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#  The United States Immigration Commission’s stud
crime found that in most cases the criminality of the second
that of its parents insofar as “the movement of second gene
the crimes peculiar to immigrants and toward those of the A
age.” "Immigrants and Crime,” p. 14.

Jews, however,

y of the immigrant ang

ration crime is away from
merican of native parent-

“away from the percentage
“Immigrants and Crime,” p. 69.
My data support this finding.
crimes, as one might expect, the n
property crimes than the foreign

Instead of decreasing his

ative born Jewish felan h

born Jewish convict,

A Comparison of the Criminal Profiles of the
eign Born Jewish Convict and the

percentage of property
ad a higher incidence of

Native Born Jewish Convict, the For-
Native American Convict (In Percent)

Property Person Both Other
American 78.8 154 L5 4.8
Native Jew 96.4 36 - -
Foreign Jew 73.2 214 1.8 3.6
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“Immigrants and Crime,” p, 1.

“Because You Are AJew,” The Independent, 65 {November 26, 1908), 12145,
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B. McCiellan, The Gentleman and the Tiger, ed., Harold Syrett (New York, 1956}, p. 295.
38 New York Times, September 17, 1908 2
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The Diary of Anne Kahan
Siedlce, Poland, 1914-1916

R
TRANSLATED FROM THE YIDDISH BY THE AUTHO

I

Thursday, December 31, 1914

rticle
’s been five months since the outbreak of the wa? TO(:)?::,I; ::ts cle
frtl Sthee lj"l/lom'wm calling on everyone to marliid(])]w;ya;;s;[ v prcsent
5 ) A
i kened in me a desire to recor present
h‘S‘Or_Y, ces s?nce mobilization. Not because I .expec.t my Iv:'(;"llikg o
experlﬁf]s(t:ziy but should we survive this terrible time,
serve hi ,
have a record of all we went through. e vork and
A week before mobilization I took my vaca from work ane
went with my father to the villagelHopohe where n::); o Friday
rest of the children had been staymdg for tﬁ? I;l;::lﬂr?l [(.) o Y
ia had 1ssued an u ‘
e ibili f an all-out European war,
t war and the possibi ity o ) an
gas 'tall::::l:g r‘:mote. There could still be peace. ,?jfte;ealf}),rpa 10}; :
all:\tal;sstalk about war, yet, thank God, we haven’t had o
! i tved
e he weather was bad: wind and rain, but whc;n Wt; l(ajl;\lr‘ll °d
1 HI (fli‘e\r Mameshe gave us a wartn wvs:lcomeéltheﬁs [lllr;]gl low was
e t pcl c<;zy and I could smell the odor of gehlte
neat an ,
1 but re-
plac?i"hat Sunday I did not go back home w::lthx-ng f:ltlf::g,r \ :bom
' ion. Day by day the rum
1 i lie for my vacation . ou
S Ifrcz)r:loger. Austria declared war against Serbia \i:lr e
exp g:eg nsews any minute. The possibility of a European
expected r
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142 THE DiarY OF ANNE KAHAN

denly became very real. We stood anxiously on the road, watching
for anyone with news or newspapers from town.

Thursday morning, two men arrived. They told us that many
officers and soldiers had arrived in Siedlce (Yid. Shediets). All the
banks had.closed and there was panic in town.

We became restless. At the railroad tracks we watched trains
with soldiers and ammunition roar by. The soldiers waved at us and
we waved back. It made me very sad.

Toward evening our landlady,
know, children, they took away th
they must have made peace.”

We wanted to believe her.

It was a lovely night, cool and clear. I could smell the freshly
cut grass and the scent of the nearby forest. We sat on a bench in
front of our bungalow, chatting with neighbors. Then, about 9:30,
4 man came shouting: “Mobilization has been declared!”

It struck us like a thunderbolt. I was dazed, I wasn’t capable of
thinking or saying anything. I heard everyon
the man explaining that someone had jus
who’d read the newly posted signs calling
report for duty. They also called g mobiliza

We had three reservists in our family: Yosl and Yitskhok, my
father’s brothers, and Yankl, my aunt Ruk

htshe’s son. I imagined
the world was coming to an end. What can be done? Where can one
escape?

Rokhl Lea, approached us. “You
€ guard from the railroad booth,

tion of horses.

“Perhaps it isn’t true,’
He'll know for sure.”

Yoske made his living by going back and forth with his horse
and wagon from Hopolie to Siedlce, moving the summer residents
and taking their orders for food and other purchases in town.

As if for spite, Yoske arrived late that night. He confirmed our
neighbor’s report—it was all true.

“Tomorrow morning I'm going to town,”
“I must find out what’s going on,”

We argued against it: “What will you go for? It’s no pleasure
bouncing on that wagon. Besides, tomorrow is Friday, Tateshe is

coming anyway, 5o we’ll find out everything.”

But Mameshe insisted. Finally, it was decided that I go instead
of her.

> said Rokhl] Lea, “let’s wait for Yoske,

Mameshe declared.
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. ide, 1 saw several men
ing 1 was up at 5:30. Outside, ! Thev're
dNex;:tli?::;“tll%al must have just been posted. Nebekh! They
reading ] .
proba?ly re{:{l\ifllzt;.climbed, on top of the wagon, sel;th:gw Ii);[;z(e)rc]l
t Iﬁe[:znid all kinds of bundles and boxes. “*“Come bac
wo
» d after me. .
"3 ever);gil:l; ;:rlil;rning.'l gazed at the passing fields a?t(i fzr‘z;‘stt}i
It }v]vas aht' all this will be devastated. _He}”e cc-r_ne:1 aco %aming
e Id: 'oufg-lm.v much labor went into bunldmgdthlS Olésle‘ P
a4 garaen. ioht be ES(TOYC |
1l at once they mig :
[hesi ﬂowzr;;l:kngl:ss Etfrom afar. It turned out tol:)e the }ljlorses and
saw \ . . for the army.
easants were bringing 1in R ise
wagons thaénl[}ge% Siedlce, I was struck by the a_mmauor;krizd :::(l:it-
i théZ:::ets People were standing around in circles, talking
in . X
as full of soldiers. he had
edlY-IEIE‘i ‘;rz?f-cfea[ﬁer in front of our butcher shoE. Ol;_ieh;::fd: 'i Lol
hanged! His face an ashen grey, his cheeks Surll’lfﬁ;ave someone to
(I:\’Iarllllgesh;: to come home immediately. AlIleast, e o ollect all
a s goi ? I'm supp )
know what's gomng on . ing I own 1s
Conf)l.llllt ' Dr? gzaay, but today no one is paying. E"e“{;ht];f wec\)eping
II‘wd : si(:l these collections. Besides, 1 can’t be?i(;’ aRukhtshe cries.
t;f ’upoing on. ] can’t enter our house. On one sice
that's g . "
Yitskhok. . " kl has
on e Ot};?; OLirShouse and my aunt met me, € ym_gh - Ears] God
I“(:i? for service. I shouldn’t even utter 1t wit [r:}(lioflglease,
[fzrlt;?g he can get killed in the war. What ;u:lhl :gi.:l:igck with worry.”
’ today. Your fathe _
tel Mam?he tc(;rclow::eer:?)rwl'leetoda;’(? Yoske won't be gimidb::(u;ﬁ
w
H B;;vla bzfore one in the afternoon. How can we I})icssbbath?
e dlce before sundown? Should we travel on t ichtfall. On my
* Slleleitfte with the determination to return }'tl)eforle, éllgeen \;vorking-
into the millinery store where ohit 10
way 1 stepped E,]yer’s daughter, said that my father waihrégroads
!.Ser.ke,d?;z we:lglove back today. “If you wait till Surllldf)”
m.EHS{) jammed and you won’t be able to pass Et a a.m‘t here. As
" Iewjent to where the wagon stood, but Yos eh?"h I could read:
. Ing a newspaper on whic
T T R
GEll}ohinded him and I could not read any more. Su v
sur
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storekeepers be i
- gan shutting thej
i, 4 pers ¢ . IT stores and people s
ping. frl‘ghgtenef(';lllbof soldiers, their guns poin[lz:d 5[ us taanﬂi red,
» but they rolled by without an incid’e I:Piarf-‘d-
nt. Later,
€ government treasure they were tran.
At last, Yo i
_ » Yoske arrived and we were on our way, Mamesh
: ; . eshe was
surprised at my father’s request

on the wagon as she h )
. d to be :
bedd; ; 4 11 town tonight. She’
too a:g, ll)]:'[hmg else.’ Then Esther ang LeagPodolsiddofﬂ-y take her
, Ing our friends, we could not refuse the)r,n L(C)lded to go
- Qur cousin

r
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and soldiers passed our street in noisy, patriotic demonstrations.

I was exhausted and fell asleep as soon as my head touched the
pillow.
Screams and laments woke me up early in the morning. Yankl
and his wife came to say goodby. Yitskhok was also getting ready to
leave. A woman'’s shrill voice kept repeating: “I won’t let you go! 1
won't let you go!”

There were many reservists on our street. Some were pretty
old, about 45 or 50. They had big families who’d followed them all
the way to the recruiting station. Every time one of these reservists
would pass, his family would raise a cry, and ‘Breokhe and 1 would
dash to the window and weep for them. Mameshe shouted: “Stop
it! You cannot help them with your crying! When you hear a com-
motion, don’t go to the window!”

After a while we got used to the wailing and did not pay atten-
tion to it any more.

Thank God, Yitskhok and Yosl were deferred, but Yankl was
sent away. His wife, Fradl, was pregnant and she came often to my
aunt Rukhtshe and the two women would sit and weep.

People began hoarding food and prices went up. My parents
could not afford to store much food, besides, we still hoped for
peace. We now accepted the situation, but we feared the future,

1 did not think of going back to work—there was no work,
anyway. In my free time I studied German from an old textbook.

One day we sat around the table talking about the war. My
uncle Avrum said it couldn’t last very long, too many nations were
involved. Suddenly, we heard someone yelling: “The war is over!

Peace! It’s peace!”
We ran outside, we couldn’t believe it. “It’s true! It’s truel”

they shouted, “Mazl tov!”

Passing soldiers were stopped and they smilingly confirmed
that the war was, indeed, over. “Go home!” we yvelled at them,
“you’re not needed anymore.” An old woman, whose son was in the
army, seized a bearded soldier and kissed him. Moyshe Dovid the
klezmer (‘musician’) took out his fiddle and played in the middle of
the street. Motke the meshugener (‘madman’) appeared from no-
where and: started dancing in front of the musician. It was very
funny. We felt such great relief. Several women fainted from Joy.

I grabbed my hat and ran to Warsaw street. It was;packed full
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of people. Man .
: y rode in droshkes ("
to get home with the goods o (horSE-dI:aWn cabs’) in their haste

threw off their
caps and jackets a
« nd
}Ilhad worked wnh,».promenading « o
T(})lirde}c]i flour?” Esther Galantz‘as :
n she turned ¢ i “
Sa ol ¢ me, saying: “Look at all these f;
s moment 1n your heart,” ¢ faces, Rhantshe.
uddenly, th oti
o i CrOWdyShslll“; was‘;‘a commotion: an army colonel rushed
o the c rum,or out r:g, For _Chrlst's sake, disperse! Who eve?‘;e:
rum € war 1s over? | ’ i 4
ot this r? I haven’t
; fe]tlcatlon! Now go home or I'l]l order to gecﬁ:VEd any suh
as [hOl:lgh I were falling out o

I a th y y reet. not IIOW
ran lOUgh GUI Sk 8 ba(.‘k al‘d to Dluga stre t WE d]d k

Why wWe were r 1
unning. It was en
ou h [ . KR »
and our feet took off by themsel\/egs 0 hear: They're shooting,”

Later we learned that the fals
mans. A Russian military comman
4 peace agreement had been sign
this was .how it had started. Now%
and n?rhtary police had heen seo
reservists who went home.

€ rumor was spread by the Ger-
der had received a telegram that
ec:! by Russia and Germany, and
Idiers were patrollin g the str,eets
nt to all roads to turn back the:

work. I was ver
y glad—at least I’
there was no forgetting d forget the
The Germ '
ans were advancing.
towns reach icing. Tales of atrocities .
maps ﬁguried us. In the evenings, when I came homS in occup}ed
, ng out where battles were taking plac © e studied
e.
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ernment employees arrived from

On Simhath Torah many gov
ank God,

warsaw. The enemy was very close. Again panic. But, th

the Germans were repulsed.

