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THE COHN 

My mother, Ida (Chaika), was born on October 7. 1890. 

(This date is an approximation since only Hebrew calendars were 

used by the Jews in Europe. They remembered birth dates by 

relating them to their proximity to Jewish holidays, to family 

events, etc. My mother decided that October 7 was the most 

accurate she could determine.) Ida lived with her large family in 

a tiny, shtetl or village in eastern Poland called Suvalkin. 

The village had barracks that housed the occupying Russian 

soldiers, making the village Jews especially vulnerable during a 

pogrom. Fifty years after she left Europe, my mother's eyes would 

still widen and she would get a frightened look on her face when 

she talked about pogroms. 

The family's name was Cohn. My mother's parents were 

orthodox. Her mother, Chava (Eva), wore a white kerchief on her 

head until she died. On Saturdays she wore a brown wig called a 

sheitl. (The wig was worn by orthodox married women to hide their 

beauty to avoid tempting men_ ) She lit candles every Friday 

evening, my mother did so only when my grandmother visited us. We 

called my grandmother Bubby "grandmother" is• "bubba" in 

Russian). She was tiny, about 4 feet 10 inches, and very quiet. 

When she visited us, she spoke mostly to my mother. She died at 

the age of 93; until the day she died she knew everyone and spoke 

clearly and coherently. 



My grandfather, Mendel, was a handsome man whose trade 

was blacksmithing. He taught the trade to his son, Abram. My 

grandfather died in 1916, I believe, after the family came to the 

United States. All the Ninnies and Maxies in the family were 

named after him. 

Besides Abram and Ida, the other Cohn children were 

Nathan, Joe, Shenke, Dave and Jack. The family came to the U. S. 

in 1906, leaving behind only Shenke, the oldest who was married. 

She and her family followed 

established a branch of the 

his daughters, Sylvia, kept 

shortly. Joe moved to 

family there, I never 

in touch with the New 

Detroit and 

saw him. One of 

York family and 

visited occasionally. She was a teacher in the Detroit public 

schools. 

Nathan married a lady named Sophie. When their son, Joe, 

was a year old, Nathan served in the Spanish-American War and was 

killed. Sophie married Meyer Tipograph, who adopted Joe, and this 

started the Tipograph branch of the family. Joe kept in close 

touch with his father's relatives and was always known as "Little 

Joe" (to distinguish him from Detroit Joe) although he was tall 

and handsome. 

Tante Shenke and Uncle Abram married a brother (Caseel) 

and a sister (Ida) of a family named Cohen. Later, a third member 

of that family (Sarah) would marry my father's brother, Morris. 

Because the three families (Cohn. Cohen and Winick) intermarried, 

we saw the same faces at all family affairs: everybody was 

related to each other either through the father or the mother. 

My mother contributed to the family subsistence in Europe 

by sewing. Besides making dresses, she made and embroidered fancy 



blouses for the rich Poles in the neighborhood. Both my mother 

and father spoke Polish fluently and used to communicate with 

each other in Polish when they didn't want us children to 

understand what they were saying. They also had a smattering of 

Russian. 

My mother's only recollection of the trip to the U. S. 

was of dreadful seasickness. The Cohns settled in the lower East 

Side of Manhattan, where all the immigrants of the time lived. 

They later moved to Harlem, 59 East 104th Street. (Harlem at'that 

time was 

and went 

She made 

middle-class white.) Ida got a job 

to evening school to learn to read 

all her own clothes, including her 

in a dress factory 

and write English. 

wedding dress. 

Uncle Abram and Aunt Ida lived in the Williamsburg 

section of Brooklyn, where Uncle shod horses. I remember visiting 

them at 415 Rodney 

cobblestoned area. 

Abram hammered the 

Street where there was a big, open, 

The horse would stand patiently while Uncle 

shoe. Uncle was gentle and soft-spoken, very 

intelligent, and always very kind and loving to me. He had a 

large family (four girls and one boy) and they were all very 

ambitious, hardworking, upwardly mobile children. All went to 

college. The oldest daughter, Rae, married Ben Kaufman who owned 

a kosher delicatessen in Williamsburg. (How we loved to visit 

them!)

The second daughter, Sarah, became a school administrator 

and married Lou Finkelstein: they had one daughter who became a 

doctor. The third daughter, Jean, married Lew Kaplan. The fourth 

daughter, Marion (originally Minnie), worked for the Board of 

Education in some capacity or other. She was very friendly with 



my sister Annie, and they kept in touch with each other for many 

years. Marion's first marriage ended in divorce; her second took 

her to Fresno, California. I don't remember what line of work 

Maxie was in. 

My Tante Shenke was my special favorite. Since she was my 

mother's only sister, I always felt she was almost a second 

mother to me. She and Uncle Caseel were very hospitable and were 

really the center of the family. They had five children, and it 

was always a lively household. 

Tante's oldest daughter, Rae, married Jack Cooper, a 

fair, tall, goodlooking man who laid floor linoleum for a living. 

They and their two children, Roslyn and Norman, lived in the same 

building as Tante. Cousin Irene married Victor Bloom, who worked 

as a typesetter for the New York Evening Sun. Victor was friendly 

and outgoing and the most assimilated Jew I had ever seen. He and 

Irene moved to Deer Park, L. I., in the early '30's where Victor 

established the first volunteer Fire Department in the town. His 

contributions to the town's welfare won him many awards. 

A third child of Tante's, Dave, worked in the garment 

industry and eventually became quite comfortable. He married an 

elegant blonde young lady, named Fanny, who was very shy and 

rarely spoke to us. Tante's youngest child, Mae (also originally 

Minnie), was very pretty and traumatized the family by marrying 

- Irish Joe Cooney. At first, her orthodox parents refused to speak 

to her but eventually they got used to the idea, and Mae and Joe 

came home to live. Joe was so kind and good-• hearted that 

everybody loved him. I remember that he was especially kind to my 

Bubby (who lived with Tante Shenke) and used to carry her when 
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she was too weak to walk. Mae and Joe now live in Hollywood, 

Florida_ Their son, Bobby, is married and lives in Maryland. 

