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My dearest children and grandchildren:
My name is Nadiegda which means hope.  My siblings called me Nina I was born on November 14 1939

Auntie Gali was interviewed by the Holocaust Museum, Yad Vashem, about our experiences during World War II, but since Kaylee, Maya and Alayna do not understand Hebrew, and Tal & Tomer have an excellent English, I decided to write to you and tell you about Gali’s story because I was too young to remember my own experiences at that time in English, so you all will know your heritage from my side of your family, and I am adding my memories from the time I do remember.
I was born in Odessa, Ukraine in Russia. Now, Odessa is in the Ukraine, but the city was a part of the Soviet Union at the time. My mom says that I was born in Lvov, which makes sense.
I was a girl that had everything. My mother, Hanna Cotman (her maiden name was Kenner), was a physician. I had a very loving father, Abram Naumowitch Cotman that was a professor. I was the youngest of four children; my sister Bina is the oldest, born in 1933, Auntie Gali was born in 1935, Uncle Zeev was born in 1937, and I in 1939.
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   My mom & dad 

Our family lived in a beautiful house; you could say that we were rich. My father was a much respected man in Odessa, in both the hospital he worked at and in the university he taught at, we were supposed to have a great future. Who knows what I or my siblings could become if the war would not have broken out?
I had grandparents from both sides of my family. My mother had four brothers named Motia, Griasha, Boria and Lova. My grandmother’s name was Haya Kenner and my grandfather’s, Raphael Kenner. I will tell you later in the story about my father’s family.
We children had no idea that we were Jewish; all we knew was that we are Russian, although my parents had a great Jewish heritage. My mother studied Yiddish at school and my father was a Zionist.
My grandfather was a very intelligent person; he was a wood dealer and spoke many languages. Many of Jewish authors and poets came to the house like author Echad Haam, official poet of Israel Chaim Nachman Bialick, and more. All my uncles spoke Hebrew and became agronomists. My mother became a physician. They lived in a place called Kriboya Ozira, not far from Odessa.
My grandmother was a very beautiful, tall woman, intelligent and smart.
In the year 1917, the Communist revolution began, but even before that there had been pogroms. Many Jewish people were tortured and murdered by the Ukrainians in Russia. There was a time that food was very scarce and my family moved to a place called Piervomiske. My grandfather and his sons worked as farmers in a Kolkhoz and provided some food for the family.
In 1939 when the winds of war started blowing and the Germans attacked Poland, my father was sent to a city by the name of Lvov (or Lemberg in Polish) in Poland, which then became Russian. Now, Lvov belongs to the Ukraine.  He was sent there to be in charge of building field hospitals. We all went there with him because my mother loved him so much that she refused to stay without him in Odessa. Together with us came our nanny, Katia. My mother’s youngest brother, Boria, also came with us; at that time, they stopped accepting Jews to universities in Russia, but because of my father he was accepted to study in Lvov.
We lived there in a big, beautiful apartment; my father had a car with a chauffer. Life was good. 
At that time, Jewish people started to run away from Nazi Germany and lots of them came to Lvov. My father helped many of them by hiding them in the hospital as sick people. He hid them in the hospital shelters and even in ambulances, because the Russians would have sent them back to Germany if they were caught, or to Siberia.
My dad was worried that the war is going to break out in Russia and, if it did, it would start in the Ukraine because of its borders with Poland. It was a very tense time. My family had a radio, the only one in the neighborhood, and all the townspeople came and listened to the BBC to find out what was happening.

In June of 1941, the German army bombed Lvov and we all ran to shelters. The morning after the bombing, my father, already in uniform (he had already been mobilized to the army), came with a truck and saved us by sending us back to Odessa to his youngest sister, Firah. The truck took us to the train station.
When we arrived there, the Germans bombarded the train station. People were killed, and my mother lost her pocketbook with all of our documents. My father succeeded to squeeze us all in one train wagon and off we went, with no documents, no father, and no clothes to change, and no food. This was the last time we ever saw our loving, wonderful father. We could not even say goodbye.
On the way, the Germans bombed the train several times. We would get off the train, hide underneath it, and come out when the planes left. Not every one made it out alive. We were lucky.
My mother decided that we could not continue this way and decided to go to Piervomiske, to her parents, where her brother Motia and her youngest brother Lova lived. We all stayed there for a very short time because the Germans were closing in on us. My uncles got three wooden wagons and horses, and we joined a big convoy that moved to the east, running away from the Nazis. 

It was not a fun trip to say the least; we had no food, no warm clothes, nothing at all. We have been sleeping in the fields. This was a never ending horror trip. When it became too dangerous to move during the daytime, we would hide in the woods and travel at night. Somehow we lost our grandparents, then my uncles with their families. We were alone. We did not know what had happened to them, and we did the only thing we could: move on. My sister Bina got very sick with typhoid; she was going to die. My mother was holding her in her arms, crying. There were no medications to help her. We had been pulled off the road to give priority to the army. One of the officers helped us and brought doctors and medications, and my sister was saved. This trip took a few months. We arrived in some kind of village and were placed into a huge school. People helped us and gave us some food and clothes. Lots of refugees lived together in the school. In every place we arrived, kind people volunteered to help with the little they could. 
From there, we continued to travel in trucks. We went very slowly, because we had to get off the road very often to let the soldiers pass.
The local people would come and bring us food and clothes. We were constantly hungry and wet; the trucks had no covers and it was raining all the time. These trucks were our home for a very long time.

We arrived in another village and stayed there for a while. We had some kind of housing. It was very cold, and the Russian winter arrived. Gali and Bina started to go to school there.

My mother would shave our heads totally, because lice got everywhere, even into the clothes. Lice brought disease and people died often because there was no way of sanitation and no medications. After shaving our heads, my mother would rub us with Kerosene. (Gasoline)
The weather was completely freezing.
The Germans started to close in on us again, so we had to leave and run away. This time we took the train that was going east. We never knew when the train would start moving or stop; we did not even know where we were going. All we knew was that we are going east. Every time the train stopped, we had to get off and run to the fields because there were no bathrooms on the train. Whoever had a bucket could get some hot water from the locomotive. We were lucky enough to have one, but once, Auntie Gali went to get hot water and the train started to move. She was left behind. Can you imagine a little seven-year-old girl all alone in a train station at night? She got lucky; another train came, and someone helped her onto it. She arrived at the next stop where our train was stopped and we reunited with her. That was pure luck. My mother was devastated until she saw her again.
Gali still remembers the paralyzing fear she had the whole time until she saw us again.

We traveled this way for many months until we got to a town named Nemangen in Uzbekistan. People helped us to get to an agricultural village. My mother got four different jobs as a physician; she took care of the residents of the village and refugees. She also worked in the fields. 
Since all products had to be given to the army, we were in deep starvation. My mother was telling us that we all had big, starving bellies. Every family got a bit of bread each day; we got vouchers for the bread, and Auntie Gali, the strongest, stood in line to get the bread every morning. Many times people grabbed the bread from her and she would come home with nothing. Sometimes, instead of bread, she would get flour and my mother made soup out of it, which we thought was a delicatessen.  Our mother was sick and worked from morning to night. We kids were worried that something may happen to her, so each of us ate less bread and we left bigger portions for her. Gali learned how to catch mice in the fields and she would go hunt for them with Uncle Zeev. If they got some, we were lucky, and my mother would cook them for us. You should know that when you are so hungry, you think all the time about food, and eat anything possible to survive. 
Our biggest dream was that there would come a time that there would be bread on the table and we would not want to eat it. 
This was already 1943, after two years of traveling. At that time it was possible to try to locate people; there was a special service for it. My mother succeeded to locate my father’s sister, Phira, an army physician. She wrote us a letter and sent us some money. She was a very special lady that helped everyone in the family. I will talk about her later in the story.
We could not stay any longer in the village, so my mother got a certificate to travel to Tashkent, the capital city of Uzbekistan, and again we stayed in a village not far from the city.

My mother got a better job there, and we had a little more food to eat. All the time my mother tried to find her parents; she was worried about them because we knew that the Germans killed all the Jewish people and Communists in running away convoys.
Finally she found them. They had gotten to a place called Uralsk, close to the Ural Mountains and the Ural River. They lived there with Uncle Grisha’s wife Mania and their children. Yasha and Marik (in his mother’s arms)
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My aunt was an accountant and worked for a few factories. She would get things from each factory and exchange them for food. She insisted that we come there to live with them. Again, my mother got a certificate to move to Uralsk; you could not move anywhere in Russia without permission.
When we got to the train station in Tashkent, my mother had a malaria attack and we could not push ourselves into the train. We stayed there for two weeks; every time the train would come in the afternoon, my mother would be too sick to push through the sea of people trying to get in. Finally, a Russian soldier asked why we were there for so long; my mother told him, and that night he helped us and put us in the train wagon. It was a long trip. It took about two weeks to get to Uralsk, and the conditions on the train were terrible. It was not a travel train; it was a commercial train that carried goods, so there were no seats and no windows. This was true about every train we traveled in.
My grandparents lived forty kilometers from Uralsk, so my mother told us not to move from the station and walked all the way there. There was no communication and no way to let my grandfather know that we arrived. We sat there and did not move because we knew that we would not survive if we did. It took a few days until she came back with my grandfather on a wagon with a horse, but my grandfather brought us a big jug of milk. We hadn’t had milk for years. We were very happy.
My mother was mentally a very strong person; she always told us that she promised my father that she would keep us alive, and she did.
My grandparents lived in a farming village in a big house. In the yard, there was a hole with coals inside; my grandmother had a huge pot over it cooking Mamaliga (polenta). We kids would sit around her and watch her cook. When it was ready, she would give us a bowl of Mamaliga with some milk. We would make tunnels in the polenta and feel as if we were in heaven.
At that time, Uncle Grisha, his wife, Mania, and his two sons, Yasha and Marik, joined us. Yasha was older than me and Marik was two years younger.

We stayed for a year and a half in Uralsk until the war ended. We felt it was relatively good because there was some food and shelter.

My two uncles, Motia and Boria, were killed in the war. My uncles Grisha and Lova survived.
A lot of this information we gathered from Grisha, Lova, and their children after the Iron Wall was lifted in the 1970s. 

My Father’s Family
My father’s parents lived in a town called Veligosonova not far from Odessa.
Grandfather Naum Cotman was a very educated man; he was a principal of a huge high school, he spent some years in America, spoke a few languages including German. My grandmother’s name was Mania; to my sorrow I don’t know much about her. The family had six children: four daughters and two sons. My father’s brother was sent after the revolution to work at the Dnieper River, where they built a big dam. During one of his days off, he went swimming with his friends and drowned.

