My first recollection places me at the age of three, when
upon being taken to a circus by an older couein, I eried and
bemoaned the fact that the trained plg had lost his tail. "The
tail is lost, the tail 1is lost,"” I kept calling., thus causing
my cousin much embarrassment and for the time being detracting
the attention of those eround us from the prerformance to my
cousin and his young guest, .

I was born in Lebedin, in the province of Kharkow, Russia,
on March 9, 1882. My parents had had eight children, five of
whom were living, the others, a g8irl named Zelde ang ‘two boys
haﬁlng died from diphtheria in their early childhood.

Sixty years g0, sclence had not reached the’siage where
anti-toxins for the prevention of deadly children's diseaﬂes
were given to babies in their first few years. I do not remem-
ber these children and do not even know where they came in the
range of our birthdays.

Two adoring sets of 5randparente increased the size of our
family as well as oupr happiness, Imagine having two sets of
grandparents living with one's family today. Vwhat a fap éry )
from the present mode of living, when one grandmother or grand;
father must knock at the door of an aged or convalescent home,
‘where she or he can gpend the remaining years waiting for the in-
eviteble---death,

I must not forget a cousin, Jake, one of the elght children
belonging to our father's only brother, who lived in Poltava.

My uncle, beiné'poor. it was thought advisable to rid him of one
more mouth_to feed. As it happened, my father could well afford

to feed many, bany mouths, for we were very comfortable. It



embarrasses me to confess that in our town we were'bn the top of
the 1ist, both socially and financially. I am speaking of the
Jewish race only. '

I wag nine years old when we left Rusaia. Still, the events
of that happyy peaceful 1life stand out vividly in my memory.

The life of a familj where the children and parents lived their
lives together in harmény and - unison, where love and devotion
relgned supreme. They talked together, played together, and
shared their confidences. A far cry from the family life of this
modern day and age.

As for the games. One game I particularly remember.

How we all enjoyed it! Imagine being interrupted while playing
in our epaclous grounds by an avalanche of reél pennies, pennies
raining from heaven,we thought. How we scampered to fi1l our
dresses, the laps of which were‘qﬁickly improvised into recep-
tacles;' Little did we realize at that time thaﬁ our good father
was standing in an upper story window supplying the pennies.

And now for our home. A large, white building with green
shutters standing back from the street. A spacious well-kept
lewn in front surrounded by an apple, gear, and cherry orchard.
Ch, those cherries! Their taste stillﬁlingers in my mouth.

They were so plentiful that' one had but to extend an arm to a
branch and be rewarded with a handful of luscious fruit.

Two rooms that stand out in ﬁy‘memory are the dining-
and livingroom, or "zaal", as the Russians termit, at which
forty people could be easily accomodated. That tablel Never
deserted, never a meal without friends or relatives. And the
food on that table! Al11 the dairy products home-mede. Our cel-

lar laden with butter, freshly churned, cheese hanging in cheese=-



cloth, trisngular in shape, crocks of thick, heavy cream, shelves ‘
filled with hundrede of jars of preserves made from berries picked
in our own gardens, barrels of sauerkraut contzining halves of
appleg, barrels of watermelon rind. My mother 2njoyed putting

up all these products because the work was made into a social
rite, ail the neighbors coming in to help---as they did in our

own old-fashioned husking bees.

Food was so plentiful that one of sister Fanny's daily
tasks was to bring some to the Jewlish prisonere in the town
prison who refused to eat food which was not prepared according
to the dietary laws. Then on Friday nighte and Saturdeyg---
platters of succulent roasted chickens (none of your cold stor-
age brand), chickens,who only the day before had been running
around in the back yard, made their appearance. With that came
"tcholant", a pléce de résistance which was & combination cf
meat, potatoes, and beans, cooked on Friday and kept in the brick
oven through Saturday, when it would emerge browned to just the
right degree---a dish fit for the gods. That dish was usually
accompanied by a "lockshen kugel", a delicacy consisting of
broad noodles (home-made) and combined with Just the right amount
of cinnamon, sugar, sliced apples, eggs, and chickenbfat.

