"A LEBENSBILD" ‑ MY STORY .

     Poland, 19th Century 

 When I was born my parents were living in a small village called "Slobodey" in Russian‑Polish territory.  I don't remember just how many years ago it was but I was told the day.  It was November lst.  It was a Christian holiday, Shesh‑Vitey.  When my mother started to feel that I was coming into the world, she ran across to her scheneh neighbor and knocked on her window.  She called to her, "Hanuleh, come with me to my house.  I am going to give birth!  I need your help!" Hanuleh came and helped my mother ‑ and I came into this small village with the music that accompanies a robust child and everyone was happy with my arrival.  I was the seventh child.  I do not know how old I was when my parents decided to move from that village to a nearby village called "Der Revne".  There they rented a kretchma (an inn).  I was still a small child. .sp;

 I remember I once had a new dress on and went out to play; I climbed a fence and tore my dress.  I cried bitterly over the accident because I knew what I would get when I arrived at the house.  I played again to forget my troubles and was afraid to go home.  But as I had to go home, I went home with a broken heart.  And what do you think I got for it? Not pennies, nor a pat on my cheek but a spanking and what a spanking!  I had to bring the bench and lay down on it..  It did not help to plead or cry for forgiveness.  My father told me to lie down on the bench.  My protests helped not ‑ and my father gave me a sound spanking and his will was done.  I got over my sentence.  Now I can tell the story with amusement. 
 But at that time I was not to be envied, as you can imagine how I felt.  Another time the same thing happened to me.  I remember I was spanked again.  I knew how to dance and I went away every evening and no one knew where I went.  I went to a nearby street where a Christian family lived and there a number of Shikses came together.  I used to teach them how to dance.  Now what kind of a crime did I commit by doing this??  But to my father it was a disgraceful thing, a crime..  To him, the thought of going to a Christian house and dancing with Shikses was a "terrible thing".  One night, my older sister, Sorohinda was looking for me and found me there.  She took me by the hand and brought brought me home to the "Czar".  As we were walking, she said, "Wait, you'll get it from Father." I feared what was going to happen to me.  I began to cry and begged her not to tell my father. But she didn't listen to me and brought the poor little "lamb" to slaughter..  When we came home she told Father the crime I had committed and where she had found me ‑‑ dancing with Shikses.  To him this was a terrible thing for a Jewish girl to do and my father said, "Bring forth the bench and lay down." Now you can imagine how I felt at that moment...  My heart was in my mouth and again I begged and cried and promised I would never do that again.  But it didn't help my begging, and I was punished...  and my Father was satisfied..  He won the battle.  Since that time I wasn't punished further for I was a "GOOD GIRL".  I played alone with my dolls, rag dolls which I made for myself (Gitel: "I remember Mama making the same for us") I would roll up rags and put a piece of cord around its neck and this is the way time went.  I spent my time in playing.

     My Father's Illness Ever since I can remember, my father never worked.  He was troubled with asthma.  He spent his days in the synagogue, studying.  My mother baked;  sold bread and rolls, beer, wine, whiskey and meals. Sometime later my father bought a house near the synagogue where he spent his days learning.  Even Friday night after supper, he went to the synagogue.  Since he would be the only one present at that late hour, he would take me along to keep him company.  We were very poor.  My father's asthma troubled him greatly.  My mother supported the family.  She used to take care of my father and the eight children.  ‑ three daughters and five sons.  My oldest sister was married.  Three brothers were away from home.  They were studying at the Yeshiva at Vilna.  My mother worked hard for all of us.  She was a good wife to her husband and did everything for her children.  I remember there were certain days that we didn't have enough to eat.  But when we got five kopeks, I used to run to the bakery to a woman by the name of Schmyechen to buy three pounds of hot bread.  We used to eat the bread with a big appetite and licked our fingers.  My mother got up early and went to the little village about three miles away.  She used to bring the women certain herbs for their illnesses.  She would take shells of oranges, white peppers, spices, herbs and add brandy to them and make red and bitter medicine.  The women worked hard and had many children.  They used to have stomach trouble and this medicine would help them.  They used to pay her in things, not money: cereals, beans, flour, vegetables, etc. From the flour we made pancakes and baked bread and we had plenty to eat.  We were happy that day...Whenever my mother went to the village we waited for her the entire day and sat in the window and looked for her coming until we saw her coming and ran to meet her and helped her carry the packages which she had on her back.  We were very happy that my mother brought us food.  That was all we lived for ‑‑‑ food, so that we shouldn't feel the hunger.

     About Me and My Childhood 

 Now I'll tell you about myself;  how I spent my time.  In the summer I used to go to the fields to take care of the geese.  I sat the whole day in the field.  At the same time I used to pull flowers and make wreaths for my hair.  Then I used to go into the woods and pick berries.  I helped work in the fields.  I helped the Gentile women and they would give me some things.  That was my work in the summer.  In the winter, in the daytime, I used to crotchet.  At night I plucked feathers from the geese;  the geese I had had so much trouble with in the summer.  They used to run away in someone else's fields and I had to chase them, crying to bring them back.  But when it came to Hanukah, when we killed and ate them, it was worth all the trouble I had had from them.  The meat, the fat, the skin, everything was good.  ‑ and the feathers made soft pillows to sleep. 

 We lived quietly.  Everyone was healthy.  We didn't know of rushing in the morning to the subway;  to work or to school. That we did not have..  I remember on a hot summer's day, I went to the Hebrew School.  My costume consisted of a single shirt on my body, a very thick one.  When the children saw me in my "fine clothes", they started to make fun of me and laughed at me.  After awhile, they started to make fun of me and laughed at me.  After awhile they started to hit me. Accidentally God was with me.  My sister`s girl friend was passing by and she saved my life from the children and took me home.  After that I didn't go to the school in a one shirt any more.

     Cigarette Making 

 My older sister, Ethel, used to make cigarettes at home and sold it to the stores and houses. With this she helped support the family.  Once she got acquainted with a very rich man who owned a lot of forests. He was Gentile.  He smoked a great deal.  He lived about ten miles from our town.  On Sunday, he would send a carriage with two horses.  She would take me along to help her make the cigarettes.  Friday, he would send us back to get home for the Sabbath.  We went there for about five or six weeks and we were well off.  The wealthy man's name was Rysky.  He lived in a beautiful house with many servants.  He was a very handsome man with a fine black beard.  He used to say to me, "Marushka, let's get married.  I am a Jew.  I have a beard and I don't eat ham." I would giggle and run away.  He was about forty.  I was eleven.  I remember, in the morning, when he would come into the room where we were working, I had to kiss his hand.  I hated to do this because I felt so belittled...  He lived with a common‑law wife, a very common woman.  They had a son.  Many years later he married her. His mother used to come to our room and talk to us and cry about her son; that he had fallen in love with such a common woman when he could have gotten the richest and finest woman in the country..  Every year we would go to his house for five or six weeks and make enough cigarettes for the entire year.  This went on until my sister got married. At the same time I got used to smoking and my sister also smoked in order to get the right blend.  We used to board in a Jewish home and he paid for it.

     My Brothers, Schlemeh, Zizel, Morris and Joe .

 My oldest brother, Schlemeh went to Odessa.  He got married there and they left for America.  My other brother, Zizel, planned to go to America too because he wanted to avoid the four year conscription to the army.  He had no money because he was studying to be a rabbi.  My oldest sister, Sorohinda helped with money and he left home.  When Zizel did not report to the army office, we were fined $300 in rubles.We didn't have the money so they came to our house very often and whatever they found in the house they would make an auction and sell everything.  We had a cow which they sold. They were heartless.  When they couldn't find anything else to sell they stopped coming.  We had a great deal of trouble and aggravation from them and our life was miserable.  My father wrote letters to my brothers in America telling them of the trouble and they started to send us money.  Things got a little better.  Then came the third son, my brother Morris .  My father took him to Minsk to a big doctor who made him deaf on one ear.  Because of that he was rejected from the army.  We were very happy...  At the same time someone squealed and he was called for another examination.. My brother was afraid to go to them and he ran away to America.  Now I had three brothers there.  My fourth brother, Joe, was still a young child and he didn't want to stay home.  He was thirteen years old.  My mother took him to Minsk, to a rich cousin who had a large liquor store. Joe worked there for a short time but didn't like it.  One day he took 25 rubles from the store and ran away to London. He knew Zizel was in London but didn't have his address. Because of his lack of money he had to hide on trains in order to avoid paying and several times jumped off when he was about to be caught.  Finally he reached London.  Knowing that his brother was religious, he went to every synagogue until he found him.  But Zizel was poor and couldn't help him, so Joe got a job in a grocery store;  worked hard ; saved a few dollars and went to New York..So now I have four brothers in America.  My sister, Ethel was an old maid and so the brothers chipped in and sent her a dowry of $30 and she was married .  Now my both sisters are dead...

     James and the Army 
 Now about my fifth brother, James.‑‑ The brothers in American sent him a ticket to come to America.  He was eighteen years old and he had three years to go before he would become a soldier.  My father didn't want him to go to America because he wanted to have one son with him. 

 He said, "At least one son I want to stay with me." So my brother James sent back the ticket and stayed at home.  He thought why should he wait three more years before becoming a soldier?  So he went to the officials and told them he was twenty‑one and they took him into the army for four years. We cried bitterly but it was too late.  He was garrisoned near Warsaw in a town called Kudno.  It wasn't bad there. He worked in the office.  At the same time my brothers wrote to us to come to America.  Before long, my father sold the house and we prepared to go to America.  When we left it was June and we arrived in October.  We had a lot of trouble with the steamship agents.  The agents weren't allowed to send people through London but they did and they were arrested.  We were in Warsaw four weeks until they got out of prison.  Father wanted to take James with us.  He saw an agent and arranged to have him take James across the border into Germany.  The agent said that he should bring James and that then he would take him over.  Father went to Kudno and said that he is sick and is going away for a cure;  that he would like to have his son, James with him for a short time. They gave James permission to go.  I don't remember for how long they allowed him to go and through the night Father brought him to the border.  The agent gave him civilian clothes...At the same time, some other agents found out about it and threatened to report this crime against the government.  They came to the border and asked my father for money.  They were all a bunch of crooks.  My father didn't have enough money and refused.  So they said, "If you won't give us money we will squeal that your son wanted to run away from the army." This was considered a great crime and we would all be severely punished.  Our lives would be worth nothing.  So my father took James back to the garrison.  My brother was late when he reported at the Headquarters and told them he had fallen asleep on the train because he had had several drinks with his father, drank to much and had passed his station.  He got some punishment but I don`t remember for how long or what it was.