My father’s family (and mine) before the war
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My father with Bina & Gali                                     My aunt Phira
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                                                                Uncle Zeev before I was born
We did not know the faith of the family until the daughter of one of my father’s sisters came to Israel in the nineties. She is my cousin Janna.

This is what she told us: Two of my dad’s sisters and their children lived with my grandparents during the war. My grandfather had a feeling of what is going to happen. So they tried to escape Odessa when the war started, but the Germans closed on them and they had to return to their home, which was very unfortunate.
Someone informed the Germans that he speaks perfect German, so the Nazis tried to convince him to be their translator. My grandfather refused, he knew that the Nazis will kill them all any way, and he said that he will never help them in any way.

The Nazis came to the house took all the family to the yard of their house and shot them one by one in front of him. My grandfather was the last to be shot. This is a big tragedy, but also pride that they refused to help the Nazis against the Jewish people in Odessa.
My Fathers youngest sister Phira got a letter from my dad that he sent us to Odessa from Lvov and asked her to help us in anyway she could, luckily we did not get to Odessa and Auntie Phira was mobilized as a Physician on an army ship, she was married and had a little boy, on the ship broke out an epidemic of typhoid, there haven’t been any medications, and the little boy died from the disease in her arms, her husband was killed in army..
Auntie Phira had a bag with lots of documents of all the family, she watched it very carefully because she knew how important they are, but there was a big storm that washed away every thing on the ship including her bag.

Auntie Phira served in the Army during the whole war, and then she worked for the Army in many communist Countries in Eastern Europe like Romania. She served in the Army for 10 years and then she was released, she came back to Odessa, but then she moved to Moscow and worked there in a Hospital, she married a widower that had a son that was crippled and took care of them both.
When my cousin Jana came to Israel she helped Auntie Gali to connect with our aunt Phira, and Gali invited her to come to Israel and bought her a round trip ticket.

The first thing that my aunt Phira did, was to go to the Holocaust Museum in Jerusalem and filled out forms for all the family members that were killed during the war by the Nazis she spent there lots of days looking for some kind of acknowledgment of the town Veligosoivina, but she could not find any, this upset her very much the next day Gali and her went again and the museum people promised that hey will acknowledge the town.
After the war we went together with my mother’s parents to a Town called Millitopol in the Ukraine. This is where my mother found out that my dad was killed, one of his friends that was injured came over and told my mom that my father asked him that in case something happens to him and the friend survives, he must find my dad’s family and tell her what has happened and help my mother the best way he can.  This is what he told my mother; at the beginning of the war the Germans sent parachutists to the hospital, some of the people including the friend went out to get some food, but everyone that stayed in the hospital, doctors, patients including my father have been killed.  After some years my family in Russia, got a memorial book that published the names of Jews that were killed in World war two My fathers name was mention as unknown what happened to him, but we already knew..
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The four of us after the war, our hair started growing
Poland and Refugee camps in Germany 1946 -1949

My mother was devastated, because all the time she was hoping that he survived, she refused to even think that he might be dead.

My grandfather after some time convinced her that she can not stay alone with four children, so she better get married again.

She met a Jewish man, David Shubert from Poland, from a town called Qumarno in Galicia, he was in Siberia during the war and the Russians would let the Polish people go back to Poland, so my mother which hesitated a lot, was finally convinced by her father that because he is Jewish and religious he will bring up us kids as Jews, she married him in hope to get out of Russia and go to Israel, to fulfill my father’s dream (he was a Zionist as I said before)  
My stepfather had a huge family, 12 brothers and sisters that had families.

All his family was extinct by the Nazis.
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The four of us with my stepfather in 1946 I was 7 years old
He was 10 years younger then my mother, good looking and he provided for the family a little more food by dealing in the black market. (There still was a lot of hunger)
In Militopol we kids started to go to Scholl, I went to a kindergarten.  A funny story that I remember is that I did not like to go to the kindergarten my stepfather got two geese and he was feeding them so they will be fat for the Passover Seder.

One day when I refused to go to the kindergarten he took me in his arms, and took me there, when he came back, there was no geese, someone stole them. Years and years he could not forgive me for loosing those geese. The other thing I remember is that he bought me new underpants, it was amazing for me, because since I remember myself I did not have anything new, so I was walking with my dress up so everyone can see that I have something new.
My Stepfather David decided that the family will move to Poland and he will go back to his home town to find out if someone survived the War. The Russian government allowed him and my Mother to leave Russia but they said that we kids belong to them. We are Cotman not Shubert.

My mom and stepfather sold everything they had, (which was not much) went to a different town bribed some people and he adopted us. This is how we lost our last name Cotman and became Shubert.

In 1945 we traveled to Poland again in a commercial train and we got to a place called Stettin which was all destroyed by the war.
We got a nice apartment close to Stettin. My step father David went to Qumarno to try and find survivors of his family. There was no way of communicating with him because he went to an unknown address.

At that time the Polish people which some were not better then the Nazis, killed Jewish children and there have been pogroms against the Jews.

My mom decided that she did not save us throughout the terrible war just so we will be killed in Poland after the war. She connected with a Jewish organization called: The “Jewish Bricha” which means escape, and they helped us to steal the border to Germany, they took all the documents my mother succeeded to arrange including her doctor’s license so the Russian army that was in Germany will not know that we are Russians or they would sent us back to Russia. As much as she tried to recover the documents, they could not be found.
They put us on a train that used to carry Cattle, closed us from the outside. We could not go out and we could not see anything from the train.
This is how we got to Frankfurt Germany to a refugee camp. My mom could not let my stepfather know where we are because of luck in communication, but he succeeded to find us after a while through the same organization of The “Jewish escape”

From the camp in Frankfurt we were transferred to another refugee camp in Cassell that was called “Yeager Caserne”. The camp was a Nazi Army camp during the war that was transformed into a refugee camp.
At that time we were supposed .to go to Israel on the famous ship Exodus, but my brother Zeev had his Appendix removed in the Hospital so we could not go on that famous and devastating trip

We stayed in this camp for a couple of years because Israel was still a British Colony and they would not allow any one without a certificate into the Country. . The United Nations voted on November 29 1947 to establish the state of Israel, and In May 14, 1948 David Ben Gurion the first prime minister, declared the establishment of the state of Israel. And the declaration of Independence We were all very excited, all the people in the camp went out and danced “Hora” and celebrated the whole night. The new Jewish state did not have a chance to get started when Seven Arabic Neighboring Countries which did not accept the United Nations decision, attacked the new state which consisted of six hundred thousand Jews without ammunition and knowledge in fighting. All the refugees from the war went to their young country and got mobilized immediately. This was a devastating war which our people knew they must win so there will have a place for the Jewish people
Can you imagine the joy we felt that finally no one will want to kill us we will have a state and a home Land of our own 


 Here is the Declaration of Independence and where it took place.
 On May 14, 1948, on the day in which the British Mandate over Palestine expired, the Jewish People's Council gathered at the Tel Aviv Museum, and approved the following proclamation, declaring the establishment of the State of Israel. The new state was recognized that night by the United States and three days later by the USSR. 
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Text: 

	


ERETZ-ISRAEL [(Hebrew) - the Land of Israel, Palestine] was the birthplace of the Jewish people. Here their spiritual, religious and political identity was shaped. Here they first attained to statehood, created cultural values of national and universal significance and gave to the world the eternal Book of Books. 

After being forcibly exiled from their land, the people kept faith with it throughout their Dispersion and never ceased to pray and hope for their return to it and for the restoration in it of their political freedom. 

Impelled by this historic and traditional attachment, Jews strove in every successive generation to re-establish themselves in their ancient homeland. In recent decades they returned in their masses. Pioneers, maapilim [(Hebrew) - immigrants coming to Eretz-Israel in defiance of restrictive legislation] and defenders, they made deserts bloom, revived the Hebrew language, built villages and towns, and created a thriving community controlling its own economy and culture, loving peace but knowing how to defend itself, bringing the blessings of progress to all the country's inhabitants, and aspiring towards independent nationhood. 

In the year 5657 (1897), at the summons of the spiritual father of the Jewish State, Theodore Herzl, the First Zionist Congress convened and proclaimed the right of the Jewish people to national rebirth in its own country. 

This right was recognized in the Balfour Declaration of the 2nd November, 1917, and re-affirmed in the Mandate of the League of Nations which, in particular, gave international sanction to the historic connection between the Jewish people and Eretz-Israel and to the right of the Jewish people to rebuild its National Home. 

The catastrophe which recently befell the Jewish people - the massacre of millions of Jews in Europe - was another clear demonstration of the urgency of solving the problem of its homelessness by re-establishing in Eretz-Israel the Jewish State, which would open the gates of the homeland wide to every Jew and confer upon the Jewish people the status of a fully privileged member of the comity of nations. 

Survivors of the Nazi holocaust in Europe, as well as Jews from other parts of the world, continued to migrate to Eretz-Israel, undaunted by difficulties, restrictions and dangers, and never ceased to assert their right to a life of dignity, freedom and honest toil in their national homeland. 

In the Second World War, the Jewish community of this country contributed its full share to the struggle of the freedom- and peace-loving nations against the forces of Nazi wickedness and, by the blood of its soldiers and its war effort, gained the right to be reckoned among the peoples who founded the United Nations. 

On the 29th November, 1947, the United Nations General Assembly passed a resolution calling for the establishment of a Jewish State in Eretz-Israel; the General Assembly required the inhabitants of Eretz-Israel to take such steps as were necessary on their part for the implementation of that resolution. This recognition by the United Nations of the right of the Jewish people to establish their State is irrevocable. 

This right is the natural right of the Jewish people to be masters of their own fate, like all other nations, in their own sovereign State. 

ACCORDINGLY WE, MEMBERS OF THE PEOPLE'S COUNCIL, REPRESENTATIVES OF THE JEWISH COMMUNITY OF ERETZ-ISRAEL AND OF THE ZIONIST MOVEMENT, ARE HERE ASSEMBLED ON THE DAY OF THE TERMINATION OF THE BRITISH MANDATE OVER ERETZ-ISRAEL AND, BY VIRTUE OF OUR NATURAL AND HISTORIC RIGHT AND ON THE STRENGTH OF THE RESOLUTION OF THE UNITED NATIONS GENERAL ASSEMBLY, HEREBY DECLARE THE ESTABLISHMENT OF A JEWISH STATE IN ERETZ-ISRAEL, TO BE KNOWN AS THE STATE OF ISRAEL. 

WE DECLARE that, with effect from the moment of the termination of the Mandate being tonight, the eve of Sabbath, the 6th Iyar, 5708 (15th May, 1948), until the establishment of the elected, regular authorities of the State in accordance with the Constitution which shall be adopted by the Elected Constituent Assembly not later than the 1st October 1948, the People's Council shall act as a Provisional Council of State, and its executive organ, the People's Administration, shall be the Provisional Government of the Jewish State, to be called "Israel". 

