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Update: photos included.
• Building construction is underway.  Building completion is slated for summer, 2014.
• Irrigation work began on Tuesday, November 12th along Roxbury Drive and will continue throughout the park.
• Athletic Field improvements are scheduled to begin December 2nd.  Field area will be fenced off for duration of

work.  Completion expected in April, 2014.
• Playground, park restrooms and various picnic tables are currently available to the public but will soon undergo

renovation as well.
• Use of picnic tables will be FIRST COME, FIRST SERVE.  Picnic reservations will not be taken during duration of field

and park improvements.
• Tennis play is available but tennis conditions might be affected by noise and dust.  The La Cienega Tennis Center at

325 S. La Cienega Blvd is available for play.
• Details on the project are at www.beverlyhills.org/RoxburyProject

We hope you will enjoy the NEW ROXBURY COMMUNITY CENTER upon COMPLETION!

La Cienega Park Community Center
8400 La Cienega Blvd., Beverly Hills  90211

Door opens at 1:00 p.m.

THE BEVERLY HILLS ACTIVE ADULT CLUB

“Sweetheart Dance Party”

BHAAC Members: FREE
Non-Members: $4.00 per person 

payable at the door
Harold Kaye and his Orchestra will entertain.
Wear your dancing shoes or just come and enjoy.
Light refreshments will be served.

Sunday, February 16, 2014
1:00 pm – 3:00 pm

BEVERLY HILLS ACTIVE ADULT CLUB EXCURSION

International Orchid Show 
LocaL Santa BarBara reStaurant

Visit an exotic nursery –Orchids from all around the world! 
Orchids for purchase!– Lunch in Santa Barbara!
DATE: Friday, March 14, 2014
DEPART: 8:30 A.M. (Promptly) La Cienega Tennis Center
RETURN: 6:00 P.M. (Approx) La Cienega Tennis Center
COST: $60.00 BHAAC Members / $75.00 Non-members

Cash or Check ONLY.  No Credit Card
Make check payable to BEVERLY HILLS ACTIVE ADULT CLUB 

TRIP INCLUDES: transportation, admission to the Orchid Show, lunch 
and supervision

Please Register at: La Cienega Community Center, 8400 Gregory Way, Beverly Hills 90211
For more information call: 310.285.6810
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A Balanced Life: Preventing Falls and Staying Balanced
By Cynthia Harper

Consider how everyday activities are affected by bal-
ance. With inactivity and aging, standing, sitting, un-
even surfaces, negotiating obstacles, and directional 
changes may become more difficult. Considering how 
many balance scenarios we encounter daily, an ap-
preciation of our amazing physiology may inspire you 
to improve your balance system! 
Our balance system trifecta includes the visual, ves-
tibular and somatosensory which works in concert to 
anticipate and respond to changes in balance. If any 
of these three systems are limited, reaction time and 
movement quality are affected. The visual system refers 
to our sense of sight, the vestibulary refers to the inner 
ear, and the somatosensory to our sense of touch. The 
somatosensory system can be trained to become more 
sensitive to inputs and generate accurate movement 
to keep us from falling. This is where balance training 
exercises can make a big difference.
The Centers for Disease Control estimates one in three 
seniors ages 65 and over experience a fall. Twenty 
to thirty percent of these falls result in serious injuries. 
The good news is that many of these can be prevented 
through physical activity and specific balance train-
ing. Although declining balance in seniors is partially 
based on unavoidable biological changes, behavioral 
and environmental modification can help keep you on 
your feet and in control. A working balance system 
helps us move with ease, get up from our chair, dance, 
dash and everything in between. With good balance 
we prevent injury and maintain confidence. Three fac-
tors that contribute to maintaining balance in seniors 
include biology, behavior and environment. All of this 
makes it especially important to focus on fitness, which 
optimizes input from the somatosensory system, help-
ing to compensate for the more inevitable aspects of 
aging.
Strength and endurance  
decline as part of the aging 
process, but can be coun-
teracted through physical  
activity. Key activities in-
clude strength, flexibility and  
balance exercises. Make it 
more fun by taking a fitness 

