
By STEVEN FINKLEMAN
Ed. note: Steven Finkleman

is a former Winnipegger who
is now a retired Kelowna pedi-
atrician. He now considers
himself a professional traveller.

Recently Steven was in
Namibia, where he was also
teaching pediatrics in addition
to searching for shofars.

Heading down the B2 from
Swakopmund to Windhoek, I
could see by the road signage
that this would be a prime
location to search for the per-
fect shofar. As you can see
from the signage, with each of
these kudus, one would have
2 shofars to blow on Rosh
Hashanah.

So, I went on the prowl for
the perfect shofar in
Windhoek, Namibia. It was
interesting that when I was in
Windhoek last spring and was
at the airport awaiting my
return flight back to the big
city, Johannesburg, I hap-
pened to notice a Chasidic
gentleman on my flight carry-
ing several long, Yemenite-
style shofars. Although I didn’t
speak to him at the time, it
was clear that with the abun-
dance of African antelope in
the country, that Namibia
would clearly be a source of shofarot for us Jews
scattered around the world.

Apparently, there are two types of shofarot that
we use. The original form was a ram’s horn, dat-
ing from the fact that on Isaac’s release from the
sacrificial altar, Abraham was able to find a ram
tangled by its horns in the bush, and more
appropriately used the ram for sacrifice instead
of Isaac. The second type of shofar is the
Yeminite or Sephardic style, which came from
Yemen, where there was an abundance of ante-
lope or more specifically kudu, from which the
Yemenite Jews were able to make shofarot. Both
styles are used today, and indeed in my very

own synagogue sanctuary is a painting by
Gertrude Zack of a Rabbi Solomon blowing a
Yemenite-style shofar. Whether there are still
kudu in Yemen is unclear to me. Perhaps, it is
too dangerous for Chasidic Jews to fly into
Sanaa, Yemen looking for kudu horns. Therefore,
why not come to the safe locale of Namibia,
known amongst tourists as “Africa Lite”, for a
safe supply of kudu-horn shofars.

I was fortunate to have a work project this
April in Windhoek, Namibia, and clearly one of
my main goals, besides the “work”, was to track
down that supply of kudu-horn shofars. It sound-
ed like a great article - “In search of the perfect

shofar - direct from its source.”
I made contact with Mr. Zvi Gorelick, of the

Windhoek Jewish Community,  visited the syna-
gogue, now about 80 years old, took great pic-
tures and attended the Friday night service. The
Windhoek Jewish community is a  small com-
munity, yet very diverse and very welcoming.
Indeed, the second Shabbat, I had arranged to
lead the service in my Reform-style tradition,
with lots of traditional and vibrant Shabbat songs
- probably quite a distinction from the South
African Orthodox service that the congregation
was used to. Indeed after services, I was fortu-
nate to be invited to Barbara and Alexandra’s
home for Shabat dinner -  very welcoming - an
open invitation to all.

I was able to ask Zvi the all-important question
in order for me to pursue my quest of the perfect
shofar: “So, Zvi, where do these come from?” I
was immediately directed to the Nakara Tannery
in the North Industrial area to case the place out.

The $2 cab ride took me directly to the facto-
ry and the factory shop. Trying to keep things
low-key and not to come across as a camera nut-
case snapping 4 million pictures, I kept very
calm as I checked out first, the factory ware-
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Continued on next page.

In search of the perfect shofar - a “horny” story

“Somehow I knew this would be a good place to purchase
shofarot.” (Steven wasn’t ‘shofared’ about ; he drove his own
car.)

The author in the factory with the raw product.



house,  then the factory store.
The warehouse was filled with
hides of all sorts, the most dis-
tinctive being the piles and piles
of Zebra hides - quite a site! And
we think in Canada, it’s cool to
have a bearskin on the wall!

As I entered the factory store, I
noticed some kudu horns on the
grounds, polished, and some of
very gaudy colouration - blue,
orange, red, etc. - obviously not
suitable for a shofar!

Trying to play it cool, I asked
the sales lady at the desk, Marie-
Luise, if they sold vuvuzelas
made of kudu horns. Do you
remember all those horns at the
world cup of soccer in South
Africa a few years ago? She replied
that they did have horns, and as I
stammered away asking for a kudu-
horn sort of trumpet,  she responded
immediately in her Afrikaans accent,
asking whether I was interested in
buying a shofar for Rosh Hashanah!
Somehow, I knew immediately that I
was at the correct spot. I cooly
ordered four, but subsequently placed
an order for another three. “Darn
good price”, I thought - perhaps I

ought to
i m p o r t
them. I
wondered
who’s mak-
ing the ten
t i m e s
mark-up in
N o r t h
America!

I then
asked to
see not only the warehouse, but to go down to the factory where the sho-
farot were made. Starting with raw skulls, the horns are removed, soaked
in water to remove the central core, then polished and finally the tip is cut
off in order to turn it into a shofar. I took my usual 4 million pictures of the
work shop and the production line. With my calling out the tekiyah, she-
varim, truah and tekiyah gedolah, Jacoby did a marvellous job blasting the
shofarot with the perfect rhythm. It was certainly one of the longest tekiyah
gedolahs that I’ve heard, certainly rivalling our very own community’s
President David.

So here I am packing up my multiple shofarot, wondering and hoping
what sort of grief a custom’s official is going to give me. After all, I will be
crossing multiple borders, Botswana, Zambia, Zimbabwe, US and finally
Canada. I suppose that I’ll tell them that these are religious articles - no way
would they refuse my entry. I’m sure that the border guards at Robert
Mugabe’s Zimbabwean customs office will be sympathetic!

Steven’s purchases of several polished kudu horn shofarot
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Canadian Hadassah-WIZO (CHW) is Canada’s leading Jewish women’s philanthropic organization. Founded in 1917, CHW is 
non-political, volunteer driven and funds programs and projects for Children, Healthcare and Women in Israel and Canada.

Web: www.chw.ca     E-mail: info@chw.ca     Tel: 1.866.937.9431

Canadian Hadassah-WIZO (CHW) 
wishes our members and friends a happy, 

healthy and peaceful New Year!  

Thank you for your continued support of 
CHW’s projects for Children, Healthcare and 

Women in Israel and Canada.

Marla Dan, CHW National President
CHW Board of Directors

Alina Ianson, CHW National Executive Director

Children
Healthcare
Women

Shana Tova !

Continued from previous
page.

Personally testing them for Rosh Hashanah useShana Tova
5775

Let us pray for peace in our beloved Israel - Am Y'Israel Chai

Rebeca Kuropatwa, Contact
E-mail: rebeca.kuropatwa@cmdai.org

David Matas, C.M., Chair
E-mail: dmatas@mts.net

ISRAEL CANNOT SURVIVE WITHOUT MAGEN DAVID ADOM
MAGEN DAVID ADOM CANNOT SURVIVE WITHOUT YOU

With YOUR HELP – MDA continues to provide uninterrupted emergency service in Israel

The Winnipeg Chapter wishes all our donors, families 
and friends a very Healthy and Happy New Year 



By SHARON 
MELNICER

It was April, 1999.
If it weren’t for

Jacquie, I would never
have gone. Not that
the list of women who
were scheduled to
speak wasn’t interest-
ing, mind you. All
held some special
appeal, either by
virtue of their celebrity
or by their life experi-

ence. First, there was Mary Tyler Moore and then
other notables like Joan Rivers, Maya Angelou
and Sarah Ferguson were to follow. Jacquie, the
colorful owner and head guru at Revelations, a
natural crystal store on Corydon Avenue, had
been my friend for nearly 20 years. I first got to
know her when she briefly dated a first cousin of
mine in the mid-’60’s and then when she coin-

Just Put Your Lips Together . . . and Blow
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www.cfhu.org/newyearcards

Honour your family and friends 
with CFHU’s gorgeous New Year 

Cards while supporting  The 
Hebrew University of Jerusalem .

The Winnipeg Chapter of CFHU 
wishes you a Happy, Healthy & 

Prosperous New Year.  We 
appreciate your continued support.

       

The late Lauren Bacall - who died only last
month: “The only thing better than hear-
ing Lauren Bacall’s sultry voice was hear-
ing her deep-throated, hearty laughter and
I was overjoyed to hear it that night.”

cidentally married my first boyfriend - the love of my
early adolescent life, our circles crossed once again. 

She often referred to me as her husband’s “first
squeeze” when affectionately introducing me to others,
and it never failed to produce a smile. Abruptly, her 18-
year marriage to my “ex” came to a bitter and heart-
breaking halt in July, 1997, surprising all of us who knew
them.

In the process of being a supportive and caring friend
during this traumatic period I volunteered to help her out
at her store because just as this personal crisis arrived in
her life, her longtime employee and Girl Friday left
Revelations to take a new job in BC. Jacquie suddenly
had a lot to deal with - two young, distraught daughters,
a successful but demanding business, an ailing, elderly
mother, a large household to run, and of course, the
emotional fallout that was just beginning to unleash its
heavy cloud.

I was working at the store late one Friday evening
when Jacquie who, like me, appreciated and valued the
company of good women, asked me if I’d be interested
in going to the “Unique Lives” series with her. My
response was enthusiastic until she informed me of the
subscription price. “Exorbitant” was an understatement!
How could I justify such an act of extravagance?
Somehow Jacquie said the magic words. She really
wanted to go, and if I wasn’t interested, well - she would
go alone. What kind of a friend would I be if I allowed
her to sit through the series of lectures alone? I couldn’t
say “no”! It was a done deal.

What a thrilling experience it was to meet all those
remarkable women - one in particular! Lauren Bacall
came to town in November
and was the third speaker on
the list of luminaries. She was
everything I anticipated - ele-
gant and sophisticated, her
husky voice and “tough-girl”
demeanor still as sexy and

alluring as ever. I
had been a
Baca l l -Boga r t
junkie for decades
and intimately
knew every film
the couple had
made, beginning
with “To Have or
Have Not” in
1942, the first
movie Lauren
Bacall ever

appeared in, and the one that led to her steamy
love affair with Bogart off-screen.

The lecture ended after Ms. Bacall spoke of
her life for the prescribed one-hour.  She then
opened up for questions. The house lights went
on and those of us with questions lined up at the
four microphones scattered throughout the hall,
waiting to be taken in turn. I already had a ques-
tion rehearsed in my mind about her modeling
career in the late 1930’s and was anxious to ask
it, praying I wouldn’t screw it up somehow.

As I was waiting, my eyes shifted to the very
blonde, very thin and very pierced young
woman impatiently pacing in front of me. Her
hair was spiked and she wore black makeup on
both eyes and lips. Her complexion was an
unearthly alabaster and her cheeks were high-
lighted with circles of maroon. She was dressed
in punk-fashion, tight-fitting polyester pants and
top held together with lots and lots of zippers
and safety pins. It was her turn to speak:

                                           
 
 
                                                                                                    

 

 
SHANAH TOVA VE METUKA! 
The Canadian Associates of Ben-Gurion University of the Negev wishes you a 
Happy and Healthy New Year. May you be inscribed in the book of life.  
 

Learn about our unique pioneering spirit and outstanding research 
accomplishments at www.bengurion.ca 

 
CANADIAN ASSOCIATES OF BEN-GURION UNIVERSITY OF THE NEGEV - MANITOBA  

Sheldon Zamick, 
Regional President 

Ariel Karabelnicoff, 
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Young woman – “ Uh, tell me Ms.
Bacall, like uh – did you ever, were

you ever in a movie with Marilyn Monroe? And if you were, like what was
she like to work with? Like she was so hot – did you think she was hot?”

Lauren (having just described her relationship with Ms. Monroe only
moments before in graphic detail, as well as itemizing the films in which
they appeared together spoke acerbically) – “as I mentioned earlier, dear, I
worked with Marilyn a few times, and in answer to your second question,
she was a lot like you, dear, a troubled young woman who had difficulty

paying attention.”
Young woman continued (believed at this point by all to possess a death

wish) – “Cuz well, like this is really interesting, you know, like my friends
and a lot of other people have told me that I, look exactly like Marilyn
Monroe, like I could be her double, you know?”

