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WELCOME to the final edition of the Redbridge 
Synagogue in-house magazine of Shalom. We have 
a record 52-page magazine, going out with a bang, 

so to speak. Of course you cannot keep a good magazine 
down and we will be reborn as “Shalom,” the in-house 
magazine of the newly formed Cranbrook United Synagogue. 
Furthermore, we already have had enquiries and requests 
about articles and advertising in any future Rosh Hashanah 
edition. The readership will expand and, hopefully, so will the 
content with contributions from the former members of Ilford 
United Synagogue. 
 We live in troubled times with the rise of anti-semitism, 
condoned, and some would say encouraged, by the leaders 
of one of our major political parties. At the time of writing we 
are commemorating Holocaust Memorial Day with our own 
brave Holocaust survivor, Ivor Perl, taking part in a moving 
BBC2 programme chronicling the horrors of the camps. This 
is offset by the heart-warming account, written by Alan Lion, 
of the commemoration ceremony in Germany honouring the 
Lion family. 
 Our community is suffering from diminishing kosher 
outlets, no kosher bakery and only one kosher butcher’s 
shop. However, we Jews are resilient and resourceful, much 
to the chagrin of our enemies, and  we will overcome all these 
problems which are minor compared with what confronted 
our brothers and sisters in Europe under the Nazi regime.
 On the plus side, we have a lot to look forward to. With the 
coming merger with Ilford United Synagogue, we are not only 
changing our name (once again), but we are changing our 
address.  As Cranbrook United Synagogue, based in Beehive 
Lane, we will have our own premises and our own facilities.  
Both Ilford and Redbridge communities have a wealth of 
experience and ideas, and we intend to make Cranbrook 
United Synagogue a great success.
 We would like to thank Martin Altman, our publisher, and 
all those involved in the production and distribution of our 
magazine.  We would also like to thank all our contributors, 
who over the years have sent us such interesting and varied 
articles. Long may it continue.
 With our best wishes to you and your families for a Happy 
and Kosher Pesach.

Philippa Stanton & Martin Greenberg

Cover PiCture: Photo of the holoCaust MeMorial ereCted  at the loCal sChool 
in WilliCh, GerMany, inside story.

“Shalom Magazine” reserves the right to amend any article, and the sentiments 
expressed therein are not necessarily those of the Editorial Team.
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We mention in the Haggadah that there 
are four sons which the Torah speaks 
about - the wise son, the wicked son, 

the simple son, and the son who doesn’t know 
how to ask.  To each of these children, we 
provide different types of answers.  Every child, 
no matter who or what they are, deserves an 
answer.  Each child needs a different answer, 
because each child has a different way of 
thinking and needs to be educated in a different 
way.  There is a verse from Proverbs: “Educate 
your child according to his ways” - we need to 
educate a child according to their idiosyncratic 
needs.  Each child is unique, each child is 
special and each child needs a specific way of 
education, no matter who or what they are.
 When organisations select leaders and senior 
managers for positions of power, they usually 
use psychometrics; tests which evaluate 
personality.  They try and find people who have 
specific personality characteristics.  Those 
with strong leadership skills are chosen, as are 
those who can deal with ambiguity and have 
a high level of stress tolerance.  The potential 
candidate needs to fit into a certain box and 
the better the fit, the better their chances of 
belonging to the organisation, and getting that 
all-important job.
 However, are things always so clear cut?  
Are people only good, or only bad, only 
simple, or only so disinterested that they 
don’t know how to ask? The Talmud states 
there is no righteous person on this earth 
who only does good and never sins.  We all 
have our angelic moods and we all have our 
less than angelic moods. Even rabbis have 
less than angelic moods, believe it or not, 
and are less than perfect. Even if rabbis 
make mistakes, how useful is it therefore to 
put mere mortals into boxes - of the wise 
son, the wicked son, the simple son, and 
the son who doesn’t know how to ask?

  Rabbi Yisrael Salanter, one of the greatest 
rabbis of the 18th century says something 
quite extraordinary.  He says that in each one 
of us there are all four sons.  Each one of us 
has the curiosity and intelligence of the wise 
son, the sarcasm and scepticism, aggression 
and negativity of the wicked son; the lack of 
knowledge of the simple son, and sometimes 
the lack of interest characterised by the son 
who does not know how to ask in the first 
place.
 If we only think of ourselves as the wise son, 
we might be tempted into thinking that there 
is no need to grow.  Such an attitude can only 
grow towards arrogance.  
 If we only think of ourselves as the wicked 
son, then we have no hope for redemption.  
After all, if I am a bad person what hope is 
there to turn over a new leaf?  If one is bad 
to the bone, what is the point of redemption?  
What is the possibility of redemption?  None 
whatsoever.
 If we only see ourselves as a simple son, we 
could say:  I can only understand the basics 
of Torah. Anything complicated, the secrets 
of the Talmud, the depth of the Talmud which 
is greater and deeper than the sea is beyond 
the likes of me.  Such an individual will never 
move, will never grow in their Judaism.  Their 
ideas of the Torah will remain the same ones 
that they had as children.  They will never be 
able to see the Torah in a mature and deep 
way.
 Finally, if we only see ourselves as an 
individual who is so uninterested that they 
don’t even have to ask, then we live in a 
world in which we see ourselves as unable 
to connect with Torah in any way.  Such an 
individual will feel disconnected, will feel they 
lack the confidence to ask questions; and 
without the guts to ask the questions, they 
will never get any answers, will never move 
beyond their limitations.
 Rabbi Yisrael Salanter advises us that we 
have all of these characteristics.  We have the 
capacity to learn deeply, the capacity at times 
to be derisive, the capacity to think simply, the 
capacity to disconnect.  We all show these 
characteristics at all times, but wherever we 
are, whatever we are feeling, the Torah has an 
answer for each one of us.
 I wish you all a wonderful Pesach, filled with 
health, happiness and, most importantly, the 
potential and possibility of continued growth.

Pesach
Message

Rabbi Steven Dansky
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THE song “Daiyainu” is well-known to 
most of us because we sing it in our 
homes on Seder night. The chorus, Dai-

Dai-Yainu, Dai-Dai-Yainu, Dai-Dai-Yainu… is 
added after every two, three or four stanzas, 
depending on how eager we are to get to the 
‘partake of the meal’ section of the Haggadah, 
where hot chicken soup with kneidlach awaits 
us. ‘Daiyainu’ means –’Enough for us!’- ‘It 
would have sufficed!’  and it refers to the 15 
benefits miraculously bestowed upon us by 
Hashem from the Exodus to the building of 
the Holy Temple in Jerusalem. It’s a way of 
exclaiming our gratitude for all the miracles 
that G-d performed by saying “This one 
miracle would have sufficed, how grateful we 
are for the other miracle You have performed 
for us!”
 This standard translation of the word 
‘Daiyainu’ suits most of the stanzas like - “If 
He had brought us out of Egypt, but had not 
executed judgments upon the Egyptians, it 
would have sufficed!” or “If He had provided 
for our needs in the wilderness for 40 years 
without feeding us with Manna, it would have 
sufficed!”  However, when we come to such 
stanzas as - “If He had given us their wealth 
but not divided the sea for us…” or “If He had 
brought us before Mount Sinai but not given 
us the Torah…” how can we say that it would 
have sufficed? Imagine the situation if the sea 
had not split or leaving Mount Sinai without 
the Torah. For this reason, Rabbi Dr Marcus 
Lehmann of Mainz, who lived in the late 19th 
century, suggested that the word ‘Daiyainu’ 
should read - “Would that have sufficed us?” 
Whether the word ‘Daiyainu’ is an exclamation 

of gratitude or a rhetorical question one 
thing is clear - if G-d had not performed the 
first of those 15 miracles i.e. not brought 
us out of Egypt it definitely wouldn’t have 
sufficed because we would still be slaves 
to Pharaoh, we wouldn’t have any Seder 
nights and kneidlach would never have been 
invented! 
 Rabbi Avraham Yitzchak Ha’Kohen Kook, 
the first Chief Rabbi of Eretz Yisrael, used 
to tell his family and students who crowded 
around his Seder table in Jerusalem about 90 
years ago, that if the Almighty had not taken 

By Chaim Levison
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our ancestors out of Egypt to eternal freedom 
in order to receive the Torah, the entire world 
and all of civilization would have just stood 
still, without change, until this day and we 
would still be slaves to that same Pharaoh in 
Egypt. The following has been adapted from 
Rav Kook’s commentary to the section of 
the Haggadah ‘We were slaves to Pharaoh in 
Egypt’ (Avadim Ha’Yinu) which is the beginning 
of the response to the Four Questions. (see 
Olat Reiyah vol. 2 pg 267-268). 
 Being a slave in ancient times couldn’t have 
been too much fun but some slaves were better 
off than others. The working conditions for a 
person enslaved or forced to work in his own 
land under his own king were not so bad when 
compared to those in the same predicament 
under a foreign king. For example, the Jewish 
slaves/workers who worked on the First 
Temple construction site under King Solomon 
probably had better conditions than those 
who worked, in the same place, about 800 
years later during the expansion of the Second 
Temple under King Herod, who was basically a 
foreigner. Imagine shlepping all those stones 
to build the Western Wall!  However, the worst 
thing was to be enslaved in a foreign land 
under a foreign king. Our ancestors in Egypt, 
3,300 years ago, were in such a predicament. 
As we have been telling our children on Seder 
night for generation after generation - ‘We 
were slaves to Pharaoh in Egypt’ - to a wicked, 
cruel king in a defiled and ‘unclean’ land within 
a totally immoral society.  Hashem changed 
everything around for the good. 
 First of all, - ‘He took us out’ 
from being slaves and made us 
His children. The exact opposite 
of: ‘We were slaves’. Secondly, 
who took us out? - ‘the Lord 
our G-d’ – our G-d, our King the 
opposite of the foreign king - 
Pharaoh. And lastly, from where 
did he take us? - ‘from there’ 
from the defiled, ‘unclean’ land. 
 But why was all this necessary, 
why did Hashem have to put us 
through all that turmoil in order to 
take us out of Egypt? Instead He 
could have just ousted Pharaoh’s 
regime and put us in control, 
making Egypt our ‘Promised 
Land’, the inheritance for our 
descendants. The answer is in 

‘Avadim Ha’yinu’ where it continues - ‘and if 
the Holy One Blessed Be He had not taken our 
forefathers out of Egypt’ - but rather, made us 
the rulers of Egypt, then - ‘we and our children 
and our children’s children would still be 
enslaved to Pharaoh in Egypt’. For if He would 
have freed our ancestors from Pharaoh’s 
servitude but not taken us out of Egypt then 
we, the descendants, would be slaves today 
to Pharaoh in Egypt. Pharaoh would have 
overpowered us to regain control because the 
‘unclean’ land of Egypt could never suit the 
Jewish People. That is why it was imperative 
for Hashem to take us out of Egypt to enable 
us to receive the Holy Torah on Mount Sinai. 
 The words of the Haggadah - ‘our children 
and our children’s children’ come to signify 
the great loss that would have befallen us if 
we had not left Egypt but just ‘taken over’. 
We would never have been elevated from 
being the ‘Children of Israel’ to become the 
Jewish nation - Am Yisrael and the people of 
the Torah. Therefore, regarding the opening 
phrase of ‘Daiyainu’- “If He had brought us out 
of Egypt…” there is no question whether it 
would have sufficed because it simply would 
not have been enough.
 Daiyanu ends with the building of the Holy 
Temple. May we all merit to see it rebuilt within 
our days so that we can all celebrate Pesach - 
‘Next Year in Jerusalem!’ 

Chaim Levison,
 (this year in) Jerusalem
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posed to me.  She once told me that she 
wanted to make Aliyah, because she had lost 
her job, she didn’t have a partner, and she was 
feeling lonely in South Africa.  She believed 
that by making a move she would be able to 
escape from that life and create a life which 
was less lonely and more financially stable.  
She didn’t know anyone in Israel, she didn’t 
have a job waiting for her there.  She didn’t 
even speak the language.  But she wanted to 
go.  As big a Mitzvah as it is to live in the holy 
land of Israel, I advised her not to go.  This 
congregant wanted to go, not because she had 
something that she wanted to move towards, 
but rather because she had something from 
which she wanted to run away.  She was 
moving away from something old, rather than 
moving towards something new. 

 If we look at the Jews’ exodus from 
Egypt, the reason to leave wasn’t only 

because of the poverty and affliction 
that took place in that land.  It was 
because G-d was going to take 
them towards the land of Israel, a 
land flowing with milk and honey.  
We need to start thinking about 

what we have to gain, what possible 
futures are in store for us.

 And there is so much to gain 
in our new home.  There is 

the possibility of renewed 
spark and interest in Jewish 
life.  There is the hope of a 

vibrant congregation which has events of all 
sorts which appeal to all sorts of members, 
from those who only arrive on Yom Kippur, to 
those who faithfully pray every single day in 
our wonderful Minyan.  No matter who you 
are, no matter your level of observance, we 
will strive to create a congregation that caters 
to those needs.  
 There is no doubt that something may 
be lost when we move as a congregation, 
but there is no doubt in my mind that it can 
also be found again.  We will find again the 
sounds of joy and happiness, of thanks and 
song. We can create new memories, and 
those memories will only serve to solidify and 
buttress the memories that we have had of 
Redbridge and Clayhall.
 I wish you all a Chag Kasher V’sameach – a 
happy and Kosher Pesach.

With warm wishes
Rabbi Steven Dansky

Dear Friends
 
 One of the most stressful things that people 
have to deal with is moving home.  Leaving 
those familiar rooms, with so many 
memories in each one of them is difficult 
to do.  Our better selves are made by 
those moments of joy in those rooms 
whether it be the surprise birthday 
parties, or the dinners held in the 
dining room, the sense of a family 
being together under one roof.  
When we leave a home, 
we don’t only leave the 
physical components of a 
house; we leave a sense of 
safety, a sense of comfort, 
of certainty.  There is a lot 
which one needs to let go of in order to move 
on.
 This is also true of our congregation.  
Redbridge Synagogue is moving home.  
There is no denying that it is hard to leave the 
place where you spent so many important 
and special occasions – where we sang and 
danced together on Simchat Torah, where 
we celebrated our children’s births and the 
milestones of Bar and Bat Mitvahs, and  other 
life-cycle events.  The walls of Sinclair House 
carry within them the sounds of laughter, the 
sounds of melody as the Chazan intones Kol 
Nidrei, the soft words of comfort to those who 
have been bereaved.
 It is stressful, it is difficult. However, one 
of the things that we need to think about is 
the following question: Are we moving away 
from something, or are we moving towards 
something? A good example of this concerns 
a question that a former congregant of mine 

Moving 
Home
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SINCE Rosh Hashanah we have all been on a 
rollercoaster of emotions, beginning with 
the merger talks between us and Ilford 

Shul and the special meeting of our members, 
where emotions were understandably running 
high. We went through a very difficult and 
heart-searching process, making the decision 
to move, pre-empting the likely reconstruction 
of R.J.C.C., or even the possibility of building 
closure.
 During my 20 years on the Board of 
Management, I have been party to many 
fruitless searches in the area, looking for an 
alternative site for us to move to. The sensible 
solution was to amalgamate with Ilford Shul, 
while they were still viable and the building 
still available. This was a difficult decision for 
many of us, especially those who had origins 
or connections to that shul. However, I firmly 
believe that common sense prevailed and we 
voted overwhelmingly to merge.
 The result of this positive vote, has 
meant that the Executive and the Board of 
Management have now become involved in a 
tremendous amount of work and negotiations 
that need doing before our merger on May 
21. We have to make sure that we establish a 
new community, where everyone is included 
and treated equally. We have to make sure 
that to the best of our ability, traditions and 
minhagim from both sides of our community 
are treated with respect and sensitivity. We 
had experience of this four years ago, when 
Redbridge Shul came into being and I am 

From 
the

 Chairman
Mike Callaghan

sure that in conjunction with the members of 
Ilford Shul, we will be equally successful in 
merging together to create a new and vibrant 
community in our own home, that will prosper 
and continue for many years into the future.
 The name of the new community will 
be Cranbrook United Synagogue and I ask 
all members to support us and make this 
community one that we and future generations 
will be proud of.
 Cranbrook is a ward of Redbridge and is the 
brook that feeds the lake in Valentines Park.
 It has a history of more than 500 years; the 
name comes from the cranes that used to 
feed in the brook.
 I think that the name is very appropriate for 
us, as we are setting up the means, to provide 
the flow and continuity for the next generation 
and our Rabbis tell us that Torah is likened to 
water.
 “May God give you of the dew of heaven” 
(Gen. 27:28) . . . It is written in Job 29:19, “My 
roots reaching water and dew lying on my 
branches.” . . . What is the meaning of the 
phrase “My roots reaching for water”? Jacob 
said, “Because I occupied myself with Torah, 
which is compared to water, I merited to be 
blessed with dew, as it is written, “May God 
give you of the dew of heaven.”
 On behalf of myself and my family, I wish 
you all a Kosher and Happy Pesach.