I must not forget to speak about those brick ovens. They
serveq.two purposes. On very cold days (and Russian winter days
can be incredibly cold) one céulaﬁcuri up and be very cozy on
either side of the extended platforms, built for just such & pur-
pose. *“mong the peasantas, beds were an unknown commodity, so
that the entire family would retire for the night én thé_oven.

Russian people have one weakness in common---tea drinkinge.

The steaming "samover" with its accompaniment of glasses (cups



are never used), lump sugar, kliced lemon,and "vareﬁie" (straw-
berry or raspberry preserves) was always the center of attréc-
tion. In the summer we sat in the "besedka" (the summer house
overrun with ivy and grapevineél In the winter, in the dining
:oom,:many a large bueiness transaction was clinched around

that samovar, wheré_dozena of glasses of hot, steaming tea were
consumed.

Since breaking bread with people makes for hospitality,
the Mussians were certainly a hospitable people---as they were
always drinking tea with friends and businese associates.

#nd now for our education. Lebedin boasted of two schools--
pre~gymnazia, a preparatory schooi equal to that of our grammar
acboo;,and gymﬁazia, taking one as far as college. Anyone com-
pleting the courses at the two schools was assured of a thorough
elementary education. French, German;+Engliah studied there
enabled the pupil to converse fluently with people coming from
those countries.

My sister Fanny was the gldest in the family. Money being
no object, she was given the greatest advantages. She attended
schools part of the time, but most of ggr education was completed
with the help of tutors and governesses.

This is the story of my life, but it cannot be complete
unless I stop long enough to tell yoﬁﬁ%gﬁéy, for 1t was she who
reigned supreme in our home and guided the destinies of the en-
tire family , until she returned to Russia---and even then her
advice was sought through correapondenée. We a1l would come to
her as to a judge and her word would be final.

She was an outstanding personality. Had she remained 1n

America, she would have become & Jane Adams. In spite of being



the first-born and living in luxury, ghe was not spoiled. BShe
was wise and understanding and even during her adolescence, the
townspecple would come to seek her advice in matters of domestic
relations and even business. Shé had an uncanny power of knowing
how to do everything---being at home in the kitchen, in business,
in government, and in all human relations.

Cur father would never decide en important business trans-
action without consulting Fanny first. Her decision would 1in-
variably bring the desired results.

I was nine years old when I left Russia, but i remember
distinctly our life there. It was an extremely ﬁappy one.

Never a day without a lot of triends and relations. They would
come from distant citiee and stay tor months at a time. Time
meant nothing in those days in Russia. Pariies and feasting at
all times. )

And the fun in the winter: I shall never forget those
sleigh rides. Dressed in furs from head to toe, we would all
pile into sleighe drawn by four spirited horses. Fur robes cov-
ered us until only our eyeeg and noses were exposed to the Ruselian
cold--and Russian winters can be cold. ,

Away we would go over mountain;:glistening gnow, driving
for miles and miles in the clear, crisp, invigorating air -, with
sleigh belle ringing. No matterAhow fast the horses travélled,
they never traveiled fgst enough for'our driver, w@o would.call
out words of exhortatiéﬁ and not spare his whip in the hope that
the pace would quicken and guicken.

Our driver:%§:tro, a fat moujik, made ratter by wearing

suit upon suit of homespun and encased in a fur coat reaching

to his ankles. For a belt_he wore & red rope encircling his



rotund waist. It always puzzled me how he could hagdle his tall
fur hat that covered his whole head, showing only hls eyes.

I saild our driver was fat. Diet was unknown in those days,
and npbody counted calories. Least of all the moujik, whose
daily fare consisted of black bread, bacon, thick gruel or
xasha, and cabbage soup or borsch which was made richer on Sun-
days by an addition of chunks of meat. It was only on Christmas
and Easter when hils meais became a tritfle more elaborate. I
gt11]1 taste the ‘“paska” or famous coftee cake made from dozens
oﬁ rrgsh eggs and pounds of butter that was the piéce de résis-

tance of the moujik's Easter.

And so our lives continued in one smooth stream year in and
year.out. But it was not to continue 80 for long. This 1s not
a political thesls and I do not intend to'go into details about
the terrible lives the Jewish people lived in Russla under the
czarist regime. From time to time an ukase was issued which
made their lives more and more miserable.

