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Talk on "Some Reminiscences of pre - rdbetzin deys.
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To the Working Womens' Group.

Before I try to say something on anogher occasion of reminiscences
of a later period, a word or two about my own earlier life would help
you understand me! When I told LJ I was going to do this he said
'knowing you, you won't be able to give all your account in one piece
you won't be able to condense, especially as you intend to start
at the beginning, you had better do it in two, to deal with this
side of how I ceme to be this Rabbi's wife, and part two, the other
side of the record, about the synagogues we have been attached to .

My parents werd born in Zhetel, Lithuania. My father was 16
and had learnt to be a craftsman in cabinet making. My mother was 14
when they arrived in England. My father had a mother in Zhetel.
His father died when he wax nine. My mother's parents both died
when she was five. They had a provisions shop and their two maids
helped to prepare for a meal which they included, by accident, food
which was not to be consumed, taking it for cooking.

I think those are the reasons why my parenfs hobby was to do every-
thing for their children and help always to the needy. They married
when my mother was almost 18 and my father not yet 21. I must mentim
that my father's mother was the honqg}ary solicitor in the little town
(hy the way Zhetel is now a large industrial city) everyone came to her
with their problems, beside being the main caterer! I always thought
I could cater because, in the kibbutz, I was taught to cook and serve
for at least 40 at one go, but I finally think and like to think it is
because I take after my grandmother. My father had a very good voice
andsang in his shool choir. My mother by conincidence, had a lovely
voice and often sang. That is probably why my brother had a voice as
good as Richard Tauber, and my sister, beautiful, and what about me?

My mother with three small young children, my brother 5, my sister
3 and the baby girl of 18 months went for a holiday to my grandmother
in Zhetel for a coufle of months)supposedly.Suddenly while they were
there the first war broke out and they could not return. The young-
est became ill and died there of whooping cough. My father joined
the army here and so my mother had to make a life for herself since
no correspondence could pg;ﬂﬁﬁeach other. In 1917 The Russian Rev-
olution broke out and it was,until 1921, seven years since they
left England, did a Jewish Red Cross (from America) couplemlled with
a letter for my mother from my father. My sister told me, she was
told , if you put a stocking under your pillow you dream. So every
night she would do this to see if she could dream about her father.

Bhen they did arrive back to London, now a girl of nearly eleven

and met my father, she was so shy she Would not sit on his lap!
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However, during the war years my father was a champion sportsman

and swimmer,,had a motorbike. Here was my mother, who was a very
intellectual questioning person, returning as a very religious ladye.
The fact is that because they had been apart so long, they were so
happy for the family to be united, everything my mother wanted, my
father did. Hd really looked up to her. Exactly one year later after
coming back to London, I was born , as my grandmother predicted in
Russia, that a new daughter would replace the other. Can you imagine
how terribly spoilt I was Wy my father. My soermwﬁmm very strict. I
was afraid of my big brother who was fourteen years almost my senior.
But I adored my wonderful sister, one of the most lovliest and caring
persons that is totally exceptional and this was reiterated by everyone
who knew her. It was theough my sister who met and married a young
man she met at a study group Misrachi Summer School and went bo live
in his hometown, :waowomﬁmm\ I rm(%o to mention this, as you know,
Manchesger is the beginning of the real story from the age of 18,

I was born in Lyme Grove, a little culdesac opposite Richmond mJWWMYsa
and near Devonshire Road Synagogue. (Rabbi Louis Rabinowitz later <\W\r
C.R. of S.Afbicarbeing it's wmvdwv actuslly my parents were founder
members of Richmond momM%oom% father made and presented the Chupah
among other things for the synagogue. Many years later when I went to
visit the synagogue, I got such a thrill to see an inscription on a
panel around he ladies gallery when I read their names and what they
had presented. One of which was that he made the Chupah.

I went to Morning Lane Infants School at the age of four. I was
taken to shool as soon as I could walk - to Richmond Road. I was
called "the Shool Médideleh ". I never missed because I had to carry
the prayerbook for a religious lady who lived a few doors away.

