely hit his
kids, but he saw how upset his wife was and knew how much she
coveted her china and dishes.

“What was that, Eliza,” he
yelled.

“It was an accident
Dad!”

He reached out over the table and slapped
Eliza square in the face, which was startling, especially to the
company that sat at little round tables around the dining room.
Eliza’s cousins, Lauren, Dina and Stan were shocked as well as her
Aunt Dorothy and Uncle Kelley.

“Go to the kitchen and eat
the rest of your food there. Get out of my sight,” yelled Mr.
Osberg.

Eliza got up with tears in her eyes and was
crying and hiccupping. She did as she was told as everyone began to
relax again.

So now she spotted the fake crystal and
plates by her place. It didn’t bother her like it used to… And in
the end it was better.

It was going to be some special dinner and
evening of good food, and music. Werner was bringing his violin and
Eliza’s mother was going to sing some opera and standard songs
accompanied by Mr. Klempner.

The Osberg children adored the show Hogan’s
Heroes and were looking forward to meeting the funny bumbling actor
who plays the Commandant Klink!

The moment came around 6:00 PM when Elle
showed up with her famous date. They stood in the hallway as the
children filed out and were introduced to Werner, who looked like
his character except he had a lot of freckles. They went to the
living room after giving Mr. Klempner the grand tour of their
wonderful spacious apartment, skipping Eliza and Glinda’s
bedroom.

“Oh, that’s the zoo!” Said
Roy.

Werner laughed. “I was the same way as a
child. I was lucky to be able to find the right color socks.”

Everyone laughed.

In the living room they all discussed the
latest political situations, Vietnam and lighter issues about the
lace business and what the state of Broadway was these days!

Talk leaned toward Lena Osberg’s stage career
and beautiful Soprano Opera voice. They chatted and discussed the
latest rages and talked drifted to Werner’s TV role of a Nazi
Commandant.

“It’s just a part, nothing
more,” he said, flitting his hands nervously too and fro, trying to
make light of it.

“But you’re doing a Nazi,
doesn’t it bother you a little?” asked Mrs. Osberg.

At first, but we’re in our
6th season and I don’t think much about it anyways. It’s a
job.”

“Do you get fan mail?” Asked
Eliza, totally intrigued with him.

“Yes, of course I do,” he
answered strongly. “More than you’d think.”

“Do you answer back and send
your photo with an autograph?” Asked Eliza on cue.

“”Yes, sometimes, but not
really,” he answered back cryptically.

“What’s Hogan like?” Eliza
was on a roll.

“You mean Bob
Crane?”

“Yea.”

“He’s very likable and a
very funny talented man, but he’s very intelligent….”

“Stop pestering him with
questions Eliza," said Mrs. Osberg.

“OK. Just one more…. Can you
say that one thing you say to Hogan?”

“What?” He feigned
ignorance, but knew what she wanted, everyone did!

“Can you?” The company, even
his girlfriend looked on eagerly, trying to hide it
badly.

“No, I don’t think so,” he
snapped.

“He turned away from Eliza
and talked to his date.

Glinda sidled up to Werner. “Oh please, can’t
you just do it once?”

“No!” He said it
firmly.

“The kids were disappointed,
but then dinner was announced and they all floated into the dining
room decorated with burning white candles, white table cloth linen
and fresh white flowers.

At the table they served wine and a before
dinner appetizer and salads. It was scrumptious faire.

Everyone was talking and laughing and
relating. Eliza asked Werner again between the banter. “Can you
just do that thing once?”

“NO!”

“Will you stop pestering
him,” scolded Victor Osberg sternly.

“It’s alright,” I actually
get that all the time.”

“Sorry about that,”
apologized Eliza.

“Can’t you do it please,”
asked Richard shyly, his voice squeaking like a mouse in his
nervous shyness.

“Is it fun being on Hogan’s
Heroes?” Asked Roy out of the blue.

“Yes it is, but it’s hard
work keeping up that energy my boy,” said Werner not missing a
beat. He enjoyed it all. It was then that he turned to Eliza and
said frankly: “Eliza, you have a very special effervesce! But you
are all very special too!”

“Say thank you to Mr.
Klempner, kids!”

“Thank you,” they all said
together in unison.

“Dinner was excellent, Mrs.
Osberg,” said Werner.

“Why thank you Mr.
Klempner.”

Eliza came up behind him and whispered. “Can
you do the Hogan thing please?”

“No Eliza I can’t,” he said
seeming to get exasperated.

They all went to the living room to listen to
Mrs. Osberg sing to Werner’s Violin.

He played the instrument with much fanfare
and energy. Eliza remembered one particular episode where the
commandant plays his violin for a fake record Hogan’s men are
making.

“When you played in that one
episode I didn’t realize you were really playing the
violin!”

“Yes I was, and it was my
idea,” he bragged.

“Wow. Neat.”

All that evening all the kids were asking him
to do “the Hogan thing”. He declined, even after Mrs. Osberg sang
many opera standards that he played to on his violin. It was
mystifying to Eliza.

“Kids, stop,” said Mr.
Osberg.

“Leave Mr. Klempner alone
children,” said Elle.

“In fact, get ready for bed
now, it’s late,” said Mr. Osberg.

“Okay,” they all said filing
out.

The children got ready for bed. They were all
in their matching pajamas and had brushed their teeth. Gemma
supervised. They filed back in just as Werner and Elle were
leaving. Goodbyes were said and Werner complimented Mrs. Osberg on
her wonderful singing.

“You are so wonderful Lena,
I’m very impressed,” he said, every bit like his character on TV,
just a little bit softer and not so stern and arrogant, almost
shy.

“Thank you! My pleasure,”
she answered demurely, the true social hostess.

“You have to come back
again,” said Mr. Osberg.

“You play the violin
lovely,” added Mrs. Osberg. “Very sweet.”

Children, say good bye to Mr. Klempner,” said
Mr. Osberg gently.

“Bye, good night.
Thanks.”

“Oh, thanks, I had a
marvelous time.”

“We did too,” said
Eliza.

He bent down on one knee. “Good.”

“Mr. Klempner? Can you…”
Eliza begged…

“No, sorry…,” he said,
abruptly getting up.

“Please,” they all asked
again.

“Not tonight kids, I’m
tired.”

The Osbergs walked the couple to the elevator
as the kids followed.

“Mr. Klempner, please,” they
all begged.

“Children, stop!”

“Okay,” they all said
reluctantly, but still hoping against hope.

The elevator came quickly and Eliza tried one
last time. She just said,” Please Mr. Klempner, Please????”

He acted like he didn’t hear and went into
the elevator.

“Please,” yelled Glinda,
then Roy and Rich and finally in a last ditch effort, Eliza yelled,
“Do it Mr. Klempner!”

The elevator shut and just
as it was going to engage, an arm came out and pushed the elevator
doors open. A bald head popped out and uttered loudly
“Hogan!!!!! Now get to bed kids!!!!”

All the kids laughed and hooted and Werner
Klempner threw them a kiss and left.

“He did it, he did it yea!
Can’t wait until I tell the kids at school!”

GHOSTS AT THE UN
PLAZA

The first apparition Eliza saw at the UN
Plaza was a man in a grey jumpsuit and construction hat. She’d just
returned from Sunningdale and was adjusting to being back at the UN
Plaza in her own bed. He was stooped over the dining room table one
early Sunday morning Eliza walked by. She’d seen something out of
the corner of her eye. Her heart did a flip-flop when she’d walked
in and the man came up, arms raised with a strange distorted
strangled look on his ashen face. He was wearing workmen clothes
and what looked like to Eliza as a painters cap. It was his face
and aura that freaked the girl out. She ran down the long hallway
to her parent’s room crying and carrying on about a strange man in
the dining room. Mr. Osberg had just gotten out of bed and was
about to shower and shave. It was Sunday morning.

