
WE have pleasure in announcing to our readers that 
we have secured for exclusive publication in the 

"Zionist Record'' a s.eries of articles dealing with in
cidents in the life of Sholem Aleichem, the famous 
Yiddish humourist, who passed away 21 years ag:>. 
The articles are written by his daughter, Lala Kauf
man, who lives in America. The contributions por
tray illuminating aspects of the great Jewish writer, 
wltose books are still read in thousands of Jewish 
homes throughout the world. 

AN ancient city - Kiev; the 
heart of Ukraine. Green, 

curly hills, and on a hill above 
the river Dnieper the great elec
tric cross of St. Vladimir is re
flected in the dark waters; 
here, on this spot, all Russia 
·as baptised. Here we live. 

From our balcony we see the 
main street, Kreschatik, and 
eyond - Dnieper, Dnieper, 

Dnieper ... 

Both in green and in white, 
iev is equally beautiful. Even 
autumn, in rain and in mud, 
looks like a magician who 

ressed himself in rags so that 
e might not be recognised as a 
ince. But most beautiful is 
ev in the spring. Where in 
e world is there another such 

ver 

incr? 

One Ukraine. One Kiev. One 
ring. One youth ... 

Everything is lovely in Kiev, 
ept one thing: the roads. 
ey are so bumpy, with such 
p ditches, that when you 
in a carriage, your very soul 
aken up! 

n such a carriage, on such a 
d, I am riding with my 
1er. I am a little girl of eight. 
are on our way to a party at 
relatives, th,e lawyer Mazor. 
the adults are already there. 
her, it seems, is late, and I 
probably cried to be taken 

g'. 

ather, sitting 
e, is singing 

in the car
a Ukranian 

:i. a h, my neighbour had a cottage, 
d he had a pretty wife-" 

~top singing!" I tell him. I 
Lng- ashamed that he is singing. 

eP{d ~hy ?" he asks, and laughs. 
0~n- he sings even louder. The 
t ·te ier the ditch, the bumpier 
·~~1- road, the higher we jump, 

ses louder does he sing : ,a 
rhol e, I do not have a cottage" ... 
> the . . I . d' s'" top smgmg !" say m ig-
rn~x~ ly, and pull at his sleeve
b ce rou hear?" He laughs. And 
ca~h€ ashamed. I am ashamed 
rl d I have such a father: sings 
) oo. . ' ll getcarnage. 

Lctio. e Mazors' house is filled 

But a pair of child's eyes fol
low him, watch him: 

"Strange papa ! Not like the 
others! What is it that he has'?" 

A large, low room-,...ur din
ing room. A big chandelie1· 
hangs over the table. It has 
long glass icicles \'.Vhich tinkle 
when disturbed. If you stamp 
hard with your feet, they tinkle 
even louder. We, the children, 
are singing. We a1e four daugh
ters and one son-::\lischa-a 
boy of extraordinary lJeauty. 'Ve 
are holding each other by the 
hand, walking around and 
around the table, and singing: 

"Oh, we caught you, birdie stay
y ou'll not }eave the net; 
We won't l t you g t a\\ay 
While we have you y t-" 

Each of us is thinking her own 
thoughts. I am looking at the 
glass icicles which are jingling, 
and I dream of how, when I am 
big, I'll be ... I'll do ... I'll ... 

Father stands in the doorway 
and looks at us wjth a serious 
face. He is also thinking ot 
something-, as he watches us. 
Each of us wants to show him 
that she sings better than the 
othe1·s ... 

We are very spoilt. We are 
~eldom reprimanded. We are 
noisy, and we sometimes fight 
with one anothc1. Brother 
Mischa, when angry, has the 
habit of banging all the door~, 
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so that the chandelier icicles al
most fall down, almost breal~. 
\Vhen we are too bad, however, 
fathe1 punishes us: he takes a 
newspapm, folds jt like a fan, 
and spanks us with it. This is 
called "fitzkin0 .'' Ile himself 
seems to suffer most from this 

thing in his quiet voice, or is 
singing- something sad for us. 
His kind blue eyes are dreamy 
... We, the girls, worship our 
father and are jealous of one 
another. But we know he loves 
best the elder, Tisya. He calls 
her "Tisiunka." 

ecollections 

of 
Sholem 

cAleichem 
, pe.cirtll11 .;i i't< H t'o1· the ".~ioni'>t Reco1·d," /Jy Ids <lau!J/itl I', 

Lala Kc111fman 

punishment. JI becom 'S pale 
and upset. His hands shake. 1'e1·
haps that is why, since our 
early childhood, mother has 
taught us to hide everything un-
11leasant from father. 