Mike Callaghan
Chairman Redbridge United Synagogue.
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From the

Financial Representative
Marc Levy

I 
AM writing this article having recently 
had the privilege of celebrating my son’s 
barmitzvah.  Whilst being terribly proud of 
his achievements, I am also honoured to be 

a member of Redbridge shul.  Our Rabbi and 
warden gave us huge support when we 
needed it most, our chairman was decisive 
in ensuring the shul was organised, the 
ladies, who helped organise the Kiddush, 
gave their time willingly and worked 
tirelessly to put on a great spread and 
our congregants made our guests feel 
very welcome.  Thanks must go to the 
whole community and everyone involved.   
 Community indeed is something very 
special; it is there to support you 
when you need it.  It is often 
most prevalent during life-
cycle events; at births, bar/
bat mitzvahs, weddings and 
times of mourning.  It’s a 
resource and it’s a way of 
enriching Jewish life through learning, prayer 
and social experiences.  It has no physical 
boundaries and extends beyond the walls of 
our shul, at all hours of the day.  But we all 
know it is the people that make the community 
- a building may be a place where communal 
activities take place, but if there are no people 
in it, it’s not ‘communal life’.  
 Nearly everything changes with time, but the 
forthcoming merger is a chance to preserve 
and extend the outreach of our community.  
As we move in a new direction, we have the 
opportunity to join with others and grow, whilst 
at the same time remembering and learning 
from our roots in order to build on everything 
that is important to us.
 It comes at a cost - how could it not?  We 
have services to run, buildings and equipment 

to maintain, repair and improve, salaries to pay 
to our ministers and admin staff and events to 
put on.  A huge amount of what takes place 

is also thanks to a relatively small group 
of volunteers, who don’t have 

to give their time freely, but 
continuously do so because 
they care.  
So as 2019 progresses and 
our community evolves, we 
need your support more 
than ever.  Financially we 
could not operate without 
membership fees or generous 

donations, no matter how 
big or small.  So please, 

please give what 
you can, whether 
it is for something 
you are passionate 
about, in celebration 
of a special event or 

in memory of a loved one.  And if you can’t 
give money, then perhaps give some time 
by supporting our services and events or 
helping to make them happen.  Let’s make our 
community as special as we can.  And if you 
don’t give or can’t give, we will still be there for 
you because that’s what community is about.  
Of course without our members’ support, 
generosity and participation, we would not 
have a community at all.
 We are born with nothing and leave this 
world with nothing, but are welcomed by our 
family and community and leave them behind.  
So whilst we are here, let’s make it as special 
as possible - yes for yourself, but at the same 
time for everyone else too.

Chag Sameach
Marc Levy
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 A story in the Midrash tells us that when 
G-d was getting ready to give the Torah, each 
of the mountains in turn stepped forward to 
make their claim as to why they would be the 
best mountain on which to set this spectacular 
event. “I am the highest”, said one; “I am 
the widest”,  said another; “I am the most 
beautiful”, said a third. In the end, G-d chose 
little, simple Mount 
Sinai because 
it is not height or 
width or beauty 
that counts, 
but humility. 
 When it 
comes to both 
our acceptance 
of Torah and 
our morals 
and ethics, 
we need 
to humble 
ourselves in 
order to fully 
accept G-d’s 
will and live by it. But how does a mountain 
teach us that lesson? If the lesson we are 
meant to be learning is that of humility, why 
give the Torah on a mountain at all? We know 
that it was given in the desert, so why not 
give the Torah on flat ground? Surely the 
sandy ground is even more humble than a 
mountain, however small it may have been in 
comparison to the others. 
 Let’s consider the following scenario for 
a minute - Harry Kane is on the pitch. It’s
the World Cup final, it’s a tight game and

EVERY month, the ladies get together 
for a light fish lunch and some Jewish 
learning - nourishment for body and 

soul, if you will. So far, most of our discussions 
have centered around teachings from Pirkei 
Avot (Ethics of the Fathers). This is the only 
part of the Oral Law which deals with our 
morals, behaviour and personal growth. The 
following idea comes from the first mishna of 
the first chapter of Pirkei Avot. It touches on 
one of the ideas we discussed, although from 
a slightly different angle. 
 The mishna begins, “Moshe / Moses 
received the Torah from Sinai…”. Can you 
spot the problem? It’s not technically true! 
Moshe received the Torah FROM G-d, ON 
Mount Sinai. The mountain didn’t give it to 
Moshe itself. So why is it written this way, and 
what does this have to do with our morals 
and behaviour? 

‘Moses received 
 the Torah 
 from
 Sinai . . .’
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How can we define this as a team effort? He 
really did win the match for the team. 
 Maybe the answer is that although there 
may not have been a partnership with his 
teammates in winning the match, there 
certainly was a partnership with G-d in that 
Harry was blessed with the ability to be 
an excellent footballer. And the proof that 
this skill is a gift and a blessing is that most 
people are not premier league footballers. 
Most people could not have done what he 
did. 
 So, what is humility? I think that we can 
create a 3-part working definition. 

1. To recognise your talents
2. To know when to use them
3. To realise that they come from a 

Higher Source
 Arrogance is thinking that I am all that 
counts. Humility is thinking that what 
is greater than me counts. Look at your 
position in relation to everyone else in the 
room. If the group are aimless and require 
leadership and you are in a position to 
lead, then lead. If there is someone else 
better qualified and more knowledgeable 
in that situation, defer to their leadership 
and trust their judgement. There is little 
more irritating than Joe Public standing 
in a room full of doctors and giving their 
opinion on working for the NHS. 
 So back to Mount Sinai. The Torah was 
given on a mountain, and not on flat ground, 
because self-esteem and recognition of our 
height and importance is crucial, as long as 
it is within the context of playing our part 
as and when it is necessary. This is humility, 
and this is the lesson of the mountain. None 
of us have all the answers to everything, 
but we all have some of the answers to 
something. It’s our responsibility to stand 
up and do what we do best, but not to 
push ourselves ahead of others who may 
know more than us in any given situation. 
As we move towards building a bigger 
and more diverse community, its success 
is dependent on each one of us seeing 
where our individual talents are needed 
and giving of ourselves in a way that no-
one else could. With that attitude, we are 
ensured success.

Rebbetzen Siobhan Dansky

it’s down to the last minute of extra time. 
Suddenly someone passes him the ball, 
he dribbles the ball, he swerves, he shoots 
and… he scores! England win the cup! Man 
of the match, goal of the championship. The 
crowd goes wild! Everyone is on their feet 
cheering his name, and he is carried aloft by 
the rest of the team. 
 He can react in one of several ways. He 
could strut around feeling very proud of 
himself, and rightly so. He can think - and 
maybe even say in a post-match interview 
- that the win was all down to him. After all, 
he did score the winning goal. To name that 
reaction, I would call it arrogance. 
 He could react in the polar opposite way, 
walking around with his head down saying 
that it wasn’t really him - maybe the goalie was 
distracted for a minute… Except everyone 
saw that it was his foot that touched the ball 
immediately before it hit the back of the net. 
He kicked it, no matter what else may have 
happened to the goalie. We may think that 
refusing to take the credit is humility. But I 
don’t think it is - I think it is a denial of your 
abilities and low self-esteem. 
 And then there is a third option. As the 
rest of the team run towards him, he runs 
towards them and they celebrate together 
in recognition that they all worked as a team 
to win the match, even though he may have 
been the one to score the winning goal. It 
wasn’t just him, but he did play a part in the 
win. The result came from teamwork. It’s 
a bit like being a part of a machine. Each 
part is integral to the production process, 
but no one part is solely responsible for the 
end result. Some parts may receive the raw 
ingredients, others may spit out the finished 
products, and others may be hidden 
deep inside the machinery but are just as 
important in ensuring the smooth running 
of the machine. Each part is just another link 
in the overall process. Is this humility?
 I ran this idea past a colleague and they 
asked me the following challenging question: 
the football analogy works if someone passes 
the ball to Kane and he scores from there. But 
what happens if no-one passes him the ball? 
He takes the ball from one end of the pitch 
to the other by himself and still scores. And 
to go one step further, what if his goal was 
the only one scored during the match? The 
0-1 final score is entirely due to his footwork. 
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Ajex Annual 
Remembrance 
Ceremony & 
Parade 2018

ON a crisp November afternoon, a 
large crowd once again gathered at 
the Cenotaph, as the Jewish Military 

Association paid their respects, which they 
have done since 1934.  It was great to see a 
number of young people marching, including a 
large contingent from JFS.
 Our regular Shabbat attendee, Louis 
Yeshin, joined the RUS “contingent” and  was 
interviewed by both the Jewish Chronicle and 
The Jewish News. 
 WW2 veteran Louis aged 93 was a sick- 
bay attendant on HMS Retalick, a Royal 
Navy frigate that operated in the Atlantic, 
accompanying convoys from the USA.   He 
remembered treating a German officer who 
was badly wounded. He was from the Gestapo.  
Attending to him, Louis told him “By the way, I 
am Jewish.  He went as pale as a ghost!
 This year was particularly important as there 
were so many commemorations, especially 
the centenary of the end of WW1.
 The ceremony was conducted by Chief 
Rabbi Ephraim Mirvis,  Rabbi (Major) Reuben 
Livingstone CF LLB LLM and Rabbi Harry 
Jacobi MBE BA (Hons). The reviewing officer 
this year was Lt.Gen.Richard Nugee CVO CBE, 
Chief of Defence People.
 Prayers in Hebrew and English were recited 
in remembrance of all those who took part in, 
and who made the ultimate sacrifice in service 
to their country, in the WW1 conflict and those 
conflicts that followed up to the present day.    
Unfortunately, “The War to end Wars” did not 
achieve that end and we are still battling against 
those who would do the Jewish people and the 
United Kingdom as much harm as possible.
 The Memorial Prayer, Mourner’s Kaddish and 
Prayer for Peace were recited.  Two minutes 
silence were observed, and the service ended 
with  “Adon Olam” (Master of the Universe) 
and the National Anthem, accompanied by 
The Band of the Scots Guards.

 The AJEX National Wreath, in memory of all 
Jewish Personnel who died in the service of 
the Crown, was laid by the reviewing officer, 
Lt.Gen.Richard Nugee.
 Other wreaths were laid, there being more 
than usual, as several special anniversaries 
were commemorated.
 75th anniversary of The Warsaw Ghetto 
Uprising, The Battle of Amiens (the “final push” 
towards victory), 75th Anniversary of the Dam 
Busters Raid, 75th Anniversary of the Battle of 
Guadalcanal, Centenary of the Royal Air Force, 
75 years of service by the League of Jewish 
Women (special wreath laid at the Women’s 
Memorial, Whitehall).
 I was particularly interested in a wreath 
laid by Harold Newman MBE (AJEX National 
Chairman) in memory of General Sir John 
Monash.

 His story is incredible.  Some mothers have 
lawyers, doctors, dentists and accountants as 
sons, in this case, he was in the army, and was 
regarded as one of the greatest generals of 
WW1.
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 His parents came from Krotoschin, Posen 
Province, Kingdom of Prussia in the middle 
1860’s (now Krotoszyn, Poland) and settled 
in Melbourne where John was born in 
1865.   They were German-speaking!  At 
least until 1914! He attended college and 

the University of Melbourne, graduating 
and choosing  a career as a civil engineer. 
Eventually joined the army and progressed 
rapidly despite the obvious prejudice and 
German background.
 He is remembered as the architect of the 
“final push” towards victory from the Battle of 
Amiens which commenced on the 8th August 
1918.    He introduced new tactics to be used, 
by coordinating infantry, aircraft, artillery 
and tanks, rather than a barrage followed 
by frontal assault.   He was given command 
of the battle, together with Arthur Currie of 
the Canadian army.  He punched holes in the 
German defences and eventually the enemy 
realised that they could not win and sued 
for an armistice.    On the 12th August 1918 
he was knighted on the battlefield by King 
George V.  The first such event for 200 years.  
The Jew did well!!!!
 After the war he was one of the organizers 
of the annual ANZAC day memorial.  In 1927 he 
became President of the newly-formed Zionist 
Federation of Australia and New Zealand.
 He died of a heart attack in 1931.   He was 
given a state funeral attended by 300,000 
mourners.
 There is a town in Canberra named after him 
as well as monuments.

Bernard Chaplin, November 2018General Sir John Monash
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JUST to recap some of our previous 
experiences. In November 2012, I 
received an email from my cousin, who 

lives in Berlin, to ask if I wanted to join a family 
group invitation to a Stolperstein (stumble 
stone) ceremony in the village where the family 
originally lived. This was to be in memory of 
our grandparents, great-grandparents, cousins 
and family members who perished, murdered 
by the Nazis during the Holocaust. We would 
soon receive a formal invitation from the Mayor 
of Willich, the village in Germany where our 
family came from. This is close to Dusseldorf, 
Cologne and the Rhine. The family lived in 
three houses alongside each other on Bahnhof 
Strasse. One house, the oldest in the village, 
goes back to 1640.  
 The family were cattle dealers and butchers. 
My grandmother’s name was Metzger, 
coincidently the German for butcher. They 
were the shochets for the Jewish families 
around the area and also sold non-kosher 
products to the village. They were very well 
integrated into German village life; my great- 
grandfather was a founder member of the fire 
brigade and of the rifle club. The back of the 
house had a field for cattle grazing; he loaned 
this to the rifle club for shooting practice. 
 Things started to go wrong in the 30s 
when Hitler came to power but they were 
away from the main towns and it wasn’t until 
1938 and Kristallnacht (Crystal Night or the 
Night of Broken Glass) when things started 
to go wrong. The house was ransacked and 
my grandfather was taken and placed in the 

village square alongside a piece of rotting 
pork with a sign around his neck saying this 
meat was sold by this Jew. My father at that 
time was living and working for his uncle in 
the next town and with blond hair and blue 
eyes didn’t look particularly Jewish. He came 
home to help clear up the mess and he and 
his sister prepared to leave Germany, along 
with a cousin and other younger members of 
the family.  The rest of the family stayed, and I 
have an account of the train journey likely taken 
by my grandparents when they were shipped 
to Riga concentration camp in Latvia, where 
they were eventually shot. One aunt survived 
Auschwitz and returned after the war. 
 My aunt came on the Kindertransport and my 
father was sponsored by a close family friend, 
a Jewish bookseller from Golders Green. He 
was billeted on a farm in Harpenden, not 
speaking any English but soon learned. Being 
told to use certain words that he was told was 
polite English. 
 Just before the war Churchill mandated that 
all German nationals were to be considered 
illegal aliens, he said ‘collar the lot’. So all 
Italian and German refugees were rounded up 
for internment and my father was shipped off 
to Australia on the Dunera, but that is another 
story.  
 The invitation from the mayor of Willich 
came in December 2012. We were invited 
at the expense of the community. We would 
stay in the village and there was a formal civic 
reception at the town hall, where we were 
greeted by the Mayor. Some twenty members 

Germany
Street-Naming

Visit

Going 
Back

By Alan Lion
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of the family attended from Australia, Germany, 
USA and UK. This was December and there 
was thick snow all around and it was very cold. 
The field that the rifle club used was named 
Lion Platz and we visited the memorial stones 
laid at the local cemetery in memory of my 
grandparents. 
 The Stolperstein ceremony was very moving, 
with the stones laid in the street outside the 
houses where my family members lived. Each 
was decorated with white roses and candles 
lit in memory. Readings were given by the 
local schoolchildren, who had researched the 
family and its history. The next day we visited 
the local Holocaust memorial erected at the 
local school; with a final goodbye from our 
hosts we returned with lasting memories and 
a better knowledge of members of our family 
and grandparents we had never met.  Two 
year later there was a further invitation to the 
Stolperstein Ceremony for my father and my 
aunt. 
 In March 2018 another invitation was received 
and this was to immortalise the family name 
by naming a street on a new development 
after the family, to be known as Lionstrasse. 
This time an even bigger gathering attended, 
including relatives 
from Israel. The first 
day we were invited 
to inspect the fire 
station and meet 
the firefighters, 
which included a 
presentation of 
their equipment 
and a look at an 
original early fire 
pump which had 
been restored. We 
were invited to 
travel in the bucket 
of an elevating fire 
platform which 
extended some 
30m in the air to 
see around the 
area. From there 
we were invited 
to a reception 
in the grounds 
of the original 
house where 
our family lived. 