The edicts were very dirricult to comply with, but some-
times 1ife was made a 1ittle more bearable, especially if one had
a fTew rubles with which to bribe the gqvernor-general of the
town. 4An unexpected appearance of this major-domo who would
suddenly appear out of nowhere---sitting in his fine carriage,
drawn by four of the finest gteeda, surrounded by his entourage,
resplenden£ in hie bright colored_unirorm with his many decora-
tions adorning his bro;d chest. Most of the chests of those 1n
command were 5road. for they léved on the fat of the land. Thelir
pay was augmented by presents of money from the artisans of the
town,and from the peasants would come contributione cénsisting

of tube of deliclious home-made butter, chéese, treshly laid e=gs,

and vegetable produce. .
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There was an undercurrent of unrest in the world of poli-
tics 1in the ﬁ%ar beginning 1880 and on. The masseg of the people
were getting tired of living in constant fear and being at the
mercy and whim of the cruel czar and his crueler underlings.

" In the year 1890, the czar decreed that our town (Lebedin,
province of Kharkow), like hundreds of other cities and towns,
should be }&d of ail Jewish wealthy business people. As it hap-
pened, we were the only wealthy business people in the town--=-
-and so the decree was almed directly at us. . |

And so the ukase that was issued in the year 1890 decided
the fate of Henry Romberg and his family.

The whole Jewish population of Lebedin was made up of about
twenty families---all artisans. ©Some of them were tailors,'some
were shdemakers, and some were watchmakers,

My father was the pr§prieter of the largest beer brewery
in the province of Kharkow. Years afterwards, when my sister
returned to Russia and visited her old héme, Fhe was amazed to
find immense barrels still standing in the cellars of the brew-
ery---too large for anyone to have moved them. To this day Eli
hag in his possession a heavy bronze medal that wae awarded my
father at a large annual fair held in the province of Kharkow,
in a competition for the finest beer. On one side of the medal
js the face of Catherine the Great. I am sure that Eli prizes
that medal as one of his greatest possessions, reminding him of
his fine father. I have often seen him show it to people with
great pride.

That ukase! What a horrible nightmare: It astounded my
father, as it astounded the Jewish people in Germany today, when

that beast Hitler issued his decree. Rooted in Rusesia for gen-



erations and generations---it was impossible for hiﬁ to consider
any other place on.earth as his home. Respected as the most out-
standing member in the Jewish éommunity, a pillar of his little
synagogue.., How could he evef tear up the roots that were so
deeply imbedded in his physical earth as well as in his body and
soul. B |

My fether began to rack his brain, to consider places which
were open to Jews for settlement. %here should he go? One
cannot decide such a question rationally in the twenty-four
hours allotted him. Should it be Poland or Germany or latvia?

Now again Fanny comes to the rescue. I it is a guestion
of driving new stakes for a place called home, why not consider
America? She had heard people speaking of that land as a land
of qilkland honey where thg pavements were liﬁad with gold,
where each person who was not lazy had an opportunity to make
anything heAQanted of himself, where success depended only on
one's ability to work and take advantage of all opportunities.

So to America he would go! At least there, no one would
know him, and it would not be so degrading to start at the bot-
tom of the ladder if necessary. . '

I often put the quesﬁion to fathef: If we were as wealthy
es we were reputed to be, how is it that we came to Americe so
poverty-stricken? And the answer was when one's house is on fire,
one escapeg only With the clothes he has on. As the head of the
house, he nad to leave within twehty—four hours---or else.
Naturally, he took all the money that wae at hand---andvran.

In the meantime our two sets of grandparents had passed

on, and so there was no one to consider except mother and the

five children, our cousin Jake having joined his sister in America.
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Mother and the five children stayed on for & few months.
There wes no ready cash available. A lot of beer wae out on
credit and the government confiscated the rest of the money.

Whénever en emigrant leaves his mother country, the coun-
try of his birth, it 1s always'to go to a place where he has
some kin or "landsleit." That human touch: A yearning to be
near someone who knows you. One feels a 1little safer in a strange
land among people who speak a stranger language. When there 1s
someone to whom one can turn in time of trouble or in an emer-
gencye.