"Quiet - don't tell it to 
papa!'' 

''Sh-sh-don't let papa know" 

A long winter evening. Be-
hind the windows-sno\v. Papa 
is sitting on the couch, and we 
are all around him. But not 
\Yithout a quarrel: 

"Let me!" 
"l\Ie. Me! I came here first!'' 
"And I said first that I want 

to sit here!" 
He puts his m:ms around tw~ 

of us. His hands are 2 lways 
warm. He is telling us some-

In the same \\ay, he ften sit 
n the couch with his arm 

around mother. In the samP 
way, he pats her cheek anct 
kisses her. Before others he 
calls her Olga. Here, on the 
couch, he calls her "Beeb." 

In the drawing room stands a 
grand-piano. Father often sits 
<lo\ n before it and plays by ear. 
His melodies are always sad, are 
always the same Jewish songs 
we know so well because he 
plays them over and over, 
(.lither with one finger or with 
chords. 

''Perhaps I would have been 
a musician, if I weren't a 
writer?"' 

'Ve make a noise, and he 
writes. We bang the piano, and 
he writes. We never disturb 
him. Ile enters our playroom 
with his pen in his hands: 

"Why are you laughing o 
much?" 

And he also begins to laugl 
with us. When he la ughs, h 
clasps his belly with both hands 
doubles over, and turns arounc;l 
the room, scl'eaming: 

"Oh, I can't bear it~ " 

the11 people standing and sitting 
r . re oups. All eyes turn to my 

i r as he enters. His slight, 
le, thin figure; his head 
long, curling blond hair ar
here and there. Here and 
immediately, smiles and 
er ... 

SHOLEM ALEICHEM 

T n front of him we try io ue 
hettei than we are. 1 here is 
something in his kind, blue eyes 
that prevents us children from 
fig;hting and quarrel1ing in his 
p1 esence; a mute reproach over 
the eyeglasses, which is so 
fainifo r to us. He doesn't get 
a11gry; he only says: 

''No-no, childr n ~·, -an intimate photograph cf the great niter in hii-: stud. 
1913. 

in ... ew York in 
( Contjnu <l on n xt page) 
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We must not in his presence 
say a rude work to grand
mother. God help us if we are 
not polite to mother. This is a 
rule I suffer from more than 
the others; my reputation in 
the household is not very good. 
They call me "Cheeky one." 

Father is politeness itself. He 
will never say to the maid: 
"Give me a glass of water," but 
only: "I should like to have a 
glass of water." It seems that 
he did not do anything to com
mand our obedience, yet we, the 
children, always obeyed him. 
Near him, we became better, 
kinder ... 

No matt~r h~w e';rly we got 
up, father was up even earlier, 
and immediately made for his 
desk to write. He wrote stand
ing before a high table. He 
wrote, and laughed aloud to him
self. Not in a dressing gown, but 
in a soft bath-robe, bedroom 
slippers over bare feet, he 
stands in the early morning, and 
writes, and bites his nails, and 
writes. 

I come to him before leaving 
for school, for my kiss. He looks 
at me, but does not see me. His 
eyes are far, far away, at some 
place in "Kasrilovka" ... 

He loves to have everything 
good, happy, gay. He hates bad 
news. Upon my i·eturn from 
school I calmly lie in answer to 
his question, and tell him I re
ceived an "A," just to make him 
happy. He is the biggest opti
mist in the house. 

"Well -- notzonki" - (good
night )-and we kiss him again. 

We, the children, understand 
that life is difficult, that there 
is no money; but of laughter, of 
gaiety, and of noise, the house 
is always full. Thanks to him, 
of course. But perhaps it was 
mother, taking upon her own 
shoulders all the burdens of a 
lm·ge family? 

* * 
A melancholy day. Since early 

morning-a dull, grey rain, 
Father is late for dinner - now 
he is eating it alone. Mother is 
sitting near him. He tells her 
how he spent the whole day at 
the stock-market, but with no 
results. 

