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This memory book is dedicated to Vivien, the most amazing person I will 
ever know.   

We were married for almost 54 years and had been friends for several years 
before that, from the time we were teenagers and in the same class at school.  
Vee encouraged me to write this and managed to read the whole of the 
second draft in summer 2020 before her eyesight failed her.   

For most of the time we were together she suffered from ill health.  That never 
prevented her from doing everything she was physically and mentally capable 
of doing at any given time. She never complained.  She was an example to 
everyone who knew her on how to live and how to enjoy life. 

Her main comment about the draft that she had read was to delete some of 
the personal (i.e., mostly negative) comments I had made in the text about 
certain individuals and I hope that I have complied with her wishes and her 
common sense wisdom. 

Stanley Waterman 
London October 2020 

 

Vivien (photographed by Lily Waterman, aged 6, October 2018) 
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Old professors never die; they merely lose their 
faculties. 

Stephen Fry 
 
For over 35 years, I considered myself to be an academic and even in 
retirement, although I have more or less ceased to write !serious” 
articles for scholarly journals, I still consider myself to be such. Once an 
academic, always an academic, it seems.  What this means is that in 
many ways, I"ve been able to shield myself from too much contact with 
the real world, possibly a dubious privilege but a privilege, nevertheless.   

Yet it"s worth bearing in mind that not everyone necessarily regards 
academics in the light in which many of us see ourselves. My late father-
in-law was a dentist and, to put it mildly, was a very practical man.  This 
meant that he liked to be able to understand that there was some 
concrete use for what people were thinking or doing.  I learned that he 
had a first cousin, Jacob, (A.J. Leventhal, known to friends as Con or 
Conty) about a decade older than he was and who had been an 
academic.  Jacob completed his Ph.D at Trinity College Dublin (TCD) 
and when Samuel Beckett, a close friend, resigned his lectureship in 
French literature there, Jacob got the newly vacated job, Con and 
Beckett remaining close friends until Con died in 1979.   
Sometime in the mid-2000s, on a train from Tel Aviv to Beersheba to 
attend a conference on a topic that had something to do with Ireland, I 
sat opposite a woman with an American accent who, in the course of 
conversation, informed me that she was the president of the Israel 
Beckett Society. So I asked her if she could explain to me something 
that had never been clear to me: what was the connection between 
Samuel Beckett and Con Leventhal?  She did ask me why I was curious 
and I told her that it was just that Con was a cousin of my wife, to which 
she replied: !Well, it"s really very simple—they were drinking partners!”  
And that brought me back to my father-in-law"s comment many years 
earlier that Jacob had spent far too much time in the wrong company, 
with layabouts and idlers—by which he really meant academics and 
intellectuals! 

I"ve written this memory book at the suggestion of  John O"Loughlin, of 
the University of Colorado in Boulder, who I first met at a conference 
in Oxford almost 40 years ago.  Towards the end of November 2019, 
Johno sent me a memoir written by someone we both knew, with the 
cryptic message: !Thought you might enjoy this.”  I put it aside, 
planning to read it while on my own in London for a short visit the 
following week but curiosity got the better of me and I found that once 
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I had started, I couldn"t put it down and I had finished reading it before 
I even set out for London.  I really enjoyed it and I wrote to Johno and 
to the author, Peter Taylor, to tell them so.  To my surprise, Johno came 
back to me with !Maybe inspire you to write your (more cynical?) one.” 
I thought to myself that he was just teasing me; after all, Peter was a 
leader in the field of political geography and I was just a journeyman 
geographer, sort of a hanger-on, a follower.  Anyway, why did Johno 
think that mine, were I to write one, might be more cynical?  I mean 
me, a cynic?  No way. 

A few days after I returned to Tel Aviv from that London trip, I recalled 
Johno"s suggestion but still didn"t think I would find much to write 
about.  Then, one day at the end of December 2019, regarding it as a 
kind of challenge, I decided to sit down to write and see what emerged 
and then something astonishing happened, for once I had begun to 
write, I found it hard to stop.  Memories flowed and memories both fed 
and fed upon other memories.  As is the case with memory books in 
which writing about one memory jogs yet another, strict chronological 
sequence was occasionally forced aside while my neural network spewed 
out what had just come to mind, usually with some degree of relevance 
or association whenever or wherever it happened.  I wrote a draft of 
95,000 words in about seven weeks.  I had never done anything like that 
before. 

But what should I call it?  It wasn’t exactly an autobiography because it 
was not a complete life story. A memoir, !a historical account or 
biography written from personal knowledge or special sources” sounded 
a just little too grand to me.  And then as I was writing, my younger 
sister, Anita, presented me with a gift for my 75th birthday, a book by 
Thomas Kilroy, the Irish playwright and my former headmaster, Over 
the Backyard Wall, which carried the subtitle !A Memory Book”.   

And that is what this is—an imperfect and incomplete compilation of 
memories. I"ve never kept a diary nor have I ever taken to making 
extensive notes even when I should have.  My memories are stored in 
my brain, but I really had no idea what that stockpile contained. 
Perhaps this is not the most efficient way to do things and why these 
memories are imperfect and incomplete but that is what there is.  As a 
result, what emerged in the period between the end of December 2019 
and the end of February 2020 essentially journeyed from my 
hippocampus through my index fingers to a wireless keyboard and 
thence to my computer"s memory and thereafter on to paper. 

But how should I start and then how should I proceed?  I decided to 
follow the suggestion of Oscar Hammerstein II: 
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!Let"s start at the very beginning 
A very good place to start” 

 

Without any prior planning, I decided that if anything was going to get 
written at all, the first draft of this memory book would have to be 
written more or less in chronological [dis]order with forward and 
backward leaps and sideways bobbing and weaving here and there.  At 
least, I figured that that would be the way for stories to emerge and 
when I thought about it, that’s more or less the way I"d often written as 
an academic—not the chronological order, but the emergence of 
stories.  

Whereas some of my colleagues like to read as extensive a bibliography 
as possible before they begin to write, I go on the assumption that one 
never quite knows when a bibliography will be exhausted. Consequently 
it was often more helpful, once I had an idea and it had begun to 
develop, to !write a story” first and then augment, alter and delete 
material as I continued to read further and rewrite.  And this is the way 
that this piece has developed, too. 

I"ve really enjoyed writing it although I hadn"t at all expected that to be 
the case.  Reading through some of the passages I"ve written, there were 
those where I laughed or cried each time I read them and when that 
happened and it did happen time after time, I thought that it was 
ridiculous.  In retrospect, however, it"s perfectly normal because that"s 
what memories do to one.  I"ve tried to keep the writing light and not 
get bogged down with big words or jargon even when writing about 
things that are vaguely technical.  I hope I"ve succeeded. 

Chapters 1-3 deal mainly with family and childhood—where my 
forebears originated, setting out in life in a small town in Northern 
Ireland in which we were the only Jewish family, followed by later 
childhood and adolescence in a smallish but warm Jewish community 
and my early edification-cum-education (or lack of it) in both of 
Dublin"s Jewish schools.   

Chapter 4 deals with my serendipitous meeting with Geography as an 
academic discipline at TCD, my graduation from that august institution 
and my further enlightenment as an unofficial graduate student at The 
Hebrew University of Jerusalem and back to the University of Dublin 
from which I received a doctorate in 1969.  

In the chapter following, I describe how I solved the issue of finding a 
job that would insulate me from the real world for the rest of my life, by 
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being offered and accepting a post-doctoral fellowship at the University 
of Alberta. It was in Edmonton that I received my first real lesson in 
academic writing.  After a year in Canada, we emigrated south of the 
border to Los Angeles where I spent a couple of years as a fledgling 
academic before !making Aliyah”, emigrating once again, this time to 
my !permanent” place of residence and work, through an appointment 
at the University of Haifa in Israel. 

In Chapter 6 I write about the trials and tribulations of settling into a 
Department of Geography whose approach to the discipline seemed to 
differ from departments with which I"d previously been associated, 
discovering in the process, that fitting into this new milieu was not going 
to be simple.  I also outline my first attempts as a stranger in a strange 
land to find a topic to research, ending up with one that made little sense 
to my colleagues (they told me that it wasn"t geography) though it gave 
me some satisfaction in that I felt that I was breaking new ground.  But 
even I felt that it wasn"t geography as I had come to know it and it 
certainly wasn’t geography as it was known in Israel. 

In the subsequent chapter, I outline my relationship with an issue that 
interested me for years until I realized that it was the quintessence of 
what might be referred sarcastically by some as a truly academic topic, 
namely electoral reform.  I was aware that Israeli politics operated on a 
truly proportional electoral system, that there was a very close 
correlation between the proportion of votes received by parties and the 
distribution of seats in the Knesset, Israel"s parliament.   

I was familiar with two electoral systems, the !first-past-the-post” 
system, which operates in the U.K., the U.S.A., Canada and some other 
places in which the candidate garnering the most votes in a constituency 
or electoral district becomes that area"s representative in parliament; 
they don’t even have to receive a majority of the votes cast (50%+1), a 
simple plurality being sufficient.  The outcome of elections under this 
system often displays a wide disparity between the percentage of votes 
cast for each party and the proportion of seats allocated in parliament.  

The other electoral system with which I was familiar was the Single 
Transferable Vote (STV) system used in Ireland and a few other 
countries where voters rank candidates in order of preference in multi-
member constituencies. The outcome of this is a high degree of 
proportionality accompanied by a high degree of personal 
accountability, and it was this absolute lack of personal accountability 
that bugged me about the Israeli electoral system.  However, after 20 
years of dipping in and out, I concluded that politicians generally have 
little interest in any substantial change and that in Israel, the subject of 
electoral reform was no more than a hypothetical exercise at best.   
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Chapter 8 describes my first sabbatical from the University of Haifa, 
spent at the University of Toronto.  Sabbaticals are one of the many 
entitlements that academics enjoy and Toronto, where our eldest child 
started school, was as good a place as any to be for a year and better 
than many.  It was followed by six years back in Haifa, a period marked 
by our taking serious steps into the world of parenting and learning on 
the job, as parents are wont to do.  And it was during this period that I 
had my first meeting with Barry Kosmin with whom I was to have two 
fruitful working partnerships over the following two and a half decades.   

Chapter 9 covers the period from the early-1980s until the mid-1990s, 
perhaps my !mature period”.  It involved my !elevation” to the 
international scene; along with a Haifa colleague, Nurit Kliot, in 1982, 
I organized the first of two successful international seminars in political 
geography.  This period also includes a sabbatical (augmented by a 
year"s unpaid leave) spent in London, officially at the London School of 
Economics and Political Science. During these two years in London, I 
established a very effective partnership with Barry Kosmin working on 
issues concerning the UK Jewish community. I also wrote several papers 
on partition, a topic that had interested me for a long time. I served a 
second term as Department Chair, followed by a rather frustrating and 
unsatisfying year as Director of the University of Haifa’s Jewish-Arab 
Center, a burden from which I managed to relieve myself by being 
elected Dean of the Faculty of Social Sciences, a job I thoroughly 
enjoyed. 

Chapter 10 is an interlude that recounts two things unrelated to me as 
a geographer.  The first is my relationship with the Israel Defence 
Forces during which there were generally ineffective attempts on the 
part of the establishment to turn me into a useful pawn on the combat 
chessboard.  This romance lasted about 20 years on and off and the less 
said the better—not that there is all that much to say anyway.  The 
second part of this interlude deals with the something that has been 
important in the lives of all the members of the Waterman family for 
more than 40 years—music. 