Meanwhile, our designer, Merada, gave up the job. Only Itke,
Mindl and I remained working. Then they hired a new girl, Estusha,
Itke and Estusha are both older than me, while Mind}, who is only
a learner, is about 12, almost two years younger than me.

I think this is about all that transpired since the outbreak of war

until today. From now on I shall go on relating things day by day,

like in a diary.

When I came to work this morning, learned that the Czar was
stopping in Siedlce, on his way to the front. It was announced in all
the synagogues that everyone may go to see him today.

“We’'ll all go,” said Itke, “an opportunity like this comes only

once in a lifetime.”
I don’t care much for the Czar, still there is some excitement
in watching a parade, or secing the mighty ruler of an empire.
It was decided that first Itke and Estusha would go, Mindl and
I would follow after they came back. 1 waited impatiently for their
return. It took hours. By the time they did, the Czar was gone and

I had to remain at work.

By the time I left the store,
very windy outside. I went into t
for six rubles out of my salary and-walked home.

I was very tired and upsct. After drinking some tea, | calmed
o read the newspaper and discuss the things 1 read
nd sat down to write these

or as often as I can.

it was too late to go visiting. It was
he other store, asked my employer

down enough t
with Mameshe. Then I washed my hair a

lines. From now on I'll try to write daily,
It is 1:30 in the morning. I can hardly keep my eyes open.

Friday, January 1, 1915

Every Friday morning it is m
breads’) at the bakery, but today I
swallowed a piece of bread, gulped down my
work.
“Good afternoon!” Serke greeted me ir
I did not reply. Silenily, I picked up a ro

on a hat frame.
I sit quietly

y job to buy khales (‘Sabbath

slept late and couldn’t doit. I
tea and rushed out to

onically.

11 of wire and started

and my thoughts fly. How good it would be if 1



around me! By then
ashamed.

By the time | get home
change my dress in a hurry a;l
already waiting for me.

After dinner,

its, talking amesh
_ e, I sen]
works* which [ borrowed from Itkee Itjrown tO
the Englishman, b ‘
Morris, the Ameritq i
followed by m .

; ¥ Cco ovye. Morri ,
Brolkhe, who is two years oIZer th(::;:ls o
ts;arlr}g at me and rying to be friend
an L am. I always talk » d
but I'm net even fo o1 do oro

ck from shyy 1 wash
d go to the table, where everyonesis’
Y5 Us a visit, Whjle
read Mordovtsey’s
€ty soon, Shayele, called

vye like my sister
me, but Shayele js forever
. He must think me older

Saturday, January 2, 1915
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and there, I'd never get the chance! I've always had a great desire
for learning and reading, and now more than ever. At times I feel
as though T could drown in a sea of words. I want so much to
penetrate life, to see the good and the bad, to find an answer to
many questions. Every time I open a book, I think maybe here I'll
find the answer.

Tuesday, January 5, 1915

Another frosty day. Snow keeps falling. There are rumors that
the Germans are not far from Warsaw. God knows what will happen
to us! We may have to flee in this bitter frost!

I've had a busy day. Not only do I sit and work, I also wait on
customers in.the front part of the store. It's before the Russian
Christmas and suddenly they all want new hats. Tomorrow I must
come very early.

I have a splitting headache. As soon as I finish reading the
newspaper, I'll go to bed.

Thursday, January 7, 1915

It’s Christmas, all the stores are closed, but our little shop is
open. However, we were told to come in later in the morning and
we'll leave earlier, too.

Mameshe wakes me: “I want you to bring some water. The
water carrier won't be here tll the late afternoon and there isn't a
drop of water in the barrel.”

I grumble as I get up and dress. I run across the street for fresh
rolls and give the children their breakfast before I pick up the pail
for water. But everywhere I go, the pumps are out of order, frozen.
At the pump on Dluga, the water trickles down drop by drop. I wait
in line and by the time I fill my pail and carry it home, it’s time for
me to go to work.

The streets look festive with the flags waving from windows and
gates, the closed stores and the promenading people. Many sleighs
are gliding over the snow and the bells make a tingling, musical
sound.

However, no holiday inside the store. We sit and sew. [ cover
a frame with black velvet. I pull it very tight over the buckram and
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slip-stitch it so that the th
i'll be trimmed with ostri
hats to work on. I must

Serke reads us 4 sto
writes a letter to his wife
about him—he is having
dies with “Shma Yisroel”

read doesn’t show. It’s
ch feathers.
be good.

and children, asking them not to worr

{(‘Hear oh Israel’) on his

lips. The letter
is later found in his pocket.

Tears fill my eyes. How horrible war is! How cruel

Friday, January 8, 1915

They’re playing a nice picture at the “Modern”: The
The girls ask me to g0 to see it with them. I haven't seen a picture
for such a long time! 1 promise to meet them after supper.

The place is packed. Music js playing. I see many ili
The picture is interesting. After it’s over 4 woman app
singing vulgar couplets. She spoils the show {or me.

White Slave,

Saturday, January 9, 1915

Brokhe and Shaye are going to sell little flags tomorrow, The
money goes for wounded soldiers. <

Mameshe comes in with a story about a young man who came
asking my aunt Rukhtshe all the details of her little boy’s, Shmulik’s,

death. A few years ago Shmulik, aged four, disappeared after watch.-

i dead several days later in 3 ditch

g a military parade and was found
a few versts from town: Foul Play was suspected, but the police did

not bother investigating.
“Why this sudden interest>” | ask

“The young man explained it this way: itis expected that at the
opening of the Gosudarstvenaya Duma (‘parliament’) the Poles wil]
submit a bill requesting autonomy for Poland. Should the bill pass,
the Jewish problem would be left to the Poles, for them to solve

according to their precepts of justice and fair play. But the Jews
know they cannot depend on the just

, important to gather all
in Poland, in order to show that the
Jewish problem cannot be left 1o the Poles, but must be taken up
and discussed by the Duma itself.”

an expensive hat,
They now give me expensive

ry about a Jewish soldier at the front who

it very good! The same day he is killed. He
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Sunday, January 10, 1915

dressed
Shayele calls for Brokhe at 8:30. She 1001}(12 :i;yel::e'%ﬁ; Moo
; i in 1 TOSS .
1 hite satin ribbon acros ‘ Ty e
ina navy sl the ¥ ianska. both nice, wide str ,
Florianska, . hore
oy (g) g:(?lig):zs?;ed Mameshe and I buy two little flags from
many Genti . o
e . . " ' gl
o e the b ith them. A light snow is 1a
together w1 . s faline.
I Jeave thrfo}:%ls:n y%t, so 1 walk w'nh them fosrl a :}elpdes_
Our store 1s. and officers we meet, give gt‘eneroul.tgzl,e ogs im0
Russmnf:(ﬂgll;r?s a good saleslady; she sells all her h1
t so. Bro . _ .
?i‘r)ne and is now going t}:) plcfougomt(;r(; .
1 leave them as I have to. .
heavier. The volunteers who are appomte

o o Trm afraid, n
will sel very e L e unch, Brokhe is back already. She tells
When I come

1 of one man's
. ittle flag on the lape
; . She pinned a little ! d. Another
o fe: Epmzﬁ:; it offg.ngrily and threw 1t on thftﬁrl?:r‘.] But on the
coat an :i' p! k. A soldier tried to make a date w }l F flags as well as
whe ?mr c]lr}::lnvéry well, selling the second bunch o
whole she di ’ i
: xteen,

the first. k 1 take a walk with Estusha. Estu.shakl_s al;loel;t fsalther .

Afc[ler v:l:)tr with her dark shiny hair and fair ‘S‘ll\r:r'ish I could go,
F;Jl“}’\m1 IZ; ar?d she hopes to go there S\?Vme dai‘:l never get together
in Ameri - ible. We cou

% “hut it’s impossi s . father
o Ihmy o :;rf"orb‘;lh; ticke‘:s. Besides, 1 don’t think my
enough mon

would like to leave Siedlce.”

rk. The snow is geuir.\g
d for the afternoon shift

Monday, January 11, 1915

How odd!
I talk about love.

1 w, Itke, Estusha and' utlove. b oW o
ot S“kin:)llff this feeling. Someumes Illhml;r;te 1}516"1‘ds most
; cango[;ﬁr:; in the world, but people wnrtlh thelra;? I R olte,
besm flove they me . :

1 i ame o .
besﬁurd"eti I\I;e:;l iztlihfonﬁnd true love and so a passing fancy
Perhaps 1 »

e ' e love.
called by (tlh?ltbgar:hether there is such a [l.nngjllst zu:arely -
oy he(:'e is,” 1 reply with deep conv1ct10n.h e e pare
course, [1 e z;lways searching for it, people w L0 Long o ese
YﬂdPEOP f'g.:l Once they find their true love, they
and beautiful.
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“But how ¢

. 5 € or an i aty, 1§} n S
. S

“You have
to show char ”
hurry, 1 think, b

must be love. ™

and Shayele who take me home

- t1}\:Iy mother, father ang uncles Yitskho
g the recent draft gy Many of our iy

p y . S )‘ 14 - y au.l].[ Rl;lklll h I J 11
g she ]
1, 0 man oun ]l“es bl ()kell I\fl ells us t at

Motl Eta-Sime’s
Sin Was wounded and they’
How horrible! A cripple. It’s worse t;};rlll Eiz(:hm rpuate his g

reads aloud from the

k and évrum are discuss-
ends will he called. It’s

y forgot their emmit
exchax?ged gifts. Isn't that somethsl'(;l
OESNT want this war, He fights be

climbed out, shook hands
g? I Stppose, the plain sg]
cause he is forced 1o fight.

and
dier

Tuesday, January 12, 1915

Warsaw,

: she traveleq with a crowd

: ‘ I'say. “Don’t fa)) 3
if the feeling for this one person lastsa:lll:;!got‘lifnm ¥
: e, it
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Afier heaning her talk, I realize how little 1 have seen, or gone
anywhere for fun. I haven’t been out of this town at all! I haven't
lived at all! Buried in here! Will I go on living this way the rest of
my life? T have such a longing to know and see everything. Even
if I were disillusioned or disappointed, it would still be worth
trying.

I think I'll go to America after the war is over. I'have such a
desire to get away! I'd like to meet people of a higher intelligence,
interesting people. So many things plague me, for once I'd like 10
speak to someone who'd understand. I feel so many strivings inside
of me—I don’t even know what most of them are, That's why every-
thing around me appears drab and boring. I want to hve—in the full
sense of the word.

Wednesday, January 13, 1915

We received a card from my cousin Gitl in New York. She wants
to know how things are with us. Over there they think we are all
dead. From a distance things appear even worse than what they are,
Here we got used to our fsores, we're only worried it shouldn’t get
worse. Yes, my dear Gitl, our situation s pretty bad, but we manage
to endure it. As for me, I'm even concerned about the lack of
entertainment. That's what habit does for us.

Morris met me on my way home from work. He complained
about being too busy. He's a metal worker and very much in de-
mand. “Fhave no time to breathe,” he says to me. “TI'll be glad when
it slows down and I can take a rest.”

[ think of Shaye who is idle and complaining, too. How differ-
ently people are situated! One hopes for work, the other prays the
work should stop. Perhaps it’s well that man is never content. The
dissatisfaction makes him search for something bigger and better,
thereby developing his faculties and making his spirit grow.

Thursday, January 14, 1915

Stepping out of the store tonight, I ran into Mameshe and
Khayim Leyb who were coming [rom the glaziers. One of our win-
dow panes 1s broken and needs replacing. We take a walk and later
Shayele joins us. He tells us about his hife in London and the Social-

)
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ist
movement over there, He has atte
11

f:
amous speakers, For the first time Ided many lectures and heard

m interested in his tafk

Friday, January 15, 1915

- Tovye joins
A dus Ia’t’cr. He tells us abo
' odern,” Rome at the time of

as about the mus

tn the movie he saw last
f\'.efra.. He is not as enthusi-
ic. Towe loves music. He
theris a cantor, the whole

you want?” s N¢r day gone with nothing,” “
never comp] ys Mameshe. “You used to'be mE' I say. “What do
pramed. Now nothing satisfies yo uch a good child. You
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“Perhaps I'm . .
Weltschmertz 2 growing wiser,” I say with a smile, “Or jg ; h
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Sunday, January 17, 1915

As I enter the st
after ninel Y ore, Serke shouts angrily: * ‘
nine!” ou leave at half past eight, YO%: ;iéhf?ol?)telhh 5 twenty
¢ here before
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Of course, it isn’t true—we never leave at eight thirty—but, as
usual, I don’t reply, but sit down silently to work.

