KIBBUTZ AND COCOA - TO WHOM IT MAY CONCERN

A diary, with explanatory notes added later, in which I have tried to convey
and capture the internal workings and 1ife, with the mood of that moment in

time, of Kibbutz Shivat Zion. With this diary are many letters and articles

helping to bring it all back to life, for me, at any rate. My awareness of

the Ribbutz from Autumn 1941, and from Chol ha-Moed Pesach, Sunday 5th

April, 1942 to January, 1944.

Dedicated to the memory of Herbert Laster, dear friend, who was tragically
killed in the air disaster over Bulgaria in 1955 on a mission to Israel, and
who introduced me to his ideas and ideals of the Kibbutzic way of life.
Without his influence for the shaping of my life's pattern, this episode

would not have taken place.



PREFACE

As early as my memory goes back I have been a romantic and confirmed
collector, even to the extent of an arduous climb up Snowdon to carry back a
heavy quartz stone for a doorstop to mark the climb. Or the one and a half
pint fine fluted drinking glasses from our special 'passion drink' (of which
one mouthful was enough) from Pat O'Brien's tavern on Bourbon Street, New

Orleans. The pine cones from the gardens of Mikveh Israel and a couple of

banana seed pods that had fallen onto the ground at Ein Gev by the shores of
Lake Galilee, on my first visit to Israel eecee.

Going through old souvenirs and diaries of the past found this letter from
the girl (Chaverah) with whom I shared room number 24, and who kept me as

her best friend and confidant.

"Bromsgrove. 3rd January, 1944.

esseses]l quite often think of the time when room 24 was "The Happy
Valley", when we sat and talked about everything we were thinking
and doing. When you wrote your diary, everything I remember. Do
you remember it as well? Have you still the diaries? 1If you read
it later on it will be very interesting. I will never forget room
24. 1 have moved out of this little room into room 13 with Lishen

and Renata. Genia 1s with Margot in room 24 ......etc. etce.
CHANCHICK"

Perhaps you may be interested to read further now of my experiences in the
Kibbutz and how I became interested in the idea. If you have borne with me
through 'Jolly Jewish Connaughtian' to this new chapter in my life, a
paragraph or two will probably be a repeat performance before commencing on

my sentimental journey lasting almost two years.

Being the first English girl to go on an orthodox Kibbutz (in England) for
training (term used: 'Hachsharah') as pioneers, for life, one day, in
Kibbutzim in - then called - Palestine. My account will be quite different

from anyone else prepared to do a similar essay, and 1 do not know anyone



else who kept a diary!

Members on Hachsharah (Chaverim) were all from countries on the Continent -

with Hachsharah - being a way of coming to Britain, by being members of the
Bachad Movement, young orthodox pioneers who would carry on similarly and
fully trained for when the time came to settle in Palestine. These centres
were already in existence on the Continent for some time. The main group
started here at Grywch Castle, near St. Asaph, North Wales, where Chaverim
came to live until the different settlements were found. Henny and Arieh
Handler leader of the Bachad Movement were married at the Castle. The most
luxurious Kibbutz was at Avoncroft College, Bromsgrove, lent to the Bachad
for the duration of the war. It was a new college set up in 1938 for
training local young people to study agriculture, by the philanthropic
Quaker family Cadbury. When these students left the college due to the war,
it was kindly lent, to be used until its main function would be achieved
again. A Kibbutz was established in Buckingham and the Chaverim worked on
farms by arrangement with the local government. In Bromsgrove Chaverim
worked for local farmers. Bromsgrove Chaverim were almost all younger than
those who settled at Buckingham. Then there was St. Asaph, also with more
senior Chaverim, and there was Kynnersley. It was well known that life at
Kynnersley was very hard with very little comforts. The toughest of all the

Kibbutzim.

In the very early days of the war there was a Kibbutz established near
Rochdale. The main work in this area was dairy farming. Working for local
farmers, some supplied orthodox Jews in Manchester with their kosher milk,
and the community with Passover milk. This centre had to close after about
three years. It could not keep going financially. I visited this Kibbutz a

couple of times with the Manchester Torah Va'Avodah group, who organised
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these excursions. They were both during the winter, and we had to walk
along mud tracks for a distance to get to the Kibbutz which seemed so raw.
There were posters around the walls. An old pioneering film on Palestine
was shown. Propaganda for new members. But alas the hardship of the place
was really something one did not wish to choose. There were no new

recruits.

Coming to Manchester from London, having lived in a district where there
were then very few Jews, and where I was for some time the only Jewish girl

at my school and friends were school chums and 1 spent on the whole, quite a

O leaving school, lwus Eluaag Haly il Eit il w%r&?&-*ﬁj‘;% desing ot f.ff{a(f?:u Che vy .

'\,/Cm—rrrm"ﬁ'g]é. Imagine com 0 Manchester and' immediately, without -

any effort, to find myself in a fantastically social whirl at just eighteen

years of age. Never a dull moment.

I came into the 'Munich group' through brother and sister Herbert and Esther
Laster who came from Germany to live at the home of my brother-in-law and
sister. The latter tried to get Mrs. Laster out too, but she just missed
the boat ... Through other 'intellectual' friends I was taken on Shabbat
afternoons to Rabbi Kopul Rosen's Shiur, which took place prior to the Torah

Va'Avodah Oneg at the Higher Crumpsall Synagogue Communal Hall. There we

sang - to get the atmosphere warmed up, always led by Louis Freedman and

always with his favourite 'Al Sfat Yam Kinneret'. Maurice Yaffe, Chairman
‘ll‘\ m anck?SEOI
of the Movement/:r (later at the Hechal Shlomo), taking the Chair. Each week

a different reporter on the week's Zionist news. One of the best at this
was Solly Olingky. Then the main speaker. With friends I had made, and
those the family thought I must have, Saturday evenings in the winter were
always pleasantly spent. Sunday afternoons could be at the Barbirolli
concerts, always some function, or T.V.A. social on Sunday nights, or a

party, to some of which I was invited so that I could entertain with a few
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songs. I do not recall a spare moment during the weekends.

Because of Bachad environment through Herbert (who later became its
representative in Manchester) that the idea of the Kibbutz arose. It would

never otherwise have arisen.

Some afternoons on Shabbat, Herbert would take me to Rabbi and Mrs. Sperber.
My sister's house was always full of Rabbanim, always hospitality unbounded
to Rabbis and their families during the war, but truth to tell I always felt
terrified to talk to any of them. Some were known to be very saintly, and
the others, and the younger ones, I used to look at in awe but not in
admiration, always afraid I would do or say something wrong. Some were

Litvisher Rabbis, personal friends of the family, but they were different!