Chapter 11 takes up the story from 1995 when my term as Dean ended 
and I spent another year in London during which I changed tack again, 
becoming interested in cultural geography in general and in arts 
festivals in particular.  The arts festival curiosity had been stimulated by 
a question I posed after attending a chamber music festival at a kibbutz 
in Upper Galilee, when I wondered why so many people from Tel Aviv 
bothered to congregate so far away from home just to listen to music.  
Initially, all I wanted to do was write the story of that particular event 
but I soon discovered that this was more far difficult than I had 
imagined, mainly the result of my ignorance of the nature of festivals.  
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Consequently, I had a lot of reading to do before I could write that story 
and not only did I write two of the most satisfying pieces I"ve ever 
written but I had what I can only describe as an immensely invigorating 
learning experience in the process.   

Then serendipity stepped into my life again when, on the back of those 
two festivals papers, I gave the keynote address at a conference in Paris on 
The Significance of Jewish Culture in Europe Today.  This, in turn, led to an 
invitation to spend time working in London once more with Barry on Jewish 
issues.  It began as a half-year sabbatical from the University of Haifa but 
transmogrified into a sojourn that lasted five and a half creative years. 

Chapter 12, the penultimate one, covers my decision to take early retirement 
and find something else other than academic research and writing to occupy 
my mind and my time.  This I have done by taking more than a passing 
interest in photography and by writing a blog, to which I post approximately 
once a week. Most of it is nonsense but it gives me an opportunity to display 
some of the photographs I have taken and occasionally to give vent to some 
of my frustrations. 

In the final chapter, I try to ask and then to answer the complex questions of 
who I am, what I have managed to accomplish and whether or not I!m 
satisfied with what I!ve done—all very difficult to question in the first place 
and then to give adequate responses to.  As to whether I!ve succeeded, who 
knows?"  
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1. DOWNPATRICK DAYS 
 

Writing is a way of getting rid of the past. 
Johann Wolfgang von Goethe. 

 

Well here I am! I"ve been around for nearly 76 years, something I find 
difficult to accept although my neck, my back, and my knees sometimes 
inform me clearly that I am indeed that age! 
 I was born in Dublin, Ireland, in a nursing home on Hatch Street and 
dwelling on it, Hatch Street sounds like as good a place as any to have 
entered this world. Although remarkable for me personally, this 
everyday event occurred at 07.00 hrs. on Saturday, January 27th 1945. 
Looked at in isolation, this was unremarkable indeed; on the same day, 
a good friend would have been celebrating her fourth birthday in Leeds 
and Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart would have been 189 had he not 
already departed this world when he was only 35.  

However, many years later, reading Primo Levi"s If This is a Man, I 
discovered that January 27th 1945 was the same day and the time was 
more or less the same time (08.00 hrs CET) that Red Army soldiers 
!liberated” Auschwitz death camp and Levi was !free” to wander out 
and begin his odyssey through Europe, before eventually returning to 
Turin. This serendipitous coincidence raised the hairs on the back of 
my neck and caused goose pimples over my body as I read it.  
Being made aware of this co-occurrence has provided me with what I 
regard as a special and very personal relationship with the Jewish 
people, one that I regard to be more significant than what is usually 
considered Jewishly important, the bilateral association between the 
Jewish people and the Land of Israel. It also made me aware that in the 
three-way arrangement of Jewish identity involving belief, behaviour 
and belonging, it is the last of this triad that is the most significant to 
me.  
Family narrative further had it that the reason I was born in Dublin was 
because my mother, who had married my father 11 months earlier, had 
refused to give birth in or near Downpatrick, the small town in County 
Down, Northern Ireland, where my father had grown up and to which 
she had moved after they married.   
All four of my grandparents were Litvaks, Jews originating in what is now 
Northern Lithuania/Southern Latvia sometime around the middle of 
the first decade of the 20th century. In that sense, they were relative 
latecomers on the scene. My paternal grandparents, both of whom died 
before I was born, ended up in Salford, having started life in Southern 
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Latvia. The story was that my grandfather had arrived in England to 
evade conscription, not all that keen to be involved in the Russo-
Japanese war of 1905.  As the story went, his port of entry was Hull and 
he had ten shillings and an address of someone in Manchester in his 
pocket, though that part of the tale might be apocryphal.  Thus it was 
in Salford where his four sons as well as a daughter who died in infancy 
and apparently several stillborns entered the world.  
I know very little at all about the Wassermans and what little I learned 
came from a fragmentary manuscript left by my late cousin, Harold 
Waterman, a solicitor by profession but a genealogist by obsession.  
According to Harold, our grandfather had a brother but where he 
ended up, he didn"t know and if Harold didn"t know, then our great 
uncle was effectively untraceable. I knew that my grandmother"s 
maiden name was Berkan and that she had two brothers also in 
Manchester. Da"s eldest brother had married a cousin, born in Riga 
whose mother tongue was Russian—I had conversations with her in 
Russian during my first year at university when I took Russian as a 
supplementary subject—but that was as far as my knowledge extends 
about my father"s family.  
Many years later when working in London and the Research Unit of 
The Board of Deputies of British Jews was considering a social survey 
of Jews in Manchester, I was invited to visit the Manchester Jewish 
Museum where I was shown around by its founder, the late Bill 
Williams, a pioneer in oral history and a historian of the trades union 
movement as a result of which he had been invited to write a history of 
Manchester Jewry in which he had become interested through his 
trades union work.  
Bill showed me and explained the significance of several of the exhibits 
and we stopped at a display case that contained, among other things, a 
large black notebook. He explained to me that this was a log kept by a 
midwife who delivered children to Jewish mothers in Salford from the 
1880s to the 1920s so I asked him if he could remove it from the case, 
which he duly did. I then asked him if he could open it at May 1 1913. 
He was curious as to why but he did as I requested and read out what 
was written: !Mrs. Wasserman. 16 Dow Street. A boy”. And there he 
was—Da.  
On the outbreak of World War I, Wasserman became Waterman as my 
grandfather had been advised that having a German sounding name 
was considered unsafe and then, about two and a half years after the 
end of the war, for reasons of health, he was advised to leave the polluted 
industrial atmosphere of Salford and seek a place with cleaner air, the 
outcome being that in 1921, my grandparents with their four sons 
emigrated again, this time to Northern Ireland.  
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Why on earth would a couple who had started off their lives in a small 
town in Northern Lithuania end up in a small town in Northern Ireland, 
having sampled the !better life” of England"s second city? I suppose the 
answer is in !chain migration”.  A relative of my grandmother"s by 
marriage, a Mr. Bass, had been living there, although what he did and 
how he got there is a mystery and will remain so as either nobody in the 
immediate family knew—or if they did, they never spoke about it and, 
frankly, I"m not all that interested. At any rate, the Bass family moved 
to the United States, and in 1921 the Watermans took over their house 
in Downpatrick. 

If I know very little of my father"s family, I know somewhat more about 
my mother"s. They were Litvaks from Northern Lithuania. My 
grandmother (Esther Fine, née Buchman) lived with my parents after 
my grandfather, Joe Fine, died when I was 10,  and that remained her 
home until not long before her own death, about two decades later. As 
we sat together at the kitchen table, I would often ask her about family 
in a bilingual conversation, my queries in English, her responses in 
Yiddish.  
There were several things that she repeated. For a start, when I asked 
her where she was from, her initial answer was always !Kovno 
Governe” (the Governorate of Kovno/Kaunas) and then when I 
pressed for the name of the shtetl (a small Jewish town or village) she 
hailed from, !Yakmiyan” was the response. For years, I assumed that 

English Street, Downpatrick 
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Yakmiyan was a name she had dreamed up to inhibit me from asking 
any more questions.  So consider my surprise when, in 1998, I was asked 
by a Jewish history journal to review Jews in Twentieth-Century Ireland by 
Dermot Keogh, a historian at University College, Cork and read on 
page 8: !The core of the Dublin and Cork communities came from #a 
rather derelict place called Akmijan $"in what was the Governorate of 
Kovno”! (Posthumous Apology #1.)  
Within the world of East European Jewry, the Litvaks regarded 
themselves as different to the Jews who came from Poland or further to 
the southeast. They characteristically approached Judaism intellectually 
and Lithuania became the heartland of opposition to Chasidic Judaism.  
Litvaks believed that their standard Rabbinic Judaism, which predated 
Chasidism, was Judaism in its original and thus authentic form. With 
the spread of the European Enlightenment, many Litvaks became 
devotees of Haskalah, (the Jewish Enlightenment movement), agitating 
for better integration into European society as a result of which today, 
many leading Jewish academics, scientists, and philosophers the world 
over are of Litvak descent. All in all, they regarded themselves as more 
phlegmatic than their quick-tempered brethren further south although 
I imagine that to the host societies in which they found themselves, such 
differences were hardly  noticeable or relevant! 
They also spoke a different kind of Yiddish to their coreligionists 
elsewhere in Eastern Europe, with vowels that were more rounded and 
!warmer”-sounding, kuggel rather than kiggel, klayn rather than kliyn, brayt 
rather than broyt. More importantly, they preferred their herrings sour 
rather than sweet and among Dublin Jews that seemed to be a major 
distinguishing feature.  
All things considered, the emigration of Lithuanian Jewry between 
about 1880 and 1914 was just a small part of the movement of 
approximately 2½ million Jews who left Eastern and Central Europe 
during that period. It"s often stated that this large-scale migration was a 
reaction to pogroms against Jews and although mass killings occurred 
elsewhere in the Russian Empire and many of the Litvaks who emigrated 
might have heard of such events, the British economic historian Andrew 
Godley in his book Jewish Immigrant Entrepreneurship in New York and London 
1880-1914 makes a powerful case that the principal cause of the 
emigration was a desire for economic betterment.  
Akmijan/Yakmiyan is now called Akmene and according to one 
relative interested in family history (though not obsessively so) and had 
visited the place, it is little more than a Soviet-era housing estate. Some 
years ago, en route to an exhibition at Tate Britain in a London minicab, 
I thought I detected that the driver had a Dutch accent. Striking up a 
conversation I asked him how long he"d been in London and what part 
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of the Netherlands he came from. He told me he"d been 14 years in 
London but that his !Dutch” accent stemmed from having knocked 
about with South Africans most of the time. !So where are you from?”, 
I persisted and got the reply !Lithuania”.  
At this point, the conversation came to a halt because my gut reaction 
when talking to Lithuanians around his age is: !And what were your 
parents/grandparents doing in 1941?”, although I never actually ask 
that question aloud. However, it"s difficult to sit in a taxi with a friendly 
driver and not to chat, so I eventually said that my grandparents came 
from Lithuania, which didn"t seem to surprise him one little bit. He then 
asked me if I knew where they were from and I replied: !A place called 
Akmene” at which point the cab almost veered off Vauxhall Bridge. 
!But my wife"s from there and we"re going there next week!” Small 
world!  
The second question I used to ask Bobba Fine was how on earth she got 
to Dublin when her siblings all ended up in South Africa. This was one 
bit of her story that was never quite clear except that I knew that South 
Africa had been a major destination for Litvaks. (Cormac Ó Gráda 
recounts that the Castle Shipping Line began to advertise widely for 
passengers in Lithuania when its traffic in emigrant Cornish miners 
dried up in the 1880s.)  There"s an urban legend that says that Jewish 
immigrants to Ireland ended up there because they thought they were 
on their way to America but when the ship carrying them docked at 
Cóbh (then Queenstown, near Cork) they were told they were had 
arrived in New York and off they got. Like most urban legends, it 
probably contains a smidgen of truth but this odyssey was a bit more 
complicated.  
She arrived in Queenstown apparently only in the company of her 
mother. Her father, Aaron Buchman, never entered her stories, so 
whether he had died prior to their arrival in Ireland or whether he had 
emigrated prior to his wife and his daughter, I don"t know and unlike 
cousin Harold, I really haven"t all that much interest in finding out. Her 
story related to leaving Akmijan on foot and crossing the %&'(') , (die 
Grenze, the border), which involved getting across a wide river, though 
to which of Eastern Europe’s rivers she was referring is another 
unknown.  
The route travelled by migrants from the Baltic states to Britain usually 
involved reaching Hamburg or Bremen and from there to one of the 
ports in Eastern England, such as Hull or Grimsby, occasionally 
elsewhere, as seems to have been the case with Mrs. Buchman and her 
daughter Esther (Bobba Fine). London served as the port of arrival for 
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migrants coming from Central or Southeastern Europe, hence the 
distinction often made amongst British Jews between London Jews 
(mainly from Poland, Central and South-east Europe) and !provincial” 
Jews, those living outside London, who were mostly Litvaks.  