Unfortunately, the house had been 
demolished in the 1970s but the front door 
and surround had been later discovered in 
a basement and used as the entrance to 
the community centre. The next day we 
visited a number of cemeteries where we 
found the graves of many of our family 
members going back to the 1800s and 
earlier. None of these had been vandalised 
during the war but much of the metal work 
had been removed to be used in the German 
war effort.  The next day we attended the 
street-naming with speeches by many of 
the local dignitaries, with an exhibition of 
family archives and photographs displayed 
in the street. Most of the speeches were 
in German and somebody translated. One 
particular speech by a local clergyman was 
particularly poignant. He had said he was 
speaking to someone about the history of 
the German people and the Holocaust and 
this person said that he felt guilty for the 
terrible atrocities. The priest responded, you 
cannot be guilty as you were not there, but 
you are responsible. Responsible to ensure 
the atrocities are always remembered and 
never forgotten. 
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Top right of the picture is the “Dunera” the internment ship Alan’s father, Ernie z’l, sailed to Australia in. Bottom 
left, the street sign placed in memory of his family who perished, murdered by the Nazis in the Holocaust.

Cordoba, Spain

Moshe ben Maimon

We visited the south of Spain for the first time, in-
cluding a visit to Cordoba, an important town in 
Jewish history. Maimonides (Rambam), Moshe 

ben Maimon, grew up in Cordoba, his birth date varies 
between 1135 and 1138.  He became one of the most 
prolific and influential Torah scholars of the middle ages. 
Not only a religious commentator, he had many secular 
interests, including astronomy, medicine, mathematics 
and philosophy. His family left Spain in about 1160 when 
a Berber tribe took control in Southern Spain and offered 
the Jews conversion, exile or death.   He eventually ended 
up in Cairo where he died in 1204.  His body was taken to 
Tiberias in the Galilee and buried.  
 Spain is now making a big deal about their past and is 
promoting Cordoba as a centre where Jews, Christians 
and Moslems lived together in harmony.  Certainly helps 
tourism!
 The authorities have named a square in his honour, 
Plaza Maimonides. In addition, a monument of him was 
erected in 1964, outside the house where he was born. 
The sculptor was Spaniard Amadeo Ruiz Olmos.

Bernard Chaplin, November 2018
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CONGRATULATIONS to Lorraine Silver on 
being nominated Woman of the Year. 
This honour was given by Redbridge 

United Synagogue on Shabbat Shirah (January 
19) when the lives of Jewish Women are 
celebrated.
 We gave a warm welcome to Rabbi Kleiman 
and his wife on this occasion. As you know, 
Rabbi Kleiman had been a Minister at the old 
Clayhall Shul, and we were all delighted to see 
him again. 
 In a very interesting drosha, Rabbi Kleiman 
said that women were the back-bone of the 
Jewish Community. When times were bad for 
the Jews it was the women who thought of 
how they could make the future better.  He 
gave the example of Miriam. As a child she 
lived through a time when Pharaoh decreed 
that all the Jewish male babies should be 
drowned in the Nile. To avoid having more 
children, her parents divorced. Miriam said 
that if there were no children, the Jewish 
race would die out.  Her parents came back 
together and Moses, the future leader of the 
Jewish people, was born.
 After the service, we had a sit-down kiddush. 
Rebbetzen Siobhan gave a short talk about 
that week’s parsha and how the attributes of 
Miriam also apply to Lorraine. 
 The Rebbetzen said “It is with Miriam and 
all the women who followed her in faith, 
in mind, that this Shabbat was chosen to 
celebrate female leaders and role models in 
the community.
 “I can think of few people who fit this 
description better than Lorraine. I had an 
inkling of her passion for our community and a 
small insight into her involvement, but then we 
sat together the other week and she told me 
countless stories of the projects she has been 
involved in both within the shul and the wider 
community. Lorraine has a strong, traditional 
Jewish background which she has held on 
to despite the modern trends to let Judaism 
fall by the wayside. She has been involved in 

Jewish communal life all the way back since 
the shul was in Beehive Lane for the first time, 
and she is currently an active member of the 
shul board and the co-chair of the welfare 
board alongside Rev Newman. 
 “Just like Miriam, Lorraine is not someone 
who gives up or lets anything stand in her 
way. She went to university at age 44 and 
was awarded her degree in law and education 
aged 47. She has stood up against local 
organisations and government bodies and 
won! She has long taken an active role in 
local housing, welfare and healthcare issues. 
She is a woman with strong family values, as 
well as an artistic streak in cake decorating 
and jewellery design. She doesn’t just have 
opinions in theory - she speaks her mind and, 
more importantly, she acts on her convictions 
and gets things done.  She is a woman from 
whom we can all learn a great deal, and it is 
my humble honour to present her with this 
award of being our “Woman of the Year.”
 Rebbetzen Siobhan then presented Lorraine 
with a certificate to commemorate this 
occasion.
 I personally would like to thank Lorraine and 
Reverend Newman for the help they gave my 
sister and me during our recent bereavement. 
This was greatly appreciated.   Linda Stanton

Woman 
of  Worth

 They say an army marches on its stomach 
– but in Redbridge the congregation davens 
on its Kiddush! Well, it’s definitely a favourite 
topic in our shul and hopefully enjoyed by all 
our members, every week!
 Our dedicated team of nine ladies provide the 
Redbridge community with kiddushim, week in, 
week out. Some weeks we prepare just cake and 
biscuits, other weeks we create some delightful 
kiddushim to celebrate bar- and batmitvahs, auf-
rufs, 90th birthdays, special anniversaries and 
whatever the community want!
 The ladies are a hard-working but 
incredibly fun bunch of women, who reward 
themselves with a trip out to a kosher 
restaurant just before Chanukah and Pesach. 
We work on a rota system, trying to ensure 
that everyone has a fair number of duties 
and can always be found somewhere in the 
kitchen, pouring, cutting and plating!  
 A huge thank you to all of you – Angela, 
Ann, Adele, Carol, Hilary, Lorraine, Lydia, 
Sue and Val.

Our Kiddushim
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ONE hundred years ago to the day the 
Armistice was signed, effectively 
ceasing hostilities across the Western 

Front and beyond.
 Beneath the churned mud lay the bodies of 
hundreds of thousands of men: fathers, sons, 
brothers, uncles, cousins and pals, sleeping 
forever where they had fallen.
 One hundred years later and I was one of the 
privileged 10,000 drawn in the ballot to walk at 
the Cenotaph and pay their respects. The day 
dawned grey and overcast but arriving in the 
beautiful surroundings of Green Park the sun 
broke through and I lined up with strangers, 
sharing stories of their ancestors and all 
hoping that this moment of commemoration 
would bring about a more just and thoughtful 
world.
 The atmosphere was electric; people 
chatting, getting coffee from the 
thoughtfully-provided refreshment stalls and 
snapping away at everything in sight. Set up 
along the Mall were screens which showed 
the actual proceedings just a short distance 
away in Whitehall. Suddenly the mood 
changed – with the playing of the pipes and 
the familiar tunes of the Skye Boat Song, 
Men of Harlech and Nimrod, the attendant 
crowd imperceptibly straightened up and 
fell silent. Flashed up on the screen was a 
request to be absolutely silent and not use 
flash photography as the Kings Troop, Royal 
Horse Artillery, were forming up behind 
us and the request was not to upset the 
horses. As one the crowd remained silent 
and we watched in awe as the Troop trotted 
past, their distinctive headdresses bobbing 
along and the guns pounding on the road.
 At precisely 11am, one gun boomed out as 
the Great Bell, affectionately known as Big 
Ben, chimed 11 times, the nation observed 
the customary 2 minutes silence, ended by a 
further one gun salute and the Last Post.

 Who knows what went through the minds 
of those there? Some were remembering 
fallen comrades from conflicts across the 
globe and down the years: the 1st & 2nd World 
Wars, the Korean War, The Falklands, and 
sadly, Iraq and Afghanistan. Some were there 
to honour a grandparent or great-grandparent, 
who had made the ultimate sacrifice, in giving 
their today for our tomorrow (John Maxwell 
Edmunds, 1916). Others were there just to pay 
tribute to those who lay where they fell.
 After the prayers and hymn The Rouse was 
sounded and the National Anthem resonated 
along the lines of those standing, waiting to 
be allowed to step-off and proceed to the 
Cenotaph. We were told that at 12.10 columns 
A & B would commence (I was in column B) 
and with great military precision we started 
to move down the Mall towards Admiralty 
Arch. There we had to wait for the veterans, 
whom we had seen on the screens, progress 
down the Mall and probably dispersing to the 
nearest pub! We then continued our way down 
into Whitehall – those around me, and indeed 
me as well, had assumed that there would be 
nobody left but to our amazement Whitehall 
was still packed and people were clapping us 
– what had we done? Nothing brave or heroic 
but we were there.
  If you had a wreath then one of the Scouts 
lining the route took it and laid it for you while 
we “marched” proudly along, as one turning 
“eyes left” to “salute” the Cenotaph. At this 
point I espied my son, Alexander, thoughtfully 
kitted out wearing an orange beanie, busily 
taking photos of his mum wearing her parents’ 
service medals. 
 Down past the Cenotaph, into Birdcage 
Walk and along into Green Park where we 
were “dismissed”. I made my way back to 
Green Park tube, back to Baker Street, where 
I had arranged to meet Robert and Alex at 
Reuben’s! And jolly tasty it was!
 I cannot fully explain how much today meant 
to me. My father, born in 1914, was 2 when his 
father enlisted and so sadly never knew him. 
He was killed in September 1918, outside of 
Arras and is commemorated on a wall of a 
British War Grave Cemetery at Vis-en-Artois.
 The fifth commandment is to honour ones 
parents; I hope that today I have gone some 
way to do that.

Hilary Segall 
November 11, 2018

A 
Celebration

of Peace
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Holocaust
Memorial 

Day
We stood in silence, nothing
 more to say 
Remembering what has happened  
 in the past
And the long shadow, it did cast

Gathered together with survivors 
Realising what divides us
Hatred for others who are seen  
 as different 
Destruction is their bent

Not one person would they miss 
  And not one trick did go amiss
To the gas chambers and the hiss
  Crowded into cattle trucks
Treated worse than animals and muck

Today we remember those 
  terrible days
But has it changed? 
  No - not in many ways
Anti-semitism still exists
  And light-hearted banter must not 
  be dismissed

As a throw away word, supposedly 
 said in a joke
Deep down, anger is what they spoke
  Is it ignorance or deep-rooted hate
That they have been introduced to by 
  their mates

But what is needed is education
  And to discuss the segregation
We are all G-d’s children so let’s 
  teach the next generation
And respect others who might not be 
  of their nation

Let’s learn from this, on this 
  Holocaust Memorial Day
That hate is not the correct way

Philip Shamplina

‘I am struggling 
to manage, what 

should I do?’
So many people find themselves in 
this position … frustrated, worried, 
desperately needing help following a 
worsening of their condition or even 
their initial diagnosis of disability. The 
fear of no longer being able to manage 
essential everyday tasks such as 
cooking, washing, dressing etc. eating 
away at their sense of well-being.  
Much of the problem being that they 
don’t know what they don’t know! And 
so, don’t even know what questions 
they should be asking to find ways to 
avoid becoming dependent on others, 
let alone who they should be asking.
 As part of celebrating 50 years 
of enabling people with physical 
disabilities or impaired vision to 
live independently in their state-of-
the-art developments of mobility 
apartments, Jewish Blind & Disabled 
are now very excited to be taking 
all their expertise and knowledge to 
people living in the wider community 
for the very first time.
 Their 50 years of experience mean 
that they are well aware of the many 
aids and adaptations, as well as 
benefits and grants, that can make a 
world of difference to people’s ability 
to manage for themselves. And Jewish 
Blind & Disabled’s Independent 
Living Advisor will now be able to 
visit people in their homes and make 
tailor-made recommendations that 
could make all the difference.  And 
where specific aids are not affordable 
they may even be able fund their 
cost, with the recipient keeping them 
for as long as they are needed. 
 To find out more about Jewish 
Blind & Disabled in general please 
go to: www.jbd.org or to request a 
visit from their Independent Living 
Advisor please email: ila@jbd.org 
or call:  020-8371 6611 x 613



