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Family legend has it that to escape to America, my great-grandmother, 
Clara Grossinger, carried my five-year-old grandmother over the 

Carpathian Mountains, subsisting on grass. By the time I knew her, 
she was the bubbliest, giggliest adult I’d ever encountered. Her letters, 
like the one below, render her Yiddish accent perfectly. This thank-you 
note is to my father, who was stationed at Paine Air Force Base in 
Washington State. The “louse strike” (lousy strike) was the twelve-day 
New York City transit strike; the pictures she mentions are, sadly, lost; 
“s + f ” stands for “Short and Fat,” her nom de plume. The “darling 
sife” is, I think, a typo for “darling wife,” but all the other cacography is 
exquisitely accurate (“anahane” = “on account of ”). For some reason 
these phonetic letters are better than any audiotape could be. Thank 
you, Grandma Clara.

—Gillian Burnes