And to me the Rabbi was the Yeshiva type who only spoke of learning and
piety. In those days before my re-education, it was out of my mind to even
think about marrying a Rabbi. Continuing back to those Shabbat afternoons;
Herbert and I would go to the modest home of the Sperber's but what a warm
atmosphere one encountered. For me there was the hidden light! That 1s
where my re-education took place. We would sip lemon tea, I'd be called
"Shulamit" and here was a different kind of Rabbi. I could talk about all
sorts of Jewish thoughts and never felt afraid to ask questions. This Rabbi
could not understand that I had been brought up to be afraid of God instead
of loving God, and it was he who in the first place gave me a new concept of
religion, doing away with the superstitions. He had patience, and would sit
and listen and answer. This was to me a kind of reformation! Then there
was Rabbi Joseph Heinemann, who was called "Hans" in the Bachad circle and

he was the Religious Leader of the Merkaz Limmud, who was 'enlightened' and

wrote the essay ' ~Vorsh and the Social Order' that we studied in the

Kibbutz. He seemed very young in comparison with Rabbi Sperber, at the
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time, and seemed to spell 'intellect' when you saw him. For me it seemed
easier to talk to the older Rabbi! Later I met other secular as well as
orthodox leaders in religion, as Rabbi Dr. Altmann, the Communal Rabbi of
Manchester, and of course English Rabbis and Reverends, such as a dear

fuas a bridesmend abLss u.e.lehh‘j Eobia Jospie 0%&“"’”"’”‘\*‘13_‘-1)’6\;{“:’.3“' i y“‘ Bocn 3sin fﬂtfﬂi’,ef"(;_.@fc;p(/g .

Place ﬁ}?o—:
friend of the family the Reverend Joseph Halpermaand the ReVerend Bernstein,

Ul\o "~ A—:S 6{4(_}“/{0( tlay s (htni Ve ¢ oy
\g by LS P T mz‘ L‘.')
Rabbis Goodman and Lehman. But my brother—in-law and sister, Yank and W, -

Malkeh Levy who considered themselves very moder;7;nd yet very orthodox,
would not consider any Rabbi 'top brass' or 'real Rabbanim' unless they
devoted their lives to study the Torah. Must not be connected in any way
with the Bachad or English Reverends from Jews College who would teach and

talk to mixed unmarried groups. They were averse in a way to secular

education for Rabbis.

I was also taken to the Merkaz Limmud, the learning centre set up in

Manchester so that 'Kibbutzniks' from the various centres could come
together for the sake of spending four months doing solid learning. They
then would go back to their respective Kibbutzim with their new knowledge to
help further the rest of the Kibbutz education. A new contingent were

chosen every four months,

The first Merkaz was in a very old grim house, later condemned, in Great
Clowes Street. 1 first went there just after the Yomtovim, in 1941. It was
a late Shabbat afternoon when we were taken there. We, a little band of
Herbert's friends, members of the Snif, a branch of Bachad, who had had a
Shiur and Neshef in a member's home. (I'd almost forsaken the T.V.A.) led
by Yup Herbstman (who also attended the Manchester Yeshiva). After 1944, I
did not see him again, until wandering around the Knesset Library sixteen
years later, where he was the Librarian. The first time we walked over,

quite a distance was on this cold grey late Shabbat afternoon early
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November. We arrived. The door opened wide, to me then, to a new world.
What an atmosphere! Everyone seemed happy and smiling and what a welcome
they gave us. The Chaverot took us girls around the house, to take off our
coats in their dormitory. There were iron bedsteads, and orange boxes put
together for their clothes. The room could not be regular looking as there
was not any furniture. It was freezing cold. But everyone looked the type
of fresh healthy intellectual questioning pioneer, (sporty looking in their
neat shirts and jumpers) that is electric, and makes you think they are
alive, they were vital, doing something with their lives. Then downstairs
into the main room, which was very warm. There was a huge long table in the
centre of the room and on it were plates of cut up Shabbat yeast cake -
Kuchen - made by the kitchen girls. Everyone shook hands and told us their
names as they did so - and we were immediately in their circle. Someone
gave a talk, and there was lots of singing, and they sang with such zeal, as
though every word of the Shirim they sang meant something to them. To me it
was a sort of an awakening of an unboring life. Somehow you felt you were
part of vital living with all this talk and action. Everything here
mattered. (Even at this time of writing it feels exciting to such an extent
that I am living it all over again). The Havdalah was recited and Eliyahu

Hanavi was sung. The Shabbat ended, with a joyous start for a new week.

For me this was the beginning. From going on Shabbat, I started going on
Wednesday nights too, when they talked such highbrow theological talk, I
used to feel so proud to be invited to hear them. Always the £eacher, Hans,
then discussions, many times in broken English, sometimes translated from
the German for my benefit. They discussed all sorts of topics. Even
religious marriage laws unashamedly. I would listen most of the time just
trying to think and guess what they were discussing and terrified to be

asked to say something as 1'd never heard such talk. Wednesday brought
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Sunday evenings. Sunday nights week after week, in the blackout, the fog,
possible air raids, nothing deterred me from attending Ivrit classes at
another associate of Bachad - the Waterloo Road Girls' Hostel. Here a
fantastic teacher and person from the Merkaz — Israel Alexander (whose
sister Channah and I shared room 24) taught a few of us, and I made
tremendous progress. (Again he is another Chaver I had not seen after 1944
for twenty-two years, when he came to teach at Carmel College, after being
rejected for the vacancy of a headmaster in a large school in Israel. This
was on purely political grounds. Fifteen years later we met in Jerusalem.
He was on the panel of a Symposium at the Conservative Conference at the

Hilton Hotel, Jerusalem.)

One Chaverah at the Merkaz who portrayed to me the typical Chalutzah, was
Ruth Ring. I invited her home to meet my family. I looked up to her.
(When we met again after 1943 it was at Tirat Zvi in 198l. Thirty-eight

years later!)

Time was passing and this new way of life was having its effect on me, it
certainly was rubbing off on me. It was exciting, it had a purpose, and it

was even romantic!

Had the war not taken place, I would never have been allowed to leave home,
and anyway I would not have been aware of any other way of life. The type
of work I could do during the war did not appeal to my parents, Shabbat
being the main problem. I was under the age of call-up, 8o 1 had the
opportunity of choosing my own type of work. Agriculture in a Kibbutz came
under this, for me at any rate. It seemed perfect, it worked both ways, for
me personally, a way of life and as my wartime job. A Jewish Land Army

girl, and in a Jewish environment. My parents were prompted and prepared
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for this by Herbert. My being 'groomed' for my new role unknowingly in a
way, from the start. The decision was made. After references supplied to
Arieh Handler (Leader of the Movement) - were approved, this was it. For
me, loving the countryside and nature, what could be more wonderful? Having
" fulfillment in surroundings and at the same time living in a community (a

Chevrah) of friends.

The previous night to leaving, after the Shabbat was out, Motze Shabbat, 1
was given a marvellous send off at the Merkaz. The Chaver who was to be my
teacher in the Kibbutz (unknowingly by me then) drew a map and directions of
my journey to Avoncroft College (KIBBUTZ SHIVAT ZION). From Manchester's
London Road Station to Birmingham and then taking the bus number one hundred
and forty-four going to Worcester, Malvern and Gloucester, getting of f at
Stoke Turning and to follow the planned hand drawn map of my way was shown

in every detail, with arrows right dp the school path!

I have in my huge scrapbook, perhaps to the dismay or delight of my
Chaverim, letters, notes, timetable sheets, a couple of sketches from the
notice board, done by Erwin Seligman, an artist as well as a teacher and
manager of the Kibbutz, birthday cards, issues of the Kibbutz newspaper
(Iton), fading now, but still with me! All these original mementoes

certainly for me, bring all those days back - as vivid now as yesteryear.

