
New Haven (May 12-June 16 2014) 
 
Last year, Ray planned a short sabbatical at Yale between his conference obligations when we thought it 
would be a good opportunity to spend time with Edie’s Dad.  As it turned out, we had a rather different 
experience than we had expected. Edie spent a couple of days each week settling details of  her father’s 
estate and packing up family items we wanted to ship back. Luckily, she had a lot of help from cousins 
Ernie and May, and Liz and Ron. The opportunity to renew our connection with family and friends 
throughout this trip was a real treat, and one that Don would have thoroughly approved.   It was also 
interesting to be a tourist in Connecticut with its beautiful green rolling hills and rich colonial history.  
 
Edie grew up about 45 minutes from New Haven, in central Connecticut, but had visited the Elm city 
only a few times. New Haven is the second largest city in Connecticut but with a population of some 
130,000 is hardly a major metropolis. New Haven was settled early in the colonial period (1638) by 
Puritans who left the Massachusetts Bay Colony, hoping to establish a theological community more to 
their taste and to take advantage of the harbor on Long Island Sound. The local Indians, the Quinnipiacs, 
sold their land to the settlers in return for protection against the neighboring Pequot tribe who were on 
the warpath.  A year later, the first eight streets of the city were laid out in a four-by-four grid around 
the Green, a large central common block which is to this day the center of downtown New Haven and a 
National Historic Landmark.  Ray was rather surprised to hear that New Haven was the first American 
planned city, as he was convinced that this designation belonged to Philadelphia which was in fact 
founded over 40 years later.   Alongside the university communities (Yale is but the most illustrious of 
the many institutions of higher education in and surrounding the city), New Haven has significant 
pockets of poverty. It has long had the reputation of being one of most crime ridden cities in the United 
States but violent crime is concentrated in certain neighborhoods and community based policing seems 
to have decreased the crime rates in recent years. Although there were a number of murders reported 
while we were there and the university clearly pays considerable attention to the physical security of the 
students, the area in which we were living did not seem problematic. It was pretty much “yuppyized” 
with upscale restaurants and quirky shops alongside some rather nice colonial and Victorian houses.       
    

  
245 Bradley St. – our apartment is on the 2nd floor Fish pond in backyard 

 
We treated ourselves to a charming short term rental apartment a short walk from the university. Our 
landlady, Remy Amadeus, has quite a rental business based in her historic family home, with 4 
apartments in the upper two stories of the main house, and additional accommodations in the 
renovated carriage house to the rear.    
 



  
Living room viewed from dining area Bedroom 

 
The academic reason for spending time in New Haven was Jay Hirshfield, who heads the beam physics 
group at the Wright Laboratory at Yale University, with whom Ray shares several professional interests. 
Three decades ago, Jay had a start-up company in Israel which used a vacuum arc for generating plasma 
beams, as the first stage for isotope separation for medical purposes. Lately his group works on the 
interaction of microwave radiation with ion beams, among other issues. 
 
The laboratory is named after Arthur Wright, a descendant of one of the signers of the American 
Declaration of Independence, and one of a batch of three who were the first recipients in 1863 of a PhD 
degree in science from an American university, Yale.  Arthur Wright married the daughter of his thesis 
supervisor, Benjamin Silliman Jr, a famous professor of chemistry at Yale, and he also had a successful 
academic career at Yale. In 1877, Wright published two papers in the American Journal of Science and 
Arts, which are arguably the first papers in Ray’s field of vacuum arc deposition of coatings and thin 
films, and the first paper on vacuum arcs. The U.S. patent examiners thought that Wright used a vacuum 
arc (which delayed issuing a patent on vacuum arc deposition to Thomas Edison for almost a decade), 
but two of Ray’s colleagues believe that he actually used a different kind of electrical discharge called a 
glow discharge, and his coatings were produced by a different process called sputtering. Ray’s objective 
was to resolve this historical scientific question:  Did Wright produce a vacuum arc or a glow discharge?  
 
The Yale University Archives houses a large collection of Wright’s documents, and Ray hoped to find 
among them a laboratory notebook or other documents that might shed light on the controversy. 
Following the advice of the chief archivist at Yale, he also visited the Peabody Museum’s collection of 
historic scientific instruments, hoping to find and identify the equipment which Wright used. In short, 
this search was quite interesting, very time consuming, and did not yield the answer to the question. 
However, the Wright Papers in the Yale Archives are a treasure trove of historical and family documents 
including a diary kept by a soldier fought in the French and Indian War beginning in 1755, and copious 
correspondence between Wright family members, in particular to his wife, Susan Forbes Silliman. 
Wright was a quite interesting multi-dimensional person. He also had a law degree, his first job at Yale 
was as a Latin tutor, and he wrote an early paper (1868) in the New Englander analyzing a translation of 
the Kalevala, an epic poem of Karelia and Finland.  
 
Edie became fascinated with the family correspondence which is from the same era as her great-
grandmother’s diary, documenting her life in nearby rural Connecticut. Edie hopes to write a novel 
someday based on this period, and the contrasting backgrounds of rural farmers and the urban 
intellectual elite might provide its backdrop. By chance, a friend lent her a book, “The Way of Duty”, 



about Mary Silliman, Susan’s great grandmother.  Mary kept a detailed diary throughout her adult, 
spanning three marriages and many children. Such extensive writing was very unusual for an American 
woman in Revolutionary times. The diary and much of her son Benjamin Senior’s correspondence is also 
in the Yale archives. Susan, like her great grandmother, seemed to be the hub of the extended family, 
but unfortunately Edie did not find a diary of similar extent by Susan, and it may not exist. (Nor, by the 
way, did we find any traces of any the Wright’s three residences – two of which have been replaced by 
parking garages and one is an empty park fronting a new Yale University building.) 
    