Tante had a fifth child, Nat (named after the Nathan who died in 

the Spanish-American War), who was tall and lively and handsome; 

he died in his early 20's. 

My Uncle Dave served in WW I at U. S. Headquarters in 

France. He lived in Bensonhurst where he owned what was called a 

"hand laundry." He was married to Becky (the only non-Cohen 

relation), an attractive divorcee or widow who had two grown sons 

from her previous marriage. Dave and Becky had non-identical twin 

boys called Maxie and Jakie. Jack became a lawyer and married 

Janet; they live in Huntington, L. I. now. Maxie died of Lou 

Gehrig's disease, I believe, contracted during World War II. 

Uncle Dave owned his own home and was considered prosperous, but 

he worked very hard in the laundry. My mother always worried 

about how hard he worked. 

Uncle Jack also served in World War 1. He was a mechanic 

in the 9th Air Force. He was wounded several times and had a 

metal plate in his head; he came out of the war an alcoholic. He 

lived for a while with Tante Shenke and then moved out. Uncle 

Jack would show up every few years, and in the early 50's he 

appeared at my mother's house at 106 Christopher street in 

Brooklyn after my father died. Jack moved in with Mama, but 

eventually they disagreed and he moved out. He died about 1978 

and is buried in the National Cemetery in Pinelawn, L. I. 

"Little Joe" was a tall, goodlooking, charming man whom 

my mother adored. When he and Ruth, his wife, visited us, my 

mother's face would light up and her cheeks would get pink. She 



would be in good humor for the rest of the day. Joe and Ruth had 

two children, Norman (married to Doris Modell and living now in 

Hewlett Harbor, L. I.) and Joan imarried and divorced from 

Seymour Yankus). 

THE WINICKS 

My father, Nathan (Nochum). was born in 1882 on a small 

farm in Skidel, a town in eastern Poland. This area had been 

taken. over by czarist Russia and was occupied by Russian 

soldiers. The family name was Wynychyj (pronounced Vinitsky). 

Nathan lived with his parents and his older brother, Morris. 

Their father, Lazar, was a tyrant who beat the boys mercilessly. 

Not surprisingly, Nathan hated :Ind feared his father. Nathan had 

a humped shoulder which he ascribed to his l) .atings. He did not 

smoke and when I asked him why, he replied that the beating he 

got when his father caught him smoking behind the barn was enough 

to discourage smoking for a tif,,time. 

Nathan adored Chana, his mother, but uniortunately she 

died when time boys were young. LaLar then married a widow with 

two daughters. The boys disliked the new family members. (One of 

the stepsisters survived the Holocaust and somehow or other 

obtained my mother's address. She wrote to her from Israel in 

1948 after my father died.) 

When Nathan was in his teens, he was apprenticed to a 

cobbler in Grodno, the nearest large city in Poland. Here he 

joined the embryo Socialist movement and became a political 

activist. He participated in the abortive uprising of 1905 

against the Czar and was forced to flee Grodno. He lived in the 
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woods, hiding from the Cossacks. Eventually, he made his way to 

.Germany.where he set sail for the United States in 1907. 

(Although.his passport states that Nathan served two years in the 

czarist army, I doubt whether this is correct for two reasons: 

(1) He never mentioned army service and (2) no Jew ever came out 

of the Czar's army alive. i believe that a passport would not 

have been issued unless he had served and he simply lied about 

it.) 

At about this time, there was a deliberate effort on the 

part of a group of rich Jews in the U. S. to divert the 

ever-growing number of Jewish immigrants to ports other than New 

York, since the city was becoming severely overcrowded with the 

fast-arriving Jews. Some ships were chosen to dock in Galveston, 

Texas, and Nathan was on one of them. When he landed, the 

immigration officer changed his name to Winick. Nathan did not 

like Galveston and soon came to New York City where there were 

many people he knew. 

Papa's brother, Morris, married Sarah Cohen, sister of 

Uncle Caseel and Aunt Ida. Morris and Sarah owned a house at 1720 

East 5th Street in the Flatbush section of Brooklyn. They had 

three children: Anna (named after Nathan's and Morris's mother) 

who died of leukemia, 1 believe, at the age of 16, Rose and Abe. 

Uncle Morris owned a coat factory and was the proverbial rich 

uncle that every family seems to have. The only time my sister 

and I rode in a car was when he took us for a ride. I used to 

love to visit them in their spacious sunny apartment where Rosie 

had her own room and there was always lots of delicious things to 

eat. Uncle Morris took us to Jones Beach shortly after it opened, 
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and I remember feeling bewildered by the whole experience. 

Uncle Morris used to supply my mother with fabrics so that 

she could make skirts and coats for us. She even made suits for 

some of her grandsons from materials that she got from Uncle_ 

After Aunt Sarah died, Morris married a younger woman 

named Anna, a widow with two daughters. There was much dissension 

in that family thereafter, with Abe and Rose on one side and Anna 

and her daughters on the other. 

Rosie was close to my sister's age, but they were not 

really friendly. Rose married a bank clerk named Irving Gruber, a 

quiet, attractive young man. I think Rose's parents would have 

preferred her to marry someone with more money. 

When Able was a little boy in school, tie had a fight with 

a classmate over a pen. The point of the pen landed in Abie's 

eye, and he had a glass eye ever after. He was graduated from New 

York University and married Mary, a nice friendly young woman. 

They became champion bridge players and participated in many 

tournaments. They had no chldren of their own, but adopted a 

cute, lively little boy named Danny. Abe worked with hds father 

in the coat factory for a while and then went into insurance and 

real estate where he did very well. He lived with his family in 

the Manhattan Beach section of Brooklyn. 