Still, I went with great apprehension. I had never been away longer than
the holidays from home. I'd literally never done housework, I could not
cook, I did not particularly like tea, so I could not even make a cup! I
had to do non-Jewish cookery at school, preparing non-Kosher food, and the
school kitchens and utensils were so different from home, that I think this

put me off cooking. I had very bad cooking reports from school. I used to
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dread housewifery days at school and cleaning the school show flat (I loved
setting the table!). It was not a job for a real Jewish girl! Or so my

Mother thought.

After the farewells at the T.V.A. Oneg, walking home with Maurice Yaffe, the
Chairman, was not very encouraging. He pleaded and pleaded with me to give
up such a mad idea as going to the Kibbutz. 'You'll never do it, only one
other girl, Bella Rosen's sister from Cardiff tried it and had to come home
after two weeks." He went on and on about it all the way. How I would have
to be prepared for anything and everything. Told me of all the drawbacks of
my decision. How the life on the Kibbutz would be unendurable. I had tried
very hard to get to know as much as possible about Chalutzic 1life, and to be
prepared for what I may come up against. I did realise the hardships, I had
been attending studies regularly in all kinds of weather, nothing deterred
me, and I knew nothing would stop me from joining the Kibbutz. Now my mind
was made up. I HAD to prove I was to be the first English permanent member
of an orthodox Kibbutz. Even though I felt quite jittery inside wondering

how I was going to shape in the new life and surroundings awaiting me.

1 left by the midday train Sunday 5th April, 1942

Nineteen years and nine months of age.

The entry in my diary on the night of Sunday 5th April, 1942 (with

explanatory notes added later and throughout diary), was as follows:-

Chol ha-Moed Pesach

Today I venture into my new life as a Chalutzah on Hachsharah. It was a

real spring slightly drizzly afternoon when I arrived at the entrance of the
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drive to the college. The air was fresh and exhilarating. Both sides of
the drive were covered by masses of primroses, as I walked towards the
college i felt I could even hear the rustle of spring. This pathway had its
effect on me for many a year to come - whenever spring came - I longed to be
back perhaps reliving that certain moment when my life meant it was spring.
(This feeling was put to rest when on my first visit to Israel - also during
the spring - taking in another 5th April, only it 1is 1959, new memories for
a 'first' took place. The spring of red camellias, the scent of orange
blossom and the wild flowers, the breezy morning by Lake Kinneret, the sun
in Jerusalem, a mimosa tree at Lod, and dressed all in white having the
first Israelil breakfast by the window looking at the sparkling sea at

Hertzlia. Dual loves. England and Israel).

Suddenly, from around the bend walking towards me were Arieh and Henny
Handler. She wore a brightly covered scarf around her hair and knotted
under her chin and I thought she lésked very attractive. Also with them
were Hans (Rabbi Heinemann) who did the introductions and Erwin Seligman.
After being welcomed they went on their way for a walk 'into the spring' and
I continued, comparing to myself how I imagined it all to be which, in my
expectancy and dreams was nothing to compare with the reality! I did not
envisage this lovely drive. The trees. The fields beyond. The new house
of the secretary with matching brick of the school, its gardemn. All so
beautifully kept. All the cared for shrubs, and daffodils waiting to burst.
Then the lawns on each side as I approachéd the entrance, the huge old cedar
tree hiding the front rooms of the college and looking very dark. I later
used to love to watch the branches waving like many arms in the wind. From
inside they seem to be coming in through the window. The pseudo-Tudor

college or should I now say the Kibbutz, is much larger than I ever

envisaged. The oval brick arches running along the front of the Kibbutz
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sheltering the entrance and walk to the opposite side entrance, looks very
imposing. I go through the main entrance on the right, I AM IN! The
parquet flooring and wide staircase catch my eye immediately. This does not
even match the descriptions given to me. No wonder it is called a luxury
Kibbutz. It certainly did not seem like a preparatory for the life of a

pioneer at all. Even the notice board was neat and there were no posters!

The freshly polished floor looks bright and shining. There was a wonderful
warm welcome and one can feel the friendship as one enters. The strong
grasp of the hand with the "Shalom" greeting followed with the name of the
handshaker. We exchanged names. Immediately a few Chaverim around me say
"yes we want to call you by your Hebrew name" and so apart from being called
"Sula" or "Sulinka" as I am called at home, I am now "Shula" abbreviated

from Shulamit. How I like it. A new beginning for me.

I am taken to my room. It is facing the large staircase. It is large.
There are three beds around the walls. My bed is hard and there is no
headboard, but it has four solid wooden legs. All the beds have dark blue
covers, a couple have a long roll cushion seemingly making the bed into a
couch. There is a centre table. Dark blue linoleum on the floor.
Everything looks so clean and shining, but spartan. The window is open

wide, and it feels quite chilly.

Coming downstairs a soldier who is visiting for Pesach tells me he is Dutch
and his name is Horst Bremak and asks me to go for a walk with him to
explore around the Kibbutz, which I did. We walked around the grounds and

inspected the whole building.
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After the evening meal the announcement was made of a Neshef to take place

in the Cheder Chevrah. Being Yomtov = Chol ha-Moed Pesach = this was held

instead of the normal Asefah meeting which is always held on Sunday nights.
A musical evening of gramophone records is to take place. So to the Cheder
Chevrah we all went. A large room with large windows. A radiogram in the
corner took care of all the records! A centre table. A couch by the wall
behind the door (that is where I sat, opposite one window), there are lots
of chairs but in any event Chaverim seem happy squatting on the floor. The
Chaverim whom I had not yet met came over, and I did meet the whole Chevrah
this evening, one by one telling me their names, the Chaverim even seemed to

click their heels while awaiting my name.

I wore my new grey woollen dress. It has a neat collar, short turned back
sleeves, the shoulder to top of chest in orange ending with two points above
the chest. From there it was fitted to the waist with a grey belt, as the
colour of the dress, but with two orange buttons. A fluted skirt stitched
with wide panels, from a distance it looked like pleats. My hair had been
carefully washed and set in a pageboy style of the day. I wore black
leather shoes, the heels were medium height in thick oval shape, quite
unusual. 1 thought I looked quite good, I did try to look my best. But I
did not look like a Chalutzah! The Chaverot looked crisp in skirts and
blouses, and some wore shirts with the collar rolled over the top of their
jumpers. 1 like the style. Many of the Chaverim with their shirts and
pullovers, seemed to favour green, wearing dark bottle green corduroy
trousers, which seemed to go with the countryside. They looked very sporty
in them. Some smoked cigarettes and a few, the pipe. Just a couple of
girls 1it a cigarette, they seemed older than the other girls, being in

their early twenties.
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Sitting on the couch dreaming, it is early evening - seems I am in another
world. Only this morning I was in Manchester and now here I am, listening
to the strains of Beethoven's 'Egmont'. Gazing out of the window, looking
at the rich beauty of the fresh countryside after the rain, the still cloudy

sky. Music - friends to be - and in the heart of the country. What more

could I want?