“What were you doing in the
dining room?” Asked Mrs. Osberg.

“I was passing by and looked
in and saw this man.”

“Eliza you’ve got to stop
this. Your imagination is running away from you,” said Mr.
Osberg.

“I’m telling you I saw
him!”

“Don’t go in the dining room
again. You might break the Venus D’ Milo statue.”

“It already has two broken
fingers, Dad.”

“That’s not the point
Eliza,” said Mrs. Osberg. “Your father and I bought that in
California from the Hearst Estate, so stay out of the dining room.
“ Mrs. Osberg shut the doors leading into the brown paneled
room.

Lena walked back down the hallway as Mr.
Osberg took Eliza into the den where they began discussing spirits,
ghosts and imaginations gone wild.

“But dad, I saw
him!”

“I know you think you saw
him, but it’s called a figment of your vivid
imagination.”

“Nooooo, a ghost dad, a
ghost.”

“Eliza stop talking nonsense
now!”

“Dad, it was so real I could
have reached out and touched him. I could even see his
face.”

“What did he look like? And
tell me straight,” asked Victor, getting drawn into it.

“His face was like he was
surprised, like he was afraid too! But not of me, or surprised
because I saw him. He was reacting to something else in that time
frame!”

“Hmmmm, I see.” It made
total sense to Mr. Osberg. His daughter may come off as an odd
ball, but she was a brilliant girl, but too hyper.”

Mr. Osberg remembered a story he’d read
recently about when they built the Brooklyn Bridge. Some
construction workers lost their lives. Some said the impressions of
these men were still visible. But he didn't want to say that to
Eliza. Instead he called Fern and they discussed it after sending
Eliza to do an errand.

“She’s always been different
than your other kids, you know that!” Fern was sipping coffee and
talking to Mr. Osberg from her cozy roomy house in Lyon Avenue,
across the street from a small oil truck stop. Sometimes late at
night in the middle of a raging blizzard, the oil trucks would pull
up to the little rest spot, and re fuel, have a bite and a
cigarette far away from the pumps….

“I don’t know what to make
of it, Fern.”

“If she sees something than
it probably is something in her mind.

“I don’t disagree with that.
I just don’t know how to deal with it.”

“Just don’t discourage her
enthusiasm, it’s so natural and fuels everything behind that gifted
creative sense. Watch her as she grows….Just don’t
judge!”

“I try not to, Fern. She
comes up with some wild things.”

“Just monitor her. Sit down
and explain things to her. And for Godssake, Victor, don’t give
your sons hunting knifes!”

“How did you know…Oh never
mind I know … Eliza!”

“Don’t be mad at the child.
She cares deeply. She’s different than most kids, as well as all 4
of your kids, Victor. She’s a smart cookie. I think you already
know that.”

“Impressionable.”

“Yes, I know.”

“Listen, just try and calm
her and don’t tease her Victor, and don’t let the others either.
You remember when she fell at the club? No one believed her at
first.”

“”Falling is one thing,
seeing strange men in our dining room is a whole other ballgame,
Fern,” said Mr. Osberg looking out at the view of the East River
and 1st Avenue.

“I know, but she can pretty
much comprehend things better than the rest of the
kids.”

“Yes, I realize
that…”

“Yup, but open to
knowledge.”

“Okay, I’ll agree with you
on that,” said Mr. Osberg…

A few days later, Mr. and Mrs. Osberg had a
small dinner party and had Mitchell the caterer do the food and
favors as usual. Eliza and her siblings watched in the kitchen as
Mitchell did his thing. Then later on when the company came, they
made quick appearances then went to the boy’s room to watch TV.

The party raged on all night and to the early
morning. Mrs. Oberg sang, there was laughter and Eliza heard a lot
of men laughing and singing together. It was a good party that
finally wound down around 1 AM. All was quiet by 2:00 AM, even Mr.
Osberg didn’t put his TV blasting for once. It was silent. All of a
sudden Eliza awoke from a dream she was having. She had sneaked
into her parent’s bedroom and was watching them dress for a party.
Her mother saw her hiding behind the love seat and began screaming
at her hiding there. Then as Eliza stood up and ran from them in
her dream she could hear drums and male voices chanting over and
over, louder and louder. She suddenly woke up from the dream and it
was quiet. She turned her head and looked to her right side of the
bed and she spotted a man standing there, who at first looked like
Mitchell the caterer to Eliza. Then he came closer to her bed.
Eliza’s foot was sticking out of the blanket and rubbed up against
the mysterious man’s lapel. He was tall with black hair and dark
eyes. It wasn’t Mitchell. Eliza didn’t know who it was. The man
turned to the side and Eliza saw his hair up in a bun like a
Japanese Samurai warrior. He was wearing a black suit and stood
close to Eliza’s. She could almost feel him breathing, but all he
did was stare at her. She felt he wanted her to see his profile
clearly when he suddenly turned to the side and came so close to
her! Her foot was touching his jacket and she could feel the
vibrations of her foot rubbing against the fine fabric, the
friction. She tried to say, “…who are you?” but all that came out
was a croaking sound. All of a sudden, drums beat again with
chanting men and as the music got loud, the weird man popped like a
bubble and disappeared. The room became quiet again. When the
apparition Eliza saw disappeared, her voice came to life and she
said to the darkness “Who are you?”

Eliza froze and couldn’t move for the longest
time. She finally turned and pulled the hot blanket over herself
and started to cry in fear. She knew she couldn’t bother her
parents on this, but it was so real. She got up and ran quickly to
her bathroom across the hall. Glinda slept through it just like
when she’d slept through the hurricane when they stayed up in West
Hampton at the Bath and Tennis Club!

Once in the light of the bathroom Eliza
looked at herself in the mirror. She looked scared and panicked
almost like the first ghost she saw in the dining room. How did
Glinda do that? How did she sleep like a rock?

She went down the hallway and went into her
brother’s room and watched them sleep feeling jealous. She went to
her parent’s room and they too were asleep. Her dad snored like the
lion (Oh the Lion Sleeps Tonight)! Her mother was the same lion but
without the fire. Why did they all sleep so well and Eliza slept
terrible. Well all except her dad, but this time her father slept
soundly and she dare not wake him up because he truly deserved his
sleep for once.

She slowly walked back into her bedroom, but
decided to take her pillow and bedding and sleep in the bathtub.
She went in and made a pallet for herself and fell fast asleep in
the tub. She closed the shower curtains and closed the bathroom
door and locked it. So if she over slept she could say she was in
the toilet. She locked the door and lay down and soon was fast
asleep. She felt much safer in the tub.

In the darkness of the dining room a flicker
of an apparition, the construction worker Eliza saw … he was upset
and riled up and had actually been killed when they laid the
foundation of the UN Plaza.

The other ghost Eliza saw
was also someone who might have been killed while the UN Plaza was
going up. He’d fallen from the 23rd floor when a wind whipped up.
He was the foreman. So Eliza did see the entities, but no one
except maybe Fern believed her. She tired to explain to her sister
Glinda and brothers, but they couldn’t totally grasp the concept.
Neither could Mrs. Osberg and even Gemma guffawed it and didn’t
want to discuss it. Eliza went in the bright dining room and stood
by the Venus de Milo and stared at the spot she saw the
construction worker. She made a mental note to find out if it could
be true about seeing these ghosts. She would ask around. “I’m sure
someone like Adolfo or an older building maintenance man will know,
maybe Dum-Dum.

Eliza did ask and low and behold Dum-Dum knew
something and told the girl that some men did get killed in the
building of these towers. She told him about seeing the two men and
his eyes got bright.

“Ya' know Eliza, I’ve been
here since the building opened in 1966, and I saw some strange
things too.”

“Can they hurt me,
Dum-Dum?”

“No, just your fear can hurt
you,” he said wisely.