THE STATE OF ISRAEL will be open for Jewish immigration and for the Ingathering of the Exiles; it will foster the development of the country for the benefit of all its inhabitants; it will be based on freedom, justice and peace as envisaged by the prophets of Israel; it will ensure complete equality of social and political rights to all its inhabitants irrespective of religion, race or sex; it will guarantee freedom of religion, conscience, language, education and culture; it will safeguard the Holy Places of all religions; and it will be faithful to the principles of the Charter of the United Nations. 

THE STATE OF ISRAEL is prepared to cooperate with the agencies and representatives of the United Nations in implementing the resolution of the General Assembly of the 29th November, 1947, and will take steps to bring about the economic union of the whole of Eretz-Israel. 

WE APPEAL to the United Nations to assist the Jewish people in the building-up of its State and to receive the State of Israel into the comity of nations. 

WE APPEAL - in the very midst of the onslaught launched against us now for months - to the Arab inhabitants of the State of Israel to preserve peace and participate in the up building of the State on the basis of full and equal citizenship and due representation in all its provisional and permanent institutions. 

WE EXTEND our hand to all neighboring states and their peoples in an offer of peace and good neighborliness, and appeal to them to establish bonds of cooperation and mutual help with the sovereign Jewish people settled in its own land. The State of Israel is prepared to do its share in a common effort for the advancement of the entire Middle East. 

WE APPEAL to the Jewish people throughout the Diaspora to rally round the Jews of Eretz-Israel in the tasks of immigration and up building and to stand by them in the great struggle for the realization of the age-old dream - the redemption of Israel. 

PLACING OUR TRUST IN THE "ROCK OF ISRAEL", WE AFFIX OUR SIGNATURES TO THIS PROCLAMATION AT THIS SESSION OF THE PROVISIONAL COUNCIL OF STATE, ON THE SOIL OF THE HOMELAND, IN THE CITY OF TEL-AVIV, ON THIS SABBATH EVE, THE 5TH DAY OF IYAR, 5708 (14TH MAY,1948). 

David Ben-Gurion
Mom started to work as a physician at the camp, became pregnant and on February 20. 
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My mom with Shika in Germany
1948 she gave birth to my step brother Joshua which we nick named Shika. 
Mom was offered to move to the USA but she refused, she wanted to go to Israel.
People started to plan their move to Israel, we could not get certificates because we were a big family and Israel was still a British Colony, the British would not let any one in without a certificate.

At that time a movement called “youth Aliya” started to organize youth groups from the camp to study Hebrew, they took Bina, Gali, and Zeev to a special youth camp and from there they went to Israel in 1948 while the Independence war was still going on.. My Mom, stepfather, Shika and I stayed at the camp. This was a terrible time for me, Mom and David started to have fights, they did not get along at all, they were throwing thing at each other, and I, a little 9 year old girl have been running outside crying and praying that he will be dead. He started to show his real character of meanness and cheapness. The thing that made me happy though was that auntie Gali sent me beautiful ribbons for my   braids.
In March 1949 we traveled to the port City Marseille in France. We stayed there for three weeks and we boarded a nice ship which took us to our final destination, Israel. I thought that all my troubles where over not realizing they were far from it.
Israel
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                         My brother Shika (Joshua) My mom and I at the port in Haifa
We arrived to Haifa the port city of Israel after Two weeks at sea. The first thing we went through was a spray of D.D.T.  when we came through the Immigration they asked me what is my name, I said Nina, since the Immigration people were Immigrants themselves and did not know Hebrew., they said that there is no Nina in Hebrew and Added a P to my first name which is Pnina. The translation of Nina is Great granddaughter and Pnina means Pearl, but this is what is written in all my documents.

From Haifa they sent us to a Place named Chadera to a tent compound that was for new Immigrants.  We were sent on a truck. On the way the truck stopped near an Orange grove and someone brought a case of oranges to the truck The taste of that orange was so good, I never tasted  this kind of orange again. Israel had 600,000.00 Jews that had to except over a Million refugees, so there was no housing. No work for everyone. We have been treated well at the camp, every family got portions of food. The winter was tough the rain would get into the tent and we would put buckets to catch the water. But we were happy to be in our own Country not to have to run away for our life. We felt that our troubles are over and that from now on it can get only better.
My stepfather found his cousins Josef and Judith. Josef was a war veteran he was wounded in the Independence war and as such he had some privileges and he got us a house in Jaffa that was evacuated by Arabs that ran away during the Independence war which was called Abandoned Property.
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My stepfather’s cousins, Joseph and Shamai (with the glasses) 
It was a big house that we shared with one other family, there were no bathrooms, and no running water in the House, but there was a big yard. It was in a compound that had stables. Some Immigrants from Bulgaria moved into the stables, they slowly remodeled them into more comfortable living for their families. Our neighbors in the house were from Greece and we had an old Arabic lady living in the edge of our yard in a very small house. As a little girl I learned most languishes spoken in our compound I spoke perfect Bulgarian, and a little geek, Arabic and Ladino, and served as the translator for all.
In the yard we had a well for water. 

My mother planted potato peels and grew potatoes; she had different vegetables in the garden, and she also had a little chicken coop as she was very resourceful. We carried water for the garden from five hundred yards away from a building blocks company. My mother was pregnant again and in November 11, 1949 my youngest half brother was born and was named Samuel.
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My step father started to work at the post office and my mother started to study Hebrew in order to go through tests for a position in health care as she lost all her documents during the war.
I started to go to school at the Wiseman school in Jaffa I was placed in third grade because I was 9 years old. I never attended school on a regular basis before, and did not know any Hebrew. I remember my first day at school there was a spelling bee I did not know anything and handed the teacher a Blanc page. Each day I learned more Hebrew by the next Wednesday I got 80% of the spelling bee right and by the week after that I got 100% and that how it stayed. I learned to speak, read and write Hebrew in Two weeks.
Gali and Bina came home from the Kibbutz; Zeev decided to continue in the Kibbutz and was placed in Kibbutz Mishmarot. Gali and Bina started to work in the morning and go to high school in the evening. I was the one at home taking care of my brothers and the house. I did not have much time for homework. I had one pair of shorts and one shirt that I had to wash and iron every day if I wanted to look decent at school, and do a lot of other chores in the house. I was the one to go to parent teachers conferences for my brothers and so on. A funny thing was that my mother went to a parent teaches conference for me and the teacher asked her why she is buying me all close the same not knowing that I am wearing the same cloth all the time.  I was polishing my sandals on the top but the bottoms were rotten.  All this because the cheapness of my stepfather. I finished the Grammar school 8 grades with honors and was sent to take tests for a scholarship which I passed and was accepted to a very good high school in Tel Aviv. At the same time I was accepted to take acting courses in “Habima” the Israeli national Theater. I always got the major parts in the school shows and they recommended me.
Now I was in a big dilemma, I knew that I will not have money for the bus to school or the Theater, I will not have proper cloths and whenever I will need money for school I will not get it.

I decided to give up the school, the theater and go to a Kibbutz far away from home. I was 14 years old. I wanted to go to Kibbutz Mishmarot where my brother Zeev was, but it was hard to be accepted there, but I was accepted finally to the Kibbutz. These years have been the best years of my childhood. My class accepted me immediately; I was nice full of life and friendly. I remember the first day in the Kibbutz; we went to the dining room at 4 PM. And there was fresh bread, onions, and Jelly and I could not believe my luck, you could have as much as you wanted without any one saying to you “you had a slice, leave the rest for the others”.  In the kibbutz, for the firs time in my life I felt wanted and accepted. We studied and worked. I was in charge of the class garden, grew vegetables. I would get up early in the morning to water the plants and work in the garden.
School was good but we did not study a lot. We had a Music teacher by the name of Bhatia Straus.  Mishmarot was a Kibbutz that music and singing was a big part of their life. We had a choir and studied to play the mandolin (See Picture Below I am the third from the right with the skirt, playing the mandolin with my class mates) 
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From the left – Naomi, Naama, Meira. Me, Amitai, & Carmella
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Left to right sitting; Rochelle, Naomi, Edit, & Naama. Upper line: Judith, me & Meira

A lot of famous singers came out of our Kibbutz. 
After being 2 years in the Kibbutz. I met Abraham Bornstein a yang Soldier from the kibbutz and we started dating.
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The hansom guy in the middle of the picture

 There haven’t been a lot of places to go to, I remember the first time we went out we circled the Kibbutz walking and talking. We dated for about six months, when Abraham asked me to marry him. I was very happy about it and said yes.
I knew from an early age that I want a family of my own, and I loved Abraham very much.
Invitation to our wedding Party in the Kibbutz            [image: image17.png]nitnmwn *ap
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                                                  Kibbutz Mishmarot

                                    Hanna &David Shubert      Haya & Mordekhai Bornstein

                                        Are honored to invite you to join us to our 

                                                    children’s wedding party

                                                   Pnina      and     Abraham

              The wedding party will take place Thursday, March 29 at 8:00 PM.

                            Telegrams: mail to Shubert Bornstein Mishmarot
We got married in a place named Karkur by a Rabi on March 24 1956  and had a wedding party in the Kibbutz on march 29, 1956  and we started our life together. 
I became pregnant immediately and was very happy. 
At the end of October that year, the Sinai war broke out and Abraham was mobilized, I was close to the end of my pregnancy. Due to the war I gave Birth to uncle Pazi a little earlier, but everything went fine and I brought him to the Kibbutz, Abraham came to see me and our baby in the hospital (Hilel Yafe in Hadera) and had to go back to the army.
I was a natural Mother; since I brought up my brothers I new what to do and how to do it and I did it with a lots of love.

I was very worried about Abraham. Most of the people came back except him; there were no telephones to check things. I remember bending at the entrance to our room doing something when two feet in army shoes showed up; I looked up, saw Abraham and fainted. He finally came home.

Pazi was with us in our room for four weeks, then we had to put him in the nursery with all the other children in the kibbutz, those were the rules. I was devastated. I wanted to raise my child by my self and not let other people do it. I worked split jobs and ran to the nursery to feed, bath and change him. It was very hard, and at night I would wake up many times thinking that may be he is crying and run to the nursery to check on him. 

                                                                                        [image: image18.jpg]
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Baby Pazi in the Kibbutz
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Pazi 5 month old, 

We decided to leave the kibbutz even though we knew life will not be easy, but we thought it is worth to be a family on our own with our own struggles.

