CHAPTER 1

Perhaps in the end I ought to start at the very beginning.

My parents were both born in Zhetel, Russia; both from the same
neighbourhood and meeting each other when they came to
London, joining the same circle of immigrants who came from
the same neighbourhood in “der heim”. They recognised each other
as “lantzleit”. To meet a “lantzman” was almost as near as meeting a
relative. Someone from their own special neighbourhood. My father’s
father died in a Russian prison during a war and left my grandmother
with three sons. The eldest Harry (Zvi) went to Istanbul (Constan-
tinople). No one knew what happened to the youngest brother. My
father came to London when he was sixteen. Stayed awhile, tried his
fortune in New York for three months, hated it, and came back to
London.

My mother’s parents both died within two months of each other
and she and three other children were left as orphans, all to be
brought up by grandparents, family and friends. There was Joe, who
was thirteen at the time, Morris was eleven, my mother five and
Annie two. They all parted there and then and all came under the



influence of the relatives they lived with. My mother remembered
her childhood days very well. Her parents had a large grocery
provision store and employed a couple of maids. She could never
forget her grandfather’s voice. During Ellul when all went to shool
while it was still dark, her grandfather would knock on the door
after the shamas, who would come to call, to make sure her father
was up. He would call out her father’s name *“Yankel Boruch come
davenen”. A Bender picture of people going to shool early during
Ellul fascinated her as she saw her past in it authentically. They were
a happy family with both sets of grandparents young and alive until
the terrible tragedy happened. One of the maids mixed the grain
from a sack with something poisonous from another sack, while
preparing some food. Her father died first and two months later her
mother died. She always used to recall how suddenly on the Friday
morning the family and friends came rushing in. I never liked sad
stories and would stop my mother telling me, but my brother, the
expert on our Russian background, having lived there for some years,
could easily fill in a chapter here.

My mother was brought up by her father’s parents, David and
Shula, and she always spoke of them most tenderly.

She did not meet her brothers and sister until nine years later
when her two brothers met her from the boat. Her sister was yet to
follow. My mother’s name was Czejna Channa. Jane. From the
moment she arrived she was called ‘Janie’.

My mother said when she met her elder brother for the first
time she could have fallen in love with him and adored him ever
since. She said Uncle Joe was so clever. He gave her a gold brooch
with ‘Joe’ written on it which she wore especially for a photograph.
All her life she sighed and sighed for her brother whom she was not to
see after the age of twentyfour. She did not take to her other
brother, Uncle Joe did not either, and she had many a different view
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from her very headstrong dictatorial young sister when she met her.
Uncle Joe was very sad at my mother going away to Russia, and his
younger sister did not and would not listen to him or his advice on
her marriage. He packed his bags left London with my Aunt Dora
and Cousin Anne and went to live in Brisbane. In 1963 when we
received a cable saying my uncle had passed away, we did not tell my
mother. And a good thing we did not. Another cable and express
letter arrived. When the family had attended to all the funeral
arrangements, my uncle being in hospital for a time, the family went
to the hospital to collect my poor uncle’s things, and - *hen my aunt
went through the ward door, she fainted. My uncle was sitting in bed
reading and well. What an error! My aunt died first and my uncle
lived on for about another three years. He was well over eighty. We
did not tell my mother when the third cable arrived.

His younger brother followed and he left too. But we have
never really been answered as to Uncle Morris’s whereabouts, ke did a
bit of wandering. My aunt said he married out of the faith and went
to South Africa.

In London my mother lodged with a kindly woman, a Mrs.
Nadel, a caterer who lived in St. Thomas’s Square in Hackney. My
mother had to earn her own living, naturally. The daughter of Mrs.
Nadel, Dora, who was born in London, and had gone to school,
became her best friend. Everything that Mrs. Nadel told my mother
was correct in my mother’s eyes. My mother became Shadchan and
introduced my uncle Joe to Dora. They married, but not before my
uncle introduced my mother to my father. Everyone said how
beautiful my mother was. She had a beautiful nose, and according to
my aunt, although she was short and very slim, she was the girl with
the mostest to match her intellect, and all the Russian lads who came
over from her town wanted to marry her. Indeed my mother told me
who they were. But she met my father who was solid, one of the
kindest, and as her brother said: ‘““he will always be able to look after



you, he’s an excellent craftsman and will make a good living.”” My
mother came from a well known intellectual family, the Mersky’s,
and my father came from a very wise family. Lisagorsky and
Koleditsky’s. And so they became engaged. Married almost the same
time as her brother. My father and my uncle were also great buddies
and rented two terraced houses in Lyme Grove, Hackney. My mother
referred to ‘‘those were the days”. Everywhere they went about in a
foursome. They loved the music-hall. My mother always sang songs
and said puns or sayings from the music hall till the end of her days.
Everyone knew she would say something to suit the moment, in any
minor crisis, on the spur of the moment to even things out. On their
nights out to the music-hall my mother and Aunt Dora dressed up
wearing fancy hats. Apparently my mother felt she liked to look the
nicest. My Aunt Annie said she always had the prettiest shoes, even
if her feet killed her! It was well known in her circle that she was the
one to be asked advice about on fashion. It was Janie all the way
through. As far back as I can remember she always looked great in
Breton sailor hats with lots of ribbons on top and often with a short
veil over her forehad only. My mother never wore make-up. She did
meet my father once before they were engaged when she had used
face powder. He noticed it immediately and said “brush the flour
you have on your face off.” He hated make-up of any kind.

Sundays in the summer they got on their tandems and away
with “Daisy Daisy” to the country and seaside. Her sister-in-law and
she had their firstborn almost the same time. My brother and cousin
Anne. And of course the children had to have their photos taken
together. In fact my mother said my father would not dream of
coming home with one of anything, it had to be two. My uncle
would not buy a thing without buying for his sister’s household
either. Not even the regular bar of milk chocolate for the little ones.
So one can imagine they left in grief to live in Australia, and start a
new chapter in their lives. This is where all my Australian cousins,



second cousins, and now third and fourth cousins come in!

My father was not quite twenty-one and my mother not
eighteen when they married. My mother was quite a sport. My
father was too but he was the shy one of the two. In Russia my
mother said in between being cared for, and caring for young
children herself, she’d rush away and be the most reckless child,
often cutting herself very badly and hiding it. My father had to be
twenty-one to be married and my mother eighteen. My father could
not tell a lie, it was my mother who carried it off. After all no one
had a birth certificate. A still-born son came first after one year. This
upset my father more than my mother. A year later my brother was
born. My father waited outside the door. He was so overjoyed that
he had a son, that even my father, a young Sampson (the grand-
children called my father “The Champion’’) fainted as soon as the
midwife opened the door to tell him, and he heard his baby actually

crying.

At twenty-four my mother with a son of five and a daughter of
three, both named after her two parents (Yankel Boruch and
Chasheh Malkeh), and another daughter of almost two, Masha, left to
go back to Russia without my father.

A great friend came to visit them on his way back to Russia
from South Africa. My parents thought it would be a wonderful
idea if my mother and the children would join him and have the
opportunity for my grandmother to meet my mother and see the
children. And at the same time, a two {nonth holiday with her would
do them all good. It had all to be arranged so quickly, to have the
company and help of this kindly gentleman who came from the same
neighbourhood. No time for my father to think it over, and after all
it was not his idea originally but my mother’s. So their luggage was
packed and all went off to the “heim” on a boat. In London as the
boat left, my father wept, “We must all be crazy to have such an idea



realised in days,” and with every wave that rocked the boat, my
brother felt and was sick and he would cry, “I don’t want to go to
the Bobie in the heim”’. But it was too late . . . ..

When they arrived little did they think this holiday would last
for seven long years. Just as they were about to leave for England
there was sudden talk of war and they could not get permission to
leave. They wrote letter after letter, continually writing, even secret
letters written with a pen using onion juice for ink in between the
lines, getting more and more desperate for the want of hearing. My
father wrote letter after letter to my mother, never a word reached
him. He was a sad man.

The experiences and hardships and life in the little town are
unbelievable. Always sad stories I could not bear listening to, all the
miracles of how they always managed to eat. Of the little fruit shop
my mother opened, and someone else opened one opposite. And the
miracle, they both managed to get the same amount of customers,
More gruesome tales, how the soldiers just came and shot her uncle.
Just like that. My mother relived everything so vividly when she
would tell you, I could not bear listening. Her memories were never
forgotten. Her memory of the past from the tiniest child lived with
her always.

There was a funny incident during those times. If my mother
forgot anything she on occasion said of her “bad” memory, “I'm
like a strayener cossack”. Interpretation? When the poor ignorant
peasant joined the army in Russia, he did not know right from left,
so some straw was stuck into the sock of his right foot. So to learn
which was the right, the straw was there to remind him.

My mother did a lot of social work and had some honour
bestowed upon her. My brother and sister waited for the German
soldiers to visit them. They missed their own children and would
come and bring them chocolate and be kind to them. The wolves in
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the forest. Tales tales and yet more tales. But this is all my brother’s
ground, and I leave it to him. My sister when old enough to realise
she had a tather, put a stocking under her pillow every night. Some-
one told her “ you dream if you keep a stocking under your pillow.”
She did this every night so that she may dream of what her father in
London was like. Almost three years after the war, now seven years
without any hope. My mother gave up all hope of having a husband
and realised she had to make a life for herself and her children and
my grandmother who was still quite young, young enough to re-
marry, re-married. My grandmother had a reputation of being very
wise. In fact could almost have become a professional adviser. She
was ‘the’ caterer of the little town and anyone with problems, off to
her they went.

However for my mother it was FIN that’s finished . .. When
quite suddenly out of the blue almost, another miracle . . . A Jewish
doctor, a lieutenant in the American army and his wife who were
doing Red-Cross work for the missing relative department, called on
my mother, having in their possession a letter for my mother from
my father who was waiting for their return. Everything was provided
for their return as soon as possible. In London my father had joined
the army feeling there was nothing left to live for. His only bright
moments were with my mother’s young sister’s family. So far then,
two, then three children, whom he tried imagine his own, and they
adored him. He never gave up hope, even though at times he wished
he were not alive. The letter thank goodness was the end of the search.