“Really?”

“Yes, so remember this, as
scared as you are of them, they are triply scared of you,” said
Dum-Dum, who for once didn’t have that ‘Dum-Dum’ look on his face. He didn’t
have his usual shot of whiskey yet either.

But to Eliza it made sense and she was
relieved that someone understood and explained it to her. Although
her father did, she liked Dum-Dum’s explanation better. And Dum-Dum
believed her.

“Oh, don’t say nothin’ to no
one about what I tells ya', Eliza,” he said.

“Oh I won’t.”

“I could lose my job and I
can’t afford that. So mums the word, okay?” He put his rough hand
out and Eliza shook on it.

“Don’t worry Dum-Dum, I
would never tell,” she said, thinking of her excursion with Truman
Capote and that day she got drunk with him and she’d kept her
promise even though she was acting strange! And for once her
personality hid her antics from her family, which for now was
good!

FERN & GINNY – SISTERS
OF MERCY!

Eliza reflected as she got
ready for school in the clothing her mother set down – Danskin
pants, white socks, penny loafers. They were a very boyish style
and it would be Glinda who would break out and get her own dressing
sense, but Eliza stuck with the Danskins line up until
8th grade. In Mrs. Osberg’s mind it was simpler to handle the high
strung daughter. Mrs. Osberg had even attempted to control her
oldest daughter’s hair which was out of control “ethnic curly”! She meant well and
brought her oldest to the best and upcoming hairdressers that went
on to be semi famous doing the hair of presidents and their wives
as well as celebrities.

Fern and her sister Ginny were professional
governesses Mrs. Osberg had hired, 2 Italian Catholic sisters who
were hired even before Vera the Terror before they moved to the UN
Plaza!

Eliza remembered how Fern and Ginny came on
board after Glinda, the youngest of the Osberg brood was born. Fern
had taken a firm hand and interest in Eliza and even had taught the
hyper kid how to tie her shoelaces and potty trained her.

Eliza recalled even earlier when Fern would
come and when she left Eliza would cry and carry on, thinking that
if she kept up the tantrum, Fern would have second thoughts and
would come back. When she stayed over she slept in Eliza’s bedroom
which had a twin bed set.

Fern was deeply religious, a devout Catholic
woman who was trained as licensed nurse! She wore a nurse’s
fraternity pin along with medium sized silver cross with an
intricately carved figure of Jesus dying on the cross. She had
natural abilities to rear children and even nursed Eliza though
many accidents and sicknesses.

Soon after the amusement park trauma Eliza
had contracted some sort of infection and had a raging fever. She
was having hallucinations of a large blimp flying around the room
and when Fern was napping in the chair Eliza would have sworn that
Fern’s face turned into a wolf. She would stare at it and watch it
change from Fern’s face to this hideous wolf’s face that would
growl and try and talk to her. It was really Fern snoring, but the
girl was so hyper focused that her imagination was bright but out
of control, thus the fever intensified the personality trait.

Fern and Mr. Osberg stayed up all night and
bathed poor Eliza in alcohol and cold water. The Governess, as Mrs.
Osberg referred to her as, sat through the night with Eliza who
actually was having hallucinations about many things due to the
high temperature. On a whim, Fern started talking to Eliza about
how God was watching over her, thinking that maybe the
hallucinations would turn nicer. But what happened was that somehow
they bonded very closely, especially when Eliza had fallen at the
Osbergs country club they belonged to.

She’d been playing with her brother Richard,
who had a frozen ice cream pop and Eliza was chasing after him
around the pool area. Suddenly Eliza fell down by the same pool her
sister had almost drowned a few weeks earlier. At first the spunky
girl got up after slipping pretty hard on her left leg. She brushed
herself off feeling no pain at first. It wasn’t until the next
morning that she awoke to the most excruciating ache on the left
side of her leg above the inner thigh.

She’d gone to her father initially. “I fell
down Dad.”

“Where,” asked her father
Victor, shading his eyes to look across the pool area where he
rescued his youngest daughter a few weeks earlier.

“Are you hurt?”

“My left leg,” she pointed
to the injured spot. “Here…”

“Here?” He touched the spot,
but not hard.

“Yes.”

Richard walked by with the ice cream half
eaten, the cause of the fall. Momentarily Eliza forgot the injury
and looked longingly at the ice cream. Her dad didn’t seem
concerned as he handed her a county club ‘chit’ or ‘chek’ as they
were called, for Eliza to get an ice cream cone.

It wasn’t until the next day, Monday, that
Eliza felt the searing pain of a torn ligament. Any movement caused
tremendous discomfort for the girl, but her dad had gone to work
hours before. When the cleaning lady came in to make up the beds,
Eliza was full blown crying and traumatized and was in shock from
the sudden fall and sustained injury, which had aggravated during
the night. When the maid could not budge her, she called Mrs.
Osberg who had little patience with the daughter who was prone to
temper tantrums and was always crying as a baby, from the moment
she was born.

Lena Osberg tried to rouse her daughter out
of her crying fit. In the past Eliza would pull something like
this. She loved her daughter who looks so much like her, but the
little girl tended to “cry wolf” and cry she did, for hours on
end!

“Come on Eliza, get up
darling…”

“I can’t, I hurt my
leg!”

“Stop this carrying on or
I’ll call your father!”

She tried to pull Eliza up but it only caused
the girl to cry louder with pain. Her mother never struck her
daughter, but this time she lightly tapped her on the butt which
had made things worse. Finally, Mrs. Osberg lost patience and left
the bedroom just as Fern was coming in for work. She heard the
commotion upstairs as the maid pulled Eliza from the bed as the
girl was howling in pain.

When Fern ran upstairs she spotted Eliza
stooped on the floor crying, face red, tears flowing.

“What’s going on here?” Fern
was like a mad mother bear trying to save her cub.

“She’s going nuts,” said the
maid in a huff and leaving the room as she hastily made up the bed.
Mrs. Osberg came in again. She was wearing her nightgown but was
wrapped in a silk robe from Bloomingdale’s.

“What’s wrong?”

“I don’t know what’s going
on with her, or if it is all in her head…,” said the perplexed
maid. “I can’t get her calm.”

“Why is she
crying?”

“She’s carrying on about
nothing.”

“Now come on Mrs. Osberg,
I’ve been a nurse for over 40 years and I don’t think she’s
carrying on for nothing. She may be injured. Did something
happen?”

Mrs. Osberg stopped in mid step. Now she
knew. “Yes, yes, something did happen…She fell down yesterday at
the club. But my husband and I thought she was fine.

“I don’t’ think so,” Fern
said moving closer to Eliza. “Eliza, what’s wrong
Honey?”

“My leg,” said Eliza
tearfully.

Fern bent down and took the girl in her arms
and soothed her gently. After that it was revealed that Eliza had a
major injury and Mr. Osberg was called at his factory in out of
State by Mrs. Osberg who now believed her daughter. She came in the
bedroom as Fern further soothed Eliza and had her sitting up
drinking a vanilla shake she had laced with an antihistamine which
would help the nervous girl sleep better.

“Lie still
Eliza!”

“I called Mr. Osberg, Fern.
I don’t know what to say. I’m sorry Eliza. I love you darling,”
said Mrs. Osberg making a big production out of hugging her
daughter. She obviously felt guilty now for not realizing there was
something wrong. She reached down and stroked her oldest daughter’s
curly bushy, out of control hair… She loved her and Eliza sensed
this. But for some reason, they missed communicated with each
other. Maybe as they got older they would bond like Glinda and mom
do! For now they show tolerance toward each other but they did have
their moments and moods.