     Our Leaving Poland 

 With such great fear, trepidation and troubles, we left Warsaw for London.  On the way to London we had to sneak across the border.  There were many people with us.  We were in a covered wagon and stole across the border at night.  I don't know what the reason was..but at any rate the agents were lining their pockets with money...  In Germany we had to stay in a stable where pigs were.  We were supposed to have "free board" included in the in the arrangements but they cheated us right and left because we were ignorant..and thus we left for London.  In London, we stayed for four weeks ‑ all because of the agent's crookedness.  They had been placed under arrest again for their crooked dealings.  In London, we were starving, because my father had used up his money on the very long trip...  My mother bought a lot of fish for very little money and cooked it and we would buy a little bread and that is all we lived on. .il 5;.pp Once a boy in the house where we were staying, asked me if I wanted to see London.  He took me to a park.  There were a lot of things to see...Everything was wonderful.  I saw the king's palace , Regent Park.  I didn't know the name of the street but suddenly I became afraid and started to cry so he took me home.  One day I found a peanut near the house and ate it.  It was the first one I had ever eaten and it tasted very good....

     On the Ship to America 

 Finally we left for America.  We were on the boat for thirteen days and were very seasick.  We travelled "steerage".  The women and men were separated.  The food was very bad.  The coffee smelled.  My mother had taken hard cheese with her from Russia.  She used to hold the cheese to her nose in order to avoid seasickness.  From the first and second classes they used to take the tablecloths with the bread and throw it overboard.  I begged them for some bread to eat but they refused.  My mother went upstairs and with motions asked a lady for something to eat.  When she brought it to me I danced with joy because I was so starved.  What a miserable trip!!

     New York 
 The day we came to America it was a holiday and they wouldn't let us off the boat.  The same day my brothers came to the boat and they brought a lot of fruit.  We didn't recognize them.  But they recognized me and my parents. When they had left home, I was a little kid.  Now I was a "young lady".  My mother was standing on the deck near the edge.  They recognized her and gave her a whole basket of fruit.  They didn't tell her they were her sons‑ "just like Joseph and his brethren"...  My mother came running to my father and said,"See Laema, what kind of good people there are here.  See what they gave me." We rushed to the basket and began to eat like famished wolves.... 

 On the boat we couldn't eat much because we were so sick and the food was poor but no ‑ our appetites were great!!! After we are, we all went to the same place to get some more (G ‑ Mother told me that she ate a banana with a skin on because she had never seen one before ).  My mother held out her apron and my brothers threw the food to her.  She still didn't know who they were.  Afterwards, they couldn't hold out and made themselves known.  We were very glad when they told us their names and they were very happy with us.  It passed so many years that they hadn't seen their parents ‑ and their parents hadn't seen them...  Such a long time and we were travelling..  They had so much aggravation because of our delay.  Next day we went off the boat.  My brothers came with two little boats and took us down.  We came to my brother, Shlame.  He lived downtown on Suffolk Street on the third floor ‑ Three rooms, a bedroom without window;  toilet in the yard;  water in the hall with a pump;  a little kerosene stove to cook with two burners.  All improvements like today.  We were there for a few weeks and then my brothers took rooms on Monroe Street ‑ four rooms ‑ not far from Jackson Street park.  We were very happy in the house.  A lot of people came to see us ‑‑ lantsleight and relatives..  There was happiness and pleasure..  After a few weeks, we settled down to live a new life.  We found out that my brothers were not rich and that they worked very hard to make a living.  We were very disappointed.  About that time my brother Zizel got married and it was a wonderful wedding.  But I was a greenhorn ‑ only two months in America and I didn't enjoy myself.  Who cared about a greenhorn, ‑ a young girl, her figure like a barrel;  her face red like beets with swollen cheeks?  So who could I interest??  Nobody turned around to look at me.  Just as if I would be at a "stranger's wedding".  I was a lost sheep among strange sheep...

     Work and School 

 In a short time my brother found a place for me to work where there was no "Saturday" work.  They didn't want me to work on a machine where I would lose my "pink cheeks" and where I would have to work on Saturdays, so I worked in that place for seven years; hand work on collars and cuffs for men until I was married.  I went to night school‑ Hebrew Technical School on East Broadway to learn English and read. I didn't pay anything in the house.  I didn't make much money, from $6 to $7 per week but in those days it wasn't bad.  My brothers paid all the expenses..‑ Joe, Morris and Zizel.  I saved money until I had $500.

     Schleme's Wife Goes Insane 

 A few months later my older brother Schleme went South with his wife to Alabama.  There he was a customer peddler to the Negroes and made a nice business.  He stayed for two years. l Once, on a Saturday night, a big husky Negro came to see my brother to pay a bill.  When my sister‑in‑law saw him, she got frightened and lost her mind.  She had always been nervous and had once a nervous breakdown because of a love affair prior to her marrying my brother.  My brother tried to have her cured there but nothing helped.  He decided to come back to New York, thinking that with better doctor, family, etc.  it might help.  ‑ but it didn't help.  We moved from Monroe Street to Cannon Street.  No one knew us in the new house.  We didn't tell anyone about my sister‑in‑law.  We had a lot of trouble with her but never talked to anyone about it.  At the same time she got worse until she got violent.  My brother called up Governeur's Hospital. An ambulance came with a doctor and took her away.  At the same time, the neighbors became menacing and said we should bring her back.  They didn't believe that she was crazy but that she had a bad mother‑in‑law who talked against her and had her sent away..  Talking to them and explaining didn't help and they started a riot.  For a couple of days we were locked up in the house because of them.  We had to have policemen in order to move out of that house.  Thus we had a lot of trouble because we were quiet and didn't want to broadcast our sad news.  Years later, my brother re‑married.  There were no children.  My brother Schleme was in partnership with Zizel in a dry‑goods store. Schleme couldn't agree with Zizel and left him.  He got a job in a big concern where he worked very hard.  He was very brilliant and wrote me some nice poetry which I still have. (G.‑I never saw it) He died from cerebral hemorrhage... 

 A young man, Shapiro, a distant relative used to visit us. He liked me and used to take me out.  Once he took me to Central Park.  I was very glad because I was a Greenhorn and hadn't seen anything.  I hadn't been out anywheres.  When my father found out, he was against my going out with a boy.  He was afraid that I was too young and unlearned in the ways of the world.  But I went out with the boy anyway without telling my father. Only my mother knew and she wasn't against it..  My father found out and told my brother Joe about it.  Joe told me, "Mary you are young and good‑looking and in ten years we will get a better boy and you don't have to go out with Shapiro." Shapiro was really a nice boy but I broke off with him.  A few years passed.  We moved to Governeur Street, corner of Madison Street.

     My Father and Mr. Wellikoff 

 Father went to the Madison Street Synagogue.  There he became acquainted with a very well educated, intelligent man.  They became friendly and spoke about their families.  My father told him he had a daughter and Mr.  Wellikoff told him about his son.  They decided to arrange our meeting.  Once my father came from the synagogue and brought me the boy's pictures to show me.  I said that I didn't like him.  The picture didn't appeal to me but my father didn't like my answer and didn't tell Mr.  Wellikoff about it.  So my father invited Mr.  Wellikoff to our house. When I saw Mr.  Wellikoff, he impressed me greatly.  I liked him very much.  I had great respect for him and I said to my father, "Now his son can come up to see me." ‑ And it was like that..  and his son came up with a pretext to fix a watch..He was a watchmaker.  He took my watch home to fix and he told his father that he liked me.  I wasn't as satisfied.  He didn't impress me greatly.  But I permitted myself to listen to my father's praise of him as a fine and good man and I agreed to see him.  Six weeks later, we were engaged to be married.  From the time of the engagement to the wedding, eleven months passed.  During those eleven months I went through a lot of trouble.

     My Affair with Abraham Wellikoff 

 I was very particular about everything and he was just the opposite.  I liked to be well‑dressed and neat and he didn't care how he was dressed and how he came to my house.  He didn't get dressed up to come to my house.  He used to come in his working clothes and I didn't like that.  I used to aggravate myself and I was ashamed before my friends and I used to quarrel with him steadily because of it and because of that, I didn't get as much pleasure out of my engagement period.  At that time there were no movies and other kinds of pleasures we both didn't know of...  Our only diversion was visiting our mutual families or to go into a park which didn't cost any money.  He never spent any money and our pleasures were limited.  He believed in saving his money. He worked very hard, more in the shop than at home.  Because of his work he used to disappoint me often.  I remember one Friday I said to him that in the evening I would have company;  that he should come early,.  My friends, boys and girls, were coming.  He promised to come early.  My friends came and I was looking for forward to seeing him and I waited and waited until it was late and he didn't come.  All my friends went home and I remained very disappointed.  You can imagine how I felt.  I felt bad and aggravated because of it.  Afterwards, I thought, maybe something had happened to him??  I went to his house.  They lived across the street.  When I came up to them I found out that he was still in the shop.  I got so excited.  In that moment, the door opened and my boy friend came in with his brother Harry.  He gave his entire life for Harry.  Eventually he died because of his overwork ‑ because of his devotion to Harry....

     My First Quarrel With Abraham 

 When he saw me he remained standing at the door and smiled to me and said,""Hello." I didn't answer and I went to the door and pushed him away and went out.  I went home not saying a word to him.  I thought he would come to me the following day to apologized but he didn't come.  He was independent.  If I were angry, he would be angry too.  He didn't come to see me for two weeks.  At the same time my parents asked me about him.  I told my parents what had happened and they told me that I was wrong.  That I had no right to act like that.  I ought to tell him how I felt and forgive him, ‑ not push him away from the door and say nothing to him.  I felt bad after they spoke this way and I didn't know what to do.  How could I fix up this quarrel? Two weeks had passed and I hadn't seen him.  I decided to straighten it out.  One Friday night I decided to do something.  It was beginning ‑‑‑ what would be the end?  I was worried...  Even though I didn't have a great love for him, I didn't want to lose him.  I lay down to sleep but I couldn't sleep.  I thought ‑ What should I do?  To apologize, I didn't want to do.  I finally decided to say a "lie".  Here is the plan...  Saturdays I didn't work.  I got up early and went out in the hall and waited until he would go out to work with his brother Harry.  I crossed the street and came near them.  When they saw me so early in the morning they were surprised.  "Hello, hello," ‑‑ "I am glad to see you." said my boy friend.  "Where are you going so early in the morning?" I answered with my planned excuse, and told them I was at my brother's house last night and his child was very sick.  Therefore I am going early in the morning to see how the child is... .pp;

 Thus we walked a couple of blocks together..  Then my boy friend said said, "You ought to go later to your brother. Now come , I'll take you home." I didn't tell him what I had actually done.  We were both walking to the house and no one was at home.  They had gone to the synagogue and we apologized to each other and spent the time together very nicely.  So ‑ my excuse was successful, and I was very happy.

     My Second Quarrel 

 Now everything is all right again until the second time.  It happened the same thing but this time was worse than the first time.  I got angry. .pp;

 We were invited to my brother Zizel's in‑laws.  When we came there, a nice table awaited us in honor of the future bride and groom.  There was a bowl full of nuts‑ all good things to eat .  My boy friend started to eat nuts and he forgot to stop and he ate everything so much as if he hadn't seen that before.  I felt very bad about it.  I couldn't tell him that he should stop eating so much and I was sitting and aggravating myself until I felt bad and I said, "Come, let's go home." I was so excited that I didn't even notice the streets how to go home.  l didn't talk to him going home and he understood that I was angry at him.  Coming to the house, I went upstairs immediately, saying nothing to him.  I went to sleep with a heavy heart ‑ the way things were going.. But I thought the next day he would come up and straighten things out;  that he would ask me why I got angry an that all would be well again.  But I didn't figure out right.  He was stubborn and he didn't come to see me.

     Quarrel Number 3 

 Again it passed some time until I went to his sister's house, Rose, and met him there.  We became glad again.  Now I remember once more it happened that I got angry at him.. Here I was wrong because I was too naive and very independent.  We had gone out to a park.  We were sitting on a bench and my boy friend felt good and started to have some fun with me.  I didn't like that..  I didn't have too much love for him and I felt very independent like "Graf Patofsky" for him i.e.‑"Look at me, but don't touch"~.  If this were to happen now, I would be much smarter and I wouldn't have given him that kind of treatment.  Now I would be closer to him instead of standing off......   .PP 

I acted insulted...  but those years were different.  It was very foolish of me to act that way.  I said, "Come!  Let's go home!" ‑ and we went home.  Naturally he understood that I was angry at him.  He was angry, too.  Why didn't he want to apologize to me when I was angry?  It was because he was anxious that I should break the engagement.  He was looking for an opportunity.  When I got angry, perhaps I would break up with him.  But he didn't know that I was tired of working seven years in the same place;  a "Greenhorn" without opportunity to meet the kind of men I wanted to and that I looked upon him as "a way out" of it all, to a different life..  He really liked me very much;  more than I liked him but he felt he would not have a happy life with me because I got angry (seemingly to him) over very trivial matters and he thought married life with me would be unsatisfactory.  He used to tell his father that he would never be lucky with me because we could never agree.  He was a very good quiet, placid, even tempered man and I was just the opposite.  I was always excitable, high strung, very particular.  Everything had to be perfect and I didn't have any love for him, so, from everything I made a tragedy.  At the same time, it passed two weeks without seeing him.  I felt very bad...  He didn't come to see me.  Later on, he told me that he used to see me by going up an apartment house across the way from our back flat and look into the living room and watch me......but I never saw him.  This time the quarrel was really bad.  I didn't know what to do.  Where can I see him??  But it had happened again.  One evening I was sitting on the stoop with my girl friend.  She asked me, "Mary, what's the matter that I don't see Mr.  Wellikoff?" I told her that we were angry and told her the whole story.  She started to laugh at me and said that I was wrong and foolish...  that "that" was no reason to get angry.  I felt bad when she told me that;  that I had been such a fool.  At the same time that we were talking, I saw my boy friend going home from work. .sk;

 My girl friend started to run to him and called out,"Mr.  Wellikoff!" She took him by the arm to me and introduced him to me, "Miss Mary Simon meet Mr.Abraham Wellikoff!" and she made us shake hands and again we were good friends...  In this manner I was often wont to quarrel with my boy friend;  being very independent as I was young, pretty and always well‑dressed.  He was just the opposite, negligent in his appearance and never kept his appointments with me. This was really the main reason why we did not agree.  I say "we", however, it was more my fault than his because I was very particular.  If things were not just so, I would fly up into the air.  Because of my exacting nature, it had given me a few pleasant times during our engagement.  On top of all these aggravations, my health was affected, so I went to the country for two weeks to take a rest. .sk;

 When I sent a letter to my parents, I included my regards to my boy friend in the same letter.  I did not write to him and he felt very badly about it.  He then wrote me a letter which was very sarcastic and insulting.  He enclosed postage for me to write him a personal letter so that he wouldn't have to go to my parents` home for any message...  Then I sent him a letter, explaining the reason why I had not written to him..‑ When I left for the country, he had not even so much as thought of buying me a box of candy.  Another boy friend, who was seeing me Another boy friend who was seeing me off at the station had given me a box of candy.  This is what made me feel very bady and that is the reason I had not corresponded with him.

     The Dowry 

 When our fathers had met in the synagogue discussing their children, my father had told his father that I had $500.  Three weeks before the wedding, his father said to my father, Mr. Simon, where is the $500?  We should put it in the bank before the wedding." My father said to him, "I told you that she had $500, but she spent most of the money for the wedding expenses. How much remains ,I do not know."  When his father heard this he became very angry and said to my father, "If I don't get the $500, there won't be any wedding.  All would be over." My father came home from the synagogue, very excited...  I asked him for the reason for this and he answered that he had an argument with Mr.  Wellikoff.  I asked him,"Why did you have an argument?" My father then told me that Mr.  Wellikoff had said there would not be a wedding, if we did not give him the $500.  The reason he was so adamant in receiving the money was because he had told his son that he was to get $500.  I calmed my father and told him not to be aggravated, and said,"Don't mind what he said to you.  I will see my boy friend and everything will be alright." I went to my boy friend's shop where he was working with his brother which was located near the Brooklyn Bridge, 62 Gold Street, New York.  When my boy friend saw me coming, he was very much surprised to see me there.  "What made you come here?" My answer was, I'm looking for work." He asked me why I was looking for work and I answered him,"Because your father said that we would not be married unless I gave him the $500." My boy friend laughed heartily at this and said, "Don't worry and never mind what my father said.  I am NOT marrying you for money and I'm NOT asking you for any money.  My father will get over that nonsense, so just forget about it." (G. my memories of my father was a loving one of a very kind person). So our conversation ended.

     Our Marriage 

 Notwithstanding all the arguments, aggravations and above all without any love, we were married.  (G "I remember Mama saying that when she had met Harry,Dad's brother, she had been very attracted to him).  However, after we were married, I felt entirely differently towards him and we lived very happily together.  We lived poorly but we were satisfied.  I asked my husband how much he would be able to draw weekly and he replied, "Twelve dollars a week." He was a partner with his brother Harry, in the stamping and dyeing business. .pp 

 We had a three room apartment on Henry Street for which we paid $l4 a month. The $l2 he was supposed to receive dwindled downs to much less.  Many times we would get a notice for a dispossess because of the inability to pay the rent. But somehow we managed on his small allowance..  We spent a very pleasant evening in the shop and we stayed there quite late.  After we left the shop, we took a walk through the park, until it was quite late.  Meanwhile, at home, my parents were worried because it was so late and I had not returned.  They could not imagine where I had disappeared to.  I had left the house at five o'clock in the afternoon and did not return until almost 2 A.M.  My brother James went to look for me and he met me coming home with my boy friend.  He threw his arms around me and wept.  He cried, "My dear sister!  We didn't know what had happened to you." When we came into the house, my parents were comforted..  When I explained everything, they were very happy, knowing that everything had turned out all right.  Three weeks later we were married.  MAZELTOV!!  We had a private wedding at my brother Morris' home.  At that time he lived uptown on l03rd Street.  We fixed up a three‑room apartment.  We lived frugally.  I would cook a supper for my husband which usually consisted of one‑half pound meat that cost six cents, 2 cents beans and one cent barley for the soup.  For 9 cents, we had a complete supper.  After we finished our meal, my husband would play the violin and I would sing.  Thus, we would enjoy ourselves.  All __r neighbors used to envy the happy life we lived.  My day's expenses amounted to 25 cents.  In the afternoon I would have a piece of herring, a potato and a glass of tea for dessert.  We had a third floor, rear apartment, a coal stove, and the bathroom in the hall which we shared with another tenant with all improvements, like today...no warm water and no bath...  However, we were satisfied and with all these miserable surroundings, we were not deterred from having children.

     The Births of Harry, Betty, Phillip and Joseph 

 We started "manufacturing together" and nine months after we were married, I gave birth to my son, Harry.  I suffered a great deal at his birth;  suffering for three days with labor pains.  After his birth, we had a "bris" with a big dinner.  I was ill for six weeks following my confinement.  One day we wished to visit my parents.  I was still weak, so he carried me downstairs and lifted me into a hired horse and buggy which took us to my parents' home in Harlem on l25th Street.  I stayed there until I felt better and then returned to my own home.  Shortly afterwards, I was again pregnant with my daughter, Betty.  This was fifteen months after I had given birth to my first child.  She was a good child and she did not have to be coaxed too long in coming into this world.  She arrived with "music" in our Henry Street apartment.  Seeing as how she was a "lady", it wasn't nice enough for her to live on Henry Street, so we moved to a nicer apartment on 111th Street, between Madison and Park Avenues where my parents lived in a connecting house.  I was able to go into their home through the fire escape.  We had four rooms for which we paid $15.60 a month rent.  I rented out one of the rooms to an elderly man in order to defray expenses.  In the winter time we used but two rooms,‑ the kitchen, and the bedroom.  The parlor room had to be closed because it was too cold.  Now that we lived in Harlem we began to have more children..  There I gave birth to my son, Phillip.  Betty was seventeen months older than he.  For a short time, I was in labor pains.  We made a nice "bris" and dinner and all the family enjoyed themselves.  The business of having children was successful but I worked overtime...  Not long afterwards I gave birth to my son, Joe.  Dr. Goldberg, an old friend of the family, had (previously) aided me.

     At Joe's Bris .

 At Joe's bris I engaged the same "moyel", to perform the operation as I had previously at Phillip's "bris".  Before this ceremony , an old man from the synagogue came and told me that my father ‑in‑law, Mr.  Wellikoff, had sent him over to officiate at the bris as a "moyel".  I told him I had already engaged a "moyel".   He went away and shortly afterwards returned and said, "Mr. Wellikoff said that if you don't take me as a "moyel" he won't come to the bris."  I replied,"Tell Mr. Wellikoff, that in that case we will have the "bris" without him."  Six weeks passed and my mother‑in‑law came over to invite me to her home for dinner.  I refused, because I was still angry at my father‑in‑law for the way he acted.  She grabbed the baby, bundled him up and ran out.  I followed, and when I arrived there my mother‑in‑law said that if she had the "Kelbel, vert the bahemeh noch lafen" ‑meaning, that if she took the calf, the cow would run after her.  When I  came into the house, I did not speak a word to my father‑in‑law.  However, he came over to me and said,"Mazel tov! Mary!" .pp;

 I had quite a  bit of trouble with feeding Joe.  I had to go with him to Mount Sinai Hospital where the doctor prescribed a special formula which would agree with him.  With his poor appetite and delicate constitution, he grew up well.  We were still poor, but satisfied.  No one knew our struggles because I never complained.  My husband was then earning $l8 a week.

     Gert is born .il 5;.p

p When Joe was l3 months old, I gave birth to Gertrude. Business was going better and better.  Before Gertrude's birth, my husband had broken his arm and was unable to work for six weeks. We had no money saved and we were unable  to pay the expenses for my confinement. My parents knew of this, so they told my brothers about it.  They gave me $25‑ $l0 went to the doctor, $l0 to the nurse and the remaining $5 was used for household expenses.  Dr. Goldberg, who attended me, was always wonderful to me, showing me the best care and receiving very small remuneration in return for his services.  Don't think that I was aggravated or worried; nothing bothered me.  I was content and very pleased with my "new guest" who rode into the world with music.  I received her as well as the others. (G. when Mother's father saw me he said,"Dus is nisht a sheine kind" and Mother felt very badly about it. "This is not a pretty child"). .pp;

 In a short time, I was pregnant again with my daughter, Lena.  At the same time my father died.  My brothers took rooms for me in 175th Street and Fulton Avenue.  Mama was to live with me and they paid with me and they paid the rent $25.  It was near Crotona Park.  My lot was much better.  I lived happily.  My husband worked in the Bush Terminal in Brooklyn.  He earned $l8 per week.  He had to pay double fare and he asked me to move to Brooklyn but I didn't want to.  I knew that there was a Christian neighborhood.  When I said, "No", it remained "No".  Whatever I said, remained so.  My husband never disagreed with me.  Two years later my mother died.  I rented one bedroom to my niece Tillie.  She paid me $l0 a month.

    Problems with Neighbors 

 I got $8 a month for another room which I had rented to a man. My brother James begged me to let them pay half of the rent, but I refused.  I didn't want any help from them.  Thus I was able to keep the rooms.  My landlord was very bad.  He didn't like to have me because of the children.  I lived there for two years and had a lot of trouble.  Finally he made me move.  I moved to another house on the same street.  This landlord was better. There I gave birth to my son, Louis.  Again I had a nice "bris" and a nice dinner;  and again, a poor but happy life.  I was satisfied.  My landlord was a lantsman.  He had lived four miles from my town and had known my father's family.  They had been the nicest people in his town.  He respected me because of I always paid on time there but the neighbors were very bad to me.  They were very cranky.  They didn't like the idea of having a poor woman with a lot of children in the same house, because I wasn't particular about dressing myself and the children, as they were. I didn't have the time to take care of the clothing of the children.  Whatever my sister‑in‑law, Rose made for them, that they wore‑ big, narrow, short, etc., as long as they were covered and warm.  As far as buying ready‑made clothing was concerned, I couldn't afford it.  I didn't care for it.  I only took care that the children had enough to eat.They had plenty of fresh air and the extra time I didn't have.  Some of the neighbors had one or two or no children.  That's why they didn't like me.  They kept complaining to the Landlord to make me move.  They told him that his property was cheapened by taking in a poor woman with little children.  But he couldn't do it.  He used to tell them that he got the best rent from me because I always paid on time.  Then he said that he knew my family and they were the nicest people in his town.  So he didn't have the heart to make me move.  Shortly before Easter, he painted many apartments.  I had lived there for two years.  I felt badly about it and felt disgraced when he refused to do it.  Then I said to my husband,"Now I will move to Brooklyn." I had suffered a great deal from the neighbors.  When I hung a blanket on the line they said I kept the sun away from the windows.  I used to hang up the diapers and they hollered that I made the air smelly.  Thus I lived ‑ like an inquisition.

     Purchase of food 
 We were very poor.  I used to gather newspapers and bring it to the fish store on Friday afternoon.  I would get two lbs of fish for Saturday.  Nobody knew about it.  I would buy a quarter of a chicken for Saturday.  At that time it cost l5 cents for a quarter of a chicken.  That was Friday night's supper.  For Saturday I had a couple of herrings and that was Saturday's meal. I used to think they were talking about me, but because I never complained to anybody about my poor living.  My rent was $23.  As long as there was enough to eat for the children.  In the morning I used to take the children to the park to avoid having the neighbors see me so much around the house.  I used to take 3 or 4 quarts of milk ‑ At that time it cost only 4 cents a quart in a big pitcher and 3 dozen stale rolls, a nickel a dozen.  I stayed with them the whole day in the park.  When they were hungry, they used to sit around the pitcher of milk and each one would dip a roll into the milk and they ate with a big appetite.  They would play the whole day in the park until the evening.  When my husband came home from work I used to cry and tell him what was happening because of the neighbors criticism of me.  I felt superior to them.  I was my father's daughter and who and who were they?  I felt as if they were beneath me and yet they could gossip about me.  My husband used to laugh at my aggravation. "What do you care about them as long as I love you?" ‑ But I wasn't satisfied with that answer alone.  In that house I only had one neighbor with whom I was friendly.  She had five daughters and I had seven children..  .  We used to talk over our troubles.  But she had a different character.  She didn't mind the gossip as much as I did.  After awhile, she moved three blocks away.  We kept our friendship.

     Worried about another pregnancy 

 After all the trouble I had with the neighbors, a misfortune happened to me.  I found out that I was pregnant again.  To my aggravation and worry there wasn't anyone who could feel as badly as I.  I did all sorts of things, everything anyone told me, but nothing helped.  In the evening my husband and I went to our friend's house.  Her name was Mrs.  Gendel.  I told her about my trouble.  I cried bitterly about it.  "What shall I do now?  I must do something to myself!" Whatever she told me, didn't help. I was very excited and told her that tomorrow I would go to Dr. Goldberg and ask him to do something to help me.  I would do anything only to get rid of my pregnancy.  I even had an argument with my husband because he was guilty.  I was so angry and told him that I didn't care for my life.  I would do anything because the neighbors would mortify me anyhow.  I wouldn't have any place to hide.  With a broken heart, we went home.  My husband begged me not to do anything.  I shouldn't aggravate myself so much. But the more he spoke to me, the more heartbroken I was about it all.  When we came home I took a hot bath and mustard and put hot bricks to my back, but nothing helped.  With a broken heart I went to sleep with the thought that tomorrow I would go to the doctor and get rid of it.  Lying in bed I planned what I would say and do but I couldn't go to sleep.

     My Dream 

 A little later I fell asleep and this is what I saw in my dream, my mother lying on the ground, dead.  Around her were candles lit just as it had happened and in the same place.  I was sitting, facing her.  I held my son Louis on my lap.  He crept down from my lap and started to go to the lights of the candles and to my dead mother.  I was afraid to go near my mother and I asked the old man to give me the baby.  His answer was, if I wouldn't do anything to the child inside of me, he would give me my baby.  I promised him I wouldn't hurt it and he gave me my baby....  When I woke up from my sleep, I felt very troubled about the dream.  I started to think what the dream meant, and I thought that if I did anything to myself, I might lose two children at one time, the baby I was carrying and my son, Louis. With these thoughts I didn't go to the doctor and I remained pregnant.  In the morning I told my husband and I said, "Now I will run away from the Bronx. " From everybody, from the "swell" ladies, I got rid of them and we moved to Brooklyn.

     We moved to Brooklyn 

 I left family there, a Jewish neighborhood and here in Brooklyn, I am all alone among Gentile people.  I didn't like the idea but I had to do it.  But as time went on, I got used to it and was satisfied.  Nobody bothered me and the Gentile neighbors were much better than the Jewish neighbors to me.  I felt good that I had gotten rid of all my troubles.  The neighborhood was by far not as nice as the Bronx, but I had peace.  In the house where I lived there were eight nationalities.  I was the only Jew.  I lived on 33rd Street between 3rd and 4th Avenues.  On Third Avenue, there was a Jewish grocery and Butcher store and my husband used to work very nearby.  He would come home for dinner. I began to feel very happy.  I had four rooms.

     Neighbors and Janitress 

 The rent was $l5 a month.  My neighbors were very friendly to me and I was the same to them.  Once I got sick and so they took care of my children.  They were very kind to me.  They cooked for them;  gave them to eat and we lived so happy with each other. My children were very good and quiet.  They never had a fight with any children.  They never made any noise.  I remember, there was a German woman, a janitoress.  She used to tell me that on the second floor, she had a family with two children and she had more trouble from them than from my seven.  She told the landlord and he reduced my rent by $2.  This shows how satisfied they were with me and the children.  At the same time the children got older and they went to school.  From school, they used to go to the Hebrew School.  Thus life went on, happy and satisfied.  As it came near winter, I and the children used to go to the factories to gather wood for the winter to save coal.  We lived in a cold flat, not like the Bronx.  I don't remember how long. I slept with the children in one bed.  My niece Dora came to live with us.  In the second bedroom Dora and Betty slept together. My husband slept on the floor with a couple of children.  Thus we managed with the sleeping and I am still pregnant (with Frances). I had swollen legs.  I couldn't walk around.  I was weak but I did my work..  Every night my husband would bandage my legs and in the morning take the bandage off.  My brothers were in business and were quite rich.  My sisters‑in‑law used to go out every summer in the country to the big and fancy hotels.  But I didn't mind that.  I used to say, "You have pleasure from the hotels and I have pleasure from my children.  That is a better investment. " I was away from the Bronx and got rid of the "swell ladies" and I was satisfied.  In those years the Bronx was very elegant.  The ladies there were puffed up just like turkeys ready for a feast ‑ and so my life was a happy one, poor but contented....  I had a friend of mine, a baker.  He used to bring me stale bread, a big bag, a cloth bag ‑ stale rolls in a sack. I used to put the bread into the stove to make it fresh.  The rolls were good with hot tea and I used to make pancakes from them.  I never bought any fresh bread or rolls.  I never had any cake, candy or ice cream for the children.  The only time they had candy was when some guests would come to the house with candy for them.  They never asked me for anything because they knew they wouldn't get it.  Thus our life went on.  I wasn't feeling well the last time in my pregnancy.  I was very weak and the baby inside was also weak.  

     Frances is Born .

 Usually, before the confinement, the baby starts moving downward, but this baby lay still inside of me.  I was so sick, I couldn't even walk around but still I had to take care of the house and the children.  Nowadays I wonder how I could have managed it all but I did it.  I had a very hard time of it with her birth.  Dr. Goldberg came from New York with a nurse.  When he saw that he would have a hard case with me, he told my husband to call another doctor.  I was drugged and it took a long time before she was taken out ‑ feet first..  She was half‑dead and it took him a long time before he brought her back to life.  Dr.  Goldberg was my dear friend.  He was so good to me.  He used to charge me only $l0 for a confinement.  Because he came to Brooklyn, I gave him $l5.  If it hadn't been for him, I don't think my baby would have lived.  She was named Frances, Mother's holy name, the first named child after my mother's death.. .pp;

 Also, because of my dream which I had about her, I named her Frances.  It was very hard to raise her because she was very sickly.  Whatever I gave her didn't agree with her until I went to the Milk Station on l8th Street and 4th Avenue.  She was nine months old and weighed only nine pounds.  I carried her on my hands ‑so sickly;  ‑ she was more dead than alive..  When I came to the milk station they put her on the scale and were amazed to find out out little she weighed..  You can imagine how she looked.  I went with her to the milk station every day and in a couple of weeks she gained a few ounces.  I was very happy with the doctor that attended to her.  I thought they would cure her and that she would be well.

     Childhood Illnesses 

 My daughter, Gertrude, came from the street and brought with her "whooping cough".  My daughter, Lena and my "gerutena" (very odd) baby also caught the whooping cough and my "happiness" knew no equal....  I went to the milk station again and when they found out that she had whooping cough, they wouldn't let me in.  I started to cry.  "What can I do with such a sick baby with whooping cough and so weak?" They had pity on me and promised to send a nurse to my house every day.  She used to make the bottles for the baby.  The doctor said to me that if I wanted my baby to live I should be out in the street and near the water with her, day and night..  It was very hard to do this but when you must ‑ there is no question about it...  My older children helped me a little and I stayed in the street with my "gerutina" baby. Afterwards they sent a doctor from the Board of Health to help the children, but he said he couldn't do anything for them.  He told me to go to a hospital on 6th Avenue and 7th Street.  There, something would be done to make the coughing easier.  That was very far from 33rd Street... .sk .pp 

 I don't know how often I went with them.  I had a large carriage and I put the three children in it.  Joe and Louis walked on the side.  The oldest children were in school.  For ten weeks I struggled with them until they all got well.  I finally won against sickness.  I breathed easier now.  Throughout that entire time I didn't eat or sleep.  I neglected myself and everything , but I was satisfied that they were well again..  Before long my gerutina baby got bronchitis..  Luckily the doctor took good care of her and in a few days she was well again.  Thank God again!! One evening, the children were all asleep.  It was about eleven o'clock.  My husband was "in harness" at Harry's shop.  I wasn't sleeping yet..  Gertie woke up with the "croup".  If not taken care of right away, the child could choke to death.  I was very frightened..  When I heard the croup cough, I began to feel very badly.  Here I was, all alone in the house, but I left my children all alone and went to the drug store He gave me a medicine and told me to stay up the whole night with the child. I ran home with a broken heart.  I came into the house and wanted to give her the medicine, but she didn't want to take it.  You could imagine how I felt.  I started to cry and said, "Gitele, if you wouldn't take the medicine, you are going to die!" My words had an effect on her and she took the medicine.  I didn't sleep the whole night and I took care of her and God helped me and she got well.  (G :  Mama went to the synagogue and had another name given to me "Chaia"‑meaning "Joy").  This is how one raises children.  But this isn't all.  I have much more to write about sickness.  God helped me and they always got well..  I never neglected them.  Whenever a child got sick I went to the doctor immediately and took care of them right away.  I didn't wait until it would be too late.  One must be on the lookout for illnesses and take care of them as they come up just like a soldier takes care of his post.  That is how a mother has to watch her children. .pp 

 When I lived in the Bronx, I went through a lot with their sicknesses.  One time I noticed that my son, Harry, had fever.  I called the doctor and he said that Harry had the measles.  After him a few more had the measles at one time but fortunately they all got well.  Once it happened with Phil that he got fever. Right away, I called the doctor.  He gave Phil some pills to lower the fever.  At the same time I noticed that it didn't help much.  Then a neighbor came into my house and told me to give him castor oil to make him feel better.  I listened to her and gave it to him.  He didn't want to take it but I forced him.  Right away he got convulsions and remained stiff on my hands ‑ almost dead..  I started to holler!  All the neighbors came into the house and sent for a doctor.  They pushed me out of the house because they couldn't do anything while l was around.  They gave him a hot mustard bath and wrapped him in a "talis".  The doctor came and stuck needles into him but he didn't feel it until luckily he recovered.  If I hadn't listened to my neighbor, this wouldn't have happened.  Once again Gitele became sick and also got high fever.  She was then a baby.  I kept her on my lap.  Her heat was so great that my whole face was burning.  We didn't have any telephone so I had to run a couple of blocks to the phone to call the doctor.  I was so upset that I hadn't combed my hair. My face was very red.  When children playing in the street saw me with a red face and all upset, they thought I was a drunkard and had just had a good time.  They began to run after me.  I couldn't get rid of them.  I felt so ashamed and then I was so heart broken about my baby.  I didn't know what to do.  I ran into a store and hid myself from the children until they went away. Then I called up Dr.  Goldberg and he came.  He told me she had the grippe.  Again things went all right and she got well

     Joe is Hurt 

 Where I lived in Brooklyn, an empty lot was near my house.  Joey, at that time was out all alone.  He was playing on the lot. Someone on the second floor dropped out a milk bottle.  It hit him on the head.  She hadn't seen him playing there.  I was busy in the house, cleaning out the beds of "vonzenm" (bed bugs) which was disturbing our sleep.  I didn't know what had happened until the janitor carried Joey in.  He was bleeding from the head.  I started to holler and cry and asked her what happened.  She told me and we ran to the drug store with him.  The druggist refused to do anything and said to call an ambulance and take him to the hospital.  The ambulance came and at the hospital they took seven stitches and brought him home.  Again, good...

     Lena's Trouble 
 We got a new janitress in the house.  A Polish woman.  She had a daughter the same age as my Lena.  They were playing together and had a fight.  The janitress ran after Lena with a strap and gave her a beating.  She got hysterical from fright and pain.  I heard her crying and ran out into the hall.  I looked at her body and I showed all the neighbors the marks from the strap.  The neighbors came together when they heard the noise and they said to me, "You don't have to be quiet about the janitress' stupidity." I was very aggravated that a woman should have the nerve to hit someone else's child.  It happened that children fight and after awhile they get glad and play again.  I knew that I wouldn't fight with her.  Even when Joe was hit in the head with a bottle, I didn't fight with that woman because she didn't mean to hit him ‑ even though all the neighbors had told me to go to court and she would have to pay a fine for throwing out a bottle on the lot.  With the janitress I couldn't fight because I knew my troubles;  that I had to keep quiet;  she could go to the landlord and tell him just the opposite that she had trouble with my children.  I just said to her, "How would you have liked it if I had hit your child?" ‑ and I let it go at that..  All the neighbors were aroused against her.  How does she come to hit someone else's child?  They waited for her husband and told him that.  Her husband said that she was wrong, and they had a fight.  The next day she went to the landlord and told him that she had a lot of trouble from my children;  that he should make me move and so it was...  The landlord came up, knocked at my door and said to me that I would have to move from his house.  I asked him "Why?" He said, "Your children are bad and they are making too much trouble.  When you moved from the Bronx they were good but now they are spoiled." I told him the story but it didn't help and he went away...  You could imagine how I felt..  I began to cry and said to the children, "Where will I go now?  What will I do?" When the children saw me crying, they started to cry also...  I knew that no one would let me in with so many children even though they were very good, but no one would know that.  l felt very bad ‑ with my broken furniture, I also couldn't move into any house. When my husband came home from work I told him and said, " See what that janitress does to us..  You must go to the landlord and give him a dollar more for rent and ask him to let us stay on; that janitress told him a lie."

     Desire for our own Home 

 My husband went to the landlord and told him about it.  He refused to take the dollar and said, "You can remain in the rooms." When my husband came home with the good news I was overjoyed as if I would win a sweepstake..  It was double the joy because the janitress didn't have her satisfaction and I remained.  But I told my husband, I didn't have the strength to live through all my troubles;  we must buy a house for ourselves, even a stable ‑ only to have our own place so that I would get rid of all the troubles and to have a corner for my children.  I had had enough from landlords, neighbors and janitors...  Now it must end my poor life, all my troubles...  Throughout my poor life I had managed to save $400 in the bank.  I didn't have any big expenses ‑ Rent‑$l3, not dressing the children..  My sisters‑in‑law took care of dressing the children.  Rose sewed for them and Mary bought them ready made coats, hats and suits. So I was able to save up a dollar here and there.  My husband's pay was $l8.  He had a policy and so we got $400 from the policy so we had $800.  We started to look for a house.  We got a bargain to buy the house that I live in now.  For $3300 and we fixed the upstairs to rent out.  This cost us another $200. Right away we rented to two sisters the top floor for $l4.50. They lived with us for sixteen years.  At the end they were paying $40.  My husband gave a $l00 deposit and he came home with happiness.  He told us he had bought the house.  The joy and happiness to me was unequalled in the world.  I told all my children and went dancing with them in a circle from great joy. When my sisters‑in‑law heard about it, they came to see it.  Mary didn't like the neighborhood and said to me, "Mary, I'll give you the $l00 deposit but don't buy the house.  I don't like the neighborhood.  With all the Christians how will you raise up your children?  What will you make out of them?  That isn't a neighborhood for them nor a place for you to live there." I explained all my troubles to her ‑ in what condition I found myself and what troubles I had from janitors, etc.  But she didn't consider it an excuse.  But I didn't listen to her and did what I wanted with my own brains...  

  .pp;

 We bought the house and we weren't sorry for it.  When we moved in we made a house warming and we invited the whole family and made a nice party and it was by us 'nusen mit simche' and I was satisfied with my luck;  that I had finally gotten my own house and I had gotten rid of all my troubles and that finally we had started to live with joy and thus time went on....

     Infantile Paralysis and Cancer? 
 In a short time infantile paralysis broke out.  In Brooklyn it was worse than elsewhere.  So we locked up our house and went to the in‑laws.  We stayed there for eleven weeks until it lessened a bit and we returned home.  At the same time, when I was in the Bronx, I didn't feel good.  I had pains in my legs and couldn't walk around.  I went to a hospital.  I had a swelling as big as a nut in my breast.  I showed it to the doctor and he said to me that I must get rid of it.  If not, I would die.  I got worried about it.  They said they would operate on me immediately if I wanted to.  When I came home to my family, I told them the news. They gave me encouragement and told me not to worry.  The next day I went to the Lincoln Hospital where they told me the same thing.  Then they called in a professor and six students.  The professor said that if I neglected it that it would develop into a cancer.  I asked "How long would I have to stay in the hospital?. They said, "I would have to stay for two weeks". Again I came home and cried and told them the story.  The children cried with me.  My husband's family liked me very much. I was like one of them.  On the next day I went to the Mount Sinai Hospital.  There they said the same thing but that I wouldn't have to stay in the hospital.  After the operation, I would be able to go home.  This made me feel better.  The next day I went to Dr.  Goldberg with my sister‑in‑law, Rose.  He made the operation with another doctor.  He found that another one was growing on the same place.  He tied up my arm with the breast.  I had to go to him every other day until it healed.  I was very thankful to God.  It healed up in a short time and I felt good. I paid him $l5 for the operation.  Dr.  Goldberg knew I was poor and even though the operation would have cost more, he didn't ask for much.  Now I went home , and I started housework again‑‑ busy with the children.

     Frances .

 Frances was a little baby ‑ two years old.  One morning I was very busy sending the children to school;  giving them breakfast, dressing them, washing them, combing their hair and saying prayers with them.  At the same time I didn't notice that the baby went out of the house into the middle of the street.  She walked as far as Prospect Avenue and walked in the middle of the street to Third Avenue.  A woman saw her.  The autos were running and the baby walking in the middle of the street!  She brought the baby to a policeman.  He asked her to take the baby to a police station.  The baby fell asleep on her hands.  She sat in the station and waited until the mother would come.  In the meanwhile, I had sent the children off to school.  I looked for the baby but couldn't find her.  I searched the house and went into the street.  I became frantic and started to cry, "Where is my baby?" I felt as if I were going to faint.  I went to the police station and asked them if they had found a baby.  They told me, "The bride didn't arrive yet." I told them my address and the way she was dressed.  Coming home, I was standing in the street crying again.  I didn't know where to look for her.  In a short time I saw a policeman looking at the numbers of the houses.  I ran to him and he said, "Go to the station.  Your baby is there." You can imagine my joy when I heard that.  When saw her, she said, "Mama".  She couldn't talk.  She was a very bright child..

     More illness .

 Once my son, Harry, came from school and said, "Mama, I got a sore throat." I was busy with the housework and I said, "Go to Mr. Simon in the drug store and he will give you something." When Harry came backs he said, "Simon said that you should take me to the doctor." I waited until my husband came home from work and he took Harry to the doctor and Harry had diphtheria.  The doctor brought some anti‑toxin and he found out that Phil, Louis and my baby were infected.  Things looked very black to me...  The others didn't have it yet.  He gave them injections.  Joey fainted from the infection.  Before the doctor gave them the needle, they hid all over the house.  (G.  I remember running up and down the stairs and hiding in the closet to avoid getting the injection).  Then Joey said, "I'll be brave and be the first one." Then he fainted..  The children hollered cried until we talked to them and they kept quiet an finally they gave in and were injected.  Four children were put upstairs and four downstairs, sick.  It was just as if they would be paralyzed.  My sister‑in‑law, Rose took care of the well children and I took care of the sick ones.  I wore a rubber coat and gloves.  My gerutine baby almost choked.  The doctor came every day.  We took care of them with all kinds of medicines and in about six weeks they were all right.  Thank God, we got them through it safely. Once again, something happened to my baby...  I went to a grocery store on Third Avenue.  It was before Easter time.  Most of the children were at school.  I said to her, "Stay in the house.  I will be back soon." After I had left, she went out and sat on the sidewalk with her feet in a puddle of water.  She was having fun..  When I came home and saw what she was doing I became afraid and took her into the house;  put her on the the table and dried her feet with warm clothes.  In the evening she had fever. I sent for the doctor and he examined her.  He told me that she had pneumonia.  You can imagine how I felt..  "Az a chlimazel is duz geven.  Vuz aze fiel ergene." ("as a terrible behavior, this is what happens..What a lot of trouble she gave me").  But she got well.  Once my daughter, Gitele, came home from school and didn't feel good and had fever.  I called the doctor and he told me she had pneumonia.  (G.  ‑ I remember the weak feeling and the lemon flavored medicine.) You can imagine how l felt..  But I was used to these troubles and I only hoped to God that he should help me and that my child should get well.  Here I am so busy with the children;  sending them to school;  making the stove to warm the house;  giving them to eat and to take care of the sick child and the baby wasn't yet well from her pneumonia.  But I had strength and I took care of everything with God"s help.  But to envy me, it wasn't worthwhile...  I went through so much sickness ‑ but fortunately she got well.  But how much strength I lost; how much aggravation and worry I had.  Many times I didn't eat or sleep but I took care of my children that they should be well. Thus went the daily life.  The children were still going to public school and when they came home from school, they all went to the Hebrew School.  When they came home from the Hebrew School, they played in the backyard.  In the evening I used to teach them how to write Hebrew.  Some of them still remember and they write well.  Until they were fourteen, they all went to Hebrew School.  When Gertie and Lil were l0 and 8, the teacher announced to all the members in the school that they would make an entertainment in the shul (the synagogue).  The shul was packed with people and Gertie and Lil got up and recited.  The teacher said they were the best students..I felt good..It was the biggest pleasure to me when I heard how they recited the Shiminesre by heart (G still remember) and afterwards , they translated into English (G. not this) and got the first prize. (little bibles in Hebrew).  I had so much honor and pleasure, sitting and hearing my libele madelachs.  (little girls).  I gave them a good education in Yiddish.  I used to go to shul (synagogue) with them every Saturday and when I didn't go with them, they went alone...  In the house I used to say with them, "brochehs, krishma" and said prayers for everything and they all obeyed me.  My husband always agreed with me and whatever I did, he felt was right...  Thus we lived, poor but satisfied.  I knew my children weren't hungry and were well.  I was happy.  I never gave them fancy food but plain, good food.  When the children came home from Hebrew School, they played in the yard.  They made "stores".  Paper was money..  I gave them food to "sell".  Bread, potatoes, butter vegetables.  They used to "buy" and eat with a big appetite.  Thus the days went on.  I tried to keep them away from the Christian children.  When my son, Harry was thirteen, we made a nice Bar Mitzvah.  We had great pleasure in the shul. Schnaps and lekach and on Sunday, we had a nice party in the house.  We invited the whole family to the house. My son made a nice speech in Yiddish and English and we had a good time.  That we loved to see our son's Bar Mitzvah, like all parents when the first son gets Bar mitzvahed.  A year later, he graduated from public school.  My husband played the violin and Harry played it too.  We all had a good times.  The children were singing and dancing and we had a lot of fun.

Abraham dies 

 I remember my sister‑in‑law, Mary, said' "Abe, you don't look so good.  You ought to see a doctor." My husband laughed at her.... He never complained that anything was wrong with him.  I said that he works very hard.  When the war started, they changed his time from daytime to night work and he didn't have enough rest and sometimes, after work, he used to go to his brother in the shop and help him work.  He never cared for himself....  He should have come home after work and have a rest...  But he remained there in the shop to work..  That was the kind of a person he was..  His pay at that time, during the war time, was between $50 and $60 a week.  He never asked for a raise.  There was no union at that time...  The wages before the war averaged $l8.  He had to do a lot of overtime work to make the $50 per week.  When I used to tell him that he didn't have enough rest and that he works hard, he used to say, "Now is the time to take in all you can.  This is war time and we will be able to pay off the house." The last Friday of his life, he was at home for supper.  After supper, he said to me, "I will go to the shop for a short time and I will come home soon." I waited for him but I couldn't wait any longer and I went to sleep.  He came home at 7 in the morning.  My son, Harry slept downstairs and Papa said to  tell Harry  "Don't tell Mama when I came home. " But when I came downstairs, I understood that he was working the whole night.  Of course I told him that  I knew he  had worked the whole night, but I couldn't do anything.  Sunday he was home.  That was very seldom ‑ It was a rare thing for him to be home on Sunday and not go to his brother's shop.  Monday he went to work in the daytime.  Tuesday, the same and he was home for dinner.  That was very seldom ‑ That was the first time that he should come home for dinner.  I couldn't understand why he had come home because I wasn't home.  My daughter, Gitele gave him his dinner and after he ate he said, "Tell Mama that I'll be home.  I`m working overtime and I'll get home at 9."  When I came home Gitele told me that Papa had been home.  When the time came for him to go home, he fell down dead...  I cooked supper, ‑ a soup, meat, beans and barley.  I gave the children supper and left supper for my husband and put the children to sleep.

  My daughter, Bessie was in the Bronx with my in‑laws;  she was visiting them.  I went to take a mikveh (special kind of bath) and expected to have a good time with my husband....  I left the children all alone..  I was expecting my husband to come home at nine  o'clock.  Instead of seeing my husband, I saw a policeman standing and waiting for me outside the house.  He asked my name and I answered him and he said that I should come to 23rd Street to a Police Station.  I asked him what had happened.  I got frightened.  He said, "When you come, you will find out."  He didn't want to tell me that my husband had  died.  But he told Miss Kelly, (our tenant) before I had come home.   Then he said to me that my husband is arrested.. I  told him that it must be a mistake;  my husband is a good man and never had any  quarrel with anyone.. I couldn't believe it.  I gave myself courage that now it is war time and you mustn't talk.  Maybe he said something and they had him arrested.  Although I didn't believe even that.  I went into the house to see.  Perhaps he is at home.  But all the while he was lying dead at the station.  I went into the house and saw that the supper wasn't touched so I saw that it must be the truth. 

  I called Miss Kelly and asked her to go with me because I was very excited and couldn't go by myself. We went to the station.  The captain started to talk to me and  little by little he told me of my sorrow.  He told me that I wasn't the only one to whom that had happened.  But I was heart‑broken and collapsed.  When I came to myself, I asked him to take me to my husband.  But he refused. He said that he wasn't there.  ‑ although he was lying in the next room.  The captain didn't want to see the scene.  I went up to the Bronx  and told them what had happened.  My poor child, Bessie awoke from my crying.  Then we went back to Brooklyn.  In the train everybody was looking at me.  The conductor went to Miss Kelly and asked her what had happened.  She told him.  When I came home I went upstairs.  I saw all my little children were sleeping,  with a peaceful sleep‑ quiet and soundly.  They didn't know that their father was lying dead..  That good, happy, friendly father of theirs, who never had put his finger on them‑ only his life, his whole life he had given to them.  There were some nights that he didn't sleep nor eat only for the children. In the night time,  he used to go around and make bottles for them and not wake me up.  He used to give them his pillow.  And their good father and good husband was lying dead at such a young age‑ 42 years old!  He had left us forever...... 
.h2 Heartbreak .

  I came to my orphans and I looked on them  and cried quietly that they shouldn't wake up from their sweet sleep; not to disturb them..  Another good night for them that they don't know from their misfortunes..  At the same time, let them sleep at least for another night..I can't sleep.  At the same time I hear someone is downstairs.  I hope against hope  that maybe it happened somewhat that my husband is still alive.  Maybe a miracle happened.  I ran downstairs but I saw his brother Harry and his sister, Mary.  I started to cry again, because upstairs I couldn't cry because I didn't want to disturb the children's sleep.  We all began to cry and talked of our misfortune..  ‑ that our father, the supporter of eight small children had fallen dead.  Too much work because of his big responsibility to support the family and to pay for the house.  He never cared for himself. He had been a very strong healthy man and he never thought that he would, at such a young age, leave this world..  Then the morning came. Tuesday, they brought his body home.  I am now too weak to explain with my writing how we received him.  He was brought upstairs and I sat downstairs on one place because my legs were numb.  I couldn't walk until the last minute. I came upstairs to look at my husband for the last time.  That is twenty years ago.  Even now, when I write, I feel  my heart shaking in me from that time of  my heart break.  And so the whole ceremony is over and in a little while my children were saying‑‑"Kaddish" after their dead father.  That was the end of it all.  My husband's family stayed with me the whole week.  We had a minyon every day and my sons said "Kaddish" after their beloved father. ‑ and so the week ended... .h2

 The ceiling comes down .

  In a short time, after my husband died ‑ he died in July, this happened in the winter of the next year in January. That day, I didn't feel good.  I was lying in the bed upstairs.  When my children came upstairs, I said to my son, Phil ‑ he was a very helpful child‑ "Go into the bathroom and let the water run a little bit."  It was a very big frost and I was afraid the pipes shouldn't freeze.. He let the water run but so much ‑ enough to take a bath.  The stopper was in the tub and clogged up the hole. We went to sleep and the water was running fast.  The tub filled up and it began to overflow ‑ the back parlor, the bedroom, full water, downstairs ‑ full water‑ dining room and kitchen ‑ full of water until the kitchen's ceiling fell down.  When I heard the noise, I woke up and when I went off the bed I stepped into water.  I started to holler and wake up the children and  said to them, "A misfortune has happened."  They all got up and they stepped into the water barefooted....It was very cold.  They went off warm beds.  The frost was great and the water filled up the house.  The water was freezing under their feet and here the house is full of water from upstairs to downstairs and in the halls.  I stopped the faucets  right away.  My children wouldn't   let me do anything because I was sick.  You could imagine how I felt.  That such a thing could happen...such an expense and work...When they cleaned up the water, the carpet in the hall , the stairs still had plenty.  Then they went downstairs. The kitchen was full of falling plaster.  They opened the door to the yard in such a frost and they started to sweep out the water into the yard.They worked until morning, cleaning up the mess. They didn't let me get out of bed and I didn't see all that had happened downstairs.  The next morning when I went down, I saw what had happened and I saw "black" before my eyes...  The children begged me that I shouldn't worry;  only we should all be well.  They said, "Oh Mama, it is nothing.  It will only cost a couple of dollars and everything will be all right."  I listened to them and made the stove and it got warm in the house.  I made them breakfast and sent them to school and I only prayed to God that they shouldn't get sick from the water.  When they came home from school, I put them all to bed with covers from the stove and kept them warm and made they stay in bed and gave them food. Thank God!  They didn't get sick.  Then I called Mr. Siegel, gave him $40 and that ended the little episode.. .h2 

My Brothers pitch in .

  After that,I started to think what to do.  My husband had lived only three years in our house. We still owed $l800 .  What can I do with the children?  They were all small.  Harry was fourteen years old and the baby was so young and I don't know what to do...  At the same time my brother James came over to me and we were both crying at my misfortune.  Then he said to me, "Mariles, my dear sister, we'll see what we could do for you; that nothing should be missing for the children;  that they shouldn't suffer nor starve from hunger.  We'll send you from each of us  $5 per week." There three brothers who could afford to pay that amount.  The fourth one, Joe, couldn't afford it.  My brother‑in‑law, Harry, used to send me $5 a week so I used to get $20 per week ‑ so now we weren't starving and I had enough for my expenses.  The first thing I did was to send Harry to a business school for six months.  This cost $75 and he learned how to do stenography and typewriting.  My husband was a citizen and the city gave Harry a job for $l0 per week.  I was very happy that my child could bring home a pay of $l0. .h2 

I Apply for a Pension .

  I said to my brothers that they should send a little less, but my brothers refused to listen to me and they sent the same amount.  At the same time, I went to City Hall and applied for "Mother's Pension" and I told them all my  troubles, that they should help me with the children.  They promised to help... I told them the truth about everything.  I didn't lie to them.    I told them that my husband had been insured for $l000 which I would get.  So they said, when I had used up the $l000, they would help me.  Within the next year, I gave them an acounting of how I spent the $l000.  The first bill was for funeral expenses, about $200 or $300.  That wasn't true as he belonged to a lodge.  I had repair work on the house for $200.  I went to a friend's house, a plumber, and he gave me a bill for $700.  Then I went to another friend, a dry goods store.  He gave me a big bill that I owed him for $50.  Also untrue...  Thus I went through the $1000 and I spent very little of the money.  Then the city began to give me mother's pension every month;  about $50.  Sometime later, they gave me about $70 but only for a short time.  Every month, I got this money for about four years time.  But no matter how smart I had planned with them, to save money for the children, I was foolish.  I gave the money to my brother‑in‑law, Harry, but I never saw the money again...  Even now, he owes me $350 but I have no hopes of ever getting it as I know he is poor now...

The children are growing up 
 My daughter, Betty graduated public school.  She was l4.  I sent her to the same business school (Woods" on 9th Street) ‑ the same thing, typewriting and stenography.  When she was through with it, the city gave her a job for $l0 a week.  I was overjoyed that my children are wage‑earners and are bring home $20 a week. When the city began to give me money, my brothers stopped.  They had been giving me money for about ten months.  I felt that I had something to live for.  Thus time went on.... 

Phil .

 My son, Phil was thirteen years old and got Bar Mitzvahed. Naturally, his was not like Harry's.  He made a hit in the school with his speeches and he was very good, but, to his Bar Mitzvah, his father was missing.  While sitting in the Shule, I was crying bitterly over the lost memory..  When Phil graduated public school, he went to high school in the evenings.  In the daytime he worked for my brother James and got a nice salary and I saved that money for him.  Two and one‑half years, he went to high school in the evenings and two years to day high school.  When he was graduated, he asked, "Mama what will I do now?" So I said to him, "Now you should go and study to be a dentist." He listened to me and applied to 23rd Street School.  But they told him they were filled up and had no place for him.  He called up Tufts College in Boston and they said that he should come immediately. There was an opening..  He left right away.  In a short time he asked me for $l00.  I sent it to him.  Then I used to send him $l0 for his expenses.  He had to pay $4 for his room and $6 for his food and other expenses.  He didn't have enough, so he used to go out in a restaurant, after school, and wash dishes and get a meal and $l pay.  I sent him packages from home and clean wash to make sure that he would have enough.  When he got vacation, he came home and worked very hard in the summer.  He worked on 5th Avenue, Brooklyn as a conductor and did business with the company 50‑50‑.  The second summer, he worked on 7th Avenue also as a conductor and did the same thing.  Thus he was able to save up a couple of hundred dollars every summer to pay for his school. The next summer he worked down Coney Island where they had fights and peddled ice cream and candy.  My children were glad to help him ‑ and his sister Betty and his brother Harry helped him and in four years he graduated with honors and came home.  He started to fix up an office on Fourth Avenue...  Some things he took on credit and his sister, Gertrude gave him a couple of hundred dollars and thus eveything went along well until today.  He makes out well and spends a lot of money on me.  Every summer he spends money for me to go to the country.  ‑ Now about my son Joe. .

  Joe 
 He finished public school and also went through a Bar Mitzvah and graduated from high school and a year of college.  But we couldn't help him further, so he went to work.  Some years he worked, and some years he didn't (the Depression).  He did a lot of work around the house.  He was very handy.  When my daughter, Lillian got married, he went to work for her husband in a store and got $l0.  When he married, he got $20.  He was married in September, l936 and has a lovely wife.  I have a great deal of pleasure from them.  Now my son, Louis and Joe took over the store and they are partners.  Now about my daughter, Gertrude..... .

  Gertrude 
 When Gertrude was fifteen years old she had finished one year of high school, a business course and she went to work.  She kept going to night high school.  Afterwards, she got a job in Joe Lowe Corporation where she was a bookkeeper for a long time. Every night she was going to college until she got married.  She didn't miss going.  Once, she made a party and invited Mr. Kritzler.  He also worked in the same office and they knew each other very well.  From that party on, he fell in love with her and they kept company for one year until they got married.  At the same time she got a job in a high school as a clerk and gave up her job in Joe Lowe's.  From the school job she gets ten weeks vacation so she made a trip to Russia and stayed there until school opened when she came home.  Her fellow was very lonesome while she was away and was anxious for her to come back so that they could get married.  As soon as she came back, they got married in Lake Mohegan.  I was there the whole summer and I have much pleasure from them.  They live happily.  Now she went to Mexico for a trip for two months;  and now she is pregnant...(Hello you) (G‑I'm doing the writing)..  Now about my daughter, Lillian... .

  Lillian 

 She graduated public school at twelve.  She went to high school and then to training school for one and one half years.  In l934 she met Casper Fox.  They kept company for a year's time and got married.  They are both lucky and I am lucky with them.  Now he is a salesman and makes a nice living.  Now about my son, Louis.

 .

  Louis 

 He also had a nice Bar Mitzvah and then he finished public school.  Then I sent him to high school.  He wasn't anxious to go to school.  He played truant..  He was there for a short time and stopped going.  I didn't know he had stopped.  When I found out, I had a long talk with him and asked him why he didn`t want to go to school.  He said he would rather go to work and go to school in the evening.  I tried to tell him not to stop school, but he didn't listen to me and he went to work..  In a short time he said, "Mama, it is too hard to work and go to school.  I am going to give up school." We all tried to persuade him not to give up school but it didn't help.  After supper, he would go out on the street and get lost until late at night.  This went on for a long time.  I couldn't go to sleep without worrying about him.  I used to go out on the stret, looking for him because his friends were boys of the neighborhood ‑ Italians and Polish.  I used to have fright that he shouldn't get into any serious troubles ‑ fights‑. I always had that on my mind and it was going on for a long time...  I suffered bitterly from him.  I used to be up every night and run around looking for him and I couldn't find him.  I used to sit in the window and look until I saw him.  I lost my strength over him ‑ and to talk to him didn't help.  He would never say a word.  Once my sons said, "Mama, if you will only let us, we will give him a good licking.  We'll break his bones.  I said, "No one should put a finger on him.  A boy of his age.. You shouldn't hit him" I started to talk to him again, begging him and with tears in my eyes, I begged him so much to behave ‑ but I didn't get any answer from my begging.  Then I got very excited and said, "You are the black sheep of the family and you are disgracing your sisters and brothers." And I said to him again, "See the difference...  One son is a doctor and the second son is a bum!" I didn't yell at him and I begged him, "See that you should be a good boy.  Mind Mama." ‑‑ and with that I finished my conversation with him.  In a short time I saw a change in my son...My words had an effect on him..  He found a job with a store and as much as he could earn, he gave it to me and at the same time he started to become a "mensch" (a good person).  After that job, he worked in the grocery store as a clerk and got $l8 per week.  At the same time he got acquainted with a nice Jewish boy, George Einhorn, also from a grocery store.  His father's store was on 5th Avenue between l8th and l9th Streets.  George took him into his store and he got $2 more per week.  Now he was earning $20.  He worked there a couple of years and made a good salary.  He had a good reputation and got another raise.  Then he became an assistant manager $30 and by this time he became a very nice man with good character, just like my other children.  Now I have much pleasure and "naches" (joy).  For all my trouble and aggravation from him, I have the biggest pleasure from him.  All my children are brilliant.  They should live and be healthy and I have pleasure from them all. God should help me ‑‑ always not to be worse... Now about my daughter, Betty. .