  
The Grove St cemetery – where everyone who 
was anyone at Yale seems to be buried  

The Yale archives, where we spent many hours. 

 
  
Our first week in New Haven was commencement week, during which we enjoyed concerts of Yale’s 
orchestra and glee club, as well as watching the academic procession passing by New Haven’s town 
green.  
 

  
Center Church on the Green Commencement Procession entering the Green 

 
 



  
From more traditional faces To newer ones in the Yale community 

 
During our stay, we visited many of the excellent museums associated with the university; the 
fascinating American Museum of Art, the British Museum with its extensive collection of portraits by 
famous artists of the British aristocracy  and rather too many of their dogs and horses and the Peabody 
Museum, an excellent natural history museum with exhibits that go far beyond the huge dinosaur 
skeletons that were the focus of Ben and Yoni’s attention when we last visited that museum many years 
ago. We utilized the university pool on the third floor of the Whitney Gym. It’s the largest (Olympic 
length but narrower than standard) above ground level pool in the United States. Although we usually 
played tennis at free courts at a nearby local high school, we also played at the Yale Bowl Complex – 
huge and well maintained, and a bargain at $5 per racket. During our last weekend, we also took a 
campus tour, conducted by a student, who shared many anecdotes about student life and traditions.   
 
 

 
 

 

Connecticut Hall Inside the Beinecke Rare Book Library – light 
streams through the alabaster windows 

And of course we danced.  We were regular participants in the Israeli folk dancing group held at “BEKI”, 
a local conservative synagogue, and an international folk dancing group held in an historic synagogue in 
Wethersfield, about an hour’s drive away. Unusually, the Israeli dancing group was led by an excellent 
instructor of Chinese background – we didn’t need to go to Hong Kong to experience the phenomena of 
Chinese affinity to Israeli dancing.  We also prayed several times at BEKI, and were quite impressed by 
the level of Jewish and Hebrew knowledge amongst the members.   



A bit farther afield, we enjoyed biking the Farmington Canal Heritage Trail one weekend on our own, 
another with friends of Edie’s from her high school days.  The canal is an interesting story. The New 

Haven elite pushed its construction, probably inspired by the success of the Erie Canal which was 
completed about the same time as the Farmington Canal was started. Among the leaders of this 
endeavor was lawyer James Hillhouse, formerly a US Congressman but remembered in New Haven for 
his role in planting elms throughout the city and laying out the Grove Street cemetery. One of the most 
upscale streets in New Haven is named after him.   

The canal was intended to give New Haven a trade connection to northern New England that the city 
badly needed to compete with its sister capital in Hartford. (Connecticut had two state capitals until 1876), 
It eventually stretched from New Haven to Northhampton Massachusetts, but was plagued by cost 
overruns, technical difficulties and delays – it took over 10 years to complete fully and it failed 13 years 
later. While it was operating, it was a boon to the economy in Farmington, Unionville and Plainville, but 
the New Haven investors lost heavily on the venture. The stockholders petitioned the state for the right to 
build a railroad and in 1848 trains began running on the line. The Canal Railroad then operated well into 
the 20

th
 century (merging with the New York, New Haven, and Hartford Railroad in the late 1800s).   

Today, large portions of the rail line have been converted to a multi-use recreational trail stretching from 
New Haven to Northampton, Massachusetts. Some pictures from the first of our trips, at our turn-around 
point in Cheshire at the Lock 12 Historical Park, which features in addition to the lock, the lockkeeper’s 
house, a museum (open once a month only – so we didn’t see inside), a bridge (pictured), and 2.9-mile 
hiking/biking trail.   

  
 
On our last weekend in New Haven, we walked to the peak of East Rock Park -not a major stroll, but a 
major landmark in New Haven.  We saw the view from below every day we played tennis at a nearby 
high school.  



 

 

 

East Rock from below The “giant” staircase 

 
We were very lucky that much of Ray’s family assembled in Washington DC from Kansas City, Florida and 
Maine for the bat mitzvah of the granddaughter of one of his favorite cousins, Ruth Fredman Cernea, 
while we were in New Haven.  We travelled back and forth on the metroliner, taking less time to get 
there than our family that drove from Philadelphia. 

 

  
Ray’s nieces &  grandniece celebrating The younger crowd having a good time 

 
We visited old friends and family in Boston over one weekend and returned later for another weekend 
at the end of June, after we’d left New Haven, to catch up with others whom we’d missed on the first 
trip. On the way back, we stopped to see cousins of Edie’s in Storrs, and took the opportunity to explore 
Arthur Wright’s birthplace, Lebanon, Connecticut.  Lebanon is a tiny farming town, but was the 
“heartbeat” of the American revolutionary war activity in Connecticut from the home of Governor 
Jonathan Trumbull Sr., the only colonial appointed governor to support the rebels and one of 
Washington’s chief quartermasters.  In the winter of 1781, a French regiment camped on the town 
green. Pictured below, the green is one of the largest in the United States and is purported to be the 
only one still used for agriculture. Lebanon, by the way, was named by an early settler because of its 
many large cedars.  
 



 

 

 
Son in law of Jonathan Trumbull and grandfather 
of Arthur Williams Wright 

A corner of the Lebanon green 

 

 
 

 

Mowing on the green Guides at the Jonathan Trumbull house 

 

After our visit in New Haven, we visited New Orleans, which will be described in an upcoming blog, and 
spent a week at the Jersey shore with Ray’s sister. We have been back in Israel for several months, 
except for an excursion to Bavaria, which will also be blogged shortly. 