My father was short (5' 3") with black hair, light blue 

eyes, a short wide nose, and a well--shaped mouth_ He was highly 

intelligent, cultured. with decided opinions on everything, very 

liberal politically, an atheist, and played a great game of 

chess. We always called him "Papa," never Pa or Pop or Dad. 

My mother was 4' 11- with silky, wavy, black hair that she 



wore in a bun at the back of her head, brown eyes, short straight 

nose, thin lips and small even teeth. She was quite pretty. We 

always called her "Mama" or Ma. 

My mother's parents gave an engagement party for my mother 

and father on February 22, 1914 (I have the invitation), and they 

were married on August 9 of that year. My grandmother did not 

care for her future son-in-law, and the coldness between them 

persisted until Bubby died. My father had a candy stand on upper 

Eighth Avenue in Manhattan, in Harlem. Anna was born on June 25, 

1916. Papa adored her because she looked like his mother (he 

said) and was named after her. 

In the post-World War I Depression of 1918 my father gave 

up the candy stand, and the family came to live with Tante Shenke 

at 448 Bradford Street in Brooklyn. This was in the East New York 

section (the eastern end of Brooklyn, not far from the Queens 

border) and was almost rural then. I was born there on December 

25, 1918 when the family was probably at its poorest. I was born 

at home because they couldn't afford the hospital. 

Papa then bought a shoe repair shop at 1647 First Avenue 

in Manhattan (probably with money borrowed 

The neighborhood was called Yorkville, and 

the only Jews. We lived in a railroad flat 

from Uncle Morris). 

we were practically 

in a tenement over the 

store. (A "railroad flat" has rooms in a straight row with 

windows in the first room and last room only. The in-between 

rooms are windowless.) The toilet was in the hall for use by 

several tenants, there was a bathtub in the kitchen, and there 

was no heat except for the coal stove in the kitchen. (1 can 

still hear my mother complaining about taking out the ashes!) We 



had three rooms; the center room, which had no outside window, 

had a "window- cut out of the wall leading to the front room. My 

sister and I shared a bed in the center room, and my parents had 

the front room. The flat and the hallway (which was always so 

dark you could scarcely see where the stairs were) were lit by 

gaslight. 

We lived in Yorkville until 1924 when my father had to 

leave the store because of a disagreement with the landlord about 

the lease. I hated to leave P. S. 184 where I loved my teachers, 

all Irish spinsters. They loved my mother, who used to give them 

hand-embroidered gifts for Christmas. (It was customary in those 

days for every child to bring a gift to teacher at Christmas. It 

was vey important in determining your relationship with your 

teacher for the balance of the term.) 

We moved back to the East New York section of Brooklyn, 

347 Hinsdale Street, where we had a four-room apartment in a 

four-story tenement, rather slummy and not as pleasant as 

Bradford Street. Our relative prosperity was due to Papa's job at 

the I. Miller shoe factory in Long Island City. Although this 

apartment had a bathroom, hot water, and electricity, it did not 

have central heating. We kept the apartment warm by turning on 

the kitchen range. The floor linoleum in the bedroom was icy cold 

on winter mornings. The kitchen had an icebox of course, not a 

refrigerator; disaster struck when Mama forgot to empty the basin 

under the icebox. 

There was a public library near us to which Annie and I 

went every Saturday morning. This was the beginning of Annie's 

and my passion for reading. Although the bedroom light was turned 
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off, Annie would keep a book under the covers and read by the 

light coming from the dining room, when we were supposed to be 

asleep. I.used to read in the kitchen near the gas range to keep 

warm. The oven door would be kept open for the heat to come out, 

and there was always a small pot of water on top of the range for 

humidity. One evening I sat on a chair with my feet propped on 

the open door of the range when the whole stove tipped over, 

splashing me with boiling water. (Needless to say, I never sat 

that way again!) 

Life in Hinsdale street was quite pleasant. My mother's 

health was good except for excruciating headaches every few 

weeks. She would put a cold compress around her head and walk 

through the house sometimes moaning all night. My sister and 1 

would just stare at her, helplessly, until the attack passed. At 

night Mama's beautiful hair was loosely plaited down her back. 

She "bobbed" her hair in 1930. She was very good to us, and 

always tried to intercede when we were in Papa's bad graces. For 

a treat she used to bring us a glass of milk an a penny stick of 

Hershey's chocolate after we were in bed. 

For entertainment in the summer our parents took us to 

Coney Island. We wore our bathing suits under our dresses and 

just took off our dresses when we got there. There was a trolley 

car with open sides that went to Coney Island; it was a delight. 

Some Sunday afternoons we visited aunts and uncles, especially 

Tante Shenke and Uncle Caseel where the whole family used to 

congregate. All the cousins played together while the grownups 

sat around the big dining room table which always had a 

snow-white tablecloth on it. They ate and drank innumerable cups 
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of tea. After Tante Shenke moved from Bradford Street to 2798 

Fulton Street, near Van Siclen Avenue, the children entertained 

themselves by leaning out of the front windows, watching the 

elevated trains stop at the Van Siclen Avenue station. The whole 

house shook when a train passed. The el was taken down in 1941, 

and the steel was used in'the war effort. 

Mama and Papa were great believers in the value of museums 

and we were taken there frequently. Some summer afternoons we 

went to Central Park or Prospect Park, especially when the 

Goldman Band gave outdoor concerts. 

I have no recollection of going to the movies at this time, 

but we did go to an occasional performance at a Jewish theatre. 

We did not have a phonograph, as most Jewish families of the 

period had. My cousin Irene took me to my first "talkie" movie. 

In the summer we went to "the country" for a couple of 

weeks, either to New Jersey or the Catskills. Once we spent a 

week at a hotel, but usually we went to a resort where my mother 

did her own cooking. My father came up on weekends. Once when we 

came home from the country, Papa had a surprise for us. He had 

bought a colored glass lamp for the dining room table. I thought 

I had never seen anything so beautiful. 