class like Move! Groove! & Stretch! or Senior Sizzle. 
You’ll have a great time while getting fit and meeting nice 
people.
Look at your behavior and environment and take control:
• Activity versus Inactivity: Stay active to maintain  

your fitness
• Nutrition: Eat healthy and take Vitamin D
• Footwear: Support your feet
• Medications: Know the side effects
• Hazards: Slippery or uneven surfaces, loose rugs
Try these exercises to improve your balance.
For maximum sensory input, through your feet and  
ankles, perform these exercises barefoot.
Keep a chair nearby for support.
1.  Marching
Starting with ideal posture, raise one knee at a time to a 
90 degree angle.
Turn your head from side to side as you march to increase 
the challenge.
2.  The Shuffle
Step out sideways with one foot, then close the other foot 
to meet it. Repeat travelling in one direction, then switch 
directions.
Do in front of a  wall so you can touch forward with your 
hands if necessary.
3. Obstacle Course
Arrange obstacles in a line, weave through obstacles in 
an “S” pattern.
Stay tuned for a New Balance Challenge Class and join 
in the fun.

Nightfall
By Ilse Nusbaum

The moon’s final phase
glows dimly in twilight,

herald of storms.
Wild western winds
gust from the ocean,

flinging fronds from the palms,
tossing whole branches

into the street where
Mary is crossing.

Her granddaughter’s
stroller holds her erect.

The baby squeals with delight,
thrilled by the sounds of the storm,
but Mary stands bolted, immobile,

trembling with terror and
rigid with fear. 

For a moment at twilight, 
when the last crescent moon

of the year hides behind clouds, 
and the wild western wind 

shifts from the ocean,
the archer of time aims 

his swift arrow into the future.
Mary smiles at the baby
and crosses the street.

Strangers on a Plane
By Corinne Chakarian

The Annual Beverly Hills Firefighters’ Thanksgiving Luncheon

This sounds like an old refrain. There we were. Three strangers 
stranded on the tarmac for an hour and a half before our plane 
pulled off the runway for a two and a half hour trip to Portland. I 
was sitting cheek to cheek next to a strange man, the closest I’ve to 
a man in many a moon.  We were so close to each other and the 
passengers in front, when their seats were back, their butts were 
in our laps. To reach the aisle, you had to lean over backwards, 
like doing the Limbo! The gentleman sitting next to me appeared 
to be in his fifties, and the other in his seatmate in his thirties. They 
were discussing “1984”and “Brave New World.” They couldn’t 
remember the authors. “George Orwell! Aldous Huxley!” I chimed 
in, “Sorry I couldn’t help it,” I said.” 
My seatmate “Michael” introduced himself (he did look a little bit 
like Michael Douglas). He was Jewish from N.Y. living in L.A. He 
wrote biographies and occasionally worked in the media. David 
taught computer science. At some point the plane must have taken 
off.  David dozed off, Michael and I were so absorbed in discuss-
ing our common backgrounds, we were unaware of the passage 
of time. Michael took out his Laptop, he had a whole section on 
jewish humor, we were both laughing hysterically. People were 
turning around, some annoyed, some amused. We were aston-
ished to find the plane was landing.
We said our goodbyes. For a brief moment in time and space we 
three were connected by the thread of our humanity.