Father had a niece in Boston, Mrs. Sandberg, who had emi-
grated to the "Golden Land" a few yeers before. She was a sis-
ter to the Jake whom we took into our home years previously.

So to Boston he would gotl

I do not recollect thé hurried_leavetaking and good-
byes, for if I did, they would be terrible memories. But they
miet have taken place during the night, after the younger
children had been put to bed.

After father left, Mother and Fanny tried their utmost to
straighten things out. Sarah and I can never reallze the
egonies that those two'must have gone térough in trying to set-
tle up the estate, an{ estate that took years to builld up.

Lucy was three, and Eli nine months old, so that they were too
young to understand anything.---except that Papa had gone on &
business trip as he had often gone 5efore. But Sarah and 1
sensed that something terrible had struck our household---in
the many whispered and secret sesslons held between Mother and
Fanny which‘would abruptly cease when we two older girls ap-

peared on the scenee. .
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And now I must pause in my own story, for here I have to
tell about another story---a storYy which influenced ell our
1ives to & great degree. It is about Fanny szain. A little
while ago, I sung her preises. But 1f I devoted all my time to
ainging her vraises, there would be no chance to write about
anything else€.

In the life of such & wonderful person, one€ would netur-
ally expect many romances. There were many. But she turned a
deaf ear to them all. As fine men s there were in her 1life,
there never was & man to equal her in intelligence and intel-
1ect. Then again, she was young and had her meny dreamse.

She had«many of the best~Dostolievsky, Pushlzin, and Tolstoy.
Fanny imbibed the dreams end 1deals of the latter. She, too,
was going to labor for mankind and would leave the world a
petter place then she had found 1it.

But there was cne~man whose persigtance was unecualled.
His name was Samuel Smollianoff. He was a méan of fine charac-
ter, ten years older than Fenny. A dealer in grains who made
a good living. A man of sterling qualities. But they were
miles apart from one another 1ntellec§ually.

Smollianoff lived about 50 versts (or miles) from Lebe-
din in a city called . He visited our home constantly
and beseeched Father and lMother to help him win Fanny. But she
had a mind of her own, and our parents did not dare to inter-
fere in such an important step in her life.

He promised her everything---2a 1ife of security and lux-
ury=---but to no avail. She considered him & friend of the fam=-
11y, but as & 1ife's partner---never.

Then at last came the dey when we had to say good-by to



Lebedin and to all that was dear to us. It seemed that the
whole city turned out to bid us Godspeed at the reilroed sta-
tion. The Russlan people are an emotional people---and they did
not hide their emotions when we left that day. But what was
our greatest surprise amid the good-byes and the tears when we
séw Smollianoff emerge from among the crowd with bag and bag-
gage with the newsvihat he was joining our little family and
would take us as far as Hamburg , from ¥here we would set sall
for America. o

Cur itinerary was so arranged that we were to stop at the
different cities to bid a2 fond farewell to our nearest of kin,
most of whom we would never see again. We stayed several days
with each one. One family in particular made a deep impression
on me. It was in the city of Haditch. My mother's older sis-
ter's family whose name was MEnetéhka. My mother's family were
particularly refined people and most of them were beautiful.
Menetchka had three daughters and three sons. The sons were all
tall and handsome and all became professional men. One of the
daughters was named Rosa---but they should all have been named
that, as thelr chiseled features were as beautiful as the most
beautiful of roses. My aunt's face stands out as vividly as
does my own mother'e to this day. Her face was saintly, and
her voice so sweet and gentle. In fact, all of the speaking
voices of Mother's family were scft and beautiful. Eli and
Lucy come rightly by their soft, mellow volices.