After a while Rivke comes in and we talk. She has ideas. “Life
is a paradise,” she says, “you only have to know how to make use
of it.”

I tell her that at times I feel very old.

“Whoever is capable of love is not old,” she says. “Are you

aspiring to something high? Good. Keep it up. This will be your
interest in life.”

“But what happens after you achieve your goa
no more an ideal? What then?”

“Then you'll strive for something €
something to strive for.”

“What about now? Everyt
Sometimes they disgust me, but then I feel such a great pity

them.”

She says every human being is interesting, no matter what he
is or how he acts. She has an interest in him as a type, a character.

“You'd lose your interest very soon, if you'd come close to
them,” I say. “They are so colorless. They have so little inside of
them that whén you see them twice, you know all about them. You
know exactly what they'll say or do. So far 1 haven’t met anyone
who'd really interest me. Perhaps it is because the people who
would have something in them do not remain in Siedlce. Only those
who have not enough energy to get away, or those who are satisfied
with the dregs of life remain here. As for me, I hope to get away
from here before it’s too late.”

“Good,” she says, “I like your spirit. You go- There are many
good people in this world, they'll help you. Those people under-
stand life. Living well, they don’t forget the suffering of others, and
when they themselves go through hardships, they know what they
are suffering for.”

She really can talk big, but she makes me feel good. Tonight,
after work, strolling with Itke and Estusha on Warsaw street, I laugh
and joke. I'm young, I want to live, laugh, forget my troubles.

I'm at home, absorbed in the newspaper, as Tateshe comes in.
In the now quiet night, he has heard distinctly the boom of cannons.
The enemy may be pretty close. Again I'm assailed by anxiety.

} and the ideal is
lse. You'll always have

hing is so drab, the people—petty.
for
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Monday, January 18, 1915

Estusha brought in a card that tells your fortune and we had fun
with it, But most of the time [ talk 1o Iike. I've grown very fond of
her. Although she is about three years older than me, she consults
me about everything. Today we swore friendship to each other, it
made me very happy.

Itke tells me all about herself. Her father had been married
once before. His three sons by the first marriage live in the United
States. Her mother was single when she married her father, she is
much younger than him. '

Itke is tall and graceful. She has a small round face with large
brown eyes. Even her hairlip, that was caused by an accident, adds
to her attractiveness, It makes her look different,

Itke likes to talk about romance. I think that Esther's brother,
Pinkhes, is in love with her, but that fellow 15 so full of irony and
bitterness that he’d never say anything about it. He's got plenty of
competition, too.

Brokhe shows me a book of Yiddish poems which she borrowed
from Suchorzebsky. I love poetry. These are selections by many
poets, fit for recitation. Most of them 1 know by heart.

Friday, January 22, 1915

3

Beyle always lends me Russian books to read. Tonight she gives
me an important historical work: The Year of Struggle.

After dinner, Brokhe and I take a walk. We meet Zelde and
Anna Lubelsky. Anna is my mother’s cousin, nearly thirty and not
married. | haven't seen her for a few years for she was away in
Warsaw. Since she has returned a few months ago she has called on
us several times. She still has that haughty, aristocratic look, al-
though the Lubelskys have come down in the world. She tells me
that she is pleased with the chaos of war in which everything per-
sonal is forgotten, All one thinks of is the general disaster. We live
in a2 time of perpetual excitement, of expectation. We never know
what the next moment may bring.

“Perhaps it’s a little selfish of me,” she adds with a smile, “after
all there are thousands of vicums daily. Stilt, I'm not the one who
made this war and so I'm not at all dissatisfied.”
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1 don't want to ask him why he is not in the army. Maybe there

Y& is something wrong with him. I.Lknow that Shaye came back from

London to the priziv {*draft board') and was exempted from service
because he is an only son.

Brokhe has a cold. Morris doesn’t stay long. I write two cards
to America: one to aunt Rivke, the other to Gitl. Then I write these

lines. Am 1 tired!

Tuesday, January 26, 1915

In the morning we sort out all the straw braid, putting it away
in boxes for next summer’s use. Luckily, I take an order for two hats
and Itke and I have something to work on.

Brokhe is still in bed. Lunchtime, 1 run over to Zelig the bar-
ber and borrow a thermometer. Thank God, her temperature is
normal.

Itke received a letter from her cousin in Warsaw. He had visited
them last year and Itke enjoyed his company. They've been corre-
sponding ever since. 1 think she is interested in him.

Shaye meets me on my way home. I ask him the correct pronun-
ciation of some English words that I lcarned from the book. Again
we talk about America. He says: “*Don’t think you can pick up gold
in the streets. You have to work very hard over there. I'll let you read
Edelshtat’s* works and you'll judge for yourself.”

“I don't mind working hard,” I say, “‘as long as I get a chance

to study at night.”

Wednesday, January 27, 1915

Lunchtime, Tateshe tells me that a crowd has gathered in front
of the Magistrat (‘city hall’) to read newly-posted notices. He could
not get through to read them himself, but was totd, it was an order
drafting men with blue tickets up to the age of fifty-five.

A new calamity! They might take my father, too!

I feel as though the world were coming to an end. We're getting
all this gradually, little by little, so that we don’t die at once, but

daily, hourly. Oh, God!

*Dovid Edelshiat (1866-1892), American Yiddish labor poet.
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is older than the rest of the boys, sort of settled. A fine, handsome
young man, but very plain.
Reyzl and Esther call in the afternoon. Later, Tovye and
Shayele join us and we all play “Post Office”. Then we look at
photographs in our album. Brokhe starts singing and we all join in.
We sing Hulyet, hulyet beyze vintn (‘Blow, Angry Winds’) by Reisen,
- Yontevdike teg (‘Festival Days’) by Warshawsky and Russian songs like

She is am £'s cousin, comes in,

she cries, “wp
, ' y do ou
::TY dor; t )cflou read for yoursel?? I
—no oth - inieers, for drivers with thes
drivelf: w(;:hmtf::!irTwirl: drivers will get paid for their w:)rkt}')l?;lre;u:l?:;
on :
What a relief] gons and horses for transportation_

We have noth;

- azed at our des air. “F, pos
believe everything you he:fr? i st

read the notice, 1t calls for vol

ng to d :
small lamp and stre ; 0. 50 we go into the back room, light a

tch out on the benches. Beyle doesn’( like iy She
€5 Us get up. She finds olqg hats for us 1o

‘Later, SOme

Customers come j
thought the worl i and

d was toming to an end| order hats. And here 1

Thursday, January 28, 1935

we made these hags
ended so badly,
ed to go 1o the

‘ the lovely spring, the
Every morning, an hour

- Unesy moju dushu (‘Carry My Soul Away’) by Frug, and Tchai-

kowsky's “Night” which is not easy to sing.

After the girls leave, Shaye 1ells me that at the theater in the
park they are playing a fine drama. Would I like to go with him? 1
refuse politely: I cannot leave Brokhe.” However, the truth is that
I'don’t like to have anyone pay for my ticket, especially Shaye who
I know depends on his father for pocket money. The worst of it is
that Shaye does not get along with his father who is a pious Jew, and
he dislikes his stepmother. What a situation.

I've made Shaye unhappy with my refusal, but what else could
[ do?

Sunday, January 31, 1915

It is very eold m our shop, We haven’t had a fire for days. The
Eisenbergs have plenty of wood stored in their apartment which
they keep nice and warm, but for us they have none. The excuse is
they have no one to carry it down to the store.

Itke had a headache and remained home after lunch. I take a
walk with Estusha after work. When Rikhter approaches us, I excuse
myself and leave them. I know very well that Estusha likes to be
alone with him.

From nowhere Shayele appears. When I complain about the
cold, he says the cold makes me look pretty. I don't believe these
compliments, I know they’re not true. Everyone in my family is
better looking than I. The younger children are beautiful. Brokhe
has big blue eyes, dark hair and a pale face. My hair is neither black,
nor blond, and my eyes are all colors—green and grey with brown
specks. Because of my high cheekbones, they look smaller than what
they are. Besides, my face is entirely too full. Those red cheeks make
me look like a peasant. I dori’t know why I look so healthy, I certainly
don’t feel so healthy. But even in my family they consider me as the




T T ——

i

e

162
THE Diagy OF ANNE Kanay

s[r(‘)n'g one, and Brokhe, ¢
plaining aboyt her health.

Tuesday, February 2, 1915

I simply touldi’t get oyt

of b i
ter in the day I feel e

-l do some washi

Wednesday, February 3, 1915

orphans, unti] 1
y C ) .
says, “I just wan:)?(febm. Bt care if you don’t make much,” sh
Estush € sure that our Institution j e
ha agrees to go with > Is represented.”

"at 8:30, On our block

(‘musicians ’)?

'Ijhe entrance is dismal
P 1s burning; somethin

I}f dark, In the kitchen
e, g rmin E 1S.cooking on top, of
’ oo _ poft

da room with benches around

which are cov i
ered with a whj,
lables. This room musg e Dut here

a small kerpsene
he stove. Op the
Iwo small tables
§ nothing on (he

he delicate one, Brokhe ig always com

orning, my whole body

Tue Diary oF ANNE ‘KaHAN 163

No one is stopping us or asking any questions, so we walk into
the next room which is larger and brighter and has a long table
standing in the center with cakes and cookies and a bottle of wine.
There 1s no other furniture in the room except for some chairs
around the walls,

Several guests sit on these chairs, talking to the bride, who is
a plump girl with red-rimmed eyes. I can tell that she is the bride
because she is wearing a white dress and veil and keeps dabbing her
eyes with a handkerchief.

We decide to go back to the kitchen and wait il more guests
arrive. A few girls come in, wearing old-fashioned gowns. The me-
khuteneste (‘bride’s mother’), a stout woman in a blond sheyil {‘'wig’},
keeps going back and forth from one room to the other, without
knowing what to do, or how to receive guests. The guests keep
arriving. They walk in, kiss the bride and look for a place to sit down.

Gradually, the place is filling. Children are crying, their moth-
ers hushing them up. I notice dark Malke among the guests. She's
powdered her face a chalk white, put two red spots of rouge on her
cheeks and is wearing a shiny green satin blouse with a black skirt,
V-very fancy! She looks like a big stuffed up clown. It makes me
laugh.

I's tme to start. We pick up a plate and approach the bride.
She puts in a big copper zekser (‘three kopeck coin’). Some women
refuse to give anything, others put in a kopeck. The mekhuteneste
says: “The bride has contributed.” “This is for orphans”, 1 say,
“The bride gave only a zekser. ” *‘I have no money!” she snaps at me.

I feel offended. “Let’s go home,” I say to Estusha.

On the way out we glance at the plate that a woman from the
Gmiles khasodim (‘Free Loan Asseciation’) is passing around. There
are only a few groshn on it.

I breathe more freely after I am out on the street. We count the
coins—altogether, 19 kopecks. I feel ashamed. I add a kopeck to
make a round sum and ask Estusha to take it to the Ezres hayesoymim.
“Give it in your own name. Don’t say we attended the wedding. It's
a disgrace!” I say to her as we part.
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Friday, February 5, 1915

Again a hard day. Itke came in late. I thou

at all. She complains about her health. “These walls will make all

of us sick,” she says. “Were a doctor to come in here, he’d say we']]
all end up with tuberculosis.”

It is true. The room we work in
on the windows, the dank walls,
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walks out, muttering that 5 kopecks would have been enough.

“Let’s not touch the money, let’s leave it on the table as a
reminder of human pettness,” I say.

We certainly accomplished something. Mindl has put some logs
in the stove and now a bright fire is crackling. We sit around the fire
with a fecling of triumph. Mindl leaps and dances. What a gay
créature shoe is!

In the cvening Itke and 1 step into the adjoining store where
I pick oul a nice blue knitted jacket. They do me a favor and charge
me 5.75 for it. Nearly a month and a half of my salary!

Mameshe likes the jacket. I hear that Mendzyrzewsky has been
exempted from service and Rosenbaum sent away. My cousin
Yankl's wife Freyde gave birth to a boy. Maz! tov!

Wednesday, February 10, 1915

I read in the newspaper about new refugees pouring in to
Warsaw. What destitution! The cold, frosty weather is the worst part
ol 1.