From Cork, Bobba and her mother made their way to Dublin and that"s 
where she became acquainted (or perhaps re-acquainted) with my 
grandfather, Joe (Yossel) Fine. They married around 1906, I would 
guess, and their eldest daughter, Becky, was born in 1908, followed by 
Aaron (Ucky), Hilda and my mother Doris (or Dora as it appeared on 
her birth certificate although I didn"t learn this until much later). Given 
the five-year gap between Becky and Ucky, I wonder whether there may 
have been infant deaths in between, although such a thing was never 
even hinted at, let alone spoken of.  
To the best of my knowledge, Bobba had two sisters and two brothers 
who emigrated to South Africa, with one of which, Tilly, she regularly 
exchanged letters, written in Yiddish on flimsy blue aerogrammes.  
However, what they wrote about and how they explained to one 
another the idiosyncracies of their adopted surroundings is beyond me. 
(Contrast this weekly or fortnightly writing of letters with pens on paper 
with the instantaneousness of social media.) Whereas the other siblings 
seemed to have made it to Cape Town, Tilly ended up on a farm near 
the Great Karroo, in a place called Kruidfontein, a somewhere in the 
middle of nowhere.  
Tilly made it to Ireland on a visit in 1947, the first time the sisters had 
seen one another in over 40 years, which was also the last time and in 
the 21st century, such finality is difficult to comprehend.  However, 
Tilly"s children, Benny Frank and Bex Navid, each also made it to 
Dublin about a decade later with their spouses and for a short while, the 
South African Bookmans stepped out of the letters and came alive—
and the amazing thing was that they behaved as if they were family we 
had always known.  
In this context, I brought a group of senior British geographers on a 
week-long trip to Israel towards the end of the 1990s on which one stop 
was a place called Manof, in Upper Galilee, initially settled by 48 South 
African couples from Cape Town and Johannesburg. After two or three 
hours in Manof visiting various businesses and workshops, the trip 
ended with everyone receiving coffee and cakes in the local grocery-
cum-cafeteria, except for me. I received coffee, cakes and, in addition, 
a kiss. Asked by some in the group why I came in for special treatment, 
I explained that the woman serving us the cake and coffee was my 
cousin, a clarification that evidently didn"t quite register with some 
members of the group, as Renée Perel (Benny Frank"s daughter) was 
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from South Africa and I was from Ireland. When I explained that this 
really was the case and that it was quite easy to understand as our 
grandmothers had been sisters who hailed from Lithuania, I only 
seemed to add to the confusion. (This is a particularly Jewish story and 
is quite easily understood by Jews but these senior British academics, 
supposed to be capable of comprehending such matter-of-fact things as 
migration, seemed to have had a hard time coming to terms with the 
real thing.) 
One other story that Bobba Fine used to relate to me and which I 
regarded skeptically (and once more, unjustly) as fiction was that she 
had two cousins—Olga and Ida—who left Lithuania around the time 
as she but who didn"t go to Britain or North America or South Africa, 
but ended up instead in Norway. Again, I figured that she might have 
been a little confused but once more, I was proven wrong for many 
years later, when I was visiting my sister Anita in Groningen, in the 
Netherlands, she invited a couple from Rotterdam to meet us while we 
were there.  Anita had somehow discovered that Arne Levin, a 
physician, was a relative. He and I struck up a conversation and I 
mentioned that until then, with the exception of Anita, I hadn"t realized 
that we had any other family in Holland. He then informed me that he 
wasn"t originally from The Netherlands but had come to study medicine 
in Utrecht and stayed. !And where did you come from?”, asked I, in all 
innocence. !From Trondheim in Northern Norway”, he replied. !And 
tell me”—this question followed immediately—“who were Olga and 
Ida?” “Oh, Olga and Ida were my grandmother"s cousins.” 
(Posthumous Apology #2.) 
Coincidentally, a week or two after this, when I was working at the 
Institute for Jewish Policy Research in London, we were hosting a 
Professor of Social Psychology from Roskilde University in Denmark 
for the day. During the lunch break when we took a pause from business 
and reverted to small talk, he mentioned to me that he had a Jewish 
colleague from Norway, from Trondheim, actually. At this point, I 
remarked as casually as I could: !Is her family name Buchman or 
Levin?” He looked at me in amazement saying: !How do you know 
that?” to which my one-word response, delivered as best as I could 
manage in Manuel-from-Fawlty-Towers style was: !Cousin”. Another 
case of Jewish geography working overtime!  
But back to Downpatrick.  

My father, like his father and his mother"s brother before him was a 
master shoemaker. The third of four brothers, Izzy grew up in a place 
in which they were the only Jewish family and he seemed to be happy 
with his lot. He played golf and snooker well (although he warned me 
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as I was growing up that the ability to play snooker well was a sign of a 
misspent youth). However, although my mother had gone with him to 
Downpatrick after they had married, she had no intentions of staying 
there. (She was 25 and he 31 when they married. The story about how 
they met was that Doris worked in her older sister"s shop, Betty"s for 
Buttons in Clanbrassil Street and Izzy had come in in search of buttons 
for his underpants and that was that— and maybe it was something like 
that!).   
We lived at 52 Market Street in a two-storey house, at the front of which 
was the workshop. I don"t remember too much about it but I do 
recollect that the toilet was outside in the back yard beyond the kitchen, 
there was scullery and opposite the toilet there was a !coalhouse” and 
that coal for the large black range that dominated the kitchen needed 
to be broken into smaller pieces with an axe before being placed in the 
fire under the range.  
I attended a nursery school at which the midday meal consisted of either 
!vegetable soup” or !brown soup” though Ma never did discover the 
components of the latter. (I doubt whether she ever enquired as the 
response she would more than likely have received would only have 
confirmed her worst suspicions that in this Gentile outpost, the !brown 
soup” was as far as possible from being !kosher” as could possibly be.)  
I wouldn"t be at all surprised to have learned that that only strengthened 
her resolve to return to Dublin although, of course, I"ll never know.  
Doris was never really happy in Downpatrick and were it not for the 
kindness of one woman, Madge Johnston, also an outsider but a 
Presbyterian from Bushmills, who sized up her situation and all its 
difficulties, I doubt whether she"d have been able to remain there as 
long as she did. She had left her warm family in Dublin as well as a large 
coterie of friends for a place in which not only did she not know anyone 
but where she was the only Jewish woman. She did make friends 
there—the Lannins from next door, the Breens who owned the pub, 
Patricia Skeffington from the butcher shop but it wasn"t the same as 
Dublin.  Put very simply, they may have been friends and friendly but 
they weren"t Jewish. 
In one anecdote, which I heard recounted several times, and which I 
don"t think was imagined, she told me that when I was a baby in a pram, 
she took me for a stroll along the Ballydugan Road, the southerly 
extension of Market Street, where she crossed paths with a man who 
guessed who she was and asked her if he could have a look at the baby 
because he"d never seen a !Jew baby” before. Then (or so her account 
went) Doris whipped the blanket from off the little me (I don"t recollect 
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this at first hand, you understand) and asked him what it was he 
expected to see: a baby with horns? an infant with a forked tongue? a 
child with a tail? That was Doris and I can hear the scorn and contempt 
in her voice loud and clear as if she were standing beside me now. (Note 
that this is the same person, who told me that when I get to be 75, I can 
say whatever I want to anyone with no need to apologize! But at the 
time, she was only 27 or so.)  
In retrospect and although they never talked about it, my impression is 
that Doris delivered an ultimatum to Izzy, the gist of which was !I"m 
going back to Dublin. You can come with me if you want or you can 
stay here if you wish to—but on your own.” So when I was almost 6, 
the family (my parents, Roz, the elder of my two sisters and I) moved to 
Dublin.  
Before my fifth birthday, I moved from the nursery school to Fountain 
Street School, in which the headmaster was a Mr. Young, whom my 
mother seemed to like, probably because he, too, was sympathetic to 
her situation. Schools in Ireland in those days were denominational (and 
still were several decades later and very well may yet be today). I often 
wondered which denomination Fountain Street school was, for the only 
thing I knew was that it wasn"t Roman Catholic. Nevertheless, I was 
curious to know what kind of Jewish Protestant I might have become 
had I stayed on. I know, I could have googled it but it wasn"t something 
that often crossed my mind but the opportunity to uncover this mystery 
came when we spent a night in Downpatrick in 2005 en route to Dublin 
to celebrate the 60th birthday of my geneaologically-obsessed cousin, 
Harold and discovered that the school was attached to the Presbyterian 
Church.  
I pretty sure that I used to walk from home to school alone even though 
I was only five years old. From Market Street, I had to walk up the 
street, turn left and after I passed Bobby Johnston"s pharmacy, I then 
turned right and made my way up Scotch Street, past Jenny Morrison"s 
sweet shop on the left and Kerr and Belshaw"s grocery on the right 
where my Uncle Simon worked before moving to Dublin sometime in 
the 1940s.  Then, at the top of the hill, there was a right turn towards 
the school. (Downpatrick is situated between four large drumlins, a 
drumlin being a geomorphological feature, a narrow or oval, smoothly 
rounded hill of unstratified glacial drift.  The location of four of these 
together meant severe flooding each time there was heavy rain, with the 
water often reaching and inundating the ground floor of the house.) 
Strangely, when I did this walk in 2005, just as I passed where Kerr & 
Belshaw"s had been, the shop was being renovated and the name of the 
shop that had occupied the premises until then had been stripped away, 
revealing the original K&B shop sign. A strange coincidence, indeed!  
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As I"ve already written, my father was a master craftsman but his father 
had no wish for him to be a shoemaker; apparently, working with 
leather didn"t carry much prestige.  As a consequence, my grandfather 
had him apprenticed to both a tailor and a cabinetmaker before caving 
in and sending him to learn the trade in Salford with his uncle Max, his 
mother’s brother, a small man who I met just once when I was in my 
teens. This meant that Da could both sew and work with wood as well 
as make and mend shoes, skills I lack entirely.  
He was a really skilled craftsman and entered his work in competitions, 
winning the silver medal in the Scottish competition in 1937 when he 
was 24. He kept the shoes that he had entered for that competition and 
occasionally took them out of their wrapping to examine them but could 
never understand why he wasn"t awarded a gold medal—and he 
couldn"t even claim that antisemitism was a factor because Max had 
won the gold medal in the UK national championship twice! 
Downpatrick days started with Da spending an hour at the workbench 
before breakfast. He would take a handful of nails, put them in his 
mouth and take them out one by one with a rhythm that never seemed 
to vary and which meant that the tip of the nail always met the surface 
of the leather and never the other way around. I was fascinated by this 
as well as by other things that I observed from time to time—but I was 
really far too young to ask questions about how it worked.  
This issue was unexpectedly resolved about 25 years ago. I had been 
alerted about the existence of The Irish Emigrant, a downloadable weekly 
news-sheet that has begun to,appear a little earlier. Usually I would scan 
it for a name I might recognize before junking it. One week, though, 
while sitting at a desk in an office in the Department of Geography at 
Queen Mary and Westfield College in London, and scanning that 
week"s edition, my eye landed on the words !Downpatrick” and 
!Waterman”. Curiosity kindled, it turned out that The Irish Emigrant was 
reporting on a recently published autobiography by Maurice Hayes, a 
native of Downpatrick, entitled Black Puddings with Slim.  Born in 1927, 
Hayes was an Irish public servant and, unusually for a Roman Catholic, 
he had been a senior civil servant in the Northern Ireland government, 
later becoming an independent member of the Irish Senate in Dublin 
and Chairman of the National Forum on Europe in the Republic of 
Ireland.  
In his autobiography, he devoted six pages to the only Jewish family in 
Downpatrick where he answered several of the questions that I was too 
young to ask, writing:  