In the winter we played in the snow. Snow would be heaped 

along the curb in huge piles. Enterprising boys would climb to 

the top of a pile and make a slide by pouring water down it which 

froze and made a very satisfactory slide indeed. 

Papa used to bring home shoes from I. Miller for my 

mother, if there was some special occasion like a wedding. She 

had tiny feet (size 4) and had difficulty getting fitted. 
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Mama made all of Annie's and my clothes, as well as her 

own, and she was an expert at knitting, crocheting, and 

embroidering. Her sewing was so good that she could copy any 

style she was shown. She never used a pattern but could design 

the prettiest dresses and coats herself. She detested housework 

and did as little as she could get away with. She supervised our 

homework every evening and gave us whatever help she could. When 

I had to memorize a poem, she would "hear me.out." When I had a 

project, she was eager to help and had good ideas. 

I was supposed to play the part of a flower in a school 

play in the first grade, and Mama made my costume. She made the 

dress out of purple crepe paper, with a puffy skirt of "petals." 

Around my head she put a circlet of purple and yellow ribbons 

with streamers down the back. The costume was the hit of the 

play, and I kept it for a long time. I finally had to throw it 

out because it fell apart from being handled so much. 

Papa worked very hard in the I. Miller factory and had a 

long trip home on the subway. He got home exhausted and went 

right to bed after eating supper and reading the Jewish Daily 

Forward. He loved us dearly, but he was very quick-tempered and 

demanded instant obedience to a command and instant response to a 

question. He never hit us, never even threatened to hit us, but 

he would scowl dreadfully and raise his voice to scold. He 

frightened me into submission, but Annie would answer back which 

infuriated him. 

Both parents became naturalized citizens -- Papa in 1923 

and Mama in 1940. Both voted every year, were liberal 

politically, and were atheists. 
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Lester was born on May 2, 1J27 and was named after Papa's 

father. His name was suggested by a fellow-worker of Papa's, and 

we all thought it was great. Les was a beautiful baby and was 

adored by everybody. My father especially used to dote on him, 

and called him his "kaddishel." (When a Jew dies, kaddish is said 

for him every day for a year by his son. If there is no son, a 

stranger has to do it. The kaddishel .is the one who does the 

praying. Papa was kidding when he called Lester his kaddishel. 

Lester was not even bar mitzvah'd and was never sent to any 

Jewish school.) 

I used to love to take care of my beautiful baby brother 

and was delighted when my mother let me push him in his carriage. 

He was not a good baby and developed the frightening habit of 

holding his breath and turning purple (literally) when he cried. 

(Oddly enough, Lester's son, Norman, and his son, Benjamin, did 

the same thing when they were little, as did my son, Daniel.) 

In 1927 my father was laid off by I. Miller, and my 

parents decided to buy a candy store in the Brownsville section 

of Brooklyn at 1805 Pitkin Avenue, near Stone. There was no 

apartment available in the building, and they had to rent an 

apartment across the street at 1798 Pitkin Avenue on the third 

floor. This made a difficult situation even more complicated 

because my mother had to stay in the store while my father had 

his meals and his afternoon nap. (Store hours were 8 a.m. to 

midnight, seven days a week. The exception was the day of Yom 

Kippur, when the store was closed until sundown in deference to 

our neighbors who observed Jewish law and tradition.) The 

crossing of a busy thoroughfare and climbing three flights of 
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stairs several times a day was a terrible nuisance. The apartment 

had three rooms, so my sister and I slept on an open-up couch in 

the "living room", and Lester shared my parents' bedroom. The 

place was always a mess. 

The population of Brownsville was mostly Jewish, with a 

scattering of Russians; Poles, and Italians. In the summer the 

streets were crowded with people who -sat outside because it was 

too hot in their little apartments. Most of the people were 

Democrats, but there was a considerable proportion of radicals 

who made speeches on the street corners almost every evening. 

Years later we discovered that gangsters (Murder, Inc.) were also 

an important segment of the Brownsville population, but we were 

unaware of them at the time. There was very ittle street crime, 

and my friends and I rode the subways freely, coming home in the 

dark with no fear. 

There were no trees or grass for miles around, but the 

streets were good playgrounds. We played hopscotch and jumped 

rope and the boys played stickball, handball, and stoopball. When 

we got older, we traveled with our friends to Coney Island (where 

Steeplechase and Luna Park were the big attractions), to Prospect 

Park and Central Park, and to all the museums. 

Most of the food shopping was done on Belmont Avenue, one 

block from Pitkin Avenue, where there were still pushcarts. My 

mother purchased her meat from a kosher butcher; I was sent every 

Thursday to buy 3/4 of a pound of chopped meat (for the five of 

us!). Years later, when I bought my first hamburger, I was 

astounded to find that other people ate hamburgers that were 

exclusively meat without the eggs or bread that my mother always 

15 



added to extend the meat. Another culinary shocker came after I 

was married and read a recipe for fried chicken and discovered 

that it started with raw chicken. Our "fried chicken" always 

started with the pieces left over from Friday night's boiled 

chicken which my mother fried in a little chicken fat for 

Saturday's meal. 

Summer evenings we strolled on Pitkin Avenue, window 

shopping mostly, but also to meet friends and acquaintances who 

were doing the same thing. We called it "the Avenue," and there 

were some really very elegant shops to which people came from all 

over the city. When we went to Manhattan, we called it "the 

City"; there we shopped on 14th Street for the bargains that S. 

Klein and Ohrbach's offered. 

Both parents worked like dogs to earn a subsistence-level 

living from the store. Besides the long hours spent standing on 

their feet, the work was physically demanding because of the 

heavy cases of soda, cases of cigarettes and candy that had to be 

lugged from the wholesaler, etc. Annie and I helped a bit after 

school, but my recollection is that we spent more time in reading 

the magazines than in waiting on customers. I was supremely 

knowledgeable about the private lives of every movie star from 

reading all the fan magazines that were published at the time. 