SHALOM—Redbridge Synagogue Magazine

Page 20

Cyril Levison 
– an Honorary 
Officer and a 
Gentleman

DAD - hareni kaparat menuchato, was 
born on 1st April 1935, at Bancroft Road 
hospital in the East End. A second son 

for Jack and Jenny Levison. They lived in 
Tollet Street before moving to No. 4 Holton 
Street.
 Our grandfather Jack Levison’s parents had 
come from Grodno, Lithuania and his father 
worked as a presser. As the story goes, he 
refused to work on Shabbat, so his boss 
‘very kindly’ said he could make up the hours 
during the week. This meant that he worked 
from the early hours of Thursday morning, 
right through until just before Shabbat on 
Friday evening. Every week at the Friday night 
meal he would ‘ceremoniously’ fall asleep in 
his chicken soup, totally exhausted!
 The blitz on London in WWII meant that 
all schoolchildren were evacuated to the 
countryside. Dad and his elder brother Harold 
were sent to a remote area of Norfolk for four 
years. The village they were assigned to had 
never seen Jews before and thought they 
were being ungrateful when they would not 
eat the meals prepared for them.
 On his return to London dad was sent to a 
non-Jewish  school for a few weeks. Apart 
from being teased due to his strong Norfolk 
accent, he was also bullied for being Jewish 
and often told to “go back to Palestine” a place 
he had never heard of. Eventually his mother 
got him transferred to Stepney Jewish which, 

in fact, did not offer much in the way of formal 
Jewish education. So after school he attended 
Redman’s Road Talmud Torah. It is not known 
how big this school was but over the years 
when dad was out and about, people would 
come up to him and say “ didn’t you go to 
Redman’s Road Talmud Torah?”; it seems the 
whole of the East End attended this school!
 On one of mum and dad’s many trips to 
Israel, this one was for Chaim’s wedding 
in 1990, they had packed a lot of wedding 
presents and could not understand when 
they were presented with a bill for excess 
baggage of £137 – whereupon dad explained 
that they were taking presents for their son’s 
wedding to which the reply was “you and 
everyone else”! Unfortunately the excess 
baggage was not the only thing that attracted 
the attention of security. Mum in her wisdom 
had packed a ticking clock. The security guard 
asked dad if he had packed the case or been 
given anything by anyone else. The young 
sabra asked dad “do you speak eebrew?” dad 
replied ketzat (a little); “where did you learn 
it” to which dad promptly replied Redman’s 
Road Talmud Torah.
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 After Stepney Jewish, dad went to Central 
Foundation school in Cowper Street where he 
excelled in sciences and art. Dad’s ambition 
was to be a doctor but had to leave school at 
sixteen after gaining some high grade ‘O’ level 
results. He started a seven year apprenticeship 
in the making of surgical instruments. Whilst 
working during the day, dad attended night 
school to gain his qualification as LBIST 
(Licentiate of the British Institute of Surgical 
Technicians). The certificate still has pride of 
place on his office wall today.
 During his adolescent years he was an 
enthusiastic member of the Stepney Jewish 
Lads Club, taking part in football, cricket and 
table tennis. He was also a keen member of 
the athletics team.
 He met mum in the summer of 1953 when 
the girls’ club invited the boys’ club for an 
evening social. Six years later on September 
6th 1959 they were married under the chuppah 
at the East London Synagogue, Rectory 
Square. This was after dad had completed 
his two years National Service in the RAF 
achieving the rank of Senior Nursing Officer. 
During that time he turned down an offer to 
prolong his RAF career in Canada as a trainee 
pilot; just as well, he hated flying!
 Mum and dad began married life in a 
two room, plus kitchen, house in King John 
Street; it had all the mod cons including an 
outside toilet. Their first son, Stuart, arrived in 
February 1963 and in the autumn of that year, 
like many other Jewish families, they decided 
to move to the Ilford area. The house in Horns 
Road, Barkingside, was their home for the next 
twelve years. A second son, Harvey, better 
known today as Chaim, was born in May 1965. 
Later the family moved to their present house 
in Beattyville Gardens. Shortly after they got 
married, dad attained the position of manager 
at a surgical instrument retailer based at 117 
Praed Street, Paddington, called Fleming & 
Ashday. Apart from orders to supply hospitals 
all over the country, the shop had a retail front 
opposite St. Mary’s Hospital enabling doctors 
and, especially medical students, to buy their 
first stethoscope. Mum had originally seen the 
job advertised and thought it would suit dad 
down to the ground. Dad wasn’t so sure he 
had the right qualifications or experience for 
the job. Mum finally convinced him to apply 
by saying, “you’ve got nothing to lose but the 
price of a stamp”.

 In 1970 the owners of Fleming & Ashday were 
looking to sell the business. Dad took the plunge, 
bought them out and ran the business successfully 
for the next twenty years. I say ‘owners’ because 
Messrs. Fleming & Ashday had long since 
departed. From time to time people used to 
ring up and ask to speak to Mr Fleming, when 
dad replied he was dead, they would ask for 
Mr Ashday, whereupon dad would say he was 
at the levoyah!
 In the early 1970’s dad established a trading 
relationship with a surgical instrument 
manufacturer in Pakistan called M F Elahi. 
Eventually it came to a point when a visit to 
his suppliers became necessary, so off went 
dad, the Yiddisher boy from the East End, 
to Pakistan. It was a trip he made almost 
every year for the next decade and in 1974 
we all went him. Such exotic destinations 
as Karachi, Lahore, Sialkot and Rawalpindi 
were frequently referred to in the Levison 
household. 
 After being instrumental in moving 
the Stepney Jewish Lads Club to Ilford, 
establishing it as the East of London Jewish 
Youth Club, dad took a very active role 
in the running of the club, from serving 
many years on the executive committee, 
first as honorary secretary and eventually 
as chairman; he also went on to chair the 
Redbridge Jewish Community Council. He 
was also a part time youth worker, managing 
and training the under-13 football team. 
The club, later to become the Barkingside 
Jewish Youth Centre, was also a main talking 
point in the Levison household as we were 
both active members and mum was the club 
administrator.
 Dad continued to be active in sports, 
playing football until he was 50 and finally 
gave up playing cricket at 65. From then on 
he focused on golf - a sport he had taken up 
rather late in life with his friend, the late Percy 
Sheere.
 Dad was also a very talented writer, as 
those of you who read the many articles and 
stories he wrote for this magazine over the 
years, know well. He was also a very talented 
artist, from freehand drawings to the amazing 
pictures that adorn every room of the house. 
 Dad had so many talents; we all remember 
him as an extremely intelligent person. He 
loved watching Mastermind and it didn’t 
surprise us that he would answer a high 

(Continued on next page)
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percentage of the general knowledge 
questions, as well as some of the specialist 
ones. This talent of his was put to good 
use over the years, as both a member of 
a successful AJEX quiz team as well as 
representing the shul in the Inter Synagogue 
Quiz. As well as answering questions, he was 
good at asking them, compiling and asking 
questions for many ‘Supper Quizzes’.
 In the last twenty years or so dad became 
more involved in the shul, firstly serving on 
the board of management and then going 
on to be warden at both Newbury Park 
and Redbridge United synagogues and 
was greatly loved and respected by both 
communities. In fact he became ‘Mr Shul’, 
getting up early every morning for Shacharit 
and taking a very active role in all services 
from davening, leyning as well as haftorahs. 
In the last few weeks of his life, mum found 
it very difficult on Shabbat that he could 
no longer sit down with her on a Friday 
night to say Kiddush and sing Eshet Chayil. 
He was instrumental in the merger of the 
Newbury Park and Clayhall communities to 

become Redbridge United Synagogue.  One 
of his duties as warden was to make the 
announcements at the end of the service 
on Shabbat morning. These announcements 
always ended with the immortal words - 
“Could all Siddurim and Chumashim be 
returned to the bookcases from whence 
they came”.
 One of dad’s most special character traits 
was honesty and integrity. It’s surely an 
understatement to say he got very upset if 
anyone tried to undermine that integrity. This 
is something he taught both his sons.
 Dad was very much the ‘Family Man’, a 
wonderful husband to mum for 59 years, a 
wonderful father and a very proud grandfather 
to his over twenty, knaina hora, grandchildren 
and great-grandchildren.
 Dad had a good name that he earned 
through his deeds and actions over 83 
years. May the soul of R’ Yisrael ben Ya’akov 
be blessed. Tehe Nishmato Tzrura Bizror 
Ha’Chaim.

Stuart & Chaim Levison

When there’s nowhere else to 
turn, Paperweight can help you 
take control of your financial, 
legal and administrative affairs. 
020 8455 4996 
www.paperweighttrust.com

We’ll take the weight 
off your shoulders

Charity Registration No. 1146302
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BREXIT, Burkas and…Bonding over Love 
Island! Well, the summer of 2018 was 
something to behold. Intense heat of 32 

degrees, people wilting on the Central Line, 
Brexit every day and Boris going bananas over 
Burkas. Love Island? More of that later on!
 It’s Burkas that interest me. Do you think 
they should be banned, binned or ignored?
 Personally, and like Boris’s article which 
was totally misconstrued, I think that a burka 
(which covers the whole body and face and 
usually worn by Afghani women under the Tal-
iban regime) is not a sight we would like to see 
on our streets.
 The Hijab describes the act of generally 
covering up but is often used to describe the 
headscarves worn by Muslim women. They 
come in a variety of colours and styles and are 
mostly worn in the West. It covers the head 
and neck but leaves the face clear.
 The Niqab is a veil for the face that leaves 
the area around the eyes clear. However, it 
may also be worn with a separate eye veil and 
is usually worn with an accompanying head-
scarf.
 For me, and again this is totally personal, I 
would like to see the Hijab kept but the Niqab 
binned. Why? I like to see people’s faces and 
expressions. I wouldn’t know if I had upset a 
lady when she is wearing a Niqab as her eyes 
are her only visible signs. Again, and this is 
very important, lady doctors, dentists, police-
women, members of parliament even should 
not wear the niqab. It can also be intimidating 
for the viewer; if you are at the GP for example 
you need to see their expressions. But even 
more than this where does it stop if we bring 
in a “Burka Ban” as has happened in Denmark 
and France.
 Will they insist that men stop wearing 
their kippot, although it is so “insignificant” 
(relating to size only) that sometimes on 
frum, young men in the City you really don’t 
notice them; what about the Sikh patka – 
turban or top knot? How would they feel 
about being told to remove them? Recently 
watching the Trooping of the Colour there 

was a Sikh guardsman, who wore his turban 
instead of a bearskin.
 What of the Charedim in Stamford Hill with 
their very outmoded 18th century garb? How 
would they feel having to wear proper suits 
and shirts on a regular basis? And should a 
Scotsman stop wearing his kilt?
 I think we have to be very realistic about the 
whole Burka issue; we cannot possibly gauge 
what Muslim women feel or think because 
sadly they are not, on the whole, allowed to 
integrate into British society, which is another 
sad thing. I well remember one of the 3 Faiths 
Forums that Melanie and I attended with Rabbi 
Dansky on his first panel and the Muslim lady, 
the only female Sharia judge in the country, 
was just wearing a full gown cover up and a 
Hijab.
 But, I think we need to think twice before 
banning the Burka – first stop the Burka, sec-
ond stop the kippah and then on it goes. We 
live in a hugely multi-racial and cultural soci-
ety and we shouldn’t stop people dressing 
how they want. Personally I would love to see 
women wear skirts that actually aren’t so short 
that not only me but everyone can see up them 
when they walk up the escalators, but is any-
one go to protest about that? Of course not!
 So there you have it. Let’s keep the Hijab, 
bin the Niqab and leave the full Burka to those 
Muslim ladies outside of this country.
 Oh, and Love Island? Well, if you didn’t see 
it you actually missed an incredibly funny and 
sociologically-themed programme.
 If you looked past the bikinis (difficult) and 
the tattoos (again difficult) it was thought-pro-
voking and interesting to see how people cou-
pled up and how fickle we are in our relation-
ships.
 The bonding? Well, my daughter and I could 
be heard sitting in front of the telly, in that 
searing heat, shrieking with laughter, crying 
when someone got dumped from the Island 
and generally discussing all manner of things 
together. That was the bonding and a great 
time was had by all!

Hilary Segall

Brexit, Burkas and . . . .
Bonding over Love Island
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Education 
Committee 
round-up

Since the Yomin Naroim the Education 
Committee have been organising various 
sessions to which a good number of people 
have attended.
 After the usual Succot and Simchat 
Torah whirlwind of festivities the 
autumn programme was discussed and 
implemented. Our Spirit with Spirits has 
been a great success, attracting some 15 
-20 on a regular basis. Held in members’ 
homes it is a warm and welcoming way of 
learning and discussing some interesting 
ideas. The last two topics were Transgender 
and the effect of Social Media: A Jewish 
Perspective. Both evenings were well 
attended and the discussions were lively, to 
say the least.
 On the first night of Chanukah some 50 
people enjoyed a delicious salt beef ‘n latke 
supper, followed by our film, Woman in 
Gold, and rounded off with doughnuts and 
drink. Be sure to look out for more films in 
the coming year.
 We held our annual Tu B’Shevat Seder at 
shul with a wide variety of different fruits, 
some more tasty than others, where Rabbi 
Dansky gave a slide-based shiur.
 Our February Spirit with Spirits is loosely 
entitled: The Role of Women in the Shabbat 
Service. That should be interesting! Shabbat 
UK discussions are well under way with 
our Shabbat Art Project, involving the local 
Jewish schools – more of that in the next 
edition as this is being written and put 
together before the event.
 So, as you can see, the Education 
Committee try to put on events and talks 
that will encourage members to join in, 
outside of the shul environment.
 We look forward to welcoming you to our 
future events.

Hilary Segall

Your local travel agent

holiday
designers  

HOLIDAY DESIGNERS, a local travel 
company offering worldwide holidays 
are also Israel travel specialists based 

in Woodford Green. 
  They pride themselves on their service 
and welcome you to their travel lounge at 
the office in Bourne Court, where you can 
sit in comfort over a cup of tea or coffee, 
(or something stronger if you’d prefer) to 
discuss your holiday arrangements, with one 
of their specialists. 
 Alona Miller, Israel Product Director at 
Holiday Designers says “Israel is one of the 
most fascinating and diverse destinations in 
the world. It has so much more to offer than 
just its historical and religious significance. 
World class cuisine, award winning beaches 
and famous night life to name a few are 
making Israel a favourite tourist destination for 
first time visitors, as well as returning guests. 
 With an increasing number of daily flights, 
many new hotels opening and with Tel Aviv 
hosting the 2019 Eurovision song contest, 
there has never been a better time to visit 
Israel. There is something for everyone, 
from guided tours, & city breaks to Red Sea 
and Mediterranean beach holidays”. 
 As well as being Israel specialists, Holiday 
Designers also take care of worldwide 
holidays, cruise holidays, ski holidays, safari 
tours, groups, tailor-made tours and more. 
 Director Dan Lion told us “It’s all about the 
service. We are 100% customer focussed. For 
many, booking a holiday these days means 
searching and researching online, finding 
the cheapest price and pressing the buttons. 
Human interaction seems to be a thing of the 
past for many. Holiday Designers’ philosophy is 
the complete reverse. Our team is passionate, 
dedicated and extremely knowledgeable. 
The feedback we receive from our clients is 
exceptional”. 
 So for all of your travel needs, wherever 
you may be planning to travel, call Holiday 
Designers now on 0203 384 0023 for a chat 
or to make arrangements to visit them in 
the Travel Lounge. 
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your world in our hands...

Worldwide Holidays & Israel Travel Specialists

“‘Wonderful service. Thank you”
Nothing was too much trouble for the 
team at Holiday Designers and all 
arrangements were spot on. Would 
definitely recommend and use again. 