Lauren made no comment, pursed her lips and regarded the young
woman with an expression of poisonous disbelief.

At this juncture, Sylvia Kuzyk, the MC of the evening tactfully moved to
the next person at the microphone - me.

Sharon (stepping up) – “Hello, Ms. Bacall, welcome to Winnipeg. It’s
wonderful to meet you.”

Lauren – “Thank you. It’s nice to be here.”
Sharon – “I’d like to start by saying that this is an amazing coincidence –

I can’t get over it!”
Lauren – “And what’s that?” 
Sharon – “Well, a lot of people tell me that I look like Marilyn Monroe.

People mistake me for Marilyn Monroe all the time.”
The only thing better than hearing Lauren Bacall’s sultry voice was hear-

ing her deep-throated, hearty laughter and I was overjoyed to hear it that
night. It was immediately obvious to Ms. Bacall, and everyone else in the
audience that evening, given the fact that all the house-lights were on, that
I look about as much like Marilyn Monroe as Mr. Ed. Ms. Bacall’s conta-
gious guffaws immediately spread to the 2500 or so people in the Concert
Hall, and before I knew it, I had literally brought the house down.

Once Ms. Bacall had calmed herself, she commanded me  “to get up
here” - “here” meaning the stage, because “she wanted to get a closer
look” at me. I hung back shyly but when she sharply repeated the order, I
hurried on up. She grasped my hand and thanked me for the laugh, asking
me my name. She then draped her arm casually over my shoulders, draw-
ing me toward her, and had me ask the question about her Vanity Fair cover
that I had originally framed when I first approached the microphone. It
seemed to be a question she was comfortable with, and she responded
fully and colorfully. Upon finishing up her answer, she released her gentle
hold on me and bid me a courteous good-bye. I literally walked on air as
I headed back to my seat, on the one hand sorry that I had trivialized the
young blonde woman’s comments, but on the other, immensely grateful to
her for being my foil. I was also grateful that night to Marilyn Monroe
because without her, I would never have had “a moment” with my screen
idol, Lauren Bacall.
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By SYBIL SAGE
‘There are no online reviews for hospices,” I said to my 79-year-old

brother shortly after he announced he was stopping dialysis. His deci-
sion meant this was the first day of the rest of his life, yet we both
laughed. Jack had been admitted to the hospital with pneumonia,
complicated by serious heart and kidney problems. Lying in bed for
several months, he counted my visits – and the raising and lowering
of the head of his bed – as the highlights of each day. In his condition,
I would have made the same choice.

Though we came from the same gene pool, the distribution of genes
created two very different people, not designed to be friends. Jack was
proper; I am bold. He was restrained and cautious; I’m impulsive and
unguarded. He kept to himself; I have many friends. He was perceived
as refined and tasteful; nobody would define me as either. We’re both
New Yorkers, but my brother was an Upper East Sider with a large tie
collection; I live in the West Village, where you see more tattoos than
ties. I’m sure we were equally surprised to find that dying unloosened
Jack’s tie and allowed us to establish a connection that had long elud-
ed us.

When Siri (an interactive device with a female voice available on
Iphones) told me that there were 15 hospices outside of Manhattan, I
snapped back, “I want one in the city.” She  was no more helpful than
Yelp or Google had been. Shouldn’t TripAdvisor include hospices in
its listings? A palliative care nurse gave me the name of the one hos-
pice in the city, letting me know it had only 25 beds. Was dying like
everything else? Did you have to know someone?

“Our turnover is high,” the woman at Haven Hospice told me on the
phone, assuring me that within days, there would be a bed. And there
was. Jack and I, who had been in many taxis together, were having our
first (and last) ride in an ambulance. It was the only time he didn’t give
a driver a generous tip.

Hospice conferred normalcy on dying, though the exit signs seemed
redundant. Each room had a view of the East River that contributed to
the facility’s serenity. I’d brought with us spaghetti and Diet Coke, the
two things Jack was craving. A man who’d dined at fine restaurants
everywhere in the world was now eating minuscule amounts of soft
foods. I fed him with a plastic fork. Beaming, he said, “This spaghetti
is so good. What is it?”

“It’s spaghetti to die for.” Instead of the wince I’d expected, he
smiled. We’d given up trying to change each other. What he’d per-
ceived as my flaws were now valued assets. Jack appreciated that I
was direct with his doctors. He told them, “My sister is my strength.”

Despite our differences, no brother was more devoted or generous.
In Jack’s apartment was a picture of me as a toddler, about to take a
tentative, early step. At eight, his hand was extended, prepared to
catch me if I should stumble. That arm was there my entire life, mak-
ing sure I didn’t fall, giving me whatever I needed. That hand correct-
ed essays and papers I’d written, teaching me about structure and
style. Jack had modeled how to be a loving sibling. It was my turn to
reach out my hand to him and demonstrate what I’d learned.

He was responding to my playfulness, and we agreed to make his
remaining days as much fun as we could. I bent the hospital straw the
way I’d seen the nurses do and placed it in his mouth. After taking a
sip, he let the soda slosh around on his tongue as if it were a grand
cru. “How much Diet Coke did you get?” he asked.

“Six cans. For you, that’s a lifetime supply.” Again, he found me
amusing. “How about I interview you and I’ll read your words at the
funeral?” He hesitated, but didn’t refuse. I opened the pad I’d brought,
not sure what I would ask until I started. “Do you remember my first
word?”

“Stop smoking.” Jack probably imagined I would scold him about
not taking care of himself, as had been my habit, but I laughed.

“Are you afraid of dying?” I asked.
“No,” he answered. “Curious. I’d like to last another 10 years. You’re

making it too nice for me. I can’t think of anybody going so peaceful-
ly.” (He actually said, “peaceful,” but he’d taught me about adverbs
and it was my turn to do the editing.)

Two days before Jack would die, as I was leaving his room, I heard
something. He was singing, “The sun’ll come up tomorrow.” I
dropped my bag and we sang together. It was spontaneous and inti-
mate, unlike the perfunctory rounds of “Dayenu” we’d done at seders.
Our new relationship would be short. Every moment mattered. I was
reluctant to go home.

“I’m taking up so much of your time,” he said. Jack was more com-
fortable giving than receiving.

“You were there for my birth and I’m here for your death,” I told him.
His eyes welled up when I said, “It’s my privilege.”

He responded with a Yiddish expression I didn’t understand. Still
teaching, he translated that I would get no reward for these efforts.
“You’re dead wrong,” I countered. “The look on your face is the best
thing you’ve ever given me.” I reached for my iPhone and played a
song from our childhood home, the tearjerker, “My Yiddishe Mama.”
“How are you not crying?” I asked.

“I’m thinking about what I want Mama to cook for me. Maybe gefilte
fish.”

“I have bad news for you,” I told him. “I have her grinder.” That got
the biggest laugh.

His hope of rejoining our parents shocked me and inspired me to
say, “If you actually end up someplace and you’re with Mama and
Daddy, I want you to send me a sign. I’ve heard stories about clocks
stopping. Yeah, stop a clock in our apartment, nothing big that will
require the super to come up.” He nodded, the way he had when we
both knew he would ignore my suggestion that he join a health club
or switch to low-fat cream cheese. But maybe the new Jack would be
more cooperative.

Before the funeral started, as I stood in the cemetery’s office, I felt the
crystal necklace I’d put on that morning slither off my neck and saw it
fall to the floor. A few days later, I took it out of my purse to examine
it with the friend who’d given it to me several birthdays ago. The clasp
was intact, but the string looked as if it had been yanked apart. She
grinned. “The sign from Jack?”

“Maybe you’re right. He never did what I told him to.”
On July 6, exactly a month after Jack had died, I was in our build-

ing’s laundry room. For the first time in the 33 years I’ve lived in the
building, the hands on the wall clock weren’t moving. It said 9:44. It
was actually 4:12.

Sybil Sage was born in Winnipeg to Mina and Abraham Adelman.
When she was seven years old her entire family moved to New York
City. Adelman is a former TV writer whose credits include the Mary
Tyler Moore Show and Northern Exposure; she has also written for
many magazines.

Laughing at death
A writer and her dying brother 
forge a bond through humor
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Siblings: The author and her brother, Jack, in 2003.

Pitblado lawyers live by a set of core values that guide 
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occasions. And, we enjoy honouring those events with  
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At this very special time of year, the Partners, 
Associates and staff at Pitblado Law would like  
to wish everyone Shana Tova.

We understand

www.pitblado.com
2500 – 360 Main Street
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By SHARON
ZAJDMAN

From the age of
three, until I
became eligible
for kindergarten,
I was enrolled at
Mary Beetles in
Montreal, a pre-
school in the
days before day-
care programs,
run by Miss Mary
Beetles, a single
and independent
woman then
referred to as a

spinster, whose surname was spelled like the
name of the insect, before a British pop group
changed it. 

On stage at a Christmas recital, I wore a
pink dress with short puffed sleeves. A petti-
coat puffed up my short skirt, and a band of
fake pink rose petals decorated my thick,
dark hair. I was not yet self-conscious about
my thick, heavy thighs, though I was acutely
aware of the clunky, ankle-length orthopedic
shoes that encased my wide, flat and weak
feet. I shook cymbals and tapped a tam-
bourine. 

I had natural rhythm, effortlessly kept the
beat, and felt perfectly comfortable on what
was the first of many stages I would find
myself on in years to come. 

The only light in the darkness of the hall
emanated from the equipment of the hired
photographer taking the pictures that were
going to be sold to our parents once they
were developed. 

The one disruption came from the back of
the hall. A toddler seated on his mother’s lap
stretched for a better view of the stage, and
suddenly erupted into a high-pitched scream.
“Dat’s my shister! Dat’s my shister!” He broke
out of his mother’s arms, dropped to the floor,
tore up the centre aisle, and tried to hoist
himself onto the stage.

Caught between footlights, with one chub-
by thigh on the boards, and straining to lift his
diaper-covered bottom, my baby brother
raised his luminous, blueberry-hued eyes,
beaming his baby-toothed grin at me.
“Shashi! Shashi!” 

Mikey called out the nickname he had
given me. He seemed confused when I didn’t
dash over to help him, and surprised by the
uncharacteristic scowl on my face. Clearly,
he couldn’t fathom why I wasn’t as thrilled to
see him as he was to see me. 

Instinctively, I had grasped the concept and
the convention of The Fourth Wall, and my
adorable and adoring brother was breaking
it! In this, my first crisis, I proved a trouper,
stoically soldiering on while never missing a
beat on my tambourine.

While the audience rocked with laughter, a
policeman who had been standing guard at
the back door rushed to the bottom of the
stage, scooped Mikey into his arms, and car-
ried him away. 

“But she’s my shister!” Mikey implored the
policeman. Could the cop not comprehend
the sacredness of the sibling bond? Oblivious
to the giggles of the onlookers, patiently,
pointedly, Mikey attempted to explain. “My
SHISTER!” 

The policeman merely smiled, and brought
Mikey to the back of the hall.

Our recital proceeded without further inci-
dent. By the time it was over, the cop and the
toddler had bonded. 

Mikey was leaning back, relaxed in the
policeman’s arms, with the policeman’s over-
sized hat sliding down and masking the top
half of his head.

Denied access to the main stage, the
beguiling tyke had created his own. While
the cop held Mikey, Mikey’s sweet and sunny
nature held the cop enthralled. 

In the years to come, the world would
become my brother’s stage. 

There were no barriers that could not be
broken, no obstacles that could not be over-
come, nor any arbitrary rules that could not
be bent nor circumvented. 

Michael’s irrepressible spirit and his irre-
sistible charm remain intact. So does his
devotion to me. 