Celia Levitt and Sybil Ramsden enjoying the 
annual Firefighters’ Thanksgiving luncheon

Sol Reich, Les Bronte, BHAAC President,
David M. Grate, Fire Battalion Chief
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Why I Like Seniors?
By Old-school Magda 1

Seniors are authentic. They know who they are and what 
they want - both envy-worthy in itself. But what’s more 
they are not trying to be someone else. They often speak 
their mind. So you know what they think.
They cook and entertain or at least used to do it regularly. 
Meals are important times of their day and mine. I cook 
from scratch every day, most meals, and I like to share 
my culinary accomplishments with someone who can  
appreciate and who knows what I’m talking about.
They are not attached to their cell phones so you can 
easily have quality time with them. It is refreshing and  
relaxing. They don’t rush to another meeting/appoint-
ment/errand. I like to be present and in the moment too.
They have good manners and speak good English. They 
don’t text, let alone indecipherable acronyms. In fact 
home phones can be used more often to call when one 
has time to talk. It is more about people skills than all tech-
nology skills that can be mastered easily. They appreciate 
friendship most and other people’s time.
They agree children should be taught table manners,  
respect and consideration for others. Those things will 
help them in life and make life easier to everybody around 
them. This cannot necessarily be said about learning how 
to use an iPad at the age of 5.
I believe that life experience and knowledge cannot be 
undermined by formal education. Life lessons are harder 
to learn and their power should be respected more than 
young people sometimes realize.

1 Magdalena Mirisch

Downward
By Peggy Schaps

Thank you, Mr. Kepler, Mr. Galileo and Mr. Newton, 
for discovering and explaining the scientific facts about 
our existence and that of our solar system, planets, stars, 
galaxies, comets and the whole damn Universe.   
It seems that many of those objects are spinning and 
circling, or not exactly moving in circles, but rather in 
ellipses, or ellipsing, as I call it, and they can go whip-
ping around the universe at dizzying speeds. After the 
major feat of explaining all that, another puzzling ques-
tion arose. Why don’t we all go flying off into space? 
After centuries of scientists trying to answer that one, an 
apple falling from a tree gave old Isaac the all-important 
answer. 
GRAVITY, you dolt, is what holds us firmly onto the 
ground.
Try jumping and see how far it gets you. Of course, as a 
mathematician, Newton had to prove his theory with all 

kinds of complicated numerical equations about weight, 
mass and other things like distance from the ground and 
so on. It wasn’t easy, (understatement of the year,) but 
prove it he did. 
My theory is that the discovery could have been made 
much earlier if only someone had looked carefully at some 
ancient hag or grandparent and observed the wrinkles, 
flab and various   appendages that were descending in-
exorably downward. It had been called shrinkage due to 
old age, but it was and is gravity, plain old gravity. Face 
it, seniors, the results of gravity, in addition to old age, 
are not a pleasant package to behold in a mirror. If only 
someone had had the intelligence to make that observa-
tion, wizened oldsters would now be credited with hav-
ing been the basis for the discovery of gravity and would 
now be viewed with reverence instead of indifference. 
And plastic surgeons would be put out of business.

The Saturday Night Special
By John H. Adler

There had been seven burglaries in our neighborhood, 
and people’s nerves were on edge.  When our next-door 
neighbor’s house was broken into, my husband was upset.
“We should have a gun to protect ourselves, Rose,” he 
said. “They may break in and murder us.”
I advised against it.  We never owned a gun or any fire-
arms, I was afraid of them. 
“Let it go, Herman. If you shoot, they’ll shoot back. We 
both could get hurt.  Let’s lock the doors and windows so 
they won’t be able to get in.”
I didn’t like the idea of having a gun. The following week, 
Herman got a license and came home with a gun.
“It’s a SATURDAY NIGHT SPECIAL,” he pronounced, 
proudly.
“Oh, you bought it on a weekend sale?” I asked.
“No, that’s the name of the gun.”  Herman laughed, 
with a gesture of superiority.  “You women know nothing 
about stuff like this.  Pay close attention while I explain the 
weapon to you.  This is the safety catch you have to move 
this gismo to make it work.  Here’s how you load it, and 
when you load, or unload always point the gun toward 
the ground in case there’s a bullet in the chamber.”  
“Whatever you say, Dear.”
The burglaries continued, and my husband’s way of life 
changed.  He usually went to bed at ten o’clock and was 
asleep before hitting the pillow.  Now he falls asleep in 
front of the TV, and when I wake him at ten, he won’t go 