From that moment on, Fern took over caring
for Eliza, even taking her to the hospital. Fern seemed to steady
Eliza and was capable. They bonded and Fern even called her sister
Ginny and between the two of them they began to nurse Eliza even
though the doctor wanted to keep Eliza in the hospital due to the
extent of the injury and the location of it. And the fact hat Eliza
had to remain almost immobile, a tough thing to make Eliza do, but
Fern and Ginny were up to the task and managed to watch the little
girl in shifts. After they’d give her the mild sedative they would
sit with her and talk about Jesus and how he will always be at her
right side no matter what and to always pray and not be afraid if
he appears to her. He isn’t a ghost. He’s the Holy Ghost. Eliza
took it all to heart and studied it well. They were amazed. But
Mrs. Osberg did not like it one bit. She constantly tried to stop
the teachings but no one would budge, not even Mr. Osberg would
breach it with Fern, and told his wife so! “What harm can it do? We
can teach her about a Jewish faith we don’t really practice?”

Eliza remembered very well how she would wake
up in the middle of the night having to go to the bathroom, being
in such agony…. But either Ginny or Fern would gently carry her to
the toilet. Finally, right before the Osbergs were planning to move
to the UN Plaza in New York City, Eliza was healing at home. The
Osbergs were amazed at this. Fern and Ginny loved her children,
especially her most difficult daughter Eliza! But Eliza would
always pray to Jesus as Fern instructed when the pain was at its
height, toward the end of the healing process.

Eliza would always remember them, even though
by the time Arafat’s plane landed, they were coming to stay during
the times the Osbergs went on vacation, taking their older sons
with them.

One memory Eliza recalled was how Ginny would
make a foot concoction out of vinegar and Athletes foot liquid, and
then wrap her feet in plastic after applying the smelly goop. She’s
sleep all night like that, the odor wafting in and out.

But the best was when Fern would take Eliza
and Glinda to her house on Lyon Avenue, which described what Fern
represented … A lioness and her little cubs. In fact, Glinda was
deathly afraid of dogs until Fern introduced them to Mitzy her
beloved Beagle.

At fist Glinda was scared
and cried when Mitzy trotted in, her little paws going
‘tit tat tit’ on the shiny
linoleum in Fern’s kitchen. At that time, Fern’s daughter Gayle
lived with her parents Al and Fern, but Al and Fern had separate
beds and photos and paintings of Jesus and Mary up on the walls in
all forms of painting and design. The eggshell walls were chock
full of Jesus in many mediums, even candles with his picture. The
old style home had a happy children’s vibe and Eliza always felt
safe and secure there.

It was one day during Easter vacation that
the Osberg girls were at Ferns. Glinda had been avoiding the dog
daily. While at church, Fern had whispered to Eliza to pray hard
that Glinda would like Mitzy, and that if Eliza prayed hard enough
it would happen!

When the group came back from church, Mitzy
made a bee line for Glinda. At first Glinda began crying, but
suddenly her younger sister’s face un-contorted. Her tears turned
joyous and her face turned up from the frown that threatened to
suppress a giggle as Mitzy charmed her and won her over.

But the real inner feelings Eliza felt were
for the new religious world that Fern opened and instilled in her.
She took to the Mass and the giving of communion, Jesus, and his
story as well; saying prayers and forgiveness, plus more valuable
lessons. Fern’s sister Ginny was one of several sisters of Fern,
but Eliza remembered Ginny’s husband would make fun of her when she
cried or was in distress. He’d say, “Sing for us Eliza, sing!” It
made Eliza cry harder and more violently, especially when Arthur
would mimic her. But all and all they all had good hearts.

Once the family moved to New York City at the
UN, she would come with Ginny and even help Gemma with meals and
cleaning. Eliza always had trouble sleeping so would wake up and
not being able to sleep she would seek out Fern, who was not about
to sleep on 25 cups of coffee a day. She was painting the molding
around the apartment at 2 a.m.

Many times Fern would let Eliza stay up and
they’d talk about God and many issues as did Eliza and her
father.

Eliza and her sister would spend many Easters
and Christmases with Fern’s family. The sisters in both camps were
close. The Osbergs usually took their older boys to South America
or St. Martin in the Caribbean and would leave the girls home
mostly due to Eliza’s hyperness and they just thought Glinda was
still to young or they would have taken the child. And they did
notice that Eliza wanted to go, the boys were half and half,
feeling dragged, and that Glinda would fight them on it and cry and
want to stay home to play in her room and see her friends and talk
on the phone to her other friends. She didn’t want to go to Aruba,
so they obliged her and brought Rich and Roy. Poor Roy sat in the
sun the first day too long and spent the whole vacation almost
having to be hospitalized, but Mr. Osberg took over nursing his
oldest boy from sun stroke, which had hit the kid pretty hard. He
was a lobster ready to be boiled and eaten. They slaved on Noxzema
and tried to make the boy comfortable with ice and ice cream and
cold things to drink, coca cola, and finally the doctor suggested a
sedative, so the teen slept most the time until they bundled him up
and flew him home first class.

LENA OSBERG COULD HAVE BEEN
IN PICTURES!

Every year Lena made sure
that Miss USA and Miss Universe would come for dinner at the
Osbergs compliments of some very ‘high
end’ friends who lived upstairs from the
family!

Eliza enjoyed meeting the gorgeous women
every year. They all seemed different, but Glinda especially got a
kick out of sitting in Miss. Universe’s lap, and took turns
switching from Miss. USA to Miss. Universe in a heartbeat. Of
course Eliza peppered them with many questions, some surprising
everyone.

Gracie Berg didn’t believe Eliza’s family had
dinner with the famous beauties, so one evening they showed up for
dinner and Eliza coaxed them onto the phone and extension and
called Gracie. Of course Gracie finally believed it when she heard
their almost purring voices talking to her about the competition
and how much they enjoyed having dinner at Eliza’s apartment at the
UN Plaza. Gracie then believed and had even been given an autograph
from both women. But in the beginning of the evening before all the
clamor of guests coming to and fro, there would be a
transformation.

Eliza remembered how they smelled so good,
almost akin to Eliza’s mother’s odor, but Eliza loved the way her
mother smelled when she applied the Ponds Cream before bedtime.
That mixed with the odor of expensive perfume would always settle
Eliza’s stomach when the family took a rowdy yellow cab to Bruce
Ho’s Chinese Restaurant on Broadway near the theater district, once
Lena Osberg’s stomping ground.

But one thing Eliza loved were the huge
parties her parents threw. They had so much fun watching the
preparations, it was all so exciting.

Usually Mitchell would show up with his crew
and start the procedure of pulling out all the fine china and such
things. Table cloths, cooking-ware and the like were pulled out of
golden woven fine baskets and drawers built into the walls of the
dining room! It was fascinating for the Osberg kids to watch it all
unfold. Maids and food servers in place, plenty of champagne
chilling, plenty of fancy finger foods, Russian black Caviar and
fancy social crackers were the order of the evening.

Then the sisters would
wander in to watch their parents get ready. Eliza would drift to
her father’s bathroom and observe him shave and they’d talk about
so much and so many subjects to discuss. She would watch him deftly
apply the shaving cream and easily start his routine, finishing
with applying bronzing cream and a fake mustache making him
resemble a bald Burt Reynolds.

Eliza would joke with her dad and they got
along so well. Sometimes when Glinda or Richard or even Roy
wandered in when Eliza and Mr. Osberg were talking loudly, he would
nicely shoo them away as he and his oldest daughter would discuss
world peace.

“I want you to be on your
best behavior tonight Eliza, and if anything do it for your mother.
Some famous people are coming and just be good and don’t disappoint
your mom Sweetie.” Said Mr. Osberg.

“Alright Dad, I’ll be
good.”

“That means no loud talking
or jumping around and don’t ask so many questions.”

“I won’t,” said
Eliza.

“Tell your sister too, okay
Eliza?”

“Yes Dad, I
will.”

“I don’t have to tell the
boys except sometimes your older brother.”