– Says Mrs Abraham

Holiday Designers – For all your travel needs

•  Specialist team of travel professionals

•  5* service before, during and after your holiday

•    Carefully selected suppliers and the widest 
choice of hotels, airlines and local partners

•  Exclusive offers and incredible savings

•    Bespoke holidays, tailored and personalised to 
suit you

U9341

T7406

U9341

23/24 Bourne Court
Southend Road, Woodford Green, Essex, IG8 8HD

e: info@holiday-designers.com 
t: 0203 384 0023 

w: www.holiday-designers.com

Israel Specialists • Worldwide Holidays • Cruise Holidays • City Breaks • Safari Tours  
• Group & Tailormade Tours and many more…

Special Offer!
Free VIP fast track through security at 
Gatwick, Stansted & Luton Airports 
for all Redbridge United Synagogue 
members booking a holiday package.
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ONCE upon a time in a forest not too 
far away, lived a poor widow known 
as Booba Crankey. She lived in a small 

cottage with her grandson Melvin, who was 
a simple-minded, lazy, young man, who 
contributed nothing to the household. The only 
other occupant was a chicken called Henrietta. 
Melvin was very fond of Henrietta. The hen 
also contributed nothing as she only managed 
to lay one egg a year and every year it was the 
same. The egg was hard and yellow and could 
not be eaten. So every year they threw it away 
and every year they became poorer.
 One day whilst preparing a few potatoes 
for the week’s cholent, Booba Crankey found 
she had no meat so she made a decision. 
She told Melvin that he must take the chicken 
to the market and get some money to buy 
meat for the cholent. Melvin was heartbroken 
and pleaded with his Booba not to get rid of 
Henrietta. But his pleas were to no avail and 
so with a heavy heart he picked up Henrietta 
and set off for the market. He had not gone 
very far when he met a traveller wheeling a 
barrow full of what looked like scrap metal. 
The traveller doffed his hat and introduced 
himself as Eliezer. He explained that he had 
not always sold junk from a barrow but had 
fallen on hard times. He said he was once well 
known as a gentleman’s hairdresser. Indeed 
at one time he had a franchise of 40 shops. 
Sadly, his managers robbed him blind and he 
became known locally as ‘Eli the Barber and 
the 40 thieves’.  
 “That is a very fine chicken you have 
there” said Eliezer, who was already trying to 
remember when he last had a plate of lokshen 
soup. Melvin tearfully explained that the 
chicken was being taken to the market to be 

sold because it only laid one 
egg a year which could not be 
eaten because it was hard and 
yellow.
 “What” said Eliezer. “Hard 
and yellow you say – could 
it have been a golden 
yellow?” 
 Eliezer  suddenly       
realised that Melvin was 
in possession of the famous chicken that laid 
the golden egg. A creature that everyone had 
heard of but no one had ever seen. “You don’t 
want to schlap all the way to the market” said 
Eliezer. “I will save you the trouble and take 
this chicken off your hands.”
 “How much will you pay me?” said Melvin, 
distraught at losing Henrietta but mindful of 
his grandmother’s instructions.
 “Money?” said Eliezer indignantly. “I will give 
you something far more valuable than money 
– I will give you this!” He said, producing from 
his barrow what looked like an old candlestick. 
In fact it was an old candlestick. Eliezer, 
however, convinced the simple Melvin that the 
candlestick was a valuable antique that would 
bring him and his grandmother great riches, and 
so the boy parted with his beloved Henrietta.
 Booba Crankey was surprised that her 
grandson had returned so quickly and asked 
him if he had brought the meat home, or 
at least the money. “Money?” said Melvin, 
trying to emulate Eliezer’s indignance. “I have 
brought you something far more valuable than 
money” And with a flourish presented the 
candlestick to his grandmother.
 “What?”  said Booba Crankey. “One 
candlestick! You foolish boy!” and she grabbed 
the candlestick from Melvin. “Look it is not 

A Jewish Fairy Tale . . . . .

Melvin 
& the Candlestick
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even clean” she said, rubbing it with her finger.
Suddenly there was a flash of lightning and a 
roll of thunder and before them stood a little 
man in a long black coat, black hat with a 
long white beard. The little man was holding a 
carrier bag and he spoke in rhyme.
 “I am der Candleshtiker Rebbe from a land 
called Stamford Hill
 You released me from der candleshtik –Ask 
of me what you will
 It’s my pleasure to inform you that one wish 
you get from me
 So come on now be geshvint, what is your 
wish to be?”
 Booba Crankey still reeling from the shock, 
blurted out “I wish you could find a shidduch 
for my stupid grandson”
 The Rebbe continued.
 “Madam your wish is my command. I believe 
that’s what they say
 Melvin will meet his future wife at a time not 
far away.
 I have with me a sheitel. In this bag look 
here inside
 It will rest in one place only. On the head of 
Melvin’s bride
 Even now she waits for him in her father’s 
great big house.
 At the home Baron Mechulla lives Melvin’s 
future spouse
 You will meet the Baron’s daughters. I am 
sure you know them well
 Which one will marry Melvin? Ah – that I 
cannot tell.
 So he must take this sheitel and marry the 
only one
 Whom the sheitel fits exactly or the deed 
will not be done.”
 In a puff of smoke the Rebbe was gone 
leaving the carrier bag behind.
 Baron Mechulla lived in a big house in the 
nearby village of Chigwell and everyone knew 
the Baron’s daughters, Hilda and Gilda. They 
were both very ugly, so ugly indeed that they 
never went out in case they frightened the 
villagers. Nevertheless, a rich shidduch was 
a rich shidduch and the chance of seeing her 
grandson married was too good to miss, so 
Booba Crankey told Melvin to get himself 
smartened up and they would go to visit the 
Baron.
 Meanwhile Eliezer was having second 
thoughts about buying Henrietta. After all, she 
only laid one egg a year and he had forgotten 

to ask when she laid the last one. He decided 
to offer the chicken to Baron Mechulla in return 
for cash. The Baron drove a hard bargain but 
as far as Eliezer was concerned it was ready 
money. As for the Baron he could afford a long-
term investment for the return of a golden egg.
 As soon as Henrietta saw the Baron she 
nestled up against him and made soft clucking 
noises. The Baron shooed her away but she 
kept running back to him. Baron Mechulla 
became irritated by this and summoned his 
butler. “Take this chicken out to the shed and 
sit her on some straw. Perhaps she will lay 
me a golden egg.” Shmutters, the butler, who 
was dressed as his name suggests, had some 
difficulty in prising the chicken away from the 
Baron but eventually succeeded and dragged 
her to the shed. As he was about to close 
the shed door, he heard a voice “Shmutters, 
don’t you remember me?” He looked around 
and could see no one. “Shmutters, it’s me, 
Henrietta, the Baron’s long lost daughter!”
He opened the door and realised it was the 
chicken speaking.  Oi Henrietta - when you 
went missing all those years ago we thought 
you were dead. What happened to you and 
how did you become a chicken?”
 “Well, as you know mama died when I was 
very young and because I was such a beautiful 
girl my two older sisters became very jealous 
of me. They kept me in rags and made me 
do all the housework. I was so unhappy I ran 
away from home.”
 “But how comes a chicken?”
 “Ever since I was born I have been looked 
after by a Good Fairy and when I ran away the 
Good Fairy decided that it was too dangerous 
on the streets of London for a young, beautiful 
girl, so she changed me into a chicken. To make 
sure I was protected she gave me the power 
to lay one golden egg a year so that whoever 
found me would look after me. Now I’ve come 
home my own father doesn’t recognise me!” 
Henrietta burst into tears.
 “Shmutters put his arm around her. “There, 
there calm yourself. Surely the Good Fairy 
didn’t mean you should remain a chicken 
forever? There must be some way you could 
change back!”
 “Well the Fairy did say that if I found 
someone who loved me for myself and not for 
the golden egg and I truly loved him in return, I 
would change back into a beautiful girl on our 
first kiss.”

(Continued on next page)
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 Shmutters scratched his head. “Where 
would you find somebody who loves a 
chicken?”
 “But I have found someone” said Henrietta. 
“At least I thought he loved me until he 
exchanged me for an old candlestick!” 
Henrietta burst into tears again.
 Shmutters returned to the house totally 
bewildered in time to hear the front doorbell 
ringing. He opened the door to see an elderly 
lady accompanied by a sheepish looking 
young man. 
 “I’m sorry but the Baron only sees visitors 
by appointment” he said, preparing to close 
the door.
 “Wait” called out Booba Crankey with her 
foot planted firmly inside the door. “Tell the 
Baron that my grandson will marry one of his 
daughters.” Shmutters conveyed the message 
quickly to the Baron who was ecstatic. He had 
long hoped that his daughters would find a 
husband and now an opportunity presented 
itself. “Show them in, Shmutters, show them 
in.”
 As soon as the Baron and Booba Crankey saw 
each other there was immediate recognition. 
Booba Crankey remembered the Baron as the 
young Micky Mechulla, a tailor’s apprentice 
who was her first date and the Baron smiled 
wistfully as he recognised his first love, Sadie 
Shmaltsberger from all those years ago. Their 
reverie was interrupted as Hilda and Gilda 
entered the room and the Baron introduced 
them to Booba Crankey and Melvin. Booba 
Crankey was dismayed to find that Hilda and 
Gilda were indeed as ugly as everyone said, 
but she asked Melvin to get the bag with the 
Sheitel. 
 Melvin held the sheitel in front of him as 
he slowly approached Hilda and attempted to 
place it on her head. Hilda giggled at first then 
burst into tears as she realised the sheitel was 
too small. Gilda now squealed with delight as 
she thought she would be Melvin’s bride but 
the Sheitel would not fit her either. “Do you have 
any other daughters……”  Her words were cut 
short as Henrietta ran into the room chased by 
Shmutters. She ran toward the Baron, clucking 
loudly but stopped in her tracks as she saw 
Melvin. She turned and ran towards him and 
they embraced lovingly. As their lips touched 
Henrietta was transformed into a beautiful girl. 
Melvin picked up the sheitel and placed it on 
Henrietta’s head. It was a perfect fit.

 There was great excitement in the Baron’s 
household at the thought of the pending 
wedding celebrations. A date was set, and 
caterers were instructed to prepare the most 
lavish feast. In an atmosphere of feverish activity 
everything was completed in time and Booba 
Crankey, Baron Mechulla, Henrietta and Melvin 
at last had a quiet moment to themselves.
 “There are just two small problems”, said 
Booba Crankey. “Who is going to perform the 
wedding? It should be the Rabbi of your shul, 
Baron”.  The Baron hung his head shamefully. 
“I’m sorry” he said, “but my shul membership 
lapsed some time ago because I did not pay 
my shul bill and when I came into money I 
forgot to renew it!” 
  “So where can we find a Rabbi at this late 
hour?” 
 “I know” said Booba Crankey excitedly, and 
she went to the carrier bag and produced 
the candlestick.  One little rub and the 
Candleshtiker Rabbi appeared miraculously in 
front of them.
  “Now what do you want from me.  I’ve 
been here once before.  I cannot grant another 
wish. I’m sorry that’s the law.”“We want you 
to marry us” said the Baron.
 “Us??” exclaimed Booba Crankey
 “Yes, Sadie – me and you, together with 
Melvin and Henrietta – a double wedding!
 Booba Crankey was beside herself with joy. 
“Can you do that for us Rabbi?”
 The Rabbi agreed and everyone was smiling 
–except Booba Crankey.
 “I did say there were two problems” she 
said. “Who is going to pay for all this?
 Everyone looked towards the Baron who 
hung his head and admitted he was in fact 
bankrupt.
 “I know how we can pay” said Henrietta and 
she ran to the shed and returned with a large 
golden egg.
 Then the Rabbi took the candlestick, tapped 
the floor twice and a beautiful chuppa suddenly 
appeared, complete with flowers and velvet 
blue canopy.
 Everyone went to bed happy that night 
and the next day the Rabbi conducted the 
weddings with huge celebrations. The golden 
egg provided a small fortune for each of them.
Booba Crankey became Sadie Mechulla and 
Henrietta became Mrs Crankey.
 And they all lived happily ever after.

Cyril Levison
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Bridge
Column

By RobeRt Segall

HERE is a hand that was shown to me by 
a fellow member of Ilford Bridge Club. 
You are dealt:

	 ♠ -
	 ♥ A K Q
	 ♦ A K Q
	 ♣ Q J 10 9 8 3 2
 This looks pretty good, but you are surprised 
when your partner opens the bidding with 
5♠! In the days when this hand was first 
discussed, an opening bid of five of a suit 
asks partner to bid 6 of that suit holding either 
the Ace or King, or 7 holding both of them. 
 As you have no Spades, the superficial 
answer would be to pass, as you would do 
with an ordinary sort of hand without either 
the Ace or King of Spades. When first shown 
to people, including experts, the consensus 
of opinion was to pass.
 This is, of course, not the right answer. In 
this situation (as in all, in fact) you have to 
visualise what partner must be holding for 
their bid. In this case, partner is guaranteeing 
11 tricks with Spades as trumps, but without 
holding either the Ace or the King. What can 
he or she be holding? 
 Partner clearly has no winners in either 
Hearts or Diamonds, as you hold the top 
three honours in both of those suits. The 
only way to guarantee 11 tricks with Spades 
as trumps in these circumstances is to hold:
	 ♠ Q J 10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2
	 ♥  -
	 ♦  -
	 ♣   A K
 What then is your response to partner’s 5♠	
opening bid? Why, 7♣ of course! 
 This is unbeatable on any lead. As the 
outstanding Clubs cannot break worse than 
4 – 0, you would ruff a red suit lead in dummy 
with the ♣K, cash ♣A, ruff a Spade high in 
hand, draw the remaining trumps and claim. 
A Spade or Club lead must also fail.
 And the moral of the story? Always try to 
visualise what partner must hold for their bid.

THESE words will go down in the “folklore” 
of Redbridge United Synagogue. I don’t 
think I need to spell out who I am referring 

to!
 These words, spoken by a true gentleman 
and stalwart of both the present synagogue 
and of course, Newbury Park Synagogue.
 Cyril was always there supporting all the 
services, rain or shine, serving as warden, on 
management committees of both synagogues, 
and took a leading role in the difficult merger 
negotiations between NPS and Clayhall. A 
regular on the weekly Haftorah list, he set a true 
example to everyone. He will be sorely missed by 
members of both synagogues as well as the wider 
community to which he devoted much time, and 
of course his family in London and Israel.
 Before his sudden and tragic diagnosis, he 
was able to celebrate his “second bar mitzvah” 
in March, leyning his Maftir portion, from 
the Sefer Torah, then did the Haftorah. Most 
impressive.
 In addition to all the above he still, somehow, 
had time for all his other interests, not in any 
specific order, music, sport, art, writing etc.
 He contributed many articles to the 
synagogue magazine, mainly witty, on virtually 
any subject. He was a regular quizmaster at 
Newbury Park supporting the fund-raising 
activities of the NPS Ladies Guild, both general 
knowledge and entertainment.
 As captain of the NPS team he guided them 
to an “away victory “at Bevis Marks Synagogue 
in the final of the NEROS quiz.
 We had great “fun” putting up the temporary 
Succah, hoping all the sections would join, 
rather like IKEA furniture!!
 On a personal note I shall miss the friendly 
“banter” on subjects such as who’s the best 
composer, Mozart or Beethoven, and which is 
the best football team, Chelsea or Arsenal!!

Bernard Chaplin
November 2018

“From
  Whence
  They
  Came . . . .”



SHALOM—Redbridge Synagogue Magazine

Page 30

An
Interview with

 

by
Martin Greenberg

Reverend 
Gary Newman

IT was the Monday after Holocaust Memorial 
Day that Reverend Gary Newman and I met 
in my home and therefore our mood was 

somewhat sombre.

 M.G. After yesterday’s nationwide memorial 
services what are your thoughts on the 
Holocaust and its meaning for us all today?

 R.N. This is one of the most important days 
of the year ensuring that we never forget what 
was done to our brothers and sisters in Europe. 
We should put aside time to remember and 
pray for the victims throughout the year.

 M.G. The Jewish community in our area is 
now facing difficulties with the closure of all 
kosher bakeries and only one kosher butcher. 
Do you think the Seuda and Kiddushim in our 
shul will suffer? 

 R.N. We will of course be able to take full 
advantage of the kitchens in our new venue 
at Beehive Lane and I am sure we will be 
resourceful enough to overcome these 
problems. Furthermore, our morning and 
evening Minyanim will be enhanced because 
of the purpose-built Beit Hamidrash there. It 
will be a very exciting time for all our regulars.

 M.G. Over the years we have accumulated 
many memorial boards and presentation 
plaques donated by the combined 
communities; will these be able to be used?

 R.N. I am sure that the newly-formed 
executive will do their best to accommodate 
our donated items and that all of these decisions 
will be made with the best of intentions once 
we are in place.

 M.G.  The new synagogue will have a 
membership increased by 50%. Are you 
looking forward to the increased welfare 
responsibility?

 R.N. I am delighted to have retained my 
welfare role. I take my work very seriously, and 
I am looking forward to my expanded role and 
serving all the members of the former Ilford 
Synagogue. The first festival in our new venue 
will be Shavuot, a most appropriate start for the 
community.

 M.G. Our executive and committee members 
have had a particularly difficult time this year. I 
am sure we all appreciate the work they carry 
out behind the scenes.