We've received a letter from my uncle Yidl in New York. Whal
Jjoy! We haven’t heard from him since the outbreak of war. They're
concerned about us. Thank God, they're all well, but there is great
unemployment. Both my uncles are out of jobs.

In the evening I write a reply to my-uncle. Mameshe tells me
what to write. I hope the letter gets there.

My cousin Hershl tells me that in May they will be drafting the
19 year-olds. That means him. The new recruits, those .that have

passed the physical examination yesterday, have been sent away
already.

Saturday, February 13, 1915

Shaye and Morris call in the evening. Shaye draws 'me into a
discussion about religion. He says. that religions cause division,
bigotry, hatred; the frecthinker is a finer, more honest and decent
person than the religious man. I, on the contrary, point out that
every religion contains moral laws for men to follow; without reli-
gion the ignorant man would be a beast.

“They are hypocrites,” says Shaye. *““I'here is no crook like a
pious crook.”
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Monday, February 22, 1915
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uy hot bobeleks (*beans")

18 his beg memory from
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Tuesday, February, 23, 1915

¥ must have caught a cold in my legs. They hurt me badly, when
1 take a walk at night. [ meet Brokhe, Tavye, Morris and Shaye. We
all go to our house.

Morris tells me of a man whose face was shot away. Oy, how
horrible! Yes, the twentieth ceniury has invented new, screntific
methods to kill and cripple people.

Wednesday, February 24, 1915

“This is no way of acting,” Serke confronts me as soon as 1
cross the threshold of the store. "When there is no work, you girls
come in at 3:30, sometimes, even after 10 o’clock, and I don’t say
anything; but when there is work, you should come in earlier.”

“When did I ever come in afier ten?” I ask.

“Itke came in many times after ten. If you want to know, you
are supposed to wark here from nine to nine.”

“What about the times we work tll ten?”

She has no answer for this. When Itke comes, she gives her an
angry glance, but does not repeat the argument. She talks against
[tke behind her back and pretends to be chummy, because she saw
Itke's cousin in Warsaw, went out with him and brought back re-
gards.

Whenever a customer comes in, Serke shows her the new hats
which we copied from the samples. “I made this one, myself,” she
peaints to a hat which I just finished.

Saturday, February 27, 1915

Esther comes over after dinner and we both go to Itke’s house.
We sit there 2 while reading Eisenman’s works, then we all go to
Dina’s where we find two more girls. It’s too nice to stay indeors,
s$o we all go to the park. We walk in pairs. I walk with Itke. We have
a most interesting conversation.

She is reading now The Kreutzer Sonata by Tolstoy—-I have read
it some time ago. I remark that judging from the way Tolstoy brings
out the relationship between man and woman, one could never
believe a man’s word. He professes love, but it’s only passion.
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Itke says that I'm still a ch

“You're wrong,’
shocking.”

“You read everything

“What do you mean?”

“A woman has just as much desir
still young. We need awakenti

ild, I don’t know a thing aboug sex.
" I say. “I've read Dr. Farrel’s book. It wgg

in books. In life 1t’s different.””

€ as a man. Of course, we are
ng. That’s what Yulek told me.,”
Lthink of her unattractive cousm and say somewhat injest: *
sure he tried his best (o awaken you. Did you like ji3”

But Itke is serious. “He put his arms around me and kissed me
many times. I thought I was in love with him.”

“Don’t you.think so nows?”

“I don’t know, Pm not sure. There was another boy, Yulek’s

friend whom I liked very much, but after Yulek kissed me, I thought
I was in love with him.”

I'm

‘Now you’re not sure. That means you loved his kisses,

. not
m,

“onu talk as if you can Separate one from the other.”
Itis all so confusing. 1 suppose Itke is right—I am still a child.

» | know things only from
in my judgment about bodily

cravings; perhaps I dwell too much on the spiritual side of life. will

I change as I grow older?

Itke thinks I will. “You'll have desires and feelings you never

dreamed of. One cannot separate body from soul.”

I think she is repeating her cousin’s words. “One doesn’t have
to become an animal,” | say.

Zuckerman passes by, greeting us with a deep bow and tipping
his hat.

Eisenbergs might see us and call u
Meanwhile, Zuckerman comes

over. I stroll along silently as he
talks to Itke. He’s surprised that w

€ are working tomorrow. “Wheo-
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1 M tell
is working on Purim?”” he says. “If I see Mr. Eisenberg, I'li te
ever i
! e i is. ou
him ;(;r,ﬂgztﬁl,nsgtarts telling Itke how beau:;?'l]: she 1se.e ‘n’l};z‘ Sdgg};ng
i windows? I'd like to s
have curtains over the slon:: rd e to s
insi i , I'd see you, lovely g . . .
mSld:.haEl:;e:});i::TEpIicIl) ;::lsk. When I sce Brokhebwalkmg with Mors
od excuse to say goodby. _
0 Shal"z,er,ni: Zas:igah%?)r asks me to write a letter to ‘her husbr?]:(l;:rll 'l;;
A }:itca 0I—Ier circumstances are sad. She hasn’t recewec:: E:é.—en ey
om h'n.l since the outbreak of war. She and h.er seven hildren are
fm::inlg I write the letter and she leaves, blessing me ov
sta .
aga““"You’ll have a holiday tomorl:ow,"Psa)‘(:;1 Sﬂhaye.
. i for me. We work on Purim. \vou
“?Ea}:‘?ﬁ?zutrage! Why are you such slaves? Why don’t.yo
el —Itke and
smkﬁ?‘Nho shall I strike with? There are only the t\:;ol\(;f;l;l iztot;ily !
her, an
’t care one way or another, ‘ o
{. ES[urSh:n()i(\(o)vZ;nl feel that I’'m here only temporarily. One day
earner. s 3
.the Eisenberg store. . " do
! a“"\‘?yufrs(z:)r;)ped working on Saturday mghts. and ,tgezt acal;] ¢ do
anythin(; about it. The same would happen, if you y

tomorrow.” . I
That’s Shaye, never giving up an argume

Sunday, February 28, 1915

ite cloth o
My mother puts a wh}tc c _ he ap:
takes o};1 a festive look. Purim! A gay holiday. Bu:] Lr;u:efuse.
Serke treats us with homentashn and we ca
“How early do we leave?” I ask Itke.

“Let’ around five.” . Cwork
BI:l(:tils (;'301‘;‘:1’[ work out that way. Serke finds all kinds of w

p g . p ence 1s at an elld “e
to kee us m lOll er. Al ()l“ld seven our atl

seize our hats and coats and walk out deﬁafnlyt.m“ing o Warsaw
A festive crowd, dressed in their best, 15 s G these
Street I{ seems to me that we look drab and grey
treet.

people.

n the table and the apartment
o work.
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in torn shoes, She is waiting for Mindl's payment to have her shoes
fixed.

Oh, God! Why is the world so cruel? Why has one person got
everything, the other nothing?

Today it seems to me that I'll forever sit on the same stool, in
the same place, look at the same people, and never, never will I find
contentment. I'll keep searching for something higher, better, but
I won’t find it. In the end—no striving, no hope, no youth.

1 say to myself: either you have to fight for improvement, or be
satisfied with whatever life throws you from time to time. But I
cannot be satisfied with a bone like a dog! That means struggle. Am
I strong enough to fight a world in which falseness, pettiness and
selfishness prevail?

N at the table is noy
orse. No Purim-shizlers

at‘all purimdik. Things are
(*Purim players”) coming

Sunday, March 21, 1915

I haven't written for nearly three weeks. It’s before the holidays,
I 'have to work late in the store and at home I also have work to do.
I have to make new spring hats for all of us. I come home after ten
o’clock and am very tired.

Iike’s mother came last night to ask Mrs. Eisenberg to give Itke
a raise for the new season.

“I may quit working,” Itke said to me. But I knew that they'd
come to some kind of an agreement. It's too busy now for them to
let her go.

I waited with Itke outside, till her mother came out of the big
store. Itke will be getting a raise of 4 rubles, all together 12 rubles
a month, which is not bad. “And I told them about the wood, the
freezing in winter and many other things,” Itke's mother said.

Coming home tonight, I find two soldiers sitting in our dining
room, one of whom I recognize as my cousin Avrum Iser from
Warsaw. They are on leave. My cousin’s friend limps as a result of
a leg injury. He has volunteered for service and is a real hero. He's
been decorated with three St. George medals.

working for a very s

mall s3]
The thing wou] 2 an.

d not have been as
.
S arcumstances, the

Saturday, April 10, 1915

I haven’t written for nearly three weeks. Last time I fell asleep
i the middle of a sentence. 1 was that tired.

-
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I don’t think ic’s necessary for me to go over everything that
occurred during those three wecks. Most of the time life is monoto-
nous and repetitious. Still, some changes did take place. The Rys.
sians captured Przemysl and there was great joy and noisy demon-
strations. This week a decree was signed whereby Poland wil]
perform her own self-administration, beginning with New Year,
1916.

It is now after Passover, the holiday we always look forward to
with much eagerness. This year it was not a gay holiday and it ended
with sad news: the great Yiddish writer, I, L. Peretz, died. It just
broke me up.

I worked hard before the holiday. I asked for and received a
raise of 4 rubles a month. I now get 8 rubles a month, which isn't
much, considering the high prices. Yet it was progress, for never
before have the Eisenbergs doubled anyone’s salary,

Thursday, April 15, 1915

I don’t feel wel] today, I'm depressed. I'm in one of those
moods, when I'd like to get away from everything. There is no
special reason for it. | suppose, it’s the strain. I lose my patience.
After days of trying to be Jolly, to forget things, comes the rude
awakening.

[ sit sewing, and Serke’s voice, overfldwing with enthusiasm
over the wonderful time she had in Warsaw, irritates me. Oh, what
flowers she had received! And she begins describing each flower
separately. I do love flowers, but today I see everything in dark
colors. It’s strange. I do want to live. T haven’t used any of my
Lebenslust as yet. 1 understand her elation about the way her friends
had seen her off with flowers and candy. I would probably be just
as happy. Yet, it’s 50 banal. Is this living it up? Is that how one finds
happiness and contentment? To create an effect, to show off? But
inside of you? Is there anything inside of you?

For heaven’s sake, what is it that desire? I can’t go on living
the way I do now, but to live by today’s staridards of excitement and
tumult wouldn’t please me either. Then, what is it?

I have no answer. All T can say, is: something bigger, higher,
deeper—the soul as well as the body should receive nourishment,

I'm afraid I'll always be dissatisfied. Today, everything I see
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hurts me. I walk on the street and see a sufferin.g facel. 11’(51011::33;(;
. i ' I1d only alleviate its pan!
much to read this face. If I coul i S0 many
i Fear overwhelms me.
faces are now filled with sorrow. s me. What it f am
k ones that cannot help anyone, not eve 7
KTlet?l?s}eleptz?)I: Ead been young once, full of an?bmons and striv
ings, vet life had broken them, given them I‘lolhl-l'lg'. frer secing
¥ ,I cannot understand how one can be an optimist a t}i‘ 8
o much poverty and injustice. Yet many of these people averlz; ’
:erved hope. They keep deceiving themselves: tomorrow, tomo
i ill be better, - _
thl'ngl\jlyw?ather is a religious man. He is so sure that God will help.
{ SO sure now. _ )
I am”lfziesShaye, for instance. He is only 22, but hi'ls so br::;etr)leué)ri
imisti Is isolated in his home. Loneliness m !
so pessimistic. He fee O ot yout
ing. Not to feel that someone thinks of you, .
arf:l:l stgig;gle with your thoughts—that must reall)f be terrible. I fete;
2 Wrzat compassion for him,-but I cannot h.elp hlm..It hlIJ‘r[S'rI:lle;)ve
se%‘ him so bitter, but the minute I smile at him, he thinks 'm 1
i im. T don’t want to arouse false hopes'. . _
wuh::[:)lur home things are not going well, el[hel". Business 15l .b?r:i.
My parents are worried. My aunt Leyele and her little girl ;re Ef;e;gl
ngwp with us in our crowded apartment. Her husbar;d' ?lsmning
thrown into jail on a trumped-up charge and poor Lei:e E 1sS e
around to see lawyers, but they all want n;olney and s Tffhezsle used up
1 oman.
t kopeck. Leyele was such a beauq ul w
}l;f;:?lis shg has changed beyond recognition. Al! we cadn doufsorgl;:;
is to let her stay with us. It’s hard on her] and it’s hard on us.
i i i help.
othing, nothing I can do to o -
ther‘;;; }rlleart isgbreaking in me today—there 18 just :00 much suffer
ing around me. When will mankind be redt‘femed. il No
; I feel so weary tonight, exhausted physically and thIIIau ]{.and
one knows about it. Tomorrow I'll probably put on anlz.ilt(: , laug b
sing. There will be moments when I'll even feel like g .
Youth! Youth! You demand yours!