Setting the template

A toddler seated on his mother’s
lap stretched for a better view of
the stage, and suddenly erupted

into a high-pitched scream. “Dat’s
my shister! Dat’s my shister!” He
broke out of his mother’s arms,

dropped to the floor, tore up the
centre aisle, and tried to hoist him-

self onto the stage.
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By LIBBY SIMON
My family lived

in several houses
after their arrival in
Winnipeg’s North
End, but the one on
Robinson Street is
the earliest in my
awareness. The
n e i g h b o u r h o o d
was refuge for a
host of other immi-
grant Jewish fami-
lies who came
from the same geo-
graphical area and
shared the same

culture, language, and religion. This bond and
kinship brought these landsleit together and
they congregated around the Talmud Torah
Hebrew School, where my father taught, and
the Chevra Mishnayes Synagogue, the latter
serving as their unofficial community centre.

The shul was the centre of many family wed-
dings, bar mitzvahs, and funerals. Every
Saturday morning Papa attended Shabbas ser-
vices but on Jewish holidays the whole family
attended. Since we observed the Orthodox
Jewish religion, women and men did not sit
together, so while the men were seated on the
main floor, the women were sequestered in an
upstairs balcony overlooking the activity
below. Not particularly interested in the liturgy, they tended to talk to
one another about their children, their homes, and other areas of
interest. This “noise” often interfered with the men as they recited the

prayers. At some point, the Shamas would look
upward, pound on the podium, and shout
“Schveig, viber!” (Quiet, women!), as if we
were all one big family. Things would quieten
down for awhile until the chatter crescendoed,
requiring intermittent reminders with more
pounding, and a commanding, “Sha!”

Our old, wood-framed house had a screened
veranda where I played, and sometimes slept,
on warm summer nights. It stood directly
across from the shul. Once I was old enough,
on Saturday mornings I was allowed to cross
the street to join Papa after a bar mitzvah cele-
bration. There were always treats after the ser-
vice, and he would prepare a small plate of
schmaltz herring and chickpeas for me, and a
piece of honey cake for dessert. I loved
schmaltz herring and would devour it quickly
while my Papa looked on with a broad, proud
smile.

But clouds of the Great Depression hung
heavy over this north-end community and
there was widespread poverty. Women did not
work outside the home, and like many other
men, my father lost his job for a period of time.
When I accompanied Mama to the grocery
store or the butcher shop, I didn’t understand
why her face flushed and her eyes looked away
as she stammered out in Yiddish to the Jewish
grocer, “I need food for the children. Can you
put this on credit? We will pay you as soon as
we can.” Her embarrassment and humiliation

collided with my father’s shame, and resulted in many heated argu-
ments between them over money.

The stress was particularly hard on Mama because she wasn’t well.

Robinson Street

Papa had returned to his teaching job,
but I remember seeing him sitting
hunched on a scruffy, black stool in the
living room, his expression tense, his
eyes fixed on our faded, wood cabinet
radio, as if he could see the reality
beyond.
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She had developed a “milk leg”
while pregnant with my older

brother, Matty. It is a disease related to deep vein thrombosis, and
causes a painful, swollen leg, serious enough to result in gangrene. Of
course, I only knew that she had one big leg that often looked swollen
and one normal-looking leg. 

But I vividly recall the too-numerous times when wailing sirens
announced an ambulance tearing down the street to our house. Big
men dressed in white would rush in, lift Mama onto a stretcher, and
take her away amidst the shrieking sirens that were now competing
with the high-pitched howls of her two frightened pre-schoolers,
Matty and me.

Back then, children were not allowed to visit in hospitals for fear of
transmitting disease, so we would not see our mother for intermittent
periods. On one such occasion, my father had enough money to take
us to the ice cream store a few blocks away. Holding Papa’s hand on
one side, with Matty holding his other, I felt safe as we all walked
together. And the tears subsided.

As the Depression years began to wane in the late 1930s, the men-
acing clouds of war in Europe began to rise. Hitler’s regime invaded
several countries surrounding Germany and the growing threat to the
rest of the world became palpable. Canada declared war on Germany
in September 1939 after Hitler invaded Poland, and although my par-
ents’ immediate family was safe in Canada, their minds and hearts
were with the loved ones they had left behind.

By then Papa had returned to his teaching job, but I remember see-
ing him sitting hunched on a scruffy, black stool in the living room, his
expression tense, his eyes fixed on our faded, wood cabinet radio, as
if he could see the reality beyond. 

Radio was the link between our world and the one across the ocean,
and we grew up with that radio the way youngsters today have grown
up with television.

Although I was still a preschooler, I knew that Papa was listening to
“the news.” The worry was in his eyes, his face, his body; and his
words expressed his extreme concern for our relatives back in the
homeland. 

But the true catastrophic human saga that was unfolding, even as he
listened, would not emerge until the war ended. We would learn
much later that most of the relatives left behind, including my mater-
nal grandfather, had died in the Holocaust. Even Papa’s fears could not
have fathomed such destruction.

The radio had become so much a central focus and source of news
that when the war ended in 1945, I recall asking, “Papa, now that the
war is over, will they close the radio?”

“Why do you think they will close the radio?” he asked with a puz-
zled look.

“Because what else would they have to talk about?”
Yet, our home was filled with joy and laughter. My mother played

happy, lively Russian, Yiddish, and Hebrew songs at the black upright
piano that held a place of honour among the flowery wallpaper and

sagging couches of our living room. Bernie,
as the eldest of five children, would lead us
in a conga line, with me at the other end,
and we would dance from room to room, up
and down the stairs, and all around the
house. 

Sometimes Bernie would pick me up,
throw me over his shoulder and call out “A
zekele zaltz!” like a peddler. “A sack of salt,
I have a sack of salt for sale. Who wants to
buy my little sack of salt?” (Or sometimes I
was “potatoes.”) Whether salt or potatoes, he
would haggle with whichever of my brothers
offered to “buy” me.

Saturday nights were very special. We
would all huddle around the big floor radio
to listen to Hockey Night in Canada. When
the Toronto Maple Leafs scored and Foster
Hewitt shouted in his inimitable voice, “He
shoots! He scores!” the tumultuous roar from
this household of five jubilant children must
surely have been heard all the way to
Toronto.

My preschool years were spent at the
Talmud Torah, and then at David Livingstone
public school. But as the time approached
for me to enter Grade One, our rented home
was sold by the owner, and our family moved
again, this time to Stella Avenue. We would
remain in the North End, though in a differ-
ent school catchment area–and so a new ele-
ment would be added to the pot.

Excerpted from Libby Simon’s best-selling
book, “Life is Like a Pot of Soup” 
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By BELVA (BORO-
DITSKY) THOMAS

My sister Sarah
(Udow), who was
named Sorkeh by
my parents but was
known to the rest
of us as Sork, had a
superb soprano
voice with an
amazing range.
She had chosen

Nina Dempsey to be the singing teacher to
work with, and she couldn’t have made a bet-
ter choice. Not only was Mrs. Dempsey a fine
soprano herself and an outstanding vocal
teacher, but the depth to which she helped
one understand the
words and the music
was impressive. 

Cousin Sarah had
encouraged me to
return home to work at
my music in the sup-
portive environment
that my family offered,
So when I settled in, I
joined Sork in Nina
Dempsey’s studio, as
did my brother Ditz a few years later. (Ditz
was the name given to my brother Dave by
his classmates when he arrived at high school
with the family name of Boroditsky.)

Nina Dempsey was a woman always ele-
gant, beautifully dressed with every hair in
place. She was married to a handsome man
named Charlie who was always there to help
her organize her schedule and arrange the
furniture for informal concerts held in their
small living room. They were Christian
Scientists and totally committed to their reli-
gion and her art. As they had no children of
their own, they devoted themselves to the
development of her singing students. 

When I finally settled into serious study, she
introduced me to music that still resonates
deeply after more than sixty years. There I
stood in front of the upright Heinzman piano
in her studio, hands clasped in front of me in
a gesture of prayer, to finally discover the
pleasure of creating beauty directly from
one’s own body. 

Steadily I built my range to that of a better-
than-average lyric soprano, and I found the
ability to express emotions vital to the variety
of music she chose for me. We worked on
Mozart and Verdi operatic arias, German
lieder and British art songs, and they were all
challenging and delicious. 

When my mother finally was able to afford
such a luxury, she bought two season tickets
with the hope of introducing my father to
classical music. He must have attended a

concert or two, but fell asleep immediately
upon relaxing in his seat. That lack of interest
might have been tolerated, but the snoring
that followed was not acceptable to the peo-
ple around him. 

Even years afterwards, when Sork, Ditz or I
performed in public we knew that we would
have to keep an eye on Pa’s inability to stay
awake. Only when a good Chazan (Cantor)
came to town or when brother Ditz finally
found his rightful place on the synagogue
Bimah (stage) did he manage to rise to the
occasion. That’s where his feelings lay - with
the familiar melodies and cantorial style. 

As a consequence, as Pa would not attend,
I benefited by being able to hear the greatest
musicians of the day along with 5000 other

Winnipeggers seated
in that incredibly
huge barn of an audi-
torium - singers like
Jan Pierce, Zinka
Milanov and Lily
Pons - pianists like
Solomon, Claudio
Arrau and
Paderewsky - violin-
ists like Heifitz, Isaac
Stern and Szigetti. 

Hillel (another of Belva’s brothers) and I, at
that time, discovered that incredibly rich
world of music
available to us
through the pur-
chase or acquisition
of seventy-eight
RPM recordings.
When we could
gather enough funds
through babysitting
and the modest
pocket money we
got from our parents,
we bought records
like Debussy’s Claire
de Lune, Moussorg-
sky’s Pictures at an
Exhibition, Tchai-
kovsky’s 4th, 5th and
6th symphonies as
well as a couple of
symphonies by
Brahms. We played
this delicious music

Adventures into singing

Wednesday, September 17, 2014, THE JEWISH POST & NEWS   41

Feature story

 MLA for Point Douglas
Kevin Chief

kevinchief.ca
(204) 421-9126

Wishing you and 
your family Happy 
Rosh Hashanah!

 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 

Happy
Rosh Hashanah

P: (204) 489-0828 | E: info@brianpallister.com

Brian 
Pallister

 MLA for Fort Whyte

 

  

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

  

 

 

Continued on next
page.

There I stood in front of the
upright Heinzman piano in her
studio, hands clasped in front

of me in a gesture of prayer, to
finally discover the pleasure of
creating beauty directly from

one’s own body.



as often as possible, and we invited
friends to join us on the carpet of my
mother’s dining room where, with the
lights dimmed and the doors closed, we
enjoyed smooching to the lush romantic
orchestral sounds of the Boston and New
York Symphony Orchestras. We became
well-known to the local music stores as
great appreciators of their stock, and I’m
ashamed to say that we absconded with a
number of records with the feeling that
our appreciation of the music alone was
reason enough to deserve to have them. 

Through my work as a performer and

later as an organizer of musical activities
which served many families and employed
many music teachers, I can console myself
that I have repaid this debt that we owed
society for the stolen goods! 

In September of 1951, I was concentrating
full-time on building my repertoire and work-
ing towards a university diploma in music. I
had a brief affair with a young cellist from the
Israeli Symphony Orchestra, which had per-
formed in Winnipeg. The thrill of meeting a
live musician who made music in Israel
moved me. Besides, I was interested to know
what lovemaking was all about! I felt no great
affection for him, but I felt that he deserved to
be compensated for his musical services to
us. 

Not long after this, a young man came to
study voice with Mrs. Dempsey. It intrigued
me when I learned that he was from
Germany. An uncle living in Winnipeg had
been able to arrange papers and passage for
him. I was friendly and he was very eager to
practice what little English he had. 

Peter described to me a youth full of
parental love and community activities which
stressed competitive sports, spouting slogans
and posing as an exemplary Aryan demi-god.
The more I learned of his past, the more I

understood the
dilemmas we face
between loyalties
and logic. We can
protect the mytholo-
gies of the past, per-
petuating hatreds
and misconcep-
tions, or take the
lessons taught by
history and move on
to the next level of
understanding. 