Her name was Mrs. Toffel, I called her 'Mrs. Toffeeapple' as she
often bought me one as a reward. Life in this little close was
heaven, plenty of children to phy with any time of day and there
was no traffic.

Whén I was almost fivese I had a tooth out one Sunday afternoon.
I was pretty scared. My parents took me to our dentist, and for
taking it out they took me to tea and pastries to the resfaurant
near Aldgate, it was called I think Silberstein's. While we were,
or rather while I was enjoying my lovely pastry, actually I can see
this right now in my mind. A rabbi, or taken to be one, with a long
beard, came into the restaurant and went around the tables collec-
ting money for some caurse or other, and when he came to our table

he said to me after my parents told him I'd had a tooth out 'and
how many strings on your father's tzizit?' I &aid quietly'I don't
know's 'You Englisher,(or in his accent) you Anglisher donkey,

is it a wonder you had to have a tooth out! Maybe for a start.
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unconsciously rabbis or men with long beards I became afraid of!

From here we moved to the then much more prestigious Amhurst
Road. We had a large top flat in a large house. I was never lon-
ely. Always children ready to piay. I loved singing and dancing,
I remember when I was around seven, a few of us would have little
concerts in the gardens of each other. We would ask mothers to come
and buy a ticket for a {dfor the performance. One mother called
out to me 'Why don't you go on the stage you'll be good?' and
I remember answering 'I might slip on a banana skin!' and efery-
one laughed. When I was six my sister made me a beattiful party
all set in the garden. I had a new dress made by the dressmaker,
it was 1lilacphiffon, kittle sleeves, fitted bodice, a slightly
flaired skirt which had squaresof chiffon sewn diagnally, caught
at the points with tiny flowerz which was repeated with one on the
edge ceafre of the sleeves. The first guests arrived early, they
were the two plump Lebetkin girls (from the Purniture people) who
were what they called 'Lunzleit' they came from the samé place
in Lithuania, beside being very distant relatives. W&l the two
girls came in dresses that were not as perfect as I would have
liked, and the little horror, me, made them go home
into nice dresses as I thought fhey would spoil the show.
they did. They came back with different dresses!

Each day goihg to school, us infants, would all meet up on the

and change
And

way. And shool? there were guite a few little shools or shteib-
luch that my parents took me too when we now did not go to Rich-
mond Road,it was too far. My parents were members there until we

moved right out of the district some years later. There was a
Ehe U‘)El S Son, .
boxawho used to come up to me in one of these shools and say

'good shabbas' and I remember being so shy. Another boy whose

parents had a sweet shop in Sandringham Road kept beinging me
I hated him, he was five like me, but had ginger hair,

sweets.
The only boy I likedwho was

and I hated boys with ginger hair.

in my class, and I can remember when we met with our mother's

he always raised his cap to me, and I loved him. Years later when

I was in the kibbutz, one of the harvesters at the Kibbutz I was

working in, kn Worcestershire during the latter part of the war,

came up to me and said,'don't you renember me, I used to say '

good Shabbas' to you, and I mmember you singing and dancing up and

down your front steps! That was when we were five. We met again

at the New London twentyfour years later when he sometimes

came to a mon-Shabbat service. I did not know him again. This

time he had changed his name and was a solicitor}
At T4 years of age we moved to the other end of Amhurst Road to
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an even larger flat with a huge 'best room.' My father had made
beautiful furniture and we had to house it. At this end of Amhurst
Road, some of the ¢hildren, seven of us, were reped in by another
child to go to Shaklewell Lane Cheder. There was a prize to the
child who could bring the most new pupils here. We wére here just
a short while, when something happened at Wellington Road Cheder
similar to Shacklewell Lane, and we seven werdé herded off to go
there. Well it was nearer for a start, they said the vowels diff-
erently which appealled to us, but mostly, importantly, this exodus
took place beeause at the top of the street at the main road you
could buy for a halfpenny a baked potatoe with lots of vinegar on
it, or some roast chestnuts. This was wonderful in the winter. We'd
g0 along in packs, children dropping off at their street corners.
My sister was studying to be a dress designer, and was also