“I know.”

‘Good,” he said, finally
putting the finishing touches on his toupee, making sure it was in
place, the mustache giving him an air of importance he so valued.
He also loved the parties they had at the UN Plaza. Lena could
really entertain, he wouldn’t deny that ever.

He knew that tonight sounded
like it would be a mixture of old comics and new surprises. Also,
Abel Faderberg a famous lighting director on Broadway was coming
with his wife, once a famous singer and showgirl.
James Earl Jones was
rumored to be coming by after supper for drinks, so it would be
interesting.

Finally all was in place, even Gemma was
there with her sister Marge minding the kids and wearing formal
white nurses uniforms. This was supposed to be a huge event and
even some tenants in the building were invited. So important people
would be showing up and Eliza hoped Truman Capote would be there
too, or maybe even Johnny Carson, but not that horrible Mrs.
Morralt, thought Eliza as she put on her nightgown.

Glinda ran in. “Hey, this is a big one,” said
the cute little button of a girl.

“I know, mom is going
nuts.”

“Yea, guess she is. A lot of
people are going to be here,” said Glinda excitedly. “Do you think
mommy will sing and play piano?”

“Probably,” answered
Eliza.

“Mitchell is really going
all out in the kitchen, he won’t even let Gemma help
him!”

“Well he wants all the
credit, have you seen what he makes?” Asked Eliza to her little
sister.

“Yea, I do. Looks good, and
I’ve tasted a lot of it,” she said mischievously.

“Me too, he’s nice. In
fact,” said Eliza. “…Once I saw a ghost and I thought it was
him!”

“When?” asked
Glinda.

“Last week, right on my
bed,” said Eliza showing Glinda the spot.

Glinda looked fearful and on the verge of
tears at the thought. Mrs. Osberg was passing by at that moment.
“Now Eliza, don’t start scaring your sister or I’m telling your
father.”

“I’m not mom, but it’s
true!”

Mrs. Osberg was wearing a beautiful white
gown, complimenting gold slippers with her makeup done up to a tee,
plus her hair was freshly dyed her usual platinum blond with the
cherry lipstick in place. She was smashing looking. She resembled
Lana Turner for sure! And Eliza knew her mom went through a lot to
look fantastic, same with her father, but Eliza was not really up
on it, and usually wore tomboy clothes her mom picked out… The
boy’s Danskin pants and shirts with penny loafers.

On the other hand, Glinda was developing her
own style and had long since grown out of that and had been
accumulating quite a wardrobe herself, although they still had
matching pajamas.

Richard and Roy used to have matching clothes
but also had graduated a bit more into their own identities.
Richard took to wearing bell bottom jeans, button down checkered
man tailored shirts and hush puppies while Roy wore simple sweaters
and slacks and shiny shoes.

By the time company started arriving the kids
had already eaten in the kitchen and were told to come out later to
be introduced and then back to TV in their bedrooms. While they
were in their bedroom Eliza had an idea to do a musical show for
guests. Glinda would be in it too. They started setting it up and
ended up on the window sill putting on this weird oriental songfest
using bedspreads, fancy colorful pillows and even the wicker tops
of the laundry baskets that looked like a Chinese hat. They sat on
the sill with the cute pillows set up against tan oriental screen
from their father’s den. They sang a made up song by Eliza and both
had the small finger cymbals that Indian women belly danced to.
Each girl looked so adorable that when Mr. Osberg passed by their
bedroom he couldn’t resist grabbing his Polaroid camera and taking
a few shots of his 2 daughters doing that shtick.

“Girls, girls, I love it, I
love it!” Said Osberg, always having a penchant for anything
oriental because of his Navy days in the early 1950’s. He also
faintly reminded Eliza of Havi Gold the camp director and his love
of Broadway and how the whole camp revolved around Broadway
Musicals. It was as if Ira & George Gershwin inhabited the soul
of Havi Gold, and certainly Victor Osberg.

Mrs. Osberg walked by, then the boys and
finally Gemma and Marge stood to the side smiling. It was a very
good skit, very creative, thanks to Eliza.

“Honey, let’s let the girls
do their bit for our guests!”

“If you don’t mind
’Bouge’ ,” she said, using
her affectionate nick name for him.

“Lena, I’d love it, and they
will too!”

“Well fine
Honey!”

“Yea!” Both girls cried in
excitement.

In excitement they ran around and yelled and
began bowing and acting like a Chinese couple.

The party went in full swing. It was a very
high life evening. People ate, drank, played music and when Mrs.
Osberg sang everyone went crazy over her! When the party was in
full swing after drinks and dinner, the Osbergs gave everyone the
grand tour of their apartment. They saved Eliza and Glinda’s
bedroom for last.

They had Richard by the light switch and when
everyone came to the door, Rich switched on the light which the
girls had draped in purple Hermes scarves. The sisters did their 5
minute act to a very receptive audience, including a very famous
comedian that did old time radio and played the violin and another
well known black actor, who came right in the middle of drinks just
in time to squeeze in the frilly girl’s bedroom. You could cut the
air, which was thickly and richly laced with the odors of perfume,
cologne, expensive cigars and cigarettes, along with the sweet odor
of fresh flowers and soap. The show ended with the black actor who
starred in “The Great White Hope” taking Lena in his arms and
waltzing around the bedroom, then turning into a rumba number.

“Very impressive girls,”
said the famous comedian. “Put them on the Road Lena, I’ll give ya’
my agents number,” said his companion jovially. Everyone was in
great spirits and the skit had brightened the night with vitality
and good vibes. It almost seemed to some to be a hippy version of
the oriental dances and songs. Strange, but well done.

They all were squeezed into the bedroom, many
wearing full party attire, but not Mr. Famous comedy guy. He looked
a bit like he was doing a stint of 18 holes in the evening as he
held his dry scotch in one hand and munched on some high class
snacks of caviar and matzo crackers. It was amazing to watch and
see the people in the room. Of course Eliza was very young and
didn’t realize who these people were until years later when she
grew up.

The Osberg kids up on the window sill, the 2
girls looked so cute and their costumes were ingenious thanks to
Eliza’s ingenuity! Anyone could tell right away!

“Hey, these kids are
naturals,” piped up the black actor, finally releasing a tuckered
out Lena Osberg in the arms of her husband. He was extremely happy
with what Lena had done to raise money for his newest show! “Not
bad kids,” he said directly to them. It was like his own childhood
was surfacing for that one moment. These kids had a good start with
a mother like Lena Osberg.

“I agree,” said Abel.
“Victor, you should encourage it,” said the older man.

“They’re a good act,” said
the comedian. “I liked it.”

“Well, what do you think we
just did… We did everything just short of charging you all
tickets,” joked Osberg. Everyone laughed. Even the glitzy Helene
Holly and her hubby Darth Martin had flown in for the party and
were staying with the Osbergs.

Everyone was talking about it and wanted them
to do it again from the top. They improvised and Eliza loved it.
Because for once, she was being treated like the favorite daughter,
not just Glinda. The boys stood to the side looking jealous for
attention…but eager.

“Hey,” said Roy. “I can do
that too!” He jumped up on the sill. It was like he was making a
speech, but he was trying to fit in and grab some of that spotlight
and follow what his sisters were doing, failing badly.

“Get off the stage,” said
Mr. Osberg, puffing on a More cigarette. For a second he looked
like Rock Hudson’s character from the detective series.

“You girls are great,” said
The Great White Hope guy, who by now was fully ‘tuned’ on the drink he was
nursing.

Eliza looked at him and thought of Truman
Capote. She wanted to try the same with the black actor who she’d
seen in many movies and even in plays through the years, but
couldn’t because her parents were watching her every move!

“Yes, very impressive,” said
the comedian who also was very famous and well known and had his
signature attire so that when Eliza got older she would
remember.