Saturday, April 17, 1915

I i d
I made up to meet Itke in the park this morning. Welgzve Sa
bench under a tree that is covered with new bright green ,

-~
b
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where we sit and read some pages from Niebezpieczny wiek (‘The

Dangerous Age’). Then Itke reads me a letter from her cousin about
the beauty of spring.

“I fear the coming of spring,” Itke says, “it makes me sentimer,- ,

tal and romantic. There are 50 many dangers for a young girl at this
time of the year. I fear it,”

We talk for a while about nature, love, life. ““I love spring,” I
say. “The new green foliage, the flower-buds, the birds—it gives me
a feeling of such sweet longing. I could émbrace the whole world,
Everything is so beautiful, even your fear, There is expectation in
the air. I can sense it, smell it. Something is being born. Aren't you
glad you are young? When you're old, You won't be afraid of
spring.”

Itke gives me one of her books to take home. I'm now reading
three books in three different languages: Yiddish, Russian, Polish,
The language doesn’t make any difference to me as long as the book
is good. I read them all, Some books you forget the next day, others
leave a deep impression.

In the afternoon I 80 agamn to the park with Esther. Esther is
reading now Nokh glemen ("When All Is Said and Done’) by Bergel-

tures. Bergelson is a master at depicting these forlorn types, but
mainly he brings out the decay, the hopelessness of small town
life. :

Suddenly, it starts raining. What a scenel From all directions
people are running for shelter under the roof of the summer thea-
ter. The rain is increasing, the tree branches are bending and sway-
ing under the attack. It suddenly turns pitch dark. All is dismal and
deserted except for this veranda full of laughing, shouting people.
It seems 10 me that we are afloat on a ship in the middle of a dark
ocean.

Gradually the rain and wind diminish. Someone puts out a hand
like Noah with the dove. It gets lighter. The bold ones leave, others
wait for the rain to cease entirely.

By the time Esther and I leave the park, the stores are opened.
I'have to go in to work. Another week ahead!

I get home from work about 10 o’clock. Mameshe asks me o
write two cards to America, Tateshe says that many new soldiers

*Dovid Bergelson (1884-1952), Russian-Yiddish novelist,
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rived in Siedlce. Meat is very high and hard to get, b-ut Lh?sm;?tirz
o e into a store, take all of it and pay half pf u.rhat it cos .nd y U
lcl('):il:: the meat, or refuse to sell it, they take it without pay and p

] " ’
you in prison, too. New trouble!

Weédnesday, April 21, 1915

I got up this morning with a stff neck and it got wor;et inb::;e
afterngon. I could hardly wait for the night to EO home and to bed.
Brokhe applied some camphor cil on my neck.

Thursday, April 22, 1915

I'm still full of pain and Mameshe wouldn’t le:)m%glzl?ywﬁil;
his morning. I lie in bed and read. Wa.r and.Peace yk o thi.s ve
rend hefore, but I enjoy reading it again. A boo like ‘y“
(T:Z?ldr:a?inr;t;ny limf':s and always find something new. It 1s especially
interesting now because of the war. ' . dline: GERMAN

i a newspaper with a big headline

megsfal;};fésrAnisUNDRE% %OMBS ON BIALYSTOK. MANY

NDED. . .
KILI:thlt)e Q:‘I‘?*I\‘Yl(e)gar! So many li\fes'lost! So many ll}r::(;ic:nr:e\:;
tims! The scientist that dedicated hls hfe_ o con?élte)re (he 2 f‘(;r_ e
knew what man’s lofty desire to fly like a bfrd wou o ¥l poopte and
more technology is developed, the more it servesh ol peope and
destroy everything that was created with so muc

Wednesday, April 28, 1915

d
how weary I am! For the last four days I ha.
lfl?l‘:ei};h::istt:gr’ld now it’srymidnight. I've suffered sz muc;[t;:ls:
?vcc)-:k amainly because Itke is ill. Monday night _she (?a h:: auack
ri ht’in the store and Serke had to take her home lrl; a [ }:’:s tin;e oo
togsee her last night, but couldn’t stay lqng, for yin e © g0t
there, it was 11 o’clock. She was very nervous, weep’) gsaid he ume
I was’ there. The feldsher (‘old-time barber surgeoll;_n pid she was
suffering from gallstones. I tried to cheer her up, telli Em AN
i uld pass and she’d be feeling betier soon,h u she
E:;?n; (s)he was going to die and she wanted so much to .




the Engl'ish suffrageties
ave a bx_[e with them, S

cky. He oni

start WOrking aoai
garmn.
I ought ¢ eajoy th

15 i
cerned aboy Mameshe I o ing, bu

my toe h .
go hOl’ne an urts and J m con-

d find her ip Pain agajn,

Sunday, June 13, 1915

bureau where they jss

People waitine ;
ue Ing 1n fi
now. Most of them we pesses. Man Toavip L o the

Y people are jegy: .
Te ordered (g leave, for they C;;V;nhif tedlce
€ lem-

Then they
Y received

THE Diary oF ANNE KAHAN 199

porarily and have no occupation. Others are leaving for fear of the
war.

“Business will suffer,” says Leytshe. “Many people made a
living from these newcomers.”

She only thinks of business. What about the tragedy of these
people who are driven from one place to another?

Estusha heard that a curfew will soon be imposed on us. I can
imagine the gloom with no one out on the street after sundown!

Beyle reads in the Russhope Slovo that riots broke out in Moscow.
The Gradonadalnik (‘Mayor’) appealed for calm and order as the
enemy takes pleasure when there is unrest in the country.

1 feel both fear and exhilaration upon hearing this report. What
are we to expect in the near future? An uprising? A revolution?

It rained today and suddenly turned cold. I was chilled as I ran
home at night. Shaye and Greenbaum intercepted me. Shaye found
out that Itke could travel on her father’s passport. I'll tell her about
it in the morning.

Monday, June 14, 1915

After all this rrouble about a pass, Itke was told she can take a
train to Drazhneve without a pass. We say goodby to each other at
night out on the street. A whole crowd is here to wish her farewell.

Tenenbaum came at [1 tonight to change the dressing for
Marneshe. Thank God, it's healing nicely.

Tuesday, June 15, 1915

A cloudy, chilly day. Not much work, the way it is after the
season. Sheyntshe talks. She’s forever talking. Where does she get
the strength to talk so much?

I miss Itke. I'm sad and bored. I go home by myself, feeling an
emptiness inside of me. Shaye is there talking to my father about his
parents. I hear my father saying: “Your mother was right. You
shouldn’t be cross with her.”” But Shaye says, “No, she is a selfish
woman.”

I don’t like to talk about anyone’s private affairs. I never ask
questions and even when they themselves volunteer information, I




Customers. My
the store for good.
Mameshe
sa
¥s that no matter how bad business was, i’
» I'S worse

i >
. last? In 5 few months we’j} be

WOrry, I 0} L .
h anxiety, " got this infection because my blood

IU’s true. Her 5
llooks bad Sickness drag_s on because of he

I anxiety. Tateshe
doing fine. Noth-

Thursda Y June 17, 191 5

kindness She’s fi
_ ess. orever fingi
Imngratiate herself by 5 show (:?IE:’)

Friday, June 18, 1915

Late in the
alternoon [ .
today as gh BOta rush job, Espy,g " .
€ had to go to (he bureau for 4 pe}:n?t!d:: Terome in
remain in
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Siedlce. They’re very strict about it now. People who were not born
here must leave town. Since Estusha has a job, she may be permitted
1o remain here.

Saturday, June 19, 1915

Brokhe went to the park and left-all the work to me. In the
afternoon I meet Reyzl, her uncle and Shaye. I can hardly recognize
Podolsky [who returned from Warsaw] so thin and pale. He says one
gets used to everything, even to suffering. He is full of praise for the
nurses who sometimes work for eighteen hours at a stretch. There
are so many patients to attend! They are self-sacrificing souls. He
is amazed at the way they assist at the most serious operations. They
certainly must be hardened to do that.

He saw many wounded and crippled soldiers in that hospital.
The victims of poison gas are all black and cannot breathe, Every
few minutes air is pumped mto their lungs.

We meet some more friends in the park and I walk off with
Reyzl. This is the first time we talk so intimately, She is concerned
about her uncle’'s growing affection for her. He is no longer an
uncle. He is a man in love.

“What's wrong with that?”” 1 ask. ““He’s a fine young man and
not much older than you.”

But Reyzl says she cannot accept him as a suitor. She is very
much disturbed.

Sunday, June 20, 1915

Mameshe is in pain again. The bandage loosened and rubs
against the wound. Tenenbaum changes it daily, last night he did
a bad job.

At night, after work, we go to the park. It’s a lovely night.
Strains of music and singing from the summer theater fill the air.
There is life and joy all around me, but I am so sad.

I'rush home and there is no joy in my house. The feldsher hasn’t
come and Mameshe is irritable. Tateshe has an infected finger.
Brokhe and the children are asleep in their clothes. I undress the
children and put them to bed. Then I wake Brokhe.

I cannot fall asleep. My father isn’t doing anything and the fear
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and anxiety grow. How long will it kee

I cannot foel myself with silly

P up? What's in store for us?
to me.

hopes. Things look pretty dark

Monday, June 21, 1915

Great excitement was created by the sudden decree of a curfew,
No one is permitted to be of«;

nine, go
n—home. What a weird picture!
out and the streets are empty.,

to the park for a half hour and
The stores are closed, lights are

Tuesday, June 22, 1915

Again work became unbearable. We are rushed like in season.
T have an especially difficuly day. Leytshe takes an order for a hat
which I am to copy, making it a size larger. I copy it perfectly and
have it ready before | go for lunch. When I come back, I'm called
into the next store and given an argument, The customer refused
to take the ha, claiming it was not the model she has ordered, “How
do you come to make the wrong hae>” Leytshe storms at me.

“I made the hat you told me 1o make,” | reply,

But this is no excuse, | ought to be i
Anyway, she now sho

ws me the model thé
and I go back to our

shop to make it
I work in silence whj

Wednesday, June 23, 1915

After today’s rush, I was too tired
I'm glad T can walk home alon

to go for a stroll with Estusha,
thoughts. Will they always be gl

€, without anyone disturbing my
oomy? s there no Joy for me?

203
THE Diary oF ANNE KAHAN

- . the
'm pleasantly surprised to find Mameshe m%mglg ‘(;Etzxedsciedc;nher,
: n:ll"lt:.li‘;awill do her a great deal of good. I sit d in:l)1 o the Red
relling about the gas masks we are now n;a o oo,
iy 1}1?; civilians ought to make thesi m‘ask(sj olr)id e ooy
N father submitted a
iis me that my fa b e podriad
Mameshe;:ﬁz;-ly of meat or other products’) m t};e A )I; o
(‘Col?t:lalclfefgrlast year. I hope he gets it. He gave a very
he ha : .
but one can never tell.