One of the annoying things about the candy store was the 

telephone. None of our neighbors could afford to have a phone at 

home, so it was the accepted procedure for our customers to give 

the store's number (Dickens 2-8006, the telephone booth in the 

store) to all their friends and relatives. When a neighbor got a 

call, she had to be informed so that she could come down to take 
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it. The going rate was two eents for the kid who called her down. 

Soma kids used to hang around the store waitink; for the 

privilege. (Since I was the daughter of the "owner- of the 

telephone. I seldom got Lipped. ) LI the apartment, house had bells 

that worked, you rang the bell and hollered 'Telephone!" up the 

hail. If the bell didn't WOF , LL, np:.tairr; 1.h. 

lady's apartment to notify her. After a while, my father 

instituted a syatem where three rings on the bell meant 

"Telephone." so at least the shouting was eliminated in some 

buildings. Once I did actually get a nickel because the lady got 

a job offer on the call. If my father was alone in the store, he 

had to leave the store unattended while he went out to ring the 

bell. 

One of our Russian neighbors had a beautiful blonde 

daughter who was picked up by limousine-two or three evenings a 

week. Her calls also came to the store telephone until my father 

called a halt; then she he:r own phone. younger was 

my friend, and she and 1 weuld :7,LaLion ours•-:.1ve Lhk.: hall 

door to watch her come out to the ear. dressed in her 

breathtaking finery. 

The store did poorly because of the Depression, hut my 

parents didn't dare to sell it because there was no viable 

alternative. Down the block was the Hebrew Free Loan Society 

which lent money without interest to needy Jews. The Director was 

our customer, and we were his. The little payment book was 

forever active: no sooner was one loan paid off than another was 

started. 

Annie and T went to Franklin K. Lane nigh School, about 



three miles from home, taking 15 cents a day -- 5 cents for 

carfare.each way and 5 cents for milk. We carried a sandwich from 

home. Sometimes we walked to school to save the nickel. Annie 

took a "commercial course," and I took what was called a "general 

course" which was really college prep. 

When my sister was graduated, she promptly got a job as a 

secretary in a lawyer's office in the corner building, where the 

lawyer was our customer. Annie was very pretty, with straight 

black- hair, classical features, a beautiful mouth, and small even 

teeth. (She was thought to resemble Helen Mack, a minor film 

actress of the time.) She was very bright and quick, and had no 

trouble keeping her job. (The $5 per week that she was paid to 

start was handed right over to my father.) 

Annie had a stormy relationship with Papa. He had no 

sympathy whatever with her needs or desires. She was beginning to 

date and wanted "luxuries" like lipstick and nailpolish just as 

her girl friends had. The ten cents that a lipstick cost at 

Woolworth's was simply beyond my father's means, and the family 

felt like an armed camp for years while Annie and Papa battled. 

They even stopped talking to each other for several months. My 

mother used to say that Annie and Papa were too much alike, but 

think he would have been more tolerant and more generous and 

understanding if only he could have afforded it. 

Despite the terrible poverty, my parents managed Lu 

scrape together 50 cents a week for me to take piano lessons. The 

piano was given to us by a neighbor who was going to discard it. 

We kept it in the kitchen for lack of any other space. I believe 

Annie resented (with some justification, in retrospect) my piano 
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lessons. 

-One summer afternoon, when I was about fourteen, my 

mother and I visited Bubby in Unity Hospital in East New York. 

She had broken a hip (I think) and had been taken to the hospital 

by Joe Cooney. To save carfare we walked, although the heat was 

intense and the distance was considerable. We walked slowly on 

the shady side of the street, my mother carrying a package of 

food for Bubby. I had never been inside a hospital and had no 

idea what to expect. We were directed to the ward in which Bubby 

lay, a huge room with faded green walls. Each of the two long 

walls was lined with at least a dozen white metal bedsteads. 

There were two or three small windows, open and unscreened, at 

the far end of the room. 

We walked through the ward, looking in each bed for my 

little Bubby. We found her with a leg raised in traction, held up 

by what seemed to me to be a modern instrument of torture. The 

room was very hot; flies buzzed about; there was a nauseating 

stench of disinfectant; there were no chairs for visitors. My 

mother and I stood by the bed while she and Bubby conversed in 

rapid Yiddish. Suddenly the appalling scene overwhelmed me and I 

fainted. When I awoke, I was lying on a couch in the hospital 

lobby surrounded by nurses, doctors, and my worried mother. She 

soon returned to Eubby, and I rested for another while on the 

couch. Then 1 wont ba.A HD: wird, L:aid gi,odbyc,: to Bubby, 

and left. We took the trolley home. 

Annie married Jack Krasnitz in 1934 when she was 18. Jack 

was always pleasant and good-natured and very active in the 

painters' union and in radical politics. Jack was leader of the 
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"rank and file" movement in the union, opposed to "Jake the Bum," 

the corrupt business agent. After a long, hard struggle. 

sometimes involving real battles, Jack was elected Business 

Agent. Jack and Annie had many good friends and were very 

popular. They enjoyed a busy, rather hand-to-mouth existence, and 

always seemed to be having a good time. 

It was difficult. Ci t. Jack to get work Locauso of Lht! 

Depression and because of his union activities. Conditions got 

very bad in 1935, and they moved in with us for a short time. (I 

cannot recall how we all fitted into that tiny apartment. or 

where we all slept. I do remember that it was uncomfortable for 

everybody and that I quarreled constantly with Annie.) 

Eventually Annie and Jack got an apartment in Brownsville, on 

Howard Avenue, then on Tapscott Street. Martin was born on March 

19, 1936, a darling blond blue--eyed baby whom we all adored. 

Ronnie was born five years later on Feb. 12, 1941, beautiful 

enough to be stopped and admired by strangers on the street. 

Annie became an excellent cook, housekeeper, and mother, and 1 

used to like to go to her house to visit or to babysit. During 

the war years, Jack worked as a steamfitter in the Brooklyn Navy 

Yard, and money ceased to be a problem. 