“Take it on the road kids,
like we did,” said the comic’s very drunk friend.

Abel cut in, “and the lights were a nice
production touch girls, and Rich.”

“Thanks,” they said
together.

The well known ageless comedian walked over
and patted their heads. “Good job!”

“Thank you, and you are
funny too,” said Eliza, although she wasn’t that familiar with
him.

“Thanks,” said the
kids.

After that everyone filed out and back to the
living room. They listened to records of all types and styles of
music and it drifted throughout the apartment and even into the
hallway. It was a positive evening for everyone especially when the
black actor recited Hamlet to a hypnotized audience. Eliza’s heart
was beating quickly and both girls could not sleep. They talked
most of the night, most about being seen by famous people seeing
them perform. Finally they slept and Mr. and Mrs. Osberg crept in
and kissed each of them.

“These kids are so special,”
said Mr. Osberg.

“Bourge, I love them so much!”

“We’re very lucky. I love
you darling,” said Victor now that he had his wife alone away from
the crowd and kids prying eyes. They embraced in the darkness of
the bedroom then retired to their own.

CAMP SUNNINGDALE, LAKE
SEBEGO MAINE 1968-1973

Eliza was 6 years old when her parents sent
her to a sleep-away camp in Lake Sebego Maine. Camp Sunningdale, an
all girl’s camp where they swam, did sports, arts and crafts,
campfires, sleep outs, even Broadway plays, plus songfests and camp
competitions, as well as many other activities. But Capture the
Flag seemed to be an all time favored through the years.

Eliza enjoyed the Arts and Crafts and when
the art counselor Annie picked up a creativity and imaginative
streak in Eliza, 6 year old Eliza would celebrate the next 5
birthdays at Sunningdale.

It was a sprawling camp with volleyball
courts, basketball courts, badminton, arts and crafts shack, social
hall, and a quaint looking lake front and ski dock. A boathouse and
beautiful dining hall and lodge with a huge fireplace and various
forest animals upon the walls. Even a small little island in the
middle of the lake that the older girls would swim to. You could
see a cute little dock and sun deck, with small hut with goodies
and a fridge of sodas and fruit and package Twinkies!

Havi Gold and his family ran the summer camp.
There were 10 cabins, girls ages 6 – 16, and then a descent C.I.T.
program yielded year after year of summer fun for Eliza.

Her favorite was how the girls in her bunk
would role-play. One particular girl Samantha, who everyone called
Sam, a very boyish Jewish girl with jet black hair and braces, was
the leader and a bit of a bully. For the most part the camp was
wonderful and fun for Eliza, but there were some small differences.
Eliza was extremely high strung and hyper, some saw it as a
problem.

Havi Gold had been informed
of a few problems between Eliza and the other kids. They were
teasing her and she’d been prone to car sickness therefore had to
be left behind with one counselor and that was debatable. But she
had a nice spirit and was not violent. Her counselor Annie had good
positive things to say about the little girl. As the summer of 1968
came and went Eliza grew up a bit. By the end of August after her
7th birthday celebrated by all in the dining hall, Eliza went on
her first canoe trip down the Saco River with the older girls after
she begged and begged the head counselor.

They had even gone on another small scale
camp-out beyond Sunningdale perimeters at a discreet camp ground.
But they were rained out within a few hours and had to go back to
camp. Believe it or not the Saco trip rained out as well, although
it was a rainy summer in Maine, for the most part Eliza’s first
summer camp experience went well. There were a few problems with
the other kids, but nothing that would prevent her from returning.
Even though most in her bunk had not liked her and more or less
teased her. Also, before the first camp out, she had also signed up
to go on a mountain climb, and if her counselor Annie had not gone
along, Eliza didn’t know if she would have made it back
downhill.

It sounded a bit more glamorous on paper in
Eliza’s mind when she read the description on the sign up sheet.
She had a deep love for American Indians and being at the camp gave
her new insight and activities to pursue. Her high enthusiasm made
it at first easy to accept her on the camp outs and climbing
expeditions, but once she was there it was a whole other ballgame.
She was prone to volunteering and being the first on the list, but
by the time the first campout and the end of the mountain trip,
Eliza was in better shape and understood what it would be like. So
by the Saco River trip Eliza was willing and ready and felt she
could do it, actually imagined herself doing it. She faired well on
the third trip down the Saco River. All was well until the rains
started soon after they were on the water, a light drizzle. One
canoe had capsized having the male counselor and two campers soaked
and super wet. But they made it to the campground and set up tents
and began the process of dinner and fire tending.

By the time evening fell, it was pouring
buckets of cats and dogs. Everyone went to one tent, but eventually
was soaked to the bone, but somehow the counselors kept the fire
going.

Eliza ended up sleeping in Annie’s lap
throughout the ordeal and felt safe and secure. She dosed and awoke
a few times to find the rain rising. Half sleeping and half awake
she remembered being carried by the kind quiet counselor Annie into
the only secure dry tent. There were 8 other girls in their group
alone, and another counselor there and they all huddled watching
out the tent flap for someone to rescue them as were the groups of
older girls in the same boat. They were calm and Sam was even
jovial and told a few jokes.

Another rain out and Havi
Gold had to drive the old station wagon they all dubbed
“The Old Grey Mare” all the way around the river until he found them and piled
them all in old clunker of a auto at 2:00 AM.

Along with the camp out Eliza loved the camp
dog Tiffy. Havi owned an aging black Labrador. She followed the dog
all over and really loved Tiffy. Her second summer at Sunningdale
she even got picked as a gag to play Tiffy in the camper/counselor
day where counselors and campers changed roles for a day. She
dressed in a black leotard, black socks and a pair of Mickey Mouse
ears. Eliza spent that day walking on all fours like Tiffy and even
sitting under Havi’s desk while Robin the C.I.T. playing Mr. Gold
fed Eliza M & M’s just like Havi did with the real Tiffy…

It was Eliza’s
3rd summer … 1970. This time Glinda was sent along with Eliza. She
was 6 and cute as a button. Unlike Eliza’s tomboyish ways and loud
manner and the fact she was always teased and picked on by the
other children, and was afraid of the lake, and had problems being
in a shower stall, Glinda was the opposite and like a little angel,
cute face and baby personality. The youngest Osberg child was more
subdued, more normal looking. Glinda started to really shine when
“color war” broke out and the camp went into heavy competition with
them breaking into two teams, blue and gold. Glinda was the camp
mascot and they would dress her up in team themes like a mermaid
for the blue teams Tempest theme. When the teams marched to
breakfast they carried Glinda on a huge surf board. She was like a
little queen on a throne when she said to Havi, “Come up and see me sometime!” It was
a good gag and Havi ate it up, he loved it so much, he wanted it
done again at lunch and dinner for his guests and camper alumni. It
was no secret that Havi Gold loved Broadway and always judged the
best musicals and songfest competition when it was Broadway themed,
and the C.I.T's who were the future counselors, knew this and would
bend the teams to reflect that to try and win the completion. One
summer Eliza gleefully played in the chorus of a Westside Story
spoof for Color War where she was a ‘Jet” gang member and even got
to carry and fake Jim Bowie knife at her belt and they let her wear
a feather in a coonskin cap, thanks to Annie again. That year it
was Broadway vs. Westside Story and Glinda stood at the center
dressed in a show girl outfit looking like a little glamour queen.
A surfboard painted silver was brought out with much fanfare and
the campers were dressed in black tie and tails with the old ‘Fred
Astaire” top-hats and canes. They sang Broadway tunes changed to
blue and gold team fight songs. It was amazing to watch. Eliza’s
team came on stage and did a spoof of ‘Officer Krupke’ directed at
Havi, using things that had happened throughout the competition and
summer that warranted reprimanding.