After the concert with my mind full of future prospects, I retired to bed in
the room I am to share with three other Chaverot. I thought 1'd better go
early and not to follow the crowd or stand around on the staircase with
everyone talking noisily. I must be ready to face tomorrow's challenge. 1
prepared myself for bed and got into it. My hair in its curlers, black
cardboard type with an elastic strip (like a cigarette) that gripped the
opposite end of the holder like curler. Well imagine my amazement, yes 1
know it was still a tiny bit light, as I went to bed early, but everyone
ignored the fact that someone may be asleep or the room occupied. Perhaps
you only went to bed early if you were i1l and no one knew I was in bed? 1
was very shocked to find lots of Chaverot just wandering in chatting as
though I were not there, and even Chaverim came in too, and here I am
pretending to be asleep, putting the sheet over my curlers. This is not the

way I want Chaverim to see me - on my first night in the Kibbutz!

'The next morning' I added in my diary: 'after hardly sleeping a wink. Just
lying thinking, thinking, thinking, until the birds started to sing outside
so loudly that I had to get up, find my cotton wool, stuff my ears with it,
and then put a scarf around. I must have dozed for the shortest while as I
was awakened by a Chaver pulling ore of my curlers uncovered by the scarf.
Heavens, no I can't go to bed with curlers anymore! 1 shall have to wear

them in the afternoon with a headscarf. The Chaverot awoke and looked at me
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and thought I was mishuga! Well that was the beginning.

Monday 6th April

However this first morning I was 'up with the lark' - or almost. Putting on
my new working clothes. I had brought with me two pairs of navy dungarees.
These, I was told to bring, almost the official working uniform. Chaverah
Mushi Laskowitz is in charge, the main housegirl, and a very sensible and
tactful one. I was shown all the bedrooms, and how to make beds, the same
way as they are made in hospitals, and the first job was to go around, the
two of us making everyone's bed with the exception, I was told, of Pummi's
bed. He always did his own. He had his own perene the name Litvaks give a
duvet, from his home in Hamburg. It was always made perfectly level. This
is a hard job as the only time I ever made the bed was when he was coming
back from hospital, so I know. When we came to doing the rooms, I asked her
if there were any rooms to be done specially for anyone important. The
shock on her face! 1 have still to get used to the idea, or rather I must

get used to the idea that on Hachsharah we are all 'on the level'.

Another thing I have to get used to are one course lunches. First lunch
time I saw just spoons on the table, and one went to the Chaverah who was
serving linsen soup (black lentil soup - my favourite actually). Housegirls
and nearby Kibbutz workers who could come for lunch instead of taking
sandwiches, queued for their ladleful. Well I hesitated, I had better not
have any it's so filling I won't be able to eat the main course or afters!
Main course! Afters! I soon found out it was this or nothing... So linsen
soup I had. This was actually a good Monday's lunch. Apparently when the
Kibbutz was started with only twenty pounds in the kitty they ate in their

lunch sandwiches cooked beans or something similarly cheap that went a long
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way and was very filling. This lunch we had, I was told, was a grand one.
Mushi looks after the two small dogs. Seems strange to call a dog by a

Hebrew name. One is called 'Uri'.

The Ribbutz is so large. So much cleaning. Ground level, the boys'
doucheraum (showers and toilets). This is huge with plenty of space for the
boys to clean up after work. Nearest the entrance on the front side of the

college is the office. Then the living room —~ Cheder Chevrah. The library

- Sifryah and the large dining room - Chadar Ochel - are on the opposite

gide. The view from these rooms, particularly the Chadar Ochel is

marvellous. The rockery with spring flowers, especially the tiny blue ones
and the daffodils catch your eye first. Then the huge lawn and the copper
beech with its branches dripping almost to the lawn at the far end is a
lovely sight. There are two entrances to this room. One from the main
large square hall, and the other end near the window, a little corridor
leads to the two kitchens one facing and the other one on the side. Left to
the cloakroom is where everyone washes to eat. By the right side is a door
leading to the garden and lawn and is the view we see from here. Also by
that 1ittle corridor is a little room used as a sewing room - Machsan. It
is a kind of little living/dining room. Indeed special visitors have
breakfast and tea here. This room can be used by anyone. It is a quiet
room. The meaty kitchen is rather small in comparison with the main
kitchen, and then along facing is the door to the main large milky/parev
living kitchen. The first part with cupboards around and in the centre a
huge table. By the window are low cupboards with large working thin steel
surfaces, this is also used for Chaverim to sit while they have their tea
break or to chat! The other end of the kitchen are the sinks and the Aga
cooking range. Here it is always warm. The hot water and heating come from

the boiler down in the basement and controlled by the caretaker. To the
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right, outside the kitchen is the pantry, and an entrance to the back and a
little staircase. A quick way up from the back. The laundry room is at the
back of the kitchens. All around at this part are little storehouses,
cupboards and a small yard leading to the washing lines. Then there is an
orchard that also joins with the huge lawn. The big food storage room is
down in the dark cellar fitted with shelves the entrance being by the main
staircase. There is a huge bright square where the windows of both kitchens
look out onto. The garage, coke storehouse, bins and bikes and back
entrance are in this square. The boot changing room too, conveniently built
to connect with another path, the back main path, so that Chaverim can
change their outdoor shoes and boots before entering the kitchen. This path
leads to the little concert house that the Trust uses for local night
school, educational groups, and concerts for the local community. On the
first floor of the Kibbutz there are different wings with dormitories of
various sizes. There is one small wing with room 23 for two or three
Chaverot, room 24 for two Chaverot, room 25 used as the 'sick room', then
three steps to a bathroom and room 26. A single room at the top of the
little back staircase which is Pummi's. The other two wings have rooms of
different shapes and sizes. All bright and airy and made as attractive as
the occupants make them. Many of them have curtained corners for extra
wardrobe space with matching dark blue curtains same as on the windows. The
linoleum and curtains are the same all over the school, dark blue. There is
one bathroom with sinks and baths, and a toilet next door to it. This is
for girls only. The wing by the top of the large staircase where I sleep
are a couple of large dormitories each for four Chaverot. A single room for
Helmuth Kahn and a room for the Handler's and only used by them when they
céme to stay. It is the nicest room in the building. A large dormi%ory
facing the back for Chaverim at the opposite end, and yet another small off-

beat corridor, it's a dark corridor and Erwin Seligman, the official Kibbutz
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Director — Manager's room is here, together with a couple of smaller

bedrooms.

Upstairs on the next and top floor, the layout seems much more attractive.
The rooms are smaller, there are quite a few single rooms. And everywhere
here it is very bright with good views over to the Malvern Hills which are

twenty-five miles away. This floor is for Chaverim only.

Erwin Seligman is thirty-one, seemed the age one gives respect to! I call

him Mr. Seligman. But I have to learn to call him 'Erwin'.

This evening Erwin gave a Shiur on Rosenzweig. There are more Shiurim and
Argei. Erwin's is in German as the rest. So, instead a member of the Vaad,
Berel Bundel, a senior member of the Kibbutz, who is twenty—four, took me to
the Meshek (allotment) and explained various things to me pertaining to the
running of the Vaad (inner circle) Kupah (money distribution) etc. on the
way. Came back and wrote home. Then had a long talk with Erwin. I must

begin to know everyone.

Tuesday 7th April

The first Chaverah that I had a really friendly chat about our work and the
Kibbutz and regulations was Mushi. She proved to be a real guide. Tonight

is Yomtov.

YOMTOV

What a happy beginning! Yomtov in a Kibbutz is something not easily

forgotten. Something again of a new experience. Getting dressed and ready.
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The service was held in the Sifryah. Then queuing to wash to eat ritualla
Kiddush, the tables all set and looking pretty with spring flowers from the
garden. All the Chaverim's shirts looking as white as the tablecloths. The
tables all joined like a huge square U. The meal and following Yomtov meals
with little extras meant so much after having to get used to one course

lunches. The meal went with singing which continued on - how joyful!

Wednesday 8th April

Dressed and walked around the grounds. It's marvellous. Dov says he saw me
walking looking fresh like the spring. Attended morning and evening
Services. A real Yomtov day. Went for a long walk with a very pleasant
girl who is so helpful - Regina Fink. I won't forget this evening. After
the meal everyone just continued singing and it was a very jolly singsong,
then suddenly everyone got up and Hora dancing began, which was continued

under the stars on the lawn.

Thursday 9th April

Second day Yomtov. I was escorted for a long walk with the soldier Horst
Bremak again. We discussed music. He 1s an ardent worshipper of Beethoven.
Spent lots of time getting to know the Chevrah further. Later on the

Kibbutz first English Shiur was given by Pummi on Isaiah. Shiurim did not

survive for long in English, German was to remain. So it was decided that
they would go on as previously and I would have separate ones, individual
teaching in English. My teacher? Pummi, the Chaver who mapped out my way

to the Kibbutz!
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Friday 10th April

This morning I went to the Labour Exchange with Erwin. Everything is in

order.

Shabbat 11th April

Am learning quite a lot from my Shiurim. They at first were given an
introduction to Jewish learning, and after Pesach went through Pirkei Avot
very seriously. Writing home I quote 'A rich man is not a wealthy man, a
rich man is a man who works hard all the week and gets the reward of the
work of his hands, and, by the rest on Shabbat.' I felt that in the
Kibbutz. After working so hard all the week, the Shabbat means twice or
even more to one, after seeing the richness of that work and knowing the
real meaning of 'Menucha' (rest). I think this could only be completely
achieved at the Kibbutz. Walk with Erica Halpert who is a member of the
Vaad, viewed the countryside. Read Maud Royden's book 'Problems of

Palestine’'.

Sunday 12th April

Sunday afternoon, few Chaverim are at their work, so a group including
myself went to work on the Meshek. We hoed and covered vegetable plants.

It was a grand afternoon. The Meshek was fairly close to the Kibbutz,
across a field and down a lane. I must have looked a real foreigner to the
land, to the Chaverim, struggling with the hoe. Later the Asefah took place
in the Sifryah. An Asefah is actually a friendly business meeting, and also
every three months elections takes place when we vote for the Vaad -

Parliament. Also, the Kibbutz has departments run by elected Chaverim which
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caters for all affairs of the Kibbutz. Such as e.g. Wages Department,
Clothing Department, Tarbut (Learning and Education) Department, etc. There
are also small matters to attend to, and if they do not run smoothly can
cause mishaps, e.g. Blackout Prefects. How many times Aron Hirsch had to
make the same announcement. "Would we please see that the blackout Chaverim

attend to their job properly." There is also the Toranut Department. On

Shabbat, Yomtovim or whenever the kitchen staff are off duty there have to

be a team to take its place so that efficiency is carried on. All these
things plus many others are only a minute detail of what is discussed. One
Sunday evening during the Asefah imagine our shock when the police called to
say that a spark must have set alight to a bark of a tree, and of course it
was blackout time. It was from that Sunday afternoon at the Meshek when the
Chaver in charge, Jossel, thought he had put out the small bonfire of

rubbish properly.

Plenty to "shmues" about in the kitchen that night! Some Chaverim are very
jolly and able to amuse us at any kitchen gathering at night. Bob Redner is
very good at being the "Little Dictator” and taking off Erwin Seligman who
is very tall! It really is the Aga cooker which is on six days and nights a
week that is to blame for our get togethers! Chaverim invited by its
warmth, would stay in the kitchen, drink cocoa without milk, make toast,étc
without butter, and have a look around the pantry, that is if one were
fortunate to get hold of the key ... Had a talk to Eliyahu Blum on all

queries I had at hand.

Avoncroft College is an ideal place. Of course one could never have a real
Kibbutz with such luxury. Perhaps that is why it is such a lure for
visitors. But I personally do not think this matters. Although they say "a

Chalutz must get used to everything and every hardship." I don't think that
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is necessarily so, because if one has the chance for more comfort why change
it? Just because of the fact that a Chalutz is only known to expect a
difficult 1ife. After the hardships of Germany etc. it seemed only right
that Chalutzim should be able to relax in the best surroundings, and even
so, hardship of this kind is no training since in Eretz Israel, although
there are perhaps not such luxurious Kibbutzim, there is warm weather all
the year round (so I really imagined) and that makes up for a lot of things
here. Winter in a Kibbutz in England, even at Bromsgrove can't be so good.
Later on I learnt how one day when we are in Eretz we shall work for better
and better conditions and we would become well off enough to have luxuries
within the group. (Later on during the coming winters, we ran out of coal
from time to time. There was no warmth, there was hardly any hot water to
bath after a day in the fields. The working clothes had to be washed, and

it is no fun not to have hot water for over a month!)

Monday 13th April

Found pamphlet and picture of Avoncroft. This college taken over from
Cadbury's by the Worcestershire Agricultural Committee for an Agricultural
Training Centre, and now for us as a Hachsharah centre. I now cannot fathom

it for any other purpose forever — except as a Kibbutz!

Tuesday 1l4th April

A change, this morning I was to peel potatoes... Sounds an ordinary job,
but I enjoyed it. As a charming male visitor who came and chatted said to
me "You are peeling potatoes scientifically!" Peeling them outside, getting
the Worcestershire air and sunshine at the same time. Of course it did not

end with potato peeling, but discussions till the task was fulfilled. I do
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not mind doing the same again tomorrow.

Had a short text Shiur with Pummi during the evening. I was enjoying a nice
chat with some Chaverim, when I was taken away to '"do something more
worthwhile." The text Shiur was on the introduction to the Bible. I shall
always, from now on, see that Pummi isn't about when I do something "not so
worthwhile" since I see he seriously took on the job of seeing that 1 get

some knowledge into my head!

Wednesday 15th April

Erica Halpert (who comes from Sweden) who was in the Vaad Hatarbut asked me

to give the Oneg thé following Shabbat. It was decided that it be on
William Shakespeare, since it was the anniversary of his death. It was to

be the first English Oneg to take place in the Kibbutz.

Thursday 16th April

In the small Bromsgrove Communal Hall in the grounds of the college during
the week there are different activities. Every Thursday night there are
always musical evenings. Thursday night is the free evening for almost
everyone, and many Chaverim went across to enjoy the musical evening, which
took the form of 'if you were on a desert island' and the guests had his
classical records lined up to play and chat about. Later on by way of a
change we had a series of miscellaneous musical evenings. 1 was asked to
give a record session and talk on my favourite composer — Mozart. 1 wrote
to 1y school music teacher who gave me some tips on the talk and the records
I'd taken so much time to choose. 1 gave an account of his life and in

between played records that he composed at the different intervals during
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his life. I was asked to give a song recital.

Friday 17th April

After the service and our Shabbat meal the Shabbat spirit entered with our
singing. Then straight afterwards Erica, Pummi and Eliyahu and self went
into the Sifryah and we tried to go over the part we chose from 'The
Tempest', the funniest one for the Oneg. The scene was s0 amusing. Trying
to do so we all nearly collapsed laughing. I can easily say I don't
remember laughing so much before. The four of us sitting round a table in
the corner and we could not control this laughing. Caliban and Trinculo ...

We also chose a scene from 'The Merchant of Venice'.

Shabbat 18th April

I do not feel well. However, soon recuperated. Shabbat routine. Was with
Pummi the whole afternoon having a Shiur. Then followed rehearsing the

scenes with Erica, Eliyahu and Pummi. Until being called to start the Oneg.

The Oneg

Gave the talk I had to prepare! Filled in with some songs with words from
Shakespeare "Hark Hark the Lark" and "Who is Sylvia?" and jolly "Under the
Greenwood Tree!" They howled and everyone laughed such a lot. They tried
to stifle their giggles, but I went on regardlessly. I think it was a great
success, and will always think likewise! Then we did our bit from "The

Tempest" ... We were very brave.
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Sunday 19th April

Not so busy today and went for two walks, one with Channah Alexander and the
other with Meta Reiss. During the afternoon some of the Chaverim played
football on the lawn. Heard Fritz's voice above the others, he must have

been referee without a whistle!

After our evening meal - the Asefah in the Sifryah. Everyone seems to dress
especially nice for these business meetings. Everyone seems so relaxed as
though they enjoyed business meetings. One Chaverah smokes a good deal.
Another, Erica, looks like a Chalutz blue stocking, which she is.

Afterwards we all drifted into the kitchen to continue talking and drinking

our usual milkless cocoa!

Monday 20th April

After work a group of us went to the Meshek. It was great. All this fresh
air... until it started quite suddenly to pour. We were all absolutely
drenched by the time we got back. But... this i1s the life. Oh to be in the

Kibbutz now that spring is here...!

Tuesday 21st April

After spending sixteen days sharing a room with two other Chaverot, in the
large cold room facing the main staircase, perhaps the noisiest part of the
building, I was told of room rearrangements. I was to move into Room 24
with Channah Alexander, and it would be my permanent quarters. This is
really the nicest thing that has happened since I came here. 'Room 24' is

quite the quietest room, it i{s small but it seems to me to have the
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loveliest view, seemingly unbroken to the Malvern Hills, (which sometimes,
when the view is good, seem to beckon me to get there and climb to the top).
Room 24 is above the Machsan or sewing/ironing room, used only at normal
hours. One could approach it from the back of the building where the
orchard is and also from the end of the kitchen. No one has any need to use
this staircase except for the room in the little corridor next to ours, used
as the sick room - and also the room in which Mushi Laskowitz and Erica
Halpert shared for a time. To proceed downstairs, you go down three steps
to the bathroom, then next door just by the top of the staircase is Pummi's
room. It is so peaceful, you heard no one, even found you could not hear
Pummi coming up the stairs - but then of course he is so spiritual! So here
in this lovely room that we really made into a cosy den. Having 'proteczia'’
from home, I was sent a rug and net curtains, which I put up criss-cross
style and tied with ribbons at the sides. My father made me a little
bookstand that fitted exactly from my bed to the door frame. This fantastic
view. I was extremely happy. Channah was a good friend she helped to mould
me into a good Chalutzah. For quite some weeks she even made me get up

before 6.00 a.m. She was so religious she never missed Davening Shacharit

every morning. Very few Chaverot Davened at this hour or any early morning

service. There was a Minyan going from just after 5.00 a.m. each morning,
with the exception of Shabbat and Yomtov. After joining her for just over
two weeks, I just gave in or rather caved in. It was really too much for me
to the great disappointment of Channah, but she went every morning, such
discipline, remarkable. So for one year, I was fantastically happy, healthy
and hardworking. I am not a heavy sleeper, but I do sleep very well when it

is quiet. So I awoke each morning ready to face a hardworking day.

I have learnt quite a lot about housework, and how it is to be done

properly. How to make beds, how to clean the doucheraum or shower room used
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by boys only. This was the Chaverim's only communal bathing place which was
situated at the left of the entrance of the building. In fact straight
after our breakfast, which the house girls took to finish by eight, we could
do very little. There were usually two or three of us, two starting on the
beds, and one starting downstairs with the doucheraum. It takes around two
hours to make the beds. This 1s not so on linen changing days of course.
Then we take turns in bathroom cleaning, the stairs and bedrooms. These
were all done out everyday. Every room is made neat and tidy for when its
occupants come back from work. On Friday mornings and before Yomtovim we
work like Trojans. Every few weeks I am told we have to scrub all the
ground floor parquet flooring, this was already done for Pesach, and then to
polish it. This is repolished or reshined very often by putting polish on
the floor, going on our hands and knees to do it, and then polished by very
heavy hand polishers. A handle attached to a Ewbank type square fitment
covered in clothes that you swing from side to side down all the corridors
and floors, even the linoleum in the bedrooms were made shiny by this
method. In fact every room in the building. I wear my dungarees with a
jumper or blouse according to the weather, and I put my hair in a scarf for
protection against dust. I am working so very hard, and am naturally
becoming and feeling very slim. (A little later on 1 was typing the wages
1ist one evening, one was occupied every second of the day. You literally
did not lose a second, and as I was typing I fell asleep for a split second
or less! 1 felt myself slipping in between typing two letters, 1'd never
done this before, but I was instantly adjusted and went on typing the very
next second. It never happened again.) We always try to do the house as
quickly as possible. We have a short tea break around 10.30 a.m. Have
lunch which does not take longer than to eat and go straight back to work,
so that sometimes we finish at 4.30 p.m. or usually before 5.00 p.m. Then

we have a bath before the mad rush for the baths, and can lie outside on the
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grass and read, weather permitting. This actually was very selfish on our
part, looking back, because all the late workers had the irritation of
coming back to almost cold water. All the early birds used every drop of

hot, then warm water.

I gave an English lesson this evening.

Wednesday 22nd April

I am getting quite used to drinking from a mug. No saucers! 1In fact for
years after I'd left the Kibbutz I could not enjoy a cup of tea from a china
cup, it was not the real thing. The nearest I'd get to it is that for years

I could not drink from a cup IN a saucer!

I notice that there is always and only porridge for breakfast, and that Adshe
Fromme (Erica Halpert's Chaver) always takes porridge in the raw with sugar
and cocoa spread over it with cold milk. His invention. It looks good, so
I have it every morning as well. Until Adshe had to go to hospital with a

bad stomach. Was it the uncooked porridge? Raw porridge is for me now out!

My trunk and my music case arrived. With my lovely "Wind and the Rose".
Enough to put me in good humour! Late afternoon I was called upon to do
some more potato sorting - outside, of course. I seemed to put everyone in
good humour - including Pummi. Went cycling afterwards and then played a

gramophone record.
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Thursday 23rd April

Letter from Brenda (Dubov). My friend who is a Rabbi's daughter and until
ey

Sth April 1942 and after 28th March 1944, WE shared’eecrets! She was one of

the chosen friends for me by my sister, a true and big hearted friend. She

adored coming to the family and would often come to my sister's. Her father

was certainly one of the Litvak Rabbis from the Yeshiva you were not afraid

of. He could not speak English! I always addressed him as 'Du'. He always
talked to me in Yiddish. I was often in their home. But never did my
friend ever say, 'you must not address an elder, yet alone a Rabbi as "Du"'.
1 just did not know and was not aware of this until I was told a lot later
on. To the Hall for the Gramophone Recital. Another ten chosen records for
"if I were on a desert island". This was given by a local. Very few went

this evening. Yankel, the Kibbutz Chazan, or so he likes to feel, came too.

(In 1979, thirty-five years later when visiting Lavi, I went into the shool
and without seeing him, I recognised his voice immediately). It was a dark
night and we had to go along the wooded path back into the Kibbutz. It
wasn't that one was afraid of the dark, but you could not see. For those

who doubt a religious Kibbutz Chazan's religious integrity please note:- He

did not lend an arm or a hand to anyone. How did we get back? He
deliberately 1it a cigarette so that we could follow the light and not lose

the way! Escort by order!

Friday 24th April

After Davening, the evening meal with our singing in between courses, in
fact, any time we were not eating or talking until benching. A whole crowd
of us went out for a walk. It was such a lovely evening and it seemed the

natural thing to do.
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Shabbat 25th April

Getting used to Helmuth waking us up "Aufstehen" and calling out loudly in
his German accent "Post, post". This was always Helmuth's task, but I think
he enjoyed it. Up straight away and then ready for shool. 1It's Shabbat and
it's my Shiur with Pummi. After Shabbat, went over some songs and music

with Manfred, incidentally Manfred Feiber is Pummi's cousin.

Sunday 26th April

It's Sunday and the usual Asefah. All looking bright and smart as per

usual.

Monday 27th April

David London started to collect material from different Chaverim with the

intention of starting an 'Iton Hakibbutz'. He gave me an article to be

typed on Trotsky. About every three months or so from then onwards,
Chaverim who had something interesting to write about, did so, sent their
article in to us and I made a few copies on the typewriter. This developed
and more and more articles came in, so that in the end when things were
really flourishing it was brought up at an Asefah and it was decided to have
five Chaverim on the paper board. Beside David London they included Salli
Steinbeck, Erica Halpert, Jossel Sternrich and myself. We got a duplicating
machine. The job was most interesting. Different Chaverim were approached
for material. It had to be read over and corrected. The articles put in
order for the paper, typed and duplicated. Then clipped or stitched
together on a machine. It was then delivered to all bedrooms. Quite a task

from beginning to end. One night we wanted to get the 'Iton' out in time
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for the coming Yomtov. The five of us were up the whole night getting it
ready. That weekend Arieh Handler came down. He did whenever he could,
since at that time, Henny was living at the Kibbutz. He too was up the
whole of the night talking to Chaverim. This was nothing new. Everyone
knew Arieh's time was most precious and had to cram so much into it.
Everyone said that no one knew so much about every individual Chaver in

every Kibbutz as Arieh.

Tuesday 28th April

A new Tanach arrived for me from Yank. Also letters from home and Esther.

A very special one from Herbert and, enclosed with his, notes from various
other persons. Went to the Meshek. The other Meshek. This one is quite
some distance from the Kibbutz. It was terribly cold, but this did not
bother the Chaverot, i1f it did, there were the Chaverim to provide jackets.
I was so cold, I robbed jackets from time to time! Herbert's wonderful
present to me when I left was his brown jacket, which follows me around.

But not to the Meshek. Plenty of pockets and it suits me so well. Everyone
is curious. Walked back with Eliyahu and had a very interesting

conversation.

During the longer light evenings, and after the evening meal, announcements
were made. We would then be asked from time to time to volunteer to spend
the evening working on the Meshek. This usually ended by either a large
number or very few going to the Meshek. One felt one had to go if there
were no other activity or call on time. The walk back from the Meshek was
very relaxed. We could have been a crowd coming back from a long hike. We
did not sing, but generally talked in groups. Some made the journey by

bike.
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Wednesday 29th April

Letters from the Stroll girls. From Manchester Agudah group.

Thursday 30th April

Started crocheting a Cappel for Herbert.

Friday lst May

New word expressions I hear for the first time. Jokes on thoroughbred
German "Yeckke" via the "Pollacks". To me all Jews from any part of the
Continent seemed the same, until then. The definition of a house Maidchen -
housegirl. One who only knows to work in the kitchen, a hefty worker, an
unfeminine cultureless girl, given to be described in jest, girls who know
of only house or kitchen work - were called "KITCHEN KLAFTER". One of the
nicest jobs to do for me at any rate was to help lay the dining room table
for Shabbat. This I delighted in doing. Going into the garden and here and
there picking flowers for the table and for vases around downstairs, and for
a few bedrooms. The flowers from the fabulous flowerbed arrangements we
were not allowed to touch, but at the side of the building we could, in
moderation, that meant for us, in large moderation of course! Only for
Shavuot we risked 'pinching' gorgeous blooms from the main bed. Well it was
for Shool and we hoped the resident gardener, all controlled by the
secretary of the School Trust, would not miss them... But alas he did! We

were severely reprimanded about this.

During late spring and summer we used the concert hall attached to our

building for our Services, concerts, Purim Seudah and lectures. And during
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the winter we used the Sifryah. It was so much cosier in the winter. It

was here in the Sifryah that a permanent Yahrzeit Lamp burnt the whole time.

Shabbat 2nd May

Shabbat again and Helmuth Khan (who acts as Works Manager) does the rounds.
Helmuth gives one the impression of an old man, perhaps a 'Zaida', in many
ways. He is short, bespectacled, and most of the time he wears an old worn
knitted khaki coloured headwarmer, or call it a hat! He walks, shuffles
slightly and as I said, 1like a Zaida, as I noted previously, he comes round
the corridors calling out "post" and "Aufstehen" and knocking on all the
doors, delivering your post if you had any. A huge parcel came from home
today. Chaverim did have to make the effort to get up for Davening, but
Chaverot take their time. Washing and dressing nicely and chatting and
running along the corridors, who's lending who what? Girls can come into

Davening late if they wished.

Programme: Shacharit - Layening.

Then we stopped for our '"Shabbat Shalom" greeting to one and all -

handshakes all round. Then everyone queued to wash and eat and then

Kiddush. We would then have a super breakfast. Every Shabbat and Yomtov we
had bread with butter and jam. I was not well up on food tasting, but after
a time I became expert on the tasting of the difference between butter and
margarine. Next followed Kuchen (cake) with our tea. Full and contented

we'd Bench. Chaver or guest might give a short summary of the week's Sedra.

Then make our way slowly back to finish Davening.
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After dinner there was free time. Some went to sleep, some for a walk, some
read, some talked. It was relaxation time. Or private Shiur time! Shiur
time? Had my Shiur with Pummi or it should have been, but it turned out to
be a somewhat musical one instead. Then continued later after Shabbat when
I saw the famous flutes. After my Shiur, Henny asked a few of us Chaverot
for a walk. We walked to Bromsgrove. Henny stayed for a short time at the
Kibbutz. She was then only twenty-three, but being married and being Arieh
Handler's wife, she acted as sort of Matron. Apparently there was a matron
when the Kibbutz first started but the appointment did not work out.
Kibbutzniks did not like to be told what to do. I want to point out that
the age of the youngest was just over sixteen years, running up to eldest,
Fritz Singler at twenty-five. Then Erwin who is six years his senior.

Erwin was an artist, who loved poetry, especially Goethe, and an
intellectual, philosophically inclined! The majority 1 would say were from
eighteen to twenty—-two years of age. Eliyahu Blum was twenty-three, Ruth
Rosminsky was twenty-four, one of our perhaps eldest Chaverot, but
truthfully and honestly did not seem a day older than sixteen. Berel was
around the same age (later Ruth became Mrs. Berel Bundel). Erica Halpert
around twenty-two, a mature girl who seemed to think things out properly and
sensibly, a tiny bit senior to Adshe Fromme (later Erica became Mrs. Fromme)
Mushi was almost seventeen and Salli Steinbock-around twenty-one, (later
Mushi became Mrs. Steinbock). And so on. There were approximately forty of

us.

After (high) tea which included the luxury of cornflakes and milk, bread,

jam and some Kuchen. We had our Oneg Shabbat. This went on until the
Shabbat came to a close with singing and a talk and discussion, news items
etc. Then as soon as Shabbat was out. 'Havdalah'. Quite suddenly all the

lights are on and we wish each other "Shavua Tov'". A good week. Everyone
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seems happy at the approach of the new week, somehow a lovely atmosphere.
Something again usually arranged for the evening programme, and the Chaverim

all settle around smoking cigarettes or pipe.

Sunday 3rd May

Gave English lessons to some of the girls.

All smartened up for the Asefah.

Monday 4th May - Erev LAG BA'OMER

Went to Bromsgrove and did some shopping. Being Lag Ba'Omer everyone seems

in a happy mood. Pummi played his flute - for me - by request.

Tuesday 5th May

Almost like a holiday. Especially in the evening, except for the fact that
I had kitchen Dienst... Later Henny asked me to her room. She had an
accordion, and I enjoyed trying it out. I found I could play of a fashion.
Until Chaverim fixed the table tennis table on the lawn, the lovely long
evenings are here, and so enjoyed playing outside, until quite late. So did

everyone. And what a good time we had.

Thursday 7th May

Had visitors. Wrote to Herbert.
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Shabbat 9th May

Quite pleasant today. I was on Shabbat Dienst with Mushi, Alex and Harry

Laufer. Mushi took over. What lovely snacks we had. Mushi gave us plenty
of cake and bread and butter to eat. No Shiur today, engaged most of the

day in the kitchen!

Monday l1l1th May

Sent to Bromsgrove again to do some shopping for the kitchen. Note on meat
deliveries... Meat was sent by a butcher in Birmingham. This was put on a
bus being tied very securely in a sack. When the bus passed by the stop by
the school, it would be thrown out if we had not arrived on time! Whoever
could spare the time, usually two Chaverot, would go to collect it. The
meat was frightfully heavy, weighing pounds. If two girls were not
available only one would go carrying it back on her back, like a sack of

coal!

Wednesday 13th May

Another Meshek evening. I love to be out whenever I can these evenings. A
new Chaverah to be arrived today who speaks very good English. (She is

later rejected).

Thursday l4th May

Went out with new girl Sofie. I can't make out her personality.
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Friday 15th May

A Rev. Baum and his sister Esther came for the weekend.

Shabbat 16th May

This Shabbat Mushi and 1 decided to get up very early and go for a long walk

before Davening.

Shabbat programme. Then of course my Shiur with Pummi. Rev. Baum gave a
talk on English Jewry and Zionism. It was very interesting and a typical
Englishman's talk, or so I think. I have not met an English Jew since 5th
April! One word used in the Kibbutz almost all the time to express the
opposite of a Kibbutznik - BOURGEOIS - If you act or dress in an
unChalutzick way, you'd get your leg pulled that you were "like a
bourgeois!" Went on another walk with Esther Baum. Rev. Baum thought I was

a professional soprano!

Sunday 17th May

Did intensive learning this afternoon, set by Pummi of course from Ethics of

the Fathers.

Evening Asefah

Monday 18th May

Tutti brings a picture for Chaverot to see. So much giggling going on in

the corridor. It's a secret picture, a marvellous one taken while Pummi was
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fast asleep! And he looked, like the Chaverot said "beautiful!" Tutti

won't let go, it's hers!

Tuesday 19th May

Short Asefah but very interesting.

Wednesday 20th May

Had Shiur with Froim on the Shema.

Thursday 21st May and Through Yomtov

Erev Shavuot tonight. While I work on the top floor I love to go to the
fire escape staircase and sing to my audience. My audience? The trees, the
flowers, the fields and the cows! This evening some Chaverim sald my voice
carried far away, and they heard me while they worked. Even Heddi Katz is

impersonating me in the kitchen, making me feel good.

Flowers and flowers. The Shool looks lovely with the flowers pinched from

the main flowerbed!

Friday

Had a huge food parcel from home that enabled me to have a private party in
my room during the afternoon. Almost a room warming party. We put a little
notice on the door with the name given to it from now on. It is called 'The
Happy Valley' seeing the hills high and far away, with the orchard, the lawn

and the copper beech around us. Talking most of the evening. Socialism and
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politics.

Shabbat

When 'Layening' was in progress this morning, following the Chumash and not
looking even occasionally out of a window, which were placed rather high,
suddenly someone screamed. A cow had strayed and had come across an opening
in the field nearby and was trotting almost to the door. One Chaver,
Marcus, rushed out and took the cow back. I remember early one morning
coming downstairs, no one had bothered closing the door to the back gardens
the night before, and was told a cow was almost at the entrance of the door.
I remembered this, and when I later, the following year, came down at 4.30
a.m. on duty I was always so scared 1'd see a cow coming through the

unclosed door! It was possible.

On Dienst part of the time today.

Sunday 24th May

Typed letter this afternoon. The Asefah. Was asked to take 'the minutes'.
My copy is with me and is an insight of Kibbutz affairs of that moment in

time.

Monday 25th May

Typed the minutes. My first minutes. After work, Pummi asked me to
accompany his flute playing on the pilano. I feel quite pleased at being
able to do this. Wrote out music. I confirmed that I will always type the

complete Chevrah Newspaper in future.