!Inside the window of their shop at the bottom of Market Street, Mr. 
Waterman the shoemaker sat with his sons Harry and Isadore (sic). The 
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workbench was placed across the window looking on the street to give 
the maximum amount of light on the work. … On the workbench were 
three slots into which the shanks of the lasts could be shoved; the lasts 
were of many different sizes to allow for different shapes and sizes of 
shoes. The shoemakers all wore white aprons down over the lap and 
covering the knees and with a wide pouch across the belly like a 
kangaroo"s for holding hammers and knives. They sat cross-legged on a 
board platform in the window, their knees splayed under the bench 
although sometimes they would slide back on their backsides so as to 
handle the work on their laps. The hollow in the apron between the 
thighs and down into the crotch often filled with bits of leather pared 
off the sides of soles and had to be shaken off with the hands when they 

stood up to stretch their legs. .... 
The Watermans were very proud of their workmanship and of their 
making of hand-stitched shoes. You could watch old (n.b. he died aged 
59!) Mr Waterman with an awl in his fist, driving it through the double 
thickness of leather in the sole and the welt, the palm of his hands 
protected by a sort of leather half-mitten with no fingers. He would press 
down with the ball of his hand on the top of the wooden handle to drive 
the pointed spike through, and pull it out again, easing it a bit in a 
circular movement to get the blade free and ready to pierce the next 
hole. He would take the long wax-end, twist the point between his finger 
and thumb, and thread it through the hole. He would pull it tight and 
centre it so that the ends were even and he would thread one end from 
the top and the other from the bottom through the next hole, cross them 

Certificate of Excellence (1937), age 24 
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in a knot, and pull them up. The last tightening was done by wrapping 
one end of the waxed cord round the handle of the awl in his right hand 
and looping the other round his left hand, protected by its leather mitt, 
and pulling as tight as could be. … 
… The form of the sole was cut out by placing a sharp metal shape on 
top of the leather and hammering it down. Then it was flexed in the 
hand to make it pliable … then shaped … at the edges with a sharp 
knife, little slices being cut off to make the sole fit the size of the welt, 
and a scrape bring made … and run quickly round to provide a line to 
guide the placement of nails. Next, the sole was fixed with nails put in 
at regular intervals, a handful scooped up from the open bag and held 
in the mouth, then taken three or four at a time into the palm of the left 
hand, fed out singly between the thumb and forefinger and placed point 
down against the leather in the groove; a tap with the narrow end of the 
hammer, then a twist and three taps with the heavy end, and the nail 
would be beaten down with a rat-tat-tat, quicker almost than the eye 
could see, until a line of bright brass sparables (a headless nail used for 
the soles and heels of shoes) marched round the edge making a 
continuous beading along the rim.…”  
I was very moved on reading this and wanted to write a letter of 
appreciation to Mr. Hayes but had no address. So I contacted someone 
I knew, Fred Boal, at Queen"s University Belfast, and asked him if 
maybe he could help me out; Fred obliged with an address for Mr. 
Hayes to whom I wrote, thanking him, enclosing a photo of Da standing 

Caption 
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outside the shop when he would have been more or less the age that he 
was as described in the book and mailed it, not expecting a reply.  
About a month later, I received one—and what he told me I found even 
more touching. He invited as many of Da"s friends from way back as he 
could remember to his home where they sat around the table—grown 
men—and cried. I presume they also had a few to alleviate their sorrow 
at the same time, but needless to say the effect that this had on me was 
several times more emotional than when I had read the six pages in the 
book! 
Around September 1950 the Waterman family left Downpatrick and 
moved to Dublin. Ireland"s capital was not an entirely strange place to 
the 5-year old me as we had visited Ma"s parents several times and my 
earliest memories of Dublin are of waking up in the morning to the 
sound of horses and carts clip-clopping along the cobbled surface of 

Lower Clanbrassil Street.  

Izzy, c. 1939 
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However, I wasn"t all that keen to make this move to the southern 
metropolis and I expressed my dissatisfaction audibly. Da had made a 
mistake a few months earlier by taking me to see the house that he had 
told me we were going to live in. The house at 11 Shelton Drive was 
under construction—concrete and breeze blocks were what the walls 
and floor were made of and everything looked grey and miserable.  As 
a consequence, my 5-year old self announced tearfully that he didn"t 
want to live there, even though Da was very excited about the fact that 
the toilet was not only indoors but flushed at the press of a button rather 
than a pull on a chain!  
Notwithstanding my pleas, we did move and I became a migrant for the 
first time in my life.  
!  
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2. GROWING UP IN DUBLIN 
 

Memory is not only a trip but also a structure.  Recollections are 
not only stories retold but also aspects of present feeling.   

John Berger 
 

In September 1950, I became a migrant for the first time although 
whether that migration was internal or international depends very 
much on where one stands in Irish politics.  However, it didn"t take me 
long to realize that Dublin was quite different to Downpatrick. 
For a start, there was family.  All of a sudden, there were uncles and 
aunts and cousins of varying ages.  Although most of these relatives were 
my mother"s family, two of Da"s brothers were already living in Dublin 
before we arrived.  A third brother remained in Belfast where we would 

“My Dublin”, c.1960 
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visit about twice a year, usually when Da visited the cemetery in which 

his parents were buried and/or to buy foodstuffs unavailable in Dublin.   
Occasionally, we would sleep over at my Uncle Harry’s house, 
something that I detested as a child because although the mattress was 
covered with a sheet, there was never a sheet under the blanket, which 
always seemed to be made of some sort of rough jute.  On these 
childhood trips to Belfast, I was always fascinated by how Da"s accent 
would change as soon as we crossed the border; he had a mild Northern 
Irish accent which immediately became more pronounced once he had 
landed on !home ground”.  

However, most family connections in Dublin were on Ma"s side and in 
addition to her three siblings, there were her cousins who we would 
meet from time to time.  My grandfather had two brothers and two 
sisters in the city, all with children of their own.  His sisters lived in what 

Bobba & Zayda (Esther and Joe Fine) 
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seemed to me then to be tiny terraced houses on St. Kevin"s Road, off 
the South Circular Road; an elder brother lived on Harrington Street 
not too far from them and a younger brother with his always posh-
sounding wife, lived in Terenure, an area which would become home 

to many more Jewish families over the coming years.   

My mother"s cousins were a motley lot.  One had been an actor and 
became a casting director for films and his sister, older than Ma, was 
single and lived in London.  Another cousin had emigrated to Rhodesia, 
and was followed years later by her two bachelor brothers and when 
they died, she joined one of her daughters in Toronto. Another of my 
grandfather"s sisters had a daughter and three sons, one of whom had a 
well-known antique shop on Dublin"s South Anne Street.  Hymie 
Danker knew a lot about Irish antiques but once said to me that his own 
father had forgotten more about Irish antiques than he could ever hope 
to know.  His father, Abraham Danker, was a family mystery and the 
only time I ever saw him was at a barmitzvah in 1957 when a scruffy old 
man with a drinker"s heavy pink to purple colouring entered the 
synagogue, stayed for a short while and was never seen (by me) again.  
Apparently, Abraham had spent much of his life travelling the back 
roads and byways of Ireland in search of antique stuff that could be sold 
in Dublin.  

Bobba & Zayda with all four Fine siblings at a family wedding, c.1950 
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I worked for Hymie polishing silverware for a fortnight in 1964 to earn 
some money prior to my first visit to Israel and watched him sell things 
that I reckoned were unsaleable, done with the utmost patience towards 
some very fussy clients. That was when I realized that in order to be a 
successful salesperson, you have to exercise extreme forbearance. In one 
unforgettable instance, a woman whom I had classed as a member of 
the !horse Irish” sorority, came in looking for a hatpin.  For probably 
more than an hour, Hymie showed her hatpins of every shape, size and 
colour, one of which she eventually bought for £140 (roughly £2,000 
in today"s money). It’s a sum I recall quite accurately for I was getting 
paid £10 for a fortnight"s work polishing silverware from 10 a.m. till 5 
p.m., five days a week.  
Hymie had a nephew who acquired some renown as a book collector; 
the Irish television service once devoted a programme to his books as 
Rodney crawled about his house over, under and between piles and 
stacks of books.  However, when I once mentioned this to Hymie, he 
was witheringly dismissive of his nephew, stating in no uncertain terms 
that he was not a collector but simply an accumulator.  In other words, 
he didn"t possess a collector"s acumen or connoisseurship. 
He was not the only relative who was a collector/accumulator.  Sydney, 
my cousin from Belfast, whom I have seen perhaps three or four times 
since we were children, had two uncles who were serious stamp 
collectors and when I would accompany Da to Belfast, he would 
generally drop in to see Mrs. Cohen and her sons, Alec and Benjy.  In 
addition to being philatelists, they were also recluses, one of them (I 
can’t remember which) never exiting the kitchen. As a child, I always 
found the trip to Manor Street rather creepy, because Presbyterian 
Belfast on a Sunday afternoon was frighteningly silent, quieter than Yom 
Kippur in Israel. 
When I last met Sydney at Harold’s 60th birthday celebration in Dublin 
in 2005, I assumed that, as bachelors, his uncles (assuming that they 
were no longer in the land of the living) would have left him their stamp 
collections, and perhaps they did.  So in conversation, I asked if he was 
also a collector to which he responded in the affirmative.  Then when I 
asked if he collected stamps, he shook his head and asked me to guess 
what sort of thing it was he spent a lot of his time and money hoarding.  
Coins? No. Flags? He smiled but no to that, too.  Even though he didn"t 
seem the type, perhaps Syd collected Beatles or Elvis memorabilia? No, 
wrong again.  He collects padlocks, and the older, the better. Everyone 
to his own, I suppose. 