Here I am taking a break from my story to dedicate a full chapter to my beloved Husband, your father and grandfather Abraham.
Abraham was born in Jerusalem Israel on 24/4/1934 to his mother Haya and Father Mordekhai Bornstein he was named Abraham Yitzhak, the third and youngest son. 
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In front: great grandfather Mordekhai, & great grandmother Haya

In the back: form right; Yakov he oldest, Sarah, and Abraham.

When Abraham was 3 years old, his parents divorced, and he was sent to different institutions, his father had a bakery in Jerusalem, but he left and went to work in a kibbutz, as a baker. His mother became ill and was hospitalized in a mental institution.

Yankale his older brother went to Kibbutz Mishmarot with the Palmach before the independence war. After the war Mordekhai decided to unite the family, and moved to Mishmarot, brought Sarah and Abraham to the Kibbutz that Yankale already was at. There was no school in the Kibbutz, so Abraham was going to school in Pardes Hannah. He was riding a Donkey to school.
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Abraham loved his life in the Kibbutz; he was very active in sports and was a youth champion in throwing discus and shot put, played soccer, basketball you name it.
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Photos from 1949
Abraham was very close to his brother Yankale; they raised dogs and did a lot of things together.
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Yankele turned to long distance running and became a champion in Israel, he competed in the Olympic Games representing the country, and later on he became a coach for athletics, some of his students became champions in running, jumping and more. He was very well known in Israel.
He got married in the Kibbutz and his daughter Meital was born. After a short time he got divorced.

A few years later Yankale met Erela and got married again, from this marriage Edit was born. He stayed married to Erela until he died in1981 at the age of 53.

[image: image27.jpg]



Abraham at age 17 in the kibbutz

In 1953 he was mobilized to the IDF and served 3 years in the Army jeep patrol.

Pictures from the Army
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Standing out without a shirt & fishing in the Sea of Galilee
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This is when I met Abraham towards the end of his service in the Army; he came to the Kibbutz one Friday he looked at me with his special look. I asked my friends who this guy is and they told me that this is Avremale (this is how they called him)
A few days later he asked me out and as I said it was walking and talking around the kibbutz. 
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Abraham and I dressed as Gypsies on Purim in the Kibbutz 

This is how I looked then:
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When Pazi was 5 month old we decided to leave the kibbutz, and we did.

Because we did not have where to stay I went with Pazi to live with My Mother and Abraham with his sister Sarah. Times were tough, but we were very optimistic that we can make it. We felt as we are dating again since we did not have a place of our own. After a few months Grandfather Mordekhai helped us to rent a room in one of the toughest neighborhoods in Tel Aviv “Shchoonat Hatikva.” We got one room with a little kitchen out side and a toiled further out that served as shower too. You had to sit on the toilet and pull a chain and you got a shower, cold water only.
We were the happiest people on earth, because we got our own corner, with our beautiful son; Pazi.
Abraham could not get a Job, he was going out in the morning and came home ashamed that he could not find a job, (as I said times in 1957 have been very tough) the unemployment was very high. We did not have food. I was going to the market and buying a chicken quarter for Pazi a carrot and everything he needed, for us I would cook eggplants with rice in a lot of different ways. I knew that everything will be fine.

After a while Abraham got a job very far from home it was a good paying job and he took it.  The Job was in a place called “Pharan” not far from Eilat. He would come home once every third weekend

The Kibbutz we left decided to give us 100 Liras (Israeli money then) Yankale brought me a part of the money Sarah took a big chunk of it for the food Abraham ate there when he stayed there and took a lawn of 10 Liras. So I got about 35 Liras of it. Yankale told Sarah to pay me the lawn soon because I needed the money more than her.

After a few weeks I needed the Money, I went to Sarah, she saw me from her balcony and told me not to come up because her son was sick, I told her that I needed the money, so she through down for me 2 Liras, I thought it happened because her son was sick, took the money and went back home. A week later I tried again to get the money because I desperately needed it. This time I went with Pazi up stairs and asked her for the money; Sarah turned to her husband Sioma and said”do you have 2 liras for Pnina”? I was shocked; I did not come for a donation, I came to get the money she owed me, I did not take the money I just turned around and left her house. This is something I will never forget.

After a month and a half Abraham got his first pay check, which was a nice change in our life. He asked me to buy a winter coat because I did not have one. We started to breathe a little easier. A few months passed and Abraham was promised to get an apartment in Eilat which he did and we moved to Eilat in the South of Israel near the Red Sea. The weather is extremely hot there and there was no air conditioning yet.
Abraham was moved to work in Eilat and we have been a normal family again. 
I wanted another child, when I saw pregnant women I was very Jealous. So I became pregnant with auntie Tali. We were very happy about it. Pazi turned two when I was at the end of my firs trimester. 
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Pictures of Pazi in Eilat
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We celebrated Pazi’s 2nd Birthday
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We went to visit my mother.   Pazi with our Neighbors daughter Orlee in our apartment
We bought our first apartment and moved in on March 1959 and got our first refrigerator.

 On May 9, 1959 we were blessed with the birth of our daughter Tal
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          Baby Tali





Tali 10 month old
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Pazi loved his sister from first sight and they were growing up nicely. As a little boy he started doing puzzles and listen to music. He was so cute. 

We went to visit my mother and here is a picture of me with Tali in my arms with Shika and my brother Zeev.
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At four years old Pazi got sick with Jaundice, and I went with him to a hospital near Tel Aviv, because the doctor was worried about side effects. The experience made us think about moving from Eilat, I did not feel good there because of the heat and so did the kids. We moved to a Moshav (agricultural small Colony) called Nir-Akiva.
 Abraham started   to work the earth but was not very successful. 
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Pazi & Tali in Nir Akiva
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Times have been tough we did not have Money and again I had to be very original in the food arena, in order to survive. I worked in the orange groves picked oranges which helped until the season was over. Once we had no money and the kids were supposed to come home, I had nothing at home to give them. A bread truck delivered to the store next door and got stuck; the driver asked me if I will help him push the truck down the hill? 
I said yes if he would give me a loaf of bread. So I pushed the truck and I had bread for my children. I stated to work in the kindergarten in “Mabuim” the center for all the area, and was going there on a bicycle. I loved the job and was very successful as a kindergarten teacher. At that time I became pregnant with our youngest daughter Michal.
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Our Michali was born in Beer Sheva on November 30 1963
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  Baby Michali
We consulted with Pazi and Tali how to name their new sister and they decided to call her Michal. So it will be Paz, Tal & Michal.
Abraham got a job in the Dead Sea Works, and we moved to Arad which was a new town that was built in the dessert elevated 400 meters above sea level not far from the Dead Sea and the Massada. We arrived to Arad in the summer of 1964. The town was in its Diapers, there was no road to get there yet and we lived in asbestos small houses, but the environment was great, as we arrived with the moving truck all the neighbors came to help us unpack and get organized.  The feeling was as one big family. We got acclimated in Arad very fast, Pazi and Tali started to go to school and kindergarten and I stayed home and took care of the children and the house (there was no work for women in Arad yet.)
The children strived in Arad; they could run around the town with all the other children without fear and play. 

Pazi on Michal’s 3rd Birthday
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Pazi in Arad:
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Tali & Michal in Arad                                                                                                    

                                                     Our three beautiful children in Arad
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Pazi’s class Bar mitzvah on the Massada & Pazi with his Grandfather Mordekhai
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In 1965 Abrahams Father moved in with us, he suffered from Asthma and we hoped that the good weather in Arad will help him.
Tali in Arad (Hanukkah)                                  Tali on Purim        
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Tali & Michali
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Michali in Arad
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                                                                                  The famous train cake
                                                                Michali with Daddy in Arad before the walk to 

                                                                 Massada    

Michal’s 3ed Birthday
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Michali & Ora in Arad
I started to work as a waitress in the first hotel “Hotel Arad” I did a lot of cooking there too. 
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With Guests near Hotel Arad

After a while when Fancier hotels were built I worked as a waitress in Hotel “Nof Arad” which means the view of Arad. And after 3 months I became the dining room Manager.
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The money helped and we started to feel a lot of relive.

In 1967 a knitwear factory was build in Arad (Arad Sriga) and the company was looking for 8 women to go and study in France in order to supervise the work in Israel when the factory will be completed. Abraham pushed me to apply. He said that it will be good for me to learn since I am very talented. I hesitated a lot before making the decision. We spoke to the kids, Pazi was 10, Tali was 7 and a half and Michali was 3 years old. And they all said that I should apply.

About 80 women applied, we went through a lot of tests Psychological and other tests, 8 women were selected including me.

We were supposed to leave on May 2 1967. Abraham said that he will take care of the children and grandpa Mordekhai that lived with us then will help him. Grand pa Mordekhai knew how to cook (he was a baker) Worked as a janitor at the school in Arad.
So with lots of nixed feelings and uncertainty I went to the city of Raimes in France. I was very successful in the studies and learned some French, but was very concerned about my wonderful family in Israel. The news coming from home has been horrifying, the United Nations moved out their forces from Sinai (Egypt) and that started a tension Period of a war coming. Abraham watched the letters that the kids were writing to me as not to worry me, one letter that Pazi wrote to me he did not see because it was written on the back of a letter that Abraham wrote to me. 

Pazi wrote: Mommy you know that the United Nations moved their forces out of Sinai desert and the Egyptian forces took over and there is a fear of war. We in school are learning how to go fast to the bomb shelters, and our teacher tells us not to be afraid. But Mommy I don’t like war and don’t like people to be killed.
What can a mother tell her scared child from, 4000 Kilometer distance, I was devastated and wished I was there hugging him and calming him down. 

Abraham was mobilized and the children stayed with their Grandfather Mordekhai which worried me because he had the tendency to fall asleep. Therefore I asked to move the children to my Mother in Tel Aviv.
On June 5 the six day war broke out. Israel was attacked by Egypt, Syria and Jordan. On the French TV they said that Tel Aviv is burning and again I was devastated that I moved the kids there.
We tried to get on the firs flight home from Orlee airport, but all flight to Israel have been canceled. We stayed Three days and nights at the Airport waiting for a flight with no sleep until finally we got on the first one.

We arrived to Israel at night; all lights have been turned off because of the war and took us a few hours to get finally to our families. I was finally reunited with my children and was waiting for my beloved husband to come back from the war, .and thankfully he did.
I had my husband and my brother Shika (Joshua) fighting in this war. Israel won the war in just 6 days but not everyone one was as lucky as me because a lot of people were killed in this horrible war.
After the war ended and thing got back to normal I was required to go back to France to finish the studies, which I did. In France at the “Timwear” factory they did a lot more tests and I was told that I am very talented and can do any thing I put my mind to.