After two months from May until July 1921 travelling through
every European country, in trains full of soldiers, they travelled back
to London in almost unhuman conditions (that is why for many
many years my brother and sister could not step onto continental
soil. They could not take it.)



CHAPTER 2

When they arrived my brother was almost twelve and a half
years of age and my sister ten and a half years. They met my father.
My sister was so shy, after all those years of dreaming, she would not
sit on his lap! My father saw my mother. I can now imagine the
reason my mother always — until the end of her days — used to sing,
and it was always when she was by the kitchen sink, tears and water
were indistinguishable, *“Always’ “I’ll see you again” and “Lover
come back to me”’.

One day, Mr. Lederer of the “Federation” first met me at a
simcha, and across the table he seemed to have a very special smile
for me. He could not wait to tell me he was by the boatside when the
great reunion of my father and the weary travellers took place!

Although my mother, just thirty-one years of age, under the
religious influence of my grandmother, somehow appeared as a
religious woman. My father, I was told, by my aunt of course, was
very disappointed when he met her again. He’d been in the army and
he was a champion wrestler, and here was my mother. Certainly not
the Janie that left seven years ago. Apparently she had to change her
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style of mode instantly, although she remained very religious, Even
s0, her wish was always to my father who liked to treat it, a
command. My father and my mother or for that matter any of us
never had any argument in our home. We were never allowed to say

a bad word, even if I’d say to describe something as “‘beastly” it did
not sound nice to my mother and I'd be reprimanded. Common
Jewish words or expressions were never used. We never said the
Jewish word for non-Jewish girls. When my children came home from
their study group schools and said “oy uh clog”, I'm sure she had
palpitation! She ne er undressed in front of me. And would let none
of her children walk around in birthday suits. Even for ourselves we
kept one garment on, such as a vest. “It’s for the heaven”. Everyone
complimented my mother on the wonderful way she brought up her
children. Till the last day of her life, she would not ring anyone at
lunch time or any time she thought would be inconvenient. We never
slammed doors, we may disturb someone. Even on my testimonial
leaving school, the headmistress remarked on my “good manners”,
My mother really followed the Mussar Movement. I still cannot put
anything on my hands or feet without starting with the right one.
And I am sure I do unconscious things which belong to her mode of
thinking, and not aware of them. She tried to practise everything that
was right. ““If someone is one day older than you, you must listen”,
and more than often I was told you have to do as they tell you.
“Listen to your elders.” My father was naturally good hearted.
Everyone knew. When he was a boy in ““der heim” he had a nice voice
and sang in the choir in shool. One little boy did not have a jacket.
So he did what came naturally, took his off and gave it to him. When
he got back my grandmother shouted at him: “Now you haven’t got
a jacket.”

My father followed my mother in everything. I adored my father
and my sister. With my mother there, just anywhere, I knew every-
thing would be all right. She prayed for everyone and everyone asked
her to. My brother was more down to earth. Although he had and has
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the quick Mersky brain, his sole ambition was to help my father in
his work. I did not see much of him. He once took me to Brighton
for a day. Gave me a marvellous time. Took me to the swimming
baths and I watched him swim. Took me to Lyons for tea, and
bought me a box of chocolates. It was my birthday present. I was
afraid of him. He was my big brother. Never made a fuss of me,
except when I had tonsilitis. This big brother actually felt my pulse.
I had to do everything I was told. On this score, my brother-in-law,
who became my brother-in-law when I was just eleven, felt so much
part of the family, my parents he boasted, were his parents. Again, |
had to do as I was told completely. But as I will point out I had to
take the bad with the good as he truly made me his real sister. The
price was I always had to listen to him. He even wanted me to take
his point of view on religion against my husband shortly after we
were married.

My parents’ little house was still there, half of which my father
let to a couple but he lived in the top half. And it was here exactly
one year later, eleven p.m. after Shabbat had gone out, that I arrived!
To replace as my grandmother told my mother she would replace,
the third child Masha who died of whooping cough the first winter
in Russia.

The April before I was born was my brother’s barmitzvah.
Great rejoicing. With the traditionally Shabbas dinner at home for
the family and luntzleit. This meant “the cholent”. But seeing it was
for so many more than the normal shabbas, it could not go into our
oven and had to go to the baker’s oven. It was arranged that it be
brought in when they all got back from shool, but it did not arrive.
In a panic my mother sent my brother to the baker shop to collect
the cholent and bring it post haste for all the hungry barmitzvah
participants.

Lyme Grove was a culdesac. The terraced houses had tiny front
gardens in front on one side. On the left hand side the houses there
were larger and had large front gardens in comparison. Going down
on the right side was ours, almost at the bottom. But at the beginning
of Lyme Grove, was the side wall of a large house. That is where we
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played our ball-wall games. After no. 39 (ours) the houses at the

very bottom running across were larger and had quite large front
gardens. The large area in between was very safe for all the children
to play. In one corner lived an old lady (who wore long dresses) and
her daughter. This lady used to take me with her to the grocery shop.
A narrow dark shop with a lot of sacks on the floor, and I always was
given a wafer biscuit. They were my favourite biscuits.

The first house in the cul-de-sac housed a family with ten
children. On Thursday nights when I had to have my hair washed I
cried so much my mother used to call in one of the younger children
of the family, who would love to come in to make me laugh, after
which my mother always gave the child a box of Sunmaid raisins. On
the other side, our side, was a little boy called Hymie. How can a
little boy have a name like Hymie? Next door us lived a couple with
three children very much older than me. Two boys and a very pretty
girl, Sammie Davie and Sylvia. Sylvia I liked, she asked me to come in
very very often, just to sit and watch whatever she may be occupied
with. I always went in. Even when Sylvia was not at home her parents '
the Myers, asked me to come in and Mrs. Myers often had jelly for me
to eat on Sunday afternoons. They always ate kippers. One day the
parents went out and left the three children. Almost the ages of my
brother and sister. They started shouting and quarreling, the two
boys against Sylvia, and I can still recall and I was not more than
three, crying bitterly and chipping in “when your mummy and daddy
come home Il tell them to shout at you!” One did not see Sammy
much. Davie had pimples and he always read in the front room. Every
Shabbas when I would come past their house returning from shool,
out would come Mr. Myers. “Sopheleh why didn’t you take me to
shool with you?”

Then the house after the Myers were the Polkovitches. This fat
couple were also very good natured. When [ was born my parents
were giving me the English name of “Cecilia”. Poor Mrs. Polkovitch
could not say it, and knicknamed me “‘shiselel”” (bowl). My parents
and sister were upset, I was to be Cecilia as my youngest cousin in
Australia was called too, but now it was definite I was to be “Sophie”.
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But to Mrs. Polkovitch I was always ‘Shiseleh!” They had a lot of
girls and one boy, Ralph. Everyone called him “Raphael” or it
phonetically went like “Raphool!”” He was very kind. He helped my
brother and sister with their English. My brother passed his
‘scholarship’ (the eleven-plus) as was then called, in less than one
year. When he came to London he had never been to school, except
for of course full-time yeshiva.

In the other far corner was the house of a lady who every week
came to shool with us, because I carried the siddur for her. She would
not carry one on the shabbas. Her name was Mrs. Toffel, but I called
her “Mrs. Toffee-apple™. As soon as I could walk I went to the
Richmond Road shool, where my parents were founder members.

My father made the chupah under which my brother was married
years later. In shool I was called the “shool maideleh™ and on shabbat
when there was a barmitzvah we were given muskatels and almonds,
some of which everyone threw down at the barmitzvah after he said
his portion. I always wore pinafores. Only the type that had a back
and front, two little pockets and it did up with bows at each side. As
soon as I’d come in from shool it went on as my coat came off.

May I mention that many of these youngsters of whom I have
written rose in their professions. You always met someone who
passed on some gossip. They had changed their names, so, who knows.

I cried to go to school with Sylvia. So at four years of age my
mother took me to join the Morning Lane Infants School. The school
my brother and sister had gone to also. How [ remember crying and
crying when I did at last go. But I went regularly and I learnt to read
straight away. There was a terrible storm once and I remember that
wonderful afternoon. We all sat on rocking horses by the dolls’
house while we were told absorbing stories to take our minds off the
storm. One Thursday morning, my mother’s busy shopping morning
before the great cook-in for shabbat, I cried to go to school on my
own, | cried so much my mother let me go to school on my own.
(From five years of age I always went to school on my own.) I was
four at the time. But I had to follow some other children. She left me
with strict orders to follow. But I did not go to school. I don’t know
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where [ went but really I did not want to go that morning, and I
know my mother found me wandering near a green square. I
remember her finding me all frightened by some railings. I do
remember each morning taking a penny to school, which paid for a
huge dessert spoon dollop of cod liver oil and malt, which came from
a large brown stone jar.

I loved kittens. As a tiny child I saw a little kitten lost outside
shool. I cried, I wanted to look after it and would not go into
shool. My mother left me on the steps, the kitten in my arms, as
she would miss most important davening, so I promised to come in
when I comforted the lost kitten. I remember a gentleman going into
shool, who made me put the kitten down and go into shool. Not
because of being outside shool instead of inside. I can still see him
trying to explain to me that “playing with a cat makes you into a
person with a poor memory. Instead of a memory you get a “katz in
kop!”