Another of my mother"s cousins, Frank Fine, was a GP living in North 
Dublin, pretty much beyond the Jewish Pale who was married to an 
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Englishwoman who had started off life as a Gentile.  Though perhaps 
somewhat strange for those days, she was accepted as family with 
seemingly little fuss.  Rumour had it that Frankie had paid for his 
education through medical school by being particularly good at poker, 
something less outrageous than it might sound because later in life he 
was an Irish international bridge player. 
Hilda, the sister closest in age to Ma lived with my grandparents and 
ran the grocery shop. She wed at 38 in an arranged marriage to a man 
from Manchester.  On meeting him and sizing him up (before any 
actual marriage date had been set), it was reported that my 
grandparents $"comment was !besser a zay” (!better this way”); in other 
words, it was simply better for Hilda to be married than to have 
remained single.  Without wishing to be disparaging, I think that 
perhaps Bobba and Zayda erred slightly in this regard.  Years later, on 
a visit to the Dublin Jewish cemetery, I noticed that the flat part of 
Frank"s grave had subsided somewhat, causing Hilda"s headstone to 
become slightly off-perpendicular and it thus seemed that little had 

changed in the world to come.  
Zayda Fine was a big man who smoked a pipe and liked a drink.  He 
loved his seven grandchildren and enjoyed playing with us but when it 
got too much for him—and now I understand how that could be—he 
would thunder in Yiddish !Zeit ruhig” (!Time for a little peace and 
quiet”) and we would become silent as mice.  One of the people from 

Ucky, Ma (Doris), Hilda & Becky.  The Four Fine siblings 
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those days who stands out in my mind is a person who I presume was 
an old buddy from the heim (i.e., the part of Lithuania from which they 
came).  Berre Levy was a man with a smile who always wore a bowler 
hat, had a white nicotine-stained goatee beard, and performed the same 
antics every time he came in when we, the children were around.  He 
would stand rigid against the wall, the brim of the bowler hat touching 
the wall and then cause the hat to wiggle up and down and sideways, 
much to our delight. 

In addition to these !close” relatives there was a cousin of Bobba"s, 
Annie Brodie, a widow who hailed from Glasgow and lived in a flat on 
Wellington Quay overlooking the river Liffey, which always seemed an 
exotic place for a Jewish person to live in Dublin.  As the years passed, 
Annie was joined by her single sister Jessie, who had emigrated to New 
Zealand many years before.  Jessie outlived Annie and eventually left 
Dublin, ending her days in a care home in Ayrshire, on the west coast 
of Scotland. 
My grandparents lived above their grocery shop at 40 Lower 
Clanbrassil Street, in an area sometimes referred to in the literature to 

as !Little Jerusalem” although I don"t ever recall anyone calling it that 
when I was growing up.  It was in this area, in and around South 
Circular Road that most of the Jewish population still lived around 
1950. Nevertheless, as Cormac Ó Gráda has suggested in his Jewish 
Ireland in the Age of Joyce: A Socioeconomic History, the Jewish immigrants in 

Berre Levy 
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Ireland, Dublin Jews in particular, were in many ways better off than 
their coreligionists who settled in Leeds or the East End of London in 
that their housing conditions were never as poor for as long and that 
their move into middle-class areas was more rapid although some may 
disagree with this assessment.  Moreover, as Dylan Shane Connor in his 
article on poverty, religious differences and child mortality has pointed out, 
the Jewish population of Dublin in the early 20th century was also 
healthier than the Catholic and even the Protestant populations 
amongst whom they lived, which is what attracted Ó Gráda to them in 
the first place.  

The house in which I was to live until I married 16 years later, was 
located about 4 kilometres to the southwest, in Kimmage (although if 
we wanted the address to sound a little swankier, we would say 
!Terenure” but never !Crumlin”, which although it was nearer than 
Terenure was several rungs further down the social ladder. To a 
youngster of almost six, the most amazing thing of all was that the 
structure of concrete and breeze blocks that I had seen and about which 
I had vocally disapproved a few months earlier had been transformed 
into a house, albeit a small one.  It was a bungalow with three bedrooms 
(one, which became mine eventually, was tiny), a kitchen in which much 
of the family interaction took place, a dining room looking out on to the 
small back garden and joined to the front room (never called a living 
room or a salon, which would have been too grand) by a sliding door so 
that when lots of friends or family were around, the two rooms became 
one. 

In retrospect, Shelton Drive was an interesting street although I never 
really gave it any thought growing up. We lived in Number 11, the sixth 
house on the street, next door to the Farrells and the Fitzgeralds; Da"s 
eldest brother and his family lived on the other side of the street.  There 
was one other Jewish family on the street and a few more around the 
corner.  Dermot  Farrell, an Irish international bowls player died young, 
leaving Sheila with three young children to bring up on her own, which 
she did admirably.  Next door, the Fitzgeralds (who, if memory serves 
me right turned out babies weighing in at 13 and 14 pounds) moved on 
after a few years, to be replaced by the Canavans. 
Mrs. Canavan, who had grown up near South Circular Road and had 
experience of Jews (!There were lots of #you people$"around but most of 
yiz were alright”) bred the yappiest, snappiest Yorkshire terriers 
imaginable; to say that these canines sounded highly strung would be 
gross understatement.  She and the terriers shared the house with her 
terrorised husband Walter (Waaalththurr!!!) and equally terror-stricken 
son, Peter (Peeeththurr!!!)”, names bawled at almost any time of the day 
(or night)!  
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Peter was a professional accordionist and played in dance halls, his 
practising adding to the reverberations emanating from 13 Shelton 
Drive.  Long after I had left home and after enduring years of bullied 
bachelorhood, Peter married—but then made the gaffe of installing his 
bride along with him in his parents$"house, an arrangement that lasted 
only a very short time.  Eventually, Walter died and Mrs. Canavan (I 
never did discover her given name) survived for just a few weeks before 
meeting her own demise, at which point Peter returned—with the 
accordion, presumably, though whether with or without the wife, I am 
in the dark. 

Looking back, the bulk of Shelton Drive"s residents comprised two 
groups.  There were a few retirees, like the retired policemen (Mr. 
Coffey and Mr. Curtin); there was Mr. Ashe, a primary school teacher 
with a broad Kerry accent who told me for years that Menachem Begin 
was a most wonderful person and that his Irgun organization was to be 
admired (presumably because in Palestine, the Irgun had managed to 
murder a good number of British soldiers and police). But mostly, the 
street consisted of young Catholic families on the make—bank clerks, 
junior government officials and the like.  One family, the Kings in 
Number 1, were Protestants, as perhaps were the Swainsons, an English 
couple across the street, both of them piano teachers but the rest were 
all Catholic. 
A couple of years after we arrived, Mrs. Lavan, a widow from Boyle, 
County Roscommon, moved into Number 3 with her two children, Ann 
and Vivian.  Ann, a couple of years older than me, became a psychiatric 
social worker and was Director of the Social Science Research Centre 
at University College Dublin.  Years later, not having seen one another 
for 20 years, we crossed paths (literally) in a corridor at the London 
School of Economics where we were both academic visitors, each 
equally surprised to see the other.   
Vivian was my age and we used to play together as soldiers of the 
!Shelton Territorial Army”, of which my genealogy-obsessed cousin 
Harold was the creator and Commander-in-Chief.  In addition to 
playing the rather mournful sounding uileann pipes in the back garden 
on summer evenings, Vivian studied law, became a barrister, and 
served as a Justice of the Irish High Court during which time he 
presided over the longest trial in Irish legal history.   
Eventually, the rubbish dump where the Shelton Territorial Army went 
on manoeuvres vanished and three two-storey houses were built there, 
almost directly opposite the Lavans.  The first of these housed a grocery 
shop run by a Mr. Moran, another retired policeman, from Tipperary, 
who had two sons and a daughter.  I came across Aidan, the elder son, 
years later when I was a Ph.D student at TCD and he was a Lecturer 
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in the Department of Statistics.  Aidan ended his career as Registrar 
and Vice-President of University College, Cork.   
As I say, an interesting street. 

Thinking back about Mrs. Canavan"s comment that !most of #you 
people $"were alright” brings me to the issue of antisemitism.  (#You 
people", by the way, is a term I absolutely abhor.) I don"t remember 
experiencing overt antisemitism beyond being called a !Jewman”, 
which I regarded as little more than an Irishism. Once, while walking 
to synagogue on Yom Kippur, I had to listen to the taunts of !We know 
all about your #black fast’” but didn"t take it too seriously.  (We, too, had 
a name for Irish gentiles—baytzimir, a Litvak neologism. Ever, in Yiddish 
meant both eggs and referred to !the Irish”, the quintessential non-Jew; 
baytzim is the Hebrew word for !eggs”, hence baytzimir.)  
Although overt antisemitism was rare, you often felt that it was 
somehow latent.  When attending a dinner in TCD to mark the 50th 
anniversary of the establishment of the Department of Geography, I 
was introduced to a titled lady from Northern Ireland who had been 
one of the first graduates in the 1930s.  When I said that I was from 
Israel, her immediate response without any hesitation, and which took 
me aback somewhat, was: !I used to know some !Jewboys” when I was 
young.” 

Similarly, when arriving at Dublin Airport to attend Ma"s funeral at the 
end of 2003, we (Vivien and Roz) took a taxi to Shelton Drive.  The taxi 
driver was as friendly as any taxi driver could be and we chatted much 
of the way.  As we drove along Clanbrassil Street, once the main Jewish 
street in Dublin, he mentioned that he had grown up nearby on Long 
Lane and then he uttered a sentence that left us completely 
dumbfounded. !You know”, he said, !we never really liked you people” 
(n.b., #you people$"again!).  It wasn"t what he said so much as the way it 
was said for it wasn"t uttered with any suggestion of hostility or even 
unfriendliness in his voice; it was that he said it so matter-of-factly, as if 
it had come from somewhere deep in his subconscious and that he 
hadn"t even realized that he had said it.  The conversation returned to 
where it had been a few seconds earlier and as we alighted the taxi 
outside 11 Shelton Drive, he said that he was sorry for our troubles and 
that he hoped that the funeral would go ahead without any problems.  
(As it happens, it didn"t.) 
However, moving from Downpatrick to Dublin involved more than just 
moving into a new house and meeting family members.  It also involved 
a new school.  Whereas in Downpatrick, as the only Jewish pupil I had 
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been something of an outsider, a !foggy, foggy Jew” as one of my 5-year 
old fellow Fountain Street pupils apparently referred to me, at Zion 
National School in Bloomfield Avenue, I was the only pupil in my class 
who was from outside the city. 
There were eight classes in Zion School but looking back, two of those, 
referred to as !Low Babies” and !High Babies” were what would be 
called today !pre-school”.  Given my advanced age, I managed to avoid 
Low Babies, presided over by a Miss Barnett, who was a short woman 
who seemed to wear the same blue smock every day.  When I described 
her to Ma, she told me that she was the same Miss Barnett who had 
taught her three decades earlier at St. Catherine"s School on Donore 
Avenue (I presume it was the description of the blue smock that did it).  
However, given that Ma had also told me that she didn"t remember too 
much about school because she spent most of her time there outside the 
classroom as punishment for talking or laughing or both, she may have 
got it wrong, though I doubt it. 