having singing lessons, had frimds who were running the Buxton Stret
Centre in the East End. They were the Rev. Joseph Halpern and his
friquzaﬁﬁg&a ;g’later married, at which I was bredesmaid at the
age of nine. The Chief Rabbi Hertz married them at Dukes Place
Shool, My sister helped them run this centre, and always took
me aleng in the winter. They met when Shabbat was out. They were
poor children and my sister used to buy candles, deliver them to
their homes on Thursday evenings and bought boxes of Sharpes Eaten
Toffees, and I'd help her put them into bags, which she would dis-
tribute on Saturday evening. This all came out of her weekly wage.
Some Saturday evenings parents would be invited also and she would
sing in English, Yiddish a little Russian and German songs. I used
to feel so proud when everyone clapped her. In fact the first time
I was so taken and completely lost in her singing,, she told me aftee—~
wards,I had my mouth open while die sang and how silly I looked. We|

since that early age I've learnt never ' keep my mouth open
9 in fact when I have a cold I find it diffecult to breathe through
my mouth. Later when we moved to Leythnstone my sister had a brill-
iant idea. ©She wanted each Sunday to have six children visit us,
they could arrive and have a liitle refreshment ,fe taken to The
Forest, we lived literary 2 minutes from Epping Forest re-—
turn for lunch. Then again to the forest and lake? to return to
their homes. A couple of the older children were appointed prefects
to bring them. Well they arrived, there were not 6 but 18! And
that was each timéd. Apparently the sisters and brothers cried
they wanted to come to, and they could not be separated. This went
on for five weeks. On the 6th week, two of the boys disappeared...

We had two shops on the main road, one with huge accomodation for us
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upstairs. And the other %he whole accomodation with the exteption of
the small estate agent in the front at the second shop. These two
boys were found fighting, after making their way , whfé;wﬁggzaﬁi’
of bounds, demaging quite a bit of furniture. Well that was the
last. My father and brother were very angry and through this @i-
sode brought the outings to a close. A few manths later when my
sister was to be married they had collected faYthings which came to
6d. for a wedding 8ift,They all cried when as they mlled her
'the angel' left. Malkeh my sister lived in Sharston when she
first married. Her husband was communally active, and at the
Rememberance Anniversary of the first world war, she was asked to
give a speech and to presentkhe flag to some VIP. I was only
eleven and I remember her, wéaring a new blue outfit she made
herself, looking at her, through the railings/with lots of other
people looking too,and hearing wom@n saying 'isn't she lovely,

She made all her clothes. Each year she and Yank her husband
were invited to evening garden parties of Sir Earnest and Lady
Simon who lived near,in Wythenshawe. Again she made her dresses.
Lady Simon first called on a Wednesday afternoon unexpectedly —
and my sis_ter was preparing some herrings. She had a taste and
liked it so much, she wouhqoften call in on A Wednesday for more!

I was ®n years of age when we moved to Leytonstone where my fa-
ther and brother found a factory and shop. My father in charge of ghe
manufacturing and my brother the selling, Here I was very lonely.
Hardly any Jews, I had no friends. I went to a couple of Jewish
clubs in The East End and Forest Gate, but I did not care for the
company, neither did my mother. For a time on summer 8undays we and
the family would meet up at the seaside and have a wonderfill day,
changing our clothes at the back of the car into our swimming
costumes and having leoely picnics. But when my brother and wife
had their first child, it coincided with my now lots of homework
and they did not occur anymore. I was on my own so much. During
the week it was fine. Sha_bbat too, my sister-in-laws family came.
My sister now was living in Manchester. Sundays were so lonely.

My parents went their ways. My father to the Turkish baths in

the East End and my mother went to a couple of lectures. Then they,
egpecially my father would come home lzden with lovely things to eat
from the East End and I'd be given a feast. Because my £ather was
separated from my mother in the war years,he never liked to be in

the house if he were not occupied, without her being there. I find

I do not like to be in the house at the weekend with LJ out. And that