Saturday, June 26, 1915

just
I have a bad cold and headache. Brokhe went to the park ju
e o le'& ‘;:e zgetr}rlﬁ):rirll?ut I can’t sleep. 1 rea}d :w(;)f l;::llz
! e do'w N mlf) eLhr: “House-Library” on the_ subE])ec o ey
e 'pubh’Shed . d with the contents of th(?se httlt? 00 u; hey
o how pleas:n then your character by improving }gm tghing
lead.l you now 0 Strting the bad. Work is the most {mpocll" .
qua!]tles i uqroc(l)oesgit provide you with. a llvehhﬁo d and ghe
in life. Not only r creativity and ability, but it 1s also .t ?sm oy
e);pffeli?o; tgei?)l;ndency. The author callsh f(:z Zﬁzlrﬂ;es ,you &
rong w 't possess the )
Hevels Wi“_'Poweri o y:?r?dioarzi;n}z self-education. He te?}i:e‘ir){g:
b v thfimylz)z I?l?l%t analyze the work,dﬁndlﬁl}ll[i;\;h;}elops e
how to read: ork. ind .
memal can e)'(pre];j;t‘r\;};z[dhiflighl?fzuicsc;ore importfifm than reading
rb;]e;llt:l (c)ari)ea(r:::z-st learn to observe and Mev?::zltit:l éli:.i wcerrupted by
) . - .
o faSCiﬂate’? sl:e):a:]hliisti [fl:)?"l;gl};:g tirile. He’s bfzen s?gil:gf;vrﬁ],
o s a0 er brothers ina village, operating a N}[/y -
o younhge speaks of the heat and lack ofbrau:.ﬁve sours
- ;;:Ca‘l: 1:; :Ezréoumry is limited tg_ one Sl]i/[nil{r::,:; ali :1; AN
ago, d an orchard near , ners P
o when e N ther recalls now that su
Pl i 'Mel’:ili't 11(\)’13); :; (f)ruit. But for me it was 3 ;\;Eﬁd[(:;f;;l,
drOU‘g_h‘, o lving i ga shack right in the midst of scentet fru trece,
picking <00 l"'w(;ng-lcl:lovered mushrooms in the woods aS ,
pldqu' o s t our orchard in the h_ot afi:ernoonh.e had spent
e be}”rles ? drought reminds Morris of the yegrd chad spent
1 Prfhiiil;bjgs;oz to his visit in America. He had trie g
in Palestine,
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to the climate, but was forced to leav

e after an attack of malaria. In
Palestine, he tells us, it rains onl

y in the spring and fall. ‘They dig
ditches around every tree and pour water into them. Water is very

scarce. They keep digging the ground in search for wells. Fruits
grow big and sweet in Palestine, but life is hard.

“What about the Arabs?” I ask. “What sort of people are they?”

He has a low opinion of them. “They work one day and go idle
several weeks. When their money is gone, they hire themselves out
tor another day’s work. Those who save some money, buy them-
selves a wife. The richer the man, the more wives he buys.”

It sounds bad. I can’t believe that all Arabs live that way. Per-
haps just the ones that Morris met. On the other hand, living close
to nature, without education, or modern tools , . .

“Do you think that our life is better
we kill ourselves working. We make
people. Is this civilization?”

We come back to our own situation. The Ru
rctreating, the Germans—advancing. The Gove
sued a decree that the Army
retreats. What about the wom
sternation about this. No, the
flee with their men!

Morris leaves. I keep sneezin
Shaye comes over, he insists
air might do me good.

We meet Reyzl with her uncle

thinner and paler than when he ca
he has

him.

than theirs?” I ask. “Here
wars on each other, killing

ssian Army keeps
rnor of Lublin is-
take along the male population as it
en and children? There is great con-
women will not stay behind, they’ll

g and my head is splitting. When
I go with him to the park. The fresh

and Esrog. Podolsky looks even

me back from Warsaw. Tomorrow
to appear before the draft board. I don’t think they’ll take

We separate, Podolsky strolling with me. He tells me that the

Lublin Governor’s decree has been revoked and the Governor has
resigned. There is great anxiety;

“How are things with you?”

“Nothing new,” I shrug. “Conditions at work are pretty bad,
but mostly, I miss Itke. She hasn’t even written to me,”

He tells me a long story about a childhood friend who left for
America, wrote one letter and then no more. “This is how they are,”

he concludes. “When they need you, they're friendly. As soon as
their need is over, they forget you.”

no one knows what’s coming next.
he asks.
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“Not Itke,” T say. “Besides, she is not in America. She’ll be
o , .
SNk d right after the operation. “One
im how he felt before and rng ; n
1 35}1‘; :jl:tlsh:e to live,” he replies. “You long fo:: ﬂmﬁi(ianeviry y
E?; Si:)cr a loved one beside you. Ygu ﬁl:[ aILng;tsi ldier;g.. hose
’ i om across a ward with wo hose
o ‘lilaivl;;ka l\:\?oulu:i come to sit on his bed and Lal}<. rl;:lifi}; sland
[l'lat (i[?llll liked’ talking to him. They were of many n:znzlor‘lV s and
hl:m- w:sy no distinction made be.twee‘l‘l Jevlv and‘ ’I’]C});;Jiaé o ek
tilrl:glze Pole in that ward kept yelling: “Jew! Jew!
s
! ’ an-
e I}’]actll:l(sil; is full of admiration for‘the nurses. Theyrr:e:;iee @
1 o(; merc};f Without them, the patients would neve
gels .

Sunday, June 27, 1915

inki erica. That's where I'll
e o 10’(118 I‘I\;eslf)::;lst?cl)nrl:::l gI ilz)i)llll(; Aerrlldure most amytl;ing:ni\lsr
g e e b Y.n opportunity to study. If the war would ?)n y eble.
o ha;e ) $ a‘:Ei the bitterness and anxiety are un earfica 1
g drag? : mt1 sragaints such beautiful pictures for mellln ir;elnreéd
realll;(/lzozl’lt E:)eyli‘ﬁ)zve they could come true, but I recall w
o op'ml?ti S;nhi?if; ri?lH(;de:viirgszgfrom th.e hall of ;)u;rl;?‘lé;i
i Q; t;gus;ﬂ, don Bmkhehz'mf;l In:)::k: ct.::; ﬁtﬁe?:(res.lit’s a lsore
trying to calm her down. But this 13

.I[ l t s15t€1] [‘ ¢ lke ll
18 » Sth T Ma ’ as

h bOU[ er o des

[llal we can 1 (i() mug a

tubel 18 runnin em erature. I[ Illay be typllus- EStllel
C'LllOS > 1§ TU g a p

i four children,
’ ) is in America and she has o
s husibaquli);npolio. The husband sends a fewil '(]13:«1;1;50?1 e
Fhem alﬁ Crbr;li how could she feed and c!othe her t(): 1auSe onse
i“ ? ;VI\;; ,wonder she got ill. Nekhe is frlghten?dh re(I:Tl s
1ttler e .
i 1 i . She must be ou
MalkellS t:‘l:l:?egvg:z’i’zlll);a:/o:) he:“As soon as the fever goes down,
ik l’S X
’ mal.” . S
he l}ibf ﬁ:lr(;eec tilsy irrigt;nsolable. “] have no Stren%;bk'lﬁf;, . stloeosiy
. i hildren will ki , .
“Taking care of these ¢ N
betwlSIerll}fg 11): .aboit siEteen. She can hardly read or wrlttlf;,r “:10ther
h be:;g heart. She does most of the housework because
asa .

-
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and her older sisters work in that shack of a store in our back yard,
selling entrails of cows to peasant-women: I hate to pass my aunt’s
place because of the stench and the disgusting fat blue flies that
Swarm over the “merchandise.” Whenever | meet my aunt, I shrink
from her touch because of the stinking odor that permeates her
clothing, her very skin. She really is a good soul and very affection-
ate. Whenever she runs into me, she hugs and kisses me. But I dread
1t T try to avoid her as much as possible. I feel sorry for Nekhe who
is a plump, goodnatured girl, and who has to live with her mother,
three brothers, three sisters and father in one room, full of beds, the
parents’ two beds seperated from the rest by a small partition. Their
windows open into the yard right across the privy, but I suppose
their sense of smell is not as keen as mine.
This aunt of mine is tall and thin, her face is wrinkled and
weatherbeaten, yet, she could not be so old. Her youngest boy is
thirteen. What surprises me is her boundless energy. Once in a
while she steps into our house and standing in front of my mother,
she pours out her troubles in a sing-song voice. It runs something
like this: “My dear sister-in-law. Your face shines like the sun and
your wisdom is known all over town. Whom shall I talk to, for whom
shall I open my bitter heart? My tsores are bigger and deeper than
the ocean, my grief has no end. I'm out in that stinking hole day and
might, winter and summer, in heat and in cold, and no one helps me.
No one takes pity on me. The girls will remain old maids because
I-have no dowry for them; the boys have no jobs. Okt un vey (‘woe
unto’) to my life! Esther Malke is spitting blood. The two crippled
children will drive me (o my grave. [ have to provide for all of them.
My shlimazl (‘good for nothing’) of a husband abuses me. I cry out
to God, but I'm only an ignorant woman. I have only you and my
dear brother who should live and be well. My dear brother who is
the crown of my head: the light of my eyes . . .»

She’d go on in that vein for a long time, Mameshe sitting
quietly, nodding from time to time to indicate her sympathy, until
a shrill cry: “Mame!” would be heard. Then she’dsnap out of her
tearful monologue, kiss my shrinking mother and depart,

The next minute I'd hear her yell and swear at her husband, or
call vigorously to passing customers.

I'am kind of ashamed of this aunt and don’t like my friends to

7
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. , . d
into her. At the same time, I can’t help liking her. I'm fascinate
b hercolol spec e b the Samrary Commission.
tely w1 / : (
She had a lot of trouble la - ommission.
b it and spray it w
her clean up the place, scrub | _ ,
Tl'lg‘y ;lziethe odor of carbolic acid mingles with the foul odor
acid: _
ivi bigger headache. N
gmnglrl::s;:i?ill; infgectors come around now to elnfo:ce tl;eS:?:;t
: fined; but, at least, ou
. Many people have been : ‘
{agyk:agzaner t;y'la}:l before. However, I think that thfj olr:]i(ill“l ilrslon}:eaot
N i i day is no good.
to the gutter during the day
poizsloflfelrrrll ?n a bicket in the house all.da){ can really cause an
Lc‘[))iderﬁic. It’s about time we ha(fi sewfctfrs lellklt: ;r]; x?ishai;v.sanitaﬁon
ile, there is a lot of excitem on
b 'Iﬂ::m\m:eiever you go, tenants and landlords are quarreling
usi .

Wednesday, June 30, 1915

1 that I
Some things have happened du.rmg thli' lhrze[h(;la]lziv e
e that h feﬁei"ﬁ;i srzgiict(:la(:llil\?érylso}vfneat on the first
ff)frt;l};exf;;i?ﬁd\f\lfned;::; gsesrjg;/led, but then the questi(;r:h(;f Iirilr(l)a:lrtlli-
?ng this enterprise arose. The Arm)( pays at the etr;db?l J cautle with
sometimes later than that. Meanwhile, you h.ave e oney.
cash and pay your help. My father doesn’t like tge lj)surers’ roney:
There is no one to borrow from, anyway, excep; tther T e
take more than our profit in interest. And so my al e ling and
biit again to take in Yosl as a partner. He’s t'helr)on i):h g
able to invest money in this enterprise. May_ll ew T .
My parents are plagued by the uncertainty of ¢ ee: rsiuaton.
One never knows what tomorrow may bring. Many p finher cav:
ing town, many are sending their daughters a;dvyay,Sk o
Tateshe \;rants to send Brokhe and me to Brest .l;t_(:vdo.me?” ey
go without the rest of the family. ;W}:atogllogd will 1
“ ’ over there is worry about you. .
A fllf!:e(rk\)fvork, tonight, I meet Shaye, Dina and Tnc:v:zsdogto z]n the
e e o har tl:lat II;(')dOlszf];::s }z\if; Ii]);: hzf’sn’[ written to
ice. I’ d to hear that. Dina wo '
;1;‘.-11 ;?Jpg:)i)se she is too busy having a good time.
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Tovye brought me T#he Deluge by Sienkiewicz.* I'm anxious tg
get home and start reading it.

Sunday, July 4, 1915

On my way home tonight, I saw many refugees from Radom
Province. The alley leading to the synagogue is crowded with wag-
ons on which | see women, children and old men. The shul inside
is overflowing with people. There is a crowd around a man who is
weeping. His wife died on the way, leaving him with nine child-
ren.

Already women are collecting tea and sugar. They’ll need many
more products to feed this crowd. From all sides people are hurry-
ing toward the shul On every face I see pity and fear. Only at a time
of disaster one realizes how close these people are to you. A misfor-
tune unites us all. Everyone thinks of the morrow that might come

when he, too, might have to depend on human charity and compas-
sion. What a dreadful thing to anticipate!

Tuesday, July 6, 1915

‘There are rumors that the enemy is near Lublin. A¢ night I go
with Mameshe to our partner’s house on the Prospektova, where my
father is waiting for us. Yosl and he have decided to send the
families away as soon as possible. The men will follow later. The
baggage would have to be sent separately with a wagon driver as the
trains wouldn't take i1,

Hinde, Yosl's wife, is afraid to go with her baby, without her
husband. Mameshe is braver. Tomorrow we’re going for passes.