Menetchka's husband's ﬁame was Alexander. We all c¢alled
him "Feter Shereder." What a man! He was about six feet tall
with handsomeyfeétures and a long, flowing white beard. He

seemed to stand out among all men as a man apart. He was not



a lawyer by profession, but his relatiene and even Etrangers
would come from distant parts to seek his advice end to listen
to his words of tiedom. He wase often alluded to as the Judge.'
I think Fanny patterned her 1ife after his. She adored him B0,
that she named her youngery eon Alexander, sétting a precedent
that was not ellowe@ among Orthodox Jews--~that of naming babies.
for people who were st1ll alive. |

Nothing else stands out in my memory during the weeks be-
fore we sailed , except the constant wooing of Fanny by Sm:l-
1ianoff. Hls main object in accompanying us was to try and
persuade her to remain in Russia and marry him. He felt that
once the great Atlantic came between them, his chances would

become very 8lim.
- Fenny's answer was always "ho." First because she did not
love him and never did consider him in the light of a husband,
and then again she was anxious to reach the golden shore of
America and see what she could accomplish there for herself,

her family, and the world at largee.

And now for the trip to Hamburg. At the time of our
expulsion from Russia, the decree affected thousands of otherse.
we met them at every railroad statlon‘--young and old, mothers
with clinging babes in arms, several girls and boys clinging to

" their e§irts, older children trudging along laden with bundles
tied in large red handkerchiefs, cafryiﬁg pillovs, featherbeds, °
copper kettles and brass samovars. yomen vredominated, &s most
of the men went on ahead to sees what they could prepare in the
form of & home for thoee they 1oved who would soon follow them.

At this time I want to say 2 word in favor of the German

Jews. In every large city, guides would meet the Russian ref-
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ugees at the railroad station and eacort them to barracks bullt
especially for them. There they were given baths and disinfec-
ted, for many of them had left their homes weeks previously ‘end
travelied in none too-clean trains. Bathing facilitles were
allowed them, also & chance to wash their clothing. Then they
were assigned sleeping guarters and food was provided for them.
There they remained for weeks at & time, awaiting the departure
of the boat to which they were assigned.en route to Amerlca---
and freedom.

I don't remember how mucb time elapsed between leaving
Lebedin and reaching Hamburg. But I shall never forget the
night before we embarked at Hamﬁurg. It was a night of tears
and pleadings for Smollianoffs--z lest appeal as 1€ were.

During a1l these weeks he was travelling with us, not a moment

passed when Fanny was alone that he 4id not pester her with

~.
A,

whys and whéréfors——-but that last night was a nightmare: I -~
could never understand how a man could be so persistent---
especially if her answer was alweys, "I do not love you---=
How can I marry you?" If he wgre less of & man, he would have
taken her bodily off the boét. We can yell'understand his feel-
ings, when he kept waviné to her as.the‘boat was mofing slovwly
from the piere.

»’ And now for our life on that boat. In those days (1891)
conditions on boats were very different from those of todaye.
To be sure, theré were three classes, first class, to which only.
};the'very wealthy had access; second class, for the middle man,
and third class or steerage for all refugees.
- We were on that boat for eighteen days. A far cry from

the four or five days of the schedules of tbday. The steerage

was situated in the basement of the boat. And there were hun-



dreds of us there. The beds were in tiers of three; standing
about four feet from each other. One}had to dress in & sitting
position, &s there was only about thréé feet of space between
~each tler. One cannot realize how inconvenient it was to climb
the narrow ladder léading up'to the bed, especially with a baby
in our érms. '

One horrible night stands out in my memory. Eli, being
only néne months old, had not yet learned to ask Mother for the
necessary conveniences. What was our horror when we were sud-
denly awakened by & man named Wolf who occupied the middle tier.
Loudly cursing, he began throwing us and all our bed clothes
out of our bed. His cries and the commotion he made awakened
the whole steerage. No one slept any more that night. At
that time I thought his action was inhuman, but as I look back
upon it today, I don't think I should have enjoyed getting
drenched by a baby overhead. Before we landed, Mr. Wolf did
something for us that made up for all his inhumanities of that
night. “

The boat was a Germen one, but the entire crew of séil-
ors and officers treated us kiﬁdly. The fare was not good
and there was very little of it---in accordance with our sleep-

ing quarterse.