My arrival into Zion School was through !High Babies”, taught—if that 
is the correct word—by a Miss O"Connell.  Almost seven decades on, 
both Misses Barnett and O"Connell seem like ancient spinsters although 
the latter might have been a little younger than my memory recalls her.  

As a Jewish school, lessons comprised secular subjects (the three !Rs” 
and some history and geography) and religion, in the form of the cheder 
presided over by a head teacher, Menachem Lev. Originally, a 
cheder was a place in which lessons were given in the teacher"s house, the 
melamed"s wages paid by the Jewish community or a group of parents 
and it was originally a boys-only affair.  Cheder, as practised in Zion 
School was co-educational.  It involved first of all learning the Hebrew 
alphabet and then practising reading Hebrew (without understanding 
much or any of it; the emphasis was on being able to enunciate the 
words more or less correctly, which turned out to be much the same as 
what most adults managed whilst praying in a synagogue.) 

Once we could !read” Hebrew, the serious stuff started, learning 
innumerable prayers to be recited on specific occasions, like waking up 
or going to bed or seeing a rainbow, offering thanks to the Almighty for 
not having made one a Gentile or a slave, for not having made one a 
woman if you were male, (or if a woman, for having made me according 
to His will) and so forth.  After these basics, it was on to some chumash 
(the Torah, the first five books of the Old Testament).  Needless to say, 
most of us did not make particularly fast progress through this 
procedure although some were better at it than others.  
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Widespread though it may have been, the cheder system began to be 
criticized by some members of Jewish orthodoxy towards the end of the 
18th century, reasoning that teachers were insufficiently qualified. That 
was certainly the case in Dublin then.  Many cheder teachers were so 
badly paid that they would have to supplement their incomes with such 
tasks as slaughterer, gravedigger or circumciser.   
In Dublin, two well-known employees of the larger synagogues were 
both shokhetim (sacramental slaughterers, of hens usually, though 
sometimes ducks or turkeys) and mohalim (circumcisers).  As a child, I 
saw what and how things were done in the slaughterhouse, which was 
located 150 metres up the street from Bobba and Zayda"s shop and 
when I eventually learned what transpired in circumcision, I was 
amazed that these guys never mixed up what they were paid to do in 
their various occupations.   
One of this pair, the Reverend Roith, towards the end of his days, 
married Minda Myers, a pianist who used to play at weddings and 
barmitzvahs.  This must have made for a pleasant retirement for 
Reverend Roith—or as the unkind joke had it at the time (for Minda 
must have lived in the South Dublin suburb of Stillorgan), !Now there"ll 
be no still organ in Stillorgan”.  
Cheder in general was also criticized by those espousing Haskalah (Jewish 
enlightenment).  They disparaged the system as a whole, claiming that 
it resulted in linguistic and spatial isolation for its students and therefore 
impeded the integration and emancipation of the Jews. Quite!  
Of the several cheder teachers in Zion School, I started my Hebrew 
edification with a Miss Joan Dolovitz who produced a book with thick 
black Hebrew letters, known as the Rayshiss Da"ass.  Rather than start 
with the first letter, we began with the second, which she called a baize, 
*+ ; this was followed by what she referred to as vaize, *, which looked 

the same but was missing a dot. Miss Dolovitz was punctilious about us 
learning the unaspirated and aspirated forms of the letters that took a 
dagesh (the dot) to change the sound.  However, she never mentioned 
that baize and vaize were actually the same letter; possibly she wasn"t 
aware if this startling fact. 
While learning the consonants in all their subtle varieties, in tandem, 
we were also taught the vowels which, in Hebrew, are mostly a series of 
dots and dashes placed under (sometimes beside) the consonants 
thereby enabling one to make sounds. So, with a series of dots and 
dashes under the baize and vaize, we were able to make sounds that 
equated approximately to baw-baa-beh or vaw-vaa-veh, and so on through 
the 22 consonants, some of which were weirder than others. 
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Baize and vaize were followed by aleph, ,, the first letter of the Hebrew 
alphabet.  This, to my almost six-year old brain, looked like a large X 
gone wrong.  Moreover, what bothered my common sense mind then 
was that if aleph was silent, what was its point?    
After this elementary stuff, we were allowed to progress to the next stage 
of our transformation from illiterates to semi-literates, meaning that you 
are able to spout Hebrew words without having much of a clue as to 
what they mean.  Gradually, by dint of repetition, by learning prayers 
such as !Hear O Israel, the Lord your God the Lord is One” and 
thanking the Almighty daily for not making you a woman, or whatever, 
you begin to get the picture.  Miss Dolovitz was only doing her job. 
And while doing her job, there often seemed to be a sinister man 
prowling the corridor looking in at her through the window. In 20th 
century parlance, he might have been said to have been stalking her. 
He turned out to be Arnold Yodaiken, who became my next and first 
serious Hebrew teacher.  Arnold had apparently been given the honour 
(although, thank goodness, I have no direct recollection of this) of 
holding me on his lap on my eighth day in this world while the Reverend 
Gittelson, one of the sacramental chicken slaughterers (who, 
incidentally, was also the second reader at the Dublin Hebrew 
Congregation and whose voice resembled that of a chicken about to be 
slaughtered) snipped away at my privates in one fell swoop thus ensuring 
my Jewishness forever.   
Arnold was a mild-mannered man but also had a temper and one day, 
another pupil annoyed him so much that Arnold took a cane and 
whacked poor Leonard on the head, smashing his spectacles.  The Kaye 
parents complained, as a result of which Arnold overnight became a 
mild-mannered man without a temper and Miss Dolovitz became Mrs. 
Yodaiken though whether there was a connection between Leonard"s 
caning and the emergence of the new Mrs. Yodaiken, I have no idea. 
There were other cheder teachers.  George Albert seemed to think that if 
you could read Hebrew texts fast enough you would become a 
candidate to enter paradise in later life.  Ezekiel Teller, the first person 
I ever heard referred to as !Doctor” but who didn"t have a stethoscope 
or a piece of flat wood in his hand to shove down your throat seemed to 
be very learned.  He was a tiny man, who, when you looked under the 
table, had feet that constantly trembled. I enjoyed his classes and was 
amazed to discover much later in life that his doctorate was in Botany. 

The one cheder teacher with whom I didn"t have any direct contact in 
Zion School was Mr. Lev, which was just as well because Mr. Lev was 
seriously attracted to a leather strap which he enjoyed using.  From two 
rooms away, it sounded as if he spent his time mostly chasing his pupils 
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around the room waving his strap and sometimes landing it successfully; 
from reports gleaned from victims and witnesses, that was indeed the 
case. (Corporal punishment was regarded as an efficient means of 
disciplining recalcitrant children, something that strikes today"s children 
(and their parents) as cruel and unusual punishment but there was 
nothing whatsoever odd about it then.  Girls, I am reliably informed, 
didn"t get the strap from Rev. Lev, just a tap with two fingers across the 
back of the hand although in retrospect, I would have thought that 
coming into contact with any part of a female body was verboten. 
My one direct contact with Mr. Lev came when I was about 11 after 
my mother had decided it was high time for me to attend 
extracurricular Mishnah classes. (Mishnah is !an authoritative collection 
of exegetical material embodying the oral tradition of Jewish law and 
forming the first part of the Talmud.) I wasn"t at all keen because (a) it 
was with Mr. Lev and (b) because I didn"t want to be taken away from 
things that I considered important, like reading.  
Mishnah classes were held in Stratford House on Rathgar Road, the first 
lodging place of Stratford College, the Jewish secondary school that I 
later attended.  In Mr. Lev"s class, the issue he chose to raise the day I 
turned up to further my Jewish education concerned the time at which 
it was valid to recite !krishma”.  (I had no idea what he was talking about 
but I was of an age when I was beginning to take an interest in politics 
and knew that there was an Indian politician/diplomat called Krishna 
Menon.  However, I figured that there was no way that Mr. Lev could 
be talking about him!). !Krishma”, it turned out, was just Ashkenazi-
accented Hebrew for !qeriyat Sh"ma’”, literally #reading [the prayer] 
!Hear, O, Israel &c.…”.   

The Mishnah reads: !From what time may one recite the Sh"ma in the 
morning? From the time that one can distinguish between blue and 
white. Rabbi Eliezer says: between blue and green. And he must finish 
it by sunrise. Rabbi Joshua says: until the third hour of the day, for such 
is the custom of the children of kings, to rise at the third hour. If one 
recites the Sh"ma later he loses nothing, like one who reads in the 
Torah.” (As usual, there was no agreement among the rabbis.) 
Anyway, Mr. Lev chose to embellish the story and told us that a man 
was sitting up in a tree during the night waiting until such time as there 
was sufficient light so that he could distinguish between blue and green 
and thus recite the prayer.  !Any questions?”, asked Mr. Lev and the 
young me asked one, which I thought then and still think now was 
perfectly logical to ask and this was: !Why was the man sitting up in a 
tree at nighttime in the first place? Wasn"t it dangerous?”  For asking 
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this erudite question, Mr. Lev approached me from behind to deliver a 
thump on the back of my head, and as a result, I decided on the spot 
that this would be not only my first but also my last Mishnah class, a great 
disappointment to Ma but a great relief to me.   

It also taught me two other things.  First of all, before I"m asked or told 
to do something, I need to be given a plausible explanation as to why 
it"s necessary; in other words, it has to make sense (to me, at least), a 
trait that didn"t serve me too well during my short spells as a reservist in 
the Israeli army in later life.  Second, there"s very little intelligence or 
logic involved when it comes to religion; I know that"s not a particularly 
original statement but once again, I repeat it to myself constantly. 
Not only were there cheder teachers, there were also rabbis.  Ireland had 
a Chief Rabbi, a post established in 1921 for Isaac Halevi Herzog, 
father of the sixth President of Israel.  The post was vacant for over a 
decade after Rabbi Herzog left to become Chief Rabbi of Palestine in 
1936 and was filled by a 27-year old Immanuel Jakobovits, who later 
became Chief Rabbi of the United Hebrew Congregations of the British 
Commonwealth, was knighted as Sir Immanuel and then became 
Baron Jakobovits of Regent"s Park. 
Rabbi  Jakobovits achieved a certain infamy in our family.  At the 
dinner in the hall of the Greenville Synagogue following Aunty Hilda"s 
wedding, the rabbi arose to leave, peeved because there was no kashrut 
supervisor on duty, nobody to vouch for the fact that the food being 
served was kosher.  However, my grandparents were strict sabbath 
observers, ran a local grocery store which had no kashrut supervisor 
because they didn"t need one—people trusted them—and, moreover, 
Mrs. Amélie Jakobovits was a regular customer.  She too arose, not to 
follow the rabbi out, but to tell him in whatever language they spoke in 
their family not to make an eejit of himself and to sit down and behave.  
He did return but didn"t eat or drink.  Bobba thought this was the height 
of bad manners, an insult in fact, and it was. 
There were two other rabbis in town at the same time.  Zalman Alony 
was a quiet man, a lovely person, who held the title Dayan, a rabbinic 
judge who sits and adjudicates.  Quite what his function was in the 
community was a little beyond me.  Officially, his job was to assist the 
Chief Rabbi.  He also travelled once a year to Carlisle in the northwest 
England to supervise the baking of matzoth, unleavened bread, for 
Passover. I used to help Hilda in the shop before Passover and rumour 
had it that Rabbi Alony may have proclaimed the unleavened bread 
kosher for consumption by members of the community but that he 
himself had a different source for this sophisticated edible cardboard in 
the form of shemura matzah, i.e., matzah, the production of which has 
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been supervised carefully from field to mouth to ensure that there was 
not the slightest chance of it being tainted with any kind of leavening 
agent.  Being who I am, I raised the issue of supervision/non-
consumption several times in family circles but never received any reply, 
let alone a satisfactory one!    