-·"Nothing?" 
-"Nothing." 

And on his plate-the belated 
dinner ; a piece of overcooked 
meat, half of a sour pickle and 
gristle, which he for some' rea
son eats. Heavily and somehow 
terribly he ~i ghs. His eyes are 
deep with hopelessnes;:;. .!.n. 
them is the same dull melan
choly as on the plate ... 
. A gay, happy day; A holiday 
m the house! Hey, children! 
Papa is going to read his new 
story to-night! 
. "Papa is going to read! Papa 
is gomg to read!" we jump 
with glee. , 

And he, gathering about him
self his "Republic," as he calls 
us, reads to us, to the children 
-his first audience and his 
first critics. His face is lit up 
with some sort of inner glow. 
The more pleased he is with the 
story, the more it glows. And 
we roar with laughter, listening 
to the story. We are as pleased 
and happy as if we had written 
it together ... 

The stories are so many, and 
they come so easily. A day or 
two, and it is finished.- "Hey, 
children!" 

Also happy are the musical 
evenings of M. M. Warshavsky, 
author of famous Jewish folk 
songs, who comes to us as soon 
as he composes a new song. He 
sits at our large piano and sings 
it in his pleasant baritone, ac
companying himself: 
"In the stove burns a cheerful fire 

And the room is hot, 
And the rebe teaches little children 

Their A-B-C. 
Repeat, little ones; repeat, dear ones, 

Say once again, 
And repeat once more, and then once 

again, 
A-B-. 

When you little ones will grow up one 
day, 

You will understand 
How much sorrow, how many tears 

Are hidden in 
A.-B-C." 

reverberates in our larcre low 
living room. And we chiidren 
stand by the piano and gaze at 
him. Later, this song will 
spread everywhere where there 
are Jews; now, we are its first 
hearers. 

We are great friends with 
Warshavsky. He can also crow 
like a rooster, bleat like a sheep, 
and meow like a cat. Often we 
run to look for a cat under the 
couch, when he visits us. Short, 

TIME 
Tonm 

Come to the Popular 
Cafe for your Morning or 
Afternoon Tea or Coffee. 
Restful surroundings. 
Courteous and Prompt 

Service. • 

PHILLIP'S CAFE 

TEA, 
COFFEE, 

COLD 
DRINKS, 

ICES 
ALL DAY 

LONG 
THE RENDEZVOUS FOR BUSY SHOPPERS AND 
BUSY BUSINESS MEN 
CARLTON BRANCH OPEN TILL 2 A.M. 
IUS8IK STREET BRANCH OPEN TILL 3 A.M. 
LIBRARY BRANCH ---- OPEN TILL 2 A.M. 

Smartl1 
Served 

f~t, gay, the kindest of men. He 
died in a lunatic asylum. 

I think father proof-read his 
songs. 

In father\ st~dy, ~~n his desk 
s~and various "little things." A 
cigar-box, a fancy one like a 
drawer, with a tricky l;ck. Only 
father can open it; no one else. 
A secret. And there is the fam
ous little bicycle. It is famous 
for the fact that every singlc
J sw who comes to see father 
while talking, must without fail' 
take in his hands this little bi~ 
c~cle. And ~ather, laughing with 
his eyes, silently takes it away 
and puts it in its old place ... 

Jews come. Father talks seri
ously-but his eyes laugh. We 
already know: it means he is 
making fun of someone. Now he 
mimics-and how he can mimic ! 
He is a wonderful actor! If he 
were not a writer, he would 
surely have been an actor. Later, 
when the guest leaves, papa will 
impersonate him, and he will 
laugh, laugh ... Yes, we like to 
laugh, to mock. He taught us. 

It was by t~is very cigar-box, 
absently turmng the secret lock, 
that papa, not noticing that l 
was also in the room, once said 
to a guest: 

"Would it be possible for you 
to lend me twenty-five roubles?" 

* * * In the drawer of father's desk 
there are marvellous things! All 
k~nds of little glue bottles, clips, 
pmcers, booklets, pads-all para
phernalia for writing. And a 
seal depicting two hands clasped 
in a handshake: "Sholom 
Aleichem" - "Peace be with 
you.'' He stamps it at the head
ing of his letters. 

Sometimes he "makes order" 
on the table. And then, when 
everything stands on its own 
place, he' . . . he does not write 
that day. He only sits and looks 
at the "order" -and he cannot 
write. 

