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My college social activity was financed by various            
summer and part-time jobs. Most were fairly                            
mundane: waiter, bellhop, gas station attendant, 
supermarket clerk. My all-time favorite job was a 
little more interesting, bodyguard to a freelance leg 
model. 

The model, a former classmate, was an aspiring        
actress who had landed a few non-speaking roles 
on Broadway. Like many young thespians, she 
needed to supplement her income. She’d found her 
niche as a leg model; her lovely legs graced many 
magazines ads for ladies’ nylon stockings.

While the work paid well, the hours were long—
and the models were vulnerable to unsavory               
photographers who harassed them or made         
unwelcome advances. They took advantage of the 
fact that the models had no recourse.

After a particularly unpleasant incident, my friend 
asked if I’d attend photo sessions with her. She  
reasoned that having her “brother” accompany her 
was a good way to discourage bad behavior.

My job was to intercede on behalf of my “sister” 
when things got a little too hands on. This required 
me to closely monitor a number of lovely models,                   
who were wearing just a bit more than was        
necessary to keep their nylons in place. 

The studios were full of cameras, lights and           
sophisticated equipment, but I learned little about 
the intricacies of photography. I did, however,        
acquire a vast knowledge of what constitutes a 
great pair of legs: knowledge I find useful to this 
day.

My academic schedule limited me to just fifteen 
sessions during a period of six months. During 
that time, I met a number of hosiery company               
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representatives, who shared some fascinating   
market data. 

They reported that in a typical year, women pur-
chased ten million pairs of nylons. Despite each 
pair selling for less than two dollars in 1956, the 
profit margins were generous. Of course, no one 
suspected that just a decade later,Twiggy and the 
mini-skirt would forever change the industry.

My bodyguard career came to an abrupt end 
shortly after graduation when the 3rd Armored 
Division needed my protective skills in Germany. 
Fortunately, upon arriving in Europe, I discovered        
the knowledge acquired during those photo    
sessions had international application.

When Junie Met Ellie  June Harris
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�e Bodyguard  Robert McNi� When Junie Met Ellie  June Harris

When Mac and I moved into North Hill in 2013, 
construction was well on the way for an expansion 
of the facility to be called Avery.

Workmen were everywhere tearing down walls 
and replacing them with large plastic sheets.              
Although many areas 
of the building were 
being redefined, two          
important venues were 
still intact and in use: 
the Fitness Center and 
The Dining Room on 
the third floor, which 
offered buffet dining 
only.

We soon found out               
that standing in line                  
for a buffet meal 
was a great way to 
meet  people.  The 
many open and 
friendly residents                                    
who greeted us 
made us feel most 
welcome. Again 
and again, we made                                     
connections,  finding                           
commonality in both           
backgrounds and      
acquaintances. 

One evening we were standing next to a               
particularly warm and friendly woman who 
turned to greet us. After a few preliminaries, we                                                                          
established that she and I both grew up in 
Brookline and attended high school there.   Her 
graduating class, we quickly determined, was two 
years ahead of mine. “Oh,” I said, “you must have 
known my cousin Claire Saltman. She was in your 
class.”

“Indeed, I did know her,” she responded with a 
smile, “but I knew her cousin Junie Cutler even 
better.” 

“Wait, “ I said, incredulously.  “Did you say Junie                    
Cutler?  That’s ME!  I’m Junie Cutler, “  After an 

exuberant hug, she                            
responded. “And I’m 
Ellie Scholl.”  Then 
the memories just            
poured out of                        
Ellie and me                          
playing together                        
during the many years 
we lived directly across 
from one another on 
Winchester Street. 
What a reunion! After 
over seventy years of 
separation we were 
back together reliving 
a happy time in both of 
our lives.

But this story does not 
end here. The next day 
I found an old photo 
album filled with 
pictures of my growing 
years and just as I was 
about to open it, out 
fell a picture of Ellie 
and Junie ages eight 

and six smiling broadly in front of my home on  
Winchester Street.

Our friendship renewed, Ellie and I see each other 
often around the “campus” of North Hill and, each 
Monday evening we meet for dinner to share our 
news and keep our connection strong.
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She Wears Many Hats 1995 -- 1996

The series “She Wears Many Hats” 
addresses the juggling act that I 
experienced at a particular time of my 
life. I was dealing with the demanding 
challenges of raising a family, going 
back to school for my Masters as well 
as carving out some time to make art 
in my studio.

Helen Meyrowitz
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Tumblers, 1998 -- 1999

In this series I once again return to a basic theme 
in both my life and my art. Whether in free fall 
or hanging on for dear life we are all caught in 
and propelled by unanticipated life forces. 
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North Hill residents adorned our outdoor 
environment with a colorful, textile art           
installation in May for Needham’s 2024   
Open Studios.

Residents of Crescent Heights, Vista Terrace 
and Pines Edge knitted, crocheted, wove or 
“pom-pom’d” over 450 yarn items. They then 
creatively joined individual pieces for display        
on trees throughout the campus. North Hill’s 
Artist-In-Residence, Cherie Clinton, led the 

project as a way for residents to participate          
in a community endeavor regardless of 
their art background, creative confidence or                
physical abilities. It engaged residents in 
a tactile, relaxing and entertaining project 
whether they worked in the studio or took it 
home in a pizza-box kit.

A tree decorated with a knitted house (top, 
center) welcomed visitors to a place where 
residents create, learn and have fun.

Call It Yarn Storming, Yarn Bombing or Yarn Graffiti�  Irene Gladstone
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