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Sometime in 2010, I searched your name on the internet. It 

was not the first time. But it was the first time I stayed 

long enough to find out. The complication of - should I 

telephone - was never about you. I never telephoned. And now, 

your friends are not my friends, your lovers unknown to me. 

Why didn’t I telephone? Why didn’t you? Too many unanswered 

disconnections? We were comfortable with each other. I know 

this because comfort is sensing you sweetly, generously. 

Silence rattles. We keep ours in a small tin container in 

a far off room. Out of sight but always sure we can hear 

a once in a while barely perceptible sound. Silence tells 

many stories.

When your name came up on the first line of the search, an 

excel spreadsheet announced your death. I contacted your 

place of employment. They said you had been ill a long time. 

Pneumonia. I didn’t believe them. But after thirty years, I 

swallowed my disbelief. I would like to blame she and he, 

and she and she, and he and he for our disconnections. I 

can’t. Because I am in there.

Comfort is always July. And you are forever twenty-six. 

Walking down South Street, you at the curb edge and me at 

your right. Proper.   

   

This is the story of one man’s desire to 

un-tether himself from expectations deeply 

rooted in landscapes he has never seen. 

From the archives of a life -

Dates: 1982-1983; 2009; 2011  

Image Places: Philadelphia, Pennsylvania; 

Long Beach Island, New Jersey 

Film Place:1st Avenue and 14th Street, The 

East Village, New York

Memory Place: Plonsk, Poland
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His mother was left in the care of an aunt living in 

Plonsk. The dates are confusing. Before the camps? 

During? His mother is silent. Forty-five years of 

silence. How could they not say something?  Well, you 

know, they are old. We harldy say anything. There is 

nothing to say, really.  

Did it snow that day? Driving south on S7 highway at 

the edge of Plonsk? I found you Bruce lying on the 

floor thousands of miles away on Fairmont Avenue. Your 

hair curled under shirt collar. Listening. We don’t 

speak of these things. Just listen. Silence is a hum. 

A mono syllabic hum. 



Magic is round too. I think we made the drive from 

Philly to Beach Haven in about two hours. Who lives 

here between us and the Atlantic Ocean? No one. You’re 

grazing the country side again.  Daffodils on the 

highway.



Fairmont Avenue, Philadelphia, 1982



Just about now you run to your bedroom. You re-emerge, 

violin in hand. You know, I don’t practice. I mean it’s 

another life you know. Jane picks up her viola. Was it 

Brahms? I vaguely remember. The viola plucks; you pull 

back the bow. In that moment, you left us stroking the 

cat. 



I am almost sure that a kiss will not wake me up. In fact, 

nothing will. I disagree with him. That night, we debate the 

effect of a kiss with a kiss. He leaves the next morning. 

Later, that week, he tells me there’s a place in the park. She  

shouts from another room to be careful. He tells me it all 

happens in whispers in grasses and bushes that cover restless 

skin and sleepers who don’t really sleep. And he likes that. 

But I am not sure. I don’t know. How was I to know. That an 

awaking kiss would slowly erase you. And that it would take 

thirty years for your disappearance to be complete.



In Philadephia, we watch an after event unfold.

In 1983, a man in Plonsk waits. 

I always thought silence was a condition. I never knew 

silence is a place.    



Chestnut Street, Philadephia, Pennsylvania, 1982 

Roof Top, Philadelphia, Pennsylvania, 1982



Petrushk, he called me, that’ll be you one day. In my fur 

coat? In your fur coat. She and She. Fashionably taking a 

stroll. You think they are lost in each other? Yeah. It’s 

nice. We followed for a while. After a few blocks, I 

wasn’t sure about the fur coats.   



Railroad Station, Plonsk, Poland

Beach Haven, Long Beach Island, New Jersey, 1982

He remarked how he still feels restless. Because 

everthing that was is really not as I see it. I can’t 

even dress for the occasion. So, I won’t be that 

polite. They’ll have to forgive me. 

A few years later, Bruce moved to New York. In the 

last years, he settled in an apartment on 1st Avenue 

and 14th Street overlooking the villages of lower 

Manhattan. I can only guess, the Village treated him 

well. And that he always dressed for the occasion. 
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Photographs are taken in Beach Haven, Long Beach Island, 

New Jersey and Philadelphia, Pennsylvania including those 

noted as Plonsk, Poland.

Earth Map of United States East Coast and 

Plonsk, Poland, ©google.com

We were four friends living in Philadelphia in various 

relationships. Three of us met in college, and, for a while, 

we three shared a rented townhouse in Philadelphia’s South 

Street neighborhood. Bruce was a childhood friend of one of 

the housemates. We lived in the moment, simultaneously 

self-possessed and reckless, knowing only complete confes-

sions. As a second-generation child of Shoah survivors, 

Bruce’s parents were older -he would say with a shrug- so he 

kept his life to himself when in their company. Bruce and I 

shared a similar background. We talked about everything, but 

never in-depth about our family stories. We referred to it, 

pointed to it, nodded in unison to small gestures unnoticed 

by most. Over time, the house disbanded. One went to the 

southwest, my partner moved to New York, as did Bruce. The 

route of each of our lives changed. I never called Bruce nor 

did he call me. Perhaps telephoning meant that the house was 

ever-present. It had nothing to do with you, Bruce. But 

everything to do with silence, and remembrance, even if a 

memory is not always the one one is remembering.