My mother’s memory was remarkable, and often she told us
tales about her parents and members of her family. Her memory she
insisted went back to when she was three. My memory goes back to
when [ was just three and yet my mother insisted it was impossible
for me to remember!
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CHAPTER 3

My first introduction to the countryside was to Chingford at the
age of three years. I remember it being a warm day and taken with
my father and a friend of his with his car, and it was the first car I
can remember having a ride in. When we arrived at Chingford we
walked and then went to a hut where they sold all sorts of things, and
can remember holding my father’s hand and coming away with two
red balloons on sticks. I know I held them tightly not to blow away,
going home in the open roofed car. A tiny foal is also in my mind
and since everything seems to be in my mind of a little foal “a little
horse” that I continued to ask for which my father continually
promised: “When my ship comes home we’ll have a house in the
country with lots of animals”. My father was a great lover of animals.
Never can I remember a home without a fire and without one or two
cats in front, they were part of the fixtures and fittings, to say
nothing of the old dog, an airedale terrier, a lost canary found by my
father, a parrot that we kept which chatted so much we had to give
it away. I took my father so seriously about living in the country and
I feel he meant it too since I grew up with the word “country”. My
mother insists it is because our family loved the country as did our
grandparents and their grandparents. We were not city people. My
father’s love of animals was outstanding. He never sat down to a meal
without first asking my mother if the cat had his!
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One early Sunday morning. I was the same age, as [ know from
the address of where we lived. In my mind is the excitement of seeing
also for the first time lovely thick red carpetted stairs and of green
leaves down the sides of the steps! It was a lovely feeling being in
this place. Of course it was a wedding! Now two others I went to (in
those days, a wedding invitation was meant for the whole family) was
when I was five. I do remember going with my mother and sister to
the dressmaker’s often. The Sunday morning, the excitement! I could
not keep still. Everyone had a complete new outfit. Can still hear my
father calling to my mother ““Janie the car will be here” over and
over again. | remember everything had to be perfect. To digress, it
was at the second wedding that later in the day there was what we
now call a ‘cabaret’. There was a band, and a girl came on singing and
dancing, and I’d never seen dancing before. I've always remembered
the song ‘Oh Donna Clara’ and ‘Miss Annabell Lee’. I was so
enthralled with this dancing. A little later on the ‘Charleston’ came
out, and that I remember I loved to dance to. There were later the
songs, ‘Keep your sunnyside up, up, let your laughter come through,
If you have nine sons in a row, Baseball teams make money you
know.” And of course ‘Tip toe through the tulips. ..’

There were also visits to the markets in the Fast-End with my
father, and eating slices of fresh pineapple straight from the stall. My
mother never came with us. Thursday morning at Ridley Road for
fish and fruit was enough of markets for her and I did go with her
during school holidays.

Just after I turned four I remember vividly, outings, every nice
Sunday during the summer. My uncle, aunt and cousins lived in an
enormous house with an enormous garden, which contained a couple
of swings and a huge labernum tree, an enormous garage with an
enormous car. Next to it was a motorbike which they told me my
father used to ride after the First World War. It was in this enormous
car that an enormous load of relatives with all their families, loaded
to the hilt with towels, costumes, flasks and food galore, I especially
remember long (cos) lettuce wrapped in tea towels, huge tomatoes,
sour cucumbers and the blackets of bread. Every Sunday we were the
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same crowd. We stopped once on an outing by a large field, and can
remember us kids then saying how old our parents were. I said, I can
so well recall, “My mother is so old, I heard her say she was thirty
seven!” After bible lessons at school and we learnt about Moses, 1
said “My mother was alive then!”” My mother took her bible seriously
and must have heard her say something about him.

To get back to our outings. Shoeburyness is the seaside |
remember only at that tender age. A couple of years later I know, 1
was just six, we did pay a visit to Southend, and I spent my time
with my cousins collecting bus tickets under the pier. At
Shoeburyness across the road from the sea were fields with long
grass and this is where our picnics took place. There was a bandstand
and I do remember my father taking me together with a boy cousin
of my cousins, Monty, when the tide was out, all wearing our
bathing costumes of course, walking far far out, so far, it seemed
miles. He carried us after a while under each of his arms.

My first holidays before Brighton was of course Shoeburyness. On
that particular Sunday morning my father was coming to see us at
the boarding house, we awoke early and walked around the house.
The smell of privet from that morning has always lingered on in iny
mind and ever since it is a firm favourite and the scent always makes
me go back to that Sunday morning. We came back inside for break-
fast. Our table was by the window. On the table was a small vase of
roses, I know their petals had fallen on to the tablecloth as my
mother rubbed them for the extra scent. Kippers were served.
Kippers roses and privet, seaside summer smell in a boarding house.
Other holidays were with my cousins or with their cousins. This first
real holiday my sister was with us. She bought me a square miniature
rough shopping basket. Coming back from the beach across the fields
we would stop at a covered stall where the counter part was just full
of strawberries. My little basket was filled, and we would take them
back with us. I was allowed to walk barefoot, and to watch the men
tarring the road by the boarding house. “The smell of tar was very
good for the lungs!” my mother used to think.
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CHAPTER 3

At around eight years of age, my uncle and aunt moved to
Montpelier Terrace in Brighton. A very large house again, with a
lovely garden. My whole summer and winter holidays were spent
there, besides all the Sundays we all went down there. It was at
Brighton I learnt to dress myself. Until then my mother dressed me.
I also learnt how to make beds. My cousin, Miriam, who was four
months my junior, was a very well possessed little girl and she could
do everything. In the mornings we made our beds, and did a little
shopping.

There were always lots of friends of my aunt and uncle coming
down for the day. Sometimes on a Sunday when it was the school
holidays, a couple of children were left to stay. We always were very
happy to sleep on a mattress on the floor. No one minded. “The
more the merrier”” was our motto. After one winter holiday I did not
want to go home. It did not matter, my aunt just saw the headmaster
of the school where my two cousins went to and I stayed a further
three weeks going to school with them. The school at the time was
being repaired and redecorated and school meant mornings only. We
had such fun coming home along the beach with all the Brighton
kids. In one of the cafes along the shore, boxers trained and we’d
stand outside watching. Perhaps being winter and very little trade,
the owner let us all come in to watch. And that’s where we would
be. Then we’d all see how far we could throw stones into the sea, and
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run to the end of the little brick jetty jutting into the sea. My boy
cousin Jack who had just got into Varndean School used to specialise
in telling us murder stories always taking place around Black Rock.
We used to sit shrivelled up in bed while he took pleasure in frighten-
ing us. After all he was eleven almost and clever and we almost
believed everything he said. We went to the pictures some afternoons.
We’d call at my uncle’s factory and he was most generous giving us
money for good seats and ice cream. It was at Brighton we saw the
two Johnnie Weismuller’s Tarzan films, and Eddie Cantor’s and Bing
Crosby’s film with ‘When the blue of the night meets the gold of the
day’. Miriam and I loved to sing “Lazybones, sleepin’ in the sun” and
“Lullaby of the Leaves” especially the minor part of “the pine
melody, caressing the shore, familiar to me, I’ve heard it before, ooo,
000, 000,”, We would try to play all the tunes of the day with one
finger, on the piano, and after all, Miriam was having piano lessons,
and became the authority.

At school we learnt the duet,

“There was a youth and a well beloved youth,
And he was the squire’s son,
He loved the Bailiff’s daughter dear,
Who lived in Islington.”

We never tired of this song, and would sing and sing and sing it,
Miriam taking the part of the squire’s son and me, the Bailiff’s
daughter. While we made beds at the weekend was a very good time
to air our voices at leisure.

The summer brought out the yo-yo rage. My cousin Sadie and
her new husband Hymie also came for long stays, and many of his
family, including his brother and family and his sister-in-law’s sister,
apart from his father and step-mother who would come down too.
One sunny afternoon, Hymie in those days the most fantastic joker,
especially with all us kids, sent my cousin Jack out to get some yo-
yos. Well! Everyone in the garden played with the yo-yos. Contesting
who could do the best tricks. We kids at first had to watch and, then
we could use the yo-yos in between times.
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Miriam and [ loved to walk round Woolworths, and always
dawdled by the Horoscope section! Who were we to marry? For me
it was a boy whose birthday would be in July. So that was the
question I would ask. Until [ got fed up asking. The end product? A
July birthday!

Sadie was my eldest cousin. To me she seemed always grown-up
and rather serious, perhaps serious is the wrong word. She laughed a
lot, but she did not seem to smile as much as my second cousin
Millie. Millie was always smiling and laughing when she spoke. She
was so good natured, that if she were just talking to you she’d smile
with it! I do remember her singing, if she doesn’t, ‘South American
Joe’!

“He’s good looking, he’s terrifico,
As a lover, he’s magnifico,
Si, si, si, that’s South American Joe.
When he twirls his dark mastachio
You will see a real paccacio —
Si, si, si, sweet senoritas,
Come out on the balcony, here comes Joe!”

Then, next; Jack. Jack was a real ““terror’’. But he was so clever
at school. It made up for it. I remember when the family lived in
Shrubland Road, we were all at such tender years, my aunt kept a
bamboo stick, which she’d bang on the nearest piece of furniture to
frighten him! Miriam and I were terrified even at the wind action
caused by the swish of this, and Jack would bully us into saying ‘it
was our fault’. Although Lyme Grove was just across London Fields,
I’d often sleep with Miriam (the youngest) at the top of the house. It
was eerie, and she would tell me the same story about a witch over
and over again, I was so absorbed each time, she’d have to tuck me
up each time tightly, just in case the witch would arrive from under
the bed! At four and a half years, just anything could happen!
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CHAPTER 4A
TO DIGRESS!

I think at this point I should be allowed to elaborate more on
99 Shrubland Road, E.8.

This huge house stood in a prominent triangular position. The
front garden, had a brick wall with fancy wrought iron. Probably
fancy railings, which curled in a flat hooped design with flat little
ringed flowers on the top. The garden like a triangle, started with a
point and gradually and lengthily got wider and wider until you got
to the house. Both sides had traffic running along. One side quieter,
and on the other side a little red bus would run past. At the back of
the house the garden was at a lower level, and you would come out
of the door at the back onto a terrace or landing stage before going
down the steps into the garden. By the side of the terrace was more
iron-work and growing over it masses and masses of climbing vines.
In the garden, we could make as much noise as our lungs could
produce. The Charleston had just come out and Miriam and me, and
other kids who would come in, would dance and dance. Twisting our
legs in the Charleston fashion, and we became experts at it. There
was a song called ‘Black Bottom’ and my sister was so ladylike I was
not allowed to sing it. A little later on we’d sing and sing and sing
‘Lady of Spain I adore you, Lady of Spain I implore you, Lady of
Spain1...something ... Lady of Spain I love you’, and Spain then
became for me a place where people sang and danced. And if you
said “where would you like to go” I’d answer ‘““to Spain”’.