to bed till midnight, waiting for a chance to teach the 
burglars a lesson.
Thursday night he thought he heard something and woke 
me up.
“Rose, I think this is it. They’re here.”
“Who’s here? It’s the middle of the night. Go to sleep,” I 
replied, angry to have been awakened from a deep sleep.
“The burglars are here. I heard them, and I’m going after 
them.”
Quickly he left the bed, put on his slippers removed the 
loaded gun from the night stand drawer releasing the 
safety catch.  He silently slipped out of the house and… 
I heard the sound of a shot.  I was terribly afraid the 
thieves had shot him.  
Cursing, he hobbled back into the bedroom, holding his 
left slipper with a hole in it in his hand, his left foot bleed-
ing badly.
“What happened?” I cried. “They shot you?”
“Hell no, the damned cat ran between my legs, I stum-
bled, the gun went off and I shot myself in the foot.  Let’s 
go to the hospital emergency room.  Never again will I 
use this damn gun.”
The next day he took the gun to the garage, wrapped it 
carefully and stored it in his tool kit.  That night thieves 
broke into our garage and …stole the gun. It was the only 
thing they found worth taking.  
We now have a large, heavy baseball bat under our bed.

Ten lap blankets and ten hats knitted by Rosemarie 
Jebram were donated to the Los Angeles Veteran’s 
Administration Medical Center on Veteran’s Day 
2013, on behalf of the Knitters of Roxbury Park, 
Beverly Hills Active Adult Club.

Donna Goldstein and fellow Beverly Hills Active Adult 
members donated 15 beautiful Thanksgiving baskets 
to the organization Children Helping Poor and Home-
less People so they could enjoy a complete meal 
feast. Under her supervision and dedication to this 
agency these amazing baskets were completed and 
delivered for the holiday.

A Gift of Caring
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Jacks
By Ruth Clark

Farewell to Department 
Graphic Artist

By Jane Doman

When I was young, my girlfriends and I played Jacks.  In 
bygone days,  the game of Jacks was known as “Knuck-
lebones.”
My mother took me to the “dime store” to purchase a 
pouch with a drawstring closure containing twelve jacks 
and a red rubber ball.  I sat for many hours with my girl-
friends on the floor or on the sidewalk, one leg tucked 
under and one leg straight out, throwing the ball in the 
air and hurriedly picking up a jack or two before the ball 
would bounce a second time.
Carrying my jacks with me, and being a fairly good 
player, I could beat most of my friends…..except for one: 
Monica.  She was the champion on our street, and she 
very much enjoyed the “bragging rights.”  Working up 
my courage, I bravely confronted her, challenging her to 
a game, the venue the bathroom floor of my house. We 
chose to use a golf ball because it bounced better on the 
hexagonal tile floor.
Word of the “big game” spread through the neighbor-
hood, and soon all the kids from blocks around were 
assembled in our small bathroom.  One sat on the toilet; 
three or four squatted in the bathtub; one perched on 
the edge of the sink , her legs dangling over the side.  
The doorway was filled, about three deep, one kid on 
the floor peeking through legs, and there were even a 
couple faces staring through the small window.  All eyes 
fastened on Monica and me, our legs stretched out on 
the cold bathroom floor.

The game began.  I won the “Pinky” where you had 
to throw all the jacks in the air and catch them on the 
backs of your hands.  I started on my  “onesies,” then 
my “twosies” and so on.  When I missed in my sixies, 
Monica took over getting all the  way to her ninesies 
before she touched an adjacent jack.  Reluctantly, she 
handed me the golf ball, and I got to ten when I touched 
another jack. It was Monica’s turn but she couldn’t finish 
her ninesies so I took over again.  I could see her gri-
macing, her eyes teary as she watched me take my turn, 
finish my twelvesies and be declared the winner.  If there 
wasn’t such a crowd, I think Monica would have burst 
out crying.
 A huge shout echoed through the bathroom heralding 
my big win.  Magnanimously, I turned to Monica, put 
my arm around her and yelled, “Good game.”  She half-
smiled and whimpered, “Wait’ll next time.  It’ll be MY 
turn to win.”