 R.N. Of course and I would like to thank them 
all: Chairman Mike Callaghan, Vice Chairman 
Colin Emden, Warden Harold Marco and 
F.R. Marc Levy; all my Welfare team led by 
Lorraine Silver and the Fundraising team led 
by Liz Levison. Without our dedicated Minyan 
men led by Leslie Linder, the synagogue 
would be all the poorer. Thanks to them 
the greater community know that they can 
always say Kaddish with the correct number 
of men.

 M.G. I, on behalf of the synagogue would 
like to thank you for all that you do to bring 
comfort to the community.

 R.N. I wish everyone a happy and Kosher 
Pesach, our last festival in the Redbridge 
Jewish Community Centre. Let us make it one 
to remember.
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For all your FRESH FISH and
Deli Prepared Daily.

Including All Sorts of Herring,
Fresh Salads, Dips, Fish Balls,

Cooked and Fried Fish

The Number 1

  Taam Hayam

Come in and get IMPRESSED ! ! !

Taam Hayam (Haimish Fish Ltd)

10 High Rd, London N15 6LS
Tel: 020 8800 1113

Fax: 020 8800 6656
Email: Taamhayam10@gmail.com
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IDLY reading the 
Telegraph cookery 
page one very hot 

Shabbat last summer 
I became interested 
in a new cookery book 
by a Palestinian author. 
The book was entitled 
Zaitouna; anyone with 
a working knowledge 
of Ivrit will know this 
to be “olive”. She 
spoke passionately 
about the food and 
its influences mentioning that Greek, Turkish, 
Syrian, Lebanese, Jewish, etc. had a huge part 
to play in creating Palestinian food.
 What floated into my mind was that 
the whole of the Middle East, its cuisines 
and cultures, is a huge melting pot, both 
metaphorically and literally. What we think of 
as Israeli salad: cucumber, tomato and pepper 
was billed as a Palestinian salad; in Claudia 
Roden’s book it’s a Greek Salad (Horiatiki) and 
in Turkish cuisine it’s Coban Salatasi.
 In my Turkish cookbook (Sofra), falafel, 
which we all think originated in Israel, is 
described as being: “a vegetarian rissole or 
fritter created over 3,000 years ago by an 
Egyptian or Hebrew cook (who knows?)” and 
whose influence has radiated throughout 
Turkey, Syria, Lebanon and Jordan.
 Just thinking about these simple examples I 
delved more deeply into my cookbooks (most 
of which tend towards the Sephardi/Middle 
East/Mediterranean style of cooking) and 
looked for the same recipes but with different 
names and a few different twists to them.
 For example, in Claudia Roden’s Mediterranean 
Cookery she lists three variations for a pepper 
salad – the only difference being the dressing 
used – harissa, chilli, cumin and cayenne are 

just some of the spices she adds to the dressing 
to make them different. In Ottolenghi/Tamimi’s 
“Jerusalem” they cook chicken in a variety of ways 
– mostly with fruit: apricots, currants and tamarind 
or clementines and arak to name but a few. In 
“Samarkand” chicken is cooked with potato and 
prunes (we can confirm it’s delicious!), while 
lamb is cooked with fruits and pomegranates – a 
wonderful way to celebrate Rosh Hashanah. The 
list is endless and so are the choices and books. 
And, in all these non-kosher cookery books you 
will find that the majority of the Middle Eastern 
recipes are in essence kosher. Yes, some will have 
yoghurt in them but the majority use just the meat 
or chicken and fruit and spices to add depth and 
flavour.
 What becomes very apparent is the way 
food is viewed in these places. We’ve all seen 
the cookery programmes with any number of 
different celebrity chefs extolling the virtues 
of a Middle Eastern/ Mediterranean diet but 
if we really look closely we can understand 
why. By and large poverty ruled in these areas 
– meat was a treat (as in the Ashkenazi diet), 
but the difference between the two was the 
abundance of vegetables and the huge part 
they play, even now, in the cuisine. 
 We have all been on holiday and wandered 
around the markets with all the fresh produce: 
gleaming aubergines, ripe, sweet tomatoes, 
glistening peppers in all shapes and forms 
and herbs, everywhere herbs. If you just look 
at the stalls you want to eat – indeed, we do 
“eat with our eyes”. If a meal is put in front of 
you that is brown, beige or just dull you have 
no appetite to eat it, but put a plate of freshly 
chopped tomatoes, cucumbers and peppers 
dressed with good olive oil and sprinkled with 
chopped parsley and some lemon juice, the 
odds are that you will want to dive in!
 In the southern part of Europe meals are 
often made entirely of vegetables. However, 
here, if a meal of vegetables is produced it’s 
“not a meal”. And yet, the rise of vegetarian 
cookery and restaurants is phenomenal; going 
abroad today, if you are kosher, is a lot easier 
than in the past. Apart from the many kosher 
restaurants in many cities there are a huge 
abundance of vegetarian restaurants.
 So, I hope your appetite has been whetted 
by some of the foods mentioned and that 
whilst Evelyn Rose will always have a place 
on our kitchen bookshelves there is room for 
more culinary adventures!

Eating 
with
Your Eyes
By HilaRy Segall
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 Dear Members of Redbridge United 
Synagogue, As we are now soon to 
amalgamate with Ilford District Synagogue 
this will be my last letter to you from the 
Fundraising Committee.   I ask myself where 
the last four years have gone since Newbury 
Park and Clayhall Synagogues became 
Redbridge United. 
 As I told you in the Rosh Hashanah 
edition of Shalom we would be organising 
our annual Cabaret Evening on Sunday 
20th January, 2019.  I am so pleased to 
report that once again this was a huge 
success.  For the first time we really had 
to be sensible regarding the pricing of 
our tickets, especially when we saw what 
other committees were charging, so it was 
decided and agreed that they would be 
offered at £21.50p per person.  This event 
attracted 100 people, slightly lower than 
last year, but what a fantastic response 
we received for our efforts from those 
present.
 We provided a beautiful meal of fried fish, 
choice of three salads, followed by cherry pie 
and ice cream, drinks, tea/coffee plus being 
entertained by Mr Alex Banks, who trained in 
musical theatre at Guildford School of Acting.  
He recently played the role of Frank Sinatra in 
the long-running hit West End musical ‘The 
Rat Pack Live from Las Vegas’.  You will be 
pleased to know that this event raised the 
princely sum of £890.
 Over the past four years this committee of 
three consisting of myself, Bernard Chaplin 

Letter
from
Liz

- our treasurer, and Colin Emden – deputy 
chairman of the shul, worked together in 
organising five Cabaret Evenings, and six 
Quiz Nights.  We also tried during 2015/16 
and again 2016/17, together with Jackie 
Connor, to revitalise the 100 Club, but just 
could not get the support from members to 
make it viable.
 To close my last ‘Letter from Liz’ it gives 
me much pleasure to say that all our hard 
work was worthwhile as the total sum from 
all these events raised £11,244.60p over this 
four year period.  
 My genuine and grateful thanks must go to 
Bernard Chaplin, our treasurer, with whom I 
have worked for over 20 years of fundraising, 
and to Colin Emden, deputy chairman of our 
shul, who has always been so supportive in 
helping us to navigate the many areas where 
all the crockery, etc. was stored; then there 
was the schlepping they undertook together 
in getting out all our requirements for all 
these events.  Last, but by no means least, to 
my wonderful friends, who came to Sinclair 
House early in the day to lay all the tables 
for us, and then after each event would stay 
behind and assist the committee in clearing 
up – fundraising is not easy, believe me.
 To conclude may I say to those of you who 
donated raffle prizes and bought our tickets, 
‘Thank You’ for contributing to the success of 
this committee.

LIZ LEVISON 
Chairperson-Fundraising Committee

Redbridge United Synagogue
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Alex Banks
our 

Cabaret Star
singing to a 

packed
audience
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THE beginning of 2019 was very 
different from any other year. I was 
being honoured by Redbridge United 

Synagogue as Woman of the Year. So what had 
led to this recognition? I guess the voluntary 
work I carry 
out with the 
guidance of 
R e v e r e n d 
Newman as 
co-chair of 
the Welfare 
C o m m i t t e e 
and also with 
the help of 
the other 
m e m b e r s 
of that 
c o m m i t t e e .  
But who had 
inspired me 
along my ‘voluntary work’ journey and how 
had I reached this pivotal role now?
 I was brought up in Forest Gate, along 
with my brother David. My parents, Ada and 
Joseph Da Costa, were traditionalists from 
the Ashkenazi and Sephardi communities. 
David immigrated to Australia in September 
1963. I attended the West Ham District 
Synagogue Hebrew Classes in Earlham 
Grove.  The Jewish community in Forest 
Gate in the 1960s was huge and vibrant.  On 
31st December 1967, under the direction of 
Reverend Gerald Schneider, I celebrated my 

Batmitzvah there. 
 I married Michael on 4th August 1974 at 
Ilford District Synagogue in Beehive Lane. My 
father was terminally ill and thirteen months 
after marrying Michael, my father passed 
away aged 66. After the loss of my father I 
grew closer to my mother. She was a widow 
for 33 years and during that time she became 
involved in voluntary work again. My mother 
was on the committee of the Friendship Club 
at both Ilford District Synagogue and Newbury 
Park Synagogue.  I believe my mother further 
instilled in me the importance of being part of 
a community.
 When my children, Jeffrey and Shelley, 
attended Hebrew Classes at Ilford District 
Synagogue I joined the Parents Association; 
my husband Michael joined the CST and 
continues this work to this very day.  The many 
years spent raising funds for the Hebrew 
classes was very enjoyable and the children 
benefited greatly.  Happy days never to be 
repeated.
 Whilst my children were growing up, I 
also became involved with several voluntary 
projects in the wider community.  I took several 
academic courses including a Law/French 
and Education Studies degree. Six months 
later I found a part-time job in education as a 
Project Manager. Four years later arthritis set 
in and after working for two months in another 
education job I had to leave.  Towards the end 
of October 2006 I had major spinal surgery 
where I had to learn to walk and sit again.  
However, after eight months, pain returned to 
my spine and arthritis was now affecting other 
parts of my spine and I could not return to paid 
employment.
 My mother was ageing and I became her 
carer, but due to my own health problems, 
Jewish Care were brought in.  On 10th June 
2008 mum had a fall and was admitted to King 
George Hospital where a 20-week nightmare 
began.  Mum finally went to live in the Vi 
and John Rubens Home. She passed away 
in Whipps Cross Hospital, aged 93, on 12th 
November 2008.
 I became involved in improving patient care. 
At the beginning of January 2009 my friend, 
Vivien Nathan, and I met with Senior Nursing 
staff to discuss the problems that mum had 
encountered in hospital, and we came up 
with an action plan to make sure that no other 
family experienced these problems.  

Woman
of

the Year
LORRAINE SILVER
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 Now I am a Patient Experience Representative 
and currently chair my GP Surgery’s Patient 
Participation Group, chair Redbridge Clinical 
Commissioning Group’s Patient Engagement 
Forum, am a director of Healthwatch Redbridge 
and a member of the University College London 
Hospital Cervical Cancer Group.
 After my mum passed away, Michael, 
myself and our children transferred our shul 
membership from Eastern Jewry Sephardi to 
Newbury Park United Synagogue.  We already 
knew Reverend Newman and together with his 
and shul members’ friendly welcome, Michael 
started coming to shul with me regularly.  
 I stood for the board and was voted on and 
helped with whatever I could e.g. the kiddushim. 
When the merger took place between Clayhall 
and Newbury Park Synagogue, I was voted 
on as a Redbridge United Synagogue Board 
Member; I am still a Board Member as is my 
husband Michael.  

 My role since the merger has been to work 
alongside Reverend Newman as co-chair of 
the Welfare Committee.  It is a pleasure and 
an honour to work with Reverend Newman 
and the other members of that Committee.  
I am also a member of the Ladies Kiddushim 
group and attend shul on a regular basis.  
The merger between Newbury Park and 
Clayhall United Synagogues, I feel, has 
been very successful and I look forward to 
our merger with Ilford United Synagogue in 
May.  I hope it will be just as successful and 
the friends I have made at RUS will work 
alongside the friends I have at the newly 
named Cranbrook United Synagogue. 
Michael and I are returning to the shul 
where our married life began nearly 45 
years ago. May the newly formed shul, 
with all its members, continue to go from 
strength to strength with the beginning of 
a new era.

A very special occasion

was denied the opportunity to have a 
barmitzvah, as he was murdered by the 
Nazis at the Majdanek Camp in 1941.  An 
empty chair was left for Yoni Alterman in 
shul and our thoughts and prayers were 
with him, to honour him and ensure his 
memory is not forgotten.
 The celebrations concluded with a buffet 
lunch, including hot cholent, to which all 
were invited!  
 We wish a hearty mazal tov to Yonni and 
all his family. Philippa Stanton

MANY (older) members from 
Newbury Park shul will remember 
Kathryn and Marc Levy bringing 

baby Yonni to shul.  From a very early age, 
Yonni joined in the Shabbat services.  I can 
recall his first attempts at singing Amin 
Zemirot - he was too young to read, either 
English or Hebrew, but sang from memory 
- each week he added a few more verses 
until, held in Marc’s arms on the Bimah, he 
sung the whole song! 
 On Shabbat Vayera (January 5) we 
were delighted to celebrate Yonni 
Levy’s barmitzvah at Redbridge United 
Synagogue. And it really was an occasion 
to celebrate.  Yonni gave an excellent D’var 
Torah to a packed audience, and then 
leyned the entire Sedra, completing this 
with the Haftarah! Not an easy task! 
 However, not every Jewish boy has 
been fortunate enough to have such a 
celebration. Through the Yad Vashem UK 
Foundation, our Yonni has been twinned 
with Yoni Alterman, who shares a very 
similar Hebrew name. Yoni Alterman 
was born in 1928 in Mezritz, Poland, but 
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IN MARCH 2018 Jonathan Arkush, the then 
President of the Board of Deputies, led the 
community in an unprecedented campaign 

against the epidemic of Jew-hate that is 
prevalent within the UK Labour Party. A protest, in 
conjunction with the Jewish Leadership Council, 
was arranged at short notice in Parliament Square, 
London and a letter containing the demands of 
the community was delivered to the Labour Party 
Executive in Parliament. Fast forward to what is 
coming up: for one year later you may ask where 
are we now?
 Well, since that time there have been daily, if 
not hourly, revelations of Jew-hate in the party 
by its members and supporters. I will not and 
cannot document all of the incidents here as 
they would fill this entire magazine and the next 
twenty editions, but suffice to say that they are 
all easily found on the internet from reliable 
sources. This epidemic of Labour Jew-hate 
is not limited to local Labour members or its 
activists but also extends to the leader and his 
closest allies in the Labour Party. So Enough is 
Enough is quite obviously not enough for the 
leadership of Anglo-Jewry and I wonder what 
exactly will be enough before our “leadership” 
does actually take a stand on our behalf and 
sever ties with those individuals, who enable 
the Jew-hate by their continued indifference 
to the situation and their failure to deal with 
the perpetrators.
 In October 2018, the Board of Deputies was 
presented with a motion by one of its deputies 
to sever ties with Corbyn and his inner circle 
but to still maintain dialogue and a relationship 
with those in the Labour Party, who bravely 
and courageously fight from within against the 
virus of antisemitism that is entrenched in the 
Corbynite element.
 Disingenuously the new President of 