And if I couldn"t quite figure out what Rabbi Alony"s specific duty was 
in the community I was even more at a loss to understand the function 
of his brother-in-law, Rabbi Herling who would come and visit Zayda 
Fine, drink a glassful of brandy and always throw a small portion on to 
the open flame of the fire, where the alcohol vapours would catch fire 
with a bang.   
Rabbi Alony had three daughters who all spoke in whispers (or perhaps 
it was only Doreen, the one closest in age to me).  He also had a son, 
Michael, (known as Mikhel), who was one class behind me in school.  
He was his father"s headache and I"m not sure that he brought kudos to 
the Alony family.  If I had known the word growing up, I might have 
referred to him as a con man.  He pops up these days on Google as a 
rabbi in Estonia and Finland, in Australia and on ships.  The novelist, 
Howard Jacobson, devoted five pages to Mikhel Alony in his memoir 
Roots, Schmoots: Journeys Among Jews, where you can judge for yourselves. 

Rabbi Jakobovits was followed in 1956 as Chief Rabbi by the Welsh-
born Isaac Cohen who had previously served as community rabbi in 
Edinburgh.  A wonderful orator, he was good for community PR.  He 
retired in 1979 to Jerusalem, long after I had left after which my interest 
in Dublin rabbis waned.  The last time I met the late Rabbi Cohen was 
at a wedding reception in Jerusalem when he spouted some right-wing 
messianic stuff about the State of Israel and I felt that as I was in my 50s 
and what"s more, a university professor, I no longer needed to maintain 
a deferential silence and told him rather frankly that I thought he was 
talking rubbish. 

Michael Alony 
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But back to Bloomfield Avenue and Zion School.  The caretaker was 
Mrs. Collins, ably abetted by her overgrown-up daughter, Moira and 
less ably by her equally overgrown-up son, Christy.  She governed the 
large !kitchen” in which some of us ate our lunches and she was our 
address when personal problems arose. Mrs. Collins was a widow whose 
husband had drowned while on duty with Irish Lifeboats and she was 
quite fastidious that on National Lifeboat Day, we would both collect 
and contribute. 
As for the secular teachers, there were four: the woman who taught 1st 
class and whose name escapes me, Joe Barron the Headmaster who 
taught us in 4th and 5th classes, Frank Edwards, who taught 2nd and 3rd, 
and Peter Cassidy who had the last word in 6th class and saw us out the 
door, en route to secondary education.  

I remember nothing about Mr. Barron"s classes but I do retain a strong 
mental image of his face.  He was one of those people who list their 
occupation as !teacher” and I suppose he was but he was also a 
politician, active in Clann na Poblachta, an Irish republican party founded 
in 1946 by Seán MacBride, a former IRA chief of staff and perhaps 
more famously, the son of Maud Gonne, the muse of the poet, W.B. 
Yeats.  Joe was an unsuccessful candidate at four Dáil elections, finally 
making it in the 1961 general election when he was the only member of 
his party to be elected, becoming de facto leader of the parliamentary 
party but losing his seat at the next election.   
Frank Edwards was a different kettle of fish. A gentle person, a veteran 
of the International Brigade in the Spanish Civil War, he was a member 
of the Irish Communist Party. Schools in Ireland being denominational, 
he taught at Ireland"s only Jewish school because he had been 
blacklisted by the Catholic church, a ban confirmed in writing by the 
then Archbishop of Dublin.  After working for half a year at various jobs 
but teaching being his vocation, he became a teacher when offered work 
at Zion School. Frank was active for many years in promoting good 
relations between Ireland and the Soviet Union and was awarded the 
Order of Lenin for his efforts.  Needless to say, we knew absolutely 
nothing of this then. 
Mr. Edwards also taught choir.  That was one of my downfalls because 
although I love music, whose wife was a music therapist and have three 
children who are professional musicians, I cannot hold a note.  Mr. 
Edwards was aware of this because when one sings one"s voice is heard 
and apparently my tunelessness was disconcerting the other children.  
However, he would not excuse me from the choir but ordered me to 
stand there with the other kids and mouth the words of the songs 
silently. Had I continued, I could have been a professional lip-
syncher.     
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Frank Edwards also taught Latin, an extracurricular activity.  Ma paid 
one shilling and threepence a week for this privilege, convinced that I 
should know Latin because I might become a doctor or a pharmacist, 
in which case I would need to know, respectively, how to write or read 
prescriptions (she held that it was common knowledge that prescriptions 
are written in Latin).  Years later, she would learn that I wanted to be 
neither a doctor nor a pharmacist but that"s another story. 

There"s another thing that I am reminded of when I think of Frank 
Edwards$"class although it may have happened elsewhere, too.  Bertha 
Weingreen, a large South African lady, taught !elocution” as an extra-
curricular activity at Zion School and would occasionally enter the 
classroom in order to drum up clients.  Mr. Edwards was always very 
understanding of her needs and let her present her pitch whenever she 
turned up though always with a smile on his face.   
Bertha may have taught elocution (I was never one of her pupil-clients) 
but words at the end of her sentences were always inaudible, swallowed 
up by deep inhalation.  Bertha was married to Jacob (Jack), originally 
from Belfast and who had lodged with my grandparents when he came 
to study in Dublin.  Jack was the author of A Practical Grammar for Classical 
Hebrew, the standard textbook on the subject, originally published in 
1939 and still in print.  He was Professor of Hebrew at TCD, becoming 
a professor in his late-20s or early-30s when his predecessor, realizing 
that his protegé knew a lot more than he did, graciously forfeited the 
title !Professor” in Jack"s favour—but not the salary that went with it,  
Jack having to wait several years for that.  Jack and Bertha both served 
as officers in the British Army in World War II and were present at the 
liberation of Bergen-Belsen in 1945. 
Sixth class in Zion School was taught by Peter Cassidy, another gung-
ho Irish nationalist.  What stands out in my memory is geometry (Mr. 
Cassidy was quite happy to spend time after school ended explaining 
the intricacies of Euclid) and Irish folklore, lots of mythical Fionn 
MacCumhail and his equally legendary son, Oisín, who lived in Tír na nÓg, 
the Land of Youth, and of the mythological warrior, Cú Chullain.  
Moreover, he was also a true believer in the efficacy of corporal 
punishment and was in a league to which his co-tyrant Mr. Lev couldn"t 
even aspire in his wildest dreams.  !I"ll cut the hands off you!” is what 
he might shout on a bad day; on other days, it might be !I"ll make ye 
hop!”. These were his curtain-raising phrases for the acts of cruelty that 
were to follow and we usually had a good idea who the day"s victim(s) 
would be.   
In one instance, the intended prey was Tommy Boyle, one of the two 
non-Jewish kids in Zion School and who lived directly opposite the 
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school building on Bloomfield Avenue.  We used to think that Tommy 
was a bit slow but he was just hard of hearing, almost deaf.  When he 
failed to answer a question that Mr. Cassidy had put to him, he (Cassidy) 
tore down upon him, strap in hand, whereupon Tommy only did what 
he thought needed to be done to protect himself from such brutality and 
landed a left-hand punch straight into Mr. Cassidy"s solar plexus, which 
stopped him in his tracks after which he never accosted Tommy again.  
(The other non-Jewish kid in the school was Seán Edwards, Frank 
Edwards$"son.  I presume that the reason he was there was that just as 
Frank couldn"t get a job in a Catholic school, his son couldn"t study in 
one, punished for his father"s sins.) 
Mr. Cassidy is possibly the person who kindled my interest in geography 
in the sense that at the back of the classroom there were two wall 
maps—of the world and of Europe— and I was often given the job of 
explaining to the rest of the class what I could see on the maps.  Beyond 
that, I liked maps.  I traced maps from wherever I could find them, using 
up much of Ma"s greaseproof paper which she needed for cooking.  It 
wasn"t an obsession like cousin Harold"s fixation on family trees but I 
liked doing it all the same. I even divided the moon into political areas—
just in case men ever reached it and they wanted to divide it up as they 
had done on Earth.  Shades of things to come, perhaps. 
Although I began in Zion School as an outsider, any differences 
between me and the others soon vanished.  A little while after I arrived, 
a small blond boy with an English accent joined us and we became 
inseparable friends.  Gerry Cohen was from Bishop Auckland with 
family in Leeds and he stayed for about six years.  Then, one day, he 
vanished without as much as a goodbye.  It turned out that his father 
had had a !difference of opinion” with the Irish tax authorities and 
returned to the UK in a hurry.  Gerry turned up in Dublin again just 
before my wedding and then in 1967, we crossed paths in the Old City 
of Jerusalem.  We met for a third time a couple of years later on board 
the QE2 when I was en route to Canada for a post-doc and Gerry was off 
for a Ph.D in Pharmacology at the University of Minnesota with his wife 
Judy, a metallurgist.  We decided to stay in touch and have done till 
today.  Gerry became the Head of the Toxicology Unit at the UK"s 
Medical Research Council and is a world authority on cell death.   
The other person with whom I was friendly at Zion School was a year 
behind me in secular subjects but in the same cheder class.  Norman Glass 
was from a Russian Jewish family that had lost all its wealth in 1917 by 
investing in Kerensky bonds and then, when the Bolsheviks staged the 
October Revolution a few months later, lost it all.  He was the brightest 
of all my contemporaries by far.  At the time, what impressed me most 
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was that he could rattle off verbatim the whole of that week"s Goon Show 
from BBC Radio whereas I could never make any sense of it.  It took 
me 40 years to realize that there was never anything to make much 
sense of in the Goon Show.  Norman seemed to know everything and 
read everything (and we were very young). 
Norman studied Economics at TCD, became a health economist at the 
University of Newcastle-upon-Tyne, followed by a stellar career in the 
British civil service.  As his obituary in The Guardian noted, ![his] career 
in the British civil service from 1975 was marked by his mastery of big 
systems - social security, housing and local government finance. Starting 
at the Department of Health and Social Security, he was soon involved 
in the Tories $"social security reforms. As chief economist at the 
Department of the Environment, he had to sweep up after the poll tax 
failed.” Disappointed not to have made it as Chief Economist at the 
Treasury— after all, he was Irish, Jewish, non-Oxbridge—he became 
Director of the National Centre for Social Research, where our paths 
crossed again 35 years later but that"s for a later chapter. 
Our move to Dublin also involved my introduction to Israel, at some 
time in my first or second year there.  As usual, it was Ma who decided 
and this time, the decision was that it was time for me to join a youth 
organization, a way of acculturating me into my Jewishness.  I was 
enrolled into Bnei Akiva, a religious Zionist youth group.  There was 
another Zionist youth group in Dublin, Habonim, which was loosely 
associated with the Labour Zionist movement but although Ma had 
been a member of Habonim in her youth, I was informed by others that 
!they desecrate the Sabbath” so if there was an outfit that didn"t commit 
such a heinous sin, then all the better.  Ma had actually spent a fortnight 
on a farm somewhere near London in 1938 !in preparation” for her 
future emigration to Palestine and she might have done so had it not 
been for the outbreak of the war the following year. 