On the way back we meet David Yablon who has just come from
Biala. “The trains are impossible,” he says. “It’s so crowded, you
cannot find standing room, Besides, they stop for hours between
stations. You'd better hire a driver with a horse and wagon, if you
want to get anywhere.”

Tateshe tells me to stay home tom

orrow as we have to go for
Passes and prepare for the trip.

*Henryk Sienkiewic (1846-1916), Polish novelist.
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itati both glad and sad. It’s not
not sleep from agitation. I am )
easylt('):algave everything behind. Yet, I feel we have to gol.JI l;rtl ts}t:;‘:
i i ’ o .
ill catch up with us quickly. I mustn’t worry a

™ fii’te;(:i:!]t :;n kr?ow how far we'd travel. Qur first stop would

be Zhabinke. What would be waiting for us therf:? it now

1 must sleep. I must keep up my strength. I'll need 1 .

Wednesday, July 7, 1915

We spent a half day in line at the magistrate’s before we ol;;
tained our passes. The gloom in town has beenéess_zned by l[‘)l;:lge[
. Lublin. Besides, peo
he enemy had been repulsed at L _
L}:::LdltoetfoublZ: they're not as shocked at the thought of fleeing as
day ago. -
ey I\‘/Iv:;;ihile): w;ge are getting ready: laundry to be \’vashed, thl;:eg;
to be packed. We haven't set a definite date. We'll leave w
Ise is ready to go. '
ever{()er;f(:sﬁe is going to Warsaw. Itke is back from Drazhneve and

coming in to work tomorrow.

Thursday, July 8, 1915

Itke and I are so happy to see each-other again. She'sh gallt:)c:;l
weight and looks very well. We have little chance Eo talk as t ((31 :d by
is full of customers. Even at night, at the park, we’re surroun

i intimately.
friends and cannot talk intima | e call
Shaye takes me home. We discuss the Warsaw Governor’s ¢

. . K
for men to dig trenches around the cnt}.f{: Sphaye is depressed. I as
im si hen has he begun to love life: ‘ .
e Sl\?{iz ::lvon’t understand me,” he says. “You're trying hard not

to understand me."”

Friday, July 9, 1915

Itke tells me about the wonderful time she had in [;rai?nr::c;\;?
Her aunt and cousins catered to her as thou_gh she we:iiShpESiemia_
They made excursions into nearby towns like iemy:;nd [Siema
tycze], Drohitshin [Drohiczyn]. She met many boys g
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Igirls seemed jealous of her b
n general, the gir i

th; nera bo]dga nl; t:;;fe;v;:i .not as modest as the girls in Siedlce,
_ The day before she left, a
liked him very much, b
confused and agitated no
mother, too, is pressing

her cousin, Yulek. She ha

“What am I 1o doj"

ecause the boys followed her around.

young man proposed to her. She

Itke embraces and kisses me. *

at ease. That’s just what I'm going

to tell them.”

Saturday, July 10, 1915

It seems we are not le
somewhat at the front
of refugees.

I've enjoyed reading The Deiy

e duri h

a
g

er all. Things have eased
not eager to join the army

aving town aft
and we're certainly

ways. Noble actions redeem fo

Still under the mmpression of the book, I go to Itke's house
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Dina didn’t come because there’s some trouble at their inn. Her
father had been called to the Chief of Police. We wonder what's
wrong and hope for the best.

In the park we meet most of our friends. We discuss Polish-
Jewish relations which are not good. Yet Poland had given refuge
to Jews when they were expelled from other countries and Jews had
been mighty patriots of Poland, defending her with their blood and
possessions. Now things have changed. I don't know who started
this bigotry and hatred among peoples, but the Poles certainly swal-
lowed a big dose of it.

When I come home, I find Tovye whispering to Brokhe. After
he leaves, she tells me that a Zionist group 1s being organized in our
town, I think Zjonism is a great ideal—Theodor Herzl’s dream of
a Jewish homeland in Palestine. Now that life is insecure and Jewish
youth is searching for an ideal, this idea may inspire them to action.

I think of the obstacles in the way of achieving the goal of a
Jewish homeland. Of course, if there is enough dedication, one can
overcome all obstacles. But how many would go on after the first
setback? How many would, in spite of adversity, continue to sacrifice
for the happiness of their people?

Sunday, July 11, 1915

At night Itke and I went over to see Dina. Their license had
been revoked because of a scandal involving a drunken officer.
Instead of blaming the drunk, they punished the innkeeper. The
Friedmans are now trying to get back their license. It will take plenty
of money and heartache.

Going back home, we meet Markusfeld and Greenbaum. We
separate and [ walk with Greenbaum. I'm surprised at the change
in him, He is animated and gay, speaking enthusiastically about
Zionism. When 1 express doubts, he replies heatedly, “We have to
believe in our own strength. Once we do that, half of our task is
accomplished.”

“An 1dea must have a practical foundation,” 1 retort.

“We're working on that,” he replies.
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Thursday, July 15, 1915

I'haven’t written for several days. I was simply too tired coming
home late at night. I'had no desire to read or write, I'll try to catch
up on what has transpired. Not much, anyway,

At the beginning of the week 4 new spirit seemed to have arisen
among our friends. Greenbaum, Markusfeld, Tovye and others
were out on the street talking, arguing, agitating. Some people
laughed at these enthusiasts who had become inflamed about Zion-
ism without knowing much about it. They talked so much, repeating
exaggerated, empty phrases that I became fed up. The fact is, I did

thirst after a weighty word, a word that would lead to action, but it
wasn’t there, At least, 7 hadn't‘heard it.

I'am still amazed at the change i
he had tried to convince me th

our nation is alive and doesn’t want to die. You give the people a
ray of hope, give them an ideal worth fighting for and they’ll accom-
plish wonders. At that time, Greenbaum laughed at my naive faith.
And now? A different person! “Believe in your strength!” he keeps
saying. Does he believe in it himself? Convictions that are changed

, this faith in the
mainstay; we could not live without it.
It seems to me that someone in leadership has told these boys
to hush up, because they suddenly became subdued. Is it fear of the
police? T don’t know. You don’ ask questions like that.

Tovye tells me that they won’t seek to enroll women before they
have more literature on the subject. He gives me the Ussishkin

re foIIowing—-to read, and also

~
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Friday, July 16, 1915

I've been thinking the whole day about the ccoment;il otf ‘il;eh;»zz
ur that Tovye gave me to read. It seems to me tha have
o o ity to take part in shaping great hlstprlcal evems.d m
B natier ze erseverance and labor to rea}lze our greath rea [C;
nOe}fdantp ::efzsl*’lpt’ll take a long, long time: First ofuarlrl] t;voetha;vlz Lo
: ‘ i desire to re :
educat'e o I;e(;]ilfs’ i}vl?::nci)nmt:: lt?l(tehtixsk of obtainipg land, pleci
of their fOrE.aL is z; hard, dangerous and costly a.ﬁ“a_lr. Thenl, “}rlor_
RA llc “by the sweat of your brow,” with mnumera? e azf
e tl:u z’ishiys to endure and overcome-through the (;-:lr(:eost
:}r)(i:lrsita:l?d (;gdicagon to an ideal. Unity! T:ﬁs ‘lS what we need m
1 alas! .
e ‘ihattt::es‘t]s:;/lsgfﬂizp]lfilluaiii: the group of studer&ts 13
R I tevlf]h:)t Viem to settle in Palestine. These plon;firiss esat;ee;:id
u:;;?akable hardships, were p]a]glicé bTyhl:;nsgtr:;eE:inon scase and
morri:):lagfsr;f lilr:s[phiff}a’tidolr{li [r:)othzse who followed.and will follow
a sy

in the future.

Saturday, July 17, 1915

. i ight and
I found Rivke at Itke’s house this afternoon. Shle livilt:;gl don’t
interesting girl, but she loves to make fun of people,
like. Esrog and Greenbaum came Oi‘:;flr?)t:: -Semyatitsh whom Itke
eg .
Esrog happens to know som h silly trifles that Rivke has a
her trip. He recounts such Sity T ot talk
?astill];eige(:g foer herpirony and derision. I don’t like 1t. I cann
er
; i ins. ) duca-
it Ihllmi:::i(: 5:1 article to us that her cousin w'rote abcl)tlf; z s‘tlory
tion El"lf:en'Greenbaum reads a composition of hl(sj 0\::;; overjoyed,
lb ‘ t an eagle who's given shelter to a d_ove'. Theh Ot ook at her
?) ?uﬁnds later that the eagle deems it his right to p
ut: .
whenever he so desires Em(]:lll o herbi)l:xl:d[;eert].ewish people and the
ink the story is an a egory abo 't ask my
R SIi;: movernment. I don’t say anything beca_use he (;ii(r)lesnhe keeps
ouis;ﬁon gHe seems to fear criticiS'T" arf‘d while ’fes:;le Sg),fs grandly,
a:};)king R.ivke whether the tale is boring. “No, no,
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“go on.” I suppose he does not consider Itke and me capable of
understanding it as well as Rivke. After he is through reading, he
looks expectantly at Rivke, but she hasn’t caught the meaning of the
story. I can see he is vexed, but too proud to show it.
simple story, isn’t it?”" he says.

I keep quiet. T don’t knéw why I just sit there without saying
anything. I'm glad when Esrog proposes a walk.

It’s a lovely night, full of stars and rild breezes. We walk on
the road leading out of town. Rivke takes us to a tree where the
initials G and F are carved. 1 understand: Goldstein and Froman, |
wonder what did become of their romance?

But Rivke doesn’t seem heartbroken. She is not even secretive
about her love affair. On the contrary, she’s proud of it.

Itke asks me to recite a poem and I recite “Der nes fun khanike”
(““The Miracle of Hanukkah”). Then Rivke starts talking, reciting,
quoting. She overwhelms you with a flood of clever phrases, quota-
tions. I have heard her go off that way several times before and 1 find
nothing new in her talk now. It’s as if someone had put on a record,
playing it over and over again. But to Greenbaum it is new and I can
see he is listening with great interest.

Itke and I say goodby to them and go to the park. It is dark and
quiet. We sit in silence, each absorbed in her own thoughts.

“I[’S a Very

~
-

Monday, July 19, 1915

Mameshe insisted 1 80 to see Tenenbaum, I'
pains in my stomach for a long time and have never consulted a
doctor. Mameshe believes that Tenenbaum knows more than a doc-
tor because he cured her of her infection. This feldsher does not
believe much in medicine. He says sickness comes from WorTY.
“Nerves, everyone suffers from nerves.”

He prescribes powders for me and a special diet, *
like you,”” he says, “should be cheerful. Your stomac
when you worry too much.”

Try and be cheerful at a time like this! Panic is again gripping
our town. There are rumors that all Yiddish newspapers in Warsaw
have been stopped. Why have they picked on the Jewish newspa-
pers? All other language papers are still being published. What will
the people who can read only Yiddish do?

ve been suffering

A young girl
h gets upset

T--W
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1 to
Rumors also have it that the Germa:n_s are co(r)n}nlngG (()::jc:s‘e;hat
Warsaw. Again my parents talk about leaving town. Oh, !

will happen to us?

Tuesday, July 20, 1915 f T
We received a letter from my aunt Rebecc}a: romreuy o
her with a photograph of her little 'boy. What a P] y chidl

T e;re not going too well with them 1?1ther, but, main hy(; . g are

Th“:f:d about us. We keep writing, but it appears t};at tw)é g not

W(::reive our letters. She also sent 15 ru'bles for Gr:;n pa.

ZS mail it to him. I'm sure it’l-l comle in ;z;yoléa::l Oylfl.ming, bt not

is Tisha b’Av. Tt 1s truly a . ¢ o

b a::edsg alr?ciem troubles. According to the Jewish ;al:;ngsrl, C(()) Uls

ise::he anmiversary of the outbreak of Zlvar. 1 nev;;tts Sse% o

ive uch in one year. And yet one : . :

h"_e Lhrl?luﬁrhrrslgnl;l rivers of blood have been shed dlunrtlg thtllsla)ietahre

il:cllg;lo znd in view. I read yesterday in the Russ!fo;t;e ifgo:zvere one
i i s the preceding one wit

coming year will far surpass
tl ngething to look forward to, no doubt. s tonight,
- At night Ttke and I go to the park. 1 feel very re s Lomign
After Shagye and Podolsky come over, 1 excuse myse
home. Shaye catches up with me. 3 )
“Why are you running away?” he asks.
“I'm fed up with it,” T reply.