The Board of Deputies, Marie van der Zyl, 
denied the motion and twisted its wording 
to portray the motion as a call to end 
engagement with Jeremy Corbyn’s Labour 
Party, which of course it did not.
 Mrs van der Zyl said: “I have always said that 
engagement does not mean concessions.” 
This may be true but it has however led to the 
continued unresponsiveness by Corbyn et al 
to deal with the matter and the enablement 
of the Corbynites, who continue to deny their 
antisemitism and use their opposition to Israel 
as a cloak for their Jew-hate.
 The Board of Deputies has continued to 
interact, invite and engage with Corbyn’s inner 
circle of Jew-haters; again these episodes 
are well documented on the internet and too 
numerous to list here.
 At January’s monthly Plenary a debate 
was held entitled “The Board of Deputies of 
British Jews works to ensure that all Jews 
in Great Britain are able to live free from 
antisemitism or discrimination however it is 
manifested.  Deputies view with grave concern 
the growth of antisemitism at all levels within 
the Labour Party, and the way in which the 
Jewish community has been treated under the 
leadership of Jeremy Corbyn. This has led to 
widespread anxiety and indeed fears within 
the community.” This debate was intended to 
conclude with a vote in which Deputies would 
vote whether or not to continue engaging with 
the Labour leadership. As you have probably 
guessed already, the left-leaning honorary 
officers of the Board of Deputies decided on 
the morning of the debate not to hold a vote at 
the conclusion of the debate; you will have to 
draw your own conclusions as to why.
 Later that very week, a member of the 
Corbyn leadership team, the Shadow Foreign 
Secretary Emily Thornberry, a recent guest 
of The Board of Deputies, wrote to Jeremy 
Hunt the Foreign Secretary on the matter of 
Israel’s recent actions against Iranian terror 
which was being directed at them from 
inside Syria. 
 Mrs van der Zyl responded to the letter 
sent by the Shadow Foreign Secretary in a 
statement saying that   “Emily Thornberry’s 
recognition of Iran’s belligerence and state-
backed antisemitism is inconsistent with her 
call to deprive Israel of the means to defend 
itself against Iranian aggression.”
 Mrs van der Zyl went on to call for Labour’s 

 When will   
 “Enough Is Enough”

Be Enough?
By Martin Rankoff
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front bench to give a cast-iron guarantee 
that if Israel is attacked by Iran or its proxies 
like Hezbollah or Hamas, that Labour would 
support Israel’s defence of its civilians? Wow, 
deluded or naïve, I am not sure which. Does 
the President of the Board really think that 
shtipping this woman a few doughnuts at 
the Chanukah party will suddenly make her a 
genuine friend of Israel and support the right 
of the only Nation State of the Jewish people 
to defend itself? 
  Thornberry denying Israel’s right to self-
defence in the week of International Holocaust 
Memorial day is at best coincidental and at 
worst utterly disgraceful. So, again I ask when 
is it that #EnoughIsEnough?
 In November 1938 the Jewish Community 
of Aberdeen also asked the question when is 
Enough actually Enough; the difference then 
was that this was regarding the horrors of 
the Holocaust that were being perpetrated by 
the Nazis across Europe against the Jews. It 
was noted in the minutes of the synagogue 
meeting that “no definitive action could be 
taken until a lead was given from London” aka  
The Board of Deputies.

 Someone once told me a story about two 
Jewish men in Germany during WW2 that 
were facing a Gestapo firing squad. One of 
the Gestapo officers approached the first 
man called Chaim and asked him if he had 
any last requests? Chaim looked at his friend 
Yoseph and said to him, “Shall I ask him for 
a cigarette?” Yoseph, shaking and with tears 
in his eyes looked back at Chaim and said 
“Shhh Chaim, you don’t want to upset him, 
do you?”
 As your Deputy I have been successful in 
getting local councils to force advertising 
companies to remove adverts from hoardings 
that incite hatred towards Jews and Israel, I 
have also succeeded in getting Corbyn’s own 
council to ban a well-known self-loathing anti-
Semite from appearing at their venues.  I will 
continue to try and bring motions at the Board 
Plenary Meetings that call on them to stand 
up and say Enough is Enough but honestly 
at what stage will our “leadership” actually 
realise that Anglo-Jewry has had enough and 
demands some decisive action. We are no 
longer the victim Jews of 1930s Germany, we 
say loud and proud NEVER AGAIN.

A. ELFES LTD.
(Incorporating B. Harris and Son)

MonuMental Masons

Established 1894

Finest quality memorials designed to customers’ 
specific requirements 

Marble & Granite Specialists
Renovations and additional inscriptions
l Work undertaken in all cemeteries
l Free estimates   l Home Visits

l Phone for Free Brochure and Price List

new address

London Road, Aveley RM15 4XS             Tel: 020 7754 4735
130 High Street, Edgware HA8 7EL             Tel: 020 7754 4646
12 Beehive Lane, Ilford, Essex IG1 3RD            Tel: 020 7754 4659

(Adjacent to Ilford Synagogue in Beehive Lane)
www.memorialgroup.co.uk  email:enquiries@memorialgroup.co.uk
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MY wife and I moved into the Ilford area 
early in the early 1960s. We bought a 
house in Clarendon Gardens opposite 

Valentines Park and a few turnings past Beehive 
Lane, so of course I became a member of that 
synagogue. In those days I only attended a few 
times a year, mainly on the High Holy Days, 
but nevertheless I did occasionally attend on 
Shabbat. 
 In the February of that year my dear mother 
passed away and my wife suggested that I 
attend the synagogue in Sinclair House to say 
Kaddish. A number of our friends went there 
and so this is what happened. I could not have 
been made more welcome, there was such a 
friendly, “Ruach,” atmosphere which I like to 
think is still there to this day. On my first day 
I looked around at the décor and in contrast 
to Beehive Lane, which is a splendid building 
in the traditional manner with a central bima 
and everything of the best, there was a carpet 
as a bima and a converted wardrobe as the 
Aron Kodesh with hard plastic chairs for the 
congregation. The well of Sinclair House had 
been converted into a synagogue for Shabbat 
with the stage acting as the Ladies Gallery.
 It was also there that I met a “Tour de 
Force,” known as Martin Altman. In no time he 
had me deeply involved in the lay team of the 
synagogue, firstly as head of internal security 
for Rosh Hashanah and Yom Kippur. He is of 
course a very good friend to me and indeed 

to all our members working right up to the 
present day for the good of the community. 
My son was barmitzvah there and this proved 
to be one of the best days of my family life 
thanks to what was then known as the Clayhall 
Kehilla, an offshoot of Beehive Lane.
 The synagogue has gone through many 
changes over the years starting with our 
becoming a shul in its own right with the 
blessing and encouragement of the United 
Synagogue. We were to be called Clayhall 
United Synagogue and needed two hundred 
full male members to be viable. Thanks 
to Martin Altman and a team of dedicated 
volunteers this came about very quickly some 
30-odd years ago. I was a founder Board 
member. Through the years I contributed to 
this publication finally becoming the editor. 
I also served on the board becoming vice- 
chairman and ending up as chairman. 
Under my chairmanship we entered secret 
negotiations with Newbury Park United 
Synagogue with a view to a merger. These 
were known to the chosen few in the know 
as Operation Cobra! I must say everyone 
kept the intended merger secret right 
up to the successful completion. We of 
course are now known as Redbridge United 
Synagogue. Now we are all going back to 
the synagogue in Beehive Lane which will 
be known as Cranbrook United Synagogue.
 I am sure whatever name is intended it 
will be known by all as Beehive Lane.
 I am looking forward to our new home, even 
though it will be rather awkward to attend 
Shacharit. As I stated before, we will have a 
traditional shul building with a Beit Hamidrash 
for weekday Shacharit, Minchah and Ma’ariv 
and the splendour of the main synagogue for 
Shabbat. Hopefully our Minyan team will be 
strengthened by the addition of the men of 
Beehive Lane. Let us hope that we will take 
our “Ruach” with us. 

Back
to the
Future

  By Martin Greenberg
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WE wish a hearty mazal tov to Vera 
Miller, who celebrated her 100th 
birthday in January this year. Vera 

was a member of Newbury Park Synagogue for 
many years and continued her membership 
when we merged to form Redbridge 
United Synagogue; although she does not 
now attend a local shul, as she spends 
most Shabbatot with her daughter Wendy 
and the family, who are members of Muswell 
Hill shul.
 Linda and I have always kept in 
touch with Vera. When we were 
producing the shul magazine for 
Newbury Park, Vera had a regular 
“Cookery Column” and gave us 
a surprising number of excellent 
recipes - in fact I believe we 
could produce a cookery book of 
her recipes! 
 We called on Vera just 
before her birthday to 
chat about old times. Vera 
was very interested in 
Redbridge’s merger with 
Ilford Shul - she recalled that 
she was married at Beehive 
Lane “Little Shul” when Reverend Black z’l 
officiated. Many years later, Reverend Black 
also officiated at her daughter Wendy’s 
marriage to Howard!  
 Wendy and Howard have two lovely 
daughters, Hannah and Naomi, both now 
in their twenties, and Vera commented on 

100 years young!
how wonderful Wendy and Howard are to 
her and how her granddaughters have an 
excellent rapport with their grandmother!
 We spent a lot of time reminiscing 
- we usually attended the Fundraising 
Committee’s End of Year Dinner Dance 
together on December 31, and recalled 
one occasion when Vera was dancing into 
the small hours and had to be removed 
from the dance floor as the band wanted 

to pack up and go home!  Those were 
the days! As you can imagine, 

Vera does not get out quite as 
much as before as she suffers 
from arthritis, but keeps her 
wits about her and still does 
the Times crossword each day 
- although she admitted that 

she does not always finish it!
 When asked what she would 
like for a 100th birthday present, 
Vera replied that she did not 
want presents, but had asked 
relations to donate to the late 
Maureen Kendler’s Educational 
Trust [Maureen Kendler had 

been Head of Education at 
London School of Jewish Studies]. How 
was she going to celebrate her special 
birthday? Vera was leaving it to her 
daughter, Wendy, to arrange something 
- she knew she would enjoy being with 
her family.                
                            Philippa Stanton
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‘The 
 Four 
 Kinds’

        By Lydia Freedman

WHEN Martin Greenberg asked me to 
write an article for the shul magazine 
and he said it could be about anything, 

I was left with a quandary as to what to write 
about. Should I write about the shul, a recent 
trip, my family, myself, the thoughts were 
endless. However, I decided to write about 
something very precious, different for everyone 
and as well as the Torah, part of our history and 
certainly our backbone - our parents.
 Four is a recurrent number in Judaism, 
namely the four Matriarchs, the four corners 
of the Tallit, the four angels who surround the 
Throne of Glory, the four sages who entered 
Paradise - of which only Rabbi Akiva survived. 
Our festivals also contain many fours, none 
more so than Pesach - the four cups of wine 
at the Seder, the four sons and their four 
questions to name a few.  Sukkot contains 
the four species which leads me to the four 
parents, i.e. Samuel’s four grandparents.
 I think they are called grandparents because 
they are just that.  Grander and deserve as 
much respect, if not more, than parents.
 All our four parents were born in the 1920’s 
and lived through the Second World War. 
They were all family-orientated and very proud 
of their Jewish identity but in very different 
ways. All had strong principles. Both fathers 
joined the Royal Air Force - but never flew. 
Both couples married in 1951, had the same 
wedding photographer, Boris (which most 
people had), and had the same wedding 
opening song called “Always” . We decided 
when we got married we should also open 
our wedding dancing to the same song. Both 
mothers worked as bookkeepers. They were 
all involved with their synagogues on various 

committees. All continued to give to charity 
right up until their deaths. That is where the 
similarities end.
 Here is a very short background to each of 
our parents:
 My father-in-law, Paul Freedman z’l was born 
in Mile End to parents of Russian and English 
descent.  He went to school and grew up in 
the East End. He enlisted into the air force 
during the war and worked in repairing planes 
and joined the entertainment corps. After the 
war he worked as a sales rep. Eventually he 
opened a hardware and toy shop with one 
of his brothers. When they sold the shops 
he again went to work in sales and became 
a buyer for a group of department stores. He 
met his wife at a shul youth club, which is how 
Martin and I also met.
 During later life he started running and got 
involved with charity work. His recognition 
came when he was awarded an MBE. He 
also was a Freeman of the City of London and 
earned many other awards. He was picked as 
an Olympic torch bearer and became a local 
celebrity appearing on TV and radio.  He also 
formed his own entertainment group, again 
raising money for charity. 
 My father-in-law courted the publicity. He 
was a tall, thin man, who was very funny.  He 
used to call himself “the bald-headed man with 
glasses”. Not particularly good at DIY although 
he would always have a go.  
 He tried to encourage other people to join 
either his entertainment group or his running 
club. He was full of chatter about anything and 
everything. He liked a good heated discussion 
especially on politics and would stand up 
without a second thought against any anti-
Semitic remark.
 My mother-in-law, Renee Roberts z’l was 
born in East London to parents from London 
and Leeds. She went to school and grew 
up in East London. During the war she was 
evacuated to Leeds where she made some 
lifelong friends. After school she went to work 
as a bookkeeper. Everybody called her Teeny 
because of her height. 
 Once her son was born she gave up work 
and became a housewife. This was a role that 
suited her as she was particularly good at 
cooking and baking. She also enjoyed knitting, 
sewing tapestries and doing crosswords.  She 
was a short, round friendly lady, who supported 
her husband in his various activities. Often in 
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the background somewhere making the tea or 
doing the props for his various shows.
 My father, Nathan Bursak z’l was born in 
Tottenham to parents of Russian descent. 
He went to school and grew up in the East 
End. During the war he joined the air force 
and worked as an engineer. In 1947, he went 
over to what was then Palestine via France 
and joined the air force there as a freedom 
fighter. He changed his name to Burns to 
avoid any repercussions to his parents for 
his actions. He later gained recognition 
for his contribution to the defence of the 
State of Israel in the War of Independence 
in 1948. How proud he would have been to 
know that three of his five grandchildren 
have married and made Aliya to the land 
he fought for and are raising their children 
there.
 He met my mother at a family simcha and 
they married six months after meeting. He 
was a person who would not stand for any 
nonsense. He marched against Mosley and 
the Black Shirts and stood up against any form 
of anti-Semitism.  After the war he worked as 
an engineer and later in tailoring as a Hoffman 
presser.  He could turn his hand to anything 
manual, including decorating, installing central 
heating and laying carpets. He kept a koppel in 
every suit or trouser pocket as he liked to be 
prepared. 
 My father was quite short and stocky.
He was a very strong man, both physically and 
mentally with a dry sense of humour. He had 
deep emotions which he 
kept hidden. I only saw 
him cry twice - once 
when my brother 
died and once on 
his deathbed.
 My mother, 
Gertrude Peltz 
z’l was born in 
the East End 
to parents of 
Russian and 
E n g l i s h 
d e s c e n t . 
She went to 
school and 
grew up in 
the East End 
before moving 

to Forest Gate when she was about eleven. During 
the war my mother and her sister refused to be 
evacuated and leave their parents. My mother 
worked as a bookkeeper and secretary. A career 
woman, she continued to work after having each 
of her three children, juggling running the home, 
raising the children and work. They were lucky 
as my grandparents lived in the same house so 
childcare was not a problem.
 My mother was a small lady but what she 
lacked in stature, she made up for in character. 
She was always smiling and treated everybody 
the same. Mum did not like to offend anyone 
and tried hard to please and be kind. I never 
heard an angry word pass her lips.
 We are so proud and grateful to have had 
our four parents to support us and pass on 
their advice - although we always listened, 
we sometimes made our own choices. One 
choice where we did not follow their advice 
- was when we got married - because they 
all thought we were too young. But once we 
chose to get married they all respected our 
decision and supported us.
 Here we are 41 years on from that wedding. 
Sometimes we catch ourselves making a 
comment or look from one of those special 
people and remember them with a smile. 
Sometimes we glimpse the same mannerisms 
in our son and we know their souls live on. 
May we always remember and try to emulate 
the four special parents who helped make us 
the adults we are today.     