We were all refugees,.sharing the same %gonies, and so
we became very friendly---almost 1ik; one largé family uniff.,ti;
joined together by bonds of misery. How ﬁany tears the wdmen
shed when the men of the steerage would don thelr "taleisim"
and "twillen" for morning and evening prayers. For they did
not forget to pra& in their time of sorrow, hoping perhaps that

their earnest supplications wouldAtheir God; and he would heark=-




en unto their pleas. An incident that happened while we were
on deck one morning showed us how much suffering my dear mother
was going through. All through my childhood, I never remember
our parents iaying a fingef on us for punishment. But when a
sailor passed us carrying a well-laden tray of goodies to the
upper deck and I agked him for sdmetof the goodies, Mother slapped
my mouth so that I began to bleed.” I am sure that there was

no malice behind thai slap. But the thought, the humiliation
vthat a child of hers should beé for food was too much for her,
and she gave vent to her emotions in that slap. I don't” know
whose cries were the loudest, my mother's or mine.

But childhood's troubles do not laet; I was soon running
around the deck, playing with other children and finding new
‘gurprises at évery tufn. My good times were not to continue
for long, for new responsibllities érose, énd I was the only
one who could assume them. Our voyage was an especially rough
one and many people succumbed to the dreaded sea-sickness, my
mother and the rest of the family among them.

I was the only one who could withstand the terrible lur-
chings of the boat and the lashing of Ehe monster waves on the
poft holes. There was not much'that I could do for them, bﬁt
gince the passengers.in the steerage did not have the help of
stewardesses and nurses that the more fortunate on the other
two decks had at their cogpand, the members of the different
families whé were good sailors were kept busy emptying basins
and carrying watere

And so the uneventful voyage was soon coming to an end,
and we were anxiously anticipating & sight of lénd for which

we were hungry after eighteen days of rough sailing. There was
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only one topic of converesation: the Statue of Libéfty. Ir
we could only catch a glimpse of her, we would then be approach-
ing the land of freedom and opportunity.

But there was & lot of trouble in store for us before that
moment of moments would arrive. A day before our scheduled
landing, I was taken desperately 111 and the ship's doctors
diagndsed the case as that of measles. As was to be expected,

I was isolated in the ship's hospital and pu€:Ef$§Zt ouarantine.

One can well imagine my mother's consternation. Espe-
clally, when she was informed that the boat was docking at
N.Y., then continuing on to Baltimore. If I did not recover
bg%ore that time, I was to be deported. Horror of horrors:

What could this poor frightened woman do under these circur-.
stances? It 1s & wonder that she did not go insane. This was
a climax to her load of troubles.

I can frankly say that what I am to relate now few will
believe. But it is the truth. I cannot yet understand how
such a feat c¢ould have been accomplished under the strict sur-
veillance of so many officials. The mere fact that I was not
deported---though sick---proves the tru}h of the story. And
this is where Mr. Wolf came to the rescue. for 2 rescue it was,
though unbelievable. This is where he atoned for his fdrmer
atrocious behavior. I am eternally grateful to him, wherever

he may now bes

Somehow he found access to the quarantined hospital,
~ kidnaped me in & dark blanket, and deposited me on the floor
of the baggage room amid the other bags and trunks. He admon-
ished me to be very quiet. _I did not need much admonishing,

for I sensed that this was a turning point---not only.in my
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1ife, but in the 1lives of Mother and the rest of the children.

I et11]1 remember vividly my fright and terrible suspense
when I somehow joined the long line of steerage passengers,
waiting to be cross-examined and questioned at the desk prior
to leaving the boat and entering Ellis Island, that famous gate
to the-new.world through which a1l must pass who would enter
the land of the free. To this day, I cannot understand what
prompted the officials not to Reep their promise of taking me
to Baltimore.

I was ordered to & contagious hospital, while my family
were to awalt my recovery at Ellis Isiand. I remember vividly
my stay at that hospital. The nurses and doctors were éo kind
and understanding that my firsfvencounter with Americans was a
very happy one. A

I must heve resorted to the sign language & great deal,
for how could they all understand me otherwise? I was intro-
duced to Americen oatmeal there and consumed & lot of it, ma-
king it more palatable by the addition of spoon upon spoon of
SUgaTs.