Peter was a boy of
seventeen when he
entered the German
army and participat-
ed in the take-over
of Europe. He told
me how little choice
he had as an ordi-
nary soldier. By the
end of the war, he
was disillusioned
and horrified by all
that had gone on,
and he was deeply
grateful to his uncle
for making it possi-
ble for him to begin
a new life in
Canada. I accepted
his story. 

So for a few
weeks, Peter and I
coffeed, compared
and confided. We
even discovered
German lieder we
loved and sang
together. It was the
kind of friendship
that was an adven-
ture in new har-
monies.

At the end of the
Second World War
and the devastating
revelation of the
Nazi slaughter of
millions of people –
Jews and others - I
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Just as I considered 
ridiculous the concept that
Jews through the ages were
responsible for the death of
Jesus, how could I hold the

great German musicians
responsible for the 

destruction wrought upon a 
generation of Jews?



was of two minds about my rela-
tionship with German music and

people. I knew that in Israel classical musicians refused to include
German music in their programs. But how could I give up singing the
great oratorios of Bach, the operas of Mozart and the lieder of Brahms?
Just as I considered ridiculous the concept that Jews through the ages
were responsible for the death of Jesus, how could I hold the great
German musicians responsible for the destruction wrought upon a gen-
eration of Jews? Whenever my thoughts turned to the Holocaust, I felt
myself to be on the overcrowded trains, undressing with other women
and children in the showers and finally standing under the noxious
spray of death.

One day, I had a phone call from a Mrs. (Florence) Mendelson - a
Montréal woman who was teaching kindergarten at the Peretz parochial
school in Winnipeg where I was once a student. She told me that she
was pregnant and could not continue working for much longer. She had
heard that I was in town, and she was asking me to take over her class
until she was ready to return. “But I’ve never taught kindergarten
before!” I said. “Oh. You’ll be fine with all that music in you, and you
will, of course, be paid for your work!” 

It felt good to be offered a job and I tackled it with all my resources.
Along with the experienced teacher Bella Antel to guide me and fifty
lower and upper grade nothing students eager to be kept busy, I devel-
oped a program of rhythmic exercises, a percussion band, language
games and story-times-on-the-carpet sessions. To my amazement as
well as the principal’s, all went better than expected and Mrs.
Mendelson returned to work happily the following year.

As if that wasn’t enough, with all the practising and classroom prepa-
ration, I took on another adventure. Clara Lander, a leader and com-
munity activist who founded the Jewish Women’s Musical Club, said to
me one day, “How about lead-
ing a cultural activity for young
mothers?” Knowing young
mothers like my former neigh-
bour Sarah Nitikman who was
slim and graceful and loved to
dance, I offered to organize a
dance program. Dancing was
one of my secret passions, secret
because I was short and fat but
loved to dance whenever
rhythms moved me. 

So I created an uncomplicated
but lively choreography for eight
young women. The program was
called “Jewish women dancing through the ages” and I used both
Yiddish and Hebrew folksongs as accompaniment and wrote a script to
explain the scenes. 

At the same time, I convinced my sister Sork to form a choir of other
young women to sing the songs I had chosen for the dance perfor-
mance. For her, so gifted a singer and ready-to-emerge choral conduc-
tor, this was an important debut in the community. I remember with
pride the heart-warming performance given by those young mothers
before a packed Hebrew Sick Benefit Hall full of friends, relatives,
curiosity seekers and genuine music lovers. I heaved a sigh of relief
when this job came to an end. 

The group continued to work together for a number of years, and the
children of the original dancers and singers took over its leadership. My
nephew Ira became part of the company in his teen years. Sarah
Nitikman herself, her husband Alex Sommer, and her sons became
active in keeping the group going. They kept alive the now famous
Canadian group of entertainers known as the
“Sarah Sommer Chai Folk Ensemble”. 

Meanwhile Mrs. Dempsey was busy choos-
ing repertoire and planning singing opportuni-
ties for me. She entered me in the famous
Manitoba Music Festival to sing in a variety of
classes, and had me audition for the Western
Registered Music Teachers’ Association’s con-
cert tour of British Columbia, Alberta and
Saskatchewan. Having been chosen to partici-
pate, I was delighted to sing for different com-
munities along the TransCanada Highway with
Sidney Young, the gifted pianist who performed
with me. 

We were hosted by eager music teachers,
determined to bring some classical music to
their students and parents. I grew more aware
of the vital role that teachers of music play in
transmitting the cultural riches we have inherit-
ed from the composers of the past. I loved per-
forming the program that Sydney and I had pre-
pared, and my ever-wavering confidence was
strengthened with each concert. 

We were awed by the beauty of the Rocky

Mountains and the 0kanagan Valley where we were treated to a mid-
tour break on the shore of Lake Kalamalka -the lake of many colors. In
the beautiful log cabin owned by one of the local teachers, we were
able to rest and enjoy the reward for work well done. And then a sur-
prise! While walking along the edge of the nearby forest I saw amidst
the trees a bear standing absolutely still looking at me with curiosity. 

So I stared back at this fellow Canadian, but made a hasty retreat when
I realized the danger I might possibly be in. Eleven  years later, David
(Thomas - Belva’s
husband) and I spent
a week of our honey-
moon on the shore of
this lake but I never
saw my bear again.

Belva Boroditsky
Thomas has now
published her mem-
oirs, titled “The
Longest Adventure”.
Along with a review
of the book in an
upcoming issue, we
will let readers know
how may they obtain
a copy of her book.

Wednesday, September 17, 2014, THE JEWISH POST & NEWS   43

Feature story

Continued from previous page.

Shana Tovah to the Community!

SAM VICKAR
Dealer Principal

964 Regent Ave. W. 661-8391

www.vickarchevrolet.ca www.vickar.com

950 Regent Ave. W. 667-9200

DANIEL MICFLIKIER
General Manager

JEREMY PINX
Sales Representative

STEPHEN VICKAR
President

1424 Regent Ave. W. 669-0791

www.vickarnissan.ca

Sarah Nitikman herself,
her husband Alex

Sommer, and her sons
became active in keep-

ing the group going.
They kept alive the now
famous Canadian group
of entertainers known as
the “Sarah Sommer Chai

Folk Ensemble”. 

Happy New Year to the
 Jewish Community

from

1400 McPhillips Street.   Winnipeg, MB R2V 4G6
Ph: 697-1400 • Fax: 697-2878

Toll Free 1-800-465-1400
www.jimgauthierchev.com



By RON KAMPEAS
WASHINGTON (JTA) – It was the first

Persian Gulf state to establish ties with Israel,
the first to welcome Israeli students and the
only one to allow direct dialing to Israel.
Israeli athletes shine on its courts.

Now Qatar is on the outs with Israel
because of its embrace of another regional
pariah: Hamas.

Calls are circulating in the U.S. Congress to
isolate Qatar – a state that has polished its
pro-Western image in recent years, welcom-
ing in foreign universities, backing the global
news channel Al Jazeera and prepping to host
the 2022 World Cup – for its championing of
Hamas.

Since Hamas assumed control in Gaza in
2007, Qatar has poured hundreds of millions
of dollars into the territory and backed
Hamas diplomatically, sheltering its exiled
leader Khaled Meshal.

A pro-Israel source, speaking anonymously
in order not to preempt lawmakers, said
Qatar is under increasing scrutiny from
Congress in the wake of this summer’s Israel-

Gaza conflict. And with reports proliferating
that financing for Islamist insurgents includ-
ing the Islamic State, or ISIS, throughout the
region originates in the oil-rich emirate, it is
facing increasing isolation from its neighbors
as well.

Qatar’s reasoning in identifying so closely
with Israel’s mortal enemies is, paradoxically,
grounded in the same strategies that led it to
establish open ties with Israel in the 1990s,
said Lori Plotkin Boghardt, a fellow at the
Washington Institute for Near East Policy, a
think tank that specializes in Gulf states.

“Qatar’s basic approach to its own security
is to maintain cordial relations with a very
wide range of political actors and states,”
Boghardt said in an interview. “And this
accounts for its relationship with Israel on the
one hand and its relationship with the most
extreme terrorist groups [such as ISIS] on the
other hand. This is simply the behavior of a
very small state sandwiched between two
large and sometimes unfriendly neighbors,
Saudi Arabia to the west and Iran to the east.”

Punching above its weight is what led
Qatar to establish trade ties with Israel in
1996, along with Oman, the first Gulf states
to do so. Israeli businessmen travel to the
emirate and Israeli students are welcome at

the emirate’s Georgetown University
campus. Shahar Peer, the Israeli tennis
pro, excelled in the Qatar Open in
2008.

Israel returned the favor, with its
government and the pro-Israel com-
munity here advocating on the emi-
rate’s behalf in Washington. In 2005,
Israel backed Qatar’s bid for a seat on
the U.N. Security Council, helping to
boost its diplomatic profile and influ-
ence.

Qatar’s attempts to manifest an out-
size voice on regional issues is behind
its backing for Al Jazeera. It seeks to

maintain and polish its reputation as friendly
to Western values.

The tiny emirate pitches itself as a vacation
destination and funds a number of influential
Washington think tanks, including the
Brookings Institution, to where a senior offi-
cial, Martin Indyk, just returned after a year
trying to broker an Israeli-Palestinian peace
deal.

Tensions between Israel and Qatar emerged
in 2007 when Qatar was one of the only
countries to back Hamas after the group
booted the more moderate Palestinian
Authority out of the Gaza Strip in a bloody
coup. In 2012, its then-emir, Sheik Hamad
bin Khalifa al-Thani, became the first head of
state to visit Gaza under Hamas rule, pledg-
ing to raise $400 million toward reconstruc-
tion.

Qatar’s rationale – shared by Recep Tayyip
Erdogan, the Turkish leader – was that
Islamist groups were proliferating and
inevitably would play a role in the region,
and therefore it was important for allies of
Western nations to maintain ties.

That thinking seemed to be vindicated by
the Arab Spring in 2011 when Islamists were
reaping most of the gains in the pro-democ-
ratization protests throughout the Arab world.
Qatar backed the Muslim Brotherhood, the
Egyptian progenitor of Hamas, in Egypt and
Sunni insurgents seeking to topple the Bashar
Assad regime in Syria.

By this summer and the Gaza war, Israel
was labeling Qatar a terrorist haven in part
because it is harboring Meshal, a leader of
Hamas. Qatar’s fingerprints alone prompted
Israel to reject a cease-fire proposal advanced
by John Kerry, the U.S. secretary of state,
although trade ties are still in place and Israeli
businessmen still travel to Qatar.

Backing Islamists in the long run was a los-
ing bet, said Jonathan Schanzer, the vice
president for research at the Foundation for
the Defense of Democracies. He noted the
ouster last year of the Muslim Brotherhood in
Egypt and the turning tide against insurgents
in Syria, as well as with international disgust
at the actions of Islamist extremists in Iraq.

“They’re like the drunk guy at the casino
putting down bad bet after bad bet,” he said
in an interview, referring to Qatar.

Schanzer, testifying before Congress last
week, counseled pressuring Qatar through
sanctions that target individuals and entities.
The United States has three bases in Qatar,
one of which houses the forward base of the
U.S. Central Command – a status that is more
important to the militarily weak emirate than
it is to the U.S., according to Schanzer.

“It’s hard to justify a base several miles from
where the Taliban had an embassy, from
Khaled Meshal’s headquarters and from
where Al Jazeera is hammering the United
States,” he told JTA.
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Why does Qatar support Hamas?

Exiled Hamas leader KHALED MESHAL.
Since Hamas assumed control in Gaza in
2007, Qatar has poured hundreds of mil-
lions of dollars into the territory and backed
Hamas diplomatically, sheltering him.



U.S., Israel differ on emphases in strategic dialogue
WASHINGTON (JTA) – Israel and the United States issued sharply

different statements describing their strategic dialogue, with Israel say-
ing Iran poses the longer-term threat in the Middle East.