Lydia, Martin and Samuel with their “Four Kinds”
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FOLLOWING my story covering my 
attendance at Craig Grant’s wedding in 
New York in the last edition of ‘Shalom’, 

another opportunity for filing a report 
materialised when I was invited to attend my 
nephew Jacob Forman’s wedding to a local 
girl in The Philippines in late October. 
 I had been reluctant to go at first, for with 
my also sister being away it would have left 
our 93-year old father and 88-year old aunt with 
no nearby focal point for emergency help from 
the family.  However my wife Anne, who could 
not attend the wedding, insisted that I travel 
to the Far East, as she would be there for the 
seniors, as long as I created a list of telephone 
numbers for use when help was required e.g. 
for boiler breakdown!
 So off I went with elder daughter Jayne 
travelling from Heathrow with a stop-over 
in Kuwait, to be joined in the Filipino capital, 
Manila, by younger daughter Laura, who had 
flown via Dubai from her post-grad university 
studies in Glasgow.
 After an over-night stay in the capital, we 
journeyed south by taxi, bus and then ferry 
to a resort on a nearby island for a few days 
of relaxation before the wedding.  The resort 
of Puerto Gallero had been chosen by Jayne 
to enable us to go diving, an activity she is 
qualified at and enjoys.  As a virtual beginner, 
I undertook a brief training session in the 
hotel pool in the morning, before an enjoyable 
off-shore eight metre dive in the afternoon.   
Colourful fish swimming along the sea bed and 
an abandoned rope anchor were the highlights 
for me.  On the trip, one of the training 
instructors mentioned a typhoon was due in 
a few days’ time, although many miles north 
of us.  However, as this was not mentioned 
on my BBC weather app, I gave this news no 
further thought.  Meanwhile Laura worked on 
a course dissertation.
 The next day the three of us went to a 
nearby hidden waterfall where the water 
was warm enough to swim in.  Another 
enjoyable experience during our stay in the 
resort.

 Suitcases were then re-packed after that 
night’s meal, as a return to the main island 
was scheduled the next morning for the 
wedding on the following day.  It came as a 
total shock when we headed into the dining 
area for breakfast before departure, to be 
told that all ferries had been suspended 
as a typhoon was due the next day on the 
mainland!  It transpired that the authorities 
were being especially cautious as previous 
typhoon warnings had been ignored by 
ferry companies, causing several capsizes 
resulting in the loss of life of many hundreds 
of people.
 The local plane service was also suspended, 
leaving the only option that of hiring a small 
private boat.  This was considered, but rejected 
as too dangerous, especially when it neared 
the stormy mainland.  So having travelled ten 
thousand kilometres not to be able to attend 
the wedding we had come for, all we could 
do was extend our stay in Puerto Gallero by 
two days until the typhoon had passed.  We 
were completely unaffected by the typhoon 
the next day, but on the mainland as we saw 
by video link, the outdoor wedding went 
ahead, notwithstanding high winds, heavy 
rain and poor visibility.  None of this spoilt 
the happy event.
 The day after the wedding, the seas were 
calm again and off we set at dawn for the 
mainland by the restored ferry service.  A 
taxi ride took us to the wedding venue, 
some distance from Manila, in the town of 
Tagaytay.  There, over a late breakfast we 
caught up with the celebrants, who had all 
stayed in the mansion hired for the wedding.  
We then journeyed on to a lunch hosted by 
the bride’s mother in her home.  
 More drama though followed, as the hire 
car being driven by my elder nephew Josh’s 
cousin Barri, with us as passengers, ended 
up in an unseen ditch near the lunch venue.  
An industrial sized carjack and some strong 
men soon managed to return the car to the 
road.
 Jayne and Laura then departed to Manila 
airport whilst I accompanied Josh, the elder 
brother of the groom, and Barri to a hotel in 
the wedding resort town.  The next day we 
journeyed back to Manila in the hire car, a 
scary experience on the outskirts of Manila, 
with some crazy driving by some of the locals, 
who changed lanes on the motorway without 
indicating to the very last second.
 A near 24-hour solo journey home ensued, 
including a six hour wait from Kuwait from 4 
am.  A worthwhile, tiring holiday, with some 
things not quite going entirely to plan.

Michael Yeshin

Ditched Wedding
Blown off course
in Philippines
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The 
Genealogy of 

Roska 
 

Biscotios/(Biscochos)
 

By Adèle F Fidlan née Segall

 This recipe for Roskas came to me through 
the female line:-
  Sarah Levy, b1859 in Salonika; Lina Veissid, 
b1894 in Salonika; Rebecca Negri, b1920 in 
London; Adèle, b19** in London.
 These traditional Sephardi biscuits were 
specially favoured for “dunking” in your 
Turkish coffee or dainty afternoon tea.  I had 
searched everywhere for the recipe, but 
finally found a handwritten version, with no 
directions at all, in Mum’s school exercise 
book, which she had converted into a recipe 
compendium when she was first married.  I 
remember “helping” to make them as a small 
child.  I was the “Egg Wash Monitor.”
 This quantity of ingredients makes 
between 32-36 biscuits.  When I made them 
last, I worked out the nutrition to be 14g 
Carbohydrate, 4g Fat and 85 kcal per biscuit. 
You have been warned!
12 oz.  Self-Raising Flour (sifted)
4 oz.   Caster Sugar
4 oz.   Butter (or margarine; block not soft)
2 eggs for the biscuits
1 egg for the Egg Wash
 Rub the butter (or margarine) into the sifted 
flour until the consistency of breadcrumbs 
(as if you were making pastry – by the way, 
you are!)
 In another bowl whisk the two eggs and 
sugar together until they form a thick cream.

 Pour the egg mixture into the pastry 
crumbs and form into a dough (quite 
sticky).  Put this in the fridge for about half 
an hour to chill and firm up, this makes it 
easier to roll.
 Knead the dough a little on a floured board 
then divide it into between thirtytwo-thirtysix 
equal pieces.
 Hand-roll each piece into a sausage shape 
about four inches (ten cm) long, then flatten 
each until about one inch (2.5cm) wide.  Mark 
each with a sharp knife along the length 
about two-thirds of the way to one side.  
Make about seven cuts at right angles to the 
line on the narrower side, so the biscuit will 
form a circle.   Join the two ends of the strip 
to form the circle (make a thumb-print), put 
them on a non-stick parchment or non-stick 
baking sheet.  Now you get to be the “Egg 
Wash Monitor” by painting each biscuit well 
with beaten egg.
 Bake at 200°C for approximately 20 
minutes, until they are a deep golden colour. 
Watch them, if they go brown they are over-
done!
 Remove the Roskas from the oven and 
place on a rack to cool.  Once they are cold 
you can put them into an airtight biscuit tin 
and keep for a few weeks.  Ha-ha, some 
hopes …. they won’t last that long! 
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Delicious 
Desserts for the 

Seder Nights
 

THE following delicious Pesach 
Desserts were given to me by 
Vera Miller, who just celebrated 

her 100th Birthday. Vera wrote the 
Cookery Column for the Newbury 
Park Shul magazine for many years, 
providing us with over fifty excellent 
recipes! We wish her a very Happy 
Birthday on this wonderful occasion.

 

Luxury Matzo Pudding
4 Matzot
6 ozs granulated sugar
12 ozs dried fruit (kosher raisins and sultanas)
1 shredded apple
4 ozs margarine
4 eggs
Mixed spice and cinnamon to taste.
Pesach Wine (sweet red) Palwin 10
2 level tablespoons matzo meal

Marinate fruit in wine, overnight if possible.

 Pour hot water over the matzo and soak until 
soft (boiling water softens the matzo quicker 
than cold and makes them less soggy).

 Drain matzo and mash well, making sure 
no water is left.  Add beaten eggs, margarine 
cut into small pieces, and other ingredients, 
then add the fruit and some of the wine that it 
has been marinating in.  Mix well and turn into 
a greased casserole and bake in a low oven 
until brown through.  Bake for 1 to 1½ hours 

in oven set at 150̊C, Gas Mark 2.

 Best served hot, but can be frozen and 
reheated. 

 
Apple Charlotte

1lb apples
2 ozs margarine
sugar 
1 breakfast cupful medium matzo meal
a few sultanas
grated rind and juice of half lemon
 Peel and core the apples and cut into small 
pieces. Rub 1½ ozs of margarine into the 
matzo meal and add 2 tablespoons of sugar.
 Grease a baking dish and put in one third 
of the meal, cover with half the apples and 
sprinkle with sugar, sultanas, lemon juice and 
grated lemon rind.   Repeat the layers and pour 
over 4 tablespoons of water. 
 Put the remaining meal on top, sprinkle with 
sugar, dot with remaining margarine and bake 
in a moderate oven 180ºC, Gas Mark 4 for 
60/70 minutes
 

Menorah Apple Pudding
2 lb cooking apples
2 ozs sugar
1 rounded tablespoon apricot jam
1 tablespoon lemon juice
3 tablespoons orange juice
For the Topping:
7 ozs soft butter or margarine
8 ozs ground almonds or hazelnuts
4 eggs
Grated rind of 1 lemon.
 Peel and core apples and cut in half-inch 
slices.  Stew with sugar and apricot jam in 
juices until barely tender. (If microwaving, cook 
on full power for 7 minutes, stirring once).
 Arrange apples in a greased oval dish about 
10 inches long and 2 inches deep.  Beat all 
topping ingredients together until they form 

Pesach Recipes
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n PC Installations, Maintenance 
Repairs, Upgrades & Troubleshooting & 
Support

n Onsite Computer Services, 
Troubleshooting & Optimisation

n Virus Trojan, Spyware, 
Software Removal and Prevention, 
Software and Anti-Virus Programme
Installation.

n Secure Wireless Solutions. PC 
Tuning and Health Check, Data-Re-
covery/Backup from Hard Disk Drives, 
External Hard Drives.

n    Internet and Broadband Setup, 
Confi guration and Troubleshooting.

n Mobile Services of all kinds

No Fix No Fee
Robin Abrahams 

Tel: 020 8220 6779
Mobile: 07956 617669

Homesearch
Lettings

Flats, Houses Studios House/Flat Shares Bed-Sits
143 WOODFORD AVENUE ILFORD ESSEX IG4 5LE
Tel: 0771 277 5234/020 8550 5340 Fax: 0208 550 5753
Homesearch is a specialist residential Letting Agency matching
Landlords with properties available to rent with Tenants in 
need of suitable accommodation.

We offer a comprehensive Letting and Management service
to Landlords from tenant selection to move-in incorporating 
tenant referencing, the preparation and signing of a 
suitable tenancy agreement and an Insurance Backed Free
Rent Guarantee to the Landlord for the fi rst twelve months
of a tenancy.

Many of our Landlords have been clients since we 
commenced trading in 1988 and who entrust us to fi nd
them suitable tenants and manage their properties on their
behalf.

We offer free rental appraisal and advice so when in need of

a Letting Expert please contact me. 

Alan Kurt on 0771 277 5234/020 8550 5300
homesearch lettings@btconnect.com

a smooth mixture, then spread evenly over 
the apple.  Bake at Gas No. 4, 180̊C for 40 
minutes until firm to touch.  
 Serve alone or accompanied by yoghurt or 
cream.

 (Serves 8.  Leftovers freeze 3 months)

Baked Apricots Pistachio 
and Honey

8 apricots
2 tbsps runny honey
4 tbsps sweet white wine

3 ozs pistachios, roughly chopped
Vanilla ice cream
 Pre-heat the oven to Gas Mark 4, 180ºC.
 Cut the apricots in half and remove the 
stones. Place in a shallow ovenproof dish.  
Drizzle over the honey and wine and bake for 
5 minutes.  Add the pistachios and bake for a 
further 10 minutes.

Serve with vanilla ice cream.

Enjoy and have a lovely Pesach.

Thank you, Liz
 The Cabaret Evening on 20th January, with Alex Banks singing Frank Sinatra songs was a 
delight. Not only did Liz Levison and her Fundraising Committee engage an excellent singer, 
but as usual they provided a first class meal with a wonderful atmosphere.
 We would like to thank Liz and her Committee(s) for twenty years of entertainment - both at 
Newbury Park and Redbridge Synagogues. We have fond remembrances of her New Year’s 
Eve Dinner Dances - which were always fully booked.

 Over the years Liz has given a lot of enjoyment to many people as well as raising a lot of 
money for the Shul. We hope Liz and her committee will continue with her good work. 

                                           Philippa and Linda Stanton
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Michael Silver on the passing
of his mother, Ray

Helen Bannister on the passing 
of her husband Arnold

Carol Kent on the passing 
of her mother Rachel Dacosta

Family of Leslie Fox
Jack Alter on the passing of his 

wife Adele
Harvey Coulton on the passing 

of his mother Ruth
Family of the late Helen and 

Taffel Kanter
Elizabeth Levison on the passing 

of her husband Cyril
Stuart Levison on the 

passing
of his father Cyril

Stuart Coslover on the passing 
of his mother Shirley

Cyril Berkeley on the passing 
of his sister

Melody Alicoon on the passing 
of her husband Eddie

Andrew Alicoon on the passing 
of his father

David Hoffman on the passing 
of his sister

Janet Lewis on the passing 
of her mother Helen Saunders

Stewart Hurwitz on the passing 
of his mother Adrienne Stathakis
Maureen Gruskin on the passing 

of her mother
Allen Langer on the passing 

of his wife Sharon
Bradley and Russell Langer on the 

passing of their mother 
Family of Betty Dagul 

Family of Ida Gold

Pamela Halawi and Yvonne 
Shoshan on the passing of 
their father Leslie Sutton

Sandra Cohen on the passing 
of her husband Jeffrey

Valerie Goldsmith on the passing 
of her mother Jean Gelfand
Mandy Perez on the passing 

of her mother Mavis Abrahams
Jeanette Kay on the passing 

of her husband Ronald 
Gillian Newman on the passing 

of her mother Mimi Rapport
Brenda Stanton on the passing 

of her husband Brian
Family of Ann Goodman

Muriel Silver on the
passing of her mother

We would like to wish Mazeltov to the following:

Jan and Jonathan Meyer on 
Jodie-Beth’s engagement 

Lorraine Silver on being nominated
Woman of the Year
Birthdays

Linda Stanton on celebrating 
her special birthday

Irene Rosenberg on celebrating
 her special birthday

Hyman Phillips on celebrating 
his 90th birthday

Vera Miller on celebrating 
her 100th birthday

Louis Freedman on celebrating 
his 102nd birthday

Adina and Gary Marks on
Mia’s batmitzvah

Anne and Jeffrey Bernard on
their granddaughter Mia’s

batmitzvah

Anniversary
Ruth and Mervyn Lyndon on their 

25th wedding anniversary 
Anita and Ivor Miller on their 
55th wedding anniversary

Births
Kathryn and Marc Levy on the 

birth of a son
Norman and Sharon Bick on the 

birth of a grandson
Shirley and Tony Levy on the birth 

of a grandson
Sarah and Oliver Chessis on the birth 

of a son, Noah
Robin and Ruth Abrahams on the 

birth of a grandson
Dennis Abrahams on the birth

of a great-grandson
Bar\Bat Mitzvah

Yonni Levy & Mia Marks 
Mazel Tovs

Martin Altman on the wedding of his
granddaughter Samantha

The Goldman family on the 
marriage of Sophie to Orel in Israel

Laurence and Valerie Goldsmith 
on the marriage of their 

daughter Hilary
Hilary Goldsmith on her marriage

Paul Biller on the occasion
of his Auf Ruf. 

We also extend a hearty mazeltov 
to Michele and Keith Biller, 

Hilary and Kenny Collins and 
grandmother Alma 

Kathryn and Marc Levy on the 
occasion 

of Yonni’s barmitzvah
Norman and Sharon Bick on the 

occasion of Yonni’s 
barmitzvah 

Shirley and Tony Levy 
on the occasion of 
Yonni’s barmitzvah 

Jodie-Beth Meyer on her
 engagement

We offer our condolences to:


