
 

 

˷ˣ˟˧ˠˢ 

/^zs|q Q|s®ki N·|^q~q¯k 

M~«r 6^«r^|^r ÃÅÆÄÛÀ¾ÀÃ 

Hagibush: /ha-gi-

boosh/ Hebrew word 

meaning the act of 

bringing people 

together, and 

strengthening the 

bond between them 



 

 

Eˁˌˉˎˇ S˙ˎˁˇˏˇ˕˅  

ˉ˓ ˄˅ˌˉˇˈ˔˅˄ ˔ˏ ː˒˅˓˅ˎ˔ ˁ 

˓˃˒˅˅ˎˉˎˇ ˏˆ  

SURVIVOR (12A) 
Aˎ Aˎˉˍˁ˔˅˄ Fˉˌˍ Bˁ˓˅˄ ˏˎ ˔ˈ˅ ː˕˂ˌˉ˓ˈ˅˄ ˔˅˓˔ˉˍˏˎ˙ ˏˆ I˖ˏ˒ P˅˒ˌ BEM 

FOLLOWED BY A Q&A WITH ZOOM ROCKMAN (DIRECTOR)  

        HOSTED BY OLIVIA MARKS-WOLDMAN,   

 CEO Oˆ Tˈ˅ Hˏˌˏ˃ˁ˕˓˔ M˅ˍˏ˒ˉˁˌ Dˁ˙ T˒˕˓˔ 

 

 

 

S˕ˎ˄ˁ˙ 30˔ˈ Nˏ˖˅ˍ˂˅˒ 2025 ˁ˔ 17.00  

15 ˇ˒ˁˎˇ˅ ˒˄ ˗5 5ˑˎ 

Tickets Ã12 and can be booked by using this link  
 

http://www.theus.org.uk/EalingSurvivor2025 
 

or calling Keren in the shul office. 
 

No tickets available on the door. 



 

 

 

 
ìĲШċƖĲШĬĲũŔŊőƣĲĬШƣŸШĦŸŰƣŔŰƨĲШƣőĲШƣƖċĬŔƣŔŸŰШŸŉШƓƨĤũŔƚőŔŰŊШċШÅŸƚőШcċƚőċŰċШ
ůċŊċǍŔŰĲШŉŸƖШƣőĲШEċũŔŰŊШĦŸůůƨŰŔƣǃЮ 
 
ÑőĲШŰĲƽШƣŔƣũĲШ-Ш ˷ˣ˟˧ˠˢШШ-ШcċŊŔĤƨƚőШ-ШŔƚШċШcĲĤƖĲƽШƽŸƖĬШůĲċŰŔŰŊШƣőĲШċĦƣШŸŉШ
ĤƖŔŰŊŔŰŊШƓĲŸƓũĲШƣŸŊĲƣőĲƖЯШƚƣƖĲŰŊƣőĲŰŔŰŊШƣőĲШĤŸŰĬШĤĲƣƽĲĲŰШƣőĲůг 
 
~ċŰǃШƣőċŰťƚШƣŸШċũũШƽőŸШőċƻĲШƚƨƓƓŸƖƣĲĬШƣőŔƚШĲŰĬĲċƻŸƨƖЯШĦŸŰƣƖŔĤƨƣŔŰŊШƚƨĦőШċШ
ƻċƖŔĲƣǃШŸŉШċƖƣŔĦũĲƚШċŰĬШċƖƣƽŸƖťƚШċƚШƽĲũũШċƚШÅŸƚőШcċƚőċŰċШŊƖĲĲƣŔŰŊƚШċŰĬШ
ċĬƻĲƖƣƚЮ 
 
ÑőĲШƽŸŰĬĲƖŉƨũШĦŸƻĲƖШŉĲċƣƨƖĲƚШċƖƣƽŸƖťШĤǃШŸƨƖШƻĲƖǃШŸƽŰЯШƚƨƓƖĲůĲũǃШƣċũĲŰƣĲĬШ
ÅŸƚŔĲШéŸŊĲũЮШ§ƣőĲƖШƓŔĲĦĲƚШŸŉШőĲƖШƽŸƖťШĲůĤĲũũŔƚőШƣőŔƚШƓƨĤũŔĦċƣŔŸŰШƣŸŸШ-ШÅŸƚŔĲШŔƚШ
ċŰШċƚƓŔƖŔŰŊШċƖƣŔƚƣШċŰĬШƣőŔƚШůċŊċǍŔŰĲШĦŸƨũĬШƽĲũũШĤĲĦŸůĲШċШĦŸũũĲĦƣŸƖќƚШŔƣĲůШŔŰШ
ĬƨĲШĦŸƨƖƚĲЮШ 
 
ìĲШċƖĲШŊƖċƣĲŉƨũШƣŸШ~ċƖŔċŰŰĲШÑĲůƓũĲШŉŸƖШőĲƖШŊƨŔĬċŰĦĲШċŰĬШċĬƻŔĦĲШċŰĬШőŸƓĲШƣőċƣШ
ƣőŔƚШĲĬŔƣŔŸŰШŔƚШċƚШƽĲũũШƖĲĦĲŔƻĲĬШċƚШŔŰШƓƖĲƻŔŸƨƚШǃĲċƖƚЮШÑőċŰťƚШċũƚŸШƣŸШuċũũШuƽŔťШ
EċũŔŰŊШŉŸƖШƣőĲŔƖШƓċƣŔĲŰĦĲШċŰĬШċƚƚŔƚƣċŰĦĲШċŰĬШsĲŰŰŔŉĲƖШcĲŰũĲǃШŉŸƖШƚőċƖŔŰŊШőĲƖШ
ÂƨĤũŔƚőĲƖШĲǂƓĲƖƣŔƚĲЮ 
 
fƣШőċƚШĤĲĲŰШċШũĲċƖŰŔŰŊШĦƨƖƻĲШƣŸШƓƖŸĬƨĦĲШƣőŔƚЯШĤƨƣШŔƣќƚШĤĲĲŰШċШŉƨŰШĲŰĬĲċƻŸƨƖШ
ŰŸŰĲƣőĲũĲƚƚЮШìĲШƽĲũĦŸůĲШŉĲĲĬĤċĦťШċŰĬШƚƨŊŊĲƚƣŔŸŰƚШŉŸƖШŰĲǂƣШǃĲċƖЮ 
 
ìŔƣőШĤĲƚƣШƽŔƚőĲƚШŉŸƖШċШƻĲƖǃШcċƓƓǃШ ĲƽШòĲċƖШƣŸШċũũШŸƨƖШƖĲċĬĲƖƚШċŰĬШƣőĲŔƖШ
ŉċůŔũŔĲƚЮ 
 
ũŔƚŸŰШċŰĬШsŸ 

 

 

15 Grange Road, Ealing W5 5QN 

 020 8579 4894 

 office@ealingsynagogue.org.uk 

 

Administrator Keren Menashe 

 

www.ealingsynagogue.org.uk 

 

Registered Charity No. 242552  

 

 

 

 

Minister 
Rabbi H Vogel BA MBACP 

 
07425456642 

rabbi@ealingsynagogue.org.uk 
 
 
 
 

Chair 
Gary Barak 

Vice Chair & Warden 
Jo Glass 

Financial Representative 
Mark Harris 

Honorary Shammas 
Alan Sierota 

 
 
 
 

Council Members 

Katy Barak 

John Frank 

Owen Grainger  

Rosemary Grainger 

Alison Shindler 

Alan Sierota 

Rabbi Hershi Vogel 

Rebbetzen Zelda Vogel 

  Rosie  

Front cover illustration by Rosie Vogel 



 

 

     9ŸŰƣĲŰƣƚ 
~ĲƚƚċŊĲШŉƖŸůШŸƨƖШ9őċŔƖШ]ċƖǃЮ7ċƖċť Ρ 

ÅĲǰĲĦƣŔŸŰƚШċŰĬШcŸƓĲШÅċĤĤŔЮcĲƖƚőŔЮéŸŊĲũ Σ 

9őŔĲŉШÅċĤĤŔќƚШÅŸƚőШcċƚőċŰċőШ~ĲƚƚċŊĲШ Τ 

~ĲƚƚċŊĲШŉƖŸůШƣőĲШ9ŸůůƨŰŔƣǃШÉĲĦƨƖŔƣǃШÑƖƨƚƣ Υ 

~ĲƚƚċŊĲШŉƖŸůШƣőĲШÂƖĲƚŔĬĲŰƣШŸŉШƣőĲШÖŰŔƣĲĬШÉǃŰċŊŸŊƨĲ Φ 

~ĲůŸƖŔĲƚШ7ċƚŔũЮ~ċŰŰ ΝΜ 

ÑƖŔĤƨƣĲШƣŸШ~ǃШ~ƨůуfũċŰċШÑċőċŰШǍњũШ~ċƖŊċũŔƣЮÑċőċŰ ΝΞ 

ÑőĲШ]ƖċŔŰŊĲƖƚШŔŰШ]ŔǍċШċŰĬШ7ĲǃŸŰĬШÅŸƚĲůċƖǃЮ]ƖċŔŰŊĲƖ ΝΠ 

ÑĲċЯШ9ċťĲШċŰĬШ~ŸƖĲгШ ΝΡ 

ÑőĲШfůƓċĦƣШŸŉШsĲƽŔƚőШ9őċƖċĦƣĲƖƚШŔŰШ7ƖŸċĬƽċǃШ~ƨƚŔĦċũƚШuċƣĲЮ ŰƣőŸŰǃЮ ΝΣ 

xĲƣƣĲƖШŉƖŸůШcĲŰĬŸŰШ~ċƖŔċŰЮċŰĬЮEĬƽċƖĬЮ9ŸőĲŰ ΝΥ 

ÉőċĤĤŸƚШŸŰШcŔŊőгШsŸЮ]ũċƚƚ ΝΦ 

7ċƖŰĲǃШċŰĬШ7ŔũũǃШ]ŸШƣŸШÉĦőŸŸũШċŰĬШ7ŔũũǃШxĲċƖŰƚШċШxĲƚƚŸŰШ~ċƖťЮcċƖƖŔƚ ΞΜ 

Ш]ƨŔĬĲШƣŸШsĲƽŔƚőШÂƖċŊƨĲШ]ċƖǃЮ7ċƖċť ΞΞ 

EƣĲƖŰċũШcĲƖŸĲƚаШxŸőċůŔůШ ĲƣǍċĦőŔůШċƖƣŔƚƣŔĦШƓƖŸŢĲĦƣШÉƣĲƓőĲŰЮcŔƖƚƣ ΞΟ 

ÑŸƖċőШxĲċƖŰŔŰŊШĤǃШ ƖƣŔǯĦŔċũШfŰƣĲũũŔŊĲŰĦĲШÉċůЮ7ĲŰǍĲĦƖǃ-]ũċƚƚ ΞΠ 

EċũŔŰŊШ ƖƣƚШċŰĬШ9ƖċŉƣƚШ]ƖŸƨƓЮÉƣĲƓőĲŰЮcŔƖƚƣ ΞΣ 

[ŔƖƚƣШfůƓƖĲƚƚŔŸŰƚШŉƖŸůШċШ9ċŰċĬŔċŰШÑƖċŰƚƓũċŰƣШƣŸШxŸŰĬŸŰШxĲŰŰǃЮÑċĤċťůċŰ ΞΥ 

EċũŔŰŊШ ƚƚŸĦŔċƣŔŸŰШŸŉШsĲƽŔƚőШÅĲŉƨŊĲĲƚШxĲƚũŔĲЮÉŸůůĲƖ ΞΦ 

~ċŔůŸŰŔĬĲƚаШEůŔŰĲŰƣШÑŸƖċőШÉĦőŸũċƖЯШÂőǃƚŔĦŔċŰШċŰĬШÂőŔũŸƚŸƓőĲƖШ?ƖЮ~ĲŰċƚőĲЮÑċőċŰ ΟΜ 

ΡΤΥΡШŔŰШEċũŔŰŊШÉőƨũ ΟΠ 

ÅŸƚőШcċƚőċŰċШ]ƖĲĲƣŔŰŊƚ ΟΣ 

uŸũШ ŔĬƖĲШ ƓƓĲċũШ ΠΜ 

cŸƚƓŔƣċũШ9őċƓũċŔŰĦǃаШ7ƖŔŰŊŔŰŊШ9ŸůŉŸƖƣШċŰĬШ9ċƖĲШƣŸШÂċƣŔĲŰƣƚ ΠΝ 

9ŸůĤċƣШ7ƖċŔŰШ ŊĲŔŰŊШ-Ш9ƖŸƚƚƽŸƖĬЯШÄƨĲƚƣŔŸŰƚШċŰĬШ~ŸƖĲ ΠΞ 

9ŸůĤċƣШ7ƖċŔŰШ ŊĲŔŰŊШ ŰƚƽĲƖƚ ΠΣ 

ÑŔůĲƚШŸŉШШÉĲƖƻŔĦĲƚШŉŸƖШÅŸƚőШcċƚőċŰċЯШòŸůШuŔƓƓƨƖШċŰĬШÉƨĦĦŸƣШΡΤΥΣ ΠΤ 



р 

 

LǘΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ŀ ōǳǎȅ ŀƴŘ ǎŀǝǎŦȅƛƴƎ ȅŜŀǊ ƘŜǊŜ ƛƴ 9ŀƭƛƴƎ ŜƴƧƻȅƛƴƎ ǊŜƎǳƭŀǊ ǎƘŀōōŀǘ ƳƛƴȅŀƴƛƳ ŀƴŘ ŀ 

ǇŀŎƪŜŘ ǎƘǳƭ ŦƻǊ ƻǳǊ ¸ƻƳƛƳ ¢ƻǾƛƳ ŀƴŘ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŎŜƭŜōǊŀǘƻǊȅ ŜǾŜƴǘǎΦ 

L ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŀƴƪ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ƛƴ ƻǳǊ ŎƻƳƳǳƴƛǘȅΣ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǿƘƻƳ ƘŀǾŜ ǇƭŀȅŜŘ ŀ ǇŀǊǘ ƛƴ ƘŜƭǇƛƴƎ WƻΣ 

ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ŀƴŘ ƻǳǊ /ƻǳƴŎƛƭΦ LǘΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ǎƻ ƘǳƎŜƭȅ ŀǇǇǊŜŎƛŀǘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƻƴ ǿŜ Ǝƻ ƛƴǘƻ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ȅŜŀǊΗ Lǘ 

ƛǎ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ŎƻƴǝƴǳƛƴƎ ǎǇƛǊƛǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ ǿŜƭŎƻƳŜ ƛƴ ртусΦ 

²Ŝ ŀƭƭ ǊŜƳŀƛƴ ƘƻǇŜŦǳƭΣ ǇƻǎƛǝǾŜ ŀƴŘ ƻǇǝƳƛǎǝŎ ŀǎ ǿŜ ǘǳǊƴ ȅŜǘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǇŀƎŜ ŦƻǊ ƻǳǊ 

ŎƻƳƳǳƴƛǘȅ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ǇǊŀȅ ŦƻǊ ōŜǧŜǊ Řŀȅǎ ŀƘŜŀŘ ŦƻǊ ǳǎΣ ƻǳǊ ŦŀƳƛƭƛŜǎΣ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ 

ǿƻǊƭŘ ŀƴŘ ŦƻǊ ǇŜŀŎŜ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘƻǳǘΦ 

¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ŦŀǾƻǳǊƛǘŜ ǝƳŜǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ȅŜŀǊΦ ¢ƘŜ ƴƛŎŜǊ ǿŜŀǘƘŜǊΣ ǎƻƳŜ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ŀƴŘ 

ƎǊŀƴŘŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ƎƻƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ƻǊ ǳƴƛǾŜǊǎƛǘȅΣ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ŀ ƘƻƭƛŘŀȅ - ŀƭƭ ŀŘŘ ǳǇ ǘƻ ƴŜǿ 

ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜǎΦ ¢ƘŜƴΣ ǿƛǘƘƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŜǎǎ ŀƴŘ ǘǳǊƳƻƛƭ ƻŦ ŜǾŜǊȅŘŀȅ ƭƛŦŜΣ ŎƻƳŜǎ ǘƘŜ ōŜŀǳǝŦǳƭ 

ǎǝƭƭƴŜǎǎ ƻŦ wƻǎƘ IŀǎƘŀƴŀƘΦ 

¢ƘŜ WŜǿƛǎƘ bŜǿ ¸ŜŀǊ ǎƛƎƴƛŬŜǎ ŀ ǝƳŜ ŦƻǊ ōƻǘƘ ŎŜƭŜōǊŀǝƻƴ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƴǘŜƳǇƭŀǝƻƴΦ Lǘ 

ŎƻƳƳŜƳƻǊŀǘŜǎ ǘƘŜ ŎǊŜŀǝƻƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ŀƴŘ ƳŀǊƪǎ ŀ ŦǊŜǎƘ ǎǘŀǊǘΣ ǇǊƻƳǇǝƴƎ ǳǎ ǘƻ ǊŜƅŜŎǘ 

ƻƴ ǘƘŜ Ǉŀǎǘ ȅŜŀǊΣ ǎŜŜƪƛƴƎ ŦƻǊƎƛǾŜƴŜǎǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǎŜǩƴƎ ƻǳǘ ƻǳǊ ƛƴǘŜƴǝƻƴǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ȅŜŀǊΦ 

WŜǿǎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ƛǘϥǎ ŀ ǝƳŜ ƻŦ ƧǳŘƎƳŜƴǘΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ D-Ř ŀǎǎŜǎǎŜǎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŘŜŜŘǎ ŀƴŘ 

ŘŜǘŜǊƳƛƴŜǎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŦŀǘŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ȅŜŀǊΦ 

LǘΩǎ ŀ ǎǇŜŎƛŀƭ ǝƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ǘƘƛƴƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ƻǳǊ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΣ Ƙƻǿ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀǾŜ ƎǊƻǿƴ ŀƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŜ 

ǇǊŀȅ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŦǳǘǳǊŜǎΦ wƻǎƘ IŀǎƘŀƴŀƘΩǎ ōŜŀǳǘȅ ŎƻƳŜǎ ŦǊƻƳ ƻǳǊ ƻǿƴ ŎƻƴǘŜƳǇƭŀǝƻƴ ŀōƻǳǘ 

ǿƘƻ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ ƛƴ ŀƭƭ ŀǎǇŜŎǘǎ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ƭƛǾŜǎΦ  

¢Ƙƛǎ ǇŜǊǎƻƴŀƭ ǊŜƅŜŎǝƻƴ Ŏŀƴ ƘŀǇǇŜƴ ƛƴ ǎƘǳƭΣ ŀǘ ƘƻƳŜΣ ǎƻƳŜǿƘŜǊŜ ǉǳƛŜǘ ƻǊ ƳŀȅōŜ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ 

ŎƻƴǾŜǊǎŀǝƻƴǎ ǿƛǘƘ ƻǳǊ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ŀƴŘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΦ Lǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴǎ ŜǾŜǊȅǿƘŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ ŀƴȅǿƘŜǊŜΦ  

²ƘŜǊŜǾŜǊ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ƴŜǿ ȅŜŀǊΣ ǿŜ ǿŀƴǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ 9ŀƭƛƴƎ {ȅƴŀƎƻƎǳŜΩǎ ŘƻƻǊǎ 

ŀǊŜ ƻǇŜƴ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΦ L ƘƻǇŜ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ƳƻǊŜ ƻŦ ȅƻǳ ƘŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ ƭƻƻƪ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘ ǘƻ 

ǿŜƭŎƻƳƛƴƎ ǎƻƳŜ ƴŜǿ ƳŜƳōŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ ǾƛǎƛǘƻǊǎ ǘƻ ƻǳǊ ōŜŀǳǝŦǳƭ ƭƛǧƭŜ ǎƘǳƭ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ¸ƻƳƛƳ 

¢ƻǾƛƳ ŀƴŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ȅŜŀǊΦ 

YŀǘȅΣ [ƻƭŀΣ bŀǘƘŀƴ ŀƴŘ L ǿƛǎƘ ȅƻǳ ŀƭƭ ƘŀǇǇƛƴŜǎǎΣ ǘƘŜ ǾŜǊȅ ōŜǎǘ ƻŦ ƘŜŀƭǘƘ ŀƴŘ ŀ ǘǊǳƭȅ ǎǇŜŎƛŀƭΣ 

ƘŜŀƭǘƘȅ ŀƴŘ ƘŀǇǇȅ bŜǿ ¸ŜŀǊΦ 

A Message From Our Chair 

 

Gary Barak 
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Just under a year ago, my dear 

father, aged 88, returned his 

precious soul to his Creator. The 

loss of a loved one is something 

each of us experiences differently. 

Our responses, behaviours, and 

even our inner worlds shift - 

sometimes in ways we barely 

notice. I would like to share my 

experience. 

It was the 9th Cheshvan 5785, my 

birthday. I was with my family at 

a Bas Mitzvah celebration. As the 

day drew to a close, just after 

nightfall, my sister called. 

ñHershi,ò she said, ñcome over 

straight away, Daddy has just left 

us.ò My body trembled. I knew 

life would never be the same, 

though I could not yet picture 

how. Driving home, my mind was 

racing: how will I handle this? 

what will change? I reminded 

myself, youôve been supporting 

others through loss for over 30 

years, youôre a psychotherapist, 

you can do this. But grief is not 

something you can ever truly 

prepare for. 

When I arrived at my parentsô 

home, now my motherôs home, I 

paused before walking in. My 

mother was the first to see me. 

She came forward, sobbing like a 

child, and hugged me. In that 

moment, I had two choices, to be 

strong for her, as she had just lost 

her beloved husband of over 65 

years, or to cry alongside her as a 

grieving son. For her sake, I 

chose to be strong, saving my 

tears for later. 

When she stepped back, she 

looked me in the eye and said: 

ñDaddy waited until your 

birthday had ended to leave this 

world.ò Even in her raw grief, my 

dear motherôs first thought was to 

comfort me, to point out that my 

father had left in respect for my 

special day, departing on the 10th 

of Cheshvan. Over the past year, I 

have sought to honour my 

fatherôs memory, saying Kaddish 

as often as possible, travelling to 

Golders Green three times a day 

and helped of course by our own 

community. At times, it was 

overwhelming and exhausting; I 

nearly gave up. But thank G-d, I 

persevered. 

As we approach Rosh Hashanah, 

the Day of Judgement, we 

remember that not only are the 

living judged, but so too are the 

souls of our loved ones. We have 

the ability to advocate for 

ourselves, but they rely entirely 

on us. As Chazal teach, ña son 

brings merit to his 

fatherò (Sanhedrin 104a). Our 

mitzvot, prayers, and good deeds 

can elevate their neshamot. 

Life is busy, and it is easy to drift 

through the year without deep 

awareness of what truly matters. 

Sometimes it takes a painful wake

-up call to remind us of lifeôs real 

purpose. One of the great middos 

we can cultivate is hakoras hatov 

ð awareness and gratitude. Only 

when we are aware can we be 

ready to meet lifeôs challenges 

with strength and purpose. 

Rosh Hashanah is our annual 

time for reflection, to look back 

over the past year and take stock. 

This year, we cannot ignore the 

blatant rise in antisemitism, not 

only in Israel but across the 

world. The Rambam writes that 

when troubles befall us, we are 

commanded to reflect, to 

examine our deeds, and to 

respond with action (Hilchot 

Taôaniyot 1:3). If we want a world 

free from war, hatred, and anger, 

we must bring more love and 

kindness into it, not only for 

others, but for our own souls. 

Even when we are in pain, we can 

still find ways to speak words of 

comfort and goodness, as my 

mother did for me in that first 

moment of loss. The Chofetz 

Chaim taught that a single kind 

word can change a personôs entire 

day, and perhaps even their life. 

Let us hope and pray that we each 

find the strength to stay aware of 

the world around us, to 

contribute positively to society, 

and to lift others while also lifting 

ourselves. As Viktor E. Frankl 

titled one of his works: ñYes to 

Life, In Spite of Everything.ò 

I once told a client mourning his 

grandmother: the values, love, 

and deeds of those who came 

before us are now entrusted to us, 

like a baton in a relay race. Last 

yearôs race is finished; this year 

we begin anew, running forward 

with courage towards the next 

challenge. 

Zelda and I wish you a year filled 

with openness, sensitivity to 

others, and growth in every 

aspect of your lives. May we all be 

inscribed and sealed for a good, 

sweet New Year. 

Ketiva vechatima tovah 

 Rabbi & Zelda Vogel 



т 

 

 



 

 



ф 

 



 

 

Basil, tell us about your childhood 

I was born on January 29th 1938 and lived in 

Palmers Green with my parents, Edward and Ray 

Mann, and my brother Stanley who was born in 

1943. When the war started, we had a shelter in our 

garden. I donôt remember it being built but I do 

remember it being demolished. I recall the air raid 

warning sirens followed by the óall clearô. My Father 

ensured that all our windows were blacked out. I 

had three uncles in the forces. Uncle Albert served 

in the Air Force, Uncle Harry and Uncle Sam in the 

Army, Uncle Sam becoming a Captain.  

We had windows broken and our synagogue had a 

direct hit and was demolished. Our services were 

held in a church hall for a while 

and Hebrew Classes on a Sunday 

morning were held in a local 

school. My aunt and her two 

young children came to stay with 

us as their house in Tottenham 

was bombed.  

Were you evacuated during 

the war? 

My parents decided we should be 

evacuated, and we went to stay 

with my mother's family in 

Birmingham. I remember little about our stay there 

except that my father took me to Edgbaston to 

watch cricket! As Birmingham came under attack, 

we moved to Southport and I attended shul there. 

When the Germans invaded Denmark, my paternal 

aunt, her husband and two young daughters 

managed to escape from there to Sweden. As soon 

as he could, my father flew from Northolt to see 

them and later we all travelled to visit them. 

How were your schooldays.  

Back in London, in 1945 Stanley and I went to the 

local primary school where my best friend was Keith 

Sugar. For secondary school my parents decided 

that I should go the City of London School for Boys 

in Blackfriars.  

My doctor was unhappy as I suffered badly with 

asthma and travelling on the tube with people 

smoking was not good for my health. 

In 1950 I went to Whittinghame College, a Jewish 

boarding school in Brighton, whose headmaster was 

Jacob Halevy, a prominent Zionist who wished to 

make Whittinghame College similar to Eton. It took 

in numerous Jewish refugees from Europe. The 

school was evacuated to Wales during the war. It 

was named Whittinghame as that was the country 

seat of Arthur Balfour. There were three houses ï 

Herzl, Weitzmann and Balfour. I was in Weitzman. 

I played a prominent part in school activities, 

writing the sports reports for the school magazine. 

With my friend Allan Bobroff we edited a school 

newspaper called Vox Populi. 

We had Friday night and Shabbat morning services 

and we put on tefillin each morning. After dinner on 

Fridays we had Debating Society. We held a mock 

election, and I was the Liberal candidate.  

I had my Barmitzvah in1951, but 

the event was clouded by the death 

of my grandmother who had died 

six months previously. I was her 

first grandchild and she had been 

looking forward to the event. 

One highlight of my school days 

was coming to London with my 

friends to act as markers for the 

Jewish parade for ex-serviceman 

at the Cenotaph, wearing our 

cadet uniforms. I went three times 

and one year the Guest of Honour 

was the Duke of Edinburgh.  

I left school when I was 17, not doing very well and 

became very involved with the Federation of Zionist 

Youth (FZY). I chaired the Southgate group 

organising guest speakers. On one occasion the 

speaker was our local MP Beverley Baxter, also a 

well-known theatre critic for the Evening Standard. 

I attended the FZY annual conference with people 

coming from all over the country. I was in Leeds on 

a Sunday evening for an FZY meeting and met Alan 

Marks who became a great friend.  

You have always been involved in shul life. 

Where did this come from? 

My parents were very much involved in Palmers 

Green shul. My father was chairman of the 

Education Committee. I have followed in his 

footsteps, using the knowledge of my aunt and 

uncleôs escape from Denmark to educate secondary 

school pupils in Hounslow in my role organising 

Holocaust Memorial Day in the borough. Later, I 

also went on to help organise the school  

Memories by Basil Mann  
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visits at Ealing shul for several years. My thanks go 

to all those in our community who helped out.  

How did you spend your working life. 

I was very involved in the ladyôs hat business. Our 

company was Edward Mann Ltd. My father was 

joined by his two brothers - Harry was the 

production expert and Albert the sales director. I 

worked in the factory and drove the van. 

There were two factories, one in Stoke Newington 

and one in Luton. We employed about 60 people. 

Luton was the centre of the hat tradeðthe football 

team is still called the Hatters! There were 

numerous small factories near Luton station and 

every night hats were delivered to the shops for the 

following day.  

The decline of the industry came about as ladies go 

out not wearing a hat nowadays! 

I had to change career at the age of 40, finding work 

as a bookkeeper as I had some experience in the 

family business. I went to West Thames College 

evening class to improve. I got a job in the accounts 

department of Oscar Friedheim, a company owned 

by a German Jewish man selling ink to the 

newspaper industry. It did very well before I arrived, 

selling large equipment for the print industry. The 

company was based near Waterloo station which 

was very convenient as I lived near Syon Lane 

Station. I enjoyed working there and each summer I 

booked four cricket pitches, and we played against 

our customers. Most enjoyable was a day trip to 

Cambridgeshire to play cricket against a customer 

including lunch and tea. When I was 60, Oscar 

Friedheim moved premises to Hemel Hempstead, 

and I was made redundant. I then got a part-time 

job with an Ealing-based debt collection agency 

through Penny's brother. The job was enjoyable but 

after 10 years I retired.  

 Tell me about your family 

I have two daughters - Tanya born in1966 and 

Charis born in 1968. Tanya went to Leeds University 

and read Law and is now a partner in a law firm and 

Charis is a legal secretary. I have four 

grandchildren, all of whom have graduated from 

university. When I married Penny she already had a 

son, Daniel. 

How did you develop links with Africa. 

In 2001 Penny received a note from her 

headmistress saying that the London Borough of 

Wandsworth wished schools to be linked with 

schools in Africa. Penny had worked in both 

Uganda and Kenya and this was an 

opportunity for her. The school she was 

allocated was Kabalega Primary school in Uganda, 

300 miles from Kampala. This was very exciting for 

us. I taught the children cricket and went to 

Kampala to umpire cricket which was well 

established in Uganda. 

On one occasion we were invited to attend the 

appointment of our friend Stanley as Archbishop of 

Uganda. We went to the cathedral for the service 

(donôt tell the rabbi!) where Prime Minister 

Museveni spoke. There were bishops and clergymen 

from all over the world, seated in a big tent marked 

óoverseas guestsô. In the evening, we went to the 

Archbishopôs Palace for another reception which 

was attended by the Archbishop of York. It was a 

day that Penny and I will never forget. 

What else kept you busy in retirement? 

By moving to Hounslow my life took another 

change. I became a member of Hounslow Synagogue 

where I was the security officer and represented 

Hounslow on the Board of Deputies. I am still a 

member of The Standard Advisory Committee of 

Education in Hounslow as the Jewish 

representative. I was a trustee at the Citizens Advice 

Bureau in Hounslow. I was chairman for15 years. 

The CAB was formed at the outbreak of the second 

world war. I am a member of Hounslow Friends of 

Faith and a volunteer at Hounslow Police Station to 

ensure those arrested are well looked after. I am also 

Chairman of Osterley Residents Association 

Where else have you travelled? 

I have made numerous visits to Israel. The first 

time, as a young man travelling, I was on an Egged 

bus that kept breaking down! In 1976 I was in Israel 

when the raid on Entebbe took place. I remember 

the excitement in the hotel when we heard the news 

of the rescue. Other trips to Israel included family 

weddings and a cricket tour to Israel. 

I visited the Jewish Community in China on a 

kosher trip arranged by Aviva Preston who 

organized an amazing experience. Other trips have 

included visiting the Jewish communities in 

Prague, Copenhagen, Amsterdam and Paris. 

Looking back over all your years, what were 

your highlights? 

Our visits to Uganda and umpiring in the Maccabiah 

Games in Israel 2009 were events which were real 

highlights for me. 



 

 

Mum made a significant contribution to Judaism during her life. Through her work 

at the British Library, she continually strove to disseminate Jewish knowledge and 

promote Jewish culture and scholarship. Mum was Head of the Libraryôs Hebrew 

Section, responsible for one of the finest Hebraic holdings worldwide, which 

consisted of over 3,000 Medieval manuscripts, circa 10,000 Genizah fragments and more than 70,000 

printed books dating from 1450 onwards.  

Mum was an exceptionally hard-working and committed curator, who loved and cherished the collection 

in her care, and didnôt rest until she gained a profound knowledge of its 

contents. For her expertise, she became much in demand and was greatly 

respected. All through her working life mum diligently promoted the 

Libraryôs vast Hebrew holdings amongst British Jews, students, and 

researchers and scholars internationally. She went out to give presentations 

to Jewish congregations around London, lectured at conferences and 

delivered many ñShow and Tellò sessions at the Library itself.  

Mum published journal articles about the collection, contributed chapters to 

various books and penned two titles of her own: óMemorial Volumes to 

Jewish Communities Destroyed in the 

Holocaustô and óHebrew Manuscripts: The 

Power of Script and Imageô.  

Her knowledge earned mum the appreciation of 

scholars around the globe; they would seek out 

her assistance with their research and request 

that she write book reviews.  

In 2009 she was acknowledged by the British government, and the award of 

an OBE was bestowed upon mum by Queen Elizabeth II for her services to 

scholarship. Mumôs drive to spread Jewish education only increased.  

Over a period of several years she led the óHebrew Manuscripts Digitisation 

Projectô, a massive undertaking to document, conserve and digitise the 

British Libraryôs Hebrew holdings, making the collection available to all to 

view online.  

Mum was also involved in two major exhibitions at the Library. Regarding the first, óSacredô, which 

explored the three Abrahamic faiths, mum played a considerable role in curating the part on Judaism. 

She gave guided viewings of the display, including to visitors Prince Phillip and Chief Rabbi Lord 

Jonathan Sacks (zòl). The second exhibition, óHebrew Manuscripts: Journeys of the Written Wordô, was 

mumôs opportunity to really showcase the Libraryôs treasures. It was extremely well-received, so much so 

that the State Library of Victoria, Melbourne, asked for the exhibits to be loaned to them in their 

entirety.  

In summary, mum was passionate about and dedicated to imparting Jewish knowledge, and worked 

tirelessly at the British Library towards this aim throughout her career; that is for thirty-five years. 

But mum always remained humble and modest despite her achievements and recognition. She radiated 

loveliness on the outside, but was especially beautiful on the inside. Mum was a truly genuine and honest 

person, and was led in life by a strong moral compass and love for the people around her. Mum cared 

deeply about her friends and colleagues; she was kind, compassionate and beyond generous to all. 
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Mumôs friends enjoyed her charming company and warm hospitality. She was a thoughtful 

and empathetic manager, taking her pastoral role very seriously. Regarding her family, mum 
was utterly devoted to us and was the most affectionate, attentive and loyal wife, mother and 

grandmother one could wish for. She was my confidante, my helper, my advisor, my guide, my 

shoulder to cry on, my biggest fan; she was my friend. She provided me with foundations and propped 

me up whenever I required support and encouragement. She celebrated my accomplishments. 

Regardless of age, Iôve always needed my mum, and very much still do. A year on, and I have no idea 

how Iôm going to manage without her. I never really believed that one day I would lose her. Her 

passing has left a huge void in our lives. Mum, we miss you. 

My family and I would like to express how touched we were that so many of the congregation were 

present to honour mumôs memory at her first year anniversary. It brought us consolation and comfort 

in these heart-breaking of times, and we wish to thank the Ealing Synagogue community 

wholeheartedly. 

 



 

 

 

In December, our multi-generational family - grandparents, parents, and teenagers - embarked on a 
remarkable journey to Egypt.  

We started in Giza, where the view from our hotel balcony was truly surreal with the iconic Pyramids 

appearing to rise from the desert as well as a view of the New 

Museum, which we would visit.  

Our first morning was a trip to the Pyramids. Seeing the Great 

Pyramid of Khufu up close was nothing short of awe-inspiring. I 

couldnôt help visualizing the Hebrew slaves with their ropes and 

pulleys, lugging great slabs of stone up these huge structures. It felt 

awe-inspiring to be standing where our ancestors stood all those 

centuries ago. It made me realize the mental and physical strength of 

our people to have survived so much and still be here today. The 

Sphinx, guarding the plateau with its stoic expression, sparked 

everyoneôs curiosity. We took dozens of family photos there, making many wonderful memories. 

Incidentally, the Kingôs Gallery has a photo taken by King Edward VII on his trip to the Middle East in 1925, 

which is almost identical to this! 

In the Old Museum, we were guided through the galleries of mummies, sarcophagi, and treasures from 

tombs long sealed. The highlight was Tutankhamunôs golden mask - its brilliance undimmed by centuries. 

The next morning, we headed to Luxor and the start of our boat trip. The major part of our tour was to be 

spent cruising down the Nile from Luxor, to Aswan. The calm waters, bordered by palm trees and small 

villages, seemed untouched by time. Each day brought a new adventure. 

The Karnak Temple Complex, with its towering columns, the tallest of which is 21metres, with obelisks and 

endless hieroglyphs, was one of the highlights. Another was wandering through the great temples as the sun 

came up which was quite magical. 

The Valley of the Kings and the Valley of the 

Queens gave us a more intimate glimpse into 

ancient life and death. We entered several tombs, 

each one more vividly decorated than the last, 

carved with scenes of the afterlife and still richly 

coloured, even after thousands of years. 

At Edfu, we explored the Temple of Horus, one of the best-preserved temples in Egypt. We were all 

fascinated by the massive stone carvings and mythical stories. At Kom Ombo, we discovered a rare double 

temple dedicated to two gods. The on-site museum with crocodile mummies was a particular favorite. 

We reached our southernmost point, Aswan, for one of the most striking events of our cruise: the visit to 

Abu Simbel, with its two massive temples carved into the rock face, built by Ramses II. As it was a 4 hour 

drive away, we had to get up at 3 am! Seeing the sunrise over the desert made this more than worthwhile. 

Abu Simbel has four colossal statues of Ramses at the entrance built in such a way that, on two days a year, 

the sun would shine into the inner sanctuary lighting up the three statues at the end. Unfortunately, the 

temple had to be moved when the Aswan Dam was built, so this dramatic illumination has been lost. 

Our next destination was the Aswan High Damða massive feat of 20th-century engineering. Standing atop 

the dam, we took in the scale of Lake Nasser, stretching beyond the horizon. It was a powerful contrast to 

the ancient ruins weôd seen, reminding us that Egyptôs story continues to evolve.We also visited Philae 

Temple Complex at night. This is on an island, so can only be reached by small boats. This temple is 

dedicated to Isis and is one of the last structures, built by the Egyptians to survive after the Christians came.  

The Graingers in Giza & Beyond  

Rosemary Grainger 

ñIt made me realize the mental and 

physical strength of our people to have 

survived so much and still be here 
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The next day we visited a Nubian village and botanical 

gardens, made memorable by the kids holding a baby 

crocodile. The vivid colors of the homes and the warmth of 

the people offered a completely different side of Egyptian life. 

Sharing tea, hearing stories and seeing traditional crafts, made for 

one of the most personal and joyful parts of the trip.  

After Aswan, we returned to Luxor, cruising northward through the 

Esna Lock, where many traders threw their wares up to us on deck. 

Money would be put in a plastic bag and thrown back to them. This 

stretch of the journey allowed for slower moments - cards on the sun 

deck, quiet conversations over breakfast and watching the Nileôs timeless scenery drift by.  

Back in Luxor, we spent our last evening visiting Luxor Temple, by which time, as one our grandsons 

remarked, we were all ñtempled outò. The younger members did manage to visit the Souk, a souvenir 

hunting opportunity. As the sun dipped low and the lights came on across the river, we gathered on deck 

together - three generations, with one unforgettable journey behind us. 

Our journey was made more special by 

our guide, Marco, a Coptic Christian, 

whose knowledge and warmth brought 

the entire trip to life. He shared not only 

historical facts but also personal insights 

into modern Egypt. Through him, we 

gained a deeper understanding of how 

different religions - particularly Muslims 

and Christians - now coexist peacefully, especially since the influence of the Egyptian Brotherhood has 

been pushed out. His presence gave context to everything we saw. 

We returned home not just with photos, souvenirs, and stories, but with a stronger connection to each 

other and, indeed, many wonderful memories of a holiday spent in a place that seemed to exist both 

inside and outside of time. 

ñAs the sun dipped low and the lights came 

on across the river, we gathered on deck 

together - three generations, with one 

unforgettable journey behind us.ò 

Tea, Cake & More!  
 
At our Afternoon Tea & Chat meeting in May, kindly organised by Alison Shindler, local collage artist and 
member of Ealing Liberal Synagogue, Jennifer Henley, introduced members to the world of collage. She 
believes that everyone is creative even if they donôt think they are. Collage 
requires no particular artistic skill, no ability to draw and paint. It is a fun and 
expressive art form that offers a wealth of mental and emotional benefits, the 
creation process can increase mindfulness. It is inexpensive with no need for 
lots of equipment and there are no rules.  
 
Jennifer showed us examples of her work and encouraged everyone to create 
small collages incorporating text and image. The aim was to have an odd 

juxtaposition of words and phrases, cut from 
magazines, with an image. So, with scissors, magazines, 
junk mail, and a glue stick, members spent an 
absorbing hour gluing and sticking. The reaction was 
positive; more than one person who had not thought 
they would enjoy this activity found it to be relaxing and 
indicated it was something they would like to pursue. 

 

ź 

J Henley 

Fleur Lloyd 
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¢ƘŜ LƳǇŀŎǘ ƻŦ WŜǿƛǎƘ /ƘŀǊŀŎǘŜǊǎ ƛƴ .ǊƻŀŘǿŀȅ aǳǎƛŎŀƭǎ 
 YŀǘŜ !ƴǘƘƻƴȅ όYŀǘȅ .ŀǊŀƪύ 

 
CǊƻƳ ŎƻƳǇƻǎŜǊǎ ƭƛƪŜ {ǘŜǇƘŜƴ {ƻƴŘƘŜƛƳΣ wƛŎƘŀǊŘ wƻŘƎŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ hǎŎŀǊ IŀƳƳŜǊǎǘŜƛƴΣ ǘƻ ŀŎǘƻǊǎ ǎǳŎƘ ŀǎ LŘƛƴŀ aŜƴȊŜƭ 
ŀƴŘ .Ŝƴ tƭŀǘǘΣ WŜǿƛǎƘ ǘŀƭŜƴǘ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ƛƴǎǘǊǳƳŜƴǘŀƭ ƛƴ ǎƘŀǇƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǊƛŎƘ ƘƛǎǘƻǊȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜŀǘǊƛŎŀƭ ƳǳǎƛŎŀƭǎΦ 
¸ŜǘΣ Ƙƻǿ Ƴŀƴȅ WŜǿƛǎƘ ŎƘŀǊŀŎǘŜǊǎ Ŏŀƴ ȅƻǳ ǊŜŎŀƭƭ ŦǊƻƳ ȅƻǳǊ ŦŀǾƻǳǊƛǘŜ ƳǳǎƛŎŀƭǎΚ L ƘŀǾŜ ŦƻŎǳǎŜŘ ƻƴ ƴƛƴŜ ƛŎƻƴƛŎ WŜǿƛǎƘ 
ŎƘŀǊŀŎǘŜǊǎ ǿƘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ƭŜŦǘ ƛƴŘŜƭƛōƭŜ ƳŀǊƪǎ ƛƴ ƳǳǎƛŎŀƭ ǎǘŀƎŜ ƘƛǎǘƻǊȅΦ [ŜǘΩǎ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǎǘƻǊƛŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŜȄǇƭƻǊŜ ǿƘȅ ǘƘŜȅ 
ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜ ǘƻ ƳŜŀƴ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘ ǘƻŘŀȅΦ 
 

Cŀƴƴȅ .ǊƛŎŜ ŦǊƻƳ Cǳƴƴȅ DƛǊƭ όмфспύ 
Cǳƴƴȅ DƛǊƭ ōǊƛƴƎǎ ǘƻ ƭƛŦŜ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻǊȅ ƻŦ Cŀƴƴȅ .ǊƛŎŜΣ ŀ WŜǿƛǎƘ ŎƻƳŜŘƛŀƴΣ ǎƛƴƎŜǊ ŀƴŘ ŀŎǘǊŜǎǎΣ ǿƘƻ 
ōǳƛƭǘ ƘŜǊ ŎŀǊŜŜǊ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ¸ƛŘŘƛǎƘ ŀŎŎŜƴǘ ŀƴŘ ŀ ƪƴŀŎƪ ŦƻǊ ǇŀǊƻŘȅΦ 
.ǊƛŎŜΣ ǘƘŜ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊ ƻŦ WŜǿƛǎƘ ƛƳƳƛƎǊŀƴǘǎ ŦǊƻƳ bŜǿ ¸ƻǊƪΩǎ [ƻǿŜǊ 9ŀǎǘ {ƛŘŜΣ ǊŜƳŀƛƴǎ 
ǳƴŀǇƻƭƻƎŜǘƛŎŀƭƭȅ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦΣ ŎƘŀǊƳƛƴƎ ŀǳŘƛŜƴŎŜǎ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊ ǾƛōǊŀƴǘ ǇŜǊǎƻƴŀƭƛǘȅ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ƘŜǊ 
ƭƻƻƪǎΦ !ƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǎŜǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŀŦǘŜǊƳŀǘƘ ƻŦ ²ƻǊƭŘ ²ŀǊ LΣ ǘƘŜ ƴŀǊǊŀǘƛǾŜ ƻŦǘŜƴ ǊŜǿƛƴŘǎ ǘƻ .ǊƛŎŜΩǎ ƭƛŦŜ 
ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǊΣ ƘƛƎƘƭƛƎƘǘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ƧƻǳǊƴŜȅ ǘƻ ǎǳŎŎŜǎǎ ŘŜǎǇƛǘŜ ƴǳƳŜǊƻǳǎ ƻōǎǘŀŎƭŜǎΦ 
²ƘŀǘΩǎ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘΚ Cŀƴƴȅ .ǊƛŎŜ ƛǎ ƪƴƻǿƴ ŀǎ ŀ ǇƛƻƴŜŜǊ ƻŦ ŦǳƴƴȅΣ ƛƴǘŜƭƭƛƎŜƴǘΣ ŀƴŘ ǇǊƻǳŘƭȅ WŜǿƛǎƘ 
ƭŜŀŘƛƴƎ ƭŀŘƛŜǎΦ ²Ŝ ŀƭƭ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ .ŀǊōǊŀ {ǘǊŜƛǎŀƴŘ ǎǘŀǊǊƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƻǊƛƎƛƴŀƭ .ǊƻŀŘǿŀȅ ƳǳǎƛŎŀƭΦ 
.ŜŀƴƛŜ CŜƭŘǎǘŜƛƴΣ ǿƘƻ ǇƻǊǘǊŀȅŜŘ .ǊƛŎŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ .ǊƻŀŘǿŀȅ ǊŜǾƛǾŀƭ ǎŀƛŘΣ άL ǘǊǳƭȅ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƴȅ 

WŜǿƛǎƘ ǿƻƳŀƴ ǿƘƻ ǿŀƴǘǎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŦǳƴƴȅΣ ǇŜǊŦƻǊƳ ŀƴŘ ǎƛƴƎΣ ƻǿŜǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ Cŀƴƴȅ .ǊƛŎŜΦέ 
 

¢ŜǾȅŜ ŦǊƻƳ CƛŘŘƭŜǊ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ wƻƻŦ όмфспύ 
Lǘ ƛǎ ƛƳǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜ ǘƻ ŘƛǎŎǳǎǎ WŜǿƛǎƘ ŎƘŀǊŀŎǘŜǊǎ ƛƴ ƳǳǎƛŎŀƭǎ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 
ǉǳƛƴǘŜǎǎŜƴǘƛŀƭƭȅ WŜǿƛǎƘ ƳǳǎƛŎŀƭΣ CƛŘŘƭŜǊ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ wƻƻŦΗ .ŀǎŜŘ ƻƴ {ƘƻƭŜƳ !ƭŜƛŎƘŜƳΩǎ 
Ψ¢ŜǾȅŜ ǘƘŜ 5ŀƛǊȅƳŀƴΣΩ ǘƘƛǎ ōŜƭƻǾŜŘ ƳǳǎƛŎŀƭ ǘŜƭƭǎ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻǊȅ ƻŦ ¢ŜǾȅŜ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ 
ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ¦ƪǊŀƛƴƛŀƴ ǾƛƭƭŀƎŜ ƻŦ !ƴŀǘŜǾƪŀΦ ¢ŜǾȅŜ ŜƳōƻŘƛŜǎ ǘƘŜ ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘ ŜȄŀƳǇƭŜ ƻŦ ŀ 
ǊŜƭƛƎƛƻǳǎ ǇŀǘǊƛŀǊŎƘΦ Iƛǎ ǿƻǊƭŘ ǊŜǾƻƭǾŜǎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ŀƴŘ ǘǊŀŘƛǘƛƻƴΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ 
Ƴŀƛƴǘŀƛƴǎ Ƙƛǎ ǎŜƴǎŜ ƻŦ ƘǳƳƻǳǊ ŘŜǎǇƛǘŜ ƭƛŦŜΩǎ ǳǇǎ ŀƴŘ ŘƻǿƴǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ŀƭƭ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜǊŜ 
ǿŜǊŜ ǇƭŜƴǘȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳΗ 
²ƘŀǘΩǎ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘΚΥ ¢ŜǾȅŜΩǎ ǘŀƭŜ ǘŀƪŜǎ ǳǎ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ WŜǿƛǎƘ ǘǊŀŘƛǘƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ƘŜǊƛǘŀƎŜΣ 
ōǊƛƴƎƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƭƛŦŜ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎƘǘƭŜǘƭΦ Lǘ ŀƭǎƻ ǎŜǊǾŜǎ ŀǎ ŀ ǊŜƳƛƴŘŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƘƛǎǘƻǊƛŎ 
ǇŜǊǎŜŎǳǘƛƻƴ WŜǿǎ ŦŀŎŜŘΣ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ƛǎ ǳƭǘƛƳŀǘŜƭȅ ŦƻǊŎŜŘ ǘƻ ŦƭŜŜ ǘƘŜ ǾƛƭƭŀƎŜΦ CƛŘŘƭŜǊ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ wƻƻŦ ŎƻƴƴŜŎǘǎ Ƴŀƴȅ 
WŜǿƛǎƘ ŎƻƳƳǳƴƛǘƛŜǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƛǊ Ǌƻƻǘǎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ƛǘǎ ǘǊŀŘƛǘƛƻƴŀƭ ƳǳǎƛŎΣ ƘǳƳƻǳǊ ŀƴŘ ƘŜŀǊǘΦ 
 

IŜǊǊ {ŎƘǳƭǘȊ ŦǊƻƳ /ŀōŀǊŜǘ όмфссύ 
Lƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ƻŦ /ŀōŀǊŜǘΣ IŜǊǊ {ŎƘǳƭǘȊΣ ŀ ƪƛƴŘ ŀƴŘ ŜƭŘŜǊƭȅ ŦǊǳƛǘ ǎƘƻǇ ƻǿƴŜǊΣ ǎǘŜŀƭǎ ƘŜŀǊǘǎ ǿƛǘƘ 
Ƙƛǎ ǇƻƛƎƴŀƴǘ ƭƻǾŜ ǎǘƻǊȅΦ {ŎƘǳƭǘȊ ǊŜǎƛŘŜǎ ƛƴ ŀ ōƻŀǊŘƛƴƎ ƘƻǳǎŜ ƻǿƴŜŘ ōȅ CǊŀǳƭŜƛƴ {ŎƘƴŜƛŘŜǊΣ 
ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǇŀƛǊ ŀǊŜ ǎƻƻƴ ŜƴƎŀƎŜŘΦ IƻǿŜǾŜǊΣ ǘƘŜ ƘŀǊǎƘ ǊŜŀƭƛǘƛŜǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǘƛƳŜ ŎƻƳŜ ŎǊŀǎƘƛƴƎ 
Řƻǿƴ ǿƘŜƴ {ŎƘƴŜƛŘŜǊΣ ŀ DŜǊƳŀƴΣ ōǊŜŀƪǎ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ŜƴƎŀƎŜƳŜƴǘΣ ŦŜŀǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŘŀƴƎŜǊǎ ƻŦ 
ƳŀǊǊȅƛƴƎ ŀ WŜǿ ŀƳƛŘ ǘƘŜ ǊƛǎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ bŀȊƛǎΦ 
²ƘŀǘΩǎ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘΚ !ƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ /ŀōŀǊŜǘ ƛǎ ǎŜǘ ƛƴ DŜǊƳŀƴȅ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŜŀǊƭȅ Řŀȅǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ bŀȊƛǎΩ 
ǊƛǎŜ ǘƻ ǇƻǿŜǊ όмфнф-мфолύΣ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻǊȅ ŘƻŜǎ ƴƻǘ ŎŜƴǘǊŀƭƭȅ ŦƻŎǳǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ WŜǿƛǎƘ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜΦ  

IƻǿŜǾŜǊΣ IŜǊǊ {ŎƘǳƭǘȊΩǎ ǇǊŜǎŜƴŎŜ ǎŜǊǾŜǎ ŀǎ ŀ ŎǊǳŎƛŀƭ ǊŜƳƛƴŘŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ WŜǿƛǎƘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΩǎ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ 
ǇŜǊƛƻŘΦ aȅ ŎƻǳǎƛƴΣ 9ƭƭƛƻǘ [ŜǾŜȅΣ ǊŜŎŜƴǘƭȅ ǇƻǊǘǊŀȅŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƭŜ ƻŦ {ŎƘǳƭǘȊ ŀƴŘ ǊŜŎŜƛǾŜŘ ŀƴ hƭƛǾƛŜǊ !ǿŀǊŘ ŦƻǊ Ƙƛǎ 
ǇŜǊŦƻǊƳŀƴŎŜ ŀǎ ōŜǎǘ ǎǳǇǇƻǊǘƛƴƎ ŀŎǘƻǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ [ƻƴŘƻƴ ǊŜǾƛǾŀƭ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ƳǳǎƛŎŀƭΦ 
 

tŀǳƭ ŦǊƻƳ /ƻƳǇŀƴȅ όмфтлύ 
tŀǳƭΣ ŀ WŜǿƛǎƘ ŎƘŀǊŀŎǘŜǊ ŦǊƻƳ {ǘŜǇƘŜƴ {ƻƴŘƘŜƛƳΩǎ ŎŜƭŜōǊŀǘŜŘ ƳǳǎƛŎŀƭ /ƻƳǇŀƴȅΣ ǇǊƻǾƛŘŜǎ ŀ ǊŀǊŜ ƎƭƛƳǇǎŜ ƛƴǘƻ 
ƛƴǘŜǊŦŀƛǘƘ ǊŜƭŀǘƛƻƴǎƘƛǇǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀƎŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎƻƴƎ ΨDŜǘǘƛƴƎ aŀǊǊƛŜŘ ¢ƻŘŀȅΩ ǎƘƻǿǎ Ƙƛǎ ŦƛŀƴŎŞŜ !Ƴȅ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ŎƻƭŘ ŦŜŜǘ ƻƴ 
ǘƘŜ Řŀȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ /ŀǘƘƻƭƛŎ-WŜǿƛǎƘ ǿŜŘŘƛƴƎΦ !Ƴȅ ǎŀȅǎΥ ά²ƘƻŜǾŜǊ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ LΩŘ ƳŀǊǊȅ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ WŜǿƛǎƘΚ 
WŜǿƛǎƘΗ L ƳŜŀƴΣ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƪƴƻǿ ŀƴȅōƻŘȅ ǿƘƻ ǿŀǎ WŜǿƛǎƘΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ Ƴȅ Ƴŀƛƴ ŀǘǘǊŀŎǘƛƻƴΦέ 
²ƘŀǘΩǎ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘΚ {ǘŜǇƘŜƴ {ƻƴŘƘŜƛƳΣ ǿƛŘŜƭȅ ǊŜǾŜǊŜŘ ŀǎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ƛƳǇŀŎǘŦǳƭ ŎƻƳǇƻǎŜǊǎ ƛƴ ƳǳǎƛŎŀƭ 
ǘƘŜŀǘǊŜΣ ƛǎ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ WŜǿƛǎƘΦ IƻǿŜǾŜǊΣ ƘŜ ǊŀǊŜƭȅ ƛƴŎƻǊǇƻǊŀǘŜŘ ŜȄǇƭƛŎƛǘ WŜǿƛǎƘ ǘƘŜƳŜǎ ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ǿƻǊƪΦ {ƻƴŘƘŜƛƳ 
ŎƘŀǊŀŎǘŜǊƛǎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ WŜǿƛǎƘ ƛŘŜƴǘƛǘȅ ŀǎ ΨǾŜǊȅ ŘŜŜǇΣΩ ǎŀȅƛƴƎΣ άLǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ŦŀŎǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƻ Ƴŀƴȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ L ŀŘƳƛǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 
ŀǊǘǎ ŀǊŜ WŜǿƛǎƘΣ ŀƴŘ ŀǊǘ ƛǎ ŀǎ ŎƭƻǎŜ ǘƻ ŀ ǊŜƭƛƎƛƻƴ ŀǎ L ƘŀǾŜΗέ 



мт 

 

aŀǊǾƛƴ ŦǊƻƳ CŀƭǎŜǘǘƻǎ όмффнύ 
Lƴ ǘƘŜ ƛƴǘǊƛƎǳƛƴƎƭȅ ŘȅǎŦǳƴŎǘƛƻƴŀƭ ǿƻǊƭŘ ƻŦ CŀƭǎŜǘǘƻǎΣ aŀǊǾƛƴ ǎǘŀƴŘǎ ƻǳǘ ŀǎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴȅ ŎŀǇǘƛǾŀǘƛƴƎ WŜǿƛǎƘ 
ŎƘŀǊŀŎǘŜǊǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ƻǇŜƴƛƴƎ ƴǳƳōŜǊΣ ΨCƻǳǊ WŜǿǎ ƛƴ ŀ wƻƻƳ .ƛǘŎƘƛƴƎΣΩ ƘǳƳƻǊƻǳǎƭȅ ƳƛǊǊƻǊǎ ŀ ǘȅǇƛŎŀƭ ŘȅƴŀƳƛŎ ƛƴ 
Ƴŀƴȅ WŜǿƛǎƘ ƘƻǳǎŜƘƻƭŘǎ ŀƴŘ ƛƴǘǊƻŘǳŎŜǎ ǘƘŜ ŀǳŘƛŜƴŎŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǳƴƛǉǳŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ƻŦ aŀǊǾƛƴΣ ǿƘƻ ƭŜŀǾŜǎ Ƙƛǎ ǿƛŦŜ 
¢Ǌƛƴŀ ŦƻǊ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ƴŀƳŜŘ ²ƘƛȊȊŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ŀŎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Ǉƭŀȅ ŎŜƴǘǊŜǎ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ǎƻƴΩǎ .ŀǊ aƛǘȊǾŀƘΦ 
²ƘŀǘΩǎ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘΚ aŀǊǾƛƴ ŀƴŘ ²ƘƛȊȊŜǊΩǎ ǎǘƻǊȅ ŜȄǇƭƻǊŜǎ ƴƻǘ ƻƴƭȅ WŜǿƛǎƘ ƛŘŜƴǘƛǘȅ ōǳǘ ŀƭǎƻ ŎƻƳǇƭŜȄ ǎŜȄǳŀƭƛǘȅ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ 
ǘƘŜ ΨтлǎΣ ƘƛƎƘƭƛƎƘǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊǳƎƎƭŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŎǳƭǘǳǊŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŀǊƛǎŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜǎŜ ƛŘŜƴǘƛǘƛŜǎΦ ²ƘƛƭŜ CŀƭǎŜǘǘƻǎ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ǿŜƭƭ 
ǊŜŎŜƛǾŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ȅŜŀǊǎΣ ƛǘΩǎ нлмф [ƻƴŘƻƴ ²Ŝǎǘ 9ƴŘ ǊŜǾƛǾŀƭ ŎŀǳǎŜŘ ŎƻƴǘǊƻǾŜǊǎȅ ƻǾŜǊ ΨWŜǿŦŀŎŜΩ - ŀ ǘŜǊƳ ǊŜŦŜǊǊƛƴƎ ǘƻ 
ǘƘŜ ƛƴŀǳǘƘŜƴǘƛŎ ǇƻǊǘǊŀȅŀƭ ƻŦ WŜǿƛǎƘ ŎƘŀǊŀŎǘŜǊǎ ōȅ ƴƻƴ-WŜǿƛǎƘ ŀŎǘƻǊǎΦ 5ŜǎǇƛǘŜ ƛǘǎ WŜǿƛǎƘ ǿǊƛǘŜǊǎΣ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǾƛǾŀƭ ƛƴǾƻƭǾŜŘ ŀ 
ƴƻƴ-WŜǿƛǎƘ ǘŜŀƳ ŀƴŘ ŎŀǎǘΣ ǎǇŀǊƪƛƴƎ ŎǊƛǘƛŎƛǎƳ ƻŦ ŀ ƭŀŎƪ ƻŦ ŎǳƭǘǳǊŀƭ ǎŜƴǎƛǘƛǾƛǘȅ ŀƴŘ ŀǇǇǊƻǇǊƛŀǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ WŜǿƛǎƘ ŎǳƭǘǳǊŜ ŀƴŘ 
ǊŜƭƛƎƛƻƴΦ 
 

[Ŝƻ CǊŀƴƪ ŦǊƻƳ tŀǊŀŘŜ όмффуύ 
tŀǊŀŘŜ ƛǎ ŀ ŎƻƳǇŜƭƭƛƴƎ ƳǳǎƛŎŀƭ ōȅ Wŀǎƻƴ wƻōŜǊǘ .ǊƻǿƴΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƴŀǊǊŀǘŜǎ ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳŜ ǎǘƻǊȅ ƻŦ WŜǿƛǎƘ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴ [Ŝƻ 

CǊŀƴƪΦ Lƴ мфмоΣ CǊŀƴƪ ǿŀǎ ǿǊƻƴƎŦǳƭƭȅ ŎƻƴǾƛŎǘŜŘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƳǳǊŘŜǊ ƻŦ ŀ мо-ȅŜŀǊ-ƻƭŘ ƎƛǊƭΣ ŀƴ 
ƛƴŎƛŘŜƴǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘǊƛƎƎŜǊŜŘ ǎŜǾŜǊŜ ŀƴǘƛǎŜƳƛǘƛǎƳ ŀƴŘ ǎƘƻƻƪ ǘƘŜ ƴŜǿƭȅ ŜǎǘŀōƭƛǎƘŜŘ 
ŎƻƳƳǳƴƛǘȅ ƻŦ WŜǿƛǎƘ ƛƳƳƛƎǊŀƴǘǎ ƛƴ !ǘƭŀƴǘŀΣ ¦{!Φ Lǘ ŀƭǎƻ ƎŀƭǾŀƴƛǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŦƻǊƳŀǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ 
ǘƘŜ !ƴǘƛ-5ŜŦŀƳŀǘƛƻƴ [ŜŀƎǳŜΦ 
²ƘŀǘΩǎ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘΚ tŀǊŀŘŜ ǎŜǊǾŜǎ ŀǎ ŀ ǎǘŀǊƪ ǊŜƳƛƴŘŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŘŀƴƎŜǊǎ ƻŦ ǊŀƳǇŀƴǘ 
ŀƴǘƛǎŜƳƛǘƛǎƳΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƳŜǎǎŀƎŜ ǊŀƴƎ ǇŀǊǘƛŎǳƭŀǊƭȅ ǘǊǳŜ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǇŜǊŦƻǊƳŀƴŎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 
нлно .ǊƻŀŘǿŀȅ ǊŜǾƛǾŀƭ ǿƘŜƴ ŦƛŜǊŎŜ ŀƴǘƛǎŜƳƛǘƛŎ ǇǊƻǘŜǎǘŜǊǎ ƎŀǘƘŜǊŜŘ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ ǘƘŜŀǘǊŜΦ 
.Ŝƴ tƭŀǘǘΣ ǿƘƻ ǇƭŀȅŜŘ [Ŝƻ CǊŀƴƪ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǾƛǾŀƭΣ ŜƴŎƻǳǊŀƎŜŘ ǾƛŜǿŜǊǎ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǊƴ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ 

ǎǘƻǊȅ ŀƴŘ ǘƻ ǿŀǘŎƘ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻǿΣ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ ƻƴ LƴǎǘŀƎǊŀƳΣ άLǘ ǿŀǎ ŘŜŦƛƴƛǘŜƭȅ ǾŜǊȅ ǳƎƭȅ ŀƴŘ ǎŎŀǊȅΣ ōǳǘ ŀ ǿƻƴŘŜǊŦǳƭ ǊŜƳƛƴŘŜǊ 
ƻŦ ǿƘȅ ǿŜΩǊŜ ǘŜƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƘƛǎ ǇŀǊǘƛŎǳƭŀǊ ǎǘƻǊȅ ŀƴŘ Ƙƻǿ ǎǇŜŎƛŀƭ ŀƴŘ ǇƻǿŜǊŦǳƭ ŀǊǘ ŀƴŘΣ ǇŀǊǘƛŎǳƭŀǊƭȅΣ ǘƘŜŀǘǊŜ Ŏŀƴ ōŜΦέ 
 

¢ŀǘŜƘ ŦǊƻƳ wŀƎǘƛƳŜ όмффуύ 
wŀƎǘƛƳŜ ŜȄǇƭƻǊŜǎ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǾŜǎ ƻŦ ŀ ǿŜŀƭǘƘȅ ǿƘƛǘŜ ŎƻǳǇƭŜΣ ŀƴ !ŦǊƛŎŀƴ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴ ǊŀƎǘƛƳŜ ƳǳǎƛŎƛŀƴΣ ŀƴŘ ŀ WŜǿƛǎƘ 
ƛƳƳƛƎǊŀƴǘ ƴŀƳŜŘ ¢ŀǘŜƘ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΣ ǎŜǘ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪŘǊƻǇ ƻŦ ŜŀǊƭȅ нлǘƘ-ŎŜƴǘǳǊȅ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀΦ ¢ŀǘŜƘΣ ŀ [ŀǘǾƛŀƴ 
ƛƳƳƛƎǊŀƴǘΣ ƛƴƛǘƛŀƭƭȅ ǎǘǊǳƎƎƭŜǎ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ŜƴŘǎ ƳŜŜǘ ŀǎ ŀ ǎƛƭƘƻǳŜǘǘŜ ŀǊǘƛǎǘΦ IƻǿŜǾŜǊΣ ƘŜ ǇŜǊǎŜǾŜǊŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŜǾŜƴǘǳŀƭƭȅ 
ŀŎƘƛŜǾŜǎ ǎǳŎŎŜǎǎ ŀǎ ŀ ǎƛƭŜƴǘ ŦƛƭƳƳŀƪŜǊΣ ǊŜƛƴǾŜƴǘƛƴƎ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ŀǎ ΨǘƘŜ .ŀǊƻƴ !ǎƘƪŜƴŀȊȅΦΩ 
²ƘŀǘΩǎ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘΚ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǎǘƻǊȅ ŜȄǇƭƻǊŜǎ ǘƘŜ ƳǳƭǘƛŦŀŎŜǘŜŘ ƛŘŜŀ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴ ŘǊŜŀƳ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ǇŜǊǎǇŜŎǘƛǾŜǎ 
ƻŦ ǘƘƻǎŜ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎƛƴƎ ƭƛŦŜ ƛƴ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀΣ ƛƴŎƭǳŘƛƴƎ ŀ ƴŜǿ WŜǿƛǎƘ ƛƳƳƛƎǊŀƴǘΦ ¢ŀǘŜƘΩǎ ƧƻǳǊƴŜȅ ŦǊƻƳ ŀ ǎǘǊǳƎƎƭƛƴƎ ƴŜǿƭȅ 
ŀǊǊƛǾŜŘ ŀǊǘƛǎǘ ǘƻ ŀ ǎǳŎŎŜǎǎŦǳƭ ŦƛƭƳƳŀƪŜǊ ŜƳōƻŘƛŜǎ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊǳƎƎƭŜ ŀƴŘ ǇŜǊǎŜǾŜǊŀƴŎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƻŦǘŜƴ ŎƘŀǊŀŎǘŜǊƛǎŜǎ ǘƘŜ 
ƛƳƳƛƎǊŀƴǘ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜΦ 
 

5ƛƴŀ ŦǊƻƳ ¢ƘŜ .ŀƴŘΩǎ ±ƛǎƛǘ όнлмтύ 
5ƛƴŀ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀǊƛǎƳŀǘƛŎ ƻǿƴŜǊ ƻŦ ŀ ŎŀŦŞ ƛƴ .Ŝƛǘ IŀǘƛƪǾŀƘΣ ŀ ŦƛŎǘƛƻƴŀƭ ǘƻǿƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 
bŜƎŜǾΣ LǎǊŀŜƭΦ IŜǊ ƭƛŦŜ ǘŀƪŜǎ ŀƴ ǳƴŜȄǇŜŎǘŜŘ ǘǳǊƴ ǿƘŜƴ ŀ ōŀƴŘ ƻŦ 9ƎȅǇǘƛŀƴ 
ƳǳǎƛŎƛŀƴǎΣ ǘƘŜ !ƭŜȄŀƴŘǊƛŀ /ŜǊŜƳƻƴƛŀƭ tƻƭƛŎŜ hǊŎƘŜǎǘǊŀΣ ƳƛǎǘŀƪŜƴƭȅ ŀǊǊƛǾŜ ƛƴ .Ŝƛǘ 
IŀǘƛƪǾŀƘ ƛƴǎǘŜŀŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƛƴǘŜƴŘŜŘ ŘŜǎǘƛƴŀǘƛƻƴΣ tŜǘŀƘ ¢ƛƪǾŀƘΦ 5ƛǎǇƭŀȅƛƴƎ ǿŀǊƳ 
ƘƻǎǇƛǘŀƭƛǘȅΣ 5ƛƴŀ ƻŦŦŜǊǎ ǘƘŜ ƭƻǎǘ ƳǳǎƛŎƛŀƴǎ ǎƘŜƭǘŜǊ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘΣ ǎǇŀǊƪƛƴƎ ŀ ǳƴƛǉǳŜ 
ŎǳƭǘǳǊŀƭ ŜȄŎƘŀƴƎŜΦ 
²ƘŀǘΩǎ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘΚ ²Ƙƛƭǎǘ Ƴŀƴȅ ǊŜŀŘŜǊǎ Ƴŀȅ ƴƻǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ƳǳǎƛŎŀƭΣ ƛǘΩǎ 
ŀ ǎƛƎƴƛŦƛŎŀƴǘ ǇƛŜŎŜ ƻŦ ǿǊƛǘƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ǊŜƎŀǊŘǎ ǘƻ !Ǌŀō ŀƴŘ LǎǊŀŜƭƛ ǊŜƭŀǘƛƻƴǎΦ 5ƛƴŀΩǎ ŎƘŀǊŀŎǘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƻǾŜǊŀǊŎƘƛƴƎ ŜǘƘƻǎ ƻŦ 
¢ƘŜ .ŀƴŘΩǎ ±ƛǎƛǘ ŜƳǇƘŀǎƛǎŜǎ ǳƴƛǘȅ ŀƴŘ ƘƻǎǇƛǘŀƭƛǘȅ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ƴŜƛƎƘōƻǳǊƛƴƎ ƴŀǘƛƻƴǎΣ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ŎƻƴŦƭƛŎǘΦ  
 

wŀōōƛ {ǳŘŀƪ ŦǊƻƳ /ƻƳŜ ŦǊƻƳ !ǿŀȅ όнлмтύ 
/ƻƳŜ CǊƻƳ !ǿŀȅ ǘŜƭƭǎ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŀƭ-ƭƛŦŜ ǎǘƻǊƛŜǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎƛŘŜƴǘǎ ƻŦ DŀƴŘŜǊΣ bŜǿŦƻǳƴŘƭŀƴŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǿƘƻǎŜ ŦƭƛƎƘǘǎ ǿŜǊŜ 
ǊŜǊƻǳǘŜŘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƻƴ фκммΣ ƛƴŎƭǳŘƛƴƎ wŀōōƛ [ŜƛǾƛ {ǳŘŀƪ ǿƘƻ ǿŀǎ ǘǊŀǾŜƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ǿƛǎƛǘ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŀǾŜ ƻŦ wŀōōƛ aŜƴŀŎƘŜƳ 
aŜƴŘŜƭ {ŎƘƴŜŜǊǎƻƴΦ {ǳŘŀƪ ŜƳŜǊƎŜǎ ŀǎ ŀ ǎǇƛǊƛǘǳŀƭ ƎǳƛŘŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŀƴŘŜŘ ǇŀǎǎŜƴƎŜǊǎ ƛƴ DŀƴŘŜǊΦ Lƴ ƻƴŜ ǎŎŜƴŜΣ ŀ ƭƻŎŀƭ 
ƻŦŦƛŎƛŀƭ ǊŜŀƭƛǎŜǎ {ǳŘŀƪΩǎ ŘƛŜǘŀǊȅ ǊŜǎǘǊƛŎǘƛƻƴǎ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ƴƻǘƛŎŜǎ ƘŜ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ŜŀǘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ŀǊǊŀƴƎŜǎ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ŀŎŎŜǎǎ ŀ 
ƪƛǘŎƘŜƴΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƘŜ ǇǊŜǇŀǊŜǎ ƪƻǎƘŜǊΣ ƘŀƭŀƭΣ ŀƴŘ ǾŜƎŜǘŀǊƛŀƴ ƳŜŀƭǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘƻǎŜ ƛƴ ƴŜŜŘΦ IŜ ŀƭǎƻ ǎƘŀǊŜǎ ŀ ǎƛƎƴƛŦƛŎŀƴǘ 
ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ IƻƭƻŎŀǳǎǘ ǎǳǊǾƛǾƻǊΦ 
²ƘŀǘΩǎ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘΚ ¢ƘŜ ƳǳǎƛŎŀƭ ǎǇƻǘƭƛƎƘǘǎ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ǳǇƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ WŜǿƛǎƘ ŦŀƛǘƘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ǳƴŎŜǊǘŀƛƴ ŎƛǊŎǳƳǎǘŀƴŎŜǎΦ 
{ǳŘŀƪΩǎ ǎǘƻǊȅΣ ŀǎ ǇƻǊǘǊŀȅŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳǳǎƛŎŀƭΣ ƛƭƭǳƳƛƴŀǘŜǎ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻŦƻǳƴŘ ǿŀȅǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŦŀƛǘƘ Ŏŀƴ ƎǳƛŘŜ ǳǎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ŘŀǊƪŜǎǘ 
ǘƛƳŜǎΣ ƻŦŦŜǊƛƴƎ ǎƻƭŀŎŜ ŀƴŘ ǳƴƛǘȅΦ 



 

 

 

 

To our great surprise we find ourselves writing 

our second dispatch from Hendon, more 

particularly Signature at Hendon Hall Home. We 

say surprise because, on 8th February 2024, 

moving from our lovely flat in Ealing to an 

assisted living home was the last thing on our 

minds.  

On that day, Marian fell in the flat and broke her 

femur. Four days later, after visiting her in West 

Middlesex Hospital, I collapsed and three hours 

later I joined her in the same ward, (but in a 

different room!). We were both in hospital for 

about three weeks, and meanwhile our daughters, 

Emma and Kate, booked us into Hendon Hall for 

respite care for four weeks. After about seven 

days, we realised we were not going anywhere 

else, as we could not look after ourselves, let alone 

each other, and our flat was completely unsuitable 

for our future. So, here we are for the duration. 

How has it gone? 

Amazingly well, and better than we ever thought 

it would. There are about 80 residents, of whom 

about 70% are Jewish. The food is surprisingly 

better than expected! There are always choices of 

a fish or vegetarian dish. 

In our mid-eighties, we have made many more 

friends than we would have at our Ealing flat, and 

we all look out for each other.  

Luckily we also receive many visits from family, 

grandchildren, great-grandchildren and outside 

friends. For many of them Hendon is a more 

convenient location to visit than Ealing. 

In addition, our interests have broadened. There 

are numerous clubs such as film, poetry, sewing 

and drawing, as well as debates and quizzes. 

Perhaps, best of all, we are learning Bridge, which 

we neglected to do in our younger days. 

Sometimes, there is so much going on that we 

donôt have time to read the newspapers which are 

supplied every day! We have a Friday night pre-

Shabbat service. 

We have three concerts a week, one classical and 

two lighter, and there is a cinema which shows 

two films per day, including direct links to plays  

 

from the National Theatre. 

The home organises outings to such places as 

Brent Cross Shopping Centre, Kenwood House, the 

Open Air Theatre, and garden centres. 

The staff are very obliging and go out of their way 

to make sure that we have what is wanted. Nurses 

are on duty 24/7, and a doctor from a local 

Finchley practice visits on Tuesdays and Fridays, 

so we do not have to wait weeks for an 

appointment. 

Anything not so good? Sometimes the evening 

meals are not quite what we would have wanted, 

but there are alternatives available and we are able 

to order in cooked food from outside. Salt beef and 

tongue are favourites! 

Sadly, the occasional death of a resident reminds 

us that nothing lasts for ever. When that happens, 

the deceasedôs family normally organise a shiva 

evening or a wake so that there is a proper 

farewell. 

If this report sounds like an advert for the home, 

apologies, it is not intended to be. However, it has 

brought home to us the advisability to at least 

think clearly about the future when we reach our 

mid-sixties and above. Not all of us are lucky 

enough to have loving family to look after us in the 

event of sudden calamity, so it seems sensible to 

consider what would happen if such dire problems 

suddenly occurred. We did not, but we were lucky! 

Festivals approach so we wish all our friends in 

Ealing and beyond Shana Tovah! We look forward 

to seeing you here as visitors, you will receive a 

warm welcome. 

Letter from Hendon 

Marian and Edward Cohen 
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Shabbos on High!  

Jo Glass 

Studying biology at Hasmonean in the late 1970ôs, I learnt about Darwin travelling around the Galapagos 

on the HMS Beagle. Gripped by Darwinôs story, and sharing a love of seeing animals in the wild with 

Alison, we set off for our first trip to South America, visiting Quito, the surrounding cloud forest, the edge 

of the Andes, and of course the Galapagos Islands themselves.  

Quito sits at 2,800m above sea level. The city is long and sits on either side of a valley; 

the altitude of the city can be felt when walking up and down the steep streets to see the 

sites. The cloud forest was like wandering through the Garden of Eden, passing by huge-

leaved plants, seeing tiny, finger-nail sized frogs and beautiful birds including toucans 

and quetzals.  

The Galapagos lived up to the 40 years of anticipation, snorkelling with turtles, sharks, sea iguanas, 

penguins and seals, walking next to giant tortoises and land iguanas, and seeing 

magnificent birds including the most famous of the Galapagos birdsðthe blue-footed 

booby. After a week spent living on a boat travelling around the Galapagos, we 

returned to Quito hoping that we could visit the shul on Friday night. 

Having contacted the shul beforehand by email, they had checked us out by visiting our shul website, 

contacting Rabbi Vogel and checking our passports. We passed the security vetting and were told we were 

welcome to attend! 

The shul sits in the north of Quito, in a magnificent complex including a community centre, sports 

facilities and more. They get a minyan every Friday night and Shabbos, and were delighted to welcome us, 

particularly as it was holiday period for them and a few regulars were away. The service was identical to 

our Friday night service in Ealing except that men and women sat together and the dôvar Torah was 

delivered in Spanish. However, the Rabbi made a point of giving us the gist of it in English later in the 

evening. After the service the Rabbi informed us that after services on a Friday night and Shabbat 

mornings they always have a communal meal and we would be very welcome to join them.  

Before we knew it, we were sitting down in the community centre, chatting to the local community 

noshing on chollah, chicken, potatoes, rice, hummus and all the trimmings. At what must be one of the 

highest shuls on earth, Alison and I were delighted to find another small Jewish community, vibrant, 

vulnerable, worried about security but welcoming and where we could sit, chatting to the community 

members, our Jewishness being the thing that made us feel so comfortable together. We even made the 

inevitable additional local connection when we discovered one of the congregation was a travel agent who 

arranges Kosher Galapagos tours and had worked with former Ealing congregant Aviva Preston! 

Having visited shuls and Jewish museums in many 

places to which we have travelled ï Curacao, Sydney, 

Washington D.C. and throughout Europe ð we have 

never regretted an opportunity to learn from the locals 

about how it is  being Jewish in each of these places. On 

this occasion, I think we can say Am Yisrael High! 



 

 

Barney and Billy Go to 

School and Billy Learns 

      a Lesson  

 MARK HARRIS 

Barney was ten years old when Billy came along. 

While Barney was still more than capable of getting 

around at a fair old lick, he had for the most part 

got over the boisterousness of his youth. 

Pennyôs and my expectations for Billy were set by 

our experience of bringing up Barney and, at least 

in qualitative terms, were broadly accurate. What 

we had not anticipated was an energy level which 

appeared to have no upper bound, coupled with a 

voracious appetite for interaction with as many 

people, and for as much time, as 

possible.  

Billy was, and remains, full 

of joie de vivre. He has a 

heart of gold and his 

instinct is to assume 

that everyone is his 

friend. He is always 

happy to see people 

and enthusiastic about 

every activity on offer. 

However, calm was not a 

concept with which he 

appeared to be familiar. Penny was 

concerned that, if not given something to do, Billy 

would become self-employed with unpredictable, 

and potentially unwelcome, consequences. 

Penny contacted Pets as Therapy (PAT). 

Volunteers for this charity are pet owners who, 

along with their dog or cat, visit establishments 

such as residential care homes, hospitals, hospices 

and both special needs and mainstream schools. 

The purpose of these visits is to bring comfort and 

companionship to people in various types of 

difficult circumstances.  

To become a PAT dog, Billy would have to pass an 

exam to evidence that he was up to the task. We 

understood that he would be assessed for 

behaviours including: obeying instructions (such as 

to sit or to walk), not doing anything which might 

alarm or frighten anyone, allowing strangers to 

stroke him or brush his hair, and taking food from 

a strangerôs hand without biting them.  

 

Although we knew that Billy was capable of all 

these behaviours, we were concerned that his sheer 

enthusiasm might count against him in certain 

scenarios. We wanted to train him by focusing on 

the behaviours on which he would be assessed. 

Whilst we had a general idea of what Billy would 

be tested on, we were not given the exact syllabus. 

However, I hit upon an idea to address this 

challenge. 

We were confident that, whatever the precise details 

of the test, Barney, being older, would pass with 

flying colours without any specific training. If we 

entered Barney for the exam first, we would see 

what was required, could train Billy accordingly 

and, as a by-product, have Barney enrolled as a PAT 

dog too. 

We envisaged that, when working as PAT dogs, 

Penny or I might accompany them at an 

assignment. The charity give 

accreditation to the 

combination of the dog 

and person. We 

therefore had to 

undertake four 

assessments over the 

next few weeks, with 

Barney providing 

reconnaissance, 

gathering intelligence for 

Billy. 

The assessments took place at a 

garden centre. This was deemed a suitable venue 

because it had both outdoor and indoor 

environments with lots of people around, some dog 

lovers, some not. During the tests, the PAT assessor 

would ask customers, old and young, if they minded 

interacting with the dogs and, if they were happy to 

do so, to stroke them and give them treats.  

Three of the four combinations passed the exam 

unequivocally. Billy and I were the exception, his 

mistake being greeting the assessor too 

enthusiastically at the start. I put this down to Billy 

being made to wait a while, having lots of people 

milling around but taking no notice of him and then 

finally having someone come up to him and show an 

interest. As he conducted himself well apart from 

this, I managed to persuade the assessor to give us a 

pass. 

 

           Barney          &          Billy  



нм 

 

Barney and Billy were issued PAT-themed 

merchandise in the form of leads and tags to go on 

their collars. Penny and I became the proud owners 

of corresponding lanyards! 

Duly certified, we asked PAT for volunteering 

opportunities in Ealing. Fortuitously, a primary 

school just a few minutes from our house registered 

an interest in having a therapy dog sit in on reading 

sessions for children with special needs. The idea is 

that children who are reluctant to read to an adult 

may be willing to read to a dog, as they think the 

dog will not judge them. 

We visited the school and were introduced to the 

head teacher, the special needs lead and other 

members of staff. We were 

taken into some classrooms to 

get the children interested 

and used to the idea that the 

dogs would be coming to 

school. 

We signed up for two sessions 

of an hour each per week. 

Typically, we might see about six children per 

session. A teacher is in the room throughout 

although often sits quietly, while the child either 

reads to or plays with the dog. The school decides 

which children might benefit from reading to the 

dogs. 

Barney immediately worked out what was required, 

remaining calm and quiet, allowing himself to be 

stroked but not demanding attention. This was as 

we expected, but we were pleasantly surprised to 

see Billy do the same. He seemed to sense the need 

to maintain a relaxed and welcoming atmosphere. 

He often curls up on the floor next to the child 

and appears to go to sleep, occasionally being 

berated by a child for not looking at the 

pictures in the book! I encourage the child to put 

the book in front of Billyôs face and tell Billy that he 

needs to see the pictures to understand the story. If 

the child reads too quietly, they can be gently 

prompted to speak up, saying that Billy cannot hear 

them properly. 

The only times Billy appears to be stressed is 

when a large number of children all crowd round 

him together. As his sessions are usually around 

break time, there can be a lot of children excitedly 

running in or out of the building as we enter or 

leave. The teachers are aware of this now and 

remind the children that 

they should give Billy some 

space. 

Initially Barney and Billy 

shared duties but now, two 

years on, Billy does most of 

the work. We have often 

been told that they are the 

most popular members of staff at the school! 

As there is a limited pool of children involved, we 

see the same kids multiple times, with some churn 

as each school year passes. We have enjoyed 

observing many of them grow in confidence and 

improve their reading over the last two years. We 

also like that, whenever we go to the school, so 

many people, both staff and pupils, seem pleased to 

see us, although it is noticeable that it is the dogs, 

rather than us, that everyone wants to say hello to. 

We occasionally take the dogs to other 

establishments as PAT dogs. These are usually 

where people are in a new setting and interacting 

with the dogs can reduce their stress. Once, Barney 

and Billy role-played customersô dogs at a new cafe 

while staff were trained in how to avoid tripping 

over dogs and spilling their trays. Barney presented 

little challenge, but it was not hard to persuade Billy 

to simulate a more chaotic scene! 

As for Billy, he appears to have learnt an important 
life lesson from his experience at the school. He 
knows that there are circumstances where too much 
attention can be overwhelming, and he sometimes 
even remembers to put this into practice in his day-
to-day interactions.  

òBoth staff and pupils, seem 

pleased to see us...it is the dogs, 

rather than us, that everyone 

wants to say hello to!ó 

AI generated image of a PAT dog being read to by a 

child. Neither the dog, nor the child are real! 