The teams, led by the U.S. deputy secretary of state, William Burns,
and Israeli Intelligence Minister Yuval Steinitz, met for two days late
last week and discussed the threat posed by the Islamic State in Iraq
and Syria, or ISIS; the nuclear talks with Iran; and humanitarian assis-
tance to the Gaza Strip.

Unusually, statements from the sides differed substantially. In the
past, the sides have issued joint statements.

The U.S. statement issued Sept. 11 did not mention Iran, although
Wendy Sherman, the undersecretary of state in charge of Iran talks,
was present. Instead, it focused on the aftermath of the recent Israel-
Hamas conflict in Gaza.

In contrast, the Israeli statement said that
Steinitz called Iran a graver threat than ISIS.

Steinitz welcomed the decision by
President Obama to build a coalition to
destroy ISIS, the Israeli statement said, “but
emphasized that the more important mission
remained stopping the Iranian nuclear pro-
ject.”

The United States is leading a team of
major powers in talks with Iran aimed at
instituting guarantees that Iran does not
advance toward a nuclear weapon in
exchange for sanctions relief. Israel fears that
the talks, which have a Nov. 24 deadline, will
allow Iran limited uranium enrichment capa-
bilities.

Along with its focus on Israel’s operation
this summer in Gaza, the U.S. statement reit-
erated U.S. complaints to Israel about a deci-
sion earlier this month to appropriate West
Bank land for settlement expansion.

“The parties discussed the recent conflict in
Gaza, and the importance of reaching a
durable peace and an end to the cycle of
conflict,” the State Department statement
said.

“The two delegations also agreed on the
urgent need for reconstruction and humani-
tarian assistance to support the people of
Gaza, and underscored the importance of
strengthening the Palestinian Authority. The
United States reiterated its concern about
continued settlement activity in the West
Bank.”

IDF, fellow reservists rip refusal letter
by intelligence corps members

JERUSALEM (JTA) – The Israel Defense
Forces said it will take disciplinary action
against dozens of Israeli intelligence corps
reservists who signed a letter vowing to stop
collecting information on Palestinians.

Brig. Gen. Moti Almoz, the head of the IDF
Spokesperson’s Unit, in a statement issued
Sunday called the letter from 43 reservists,
including 10 officers, an “exploitation of mil-
itary service in order to express a political
position. We see the incident as severe and
serious disciplinary action will be taken.

“There is no room in the IDF for refusal to
serve,” Almoz said.

The letter from members of the 8200 signal
intelligence unit was sent to Prime Minister
Benjamin Netanyahu, Army Radio reported
Friday, as well to IDF Chief of Staff Benny
Gantz and Aviv Kochavi, who heads the
Military Intelligence Directorate.

“The intelligence gathered harms innocents
and is used for political persecution and for
invading most areas of Palestinians’ lives,”
the 43 reservists wrote. “Our conscience no
longer permits us to serve this system.”

In response to the letter, more than 200 for-
mer soldiers and officers from the 8200 unit
published a letter saying they were
“ashamed” of their fellow servicemen.

“We wish to express our dismay, disgust
and complete disavowal of our friend’s unfor-

tunate letter,” they wrote. “Refusal to serve on the basis of politics has
no room in the IDF and certainly not in Unit 8200. When we as
reserve soldiers are called to serve, we put our orientations and polit-
ical opinions aside
and serve our coun-
try.”

The response letter
said that “when ethi-
cal dilemmas arose,
we saw they were
seriously and
maturely addressed
in accordance with
international law
and the IDF’s ethical
code.”
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By TSAFI LEV 
(MyJewishLearning.com) – I’m advocating a new angle on Heshbon

Nefesh, “soul’s accounting,” that we do in preparation to the High
Holidays of Rosh Hashanah and Yom Kippur. 

This soul work begins with the ancient Greek dictum “know thy-
self”? Or, to put it more rabbinically, “know before whom you stand?”

I ask myself: What
am I afraid of? Deep
down, what are my
real hopes? 

An investment of
time and focus in
anticipation of the
holidays elevates the
experience. Without
the prep work, is
there any doubt that
five-hour services
could be a drag? It’s
like showing up to
the Olympic
marathon having not
stretched, not
worked out, and
perhaps not having
run in an entire year
(or more). The results
won’t be good. 

I base my
approach on prac-
tices of the Penn
Resiliency Project,
of Positive
Psychology – this
soul’s accounting
tackles our fears and
hopes for the com-
ing year head-on
and in a practical
way. 

Here are the steps: 
For each of the cat-

egories of your life
(friends, relation-
ships with each fam-
ily member, work,
personal health,
etc.), do the follow-
ing: 

1) List three things
that you are most
afraid will happen in
the coming year. (I
encourage you to be
honest with your
fears – just get the
realistic and

unfounded flow out of you). 
2) List three things that you deeply hope will happen in the coming

year. 
3) List three things that are most likely to happen this year.
You’ve just put pen to paper about your worries and your hopes as

well as what is most realistically going to happen – Reality is most
often found in that middle ground between worst and best. 

Now, list steps to take: 
A) For each of your fears listed, give yourself three simple steps to

take to prevent the worst from happening. 
B) For each of the things you hope will happen this year, give your-

self three simple steps that would help make that happen. 
Having the opportunity to be honest about our hopes and fears, and

creating realistic steps about how to prevent or coax them along, has
a tremendous empowering effect on our spiritual preparation for the
New Year. It leads to greater joy and to greater optimism. 

Rabbi Tsafi Lev is a CLAL Rabbis Without Borders Fellow. He is the
rabbinic director of New Community Jewish High School in West
Hills, Calif., and a lecturer for the Fingerhut School of Education
Master of Arts in Education program at the American Jewish
University.

(This story originally appeared on the Rabbis Without Borders blog
on MyJewishLearning.com.) 

A new way to prepare for the High Holidays 

Without the prep work, is there any doubt that
five-hour services could be a drag? It’s like 

showing up to the Olympic marathon having not
stretched, not worked out, and perhaps not 

having run in an entire year (or more). 
The results won’t be good. 
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Introduction: This past July, the Rifkind fam-
ily of Winnipeg: father Yitzhak (Clayton) and
mother Kineret  (Kate Orlikow),along with
their four children - Naftali, Adina, Akiva, and
Ari, took the big step of making aliyah to
Israel - just in time for the start of what turned
out to be a summer-long war.

Having located in Modi’in, the Rifkinds are
discovering the joys of dealing with the many
small details about life in Israel that, for any-
one who’s ever lived there, can drive you
absolutely crazy! Kineret is a prolific poster
on Facebook and writes in a funny, yet often
poignant style about her experiences.
Following is one of her posts about a particu-
lar problem that she was having getting her
kids to school. We’ve also included some
comments from others who either had similar
experiences or just wanted to offer some
words of encouragement to Kineret:

Posted Sept. 7:
I know,  I know, there are things I “just have

to get used to - this is not Canada” but really
am I crazy for thinking this is not cool?

Last week school started. The kids get a
“bus” to school. So on the first day, I see of
course that it’s not a bus, but a large van.
Fine. Second day, they are let out at 12:45
pm. By 1:45 they are still not home. I call
around until I reach someone who says, “Oh
yes, he was a little late today, they are on
their way home now.” They sat outside for 1
hour 15 mins waiting for their ride.

4th day, we’re outside waiting at 7:40 am
for the bus, by 8 am I call and am told that
the driver came and left already. Strange,
since he hadn’t come before 7:50 am before
and Naftali was out by 7:35 but ok, so we
drive them.

Today we’re out by 7:35 am, and a cab
pulls up with a little girl in the back seat ask-
ing us if this is __ address. We say yes, and

after getting some-
one on the block to
speak to him in
Hebrew since he
knows no English,
we’re to understand
that our kids are to
get into this cab with
him (though asking
him in Hebrew what
school he’s going to
and how many kids
he’s picking up con-
fuses him).

Apart from the fact
that I’m not too keen
on putting my kids
in a random cab
with a stranger, he
was expecting them
to all pile in, no car
seats and Naftali to
sit in the front. My
kids do not sit in the
front seat of cars.

Maybe if air bag is off but I can’t imagine his
is. It’s enough for me to even let them go
without car seats. The whole thing makes us
uncomfortable. I guess my few days of free-
dom of not driving my kids to school is over.
I just think that perhaps the school/city
could’ve explained the transportation system
better to us. Not sure why it can’t be the same
vehicle with the same driver daily.

Every day is a struggle.

Robert James: The things we take for grant-
ed over here. Thankfully you have the option
to drive them...

Kate-Orlikow Kineret-Rifkind: Yes, thank G-
d we’re renting a car so I can drive here.

Renee Shalom Kingsley: Not too late to
move to Mesuat Neriya or Shivtei where they
can walk ?

Jackie Goldman Horowitz: Ugh! Right there
with you. We have no car and are struggling
with the bussing situation.

Kate-Orlikow Kineret-Rifkind: I really don’t
think they are ready to move into a full
Hebrew enviro yet Renee Shalom Kingsley.
They spend Fridays in a ‘regular’ class and
were completely perplexed. Though I do
hope within a few months I can move them
over. And it will be good to have them closer
for sure.

Leah Granof Geffen: That is not acceptable
—at all. You can put your energy into driving
them or into fighting it.....

Laurey Hyman: Totally unacceptable, never
happened with our school bus!! Sorry just
keep focusing on all the amazing things here.
It will get easier!

Jenni Heltay Menashe: As a seasoned moth-
er of 6, I can tell you that there is some bad
new and some good news. Good news is that
things at the beginning of the year can be a
bit crazy, until they get it together, but it
should sort itself out

Kate-Orlikow Kineret-Rifkind: So if I’m
already calling and emailing some-
one in our Iriya and driving her crazy,
is that good enough? Ps. She just
wrote me back saying my kids will
never have to sit in front seat based
on their height and weight from now
on.

Sarah Williams: WTH?? The school
is required to provide a hasa’ah - -
that’s a small mini-bus which picks up
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Continued on next page.

How do you not sweat the small stuff?

The Rifkind kids entering a cab that is about
to take them to school. What started off
with a school bus that was supposed to pick
them up turned into something else.



the kids and delivers them to school. Not a
cab. This not standard and if you have the
energy you should be yelling at the princi-
pal...

Kate-Orlikow Kineret-Rifkind: Seems a cab
is what they are sending at this point. At least
today the cab was only for them so they got
in the back seat.

Yardena Zimmermann: Kinert welcome to
Israel. if this is the only issue that will be fine
but unfortunetly it will not be.just wait until
you deal with the bank industry.

Kate-Orlikow Kineret-Rifkind: Yardena
Zimmermann - we had to go to the bank
today b/c someone stole our PIN number for
our INTERAC card. On our way in, I said to

Yitz “this is like our
second home”. I
don’t understand
why everything from
getting a VISA to
reporting this crime
takes...

One word for all
the builders building
all these new places
here in Israel -
CLOSETS! Just put
them in! Having to
buy storage closets
for each room takes
up a ton a space so
what’s the differ-
ence?! And they cost
a ton!!! I’m not talk-
ing walk-in closets
here. Come on!!!

Posted Sept. 7:
Today's trials...the cab that came for my lit-

tle kids today for school (not going to hap-
pen), me plugging in my HD's and computer
and the whole thing going "bang" and blow-
ing fuses (I really hope they still work but I'm
too scared to try again), and now bank called
and someone has gotten a hold of our bank
card with PIN and had been withdrawing a
whole lot of money. Ok Hashem, enough
already! I know Aliyah is supposed to be hard
etc, but why does ours seem to be over the
top? At least gives us a week or two to catch
our breath!

Posted Sept. 8:
And I was just thinking this a.m. as I ago-

nized once again at the grocery store - 1.
what have I gained by being here so far? 2 - if
I go back to Canada and see someone who
looks as confused as me here at the store, I
will be sure to try to help.

Posted Sept. 10: 
As a follow up. Cab driver to come at 7:40,

but she's gone if we come out at 7:41 so we
get out by 7:30. She was good with that for a
couple days. Then asked what time is a good
time to come - I say 7:30 is good. She then
shakes her head and says 7:20? So now we're
out the door by 7:15 for school that starts at 8
and is at most a 10 min drive away. Early
mornings in the Rifkind house. All those years
of getting up way too early is finally benefi-
cial!