After the songfest, Havi had his aides had
out the new summer yearbook, a beautiful, colorful book with a
pictorial of the summer. And there was Glinda smack dab in the
center of the camp photo yearbook cover sitting on the shoulders of
Havi’s daughter Jani. Then one summer another little girl named
Lori Osberg (no relation to the Osbergs) showed up. She was darkly
cute as a button as opposed to Glinda’s light blond look. So Lori
then became the second mascot after she threw a small tantrum to
get that position. She was not even close to the pixy looking
Glinda or the cute beauty she possessed. Even Eliza was envious of
Glinda and remembered that when she was 6, she never was asked to
be a mascot. In fact, the third summer when they announced
camper/counselor day again and no one mentioned her playing Tiffy,
so Eliza went up to Havi and asked. He was half paying attention to
her, but nodded his head which to Eliza was a “yes” so she ran as
fast as lightning to her bunk and stated to get ready and screaming
“I’m going to play Tiffy, I’m going to play Tiffy!”

At lunch she’d acted up at the table and was
disruptive and bratty so the counselor Lyn who was sitting at the
table that day ran up to Eliza as she was running out of her cabin
to the main office to play Tiffy. Robin was playing Havi again and
was just making an announcement of rest period and that the candy
bag would be coming to each cabin. Lyn screamed at Eliza, “No you
are not playing Tiffy!”

Eliza froze in place, tears forming. “But
Havi said I could.”

“No Eliza, you are not going
to play Tiffy this year.”

“Why!” She began crying and
carrying on.

“Because of the way you
acted at the table… Atrocious!”

“I want to play Tiffy,
please Lyn!”

“You have to grow up Eliza.
You are not 6 years old anymore, you have to be mature.

Eliza began crying hysterically.

“Come on Eliza, let’s take a
walk…”

Eliza walked with Lyn to an old abandoned
camp ground. They talked for almost one hour and Eliza had calmed
down, Lyn reached into her pocket and gave Eliza a pack of Atomic
Fire Balls. “I know you missed canteen so here, this is for
you!”

“Thank you Lyn,” sniffed
Eliza.

“You are a very special
little girl,” said Lyn.

“I don’t feel
special.”

“But you are,” said Lyn as
they walked back to camp. A few campers were staring openly and
knew Eliza was in some sort of trouble.

At that moment Lyn handed Eliza an opened
letter. “Sorry you didn’t get this after lunch but you were acting
so horrible at lunch that I didn’t want you to get it just yet.
It’s a special letter from a cartoonist friend your mother’s. All
the staff recognized his name Bob Kane! Look, he even made little
cartoons of Batman and Robin. She handed it to Eliza. “Let’s read
it in the back porch.”

They walked to the back porch and sat at a
picnic table and Eliza read it out loud. “Dear Sweetpea, have to
make this short as I am getting ready to write some new Batman
material! I’ve drawn Robin to keep you company at camp. Thanks for
your letter. Your mother gave it to me and you are a real Gemma to
write me. Take care and have fun. I’ll send you more comic books
too! Love Bob Kane a.k.a. Batman!

“That’s amazing Eliza. He
wrote you! How many girls get that,” praised Lyn trying to bring
the girl up to her usual high intensity.

“Thanks. Can I play Tiffy
now?

“Eliza, now you know you can’t play Tiffy any longer. You’re a
smart girl, why do you act like a dum-dum so much when you are so
intelligent?”

“I don’t know.”

Eliza went back to her cabin where everyone
saw her outburst and knew Lyn had put a damper on Eliza’s dreams of
playing Tiffy the camp dog.

“How dumb, she cries ‘cause
she can’t play an old smelly dog,” said Betsy to Sam.

“You know Eliza, she’s
weird!”

“I know,” said Betsy, and
all those around her nodded in agreement.

“Hey, stop talking about
Eliza,” piped up Amy, a nice girl from New Jersey. Eliza ignored
all of them and just changed into a yellow tee shirt and blue
shorts and climbed onto her top bunk. Then Robin as Havi came on
the P.A. asking the blue and gold teams to line up.

‘Glinda Osberg and Lori
Osberg report to the C.I.T. cabin for your costumes.”

A cabin door slammed and Glinda ran very
quickly, and soon another cabin door slammed and Lori Osberg from
Newton Mass ran in the same direction. Believe it or not they were
NOT related, just shared the same last name, but it was
strange.

“Hi Glinda, “yelled a few
people. She waved happily. The girl was like a celebrity at the
camp. She would even eventually get the lead in the plays put on by
the camp every summer, which were all Broadway hits like Carousel,
Oklahoma, Sound of Music, and Oliver! Glinda could sing like her
mom and had a certain something. Eliza had it but her hyperism hid
it and she came off as flighty, high strung and off the wall. Any
talent was lost in a whirl of the fast talking and jerky motions.
Most could not take the keen imagination and the out of the control
personality that she had inherited from her mother’s high energy
and opera singing attitude. Highly based on emotion, very excitable
and quick to break a glass, spill the water, drop a plate, not
paying attention.

Eliza’s curly hair went in
all directions and unlike Glinda’s straight brown locks. Glinda’s
feet were small and delicate awhile Eliza’s were as her dad
said, ‘gun boats!’ Glinda also seemed socially planted and well adjusted
there.

The only thing running
against Glinda that first summer at Sunningdale was the fact that
the “It” girl was
potty trained by Vera the Terror, the housekeeper Eliza’s parents
had hired and who wielded some stiff punishments on Glinda. Glinda
would hold her bowels and sometimes had “accidents”. In fact, in Glinda’s
first summer at Sunningdale she would almost hold it in and almost
go in her pants or would cry and hold it in until she couldn’t, as
if she was terrified to go naturally like most her age. She had
grown out of it by the middle of July when Havi Gold took her aside
and said, “Oh Glinda, no more accidents.” Believe it or not, he got
his daughter Jani and another one of Glinda’s young counselors to
re-potty train the young sweet girl. But her cute appeal seemed to
have Havi take a special interest with the help of his daughter who
really took a shine to Glinda. The truth was that Havi loved that
mermaid routine and kept having her do it over and over. Even
Glinda got bored with it. And Havi was also very impressed with
Glinda’s mother’s Broadway background and made no mistake about it,
he rolled out the red carpet when the Osbergs arrived on Visiting
Day in Mid August and Glinda was playing Oliver in the musical they
were putting on at the camp! In fact, Dina their cousin was playing
Mr. Bumble and Eliza’s best bunk mate friend was playing Artful
Dodger, this girl from Illinois named Jill!

Even at Roy and Richard’s camp across the
lake from the girls, word has spread there that the production was
open to them and Havi had put out the message to them that they
were invited so there was going to be a huge barbecue and then the
play later in the evening.

Eliza watched her parents in the darkness of
the Social Hall as Glinda sang “Where is Love?” Eliza saw the tears
in her mother’s sparkling hazel eyes, and she could smell her
mother’s signature perfume.

Eliza prayed to Jesus and thanked him for
making Glinda not soil herself and she didn't, which made her much
more normal.

Afterwards everyone hugged
and sang the Sunningdale theme, “Friends, Friends, Friends, We Will
Always Be…” It was strange for Eliza to see her parents, so well
dressed, standing outside beside a campfire as candles lit the
paths and walkways of Sunningdale, and singing was heard in every
corner. Havi loved singing, especially the Broadway standards so
even that summer they utilized Eliza for a very important song, a
medley of standards rewritten to reflect what happened during the
summer. Not just when they read your name and then read a song
title you most fit. Eliza still remembered hers …
“I had the strangest dream last night!”
She chuckled at the meaning and recalled waking up
and telling the girls about what she dreamt and it was so vivid
that they were in secret awe over it. Annie saw that right away
about Eliza, she was destined for writing or art career, Annie was
sure of it.