I was graduated from Franklin K. Lane High School in 1934 

and was admitted to Brooklyn College (one of four city colleges 

whose only criterion for admission was high grades) at the age of 

15. I majored in psychology with a minor in kindergarten 

education. 

Just before my 17th birthday, in December of 1935, I was 

introduced to Philip Mints by Jack at the home of friend. Phil 
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had been invited to give a demonstration of hypnosis, and Jack 

thought.' would be interested. Phil had attended CCNY and LSU and 

was a dropout from a pre-med course at LSU because of lack of 

funds. We started to date and my father finally got a radio for 

the store when Phil made it for him. 

We were married on October 23, 1937. Because 1 was 

underage, we could not be married in City Hall as we had planned 

and had to do some last-minute rushing about to find a rabbi to 

perform a religious ceremony. In the midst of all this 

excitement, Papa had a heart attack and neither he nor my mother 

attended my wedding. The party was held in Philip's parents' 

house in East Flatbush. 

Because Papa was in the hospital, and bedridden when he 

got home, the entire burden of the store fell on Mama and Lester. 

I therefore took a leave of absence from college for the Fall 

1937 semester (and graduated in January 1939 instead of June 

1938). Although I did not attend classes, I was able to remain on 

the NYA (National Youth Administration) payroll because of a 

sympathetic administrator. I was earning some money (5U cents per 

hour was the going rate), but I had to spend less time in the 

store than I had anticipated. Lester was only ten years old and 

in elementary school, but he worked hard in the store before and 

after school. He had no time for friends or sports or any of the 

usual activities that little boys indulged in. 

The candy store was the recreational center for many 

people who could not afford to go elsewhere, just as people who 

drink will congregate in their neighborhood tavern. Our store had 

a group of middle-aged men who "met" there every evening and had 
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known Lester since he was an infant. He was very friendly with 

them, but he did not have friends his own age. The next few years 

were terrible ones for him. In fact, he was rescued from the 

store only by the draft in 1945 at the age of 18 after completing 

two years at Brooklyn College. (He served in Panama in the 

Medical Corps.) 

After Philip and I were married, we rented a studio 

apartment at 1255 Park Place in the Crown Heights section of 

Brooklyn. We lived there for a year and then moved into a 

two-room apartment in the same building. When Philip enlisted in 

December 1941, I decided to move near my parents since I would be 

living alone. I moved into a three-room apartment in the tenement 

over the candy store, where you could hear the rats running in 

the walls at night. 

I had a civil service job in the New York City Department 

of Welfare as a clerk. The starting salary was $840 a year, with 

raises of $120 annually. I took a promotion test and was placed 

in the Bursar's Office of Hunter College at $1200 a year in 1942. 

Because Papa could no longer climb the stairs, my parents 

moved from 1798 Pitkin Avenue to a street-level apartment around 

the corner from the store at 106 Christopher Street. They finally 

sold the store in 1945. Although the store had darkened our lives 

for years, made us all miserable, and probably caused my father's 

ill health, it had nevertheless enabled us to survive during the 

terrible Depression years. 

Papa enjoyed his leisure after selling the store but was 

in poor health most of the time. He was delighted when visitors 

came, especially his grandchildren. He was wonderful with Danny, 
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taught him to play chess (at the age of two!) and chatted with 

him endlessly. Papa had a final heart attack and died on December 

11, 1948. 

My mother lived on in the apartment, and then decided to 

go to work. She got a job in a dress factory at the age of 60 and 

worked until she was 72. She joined a Senior Citizens Center 

where she made many friends. She was very popular because she was 

pleasant to everybody and very talented with her hands. When the 

Center had a bazaar to raise money, Mama would make a couple of 

dozen aprons for them to sell. She was always very proud that 

they were sold and not "left over." She became a contributor to 

the Center's in-house newsletter and wrote several articles for 

them. Her health started to deteriorate (congestive heart 

failure) and she died on May 15, 1972. 

Papa is buried in Mt. Lebanon Cemetery in Queens (Line 6, 

Grave 18). Mama is buried in Beth El Cemetery in Westwood, N. J. 

(Block 18, Section 1). 

Jack did not return to painting after the war because it 

was highly seasonal and unpleasant work. He decided to try a 

different occupation. He had a brother-in-law, Willie Harris, who 

bought and sold used sewing machines in Philadelphia, and Jack 

struck out for himself in the same business in Chicago. Annie and 

the children followed soon after, much to my parents distress. 

Thus started the Winick-Krasnitz-Mintz travels across the 

country. When I was expecting Danny in 1946, Annie stayed with me 

for several days just before he was born. When Naomi was born 

(April 2, 1952) my mother couldn't wait to get to Chicago to see 

this beautiful new grandchild. Danny learned early in life that 
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vacation-time was Chicago-time, first by train, later by plane. 

.Jack's business flourished, and Annie helped with it a 

great deal. Their children all went to college -- Marty for a 

degree at prestigious University of Chicago, Ronnie to the 

University of Illinois for two degrees, and Naomi to Northern 

Illinois University for an art history major. 

Ronnie married Elaine Nadler, and they have two 

daughters, Julie (born Jan. 22, 1968) and Tracy (born Jan. 30, 

1970). Naomi married Bob Sorokin, and Jackie (born Nov. 2, 1983) 

is the name of their precocious daughter. Both families live in 

Chicago suburbs. Marty and good friend Betsy have a comfortable 

condominium in Chicago. 

Jack died suddenly in 1979; Annie died in 1984. Both had 

had heart conditions. 

Philip spent the war years in Australia and New Guinea 

and returned in October 1945. He went to work for his father and 

then in his own carbonic gas business. Danny was born on August 

2, 1946 to doting parents and grandparents. 