We came back to Arad and started to teach employees all the work that needed to be done at the assembly department. We got knitted parts from the knitting department and put the sweaters together sewing doing the colors and so on…

In a short time I was able to do everything from start to finish and I became the director of the assembly department. I earned more money then my husband and since I loved him so very much I did not want him to feel bad about it, times were different then and it was a shame if a women earned more than a man., so I let him deal with our money and when ever I need some I asked him for it. He used to laugh about it, but I know it flattered him that I cared about him so much.
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With Employees at “Arad Sriga”               at a company party modeling.
On March 21 1968 I woke up in the morning with a very strange feeling and then I heard a helicopter flying, it clamed my heart for some reason. I went to work, someone brought a radio and we heard that there is a fight with terrorists in a village on the border with Jordan named “Carame” one of the workers started crying, I asked her not to because I had a feeling that something terrible has happened to me. And it did, my Brother Joshua that I raised and loved very much was killed at that fight he was only 20 years old, a handsome young man, smart and kind that was loved by everyone who knew him.
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 Joshua the third in the picture and Samuel (Smulik) the last in the white shirt
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                               My hansom brother Joshua
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Joshua Avi & Zeev

This is what was written about him at his School:
The son of David and Hannah Shubert, Born on February 22, 1948, in Kassell Germany He studied at the grammar school David Shimoni and then at the Alkalai High school in Givataim.  Joshua was the best of students every assay he did and every test showed his knowledge and intelligence. He had an excellent memory and understanding. On the weekends he was always seen with his nieces and nephews he showed them kindness and tenderness which only he could. He played basketball in “Hapoel” Givataim and was also a member in the nature organization. 
In 1966 he was mobilized to the Israeli IDF and joined the group “HILA” in the kibbutz Native HAL”H (the passage of the 35 soldiers that have been killed in the independence war) Then he joined the parachute troops in the Army. .Joshua fought in the six day war of 1967. The Jordanian terrorists harassed Israel and attacked an Israeli bus that transported children to school and many of them were killed. 
At the retaliation against the Jordanian terrorists in the town of Carame which the terrorists came from, on 3/21/1968 Joshua was killed.  He was only 20 years old. He was berried at the National Army cemetery in “Kiriat Shaul “near Tel Aviv.
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The death of Shika devastated the whole family, Shika was a very special person, loved by all of us very dearly, and it was impossible to realize that he is no more, and the world continues as if nothing has changed. My mother never got over the loss of her beloved son; she got sick and retired from work just a few years later.

In Arad we had to go on with our lives, with the understanding that life is precious and needs to be cherished. 

We did!!!!!
At that Time my friend Leah got pregnant with her son Eyal and was on Pregnancy watch, the doctor did not allow her to work, Leah decided that we must be neighbors, so David and Leah have been looking for apartments that were built, one Saturday they came and told us to come with them to an apartment building that was finished. We looked at the apartments and liked them. We bought the apartment on the second floor and Leah and David got the one on the third floor. And we became not only friend but neighbors too. We moved in a few months later at the end 1967. To: Hen street 38 in Arad.

A short time later  Arad Sriga, the Factory I worked at decided to close, they brought employees from Beer Sheva , which cost them a lot of money and the factory was not making any money. 

I was chosen by the employees to negotiate with the Administration the severance pay to the employees, I did a good job because right after that I was offered a part time job in the Union to deal with their pension part which dealt with employee sick pay, vacation, Holiday pay and more.. I used to go the Dead Sea Works for the reception of employees and other work places around the area. I had an office in the union building in Arad and in Beer Sheva. I was very successful and helped a lot of employees get what they deserved.
Arad having good weather attracted a lot of retired people there was clean dry air which was good for people with Asthma and in general. I use to see these people sitting on the benches without having something to do.

I spoke to the Mayor that at that time was Baiga Sochaht that later on became a member of the Parliament and the secretary of the Treasury Ministry in the government. 

I suggested that we open a pensioner’s club in the city and I was ready to volunteer to run it. Baiga thought it was a wonderful Idea and gave me space in the union building. I started to go and sit with the old people on the benches and talk to them about the club we are forming. The older people got much exited and so we started to run the club.
After a while we got 4oo paying members. I arrange for them different classes and art work, we established different comities like visiting sick members and a lot of other things. We developed a tradition of Saturday nights, saying farewell to the Sabbath and welcoming the new week. I had an Accordionist coming in playing, and I would sing with them finally I resigned in order to get a full time person to run the club, because I was already working full time as a secretary of the Union. But I continued to to do with them the Sabbath evenings, because they would not give up.
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At that time we bought our firs car! People in Arad started to build their own houses; I did not want to get into money problems and asked that we get a car so we can travel with the children on weekends and vacations to show them the land of Israel. Abraham loved to travel in the country and new most of the country very well. So after a discussion with the children the decision was made and we bought a used Fiat 850 with the engine in the back of the car. The car would get hot when we traveled up hill, and gave us a lot of trouble but it also brought us a lot of joy. 

We were very happy in Arad, we had an open house that people loved to come to, Abraham thought Pazi how to play chess at a very early age, soldiers from bases around the town would come to play chess with Abraham and Pazi or com to take a shower and eat. We kind of adopted students that came to Israel and stayed in Arad to learn the language, first we had Diana Lee Rosen and then we had Bernie Daina both from the USA
Diana with her husband and son when Tali and I visited them in Salt Lake City Utah

                                                                    Bernie Daina & Susan
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I learned how to drive and it helped a lot with the traveling on the job. Abraham would work on the car and make sure it is running properly.

This is our first car Fiat 850
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After a year at that job I was offered a full time job at the Union, to be the first woman secretary of Union in Israel this job required a lot of traveling and again we discussed it with the children, and they thought it was a good idea to take it.
That is when we decided to change the car to a better one, and bought an Israeli made car of Fiberglass A Carmel and here it is with Abraham working on the car.( I took the picture from our window.
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This was the job I loved most, it required a lot of traveling to work places around Arad, the Dead Sea , Massada and more, even to Tel Aviv to the main offices of the Israeli Union, I helped a lot of employees to get their rights, I represented people in the Labor Court and never lost a case. I negotiated work contracts and more.
On July 1970 I decided to quit smoking, I was a heavy smoker, and I had a hard time climbing the stairs and singing in the quire. Abraham did not smoke much, so he decided that he would not quit. 

We made an arrangement that when he will go to the reserves I will quit smoking that way I will be clean of nicotine by the time he will back.

Abraham went to the reserves for a month to the Sinai dessert on July 1 1970 and I quit smoking and do not smoke, until this day.
In 1974 we decided to get a better car again and bought a Peugeot 404 and here it is again with Abraham working on it. (He said “since my wife is driving the car I want to make sure everything is perfect”).
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In 1974I was offered to study in “Bait” Berl, A college that belonged to the “Histadrut” (Israeli union) for free,  one full year on campus by that to graduate in one year instead of three.  We did a family consultation and the decision was that I must do it. The children encouraged me and so did my dear husband.
A lecture by Professor Tab (Industrial relations)
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I studied all week and came home on weekends. I finished the studies with excellent grades and enlisted in the Ben Gurion University to study Behavioral science. I used to go to the University twice a week. I finished the first year.

In 1975 I was on a delegation to the Netherlands for the International year of the working women that took place in the city of Utrecht. We spent 2 weeks in Germany on a wonderful tour hosted by the German Union. And then went to the conference. 

I am sitting in the front 3rd from the left with big sunglasses
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                           A visit to the concentration camp Dachau in Munich 
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Pazi was enlisted to the army, which was very hard for me after the death of my brother Joshua, and I was most of the time in a state of panic, he was a tank commander in the Sinai dessert, there was almost no communication, but Pazi called quite often because he knew how I felt, I had many sleepless nights over that time.

In the beginning of 1977, I noticed that my Abraham is having a problem with his speech; he dismissed it and said that he is fine, but I was very concerned and asked him to see a Doctor, he did not go, but then I noticed that he began to limp on his right leg, which really worried me. I made a doctors appointment and forced him to go with me.

This began the most difficult journey of our life. Abraham was diagnosed with the most devastating illness of A.L.S  (Amiotrtropical lateral sclerosis) (Lou Gehrig's disease) a progressive dieses, which totally disables the body, and locks in the brain which is fully functional but unable to express anything.

It took a while until he was diagnosed, Abraham was sent to the Beer Sheva Hospital, they had only a neuro surgical department, the doctor there thought that some blood vessels popped in his brain since there was no progress in the Disease, but unfortunately there was progress and we could tell that the disease is taking over. I looked for a good Neurologist to see him and with Gali’s (my sister) help I found Professor Lavee in Hadassah Hospital in Jerusalem.
The appointment with the Professor was devastating when Abraham was unable to do things the Doctor asked him to do. Abraham was hospitalized in Hadassah Hospital, and I had to deal with the permission from our health care organization since Hadassah Hospital did not belong to them. 

After a lot of trouble I managed to get the OK.

Abraham was in the Hospital for about a month and there he was diagnosed with the terrible dieses. 
Suddenly my whole world collapsed on me and everything that could, went wrong,
 My car needed an overall and I did not have money to fix it, the refrigerator in the house broke down and was not working, I put laundry in the washing machine  and went shopping so I would be able to cook something for the kids. When I came home I found the apartment full with water, the washing machine broke, I was standing at the door with tears running down my face, but then I was thinking that crying won’t do me any good, I pulled up my pants. Cleaned the water, finished the laundry by hand and cooked dinner for my wonderful children. I realized that I can not loose it or I will take my whole family with me. Again my optimism helped me get through. I was working, and everyday visited my Abraham where ever he was. 
I went through this with the help of uncle Dudu, auntie Gali and my mother which I am forever grateful to them.

It was a very tough journey to see the person you love most dying e little everyday in front of your eyes and there is nothing in the world you could do.

Abraham came home and did not give up; he tried to do things around the house, until he fell one day and broke a few teeth and he was bleeding. Taking him to the Hospital took a long time from Arad to Beer Sheva and we realized that we must move closer to the Hospital since we knew that his health will deteriorate and we will need to be close to the Hospital.  

We found an apartment in Beer Sheva in Bnei-Or street. The house was built on a hill, we could come from the parking lot and go downstairs to the apartment and we could go out to the other street going downstairs again. At that time Abraham was already in a wheel chair. It was easier to carry the wheelchair downstairs then up stairs. We could not afford an apartment with an elevator.
We sold the apartment in Arad and moved to Beer Sheva in the beginning of 1978. I had to find a new job in Beer Sheva. I started to work as a service coordinator in the “Citizen’s Advice Bureau” at the same time I took care of the house the children and of cores Abraham the love of my life. 
After Three months I was promoted to be the district manager for the South of Israel. I was in charge of all the “Citizen’s Advice Bureau” offices in the South of the Country.