Posted Sept. 14:
Why oh why did we have to move in beside

the kid who loves to play the drums for hours
a day?
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Well, at least the kids seem to be enjoying
their experience - if not their mother!

“Things may be stressful and trying, but at
least I have this and them. Shabbat Shalom.”
— with Clayton Rifkind at Poleg Beach, Sept. 5



By TOM TUGEND 
LOS ANGELES (JTA) – It was 6 a.m. on Aug.

19, 1964 when the phone rang in the Los
Angeles apartment of Ivor Davis, the young
West Coast correspondent for London’s Daily
Express, circulation 4 million. 

On the other end was the paper’s foreign
editor, who told Davis to drive to the airport
and catch the 11 a.m. flight to San Francisco.
His assignment was to cover that evening’s
gig at the Cow Palace by a hot British pop
group called the Beatles. 

For Davis and the band, it would be the
start of a hysterical 34-day, 24-city tour across
the United States and Canada. 

“I had unfettered access to the boys ... I
lived and ate with them, played cards and
Monopoly until the early hours of the morn-
ing,” Davis recalled. “I was there when they
popped pills, talked candidly about their pas-
sions … and how they coped with the revolv-
ing door of women that was the inevitable
result of their perch as global sex symbols.” 

It has taken 50 years, but Davis, 76, other-
wise a quick and prolific journalist and
author, has finally put together the highs and
lows of the memorable tour in a lively new
book, “The Beatles and Me.” In it, he writes
of the pressure, adulation, booze, drugs and
girls in the lives of the group. 

Davis, who was raised in an Orthodox
Jewish family in East London, devotes con-
siderable space to the influence of the “Fifth
Beatle,” Brian Samuel Epstein, manager of
the Fab Four and a frequent target of the
stereotypical Jewish cracks of that time and
environment by some of “the boys.” 

Asked why he
delayed writing the
book for such a long
time, Davis told JTA,
“I never expected
their fame and lega-
cy would last this
long.” 

Neither did the
Beatles themselves.
In a 2013 interview
with Rolling Stone
magazine, Ringo
Starr said that John
Lennon expected
the group’s style and
music to endure for
about four years,
that Paul McCartney
planned on a writing
career and George
Harrison wanted to
open a garage.
Ringo’s ambition: to
run a hair salon. 

Davis attributed

the instant success and enduring mythology
of the Beatles in part to timing. 

“For one, the Beatles came and lifted
American spirits depressed by the assassina-
tion of President Kennedy,” he told JTA. “For
another, Lennon and McCartney proved to be
really talented composers. 

“It seems unlikely that Beyonce or Justin
Bieber will be remembered this way 50 years
from now.” 

Epstein was born in Liverpool on Yom
Kippur into a well-to-do merchant family.
Without any managerial experience, he more
or less appointed himself as manager of the
largely unknown band after hearing it play at

a local cellar club. 
The Beatles took on Epstein partially in the

conviction that “Jews are good with money,”
as McCartney reportedly put it. 

Despite his lack of managerial acumen,
Epstein, or “Eppy,” successfully transformed
the stage presence of his charges. The rough
working-class lads wearing black leather and
performing in the basement of a converted
warehouse became nice middle-class chaps
clad in neat, dark business suits. 

“Epstein changed the boys into clean-cut
lads whom he could take home and intro-
duce to his Yiddishe mamma,” Davis
explained in an interview. “If he were to try
the same with the Rolling Stones, they would
have burned down the house.” 

Under the outward appearance of a per-
fectly groomed, well-spoken and somewhat
aloof Englishman, Epstein wrestled with the
burden of being closeted as a Jew and gay at
a time when engaging in a homosexual act
was considered a criminal offense in Britain. 

Of course, the boys knew all about the
skeletons in Epstein’s closet, as illustrated by
an exchange during a late-night drink. 

Jewish ‘Fifth Beatle’ figures prominently in new book about band’s first U.S. tour 

IVOR DAVIS: “I had unfettered access to
the boys ... I lived and ate with them, played
cards and Monopoly until the early hours of
the morning.”

BRIAN SAMUEL EPSTEIN: Under the out-
ward appearance of a perfectly groomed,
well-spoken and somewhat aloof
Englishman, he wrestled with the burden of
being closeted as a Jew and gay at a time
when engaging in a homosexual act was
considered a criminal offense in Britain. 
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Epstein mentioned
that he had just fin-
ished his (ghost-writ-
ten) autobiography.
Lennon, who
enjoyed getting
under Epstein’s skin,
asked for the book’s
title. 

“A Cellarful of
Noise,” Epstein
replied. 

“How about ‘A
Cellarful of Boys,’ “
Lennon countered. 

Getting into the
spirit, Epstein
offered “A Cellarful
of Goys,” though he
wasn’t sure the
Beatles knew the
meaning of the term. 

“No, no,” said
Lennon, “I’ve got the
perfect title – ‘Queer
Jew.’ ” 

When Lennon was
recording “Baby,
You’re A Rich Man,” he occasionally
switched the lyrics to “Baby, You’re A Rich
Jew,” to the anguish of the group’s producer.
At his most provocative, Lennon often
addressed Epstein to his face as a “rich fag
Jew.” 

Despite such provocations, Davis does not
believe that Lennon was an outright anti-
Semite. 

“John was extraordinarily bright and had a
nasty, warped sense of humor,” Davis said.
“He knew how to get a rise out of people.” 

Epstein rarely talked to the press and had
hardly exchanged a word with Davis during
the first four weeks of the national tour. So
when the group arrived in New Orleans and
checked into a hotel before the performance,
Davis was startled when he was summoned
to Epstein’s suite. 

“It’s Yom Kippur tomorrow,” Epstein
informed Davis. “ I wonder if you know any-
one who could arrange for me to pop in at
the local synagogue,” adding quickly, “I
won’t be able to stay all day, of course.” 

Davis called the synagogue, and without
mentioning Epstein’s name or who he was
scored two free tickets. The noble offer was in
vain, since in the end neither Epstein nor
Davis showed up for the services. 

The Beatles popularity would outlive
Epstein; he died in 1967 at 32. The coroner
listed the death as accidental and probably
caused by prolonged overuse of the sedative

carbitrol. 

“The Beatles and
Me” cites a few
other Jewish aspects
of the 1964 tour: 

* When the band
performed in
Montreal, a caller to
the hotel threatened
to “kill the Jew
Ringo” – which he
wasn’t, although his
father-in-law was. 

* At a news confer-
ence, a reporter
asked the Beatles if
they thought Jews
played too influen-
tial a role in show

business. Sensing an obvious provocation,
the foursome skipped on to the next question. 

* McCartney had an affinity for Jewish
wives. His second spouse, Linda Eastman,
was Jewish; she died in 1998. His current
wife, Nancy Shevell, also is Jewish. 

Throughout his far-ranging writing career,
Davis, in collaboration with his late wife
Sally Ogle Davis, has reported on Hollywood
stars, headline trials, natural disasters and
politics for the Times of London, Daily
Express, New York Times Syndicate and
American magazines. 

Now living out his golden years in the
California beachfront community of Ventura,
Davis is now working on two new books –
one about movies, the other a true crime
story. 

“Epstein changed the boys into clean-cut lads
whom he could take home and introduce to his

Yiddishe mamma,” Davis explained in an 
interview. “If he were to try the same with the
Rolling Stones, they would have burned down

the house.”
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After a conversation with plasma physicist
Dr. Ben Levitt, one might be excused from
thinking that the Winnipeg native, who now
lives in Boston, Massachusetts, might one day
pen a science fiction fantasy based on his
work.

It certainly is mind boggling stuff.
And, he did start out as an English Literature

major at the University of Manitoba in the
early 1990’s before being bitten by the science bug - big time.

Levitt, who was visiting family here in July, has been involved in
some leading-edge physics projects over the past 15 years – most
notably while working at CERN, the European Organization for
Nuclear Research, in Geneva, Switzerland for three years.

“I’ve always loved both the humanities and science,” said the soft
spoken Levitt, who got his Bachelor of Science at McGill University
and Masters and PhD at Columbia University in New York City.

“But, at some point, I realized that while I could read and enjoy the
arts on my own, I would never be able to understand physics by
myself.”

He emphasized that the collaborative nature of experimental physics
was very appealing to him.

During his PhD, Levitt worked on an experiment which studied the
feasibility of using nuclear fusion as a future carbon-free and essen-
tially limitless energy source.

While doing a Post Doctoral Fellowship under Professor Gerald
Gabrielse in the Department of Physics at Harvard University, Levitt
moved to CERN, where their main experimental effort was focused.

“We designed and built an experiment at Harvard, and then moved
it over to CERN in 2005,” said Levitt, a former member of Temple
Shalom, who’s married with two young children.

At CERN, physicists and engineers are probing the fundamental
structure of the universe.

“They use the world’s largest and most complex scientific instru-
ments to study the basic constituents of matter – the fundamental par-
ticles,” says information on the CERN website.

“The particles are made to collide together at close to the speed of
light. The process gives the physicists clues about how the particles
interact, and provides insights into the fundamental laws of nature.

“The instruments used at CERN are purpose-built particle accelera-
tors and detectors. Accelerators boost beams of particles to high ener-
gies before the beams are made to collide with each other or with sta-
tionary targets. Detectors observe and record the results of these col-
lisions.”

Levitt and his team were studying anti-matter.
“Most of the observable universe is made up of matter, such as elec-

trons, protons and neutrons,” he observed.
“But, for each of those particles, there exists an anti-matter cousin.

For example, the positron is the anti-matter cousin of the electron.”
One of the biggest mysteries of science is why the universe is made

up of matter and not anti-matter, added Levitt, a graduate of the I.B.
program at Kelvin High School, whose late parents were the oncolo-
gist Dr. Martin Levitt and ceramic artist Marilyn Levitt.

“The universe should have equal portions of matter and anti-matter,
in theory. They can be created in equal parts from pure energy through
Einstein’s famous E=mc2 equation. This process is called pair cre-
ation,” he continued.

“But, what has been observed, so far, is very little anti-matter. There
could be some hidden pockets in the universe of large amounts of
anti-matter, but so far it hasn’t been seen. It has been theorized that
some early universe event led to the observed asymmetry between
matter and antimatter. We’d like to understand how this happened
and why. Can we determine what property of antimatter led to this
imbalance?”

Levitt’s team created anti-matter in the lab by using the Antiproton
Decelerator (AD) – a machine at CERN that, as Levitt explained, pro-
vides low-energy antiprotons.

Previously, “antiparticle factories” at CERN and elsewhere consisted
of chains of accelerators, each performing one of the steps needed to
provide antiparticles for experiments. Now the AD performs all the
tasks alone, from making antiprotons to delivering them to the exper-
iments, says the CERN website.

If the AD sounds familiar, it may be because it plays a role in Dan
Brown’s novel, “Angels and Demons”, where antimatter is stolen from
CERN in order to make a deadly bomb.

“While it is true that when matter and antimatter collide, they anni-
hilate in the form of pure energy, there is not nearly enough antimat-
ter produced at CERN to generate such a destructive device. Nor
would it be possible to easily remove, nevermind steal it, from CERN,”
said Levitt.

“Our experiment slowed down the antiprotons and contained them
in an electromagnetic trap.”

He added that the experiments took place in a vacuum near zero
degrees Kelvin, the point at which all molecular motion ceases, thus
allowing an atom of antimatter to be created, when the antiproton
interacted with a positron.

“These were the first atoms of antimatter ever observed,” continued
Levitt.

“It was anti-hydrogen. It made quite a splash. When I came aboard
in 2004, we were studying the anti-hydrogen to understand the dis-
parities between matter and antimatter.”