I couldn't have been very sick, fﬁr I was soon out of bed,
helping the nurses with their other and sicker charges. One
day as I was bueily engaged with my several duties, I was ooio
amazed to see a man standing in the doorway with a blue-coated
child in his arms. I recognized the ‘coat before I saw the childe.
For it was none other than my sister Lucy, who had contracted
the measles from me. I don't know how I did 1t, but I informed
the nurses that she was of my flesh and blood, and being the
older end more Americanized of the two, soon quleted her Tears

and her tears. It was natural that with my presence there,
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her stay was & happy one and her convalescence & rapld one.

In the meantime, the officials ordered my mother to pro-
ceed to Boston, our destination, with Fanny, Sarah, and the
baby Eli. Can anjone imégine her feelings? Having to leave
two young sick children in a hospital whosellanguage they
could not underetand and with 350 miles between them.

But time is a wonderfu1 beaier. Lucy and I soon found
ourselves in a train heéding for Boston, clasping bags of ba-
nanas and dbughnuts,‘wﬁicﬁ were given us by 2 kindly passengere.
That was our first encounter with real®s American goodies.

We were shipped like baggage. For & long time we saved
the baggage checks that were attached to‘our coats, to which
at every new station, the conductors would punch & hole and in-
spect them, making sure that we, were on the rgght road.

We were gg%/at the old Providence depot b?'i‘athar and
Mr. Sandberg. Father must have felt neglected, fop we were
more occupied by the bananas and doughnuté, which we had never
eeten in Russia, than by meeting Father, whom we hadn't seen
for such a long time.

We soon found ourselves at Mrs. Sandberg's home, happy
in the arms of our dear mother. This wéa also the first time
that the family was reunited eincé the i1ll-fated ukase drove
my father out of Ruéaia in tweﬁty~rour hours.

Mr. and Mrs. Sandberg were very.kind to us and housed the
family of geven for I don't remember how long. But they were
. themselves struggling for a livelihood, and we couldn't take
| advantage of their hospitality.

Our first home in the new world found us at Cusson Place

off South Margin in the West End. I am sure that the reason

-~



for settling there was that the rent was the cheapéét ve could
f£ind. I don't recollect the tenement, but I do remember that
1t was dark and very hot in the summer---80 hot that sleep was
jmpossible, except when we lugged the few mattresses up three
f1ights of stairs to the roof and there the who1¥ family would -
enatch & few hours sleep until dawn would awaken us. Privacy
wae &n unknown word then, for did not the families living on
the other two floors do the same?

We were all immigrants and there was no class distine-
tion, but we did not all come from the same parts of Europe.
The children's quarrels would begin by calling each other,
‘"litvak, Galitzianer, Hazersher Rusheshe.” I was a husky in
those days and would defend my famil& honor with my fists.
Fights with Maxie Cohen and his sister Annie would terminate
only when fat Mrs. Cohen would stick her had out of the window
end call, "Maxie, Hindele,ich will aich gailen!" Years after-
wards I had occasion to meet Hindele and her mother. 0ld feuds
were forgotten and we had a most wonderful time reminiscing.

My father had to find some sort of employment to keep the
many wolves from our door. As you remember, the reason for his
being in America was that he was not an artisan. Vhat could he
do? Through the efforts of Jake's brother, he found himself in
Portland, Maine, in a men's hat factory. Naturally, he would
see us only on an occasional Sunday. ' But the agonlies of}that
first jobt In the process of their manufacture one had to dip
the hats into bolling water. Father would come home to us with
both his hands red and blistered. Before his hands were cooled,
back to Portland and the boiling water. But those were the

days of a?depressibn. Work was hard to gét. Father soon lost



that job. He tried ringing door bells to fix brokeﬁbuMbrellas.
T don't know how long that lasted, but I do remember those days
of real suffering. There never was much to eat, and as for
clotheé—~-How happy we childrén would be wben Mother saved up
a few bentg to buy us a pair of second bhand shoes that the .rag
man would bring to the door. Mother pald the munificent sum of
35 cents for a pair. But even at that price we had to wait
our turn for weeks at a time until Mother had saved a few more
pennies. Oh, the Joy and rapture that those pgtched shoes would
give us?

In the meantime, Fanny was not idle. Between looking for
work, trying to teach herself the English language, and meking
over clothes for the children, she was keptl ﬁusy into the wee

hours of the night.