Our indoor amusements were always games — Lotto, dominos
and all card games that children ever played! I always called

‘the Kitty’ stock!
Miriam and I would have our hair cut at the same time, she

always had hers cut in a shingle, and I always had mine bobbed.

To wander back:— to this huge, huge house, it contained:—



a well kept, well stocked cellar (I can never remember my aunt ever
going shopping — [ don’t think she did), which also contained all the
wine barrels and wine was regularly made down there. Then the
ground level with two terrific rooms both running full length right to
the back — were work rooms. [ remember the huge table my uncle
worked from in the room on the right hand side going in from the frot
door. My uncle manufactured clothing. Then all the stairs, but the
two top floors, and the attics — no one ascended — except the family.
It was a nice looking home I remember. A girl did all the housework.
I never saw my aunt working in the house. She must have cooked. I
do remember all her own wonderful cooking. We often had cabbage.
And I do remember so well her being at the far end of the big square
table and serving us all from there. She and my mother made
marvellous sweet-toothed confectionary. There were beige stone jars
full of ‘taigluch boiled in syrup with nuts and raisins’. When lots of
visitors came, they were put out in fancy glass bowls, a bowl of
water next to it, large enough to take teaspoons. You would take a
clean teaspoon, take a ‘taigle’ with it, then put the spoon into the
water either leave it there, or to cleanse it from your mouth so as not
to contaminate the other ‘taigleich’ when you took another one.
Then there was Pesach and both mothers would do their huge share
of providing us, and other friends too, of ‘eingemuchz’ which was
beetroot in thick strips cooked in sugar and lemon and spices and
almonds. When it was ready, the beetroot would come out clear!
Also prunes made the same way, and all served the same as the
‘taigleich’. Sometimes for visitors (we loved the syrup) the taigleich
were further rolled in sugar and cinnamon to keep dry. My mother
and aunt also made prunes cooked with potatoes pieces. My father
and uncle would eat it hot. And what about the jars of herrings and
onions, and spices and bay leaves to pickle them with. Same as the
masses of cucumbers we called them ‘Dutch’ (now ‘new’) that were
pickled. Every Shabbas we ate ‘Sammeluch’. My father loved them.
A ‘Sammel’ consisted of a yeast dough, round with a twist pattern on
top, covered with cinnamon and sugar.

My uncle Isaac? A ‘Palisher’, and so were his whole family. A
few of which did not live far away. Every male in that family were
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tailors. My uncle was a quiet man, he never reprimanded us children.
Always ready to treat us for whatever sweets we’d run to the shop on
the corner opposite for. Whenever he made Miriam a lovely dress, I
had one too. Never the same style as Miriam, and there were always
fittings for these. His family went something like this. His brother
and sister-in-law ‘Doovid and Channa’ and their tribe — I hardly

ever saw them. They were very frum. An old uncle and aunt, whom
everyone seemed to call ‘the mimma and the fetter’. Their names were
were Wolfe and Sarah, they were religious. He had a long beard. They
were both short and round, and he had a very deep voice. They
looked like the pictures you see of one’s great grandparents in Poland
or Russia before they came to England. She sat on the chair and he
standing. They still dressed the same way. She wore a scarf over her
hair. Their eldest daughter named ‘Fache’ or ‘Fanny’ or ‘Faye’. She
had a son called Jack (who in his early twenties married and went to
live in America) and Harold. Then Hymie, who married a Gertie. And
who made the first camel coat I had when I was sixteen. Then Leah,who
married a Bobby. Then many years younger Monty, who was a little
older than Miriam and me and two years older than Faye’s son Jack.
It was with Faye, Jack and Monty, during the summer of my sixth
year that we went on holiday in Shoeburyness. Monty learnt tailoring
too. His first costume was a very pale soft grey. I had it! I wore it
with a white baby-wool crocheted jumper with a round neck, which
had a knitted thin tie weaving in and out at the top of the neck like a
band and which you pulled to your size. Something like the sugar-bag
evening-bag that we children had for weddings or parties. I know that
treasured suit was a hit, I had it at sixteen for the coming spring,

’cos when I walked down Leytonstone High Road wearing it, the
boys would whistle when they saw me. The jumper was not knitted
by me. My sister-in-law was a fantastic knitter and crocheter. She
taught me to knit plain jumpers, plain and purl stitch, and for variety
to include stripes every now and then, in plain stitching. The only
thing I ever did by pattern? An easy one but looking very effective

a thick warm beige wool that did not take long to do, it was waist-
coats Miriam and me knitted ourselves.

Then as our grown up cousins grew older and married, and my



brother too, all many years my senior, and all had their own cars. We
by then had moved ‘““to be nearer the country’ as my father used to
say, to Epping Forest, Leytonstone. Whoever decided to go to the
coast would start from their destination, pick up perhaps another
relative then with a car load, make their way to Leytonstone, pick us
up and friends too, and away we’d go to the east coast, two or three
cars full following. Singing and laughing. Usually, just my father
joined my brother’s enormous carload (a second-hand Citroen). He
was the life and soul of the party and just had to come. Then he _
didn’t come. And then the babies began to arrive and that put an end te
all the wonderful Sundays of the ‘good ole days’. Which left me at
the age of the summer of my twelfth birthday.
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CHAPTER 5

I was four and a half years of age when we moved to Amhurst
Road. Now it was the top flat of a huge house. The main room was
so large. Or so it appeared to me. It was in this lovely room my
sister’s seventeenth birthday took place. My father had made a huge
three piece leather suite. All the beautiful wooden surrounds were all
carved by him. Then he made a mahogany carved cabinet for the
gramophone and records combined. He loved carving and every week
as a child I got a present when shabbat went out. It was often a small
article of furniture, every bit made and hand carved. I had china
dressers, cupboards, little book shelves, shoe boxes, miniature chest
of drawers. Besides the collection of toys that were also part of my
“shabbat-out” gift.” I remember him coming with such joy up the
stairs while I awaited the gift. It was a huge doll and he bent it over
and it kept crying “ma ma, ma ma,” and I wept so bitterly when I
took it. The surprise, I thought it to be, a real baby.

Sometimes an outing consisted of going to the factory in Hare
Street in the East End to watch my father getting work ready for
Monday, and he’d take me to buy rolls with whatever 1 wanted. He
always carried a sharp pen-knife to cut the rolls or his black black
bread. He loved thick butter on black bread, with shmaltz-herring
and plenty of raw onion! He would give me lots of pieces of wood to
lay with to keep me occupied. Sometimes my mother would take
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me and we’d call into a friend who lived by the factory and their
grown up children were a son and daughter who were teachers and
another son who was going to be a doctor. She would say that they
eat so much herring, and you get brains from eating herring!

I must have been very small when my mother took me to the
workshop my father had. She took sandwiches for him to eat. I
remember there was a large bird which I tcok to be a parrot, a long
room and a working bench. My mother could never believe I could
remember this.

I went to Sigdon Road School. My mother took me when we
moved and I was just five. I was put in a class and we started to learn
words from attractive picture cards. The teacher had a shock, such a
genius she never had, I had made a word right away. My mother never
bothered telling them I started school already nine months earlier!

In the flat below us lived a couple with a little boy about my
age, together with the grandfather on the mother’s side. I knew he
was a very frum man. He had a long beard. On Friday afternoons I
was always intrigued, I’d go round the side of this big house, where
there was a conservatory, he always sat there then. I was fascinated
and curious, he smoked an enormous tube like a caterpillar! [ not
only played with this little boy called David but looked zfter him.
His parents went out during the day. They always had a girl who
lived in to look after David, but it was really me who did, and he was
always in our flat under my mother’s watchful eye. But his mother
was very appreciative and one day she bought me a beautiful little
dolls-pram. This [ used faithfully, for it was the ideal size carriage to
wheel my kitten. And I trained it always to stay in the pram and be
taken out. The pram actually was so strong, that I passed it to my
little niece ten years later! There were their relatives living in
Sandringham Road, they were called Kaufman’s and had a household
shop. There was a little fat boy older than us that used to come and
play, but not very often. Once we thought my Kitten needed a bath!
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We filled a bucket of water and tried to put the kitten in. She
struggled and scratched us so much, I could not think why, we were so
kind as to want to bath her.

When we did not see the grandfather anymore, they moved to
Golders Green. One Sunday we made the journey being invited for
tea. It was all very well going there on such a long journey by train
and a little bus, but I did grumble at the terrible journey back. It was
freezing. It seemed we walked for miles across fields. And I know we
came back via Hampstead Underground. That was the end of that
saga. We never heard of them since.

Immediately after they left the flat was taken by a lady doctor
and her daughter. A picture of the two of them was given especially
to my mother. She became my mother’s best friend and vice versa.
On the back of this picture, which is now in my possession (my sister
had it in her collection) says — all in beautiful handwriting — To dear
Mrs. Israel and family from Liba Zarchi 10/3/29: Boruch
Derbaremdiker (son of the famous Levi Yitzhak of Berditcher) of whom
she was a descendant, and obviously proud enough to put his name
side by hers. It was told to me she had been Lenin’s doctor in
Switzerland. He was very ill, and she came to see him and brought
some cakes. She ate them, not he, although she said he must. But he
would not. He said he cculd not while his comrades were starving.
She was always talking in hushed whispers to my mother, to me it
seemed the whole time. I knew at a later age it was all secrets about
herself and her marriage.

She had certain ideals for doctors which she put to practice.
She did not believe in scaring people by wearing a white coat, or by
having anything medical in the surgery that made people nervous. All
her equipment was kept in the room next to the surgery. The waiting
room was the sitting room. In it there was a piano. My mother knew
when Dr. Zachi was sad. She then played the piano. She had records.
And both she and my mother would listen, and of course I sat in too.
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And the favourite of hers. And I write this phonetically as I recall
from less than six years of age: ‘Hyder troiker, nyipie yolker'. I do
still remember the music. They played it so often. At surgery times
she always called me to come down with my kittens, [ always had
kittens. “It takes people’s minds off their illness.” So I willingly
played with my kittens under the large centre table very very often.

One morning in the winter. It was so cold and foggy but my
mother had to go out, she left me with Dr. Zarchi. [ took down my
doll. I was playing happily on the couch. When quite suddenly she
said “your mother is not back and I must go now.” So she locked me
in the room I was in. It was the surgery, there was this comfortable
couch by the wall facing a colourless fogstew covering the window
and on the right was her desk with the telephone on it. I played with
my doll on this couch not being bothered by anything, for what
seemed ages. 1t got darker and darker with fog. I suddenly felt quite
alone. Suddenly the telephone bell rang, at the same time there was a
fire-engine bell. The telephone bell would not stop. I just huddled in
a corner of the couch crying until she came back again. R.S.P.C.C.
please note!

During the winter I was off school. It was freezing cold outside,
and very foggy, and together with the fact that the chilblains on my
handywere so bad I could hardly move them. I can see my mother
saying when she brought the nurse in to look at them “‘so kind, so
kind, Dr. Zarchi so ill and yet she sends her nurse for you.” Dr.
Zarchi did not recover from her illness, and I know she died two days
after this. It was a weekday and it was quite foggy. I was yet not at
school but in bed ‘with my chilblains’, I could hear so many voices.

I ran in my nightdress to look through the window, and there were so
very many people all standing around. It all looked eerie, and 1 was
so agitated, I could not make out what was happening. 1 walked
backward from the window, I tripped backwards and fell in the
fireplace, the fire was lit, with only a little guard around it. I had the
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most terrible shock. And when my mother came back, she would not
listen to me she was so upset of the passing of her wonderful friend.

Sometimes on a shabbat afternoon I would be taken with my
mother to visit an old lady called Mrs. Heitner. She lived a few large
houses past ours. This would be just around susnset. Apart from
going into the garden to see the lovely roses, I dreaded these visits.
Inside the room where we sat there was a large stuffed fish in a glass
case fixed to the wall, which I used to sit looking at, and listening to
the clock ticking, while my mother kept the lady company. On a
few occasions we’d visit a friend of my sister’s step-mother. A Mrs.
Jospie. We walked a long way so it seemed. She was a very kind lady
always giving me things to eat. It was a large house with a garden,
thoroughly run wild with blue irises, ““flags™ as they were called then.
Here too I was bored to tears.

My Mother atways loved to tell all sorts of Bible stories and
fables. I well record she used to say ‘The Meshiach’ would come
on a white horse on a Friday morning. I remember not being at
school, but staring out of the window for the Meshiach, a white
robed, long bearded man on a white horse! And I had to be very
good for him to come!



CHAPTER 6

I don’t remember too much about Sigdon Road School. In the
Infants School, one of my teachers was called Miss Goldstein, who
was terribly strict, I was afraid of her. In the junior school I was in
the class of a Mrs. Elliot, whom I moved ‘up with’. She wore her hair
in a plaited bun at the back of her head, was also strict but a good
teacher. At the end of the monthly Friday tests she gave a jar of
honey to the girl who came top, to encourage her. | was a very proud
recipient on a few occasions. I was very good at arithmetic, but later,
could not do algebra. We had inspectors often and were tcld ‘when
they ask questions, and you are not sure of the answer put your hand
up just the same, at least show you’re intelligent’. One occasion one
of the inspectors asked ““and where are the two great universities”.
No one but me put up their hand. And 1 was actually right, feeling
nervously breathless, I shouted out “Oxford and Cambridge”. I felt
so terribly proud that afternoon. We were made to work hard at
school.

The first ‘open-day’ springs quickly to mind. All the mothers
came after lunch and sat in the hall. They were served with milk with
tea and lemon with tea, it was a Jewish school! Unfortunately I was
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given a partner of a little boy (I had only just started school) who
had ginger hair. His parents had a sweet shop in Sandringham Road.
He kept bringing me sweets. But I hated the colour of his hair. There
was another little boy who started school the same time as me. He
was so nice to look at, and whenever we met with our mothers he’d
raise his cap. How I wanted this boy to be my partner! We had to
stand next to our partner, mime and sing.

“Bye bye baby bunting, Father’s gone a hunting, Mother’s
gone a milking, Brother’s gone to buy a shawl to wrap dear baby
bunting in, Bye baby. bye baby bye baby bye.”

The next year in the next class, already at six years, everyone
sang “The owl and the pussy cat went to sea”, and I loved every
rehearsal of the song. I actually saw the song in action every time we
sang it.

The following year. I had to wear a yellow dress and sing.

“Once I saw a fairy on a golden frill,

Swinging, swinging, swinging on a daffodil.

As the March winds rocked her, Gaily tc and fro,
All the daffodilies curtsied in a row!”’

I also swung my arms as daintily as possible at the same time, and
took it all very seriously. Then we had to recite a poem together
about a blackbird on Blackberry Hill. It became my favourite poem.
As “All things bright and beautiful” became my favourite hymn.

I met a young man after fifteen years of the Amhurst/Sigdon
Road early days, and he said to me “I don’t know your name, but
aren’t you the little plump girl who loved to dance up and down
your front steps?”’

We were encouraged to belong to the RSPCA Club. For a
farthing a month, collected on Fridays. we received an animal-friend
magazine and we adhered to not going to the circus. The only
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performance I'd ever seen with animals, was when we lived in Lyme
Grove and one Saturday evening my father took me to a show,
suitable for children, but all I remember was a puppy being covered
with a blanket and an ambulance coming on stage, and the puppy lay
covered and was carried into it! This all took place in some theatre
near the Hackney baths.

One day on a winter’s late afternoon, a girl told friends that near
the entrance from the other side of the school, sometimes you could
hear music. So we all decided to explore. And sure enough there
were people entertaining on the road and pavement with an organ.
One of the entertainers just turned the handle like the old mangle
and out poured the music! Being dark and cold, seemed to add
something to the atmosphere!

Our class helped to support ‘a bed’ at the Hackney Hospital. [
was one of nine children who were taken to ‘visit’ the bed’s inmate.
We quite enjoyed the outing and then we made our contribution
further by collecting coppers.

At three I had to learn the ‘Shema’ from my mother. One night
during the time I was saying it, due to no fault of my own, my sister
made me laugh. My mother said ““if you laugh when you say the
‘Shema’ you’ll have bad dreams.”” Well that night I had a most terrible
nightmare, as vivid now as then. I'd often been to the Hackney baths
to watch my sister swimming. There the swimming pool had all
coloured tiles at the bottom. I dreamt of it, and the water was full of
snakes and firemen. I awoke screaming and yet I went on dreaming.
My mother and father tried to calm me, but I know I went on
dreaming. To this day, unconsciously I only like to ‘paddle’ or dip in
clear water.
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CHAPTER 7

I did go to ‘cheder’ when I was seven, and we had just moved to
the north end of Amhurst Road. I think there was a prize to the
child who brought the most new pupils from time to time. So we
were all roped in a group to start. We brought sixpence as our weekly
fee on Sunday mornings and also went on Tuesdays and Thursdays.
We did not come home from school but cut round the back streets,
having money for sweets on the way. They were very strict in
Shacklewell Lane. But we all went. It was all or none. On the way
home we would buy roasted chestnuts and a hot potato with its skin
on flavoured liberally with vinegar for a halfpenny. All of a sudden a
kid comes over to our little group. He wanted to see what Wellington
Road Cheder was like and he’d been and it was much better. They
had lots more kids, more playing time, and they did not say “ow”
for the syllable but “oh’ and it was all much better. Shacklewell
Lane lost about ten pupils from then for a start and a lot followed
from time to time. On Sundays, Mondays and Wednesdays we went
to Wellington Road Cheder. We were all so happy. It was much
nearer to get home on the dark evenings. Lots and lots of Kids. Time
to play. All the little boys in the street were there, and one boy whose
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name was ‘Morrie’. He loved me, but [ hated him, as [ hated his name
Every time we’d turn the rope and sing “Rosy apple lemonade tart,
tell me the name of your sweetheart,” he’d deliberately stop during
the alphabet at S. And I just hated it.

One day I had difficulties learning the Shema. The headmaster
Mr. Schneiderman sent Nachum Sarna into the shool with me to
teach it to me. He was so nasty and the more he teased me the less |
could learn it. He was younger than I but he was one of the clever
ones who would have to show others how. He had two sisters older
than himself, and the younger one Ruth was a very nice girl and in
the top class. We were told she was learning to read like the boys
without seeing the vowels. My mother always pointed her out as an
example. My mother was very friendly with Sama’s. Nachum was
more than two years my junior. Once my mother took me to their
home when I was about six. His mother had a tin of pink wafer
biscuits and gave me one, but I wanted to go home.

For about a year before I left to go to Leytonstone until I
actually left, my new teacher was a wonderful person and teacher,
and if I liked someone and I was not afraid of them I could do
everything. I came on so well. She was very pleased with me. She
certainly had a marvellous teaching method. I was in her class for
over a year. I never met her again until I visited the Evelyn de
Rothschild school in Jerusalem twenty-seven years later. [ saw a
woman coming up the stairs while we were being shown around the
school. I just said “Are you Miss Shonberg?”” and she said “yes!”” Of
course she could not remember me! Those were my cheder days.
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CHAPTER 8

During our stay in the first flat in Amhurst Road, a cousin of
my father called Annie, and her husband, came over from Rio de
Janeiro for a holiday. They came to London again the next year.

On each visit they brought the most fantastic presents. They were
jewellers and brought my sister an emerald diamond brooch. Also

a row of huge amber beads for her. For me a row of coloured mosaic___
beads which I still treasure. Then she brought stacks of cotton dresses
in all colours for my sister and myself. She had no children of her
own and we were the nearest she had. She was very fond of my sister
and told her she would be the sole recipient of her will. Something must
have happened somc time later, because quite suddenly we lost contact. 1 -
began to wear all these lovely dresses for school, until one day the
headmistress sent a letter to my mother protesting at my short dresses!

Another visitor from America was another cousin, a second
cousin of my father. He, ‘Hanuch’ or ‘Henry’ as he now called
himself, was left quite alone when his surviving parent died in the
same town as my grandmother. My mother’s first instinct was to take
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him and look after him. She did this for a very long time, until after
the war when he went to America. He loved my sister when he was

a little boy with them, and always said he was going to marry her.
The state of shock in our home when a cable came to say “come to
Paris”. And it was decided my brother and my sister who was then
barely seventeen years of age, must see him and that was the first
time they went back to the continent, and only as a must, until after
the Second World War. He gave them u fantastic holiday in Paris for
two weeks. They came back with wonderful presents for me and a
huge hand-sketched book of pictures of Paris. They were full of Paris.
One afternoon quite out of the blue, I was sitting on the stairs which
ran up from Dr. Zarchi’s flat to ours, a man dashed up the stairs
shouting “Janie” and went to knock on the doctor’s doors. My
mother upstairs heard instantly, ran down and I can see them now
hugging, kissing and crying. But of course, he came for my sister. His
trunk, a real trunk, was full up with clothes from Paris, including two
identical suits, one for my sister and one for himself. Both had plus-
fours. He brought two beautiful shawls — one black and one white
with fantastic needlework. Also three beautiful umbrellas, one for
mother, sister and self. Mine was red. He had sent on a hand painted
raised tea service for twelve for my mother. He stayed with us for
some six weeks. He took my sister everywhere. Both had pictures
wearing the same suits, plus many others. All pictures were destroyed
and no one liked to bring up the subject. If my sister were alive now
I would not mention it.

There was that sunny afternoon when they took me to the
Hackney Downs for a little walk. We sat in a quiet spot und he said
he wanted to put his head on my sister’s knees for a rest. She was
quite frantic but did not like to say ““no”. As soon as he closed his
eyes she whispered to me, “Go home and bring a cushion quick”.
I was six years old. I ran back, got a cushion and ran to them. He
must have fallen asleep and she carefully put his head onto the
cushion off her lap.



She could not marry him even if he were so rich and lived in
America. She did not love him. He went back to the ship. Everything
he’d worked for had crashed. He cabled from the ship. *“You must
marry me”. My sister did not answer, and she did not hear from him
since.

We had yet another visitor from Zhetel who did business in
South Africa and he visited us time and again. The last time he came
1 was already ten years of age. He stayed with us as always. My
mother took me shopping with her when together they would go to
Commercial Road or near there, where my mother’s corsetier made
and sold the like, to buy corsets and brazzieres for his wife!

I was always fascinated at the care he gave his beard and I liked
to watch him attend to it in the mornings. It was quite small and
thick and black. He’d comb it with three different combs until it was
in perfect style. I remember his name, Mr. Sokolofsy. And one day
he wanted to take me to Regent’s Park Zoo. He could hardly speak
English and it was most embarrassing. He charged across the main
roads, a woman rushed after him shouting ‘““you don’t cross roads
like that.” And altogether I felt very unhappy. At the zoo he pushed
to the front of the cages, spent time staring and staring at the animals
as though he’d never seen one in his life. Was I glad to get home,
hours later, with a most terrible headache, deadly ill: I’d not spent a
penny for ten hours. I was too shy to ask to go to the toilet.

The warm July Sunday afternoon that I had my sixth birthday
party, my sister set a beautiful table in the huge garden, and every-
thing was perfect. Including my pale lilac dress the dressmaker made
for me specially. The skirt had squares of the same material over it,
joining at points in the middle of the skirt, by clusters of tiny flowers.
The two fat sisters who were a good bit older than I arrived very early
for the party. They lived quite near and their parents were “lantzleit”.
But when I saw them I burst into tears. They had come tc my party
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with dresses that I did not want them to wear as they did not look
quite clean enough and this would spoil the looks of my party. When
I saw them [ was upset and cried so much at the way they looked
they had to go home to change and they came back again with
different dresses.

Other memories? The Yom-Kippur we were all in Richmond
Road school when suddenly an airship could be heard. The school
almost emptied. I looked up all the time and remember seeing R101
written on it. And thinking of Yom-tovim, how wonderfully exciting
Pesach was. My favourite Yom-tov. The house always then had that
“just moved in” feeling. My mother used to stay up all night, doing
many of the chores for Pesach, and she always varnished the kitchen
chairs herself. I can’t think of the Sidarim as serious. They were
indeed something we looked forward to, and until, thz only other
family we had, (my aunt, uncle and four cousins) moved to Brighton
we always spent the two Sedarim together. The first seder night in
our home, and the second seder night in theirs. The drink was always
home-made. ‘Mead’ it was called. My uncle and aunt had huge barrels
of it in their dark cellar beneath 99 Shrubland Road. My father
always made ours. Huge boxes of grapes would arrive packed, it
seemed to me then in very thick saw-dust.

My mother loved the scent of wallflowers, and always bought
some ‘“‘for the seder!” Everything, just everything was changed for
the ‘Pesach Performance’. My mother was always proud to say she
was up half the night working, and then she had to varnish over the
kitchen chairs. All was ‘Glat Kosher!’
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CHAPTER 9

When I was seven we moved still further up Amhurst Road, the
N.16 end, where we had half of another large house. Here we had an
even larger drawing room with beautiful furniture. Someone had
moved out of a very large house in Amhurst Road and my mother
fancied the drawing-room suite and the huge chandelier that were for
sale. The suite was a dainty one. Being silk with tiny roses, and the
round shaped back was framed in lovely carved dark wood. (I
remember it distinctly because my sister had it for some years when
she married and everyone used to comment on it.) This was the house
where her future husband and his family were entertained when they
came to Lendon. And later where my brother’s future wife and
family were also entertained. My sister’s engagement party and my
parents’ silver wedding celebrations — both together — also took
place in this lovely room. My brother’s engagement party took place
at iny sister-in-law’s parents’ home.

I continued to go to Sigdon Road although we now lived much
further up Amhurst Road. Most of the children from this side of
Ambhurst Road attended Bethune Road School but I carried on at the



Jewish school. Each morning and afternoon I would meet up with
more and more children who lived nearer and by the end of Amhurst
Road and Sandringham Road there was by then a huge contingent.
One girl friend who lived very near, Gertie Hartman and her younger
sister Zeta whose father had a factory, a chauffeur and a big car, and
on many many occasions, he would stop, picking up us children
walking all the way. I sometimes would be called into their home.
The parents came from Hungary. There were two brothers, and some
sisters. All very much older, in tact they were adults. They were
always nice. I used to think they were very smart, they wore red nail
varnish and had long beautifully shaped nails. Mrs. Hartman used to
say that Gertie and I looked alike. We had similar colouring, both
plump, but most of all we both had red plump cheeks. When I moved
away we did not see each other until by chance we met on a trolley
bus near Clapton one Sunday after my Sunday morning’s work. Her
family now lived in Clapton. She made me get off the bus with her
and come to her house which I did. They again lived in a big house.
She was so happy to see me she wanted to take me to all these
marvellous clubs she went to. She later came to my house, how
happy I was to find the girl who sat with me in school, who talked so
much in class, the girl who changed a little non-talkative girl into a
chatterer like herself. At school she was so clever and I always came
after her, but we sat together for all our lessors and it was always
that pot of honey that she won more than anyone else in Mrs. Elliot’s
class. It was together that we went into assembly for the two minute
silence on 11th November. The first time, in the school hall we all
sat cross legged while our headmistress told us about the war and
what war was, and why we all had bought poppies.

When my mother met her at our home again, we were both now
getting on for seventeen, and although as a child my mother always
thought she was a good friend (I only had to have friends that my
mother labelled as ‘suitable’ — the Torah says, she used to say, ‘have
friends better than yourself”), this time said ‘I must make any excuse
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not to go with her” and here I found my good friend! A friend to go
out with and go to clubs! At last the real thing! But no! Because she
wore make-up! And if she wears make-up she’ll go out with boys,
and that certainly won’t be suitable. The nearest I’d get to make-up
then was a spot of vaseline to darken my eyebrows and to brush my
eyelashes, and a faint touch of it on my lips! To digress — ‘back
again!’

One had lots and lots of children to play with in Amhurst Road.
Those were the days of fairy-cycles. There was one boy who had a
much younger brother, lived two doors away. And the girl next door
Jinni Jacobs who had a three wheeler, and the four of us used to go
miles taking turns in the following fashion, and calling our trips
‘twisty turnings’. One sat on the saddle, one stood with each foot on
the ridge across the back of the bike, one sitting across the handlebar,
and usually Henry Pearlberg ‘cos he was the eldest’ (nine years at’
the time!) running and pushing us all from the back. Once we
actually got as far as Clapton and the two boys left us with the bike
... and we did not know the way home.

The main thing was from as young as I can remember I was
organising concerts and shows with all the kids. Dancing and singing,
impersonating and telling riddles and jokes. After a concert in the
back garden, one mother called out to me, I could not have been
older than eight, “You should go on the stage”, and I shouted back
T might slip on a banana skin” and everyone laughed and laughed.

I wasn’t a bit shy when it came to going and doing my bit, and yet 1
was a very quiet shy child. One girl said to me once, “My mother
said you were a lovely little girl but you’ve got fat legs!”
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CHAPTER 10

In June 1931, I went into Bethnal Green Hospital to have my
tonsils removed. [ was so nervous that [ ran a temperature when it
came to the last moment. So they put me to bed instead, and I
remember I could not wake up. When I did, everyone was making a
lot of noise. Imagine my mother’s astonishment to find I still had my
tonsils and had to come back in a month. I went in July and had
them out on my ninth birthday, July the ninth.

This time I was very brave. There were about twelve little boys
and girls and we all sat in a ring in the ward, all wearing white long
nightdresses. Every now and again they’d call another child until it
was my turn. I walked holding aTiurse’s hand to the first room on
the left. We had to step up onto a high bed and by the side, horror of
horrors was a long box like a window box, this was full of sawdust
and draining into the sawdust was blood. I lay on this terrible bed |
wanted to scream. They held me down, put something on my face
and told me to count. I was suffocating I imagined, then there were
big stars and I was going round and round. I counted until seven and
knew no more until I awoke in bed and by the side of my pillow was
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a little enamel flat chin fit shape bowl I was told to spit in. I felt
terribly sick. I slept until the next morning, and except for a sore
throat, all us kids were up and playing on a big balcony outside the
ward.

My sister told me she had her tonsils removed at fourteen years
of age — but she had to go home straight after! And my brother was
sixteen years of age when his had to be taken out but when he got to the
hospital he was so scared he ran out and home! He never went back!

The other two times I remember hospitals, my mother could
"not believe I remembered them. There was a doll’s house, being held
down and made to swallow a bottle of medicine. My mother thought
1 swallowed a farthing. The next time I had a bad toothache. Our
dentist friend Mr. Epstein, lived in a house on the corner, and my
mother took me with my two dolls (that week, the after shabbat
presents from my father) to him. Nothing in the world could keep
me in the chair. So on the Monday morning my mother took me to
the dental hospital. I remember being in a room with lots of kids and
we all wore long mackintoshes. And all I could smell was a heavy
smell of the rubber material. I know I felt like suffocating with the
smell. Oh yes! there was the daily visits for a whole week to the
German hospital. During that cold winter of 1927 I had terrible
chilblains that broke, and they had to be attended to and rebandaged
cach day. My mother liked the German Hospital. She enjoyed trying
out her German with the nurses and liked me to think they were all
clever at this hospital. I did attend the clinic at Hackney for diptheria
iniections. I cried, and then in front of the syringe on the table was a
huge plate of sweets and you could choose one while the lady doctor
did 1he injection. Going home we’d go past a large linen store that
my mother always went through, and on one occasion she bought a
huge hairy dark green velvet top cover for the best table. It had all
little bobbles around the edges.



There were lots of games, toys, fancy children’s staticnery and
cardboard shops and post-offices containing the scales, little beans,
sweets in jars, tins etc. and costing no more than sixpence. And
usually from Woolworth’s. This would keep Miriam, my little friends
and myselt amused for hours. Then there were the exchange of the
fancy edged, coloured stationery with a patternina corner and small
envelopes with a wavy edge on the gum flap. With the stamps from
our little post-offices we’d post them and receive them and the happy
winter evenings could be occupied to the full. And what about the
cardboard shoe boxes? They were made into dolls-houses. Using
matchboxes for furniture. Little pieces of materials for the carpets
and curtains, or fancy crepe paper with the help of the jars of white
paste to glue it all in place.

As early as [ can ever recall; in my sleep, I'd put out my hand
and I always, every morning, found a penny in it. My father never
left without my penny. I must have been very sleepy at one time and
my hand was not there. Then I heard him say to my mother ‘‘vos is
der mere, ver is de handteleh!”. I always have dreamt. My favourite
dream, and I would have continual dreams of the same things, were
of the paintboxes and little handbags that I loved to think about. Day
dreaming was also a habit that took long to depart. I used to day
dream especially after reading stories I liked. Before falling asleep
was usually the time. After reading the story of the ten little nigger
boys being taken to the seaside by their black mamma, coming home
very tired but happy, I’d look at the ceiling and think I could see
their faces in the shapes of the outlines due to the whitewash paint
line markings. Then the favourite story of a little girl who played
with a black cat, who because she was so kind to it, broke the spell
and the cat turned into a prince. Ever after, I was even kinder to
black cats, just in case. I read at an early age, and enjoyed Hans
Anderson, and would read the stories over and over again. Each time
I could pretend to myself I'd never read them before.

43



I loved playing outside, and would dash out, sometimes in the
middle of eating my favourite menu of chips, salads, huge ones with lots
of lettuce and tomatoes — and plenty of 0.k. sauce. Then peaches to
come. But the love of playing outside was so great my mother always
made two lots. So that if a friend would be with me I’d finish my meal.
And the food I was not fond of, my mother fed me, and it was the same
story about a pot that didn’t have a lid and in the end they managed to
find a wooden one. So it was called ‘the pot with the wooden lid’. I still
have a lid from my mother’s old kitchen saucepan. It’s chipped and it’s
red. I also still have my little enamel white plate with navy colour
edge. It’s chipped and not very white any longer. But I keep it,I am a
setrtimentalist and a romantic. I always see the trees but never the
wood. I still find it hard to take off my rose coloured glasses!

My sister took me to my first cinema ‘pictures’. I was almost
eight. I could not imagine how it happened. To me sitting there it
seemed as though it were raining the whole film through! All those
continual lines running down the old films.

My mother liked to tell little parables, everything she would say
had a meaning. And one day she told me about a king whose king-
dom was saltless and everyone would die, as you can’t live without
salt. Salt became the most precious thing, the most wonderful thing
in the land, and the most important . . . salt had to be found. My
father asked me ‘‘and how much do you love me?”” continually. That
night when he asked me I answered “‘as much as salt!”” He was so
shocked. Then I heard my mother tell him the little parable she had
told me, only this time it was in Yiddish!

That was a story I remembered as an infant, but in her later life
a saying she often quoted as her example of missing any living thing,
“Even a cat you miss!”” ““A shtane zol zine alane” (A stone should be
alone!).
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CHAPTER 11

After we went to live ‘by the forest’, my sister decided she
would like to bring some poor children f.om the East End for an
outing to our home starting very early Sunday morning. Let me
begin at the beginning of how this came about. When my sister was
just seventeen she belonged to a fairly religious group and a volunteer
was asked to help at a social centre in Buxton Street. She went along
and for the next four years she was involved completely, except for
her singing and dress designing. How I remember all the designs and
cuttings on the table, and her beading these beautiful dresses, they
were absolute dreams. A pale green (her favourite colour) chiffon
dress. From the elbow to the wrist loose and full of slits with a band
round, like a lantern or like the paper dressing on lamb portions. This
was completely beaded in pale green and white. Also the dress she
made of white chiffon with red roses printed on the material with
small continued layers of frills from waist to almost her ankles. Some
of the dresses were higher in the front and dropped at the back. All
her dresses were her own work completely from designing to the
ready garment. She already met her future, she hoped husband, and
wanted to impress him in every way. Then the beautiful silk
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crocheted jumpers that everyone wanted, and how sad she was when
her ‘future’ would not allow her to wear them as you could see your
undergarment or skin through the openwork. But it was the green
dress she sat beading night after day that was to be ready for her
seventeenth birthday party. Girls only, with two exceptions. My
brother and Raphael. The boy who taught her English.

Now to get back to Buxton Street. She came home, I can still
hear her telling my mother how poor the children were and what
could she do about it. After that they decided she visit them. More
whisperings. The appalling conditions how they lived, in cellars
(probably basements) and they did not have money for candles to
say the prayer over for shabbat, a great concern to my sister. She said
they also had little clothing. So off my mother went collecting
clothes, emptying all my wardrobe, I think I ended up wearing my
school tunic most of the time. I had to think of children who had
nothing. My sister each week would buy boxes of candles and
Thursday nights after night school, went round giving the candles out
for Friday evening. Then came work at the centre. This first took
place during winter on Saturday nights. As soon as shabbat was out
we made our way to a big sweet shop and each week she bought
boxes of Sharpes Eaton toffees from her own wages, and she earned
very little as she was still learning, and we would arrive early going
upstairs and sometimes having a meal in the little flat above. The
Reverend Halpern, ‘Joey’ and his girl friend who also ‘did’ the
centre. During the time we were upstairs we could hear the voices
and the shouting from outside. Children impatiently waiting to be let
in. As soon as the doors were open they ran inside and swarmed
around my sister calling herself by my father’s first name ‘Israel’, and
the youngsters would call “Miss Israel” all the time. Never by her
first name. They called these evenings ‘“The Happy Evenings”. On
some occasions parents and friends would come and she would give a
concert of English, Yiddish (which she knew fluently of course),
Hebrew and German songs. My sister Malkeh had such a beautiful
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voice and had regular lessons. Every shabbat afternoon she loved to
sing through all her songs, and I would be beside her the whole time.
It was not unusual for someone to knock at the front door to find
out where this lovely voice was coming from, and to whom it
belonged. After going through her repertoire which always included
Schubert’s ‘Serenade’ ‘Like a golden dream’ or her favourite ‘You are
my heart’s delight’, she’d sing a few songs she liked from the current
films, e.g., Bebe Daniels:

“I’m a dreamer, aren’t we all,

Just a dreamer how I'd fall,

Every night it seems to me, a lover comes to call,

He’s good looking, strong and tall,

He’s alover how I’d fall . . .”’ Songs from Maid of the
Mountain or, ‘If I had a talking picture of you, I’d run it every
time I felt blue, I’d put it in a room, in a cosy little room . . .’ and
then it would be the community folk songs that I’d be able to join
m.

She also went on studying her Hebrew steadily until she was
seventeen with the Rev, Louis Rabbinowitz at Devonshire Road
classes. Malkeh was always a sweetly ambitious person, with ideals
and dreams she always wanted to attain.

At concerts, I used to sit and feel so proud at everyone calling
for more and more songs and clapping her. The first time I went to a
concert she told me afterwards that the whole time she sang I had my
mouth completely open and how silly I looked. I've never sat with
my mouth open since, and even whea I have a cold, it’s sheer misery
to keep my mouth open to breathe!

Also coming from the story of the ‘outings’. Before these took
place a girl was ill and had to have a holiday and she was brought to
be looked after in our house for a week. She was so sad to go back.
The poor girl died some time later. However following that good
deed, the outings sprung.
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During the early spring, just after we moved ‘near the forest’
Malkeh would go to Buxton Street to pick up her helpers plus,
supposed to be, twelve children. But there were never less than
twenty four. The parents had trouble at home, if you took one child
they all cried to go.