Philip's work led us to move to New Jersey where we had a 

house in Roselle Park. Phil returned to school and earned his 

bachelor's and master's degrees at the age of 45 from Rutgers 

University. He taught sciences and mathematics in New Jersey high 

schools for nine years, and then went into civil service and 

worked as a Claims Examiner for the New Jersey Department of 

Labor. I worked for The Psychological Corporation in an 

administrative capacity for 26 years. We moved to Manhattan in 

1971. 

/ Danny went to MIT and was graduated in three years with a 

(-7 Peit, ?Cr 5 c pile 0 N e 5 Teci" 
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major in math, followed by a Master's in Computer Science from 

NYU's Courant Institute and some additional work towards a PhD. 

After teaching for a few years at Newark College of Engineering, 

he became an options trader on the American Stock Exchange. He 

married Penny Goldfarb on March 20, 1971. They have two children 

--Tommy, (born Nov. 15, 1976) and Joey, (born Sept. 10, 1981.) 

They live in Manhattan and Eastport, L. 1. 

When Lester was released from the army, he worked for six 

months in Jack's business in Chicago before coming back to New 

York to complete his education. He got a job as a buyer in the 

Curtain Department of May's and moved on from there to Hecht's. 

On March 20, 1949 he married Barbara Feldhuhn. The wedding was 

held in Barbara's mother's pretty apartment in Brooklyn. 

Les got a job as a salesman for a curtain company, with 

the midwest as his territory. Accordingly, he and Barbara moved 

to Illinois, first to Park Forest and later to Homewood. Although 

Les's primary work is selling, his real love is stamps. He has 

written several books, judged many world exhibits, published 

innumerable articles, and was director of AMERIPEX '86, the 

largest stamp exhibition ever held in North America. 

Lester and Barbara have three children -- Norman (born 

June 5, 1952), Diane (born June 28, 1955), and Andrew (born 

August 20, 1962). Norm graduated from Knox College in 1974 and 

remained in Galesburg where he later married Christine Eik; they 

are both active in local and county Democratic politics and have 

a son, Benjamin (born February 20, 1984). Benjamin attended the 

Democratic Party Convention in 1984 and appeared several times on 

national television. They still live in Galesburg, Illinois where 
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Norman has a business. 

.Diane, a graduate of Lake Forest College with a MBA from 

De Paul University married Lonnie Graul; their son is named Keith 

(born February 2, 1985). They live in Omaha, Nebraska, where 

Lonnie is Vice-President of an insurance company. Andrew 

graduated Bradley University in 1984 and is presently a bachelor 

living in the Chicago area. 
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AVAILABLE ADDRESSES 

Minnie/Philip Mintz 
390 First Avenue 
New York, NY 10010 

Penny/Daniel Mintz 
15 West 11 Street 
New York, NY 10014 

Irene Bloom 
62 Liberty Street 
Deer Park, LI, NY 11729 

Mae/Joe Cooney 
6460 Taft Street Apt. 224 
Hollywood, FL 33024 

Barbara/Lester Winick 
2121 Maple Road 
Homewood, IL 60430 

Martin Krasnitz 
330 West Diversey Parkway 
Chicago, IL 60657 

Elaine/Ronnie Krasnitz 
9826 Maynard terrace 
Niles, IL 60648 

Naomi/Bob Sorokin 
7647 Arcadia 
Morton Grove, IL 60053 

Christine/Norm Winick 
520 S. Whitesboro 
Galesburg, IL 61401 

Diane/Lonnie Graul 
3607 S. 101st Street 
Omaha NE 68124-3640 

Doris/Norman Tipograph 
207 Albon Road 
Hewlett Harbor. LI, NY 11557 

Jack Cohen 
Huntington Station, NY 

Sylvia & Mae Hausman 
25477 Lincoln Terrace #203 
Oak Park, MI 48237 



Rae Kaufman 
202 Bedford Ln. 
West Palm Beach, FL 33409 
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Roslyn Schwartz 
1145 Elm Dr. Apt. 130 

n Novato, CA. 94947 

Norman/Shirley Cooper 
1753 East 93 Street 
Brooklyn, NY 11236 
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REFLECTIONS 
Barb and Les Winick 

Chris started this project, who suggested a few years ago, that Barb and I put our 
reminisces of the past 70 years on tape. I have been involved in other medical matters for the past 
two years and didn't have a chance to do much writing, but I didn't forget the idea. Since I am 
more comfortable with the word processor, this will have to do. 

Les - Pre-Marriage 

I was born in Brooklyn, N. Y. at Brooklyn Jewish Hospital on May 2, 1927 to Ida and 
Nathan Winick. They named me after my father's father Lazar, which is Jewish for Lester. Ida. 
was born Oct. 7, 1890 in a small Polish village and died on May 15, 1972 at 82. Nathan was born 
in 1882 in Skidel, a small town in Poland and died on Dec. 11, 1948 at the age of 66. At the age 
of 80, my mother started writing stories about her experiences at the senior center. 

I can remember working at one job or other, for all my life, starting at age 8 or 9. My 
parents never yelled at me. Occasionally my father would call me "stupid" when I did a dumb 
thing. Both parents were very supportive as far as education was concerned. They always 
assumed that I would go to school and never miss a day. My mother had a lot more patience and 
often interfered saying that I had to study if my father wanted me to do something else. 

The local and junior high schools were no problem in getting there by walking. However, 
the Thomas Jefferson High School was about 30 blocks away and the bus cost 5-cents. I 
remember walking most of the time to save that nickel. I had no time for extra curricula classes 
since I had to work. I really don't remember any of my classmates in school. 

The P. S. 66 Junior High School consisted of all boys. There was an armed, uniformed 
policeman on duty always. This was in the days of the Murder, Inc. and Amboy Dukes gangs. 
Things were different then compared with what is going on today. Although we had the gangsters 
in our school, they never bothered the students. They asked if we wanted to join their group, but 
if we said no, that was the end of the subject. Somewhere during this time, I managed to "skip" 
two years in junior and high school. I was 16 when I entered college. 

