HOME & FAMILY
I grew up in England after the Second World War, but very luckily my parents’ parents had all come to the UK before the first world war. That means that none of my immediate family still lived in Europe during the Holocaust – if they would have remained there, I have no doubt that they, too, might have perished.

My mother’s family came from Russia (my grandmother lived near Odessa, and my grandfather came from a small village – he used to say that the village was so small it only had one horse.  If the nose of the horse stuck out one side of the village, the tail stuck out the other side!). My father’s family came from Lodz in Poland and had moved to England when my father was just 8 years old. 

During the first World War, my maternal grandfather left his young wife and family in London and returned to Russia to fight on behalf of the Tsar (a White Russian – supporting the monarchy ) against the ‘Reds’ (the communists, led by Lenin). That truly was a heroic gesture, and he could have avoided going to war – but he went to fight for something that he believed in deeply. He was there for several years until he returned to his family in London.  He and my grandmother had three daughters – my mother was the youngest. I can only imagine that those years in London must have involved great hardship for my grandmother, being alone in a strange country and having to raise three children by herself. 
When I was born, my mother’s parents lived with us and helped to care for us children. My father had managed to open his own business by then and they were quite well off. He had two women’s clothing stores, and we lived in quite a large house in a good neighborhood of London. My family had lived through the 2nd World War in the UK – the ‘blitz’, was when England was being bombed by the Germans. The story my mother always told us that was that she had been sitting under the kitchen table for protection, holding my older sister who was just a tiny baby then. She said to my father that “if we live through the war we will go to America”. At that time America was known as ‘the goldene medina’ (the golden land). This was still before the establishment of the State of Israel, and I think it was probably before anyone in England really knew the details of the Holocaust.

My family lived in the US for about 7 years. My father had sold his business in England to his older brother and arrived in the USA with money. He was a good and honest man, but rather naïve. He wanted to open a business in partnership with someone that he met in the synagogue, and that man ended up defrauding my father of all his money.  Life was not easy then. My father went out to work rather than having his own business. I remember him working as a ‘mashgiach’ at one time, in charge of supervising ‘kashrut’ at a food processing plant. I was 11 when I returned to England, and by that time we had lived in about five different places and I had gone to four different schools. Although it sounds hard, I think that it contributed to the fact that, whenever I moved or went to a new job, I never had difficulty making friends. 
ALIYA

When I was 18 I went back to the States to live there for a year, to visit family and to get my independence from the family, but the truth is that I was homesick, especially for my mother. After my year of ‘independence’ I got a job in London and went back to live with my parents. In the meantime, my sister and also my best friend had both made ‘aliya’, and they had both met their husbands in Israel.  So when I was 20 I also came on ‘aliya’ to Israel.  

At first, I went to ‘ulpan’ to learn Hebrew. That was on Kibbutz Ein HaShofet, where I stayed for 6 months.  From there I went to Beer Sheva because that was where my sister was living, and I got a job at the Dead Sea Works, which was very interesting and a period in my life when I made a lot of friends. 
JUDAISM AND TRADITIONS
After we returned to England from the United States my father became ‘hozer b’tshuva’ – slowly he was becoming more and more religious, so the rest of the family followed in his footsteps, mostly to please him rather than because of our own conviction.  My mother wasn’t completely happy with it, but my older sister was and she is religious until now. The rest of the family (I have a younger brother who was born when I was already 13, after we returned to England) are what is termed ‘traditional’. We observe the rules of ‘kashrut’ and celebrate the holidays, but we nonetheless use electricity and drive on Shabbat. 

As a child, during that period, my sister and I both started going to the Bnei Akiva youth movement, and most weekends we would go to synagogue on Shabbat morning, and then get together at the Bnei Akiva ‘house’ and spend the afternoon with friends who were like-minded. They were good years – filled with meaning and wonderful social contacts. 

Although I raised my own children to live a ‘traditional’ lifestyle, my younger son and his wife have followed in his grandfather’s footsteps and have become religious. They now live in a religious settlement and, B”H, have 6 children. 

My daughter (Maya’s mother) and her husband are traditional, and my other son and his wife too, though perhaps to a lesser degree. The one truly wonderful thing is that the whole family lives in Israel and we are able to be together a lot for the various holidays (although my younger religious son does not necessarily always join us, for obvious reasons). I compare this with the fact that – although my brother remained in England – my sister and I both raised our children in Israel so my parents didn’t see them as much as we would all have wanted. I think that makes me all the more grateful for the fact that I am able to be part of my grandchildrens’ lives. 
Recently I spent Seder night with my religious son and his family, and during the evening the children had prepared little quizzes and games. On of the questions they asked me was “is Pesach different for you now than it was when you were a child?” and the first thing that came to mind was that here in Israel we celebrate only one Seder night, whereas in England we had two, one night after the next.  A huge difference – and of course, where in Israel the last day is ‘isru chag’, that is still a proper chag in England (as well as in Europe, the USA etc.)
EDUCATION
In England most of the schools are secular but for several years I was sent to a Jewish school where we also had morning prayers (Shma Yisrael), learned about the Jewish holidays and started to learn what was then called “modern Hebrew” – the Hebrew of Eliezer Ben Yehuda, which was very different from the Hebrew of the Bible. Later on I went to high school which was secular, but there was a very large percentage of Jewish students there (a girls’ school only) so we were able to have our own assembly and prayers, and to continue with what was called “Jewish Studies”. Don’t forget that we lived our lives very differently than the general population – we had our own ‘kosher’ food shops, restaurants and so on – and when our neighbors celebrated Christmas, we lit the Chanukah candles. Although there is certainly quite a lot of anti-Semitism in England now, I didn’t actually experience it while I was living there (although that was over fifty years ago).