They would jump off the trolley bus, just beginning to be
naughty. They were given light refreshments at home and ready for a
few hours of walking and playing games in the forest, still trying to
be good until it was time to come home, and there would be prepared
an enormous meal which my mother made and with the help of two
‘prefects’ all would go well until the fighting would break out. Then
it was the time to try to get them together to take them to the
appointed place to be met etc. This went on for six Sundays. Until it
had to stop.

Our home was above one of the two furniture shops with the
factory at the back. Two boys disappeared and when they were
found they had been hiding, they had been fighting, and did so much
damage that these outings were completely out. My sister ‘did’
Buxton Street right until the last Sunday she left London to get
married in Manchester. All the children cried and they gave her a
little ornament they had all saved up for, and which she treasured,
and they were not shy to say they collected sixpence from perhaps
200 children to buy it with.

My sister had this angelic side to her character, and spent her
life doing what she could for the poor;a friend of hers met me in
London years later and when she was told I was my sister’s sister:
“Oh! what an angelic person she was, and how could such an angelic
person be such a sport? Your sister would be up early at summer
school and beat everyone at tennis, marvellous swimmer and a good
rider.” Those pictures of my sister Malkeh in riding outfit on a horse
or on the beach in a bathing costume had to be destroyed. Her
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husband-to-be did not approve of his girl friend serious, wearing
anything but her dress as her main garment. And to think of all those
horse riding lessons she had, so that when she’d meet him the next
year she could ride with him, his favourite sport. He had found real
tavour in her eyes. ‘The black tulip’ was her favourite flower. He’d
had one pressed and sent to her in a glass fitted case. He'd sent her
newspaper cuttings of himself on University Rag Day, for he’d been
up to some prank, which he loved to get up to always. So he became
her hero.
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CHAPTER 12

Excitement was very potent for me at the arrival of my sister’s
wedding. I did not see then how sad I would be, and when she and
my brother-in-law Yank came to London after their holiday honey-
moon, I could not say goodbye, I felt everything so deeply. When
Malkeh was home and if I had no one to be out playing with I"d plant
some onions or beans in boxes in the garden-cum-yard and she’d
write almost all day her letter to her husband-to-be (as she would
say) on a little table my father made specially for use outside. 1
would be completely content and never longed to be even at the
seaside.

However September the third, 1933 arrived. And we had spent
a lovely weekend in Manchester already. My dress was perfect after
many fittings. White satin with a bottle green velvet sash, shoes and a
headband of the same green velvet with large leaves and flowers on
the band. I carried a basket of sweet peas, and the pageboy had a
walking stick with sweet peas wound around and around. He was
three. I was just eleven.

The wedding was in all the northern papers. Wedding of the



year’. Seven hundred guests. There were so many relatives and friends
trom London. Everyone coming up in the reserved compartments on
the Sunday excursion train. London to Manchester for ten shillings
return. It was supposed to take four and a half hours but took never
less than six. However for those who did not come for the weekend
celebrations, or by car, the chupah was made fairly late in the after-
noon. | remember so vividly that as all the guests arrived, not only
‘theirs’ or our families from the south, there were lots of family and
friends from further north also. It was such a hot day and everyone
sat on deckchairs in the huge Levy garden in Hanover Square. Bury
New Road was packed with people around the synagogue. The
wedding dinner and party was at the Cheetham Assembly Rooms. To
me it seemed like a palace, and I sat with Miss Ogden, she being a
lovely lady my sister had met on a train. She came to my wedding
years later. Miss Ogden used to send me sweet darling poems of
happiness especially for me. Even after the wedding was over, there
was a late party for all the guests who had late trains or who were
staying overnight. It was here I remember Malkeh and Yank waving
goodbye while all the guests stocd around the front door. They were
going to Buxton, and the next week down south, coming back
through London, to stay a while before saying ‘“goodbye” again.
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CHAPTER 13

When we first came to Leytonstone there wasn’t a shool. A
family with a large front room kept a Sefer Torah, and sometimes
there would be only three men turning up on Shabbat morning. 1
used to hear my father telling my mother this. But after about a year
or so the shool became a shool in an empty large double fronted
liouse. There was a rabbi, who I know was a very brilliant man. But
unfortunately too humble a man. And my parents always used to say
how everyone had a tale about him. I know as he would come to
confide to my mother all his troubles. Not only did he have trouble
from the congregation, but life was always hard for him.

To me ‘sex’ meant when you {ill in a form you put either male
or female. As to any encounters with the opposite sex from
Leytonstone days and onward? An occasional visit from a male
cousin in my sister-in-law’s family. When I was nine there was a
wedding in my brother-in-law’s sister’s new family. Some of the
relations seemed to me posh relatives living in Brixton. Their
daughter got married and the celebrations afterwards were very
special. I know it took place in a hall somewhere near the River. One
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boy cousin of theirs was so kind to me, he was about eleven I should
think, and kept bringing me food. And then at my sister’s wedding,
after the party when all the guests were going home, [ was standing
at the back, and such a handsome boy of about thirteen came over
and gave me his hand to say “goodbye”. I was so overcome by this
action [ ran away. [ did meet him a few times when [ was fourteen
and fifteen and he was always terribly nice and polite and always
said “how are you?”

The only boy I really talked to in Leytonstone wasn’t Jewish,
so that did not do me much good!

My brother and sister-in-law Jack and Bessie moved to a house
where there was a large garden with a lovely cherry tree which gave
forth most luscious cherries. For two summers we’d get through the
cherries in about three days. We often wondered what happened to
the birds?

This house had a conservatory built around the two sides of the
house. It was really very nice to look at. There was a fountain and
rockery built up quite high with plants here and there, and in the
front was a narrow built-in stream, all very attractive. My mother
always insisted on the freshest fish, looked behind the eyes to see
that the blood was fresh red. My father liked haimisheh fish. One
afternoon, when it was delivered to my sister-in-law’s, she opened it
immediately to make sure it was fresh. Fresh? It was alive and
moving . .. she gave one howl and threw it together with the
wrapping papers into the stream. I don’t know what happened after
that but there was never haimisheh fish in our house again. Going
back to this boy. He lived just next door to them. His mother taught
singing and he played the violin in his school orchestra, and in the
summer around five he used to throw tiny pebbles from his garden
to fall on the glass roof of the conservatory. If I would be there I'd
come out. And we’d talk for hours over the garden wall. Not being

53



Jewish that’s as far as I could get! His name was George Lally.

It was in this flat that Bessie was expecting Brian (who is just
one year and ten months younger than Michael). Bessie was going to
the same nursing home as she had Michael. A Mrs. Levy’s home in
the East End. On November the 2nd in the morning a piece of
ceiling fell in the living room. So while this was going to be
attended to in the afternoon, a good thought, Bessie would take me
to the pictures . . . Brian was expected any time. We were in the
middle of watching Claudette Colbert, Ronald Coleman, in ‘Under
Two Flats® at the Rialto, when suddenly gosh, her ‘water broke’ . . .
Brian arrived the following daybreak. We stayed in ‘Woodriffe Road’
until Bessie returned. Coming there for lunch from school, there was
Michael, with his fawn furry buttonup slippers, fawn dressing-gown
sitting on the pot in the bedroom. Crying, and crying. He would not
get off the pot, he would not get dressed. All he wanted was his
“Mummy™.

When Bessie finally came home, she rested in bed. The two
grandmothers decided they would bath the new baby. They were so
expert! Bessie’s mother, who couldn’t bath a baby, and my mother,
who thought she could do everything. The bath was on two chairs,
and the bath-towel hanging over one ready to receive the baby, when
they went to put the baby in the bath one end of the towel had
caught under one leg of a chair as accidentally a foot went on it, the
towel pulled the chair . . . Over went the bath and the water, and a
naked baby was held in mid-air!

By the next November, Jack had bought the house in Leyspring
Road. My sister had to come to London again for Marjorie Landau
to deliver the second baby. It had to be in a nursing home in Clacton,
as the doctor attended there. So my sister Malkeh came and stayed
with us in London. After kiddush on Friday 26th November my
sister complained of pains and suddenly felt she had to get to the



nursing-home right away. When my father and brother went to the
front door there was thick fog. It was a terrible experience just
looking through fog, at fog. They left. My brother drove the car. My
sister half-sitting at the back. My father walked all the way from
Leyspring Road to the nursing home. Everything was covered by this
fog. My father literally walked in front of the car to get Malkeh to
the nursing home ‘on time’. Malkeh never forgot that trip, she said
she was afraid to breathe as she knew the baby was coming. He was
born immediately on arrival. And when my sister’s eldest was born at
the London Clinic, we were staying somewher near Victoria Park, so
that if it happened it would be quicker to get there, than from
Leytonstone. That Shabbat morning, my mother and sister went off
in a taxi. But my mother walked all the way back trom Marylebone
Road to where we were staying. My parents’ mission in life seemed to
be looking after their children and doing good deeds.
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CHAPTER 14

On occasions when I was in North-West London? My aunt and
family returned to London to Dollis Hill — my cousin Miriam was
having a marvellous time at synagogue clubs. It was her fifteenth
birthday and she was having a fantastic party on the Saturday night.
I came for the weekend. Went to shool with my aunt, and how proud
1 was when Rabbi Swift thought I was my cousin Miriam — who I
thought to be a beauty! He made my day, in fact he made my night.
I thought I must try and look like Miriam. My elder cousin Millie did
my hair. I had a new dress. Millie had a delicate pair of bird’s wings
in pearl shell she clipped into my hair (then gave it to me!). And . . .
1 daringly wore lipstick, I had to, otherwise I’d be the only one who
would not be wearing lipstick. I think I was more excited wearing
lipstick than the thought of the party. To think there were going to
be boys, and they were so grown up. Miriam said “They must all be
around nineteen to be invited.” Nineteen almost meant to me I have
to do as I am told, after all my mother says “Listen to your elders!”

After all the food, there were games. I did not approve of the
girls sitting on the boys’ laps, but 1 did approve of being kissed five
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