Pazi finished the service and started to study Biology in the Ben Gurion University in Beer Sheva. He needed to support himself because we had no Money, and worked at a gas station at nights. My pay check went to support Abraham, pay for the Nursing home, and the expenses on the house and food. Luckily he was an excellent student and got excellent grades.
My Abraham’s Disease advanced rapidly, the doctors told me to think about a nursing home for him. This was a terrible thing for me; I was thinking “How can I make such a decision for him”? We could not communicate with him; he could understand (I think) but was not able to respond. I broke down and cried a lot and did not know what to do until the Doctors told me that if I do not put him in a nursing home he will die. At those times there hasn’t been any equipment for home. I stopped crying and started to look for a good place for him.
We put him in the best Nursing there was at that time, “Hatzfeld” in a town named Gedera not far from where I live now,  Ness Ziona.& Rehovot.
Abraham seemed to be happy there because the place was equipped with gadgets that gave him a little freedom, like to be able to get to the restrooms with his wheelchair, to sit outside in the garden and enjoy fresh air and more... I came to see him every day after work. The kids came with me whenever they could. It was so very hard for us to see him in this situation, it was horrifying. Every day I came he was waiting for me in his wheelchair; I would see him through the glass doors. As soon as he would see me he would try to lift his leg and make noises of pain, my heart would clam, I would hold back my tears and try to comfort him, and there was nothing else I or anyone could do. Abraham enjoyed it very much when the kids came to see him; it was obvious by looking at his happy face.
By that time our daughter Tali was mobilized to the service, she did very well and was sent to an Officer’s course. Michal went to the High school in beer Sheva.

After a short time, Abraham was not able to eat and chew by himself, he went trough a Surgery (Gastronomy) and they put a pipe into his stomach. He was fad through that pipe. The only thing he could really enjoy was Chocolate, so I would bring him lots of chocolates that would dissolve in his mouth. The other thing was that Abraham liked to fill out the lottery. I did not have money but instead of eating I would buy for him the lottery and he would show me with his fingers what numbers to put. This was very hard for him and for me (for him to be able to use his fingers and for me to understand) he would get furious and I would comfort him and tell him that it is OK I got the numbers. It was very important to him to try and win the lottery so he will be able to leave something for the kids when he will die. He knew very well that it was coming.

In the second week of December 1978 Abraham got Pneumonia, the doctors did not give him much time, I stayed with him the whole time, trying to help him as much as I could, he was put in a private room where I could be with him. I would come in the morning and leave at night. (They did not allow staying at night)
On Friday December 22, 1978 I came in and set with him, at around 10 AM the nurse asked me to go out so she can do his treatments and change the sheets for him. When I came back in, he was looking at me with his special look as he wanted to tell me something, I bent over to him and asked if there is something he wants to say, Abraham lifted  his left hand I don’t know how and Stroke my face, I knew he is saying good by. 
I went out and cried. I came back and set with him holding his hand, Breathing was hard for him, but he was fighting for each breath. At 2:25 PM he gave up, stopped breeding and left me, his hand relaxed in mine. I was devastated, and screamed for help, the staff came in running took me out of the room and told me that Abraham passed away. When I could not contain my crying, the nurse told me that he did me a favor and from now on I will be able to go on with my life. That made it much worse because this was not how I felt, I felt that as long as my Abraham lived there was some thing I could do for him and may be some hope, but now I can’t even do that and there was no more hope.. The loss was humongous for me as if my life stopped with his. The thing that held me together was the children and how it will affect them. I was not able to drive back home, I called Pazi, told him what has happened and asked if he would take the bus and come over, Pazi did. We drove to the army where Tali was in the Officer’s course, I did not want anyone else to tell her. Tali came out; we told her and took her home with us.
When we came home we told the sad news to Michal.

Abrahams grave at the old Cemetery in Beer Sheva
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We had to take care of all the arrangements for the funeral, I called my friend Leah and her Husband David to help me since I was not functioning very well. On Sunday David came and took me to the nursing home to get all the paperwork and organize everything for the funeral. We published Abraham’s death in the newspapers, so people will know and come to say goodbye.
It was a big funeral and when we came back Michali said something that I will never forget, she said: mom you know why I did not cry at dad’s funeral? It is because it was the first time since dad got sick that I saw his feet rest and not trembling, so I understood that he is finally resting.

I got a lot of condolence telegrams and letters from people all over the country, even from a member of the Israeli parliament Mrs. Shoshana Arbeli Almozlino. I knew all these people because I was involved in politics.

After Abraham past away I shied away from politics and ambitions, nothing mattered any more except my family. 

Until this day 32 years later I miss him with all my heart!  Every step of the way I keep thinking about him and feel sad that he is unable to be with us and see what a wonderful family we created together.
My life since then

The emptiness was very hard. I did not have any time for even mourning because my children needed my attention especially Michal, she was 13 years old when Abraham got sick and 15 when he passed away. This is a tough time as a teenager, never the less coping with such a disaster, seeing her wonderful father suffering from such a terrible diesis. Michal lost her desire for life, and I had to pay a lot of attention to her in order to help her. With Michal’s permission I sent her to a psychiatrist, to help her over come, but she was not successful. Michal quit school and I decided to use my motherly Instincts
and my love in order to help her and give her the time she needed. It took a while but finally she did enter an external High school and did very well and passed the Matriculation exams in high school with very good grades and enlisted to the Army.
After Abraham’s passing, I had a hard time being alone,

I met a man by the name of Ovadia Schochat, that was separated from his wife and we started dating, we dated for 8 years on and off, I could not trust him, he was a nice person and he was good to me. 
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Since I could not trust him, I broke up with him and after a while started to date an American man by the name of Jim Whitaker, he worked as an engineer in the Airport that was built by the American government not far from Arad. I dated Jim for Two years until he had to go back to the USA. 
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Jim at the Dead Sea Israel                    

On December 1981 Jim took me on a trip to Kenya for two weeks. It was a wonderful trip, Kenya is beautiful and the wild life is amassing, we went to safaris, we took the train to Mombassa.
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Jim with our driver in the Safari I Kenya    A hotel we stayed in the Safari   
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Me and the Coconut three                                  Mombassa     
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Greeted by a monkey in the Safari                        A Village in Kenya
In 1981 Pazi brought home a beautiful and smart young lady, Miri Friedman, I liked her from first sight. Pazi met her at the Weitzman Institute of science while they both studied for their Master’s degree. 
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In 1982 they got married in Cyprus since they did not want a religious marriage and later on they had a wedding party at Miri’s Parents back yard. It was a beautiful wedding party. I loved Miri’s parents, the most wonderful people you could ever meet, and was very happy to see my son happily married. I gained another daughter. The only shadow was that Abraham could not be there and see his son in his happy time. In April 26, 1983 Tal my oldest grandson was born the great grand son of my mother.
                   Jacob & Tzipora Fridman    
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 Tali that advanced nicely in the service was an officer already and Michal that was already in the Army, moved in together in Tel Aviv and I was all alone in the house.  Jim lived in San Diego California, and he invited me to come there and be with him. It was a tough decision for me, but I had a hard time being in Israel which is a very small Country and everywhere I went I had things that reminded me of Abraham’s sickness, here was a hospital he was in or a doctor we went to and so on. I had a very hard time remembering the wonderful time we had together and his diesis haunted me I had dreams about him that gave me hope while I was dreaming but the awakening to reality was tough.
So I spoke with the children and told them that I decided to take a year leave from my work, get an open ticket to the States, so if anything goes wrong I can come back any time.

Just before I left, Ovadia that heard about my leaving came to see me. He gave me a beautiful Pendant an antique Topaz that belonged to his great grandmother in Iraq, he asked me to wear it and if things will not work out with Jim I should write to him and he will come no matter where I will be. 

I rented out the apartment and let Tali and Michal have the money so they can pay the rent for their apartment. I gave my equipment to Pazi and Miri and left on December 1982 the flight had a stop in Copenhagen for 12 hours so I took a tour of this beautiful city.
Jim took me to different places, Mexico, Las Vegas, Disney land and more I had a lot of fun. My stay with Jim was a short one though, because I discovered that he was a heavy drinker, he would stop on the way home from work and get drunk in a bar, this is something that I was not used to and could not tolerate, so I decided to go to Boston Massachusetts where my uncle Grisha and his wife Mania lived with their two sons Yasha and Marik. That were married and had families. And so I did. 

I arrived to Boston on April 1983. I wrote the letter to Ovadia as I promised, but did not get an answer.
I loved Boston from first sight, it is a city that reminded me Europe, Beautiful and very cultural. I met my family and stayed with them for a while, Marik owned a Russian restaurant and I started to work for him part time as a cook. He paid me cash, since I did not have the papers to work in the USA. 
I loved being in the states, It kind of lifted a heavy weight off my chest. I could remember Abraham the way he was before he got sick, and that maid me feel a lot better. After being a while at the restaurant I met a Russian man by the name of Edward Albers, I liked him and we started dating, most of all I think that I was lonely in a far away country missing my kids and family. Michali came to visit and we had a great time together.
Edic.
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Edic asked me to marry him and I said yes, we got married in New Hampshire. Edic was also a heavy drinker he would do unthinkable things like driving the wrong way. 
We have been married for a few months when I got a call from Michali that my mother was diagnosed with Liver cancer and all she has is about Three month to live.  I was devastated and started to get ready to come back to Israel. Edic did not want me to go, but I had to go and see my mother, be with her, help her and be with my family at this awful time.

On April 1984 I came back home, using my open ticket back. Seeing my mother sick was extremely hard and sad. My Mom was so very happy to see me that it was worth all the efforts I made even the fight with Edic.
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My Mom I & Gali way before my mom got sick

While my mom was sick, Edic used to call me, and say that I am probably with other man and other inappropriate things. This went on for a long time; he gave me a horrible time until I refused to talk to him. .My mother was in and out of the Hospital, and we took care of her around the clock. I became the family driver with Gali’s car driving everyone to and from the house or the Hospital where my mom was. 
I did not have any money because I was not working Gali came again to the rescue without me asking her. 
My Mother passed away on    7/1984 and was berried in Kiriat Shaul not far from Shika’s grave in the section of Bereaved parents. My step father bought the grave adjacent to hers and was berried there 10 years later. 

.I had the privilege of saying good bye to the Mother that saved my life during the war and scarified hers more than once, she did not have a good life, since my father was killed in the war, all her life was a big struggle and losses, she lost her husband, lost her beloved son and lost the joy for life.
My Mom’s grave
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After my mother had passed away I could not go back to the states, I had to wait to get my green card at the American Embassy in Tel Aviv, and I was told that it will take more then a year. I had to do something in the meantime to support my self.
I went to visit the office I used to work at in Jerusalem, I wrote a letter of resignation from the states, and told that I am not coming back, so they were very surprised to see me. I told them that I am going to be in Israel foe over a year, so they immediately offered me to come back and be the director of the National information center for the Ministry of Labor and Social Affairs, I accepted the job and was traveling all over the Country to bring information about new laws, and gather needs of people. Bring it to the office work on it and then bring it to the members of the Parliament so they can establish new laws. Twice a week I was in the office in Jerusalem.
At the same time I was looking to sell the apartment in Beer Sheva, and buy one it Tel Aviv, so my Daughters will have a place and will not have to move from time to time.

Michal and I found an apartment in a neighborhood called Yad Eliahu in the southern part of Tel Aviv, on the fourth floor with no elevator. It needed a lot of work, but we liked it and I could buy it in cash without a mortgage for the money I sold the apartment in Beer Sheva, and even have some money for remodeling. We did. We remodeled the kitchen, Michal and a friend painted it and I was content that my daughters have a place of their own.

Tali in the remodeled kitchen
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One day, while I was in the office in Jerusalem, which was on the 5th floor, I got a call from the officer down stairs that there is someone that wants to see me down stairs, I went down and did not believe my eyes, Ovadia was standing there looking at me,

He told me that he was not in the country when I sent the letter, his sister had it and she forgot all about it until recently. So he started looking for me until he found me.

I Got my papers on April 1985 and went back to the states with Ovadia on May 8, 1985, we went to New York Queens he had a casinos wife living there we staid there, for a while. We went to visit Amir Gali’s son in Toronto. Ovadia bought a used car a Chevy Impala so I will have it, and then he had to go back to Israel. I stayed in Queens for about three months. I did not like New York, It was way too busy for me, everything was in a fast pace, I worked as a house cleaner for a while, made some Money and decided to go back to Boston.
On July 14, 1986 my second grandson Tomer was born. And I was very, very happy, and could not wait to go and meet him.

Baby Tomer in Miri’s arms    Miri Tomer & I
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I drove to Boston and came to my cousin Yasha. And stayed with them, I worked as a House cleaner for people in Brookline, I worked very hard and then I worked at Marik’s restaurant on weekends. In 1987 I finally rented a very small apartment in Malden and went for a visit to Israel to see my children see Tal and meet Tomer that I knew only through pictures. It was very exiting to finally see my family and my two wonderful grandsons. They were amazing, smart and gorgeous I could not have enough of them. 
 Michal finished her service in the Army, she wanted to study in the University, I offered her to come with me to the states, get a green card and study there because I could not afford to help her study in Israel. So, Ovadia Michali and I came back to the states. Ovadia decided to bye for me a store; we looked all over the place and finally found a small Video store that he could afford in Everret. So he bought it for me on my name and Michali and I started to run it. 
We hired an American lady, Cynthia to help Michali run the store.

It was nice and provided Michal with work even though she did not have a green card yet. We applied for one. .I decided that since we needed more income and I felt that since I learned English I am ready for a Job. 
I did not know what I can do in this Country, I could not do the Jobs I did in Israel, because everything was different and my English was not good enough yet, so I was thinking:: what do I like to do? I always liked to cook so I should give it a try.

I applied for a cook’s position In Coolidge Corner Convalescent C enter  a Jewish nursing home in Brookline Mass, I went for an interview on Friday, got the Job and started to work on Monday. The pay was $7.00 per hour. My job was an evening cook supervisor. I had no clue about the equipment and cooking for a big crowd, there was a cook that was suppose to train me, unfortunately the next day he walked off the job and I had to cope with preparing dinner for 300 people, with equipment I did not know how to use and unfamiliar products. I managed and did well, but at the end of the shift I was totally exhausted.

I learned the Job fast and did very well. The employees that did not like me at the first because I demanded perfection, learned to like and respect me, because I did not ask them to do things that I would not do myself. 
After a year working as a cook I was promoted to production manager, it became serious and I decided that I needed to be professional and went to study food Service Management at Bunker Hill Community College in Charlestown Mass. I studied food service management, Sanitation and nutrition.
I studied for a whole year twice a week in the evenings and finished with excellent grades.

The food service in the nursing home was run by “Seiler’s” corporation, but I was working for the nursing home. The executive Director asked me to spy on Seiler’s and tell her what they are doing wrong; I could not do such a thing, it is against my nature. And I told her so. After she insisted many times, I decided to resign the Job.
The District Manager for Seiler’s told me that he gave his word to the nursing home that he will not hire me for at least two years but if I start to work somewhere else and will be unhappy, then he will be able to hire me and will be more than happy to do so.
I got a job of an Assistant Food Service Director at Mary Immaculate nursing home in Laurence Mass which was at least an hour drive each way. I worked there for three month and could not get along with the Food Service Director which did not have any human relations skills. I called Seiler’s and was referred to Somerville Hospital for an interview as a production Manager. This is when I met Steve Vogel.

Steve was the Food Service Director and he hired me on the spot. I started to work for Seiler’s corporation. The District Manager was a guy by the name of Chuck Hukins; I am mentioning his name because we would go a long way working together. I worked Two years at Somerville hospital I promoted a lady by name of Angelica for a cook’s position from cold production a job she was dreaming about and she became under my direction to be the best cook.
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Angelica
.One of the things I loved to do is give talented people a chance to advance.
With my employees at Somerville Hospital
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Angelica and I establish a catering service later on and we named it “Angenina” we did catering after work and on weekends for a while.

Steve Vogel was a very nice man but he did not know how to run a department,. One day the District Manager Chuck Huckins came in and fired him. Steve belonged to a few minority organizations he was half Jewish, half African American and gay. They helped him sue Seiler’s.  With the money he got he bought a restaurant in Quincy Mass by the name of Beal Street Diner and asked me to cook for him.

I cooked for the restaurant for a few years working in the Hospital and in the restaurant. I was very successful at both.

Steve’s father a professor in the Chicago University won the Nobel price for ancient Economics and we did a reception for him in the restaurant

Steve & his father and pictures of food at the reception

 [image: image129.jpg]


 [image: image130.jpg]



[image: image131.jpg]


[image: image132.jpg]



                                    [image: image133.jpg]



After Steve won the trial against Seiler’s Chuck Huckins called me and told me that he was fired.

Chuck Huckins went to work for Carney Hospital in Boston and called me in 1990 to come and work with him as the cafeteria Manager. I did. It was a big cafeteria that served over 1000 people for lunch. Again it was a good but very demanding job that paid better. Then Summerville Hospital I worked at Carney until 11/1993
In April 1989 Pazi Miri and the children came to the USA New Haven Connecticut To do their Post doctorate at Yale University and settled in New haven. I was the happiest person in the world because now I could spend time with the children but most of all with my Grand children. Tal was Six years old and Tomer was Two and a half years old.. It was Two and a half hours drive but it was a small price to pay. I enjoyed spending time with my grandsons, played soccer with them in the back yard and got to know them better.

In 1992 I ruptured a disc in my spine that pushed on a nerve and was in the most agonizing pain. Pazi had a fried which was a Neuro surgeon at Yale University hospital and Michal & Aurelia brought me there. After a few days at Pazi’s home Dr. Duncan said that I needed surgery. I was hospitalized and took to the Operating room they put me to sleep and found out that they could not put in the breathing tubes. They worked on me for a while, I was not breathing but finally they woke me up from the Anastasia. When I woke up I saw a lot of doctors in the room and heard them saying that they hope I did not get brain damage because I was not getting oxygen for a while. But I was fine no brain damage what so ever.
After a few days in the ICU they put the tubes in and then put me to sleep and did the surgery. It was not my time to go yet, and I am glad because I had a lot to live for.

Halloween at Carney with part of my staff
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Michal and I rented a little bigger apartment in Everett across from our store. There was going to be opened a big video store not far from us, so we decided to sell the store. Luckily we did, and I saved the money for a rainy day. Michal had to go back to Israel in order to get her green card. She came back and started to work as a stewardess on the first class of the train. She did very well and worked there for about one year until she was enlisted to the Massachusetts University. Once she started to study she had to quit the train job and started to work at BJ’s wholesale Club.

In the mean time I quit going out with Ovadia, as I said before, he could not be trusted. I could not tolerate that, and decided that I rather be alone. It took for him a while until he got the Idea that I am serious but finally he did.

Michali started to study in the University; she studied Sociology, Psychology and Political Science.

One day in November 1993, I got a call from Chuck Huckins that was a district Manager for the food management Group based in Atlanta Georgia that he wants me to be the food and Nutrition services director at Bornewood Hospital in Brookline. I went for an Interview and got the Job. It was a small mental health and Rehabilitation Center, with a small Kitchen, antique and dirty that went through quite a few managers, with disturbed non trusting employees that did not think I will survive there, but I did. I started to work with the staff, gained their trust and slowly organized the place, put menus in place and systems to work the right way. 
Bournewood in the kitchen
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After about Two years that the place was running great the Executive Director at Bornewood decided that she does not want to pay the Company, and all she needed is Me., She wrote a letter to the Food management group to tell them that she is not renewing with them the contract and asked them to leave me at Bornewood. The company refused, so I had to leave. The company has sent me to the south to teach food service directors how to work and develop good working systems. I arrived to Atlanta Georgia, They gave me a small car and I was going to Alabama, Chattanooga Tennessee and more. It was interesting to say the least, but I had to live in motels. Whenever I was suppose to go home they send me on emergencies, until I quit the job and came back home.
After I quit the Food Management Group, The Executive Director at Bournewood offered me to come and work for them again as the Dietary services Director, this time for the hospital not for a food service company. I agreed, came back and worked until 12/1998.
With Michali, worked and studied a young man named Aurelio D’Amico. They started dating and after about six month Aurelio moved in with us, it was time to look for a bigger apartment. We rented one in Summerville not far from BJ’s. The owner promised not to raise the rent, but he did after a short time. We discussed the situation and decided to buy a house. We found a nice House in a bad neighborhood Downtown Lynn with an apartment downstairs for me. I used the money I saved for the down payment. We knew that this house will be the first house but not the last, because of the neighborhood and when Aurelio and Michali will get married and have children that will need to go to school we will have to move.
Aurelio, with our cat B.J.
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Michal and Aurelio decided to get married 1n 1991 Aurelio’s parents did not want to have any part in it; they have been against this relationship from the beginning. I loved Aurelio, .and respected Michal’s decision to Mary him. So we had to plan a wedding that will be nice and not too costly that we could afford.

Michali and Aurelio rented a small hall in Malden and a DJ’, invited about 120 people. I did the catering, Michalie’s friend Orna from San Francisco did the flowers, Amir Gali’s son that lived in Toronto did the photography, and Michalie’s Boss at BJ’s made the wedding cake. We had a Greek neighbor that helped me and we baked all Greek desserts; like Baklava and all kinds of cookies, a lot of them

We rented all the dishes, table cloths napkins and so on.

It was a beautiful wedding I made a lot of appetizers and arranged them on a long table with beautiful garnishes.

Steve let me cook everything in his restaurant ant he told me that he will take care of the serving at the wedding. He brought with him some waitresses and took care of warming and serving the main course which consisted of Ravioli in tomato Alfredo sauce, Wild mushroom stuffed Tenderloin with wild mushroom Madera sauce, Roasted Cornish hens rubbed with garlic, home made rice pilaf, and glazed baby carrots.
People really enjoyed the food. Even though Aurelio’s parents and his brother did not attend the wedding, the rest of the family did. His Grandmother came, his aunts, uncles and his cousins which made him happy.

Michal and Aurelio went to Israel for their Honey moon.

On august 15, 1994 Kaylee was born. 
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While Michali was pregnant Aurelio’s mother Gina was diagnosed with ovarian cancer. She came around and started to recognize that Michal is a wonderful person. Michali helped her in any way she could and I am very proud of her.
Michali had a friend that worked with her at BJ’s and retired. She said that she will be Kaylee’s babysitter. She organized for Kaylee a beautiful room and when Michal had to go back to work she brought Kaylee to Reeree 

Reeree took care of Kaylee for Four and a half years until she got a stroke, and they put Kaylee in a Kindergarten. Reeree and her daughter Michelle are like family to us to this day.
Since I was living with them I had the privilege of helping with raising Kaylee. Especially I remember the Tuesdays I spent with Kaylee. Michal used to work until late on Tuesdays, so I would leave my work early, pick up Kaylee at 4:00 PM and spend time with her skating, Bowling, and a lot of other things Kaylee wanted to do. It was an amazing time for me; we would talk and have fun together.
Kaylee grew up and we needed to think of changing the neighborhood so Kaylee could go to a decent school. Michal and Aurelio decided to buy a house that was built in a much better neighborhood and they made sure there will be an in law apartment there for me. .They sold the house we lived in and we moved to the new house on 47 Cliff Street in Lynn Mass. 

Aurelio started to work as a History Teacher after he graduated. But it was not a good paying job even though he was good at it and liked it. He loved to teach but decided to go another way. 

Being as talented and smart as he is, he started to develop web sites, and turned to computers. The Jobs he got were much better paying jobs and he kept advancing and studding. Michal got a Job as the Service Coordinator for Lynn Housing Authority.

At the end of 1997 I got a call from a Lady that was a district manager for Sodexho Corporation. She said that she heard about me and she has a Job offer for me. I did not understand it because I had a job I was working at Bornewood hospital.

She suggested that I come for an Interview at the J.R.C.: Jewish rehabilitation center in Swampscott Mass that was close to Lynn. I agreed to come only to see what they had to offer. I found out that they got my name from Chuck Huckins.
They offered me a job at Woodbridge Assisted living in Peabody to be the food and nutrition Services Director with a much higher salary and the place was 15 minutes drive from my house. The place was Beautiful with a big kitchen and beautiful dining rooms. Kosher and most of the residents were Jewish. I accepted the position.

Woodbridge was open for Three months Before I Joined, the residents were not happy with the food. it was very hard to organize the place ,it took long hours of work weekdays and weekends but I did. The residents started to enjoy the food, the functions have been organized and went well and we had a lot of them. I noticed one of the waitresses Yani as a very talented lady and promoted her the position of cold production and later on to a cook’s position. The employees loved me and cooperated with me. The kitchen was cleaned and organized, I put menus in place, made a point seeing the residents at each meal and checking to see what they enjoy in order to build even a better menu.. The residents loved me and I did a lot of programs with them. I became the Authority on Jewish customs and Holidays. I conducted Seders and did Kol Nidrei with them on Yom Kippur. I told them everything they wanted to know about Israel.
On November 29, 2000 Michal gave birth to Beautiful twin girls; Alayna and Maya
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Auntie Tali with the twins in the Hospital

 Two years old. Alayna & maya
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This was amazing to me and I helped Michali with the girls, every way I could.

In 2004 I went on vacation to Israel, When I came back I was told by my district manager that I am no longer welcome at Woodbridge I did not understand why, come to find out that the Hunan Services director at the J.R,C did something wrong with one of my employees and blamed it ion me. Sodexho transferred me immediately to work at the Jewish Memorial Hospital in Boston that. Sodexho took over and  I became the Director of food & nutrition. My district manager and Sodexho stood behind me all the time.
I had to start all over again to organize a dirty place with employees that got used not to work and inedible food.

I gained the respect of the staff and started to work with them to clean up and organize the kitchen and the Cafeteria. I hired a qualified Dietitian that was from India as the Manager for the dietary services and a part time dietitian from Taiwan. I had employees from all over the globe. I succeeded to make a good working group. 
The sanitation in the kitchen improved 100% the food got better and we started to get a lot of compliments.  On Inspection of the state the kitchen got a lot of compliments

At the beginning of 2007 I got a call from my district Manager; he asked me if I am sitting down?  I did then he told me that Woodbridge wants me back; they are demanding that I come back because till this day the employees and the residents are asking for me.
 I had mixed feelings about going back since I was heart badly by them. I decided to go and visit and see how I feel. 

I got a royal reception at Woodbridge at that visit. I asked the district manager who will he rather loose Woodbridge (if I don’t go back) or Jewish memorial (if I leave them) he said that Sodexho would not want to loose Woodbridge because they are trying to get into more Kosher business. So I came back to Woodbridge and Sodexho lost the business of Jewish Memorial., they said that they stayed with Sodexho only because they did not want to loose me.
I came back to Woodbridge on March 2007 Two weeks before Passover. The place was a mess and there was a lot of cleaning and organizing to do for the Holiday.  The Kitchen was already $50,000.00 over budget. I knew that I wanted to retire at age 68 on my Birthday so I worked with Yani and thought her how to work with the systems I had developed, how to use the budget correctly then I convinced the management of Woodbridge to promote Yani to the Position of Production Manager, this way no matter who will be the director, they will have Yani take care of the food and budget including the Menus.
I notified Sodexho and the Woodbridge Management that I will retire on November 14, 2007.  At that time we were only $5,000.00 over the budget and calculated that by the end of the year we will meet the budget. 

Woodbridge told me that I should pick the Manager to replace me and I did.

On November 14, Woodbridge gave me big retirement parties and Sodexho invited me and a group of friends to a fancy restaurant as a good bye party. It was very emotional, but I was ready to come back to Israel and spend time with my family, grand sons and my siblings.
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Now let me tell you about my family:
Pazi my son grew up to be a scientist and a chess problemist known all over the world a wonderful family man, Father, husband. I am very proud of the kind of person he became, open minded and Intelligent. Miri his wife, my wonderful daughter in law which I love from the first time I met, is a scientist too and a very successful one she is beautiful and smart a wonderful daughter and mother and the most wonderful daughter in law. it warms my heart to see my sun happy.
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Pazi speaking at a conference    Miri  
Tal my oldest Grand son

I will always remember when I came back to Israel in 1984 Tal was laying on a blanket in His grand parents yard. Pazi gave him an empty film box. Tal that was 10 month old at the time tried to open the box and he couldn’t, so he tried with his teeth until he opened it, now he wanted to close it again, the box turned up side down but he did not try even once to close it on the closed side he turned it around many times until he succeeded to close it the right way. I was hypnotized by him. A baby with the ability to think, and know what he is doing. Tal showed mathematical skills from a very early age, he grew up to be a very hansom man smart and Intelligent, he is graduating Mathematics and physics, works at a computer start up and is getting married to Jasmin Tiano on August 11, 2011
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Tali, Tal & Tomer in Disney   Tal the magician
.  
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                                                        Tal & Jasmin in Cyprus getting married
Tomer
Tomer is, my younger grandson, Born on July 14, 1986, Tomer was musical from the day he was born. He cried a lot and developed his lungs that way. When Pazi, Miri and the kids came to the USA for Paz and Miri’s Post doctorate, Tomer was Two and a half years old, I remember driving with him in the car and he would  sing all the way no matter how long the ride was, it was phenomenal. When Tomer turned six he started to learn to play the violin, he never stopped. Tomer was an excellent student and finished High school with perfect grades.
Now Tomer is studying in the Music Academy in Jerusalem Classical composition, he sings in the academy and the Camry Choirs. Tomer participates in different ensembles and the Savanna Trio he plays in, has published a wonderful album. Except of being a musician, Tomer is a wonderful man, smart and naturally very intelligent.
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Tomer about Two years old
Tomer lives in Jerusalem and comes home rarely because he is extremely busy with studying, takes part in rehearsals for the Choirs and the Savanna trio He also has a wonderful girlfriend that he spends time with her. 
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Tal & Tomer                            Miri Tomer and me un one of my visits   
Kaylee
Kaylee was bone on August 15, 19994 to my youngest daughter Michal, Kaylee is her oldest. 

I was lucky to be there and see her from day one some thing I unfortunately did not have with my grandsons I helped raise Kaylee since I lived with them, to me it was amazing to see her grow and spend time with her. 

Kaylee like her cousins is very smart, and a great student. Kaylee was accepted to Exeter academy high school which is the best school in the USA and finished it with wonderful grades Kaylee sings and participated in theater shows at school and in Massachusetts Kaylee took voice developing lessons at school and sing beautiful.  She was accepted to Emerson College in Boston to study Theater next year.
Alayna
Alayna was borne as a twin sister on November 29, 2000 and again I was lucky to be there and see her grow, to help my daughter with the twins they are very hard to raise. 

Like  Kaylee Alayna sings beautiful alayna sang at the Handle & Hoyden society choir  in Boston for about 2 years and as Kaylee;, she participates in Theater sows an in school step dance and of course she is a wonderful student/
Maya
Maya was born 5 minutes after Alayna she is totally different from her twin sister. She has different interests; while she has a very beautiful voice she is not interested so far in singing. I hope it will change some time, she is an excellent student and very smart
Maya likes to draw and she is very talented in drawing and in general.
I see a great future for all my Grandchildren.

Conclusion

Looking back on my life, I feel that I had a full and interesting life, sure there are things that I would have changed if I could like keeping the people I love alive an well, but that was beyond human ability, at least at those times.

I achieved a lot; a Wonderful family, terrific children and grandchildren, I had a lot of fun when I could, achievements at work., and I traveled the world