Tanka
By Tak Nakae

Tanka is an early form of Japanese poetry, over a thousand years old.  Its original form was a single line of 31 syllables 
(sounds).  Eventually, it was changed to five lines of 5-7-5-7-7 syllables.  The first three lines described a thought, a scene 
or an incident.  The last two lines completed them by adding its effect, details or clarification.  The first three lines could 
be compared to a picture or a drawing and the last two lines the title and the artist’s’ signature.  During its long history, 
some Tanka poets eliminated the last two lines, perhaps to allow each reader to create a completion, add a title, and 
guess the artist.  Soon, other Tanka poets started eliminating the last two lines. This shortened form of Tanka became 
Haiku, popularized by Basho and others in the 17th century. 

My Tanka Attempts                                                   Haiku Form

ANOTHER CRISIS                                                    ANOTHER CRISIS
WONDER WHY THEY COME MY WAY                    WONDER WHY THEY COME MY WAY
IT IS MY KARMA                                                     IT IS MY KARMA
MY CREATOR GAVE TO ME
MUST FACE WITHOUT COMPLAINING

MAKE RIGHT TURN ON RED                                     MAKE RIGHT TURN ON RED
NOT ALWAYS LEGAL TO DO                                    NOT ALWAYS LEGAL TO DO
SIGN MAY PROHIBIT                                                  SIGN MAY PROHIBIT
VIOLATE AND BE CITED
COSTLY FINE AND A BAD MARK

BIKER FELL OFF BIKE                                                BIKER FELL OFF BIKE
HIT AS HARD-BRAKED CAR JUST STOPPED          HIT AS HARD BRAKED CAR JUST STOPPED
“I’M OK, MY FAULT”                                               “I’M OK, MY FAULT”
HAD SUDDENLY CROSSED MID BLOCK
DIDN’T LOOK BACK OR HEAR THE CAR

Different endings can be envisioned in the readers’ mind for each Haiku, truncated from the Tanka. Similarly, Haiku 
readers world over are still trying to imagine the real meaning of Basho’s famed Haiku.

OLD POND
A FROG LEAPS IN
WATER’S SOUND

Its ability to arouse curiosity and create images in readers’ minds, as well as its simple format may explain Haiku’s 
popularity among both readers and writers.  If so, the Haiku aficionados thank those who had the defiance to drop the 
last two lines of their Tanka.

TANKA’S SON HAIKU
BECAME THE MOST POPULAR

WHERE IS TANKA NOW?

Old Treasures
By Nina Jewel Bass

Dwell on our years and you will create strife.  However, a heart of thanksgiving will stimulate life.
Regard our words of wisdom with knowledgeable care; that road you travel we ventured with flare.

Find peace with your elders we’re here for a reason; we can adequately prepare you for the winter season.
Slow down you impetuous, unsettled young folks, or this world’s challenges will destroy your hopes.

The gifts and talents that have been placed generously in me, simply honor my value and I’ll share ‘No Fee’

Vicky Nguyen my friend, coworker,  supporter of the 
Roxbury Seniors and the City of Beverly Hills Commu-
nity Services Department Desktop Publisher is retiring in 
early 2014.  Vicky has worked for the City of Beverly 
Hills for the past 13 years.  She has created the beauti-
ful brochures, fliers and of course, The RoxViews, previ-
ously The Buzz for the Community Services Department.    
We are all very grateful for all the hard work she has 
put in making all of our publications.  She is also re-
sponsible for many of the great photos you have seen 
over the years.
I will miss her greatly  but I know she has lots of exciting 
plans for retirement.
Thank you Vicky for making us look so good.  We all 
wish you the very best!

Vicky is in the center amongst several friends.