These studies are still ongoing.
“To date, the studies show no fundamental difference between anti-

matter and matter,” said Levitt, calling the work extremely demanding,
since the accelerators operate continuously, requiring around the
clock experiments.

“It is fascinating to imagine some corner of the universe that is com-
posed entirely of antimatter, perhaps even a civilization based upon a
periodic table of antimatter.”

Today, Levitt works in the research division of the French energy
firm, Schlumberger, where he now works on some of the world’s
smallest particle accelerators, as opposed to its biggest.

“After working in fundamental academic research for 15 years, I
wanted to do something with more concrete applications, and energy
is a major issue we are facing now” he said.

“I feel a strong bond to Canada. But, it’s a big world out there. One
day, maybe, I’ll be back here for good.”

He’s exploring the wonderful world of science.

What’s the (anti)-matter with Dr. Ben Levitt?

“I’m standing atop the Jura mountains, which overlooks CERN and
Geneva, in the valley below. The Alps are in the background.”
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Israel Cohen and Ali
Ben Ishmael were
high school class-
mates and mortal
enemies. Izzy occu-
pied the desk in front
of Ali, at the back of
the room, and was a
thorn in his side.

Pollyanna Du Goodeur, a fresh-faced exchange
teacher from Venice, California, was their
homeroom teacher and fair-haired, freckle-
faced Izzy Cohen was the apple of her eye. He
was at the top of the class, captain of the
wrestling team, and editor of the yearbook. One
of only half a dozen Jews at Omar Khayyam
Academy, this pushy newcomer acted like he
owned the place. When he wasn’t in the library,
hogging all the books, or showing off his virtu-
osity with the school orchestra, he was in the
gym, flexing his abs. 

Ali was slightly bigger and rougher but Izzy
was a black belt so Ali gave him a wide berth in
the schoolyard. He vented his spleen by trash-
ing him to anyone who would listen. He made
sure Izzy was within hearing distance when he
hurled his favorite epithet (“son of a pig”) but it
rolled off Izzy’s back like a water droplet. The
arrogant Yid obviously thought he was too high
and mighty to pay attention to a lowly “rag-
head.” So, one day, while the teacher was writ-
ing something on the blackboard, the raghead
decided to make the son of a pig aware of his
existence. 

“Cut it out,” Izzy said, turning around.
Ali smirked.
Izzy sighed, shook his head, and turned back

to the front.
Ali slapped him in the back of the head again.
Izzy turned around, scowling. “I said cut it

out!”
Ali laughed.
When Izzy turned his back again, Ali slapped

him in the head twice, forehand and backhand.
Then the bell rang.
Next day, the performance was repeated, with

increasing frequency and force. This went on,
day after day, week after week with annoying
regularity. Since it was to no avail, Izzy stopped
turning around and telling Ali to stop. He mere-
ly tried to anticipate the blows and deflect them
with his upraised hands. Occasionally he suc-
ceeded. Then, one scorchingly hot summer
afternoon, after an exhausting football practice,
and enduring a series of five stinging slaps, only
one of which was partially deflected, Izzy lost
his cool. 

“Miss, Du Goodeur, Izzy hit me,” Ali cried
out, in pain and indignation. 

Pollyanna Du Goodeur couldn’t believe her
eyes. Blood was run-
ning from Ali’s nose
and spilling onto his
checkered headscarf.
“Did you do that,
Israel” she asked her
star pupil, incredu-
lously. 

“I’m sorry, Miss Du
Goodeur,” Izzy said.
“Ali slapped me in
the head and I lost my
temper.”

“I was just trying
make him put his
hands down,” Ali
protested, his voice
muffled by the head-
scarf he was now

holding to his nose. “I can’t see the black-
board.”

“He’s lying,” Izzy said, evenly. “He’s been
slapping me in the head for weeks. When I ask
him to stop he just smiles. I only put up my
hands to protect my head.”

Pollyanna Du Goodeur bit her lip in frustra-
tion. In her gut she knew the solution to this
chicken and egg dilemma but didn’t want to
rush to judgment. When she arrived at Omar
Khayyam a veteran teacher had warned her to
never trust the word of an Arab student, it was
her job to combat racism, not succumb to it. If
Ali Ben Ishmael wasn’t quite as conscientious a
student as Israel, who even tutored some of the
slower African students in his free time, it was
because he hadn’t had advantages of a stable
middle class upbringing. The poor Palestinian
toddler had been orphaned at the age of three.
Both parents were killed by an explosive device
his mother had accidentally triggered when she
was strapping it to the body of Ali’s teenaged
brother. No, Pollyanna Du Goodeur wouldn’t
let her emotions color her judgment; she would
let each student plead his case before a higher
tribunal.

In the summer following the 9/11 disaster Kah
Ki Moon had made a midlife decision he had
come to regret. The renowned brain surgeon
had accepted his current position thinking he
could at least bring peace to the halls of Omar
Khayyam Academy. It was a delusion. His
lenient, non-judgmental approach had caused
the violence to escalate. Now it was complete-
ly out of control. The schoolyard was a war
zone. Several students had actually been killed.
And no one had been held accountable. Each
“witness” told a different (and contradictory)
story, depending on his or her gang affiliation.
The students at Omar Khayyam didn’t know the
meaning of the word integrity. Or industry. Or
honor. With one shining exception. 

Israel Cohen was a tiny point of light at the
end of Principal Moon’s long dark tunnel. The
new arrival was not only a model student but
strong enough to withstand the slings and
arrows of this nightmare world. When Israel
proved that he could hold his own in a fist fight,
even against superior numbers, the confronta-
tions had become strictly verbal. The trouble-
makers kept up their taunting but Israel refused
to retaliate.

“That doesn’t sound like you, Israel,” Principal
Moon said, quizzically. 

“I was merely defending myself, Mr. Moon.
Ali has been slapping me in the back of the
head for weeks. I’ve tried to ignore it, but I can’t
concentrate on my work. And I’ve developed a
chronic headache...”

“A headache,” Ali interjected, with a derisive
snort. “Poor baby. My grandmother slaps me.
Maybe I should punch her in the face and break
her nose. If he’s such a sissy, Mr. Moon, maybe
he should transfer to a Yeshiva. This is our
school; he has no right to be here.”

“My great-grandfather built this school,” Izzy
reminded Principal Moon. “The members of my
family were attending Maimonides Torah
Institute before Ali Ben Ishmael was born.”

“That’s ancient history,” Ali shouted. “New
York used to be New Amsterdam, but you don’t
see the Dutch claiming it belongs to them. This
is a Muslim school; if he can’t live with that, he
should go back where he came from.”

“And where is that?” Izzy said, turning to him. 
“Poland! The big bad wolf is dead, you can go

home now, little pig.”
“Now, now, there’s no call for that kind of

Boys will be boys
(based on a true story)
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talk,” Principal Moon said, sternly. “The holo-
caust is nothing to joke about, young man. It
was one of the worst atrocities in human histo-
ry.”

“Worst fairytale,” Ali muttered. 
Pretending he hadn’t heard, Principal Moon

stood, took Miss Du Goodeur aside and low-
ered his voice. “Can’t you separate them; move
Israel to another desk?”

“Believe me, I’ve tried,” Miss Du Goodeur
whispered. “I had a revolt on my hands. The
other students refused to come to class if they
have to sit anywhere near him.”

Judge Moon heaved a sigh and turned back to
the two defendants. “Okay, gentlemen, it’s time
to grow up and face reality. Regardless of what
this building was in the past, it is now a public
school. And you are both entitled to attend. So
you’re just going to have to learn to get along.
Ali, if Israel promises  never to raise his hand to
you again, will you promise never to raise your
hand against him?”

“Only if he returns my pencils.”
“Your what?” 
“He stole my pencils. Now I have nothing to

write with. And he doesn’t even need them; he
just keeps them locked up in his desk.”

Principal Moon frowned. “Is that true, Israel?”
“I didn’t steal his pencils; I confiscated his

weapons.”
Principal Moon’s frown deepened.

“Weapons?”
Izzy stood up, turned around and raised his

shirt. Principal Moon stifled a gasp. Izzy’s back
was pitted with tiny red indentations; he looked
like a small pox survivor. Principal Moon turned
to Ali. “Are you responsible for that, young
man?”

Ali didn’t reply, merely smirked. 
“Why on earth would you do such a thing!”
“Because he’s sitting in my desk,” Ali said,

sulkily. “My older brother sat in that desk. And
my cousin Mohammed before him. It’s a family
tradition. We all have our initials carved in it.
Then this newcomer waltzes in, in the middle of
the term, and the teacher gives it to him.” His
pointed his forefinger at his classmate, thumb
cocked, simulating a handgun. 

Miss Du Goodeur flushed. “You know that’s
not completely true, Ali. You volunteered to
move out of your desk when I assigned Izzy to
the last desk in the row. You said you didn’t want
him to sit behind you. That you didn’t trust him.”

“And I was right,” Ali shouted. “He’s a thief.
And a pig...”

“Alright, young man, this name-calling has
gone far enough.” Principal Moon turned to

Izzy and made him an offer he couldn’t refuse.
“Will you return Ali’s pencils, if he promises to
only use them to write with?”

“I did return one of his pencils,” Izzy said.
“Weeks ago. And as soon as I turned my back
he stabbed me with it.”

“Because he wouldn’t return the rest of them,”
Ali protested. “Confiscate,” he said, with a
sneer. “What right has this Jew got to confiscate
anything? I’ve been going to this school since
kindergarten, and he got here the day before
yesterday. Now he’s trying to run the place.
Editor of the yearbook, self-appointed substitute
teacher...next he’ll want to take over your job,
Mr. Moon.”

He’s welcome to it, Kah Ki Moon said to him-
self. “Alright, recrimination will get us nowhere,
young man. There are more urgent matters to
attend to. You have to see the school nurse.” He
turned to Izzy. “Can we agree to a truce while
Ali gets his nose attended to?”

Izzy nodded. “As long as he doesn’t bother
me, I won’t bother him.” 

“And you, Ali. Do you agree to a truce?”
Ali scowled. “Only if he returns my pencils.”
“Oh, for goodness sakes, we’ll worry about

that after you get your nose fixed. Okay?”
Ali nodded, grudgingly. 
Principal Moon smiled. “Fine. Now you two

scallywags get out of here, and let me get back
to work. Miss Du Goodeur, I’d like to talk to you
for a minute.”

Izzy opened the door and stood aside. 
Ali didn’t budge. “You first.”
Izzy heaved a sigh, and walked out. 
As soon as the door closed behind them, Ali

slapped Izzy on the back of the head, with all
his might.

Kah Ki Moon felt like pulling out what was left
of his hair as he surveyed the horror in front of
him. There were just the three males in the
office; Miss Du Goodeur having fled back to the
classroom in tears. Ali Ben Ishmael and Israel
Cohen were sitting in two chairs, placed sever-
al feet apart, facing his desk. The former had two
black eyes, a broken nose, and a swollen lip;
the latter a slight abrasion on the knuckles of his
left hand. 

Principal Moon shook his head and heaved a
resigned sigh. “Alright, gentlemen, time to take
off the kid gloves. You two are obviously deter-
mined not to live together in peace so I am
forced to teach you a lesson you will not soon
forget. You aren’t naughty children; you are
strong young men on
the threshold of adult-
hood. To have any
hope of succeeding
in the real world you
will have to learn that
actions have conse-
quences. He turned
to Ali and said, grave-
ly, “Young man, you
have a week’s deten-
tion. Go back to your
room.” 

When Ali was
gone, Principal Moon
turned to the shining
light that had gone
dark, and softened
his tone. “I’m sorry,
Israel, but you’ve left
me no choice. You
are expelled.” 

William Marantz is
author of the mys-
tery thriller
Christmas Eve Can
Kill You and short
story collection The
Convert, both avail-
able at Amazon.com. 
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“This is Where I
Leave You”
By Jonathan Tropper
A Plume Book
(Penguin), 2010
330 pages
Reviewed by
BERNIE BELLAN

When Rebecca
Brask, Culture
Program Coordina-
tor at the Rady JCC,
and the person who
has been organizing
the “People of the
Book” club ever
since I first broached
the idea to Gayle
Waxman two years ago to form a new book
club, approached me to facilitate discussion
for the club’s first meeting of the year, I said:
“Sure, why not?”