The best of the night for Eliza and Annie is
when a special award was presented at the end, a special title,
called “Maturity” which went to Eliza Osberg. At first Eliza froze
in her seat, and then she shyly went up and received her award. It
was a 3 by 5, very professionally done card that was signed by Havi
himself, plus by Lyn, and even the tennis counselor Danny Blatt,
who also liked Eliza’s spunk and enthusiasm and how the little
tomboy would volunteer first for anything new even if she’d never
done it, and usually she was not get it, but she would try, then
the next time they found that she had an incredible back hand so it
was not a total loss, so he signed the award.

But even at Sunningdale they wanted to hear
Mrs. Osberg do a few standards or opera tunes just to enrich the
children of course. Mrs. Osberg would greatly oblige and make the
once large stage to Eliza seem very small because of her mother’s
large presence and voice. She sang her heart out to anything they
played. She even sang the song she sang to them at bed time and
then some opera standards and even the Papers, Papers song the
girl’s so loved. It brought the house down and even for once Eliza
wasn’t embarrassed or overwhelmed. These kids were rich and knew
culture so it was easier to fit in and feel proud like she should!
Mrs. Osberg was a talent all her own and it showed on her kids very
much!

And Eliza’s love for American Indians only
enhanced her art and creative niches that they were bringing out at
Sunningdale! It had been good for both girls in many ways. Her love
for Indians truly came out that summer of 1968. Once ensconced in
the arts and crafts shack Eliza began creating acrylic paintings on
canvas of faces of Indian chiefs and Indian themed landscapes.

There was a hat contest coming up and the
whole camp, including Havi and his staff were to make hats and then
parade around the social hall and winners and prizes would be
awarded.

Eliza worked on an Indian
bonnet decorating it nicely and creatively. She also decided to add
a nice touch and offered to do a speech by Chief Joseph of the Nez
Pierces when he surrendered to General Crook in 1877. No one else
made speeches and it was a bit odd, but they said yes once Annie
stepped up to the stage. She had paved the way for people to
understand this little girl some called “odd-ball”.

Earlier in the day Eliza was hanging around
the Art shack waiting for Annie to get some feathers to decorate
the bonnet. There was a totem pole by the shack and Eliza looked up
and saw a strange hat sitting way at the top. “I wonder what that
is.” She said pointing up.

Eliza looked at the hat in the totem pole for
a bit. She circled it and no one was there until Annie showed up
and got the feathers. She went back to her cabin and continued
decorating her Indian hat, and working on her speech. About one
hour passed and it was almost time for lunch, then the continuance
after rest hour. The winners would be picked by everyone… Majority
… Just as lunch was announced by the ringing of a big bell near the
dining hall, Havi Gold came on the P.A. and announced “Attention,
attention, all counselors and campers somewhere on the grounds of
Sunningdale we hid a special hat. Anyone that finds it will get a
special prize!” Suddenly as Eliza finished her chieftain bonnet a
flash came to her!

“The hat in the totem
pole!”

She jumped up excitedly.

“What’s up Eli,” Asked Jill,
her bunk mate, calling Eliza by her tomboyish pet name.

“I know where the hat
is!”

“Hey, everyone, “ said Jill.
“She knows where the hat is!”

“Cool, where?

“Follow me,” said Eliza triumphantly. Everyone, including Annie ran
behind Eliza who made a sprint to the totem pole on the
hill.

“There it is, up there!
Look!” Eliza pointed up to the top of the Indian symbol. Everyone
was cheering and yelling and jumping up and down.

“Eliza Osberg and her bunk
mates have found the hat!”

Everyone filed into the dining hall after a
big fanfare and order was restored. Lunch was cold cuts,
sandwiches, King Cole potato chips, dill pickles, grape bug juice
and ice cream for dessert. The rest hour, then canteen candy, and
then everyone was supposed to report to the Social Hall for hat
festivities.

Eliza saw Glinda who was wearing a small
cardboard cutout of a hat, but she’d glued different colored
sparkles on it, so it actually looked like one of the better ones
of her age group.

All Eliza could think of was the prize she
won for her cabin. Maybe it’s dinner at DJ’s Café in town, or maybe
candy or something good to eat. Everyone paraded around showing off
the hats. There were many styles, trends and shapes. Havi came in
with his usual entourage. The head counselor and her husband,
Havi's daughter Jani, and Havi’s pretty girlfriend June. The two
riding counselors stuck like glue on the outskirts.

Havi held court on the stage and judged the
young cabins first, and of course Glinda won a prize a pack of M
& M’s. Others won candy mostly! When it was time for Eliza’s
age group the candy was gone so they have I O U’s for candy ands
soda.

Then Eliza’s bunk paraded by. Eliza asked the
judges, “You know we found the hat right?”

“Yes, Eliza, we all know. We
are all aware of it,” said Jani officially.

The end came finally with winners awarded
except for Eliza’s bunk.

“What happened to our prize,
Havi?” Asked Eliza boldly.

“Be more patient. That’s a
problem for you, Eliza,” snapped Havi.

“Hey, aren’t you making a
speech?” asked the head counselor, trying to break the
tension.

Eliza had changed her mind and didn't want to
do it.

“I’m not.”

“Oh?” Havi got up and
shooshed everyone with … “Hey everyone, Eliza’s going to do a
speech now!”

“No I’m not. I don’t even
have my hat,” said Eliza losing her high morale.

At the end of the social hall Eliza’s
bunkmates sat in back. Sam, Betsy and Jill grabbed Eliza’s Chief
Bonnet and did Indian yells and whoops to get more attention. “Here
is your bonnet Chief Eliza!”

Havi announced Eliza again.
The room quieted except for the occasional subdued laughter of some
campers. All attention riveted on Eliza Osberg. She was nervous but
began a speech she’d read over and over again or role-played with
her friends. A dozen times or more: “Tell
General Howard I know his heart. What he told me before I have in
my heart. I am tired of fighting. Our chiefs are killed. Looking
Glass is dead. TooHulHulsote is dead. The old men are all dead. It
is the young men who say yes or no. He who led the young men is
dead. It is cold and we have no blankets. The little children are
freezing to death. My people, some of them, have run away to the
hills, and have no blankets, no food; no one knows where they are…
perhaps freezing to death. I want to have time to look for my
children and see how many of them I can find. Maybe I shall find
them among the dead. Here me my chiefs, I am tired; my heart is
sick and sad. From where the sun now stands I will fight no more
forever!”

For a split second no one did a thing, just
frozen in a time frame, then someone clapped, and then the whole
auditorium was clapping and cheering. They were surprised but she
did it! They took her on their shoulders and carried her around the
social hall. It was embarrassing but more bearable than being
singled out and teased as they were prone to do to Eliza.

The campers made Indian calls, bird calls and
whoops and yells, especially Sam and Jill.

“What about our prize,”
asked Eliza in the microphone.

“At dinner kids,” said Havi,
making a quick getaway.

His entourage followed and swallowed him up
like a clam. Annie came up and hugged Eliza. “Very good, Eliza…Very
good speech. You didn’t even have to use the book!”

“Thanks.”

“You were great,” said
Jill.

“Yea, you were,” everyone
agreed.

Glinda came by and congratulated her sister.
Richard and Roy were there too and ran up to her in their matching
camp outfits of Skylemar, a camp they had attended summer after
summer, after a few years of going to the youth center’s camp
Wineko…

“There’s a lot of talent
here,” said Annie.

“Hey Glinda, do that Mae
West thing,” asked someone in the crowd.

Without much prompting Glinda struck a sexy
pose and aid, “Come up and see me sometime!”

Everyone broke in laughter and applause.

“God, two sisters with so
much between them,” said Annie, trying to push Eliza too, not just
her pretty sister.

“What about our prize
Annie?”

“Yes, what is
it?”

“I don’t know, we’ll see at
dinner.”

“Did Havi tell
you?
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