  Betty 

 She got a job with Remington Rand and got a good salary.  She worked there a long time.  Then they opened up a branch in Buffalo.  They asked her to go there and teach the girls her work.  When she was there she got two weeks vacation.  She wrote to me and asked whether she should come home or take a trip to Chicago.  I have an aunt there.  I told her to go to Chicago and she did.  While there, she went to visit a cousin.  My cousin had a boarder who was an electrical engineer.  When my cousin introduced them he fell in love with her.  He took her home and made an appointment with her for the following day.  The whole two weeks he saw her and they had a very good time.  At the same time he told her he was in love with her.  But she went back to Buffalo..  They corresponded.  After her work in Buffalo was over, she came back to New York..  They continued corresponding. In a little while he asked her to come to Chicago so that they could be better acquainted.  Betty didn't want to go.  She didn't want to leave a good position paying, $30.  Her fellow proposed to her and three months later, they were married at my aunt's house (G‑ The Blumofes‑the uncle was a rabbi.) He performed the wedding.  Betty didn't want to get married without me so I went to Chicago.  They moved to a hotel apartment ‑ two rooms, Rent $75.  I was there for three months and then went home.  Her husband made $50 per week and she $30.  A year later, she asked me to come to Chicago because she was expecting to be a mother.   .pp 

 I went again and came three weeks before the child was born.  Now they had their own apartment, nicely furnished.  They bought the furniture on installment.  They made nice money but didn't have much because he was a big spender.  Too much love she didn't feel towards him and she wasn't satisfied, but it was all over and she tried to make the best of things.  I was there for about three months and helped them with the housework and took care of her and the baby.  Then I went home.  In a short time, because of the Depression, he lost his job.  They hadn't saved much money and couldn't pay their rent.  The bank, in which they had their savings, failed..  She sent me a letter telling how hard things were.  Harry sent them $100 to come to New York.  They bought a cheap car and drove to New York.  In a few weeks, Bernard found a job ‑ $30.  But he didn't hold it long.  I didn't have room for them in my house and they moved into Phil's apartment in the back two rooms.  Then my tenant moved out.  My son‑in‑law said, "Ma, if you'll give me one year's rent free, I'll fix up steam heat in the house." I promised him and they moved in.  Then the steam cost me doubled.  I gave him the year's rent free and I had to pay for the material because he didn't work and had no money. Then he got lazy and didn't want to go look for work.  We helped him a great deal and my daughter had a very hard time of it with her life.  He had two bad faults.  ‑ He was selfish and stubborn. Later, they fixed up a store on 4th Avenue and 39th Street.  They borrowed money and my brother signed the note for $l50, a store of electrical equipment.  They lived in the back of the store in one room, one bed, table, stove and toilet, all in one room. They didn't make a living from the store.  He got disgusted and he left his wife and child and store and went back to Chicago with a friend.  When he came there he had a hard job to get any work.  Finally he got a job for $25 but didn't send any to his wife.  At the same time Betty gave up the store and moved into the house and got a job.  From her own money she paid off Uncle James the $l50.  Afterwards, Bernard earned more money and begged her to come to Chicago, but she refused.  She had had enough of a hard struggle with him and didn't want to go back.  He called up a number of times from Chicago and promised to "be good and she should forget the past".  But she didn't listen to him and didn't go..Then he spoke about getting a divorce.  She was willing and in a short time, they were divorced.  Now he is in Ohio and sends $5 a week for the child.  My daughter goes to work and gets $25 a week.  Until the child, James, went to school, he had lived with me, but when he started to go to school, I couldn't take care of him.  So now they live with some woman who takes care of Jimmy. Betty pays her $8 for the baby and $4 for herself.  Thus her life was ‑ from his great love for her, came to nothing...She isn't sorry that she divorced him.  She lives much better than before and doesn't miss him because he wasn't the kind of person that would be missed.  She comes to my house twice a week, Tuesday and Friday.  Sometimes she brings Jimmy on Sunday to see his Grandma. She is good‑looking, like a beautiful American beauty rose in the summer..She should have a long life.  Her luck is not like her sisters.  They have good husbands and they live happy and love and are satisfied with pleasure.  Now about my daughter, Frances...the one I raised with so much trouble.  ‑ more trouble than from all of them. .

  Frances 

 She was always sickly.  But from all the trouble and sickness, she got well and is now a nice‑looking girl.  She was graduated from Public School at l2 and from High School at l6.  When she had graduated from High School, she looked like a child ‑ (mineh geruteneh) .  At the same time, I was getting older and weaker. I had gone through so much trouble and aggravation in my life. Then Gert and Lil said to Frances, "If you don`t want to go to college, stay home and help Mama in the house.  We'll help you with whatever you need.  " She was satisfied to stay home and do the work and so it was all the time...  I could depend upon her with the work, cooking, etc.

     My New Lifestyle 

 Then all the children were grown and every one had nice positions and everything was good.  So it went on all the time.  Pleasure, enjoyment, it was very lively in the house.  Now I started to live too, because before, I couldn't..  I was always occupied with work and didn't have any time...  I was the first one, from all my daughters, that I "bobbed" my hair..  I started to dress nicely.  I bought a lot of nice dresses.  All the dresses were light colored like all the girls were wearing, so that I should look nice and young.  I used to be with all young people ‑ boys and girls and played cards, smoking and dancing with everybody... At last my heart got young like a young girl's.  I used to go to shows and movies with my daughters..  I felt like a big sister to them.  I took them to bridge parties.  I used to win big prizes in bridge..  I live now!!!  Then I belonged to three societies. In one ‑ they were all young women and I fitted in because I looked very young...  To every meeting, luncheon and card game ‑‑ I was there...  A few times a week, afternoons and evenings.  ‑I used to say to Frances, "Fix up a supper and I am going to a luncheon and card game." And I used to enjoy myself.  ‑and when I enjoyed myself, my children enjoyed themselves...They weren't against it..  They had the biggest pleasure when their Mama enjoyed herself.  Every Sunday I would go to the Bronx and come home late.  I was taking everything that belonged to me for all the time, when I hadn't set a foot outside the house...  And I took right and left..  I went out every Saturday night, Summer and Winter..  I belonged to a card players club in Flatbush. Eight women and a couple of men and we played "big".  ‑ late at night until about 2 or 3 o'clock in the morning... .pp;

 I would go to the country for three weeks every summer.  I was very lively and danced with everybody and everybody liked to dance with me.  I took a full glass from everything.  When they played a game in the evening at the Casino.  I won first prize‑ a handbag..  But I took so much and lived the life of "Reilly" and I was flying so high, until I sat down and made an end to all my pleasures........Sickness...  I had a ticket to go to the Ninth Street Temple for supper and a card game...  That Sunday, I didn't feel good.  My children told me, "Mama, you are not feeling good.  Don't go." But I was anxious to go.  All my acquaintances would be there from all the societies and I said to my son, Phil, "Take me to the Ninth Street Temple." and he took me and asked me, "When shall I call for you?" and I said, "About eleven o'clock.

     My Illness 

 When I came inside I felt very sick..  I didn't eat any supper. There were so many people I knew and I felt bad..  At the same time I was invited to a game.  I sat down to play poker and every minute I began to feel worse and worse.  I won about $3 and I couldn't stay there any longer.  I went out of the Temple and took a taxi and came home half‑dead.  After I had left, my son Phil came to pick me up.  They told him I had gone home.  He came home right away and found me very sick...He went out to call a doctor and came back with the doctor.  The doctor examined me and gave me a couple of needles and said I was very sick "hardening of the arteries" and I was lying in bed.  A week passed and the doctor came every day and gave me medicines but it didn't help. I was very sick with heart attacks.  The children brought two more doctors and all three had a consultation and decided that I must go to the hospital and that evening, a private ambulance was called, and I was taken to the hospital.  My son, Joe and Gertrude and the doctor went with me, together.  That was Christmas time, l933 and they brought the guest to the hospital.. They gave me two needles, to stop my pain.  When all the rest of my children came home that night and found out that they had taken Mama to the hospital, they started to cry and it was terribly sad in the house. I stayed at the hospital for three weeks and they took me home. I felt a little better, but plenty sick..  I always had the doctor for eight weeks time until Passover.  I felt a little better then and Phil took me to Lakewood.  I felt much better after Passover, and the children came and took me home.  Then they took a bungalow in Lake Mohegan ‑ $250, and I was there for eighteen weeks and I felt fine.  The second summer we went to the same bungalow and I was all better.  The third summer we went to Lake Hopatcong‑ $300 and the 4th summer, the same bungalow in Lake Hopatcong.  The expense of my sickness cost almost $l500. To the end, I am not so well.  My trouble is I can't walk much, even two blocks.  Last Easter I didn't feel good.  My son, Phil took me to Dr.  Chess.  He examined me and my blood pressure was 208, very high.  He said to me that I must lie in bed two weeks and that he would come to my house every other day.  After Passover, he sent me to the hospital for two weeks and that also cost $l00.  Now I always take capsules and I don't go anywhere except with the machine, and like that , I have spent my life until now.  My children spent right and left only to save me, that I should feel well....  they are trying their best for me....

     My Children 

 They are taking me all over, so that I should enjoy myself... They take such good care of me ‑ so that I shouldn't do any work in the house.  I have much pleasure from them.  They give me the best respect and love.  That gives me great happiness, how my children are taking care of me..  With my writing, I can`t explain how good they are to me.  I appreciate them very much.. As much as I had done for them they are paying me doubled.  I would say, that such children you could hardly find, that no other children would do as much for their parents as mine....  My family and all my good friends say to me, "Mary, you are a lucky Mother to have such children." I hope that nothing will happen to my joy.  I feel proud of them.  After all, I raised them up without a father and with a poor life and in such a neighborhood, there are all Christians.  Thank God, my children turned out to be nice with all virtues... .pp;

 Now, my oldest son, Harry got married last June, l937 and he got a nice girl;  we all like her.  They should live happily together.  My daughter‑in‑law respects me very much.  My sons‑in‑law, the same ways..  Now I am home all alone during the day.  Frances goes to work.  The children come every evening to see me and play cards with me because they know I like to play. Every Saturday, Lil and her husband take me out for a ride, also for dinner and a show..  Sundays, Phil takes me for a ride or visiting someone....and like that I live..  Thank God for that. Now I am in Lake Hopatcong, a beautiful house, ten rooms, a frigidaire, a beautiful lawn and I am writing these pages....  I am going to finish my writing.  That is all I can remember.  If I had a good memory, I could write much more...  much more than I have written....  I have forgotten a lot of things..  Yes, it is a nice few years since I was born, so you can't blame me for forgetting a lot of things.. .pa

     Postscript 

 This ends the story. My mother died in 1938 only one year after she dictated her lifestory to me. 

 Gertrude Kritzler (Wellikoff) Rewritten in August, 1985   