But that was before I had a clue what the
book that Rebecca was assigning to me was
all about. Don’t get me wrong…it’s a fabu-
lous book, but well, now that we’re in the
third year of this book club I have a pretty
good idea just what kind of person is likely to
show up at our meetings – predominantly
women – and older women at that.

So, when I started to read “This is Where I
Leave You” – on the flight over to Israel when
I was headed there as part of our recent “sol-
idarity mission” it didn’t take me long to real-
ize that it was going to be a mite awkward for
me to lead the discussion of this particular
book. You see – it’s very, very raunchy – and
written predominantly from a man’s perspec-
tive. At the same time though, it’s gut busting
uproariously funny. I told my wife that she
just has to read this book. Ordinarily she’s
fairly dismissive of what I recommend to her
to read – interested as she is, as are so many
other women of a certain vintage – in books
on meditation instead, but as soon as she
started to read it, she began texting me little
messages saying that she had just read this or
that section and had just burst out laughing. 

Not that this book is going to be everyone’s
cup of tea, mind you. When I asked Rebecca
Brask why she had made “This is Where I
Leave You” the first selection of the year for
the club, and whether she was aware how
raunchy it was, she responded that it was rec-
ommended to her by someone else whose
opinion she respected, (although she did
admit that one other person had told her she
couldn’t get past page 30, so Rebecca did
have some qualms about choosing this
book).

By amazing coincidence, however, I see
that a movie that has been made from the
book is set to premiere on September 19.
Starring Jane Fonda as the mother and with a
stellar cast including Tina Fey and Jason
Bateman, I rather have the feeling that this is
going to be one heck of a funny movie – if it
only comes close to matching some of the
humour that pervades the entire book.

Briefly, what the book is about is a dys-
functional Jewish family (Is there any other
kind of Jewish family?) that gets together for a
Shiva when the four children’s father dies. No
one in the family is the least bit observant,
but they’re told that it was their father’s wish
that they should all sit Shiva for him.

The book’s narrator, Judd, is just coming off
the discovery of his gorgeous Shiksa wife’s
having been cheating on him for over a year
with Judd’s boss, who is an obnoxious radio

talk show host. Shattered beyond belief, Judd
has not emerged from the dark hole into
which he has been plunged as a result of his
discovery, yet the scene in which he chances
upon his wife and his boss having sex on
Judd’s own bed no less, is pure slapstick –
even if, at the same time, terribly sad.

But that’s just the beginning of a non-stop
series of absolutely hilarious set pieces in
which all the characters find themselves at
one point or another. As the family gathers for
the Shiva – and all the old resentments
among them resurface, Jonathan Tropper’s
descriptions of how people behave at things
like a Shiva are absolutely spot-on, albeit per-
haps over the top in many respects. The enor-
mous quantities of food that are served, the

Raunchy and incredibly funny book to be subject
of first meeting of “People of the Book” club
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JONATHAN 
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constant prattling on about what a good man
the deceased was – from people who either
didn’t really know him or didn’t have much
good to say about him when he was alive; the
prying into the lives of the children – “So, we
heard that your wife was having an affair” –
okay, maybe it’s a little exaggerated, but
Tropper is such a masterfully comedic writer
that it left me not wanting to put this book
down once I started reading it.

And the mother – hoo boy, what a mother:
She’s only 63 in the book so I can’t really see
Jane Fonda playing her convincingly, except
that the mother has had loads of work herself,
just like 76-year-old Ms. Fonda. But, when it
comes to having a mother embarrassing her
children over the way she dresses – even
though she’s a very respected psychotherapist
who’s had a very successful career as a pub-
lished expert on child-rearing, her short skirts
and plunging necklines cause her children no
end of embarrassment. (I better watch what I
say when we’re discussing this book at the
book club, however. Frankly I see nothing
wrong with the way the mother dresses – and
neither, I’m sure do most other guys who are
of a certain age.) 

I would be remiss if I didn’t mention the
rabbi who is a central character in this book,
and whose nickname is “Boner” – a name
that doesn’t leave much to the imagination,

does it? Apparently the rabbi had a predilec-
tion for porn as a young lad, and was eager to
share his father’s dirty magazine collection
with his friends – thus the nickname. (Later
on we also discover that the rabbi had an
interest in controlled substances of a certain
variety when he was younger but, hey, we’re
all human, aren’t we?)

To return to the storyline in the book – as
the children continue to interact with one
another during the course of the Shiva, natu-
rally they begin to reveal certain aspects of
their lives that, because none of them had
been close one to the other, make them all
seem quite a more vulnerable, if not dam-
aged in certain respects. In some ways “This
is Where I Leave You” reminds me of
Jonathan Franzen’s opus of a few years back,
“Connections”, which was also about chil-
dren coming to terms one with the other,
although in that case the book was almost
totally serious, while this one is played for
laughs for the most part.

Tropper has a deft ear for dialogue. Every
conversation rings true, even the ones that
might seem absurd to the imagination.
Apparently he mines his own life experience
heavily when it comes to his writing. I won-
der whether any of the characters in this
novel are actually inspired by people Tropper
has met. Judd is a pathetic nebbish to begin
with – but he does gain strength as the book
moves on; his younger brother Phillip is an
irresponsible lady’s man who has never
grown up; his older brother Paul is a classic
case of someone who was headed to achieve
great things before fate intervened tragically;
and Wendy, his lone sister, is resigned to
being married to someone who is obsessed
with his career and amassing a fortune.

In their own ways, all the characters are
really quite likeable, once you begin to
understand why they are the way they are. In
some ways that’s a profound observation:
Someone may be quite loathsome at first
glance, but when you pry beneath the sur-
face and peel away the phony layers with
which people often coat themselves, there is
often a decent person there. Even some of the
characters in “This is Where I Leave You”
who, at first glance, are quite obnoxious,
reveal some surprising sides to themselves.

So – if you’re looking for a very, very funny
book that is also quite insightful, I certainly
suggest that you’ll enjoy reading “This is
Where I Leave You” – especially if you’re a
man. Why do I say that? Because Tropper has
an uncanny knack for being able to dissect
the insecurities that typically haunt most
men, even those among us who profess to be
supremely confident.

No - it’s not all about size (although Judd
certainly suffers from his doubts about his
ability to perform). And it’s not that the Jewish
characters in this book are any more neurot-
ic than the non-Jewish characters – they’re all
a little bit nuts.

It’s just that Tropper is able to convey some
interesting messages about so many aspects
of modern life (some of which are unique to
Jews), to which so many of us can relate,
such as: family bonding – or the lack thereof;
failed ambitions; women’s frustration at
being saddled with childrearing duties; and
the emptiness of certain aspects of Jewish tra-
dition.

He’s not the first author to try and poke fun
at these themes, but he’s certainly the funni-
est that I’ve read. Now, if only I can get
through an hour-long discussion in which I’ll
have to explain why men suffer from perfor-
mance anxiety.
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1040 Waverley Street / 989-7277
Showroom hours:
Monday, Friday & Saturday     9 am - 5 pm
Tuesday & Wednesday              9 am - 6 pm
Thursday                                    9 am - 8 pm

NEW YEAR

GOLF AND COUNTRY CLUB
GLENDALE

For Information on Memberships
and Catering Needs call

204-832-1306

wishes all our

Members, Friends and Associates

A Happy Rosh Hashanah

Chief  Operating Officer: JIM STEEP
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There is a Yiddish expression that translates
to: “Small children, small problems. Big chil-
dren, big problems.” There is much truth in
that old adage 

Hereunder we will pose a number of prob-
lems / situations faced by many seniors who
are parents of adult children. We invite read-
ers to comment on any of them. Additionally,
readers who have a specific problem are

invited to send them via email c/o this paper (jewishp@mts.net) Be
sure to indicate if you want your name included in your message, or
withheld and marked anonymous. Naturally we will always respect
the wishes of the person writing us in this regard.

Some questions:

* To what extent do parents continue to have a responsibility for their
adult children after they have provided them with an education and
perhaps also arranged a suitable wedding celebration?

* Are parents financially responsible for the welfare of their grand-
children and if so, to what extent? Quite apart from legal liability – this
question relates to moral and ethical obligation.

* Where parents
have one son or
daughter who is
doing very well
financially and
another that has dif-
ficulty making ends
meet, is it morally /
ethically permissible
to be more generous
with the latter in the
matter of birthday /
anniversary pre-
sents, etc.?

* When asked for financial assistance, are parents entitled to ask for
details leading to the request, before responding?

* When parents see behaviour in the adult children of which they
disapprove, how can they make their concerns known without hurt-
ing them?

* When parents see behaviour in a grandchild of which they disap-
prove, may they reprove the child? Or is it better to discuss it with the
parents of the grandchild? Or ought parents to keep completely apart
from the question of discipline concerning the children of their chil-
dren?

* When drawing up their wills, should parents involve their adult
children? And if so, in what manner, and to what extent?

* What are the pros and cons of a mature, unmarried son or daugh-
ter continuing to reside in the parental home? Should there be a defi-
nite agreement on the responsibilities and obligations of both parents
and adult children?

* When an adult child requests a loan, should parents inquire the
purpose of the loan? If granted, should there be a definite under-
standing as to the time of repayment of the loan? 

* If parents extend a loan to a son or daughter for a purpose most
satisfactory in their eyes – (i.e., to help in the down payment of a
house) is it acceptable to deny another son or daughter a loan request-
ed for a project parents consider worthless (e.g., to spend three
months in India to learn some exotic prayer-system)

* Your son tells you he is in love with a non-Jewish girl, and makes
it quite clear he doesn’t intend to ask her to convert, as he is sure she
would not. How should you react?

* Your 18-year old wants to invite his girlfriend, whom he met while
out of town on a summer job, to the parental home. He wants to know
if you will agree that she sleeps with him in his bedroom. How do you
react?

* Yours is a kosher home. Your daughter has been eating bacon at the
home of friends, enjoys it, and asks permission to buy separate dish-
es so that she can prepare bacon for herself in your home? What do
you tell her?

* Your son, age 23, got caught stealing from his place of employment
where he has been working for just under a year. He was arrested,
spent half a day in the police station, is told he must return in the
morning and was advised to appear with a lawyer. What do you do?

* How do you react when a daughter tells you she has always felt
that she was really a boy. Now that she is 25 years old she feels it time
to do the necessary to begin living her real life as a man. How should
you react?

* Your 27-yer old son has been friends for many years with a young
man his age. The friend has been in and out of the drug scene for sev-
eral years. He is now in treatment and his therapist advises him to
leave his home where he is constantly arguing with his parents. Your
son wants to bring him to live with him in your home for six months.
How do you handle this request?

* Your daughter has a friend whose parents are people with whom
you had a falling-out many years ago and are not on speaking terms
with them. Your daughter visits at their home often and feels very
comfortable there, but her friend feels uncomfortable  visiting in your
home, given the situation between her parents and you. Your daugh-
ter urges you to “mend fences” with the parents of her friend. How do
you handle it?

* Your son, age 28, is a proven wiz at computers and wants to use
his expertise to start a new enterprise which requires a capital of
$10,000. His bank manager thinks it is a good idea, and is ready to
grant the loan, provided there’s an acceptable co-signer. How do you
handle his request?

* It is your practice to have several couples as regular guests at your
Friday night dinner. Very often arguments develop between one of the
couples and your 21-year old daughter. She comes to you and says
she is fed up with arguing with that couple, and either you stop invit-
ing them, or she will stay away from your Friday night dinners. How
do you handle this?

Readers are invited to send their specific problem, or comment on
any item in this article. Send your email to jewishp@mts.net.. Please
specify if you want your name included, or marked anonymous. We
will always respect your wishes. 

Been there done that
Advice to older people with adult children
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