He likes to barter and ex
change things. For this mar
vellous watch-fob-a wonderful 
chain. For that amazincr watch 
-this little doodah~an an
tique! But best of all he likes 
to make presents. He is hurt, if 
we do not wear at once any
thing that he buys for us. 

He is as pleased as we the 
children, with the Kiev 'Fair. 
This is our day. We run with 

BUY YOUR 

HOLIDAY Glf 
NOW - DURING THE 
ALTERATION SALE AT -1 

FRENCH HAIRDRESSI G 
SALOONS, LIMITED. 

TIMELY SUGGESTIO 
LADIES' HANDBAGS 
.t''n .. ,.cn Suede P..-ndbags, in various 

shapes, in Brown & Black, 30/- for 
White Envdope-shapc Bags. Large size 

two divisions. Guaranteed washable'. 
21/- for 

Evening Handba -s. Pouch-shape, very 
dainty patterns, in Sequins and 
Beads . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 15/- fot· 

FINE PERFUMES 
5/- Ashes of Hoses Perfume . . . . for 
4/G Potter and Moore's Lavender 

Water .............. fo1 
7 / 6 Quelque Fleur Houbeg,:.n t Perfume 

for 
21/- Atkinscn's Ea.:i de Cologne, wicker 

bottle (Impol'ted) for . . . . . ... 
6:l/- lsabey Essence .of Perfume. Rue 

d'Emeraude . . . . . . . . . . . . fo1 

DELIGHTFUL GLASSWARE 

SI 
n 
b 

Gcnume Hand-Cut Glassware, Rasn Pat a 
Flower Vases, Reading Lamps, Powder II 
Flower Bowls, Fruit Baskets,: Ct>cktail b 
Sweet Dishes, 1lllld many •other excep a 

piece:; 
Fruit Basket, £4/4/- for ·.. . . . . . . !I l) 
Reading Lamps, £3/3/- fol' . . . . . . 
Fruit Dishes, £1/10/- for . . . . . . 
Flower Bowls, £2/2/- for . . . . . . . . l 
Vases in all sizes and shapes, from .. 
Swef't Dishes, 15/- and .. 

SMOKER'S GIFTS 
He1-1 •ieershaum Pipes, ex<'eptio'lal 

quality • . . . . . . . . . . . . . 50/- fo, 
Ge11uine Amber Ciga1· or Cigarette 

Holders . . . . . . . . . . . . . . :JO/- fot 
"Sc-ott" Pipe, Fine Briar, with Patent 

Cleaner . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 5/6 for 
"F.H.S. De Luxe" Fine Old Briar, 
' 6~ ~ 
.:Hav~na,.," Self-cleaning Briar. 5/6 fo 

Empire . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 4/6 for 
'.'.~om in~," Featherweight . . . . 3/6 fo 

oewe . . . . . . . . . . . . 19/6 fo 
All the latest shapes arrived in "G 
"Medico." "City De Luxe," and othe 
known brands. 

STARTLING VALU 
THE FRENCH HAIRDRESSING SA 

LIMITED, 
68, PRESIDENT ST., JOHANNESB 

him along the fair ground 
purchase various articles 
green soap which make 
sneeze; little devils in bot 
honey cookies which you c 
bite into, no matter how st 
your teeth are . . . We rid 
the merry-go-rounds. We 
home late-suspiciously 1 

when it gets quite dark. M 
then Mamma will not notice· 
on our foreheads are enorn 
bumps - from falling of 
merry-go-round and getting 
by a hoof of a wooden hor 
that our new dresses are m 
lessly torn, Ui.c.t '.~ 7~ are cov 
with dirt and mud ... Bu 
the way we agree before 
that if Mamma should ask. 
would say nothing at all 
pen ed. 

(To be continued). 

c 
t 

Grain Bags, Woolpacks, Fencing Materials Groceries and UaN· 
ware, Produce and T'!ines, Coir and K~poc, Hessian and 

Wrappmg Paper, etc., etc. 

• 
WRITE OR 'PHONE 

Branch Office: 
109 Bree St., 

JOHANNESBURG 

HEAD OFFICE: 
52, Queen Street, 

DURBAN 

Telegrams: 
"BUSYBEfo" 