Thursday, July 22, 1915

' nute.
We live in a tense atmosphere. News 15 expect?liihznfz ,:il]lies <
\il ny loaded wagons passing from Warsaw. e e
the Ea' yls and policemen have already received orders Leae
o b CI1a re bewildered, they keep asking each othc:alli w 2t
dor PCO}II) . atheir trunks and bundles packed, but are st wsle ug
(Ii?. l\}fanc{ t(;jl ‘;f:ave your home, your business, and ;g]o m::)OtChOice'
ktni)wflr Besides, it requires money. The very poo:‘i ’ (z;\;;ost e
They n-lust remain. The rich have plenty .of moRnezial B Tor people
have élready sent their families deeper mjﬁ uliest.ion O
like us who have a few hundred rubles, )t eq
long can a sum like this last? What then:

[ ———
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Girls are most frightened. We hear

ever the Army has passed. I'd rather
fate.

Rivke gave me two works b

Stories about rape wher-.
die than submit to such

y Verbytskaya: The First Swallpws of
ng and She Became Free. Both deal with the subject of “women’s

rights.” I'm glad to read up on it. Except for my convictions, [ don't
know anything about the struggle for women’s rights.
Leaving the store at night, we meet many friends strolling on

Warsaw Street. Oh, how strong is the desire to live! In this danger-
ous time it is stronger than ever.

Saturday, July 24, 1915

will be out of work. Lerner, too, received a similar order. The enemy

must be very close. The Cossacks who have been stationed in
Siedlce rode off vesterday.

I don’t want to sit in this se

cluded spot gny more and so we go
strolling. Shaye tells me how h

e had admired the family life of his

with his wife, but his own father’
sorry for him.

Podolsky, his cousin Khayim, Tovye and Greenbaum join us.

They are discussing the question of loyal citizenship. Khayim argues
for blind loyalty, without any modifications. His cousin opposes
him. Khayim bases his argument on sayings of famous people, on
patriotic utterances, but I think it’s all in theory. Does it work when
applied in life? Life has a way of upsetting many high sounding
theories,

I go home for dinner and no sooner do I settle down-to read,

*M.P. Artsybashev (1878-1927), Russian novelist,

v
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i i ing the discus-
hey are still pursuing t
haye and Tovye come in. T ) : "
[?:: :bgflf loyalty. “Please,” I say, “have you nothing else to ta
8
P i aper, The Warsaw Thought. A

Shaye shows me a Russian newspaper, ght. 8
big heacﬂine gives me a shock: * ELEVEN BOMBS DROPP
e AIRPLANES.b?’7 Vlczgxiséiviliansﬁ What is this world

How barbaric! Bombing pea :

! . |
Comlfr;rgolt:})le wants to go to the park and so I put away my Zo;l;et
couldn’t concentrate on reading now, anyway. On ﬁh;rwi}ifnv; .
Itke, Reyzl, Podolsky and Khayim. Again thpse htwo. g )
in I’I grab Reyz! by the arm and go of.f wnh. Er. e Iaugh and

g I suddenly feel good, like one escaping 3 plgh tmare. -
i i -going, onec feels relaxed in her com -
JOke.Sllz;;;lcl;tsﬁ:Z ﬁ;l\;\rgith us. “You're forever running away,” he
SaYS t? (I::rel;t stand this talk, talk, talk. It gives me a headache.
: 1 things?”
“Don’t you want to dlscus§ : D
“This is not discussing; this is ﬁghtmi.. ,
“ feel strongly about something .. ."" . .
}g:f?icy,z}i have to shout about it,” I .break in 1mpat1(:]ri1rtlly-
“Besides, I have a feeling that at a time like this \\fords are I?::,-S gr
1 s: It’s ,just a way of showing off, or deafening your .
ess. b 5
justifying one’s empty existence. -
e 1‘?(‘1.{08[] are harsh. I didn’t know you could be so .
“T h is not sweet.” . |
MTheot)rzil thulmor is gone. Reyzl looks at'me 1n a perg:}exig way
Perha ysgl am too severe. Why do I always unload 0:]1 hisaya.r ner.
APt) home, Mameshe tells me that my t“athe}~ an b 51:1)’5 ner
Yosl, have de,ﬁnitely decided to send us out of Siedlce. oy unit;
Hincié is now-the one who is anxious to get away. Some . ing,
have already pulled out and all Government bureaus are p
There are rumors that Lublin was tl::ken.
“ re we going to?” I ask. ’ t
“X’Voh;ri"aiher [hignks we should go to Wolkowysk. rItt Salliin:;s_
rowded as Minsk or Yekaterinoslav. To,morrow we St?_tﬁe -
(I: wanted to buy a straw valise, but they’re hard to ge
to 15 rubles.” . ' o
weml:f :;J h;’rd to believe that the time for leaving has arrived

L}
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Sunday, July 25, 1915

hanging over our heads f;

break? Where are we going? Whag is j
become of everyone and ev

See our relatives or friends again?

Tateshe s Supposed to catch up with us fater. What if
reach us? Whay if we become separated, lost?

Oh, why do 1 always anticipate disaster| Maybe it’s lucky
o get out of Sjedlce. Siedlce! How I suddenly Jove this name!
street, every stone is full of me
see familiar faces. Is jt possible

that Siedlce, my beautiful town, wi
be destroyed?

“And what will Galantz do?" S
children! Without work i
We talk quietly all morning.
See cach other agajn? Remembe

He has a housefyl of
n the mill, they’ll all siarye!

conversations, discussions, argu

ments. Oh, except for some small
faults, they're ajl such good, sim

Ple people! How | will miss them!

s of her relatives 1 whom she and

I'be able 1o get in touch with each

At night, it stares raining, as if my mood were affecting the
weather, On my

renew the prescriptions ar the drug-
ot h igesti

Or more than a year gre now about (g

N store for us? Whar wi)
erything we leave behing? Will we ever

he cannot

for us

mories for me, Everywhere | look, 1

n, will
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At home, I find everyone sitting gloomﬂydz;{"ound the table.
“ ’ tter?” I ask. “Are you all_pac edr .
Wh‘?IS(S) t;:ig(l?” says Mameshe. “This 15 a problem of life and
17 . ‘
deat;l;don't know why I flare up: “I knew it! I knew you'd never make
. H e !l’
ind! You change it a hundred times! )
UP YEBI;“I’:} :nl:?e so‘impetugus!” Mameshe scolds me. “I made somi
inquiries today. Wolkowysk has been declar-ed a war zone, soev;ro
m?l't stop there; and to go further is impossible. The ktralflshz:rda S
Eiowdedpyou cannot find standing roon;l. I['EOOILLE‘:d};;lfarry h);s
| 1l the time he
back from Wotkowysk and a s
2?153;:2 on his shoulders. And once you get therte, \;{rh(;rie;'frHoiv
15, you cannot find a roof over your head. Fpod is sky- l.gm.mrr -
1 ’ny do you think our capital will last? I see bigger capltadls - LZ[
izggLe['s wait and see how things turn out. We'll pack and wait.
Ise make the first start.” ‘ ,
som?’or::-eszrt- of disappointed, yet deep in my heart I'm glad we
posiponed our trip.

Monday, July 26, 1915

g i ears
No one is surprised that we've changed*our mﬁn,ds. I;tii}r) ars
that the same vacillation goes on in every home_.dllde[(s) n‘:,ai[ roas
all set on going and now they, too, have decide o va [.o iy
waiting full of uneasiness and trePidatm.r}. Spme peop ¢ gfor by
saw because they think it’s safer in a big city, especially detitel,
At night we meet Esther, Dina and Lea Shap1r0: Le[? is feunitely
going to Warsaw; Dina would like to go to Russia, but
remaining here. She has no other choice, e o leave town
Shaye comes over. He just heard that we inten o cave town
i ” iys. ““There 1s nothing to fear.
“It’s foolish to go,” he sdys. e is A
as the police withdraw, we’ll form a militia and ke:rl;_) 01;0 bt
It makes me angry. Of course, the men have nothing )
. e ;5
what about the girls? Will a militia protect us? e. ke begs us
Sull his confident tone gives us some reassurance. o oee s
to speak to her mother who is frantic with -fear. We g}(; i to ltke?
hou[s)e and stay for about half an hour, talking about tvers .
, i i over.
The general opinion is to stay on until the storm is o ho exciting
I would not mind it at all. In fact, I hate to mis
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moment when one power pulls out and the other takes over. I don't

think the Jews have more to fear from the Germans than from the
Russians. But war js horrible, turnin i

thought of how girls are abused haunts
searched for hiding places

: but there is no safety anywhere.
Shaye takes me home,

“I'won’t let you 80,” he says. “I'll board
and you won't be able (o get out,”
TTaugh it off. As we shake hands, saying, good night in front of
my house, he Says gravely, “If you do 8o, I'll come along, too.”

“"Why not?” [ shrug. “I have no monopoly on the train. Anyone
can go onit,” and I yun swiftly into the house,

Everyone is asleep. I think if we don't 89, I'll buy a bottle of
carbolic acid to have handy in case of an emergency. . .

Wednesday, July 28, 1915

All day long lroops are passing through Warsaw Street in trucks
and in all kinds of horse-drawn vehicles, We stand in front of the
Store and watch. Policemen are riding by in wooden wagons. Then
come sappers, marching with their shovels and axes. They’re dirty
and unshaven. One, who stops for a drink of water, télls us that this
is the eleventh day they’re marching. The order is (o stop 23 verst
beyond Siedlce and dig trenches, That’s where the Army will make

a stand. Trucks with ammunition will follow tomorrow. Isn't this
€ncouraging news?

Red Cross vehicles. Now trucks

- Will Warsaw be sur-
rendered without a fight? Does anyone know what's going on?

Many girls I know consider go;

Serke and Beyle are away, 5o there is 4 vacant room, and in case the

Eisenbergs decide to leave Siedlce, Itke and her family would have
the whole apartment to themselves. .
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. s to
1 feel much calmer now. I stopped worrying. Whatever 1s
come to pass, will. I am ready for it.

Thursday, July 29, 1915

ights. Lea,
for two days and two nig| :

op movement kept up o o
Di azl;fit;&epare going for passes today. The families v:rvl;]c:? ;': they
h:e are anxious to send their daughtsrs to t\}flV;:Si?;W; e oy

i i have better
i treating troops will be v r -
thmljf&thé):z;e:re agre still contemplating lea\flng towr;'. the\i’:}?aze
we musst go bécause all our money is tied up in tih;epfv i?t’? r;neat e
* it"} that we prov .
the punkt (‘army umt') t - and b
:Oofx(;:}svi\; thal;:[lllis regiment will be tl}e last to }ea\: %;Z?ézﬁe wanti
t;en the trains will have stoppe}(]i ruqﬁlni;l};h?l:)s ‘\;’itz e e
and Yosl and he will ¢ e
o gsdglowoﬂicer promised to take them a_10_ng :llzn‘sz ought
;Zﬁ?;ulls ogut Their destination is Pinsk and this is whe
n .
i “It ma
© g(;f; t Mameshe is not eager to leave without my f::\til:l;e . slaz
u * 1 a
‘ i dlce,” she says, _

11 the Germans reach Sie 8 1y’ . ver.
Fak;'wie:;(l; ou—here? Besides, I've made inquines. Pénsg(r ilze(: o
“:m l\r:;th refzgees. It's impossible Lo get an apam::rir;’.t last three
; d are exorbitant. The money you can give me o

e ks. No, we’ll stay here until the enemy is v.er(i/l " ;ecuperate
h T.he n;ilitary doctor Vasiliev came back to S}I,e hcij been His oo
i isenberg, who ha :
i at the front. Mrs. Ele:'n _ ) | take ac
ﬁ:O“: 2“:&:1‘?:1;3’566 him, asking for advice. He sgldltha%{}t] :’me -
;lent’four weeks until the front draws close t_o S.led ‘;?[here R A
eass through the town, but will not fight inside. e et i
ngtle it will take place at least 10 vm;.:t Ouild()[‘ ‘t"l?l‘:e 'stores may be
. i im,” said. ay
frightful as we picture him, e ! ain in-
n;)t 2:156:215 and girls violated. Otherwise the town will re
plun
tact.” ) |
What a cheerful picture!