Money was the big preoccupation. We borrowed the month's rent, I think it was $30, for 
the candy store, owned by my father. The money came from the Hebrew Free Loan Society office 
a few doors down. This group lent money out, at no interest, to local people. My job was to go 
back to the society and give the man behind the teller's cage a payment toward this loan. The 
payment usually consisted of one or two dollars. He made his entries in the "books," and we tried 
to have the entire amount paid by the end of the month. Then we borrowed another $30 and the 
process started again. I don't know how many years this went on. Nevertheless, I still remember 
the kind man, all dressed up, that greeted me and took the money. When it came to renewing the 
loan and getting the next $30, my father or sister made the trip. 
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Politics were a big part of the store's activities. Every evening there was always a card 
game of pinochle and a lively discussion of the day's events. I remember a man named Sidney 
Paul, who was a furniture mover, and the sweetest man that I knew. To put it mildly, my father 
was very liberal and didn't think much of any of the crop of politicians. He did like FDR though. 
This is probably how my current interest in the affairs of the world got started. I was permitted to 
take part in the talks, but mostly, I listened. 

Although our area of Brownsville was 90% Jewish and had loads of synagogues 
everywhere, my parents never attended any of them. 

The only time that I went to a temple is during the holidays when we sold them bottled 
soda water. I made the deliveries. Part of my job was to place the "kosher" cardboard circle on 
the caps of the soda bottles for the high holidays. It is certain that they knew what I was doing 
because I frequently put the cardboard circles in my pocket and placed them on the caps in the 
temple when it was raining or windy. 

My main occupation was working in the candy store at 1805 Pitkin Ave., in Brooklyn. I 
either was behind the counter, or watching the newspaper stand to make certain that nothing blew 
away. The store hours were early in the morning until midnight, seven days a week. I used to stay 
in the store when my father went to eat or take a nap in the afternoon. I vaguely remember my 
mother or father being robbed once or twice. My father was very aware of being held up and 
always hid our money. 

We sold cigarettes for one cent each, breaking up the packs of twenty. This was a big 
profit center since we received 200 vs. the 12 or 13-cents per pack. In those days, most of our 
customers could not afford the 130 and preferred coming in 3 or 4 times a day to buy one 
cigarette at a time. 

Another big seller was 20 plain. This consisted of a glass of seltzer water. The really flush 
customer took chocolate syrup with his seltzer. During the hot weather, we sold many ice cream 
cones and malted milk shakes. 

As one of the few places in the area with a telephone it was my job to go to the apartment 
building, ring the bell, and inform the tenant that there was a phone call for them in the candy 
store. We always waited around to see if it was bad news. If someone received many phone calls 
and was not a customer, we always told the party on the other end, after a long wait, that no one 
was home. I don't remember getting any tips but that may have been because I was the son of the 
store's owner. 

The other jobs that I had during my youth were a hodge podge of what was available at 
any given time. I worked in a photography shop developing film, picked up rented tuxedos after 
an affair and set up pins at a bowling alley in the days before automatic pin setters. I liked the 
tuxedo job best because, the people tried on their tuxes and took them home before the affair. 
When they got home after the affair, they were tired, often drunk and left loose change in the 
pants pockets. I managed to keep any money found in the pockets. 
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The big treat was going to a movie for 100 on a Saturday morning and seeing cartoons, 
the various chapters of Flash Gordon, Buck Rogers and others. If a full length movie was playing 
at the same time, I don't remember. The movie theater gave away a different dish every week and 
my mother used these at home. 

Recreation consisted of playing stoopball or stickball (like baseball) in the middle of the 
street. Play had to stop when a car came. We never visited other kid's homes. 

I slept on the couch in the living room as long as I can remember. I usually did my 
homework and reading assignments at the candy store in-between customers. Food was adequate 
with boiled chicken and chicken soup once a week, usually Friday. My mother's specialty was 
kreplach, which I gobbled up in quantity, and still do. One of my jobs at home was emptying the 
bucket under the ice box that filled with water from the melting ice. I often forgot and my mother 
always chastised me about it. 

Minnie had a piano that was in the kitchen because there was no room for it anywhere 
else. A neighbor was going to throw it away and my parents took it. All I remember about that 
musical instrument was Min practicing all the time. 

When Annie married Jack, I distinctly remember the problem that my parents had raising 
the 800 to buy her a pair of silk stockings for the wedding. That was the extent of their 
contribution. Jack was involved in many labor union struggles and always marched in the May 
Day parade. I usually joined him and really enjoyed the companionship and meeting his friends. 
The wonderful part of my relationship with Jack and Annie was taking a trip to Washington, D.C. 
to take part in a Youth Congress. I sat directly behind Eleanor Roosevelt. 

Sometime during this period, my parents managed to get me out "to the country" where I 
spent either one or two weeks at Camp Wo-Chi-Ka (Workers Childrens Camp). This was the 
highlight of my summer and I think I went two or three years. I still remember singing "Solidarity 
Forever," at camp fires along with Josh White's children. Paul Robeson used to entertain us. 

It was a requirement to be in the top 10-15% of graduating high school seniors, but I had 
no problem getting into a free city college. I don't remember too much about my two years at 
Brooklyn College, except that I got D's in Spanish, Math and Physics. I received no A's in any 
subject in the two years. The work was hard and I wasn't very interested in studying, knowing 
that I was due to go into the service. To break the monotony, I took a course in Meteorology at 
Hunter College and got a B. 

The pleasant part of going to college was meeting Barbara. She had gone to Bear 
Mountain with a group of kids from her house plan and I went with a group from my house plan. 
The house plan was the city college answer to the sorority or fraternity. We met on the boat and 
started talking. She was bright, intelligent and understood politics. It was raining when we arrived 
at Bear Mountain and I said "Let's go back and do something in the city." We went to the movies 
to see "Up in Arms" with Danny Kaye at the Roxy Theater. 
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