At any rate, Sunday mornings were spent in the girls$"play yard at Zion 
School going through the rituals of Bnei Akiva as a young child.  The 
group leaders—Tolly Woolfson, C.B. Kaye, Ellis Yodaiken—all 
emigrated to Israel in the 1950s and 1960s but those Sunday mornings 
seemed absolutely bizarre to me.  They sang songs I"d never heard 
before with great gusto, they talked a lot about !Eretz” and seemed to 
become ecstatic every time they uttered this strange word. (!Eretz”, I 
would eventually twig on, referred to !Eretz Yisrael”, the Land of Israel, 
a major turn on for them.) There was also some business with a map 
that showed three light blue areas on the right-hand side, which I was 
to learn, was a map of Eretz, with Lakes Hula (since drained), the 
Kinneret (Sea of Galilee) and the Dead Sea.  As a six- or seven-year old, 
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I couldn"t understand what they all got so excited about and they didn"t 
have the skills to explain to a very young skeptic what it was all about.  
Apparently, I was supposed to know beforehand or accept it all as given 
and join in the fun, something that doesn"t come naturally to me if not 
explained.   
I must have remained in Bnei Akiva until I was about 12 because I 
participated in their summer schools in 1954 (at Drogheda Grammar 
School, north of Dublin, a miserable and scary place with creaking 
floorboards) and then in 1955 and 1956 at Mourne Grange School, 
near Kilkeel in County Down.  I can"t say that I really enjoyed these 
enforced absences from home, the first of which was accomplished by 
my receiving a reprimand and a lecture from Ucky, Ma"s brother, 
telling me that my parents had already paid their hard-earned money 
to send me there and that if I didn"t go, it would be my fault that the 
money had been wasted.  Ucky was a big man with a deep voice so I 
went—reluctantly.   
Ucky also used to tell me that he taught Israel’s sixth President, Chaim 
Herzog, to box.  I was never sure about whether or not he was making 
this up until one day in January 1988, the President was a guest at the 
University of Haifa.  At a reception in his honour, I edged over and 
introduced myself, telling him that I was from Dublin.  He asked the 
family name and realizing that he might recognize my mother"s maiden 
name, I said !Fine”.  !Ucky Fine?”, he asked.  !He taught me to box!” 
and once more, I realized that distrust had got the better of me. 
The reason for my not taking to these summer schools is that they were 
full of more people (many of them English) who, like the group leaders 
in Dublin, seemed to get overly animated on hearing !Eretz”.  There 
was another thing that didn"t seem to make much sense to me; the 
dormitories in these places had all been assigned names of Israeli 
kibbutzim associated with the Bnei Akiva movement.  We"re in Ireland, I 
reasoned, not Israel, so what on earth were they thinking?  It must have 
been after the second summer school in Kilkeel that I abandoned Bnei 
Akiva because by that time, I had begun to understand that it was really 
just a front for promoting religious Zionist thinking, an idea that didn"t 
exactly charm me. 
Somewhere along the way, I tried out a different youth organization—
cubs (cub scouts) but I found the dyb-dyb-dyb-dybs and the dob-dob-
dob-dobs (Do Your Best and Do Our Best, the first part of the Cub 
Promise and original Wolf Cub motto), the jungle stories, Baden-Powell 
and Kipling completely inane if not insane and even less to my liking 
than Bnei Akiva and Eretz so that went by the board as well. 
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Looking back to those days from 1950 through 1957, the one thing that 
never seemed to be mentioned is what is today called !the Holocaust”.  
The term itself entered common usage later than that but the 
experience itself was never openly spoken about.  Perhaps it was because 
Irish Jews, with one or two exceptions, did not have family and friends 
who perished, or at least family that they knew directly. The only 
occasion on which I can recall it being mentioned was when I insisted 
on dressing up for a Purim party at school as Hitler. I was, to use my 
mother"s word when I frustrated her: !Verkehrt”—literally !contrary” or 
!upside-down”.  In retrospect, it was in awful taste. Seems like I was a 
really awkward child.  

Whereas Doris was at ease in Dublin, Izzy wasn"t.  In Downpatrick he 
had been a skilled artisan, respected for his professional skills and liked 
for his easy-going ways.  He played golf off a low handicap and was a 
good snooker player. He maintained a subscription to the weekly Down 
Recorder for years after he had left Downpatrick and it must have been 
just before I married and left home that it stopped coming in the 
Monday morning post.  When I asked him why, he said simply that he 
no longer recognized most of the names that appeared in the death 
notices and there was no longer any point.   
At the same time, the daily newspaper that came into the house was the 
tabloid Daily Express and occasionally the Dublin Evening Herald.  The 
reason was that the Express was easy to read and Ma could do the 
crossword.  Occasionally, and usually before a major sports event like 
the Grand National, the Derby or the F.A.Cup Final, the Irish Times or 
even The Daily Telegraph would make an appearance but it wasn"t till I 
went to University that I discovered the journalistic cornucopia that was 
out there and it wasn"t until Jerusalem, just before the Six-Day War that 
my eye landed on a cover of The Economist just after the President of 
Egypt, Gamal Abdul Nasser, had closed the Suez Canal and I read the 
caption !He"s at it again!” that I got hooked on that newspaper, which, 
even when it gets things wrong as it does occasionally, has been a 
constant companion that has kept me more or less sane for half a 
century. 
I think that Doris originally dreamt that Izzy would open a high-class 
shoe shop in Dublin but that was never really on the cards because his 
skills were in his hands rather than in his head—he wasn"t a 
businessman.  So it was that in Dublin he became what was 
euphemistically called a !credit draper”.  At that time, such petty 
trading or peddling had not yet died out, to be superseded by modern 
forms of commerce which offered greater choice and probably even 
better credit terms.  My grandfather, in addition to owning a grocery 
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store had been such a peddler, riding around South County Dublin on 
a bike with wares that he had bought wholesale and sold to women in 
small towns, villages and farms who repaid him weekly (the other term 
used to describe these peddlers was !weekly-man”).   
Da joined this business initially, using a newly purchased Ford Prefect 
(ZL 1649) and, I suppose, expanded it, commercially and 
geographically.  It might be going a bit far to say that he hated the work 
but he certainly never enjoyed it, except towards the end when I think 
it gave him the opportunity to be out of the house two or three half-days 
a week and he did it more for the chat with the clients than for any profit 
that might be forthcoming. 
Moving to Dublin also meant that he stopped playing golf.  He never 
talked about why this happened but I gathered from Ma that Ucky had 
taken him to Edmondstown, Dublin"s Jewish golf club, where the 
members were more concerned with laughing at his small town ways 
and his Northern Irish accent than in attempting to gauge his golfing 
prowess, a story I always find saddening and one which angered me too.  
His golf clubs remained in the back garden shed as did all the 
implements he had used for making shoes—the lasts, the hammers, the 
sewing machine, the threads, never—as far as I can recollect—taken 
out or used again during his 45 years in Dublin.  When he died in 1995, 
Ma got rid of the lot. 
However, he kept up snooker.  He and three friends would rise from 
their synagogue seats on Shabbat at 12, no matter the stage of the 
service and make their way to a billiard hall in town for an hour or so 
of snooker. He was still playing snooker when I last saw him in Dublin 
a couple of weeks before he died and he said that it was harder to play 
strokes along the side of the table as it was more difficult than it once 
had been get his leg up on the side of the table.$  
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3. YOUTH AND EDUCATION 
Education is that which remains, of one who has forgotten 
everything he learnt at school.   

Albert Einstein 

By 1957 Zion School has passed into history.  I didn"t miss the school 
itself so much as not being able to walk the few hundred metres for lunch 
in the kitchen behind Hilda"s grocery shop.  Zayda might have passed 
away and Bobba might have been living with us in Shelton Drive but 
Hilda had the shop, which often meant peaches and fresh cream as a 
dessert and occasionally, fruit pastilles or wine gums, not that these 
tooth-decaying morsels ever lasted very long for I"d return to school and 
usually be greeted by Stanley Robinson, a.k.a. !Fat Stanley”, who 
would place my head and neck in an armlock until I surrendered at least 
half of what remained.   
Fat Stanley was also responsible for turning me into a lifelong anti-
smoker by convincing me to try a cigarette—in the sukkah of the 
Greenville Synagogue—an experience that for an 11-year old seemed 
like early death by being burnt at the stake from the inside out, a single 
puff provided lifelong immunity. Da never smoked but Ma was a 20-a 
day smoker (except on the sabbath when not having a drag on a fag 
didn"t seem to bother her in the least). Then, in her 70s, her doctor told 
her that smoking was aggravating a stomach ulcer whereupon she 
literally gave them up overnight. (Or so we thought till the shiva, the 
seven-day mourning period after she had died and tucked away behind 
the saucers in a kitchen cupboard, we found an opened packet of 10 
cigarettes, but with only seven cigarettes in it!) 
Barmitzvah was approaching and I had already succeeded in relieving 
myself of Cissie Garber"s piano lessons. However, my immediate 
concern was not the barmitzvah, which seemed to be taking care of itself; 
I had decided that I was going to read the whole weekly portion of the 
Torah in the synagogue on February 8 1958 rather than just the end 
bits, maftir and haftara, as was customary.  I was the first barmitzvah in 
Terenure Synagogue to do this and it must have been a desire to show 
off on my part although I"m not normally given to such matters.  I took 
lessons with the Reverend Solly Bernstein, whose voice was almost as 
tuneless as my own and whose Hebrew was heavily Dublin-accented, 
but we got along fine and somehow, on the day itself, I found a voice—
or at least, I think I had for nobody said otherwise! 
The only downside of that weekend was that two days before my 
performance, BEA Flight 609 crashed at Munich Airport and on the 
plane, the Manchester United football team was returning from a match 
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in Belgrade.  As a result of that crash, which has passed into footballing 
legend, there were 23 fatalities and 21 survivors and as a consequence, 
my barmitzvah performance went ahead but it wasn"t exactly the talking 
point that morning.  
However, before the barmitzvah, there was an issue between my parents 
and me that needed resolution and had been settled by the time the 
barmitzvah came around.  This concerned which secondary school I 
should attend and my parents were in something of a quandary.  They 
had both finished school at 14 so neither had post-elementary 
education.  There were several good secondary schools in Dublin, each 
affiliated to a specific religious denomination.  A Catholic school was 
not on the cards so the choice was Wesley (Methodist), The High School 
(Church of Ireland), St. Andrews (Presbyterian) and Sandford Park 
(non-denominational but out of the question because of the fees).  And 
there was Stratford College, a very small Jewish school established a few 
years earlier. 
Izzy and Doris were very keen on Wesley College where my cousin 
Myer, 10 years older than me, had gone, becoming Head Prefect. Myer 
then graduated with a degree in Civil Engineering at TCD and by then 
was well into his Ph.D.  I was not so sure that I wanted to go there, 
preferring Stratford College. I can only presume that it had something 
to do with putting off mixing with non-Jews for another few years.  So 
we made a deal.  I would sit the scholarship exam for Stratford College 
and if I won a scholarship, thereby saving them money, which was 
scarce, that"s where I"d go; if not, then it would be Wesley. I won a full 
scholarship and got my way. 
By the time I started at Stratford on September 1 1957, it had moved 
from its former location, the site of Mr. Lev"s Mishnah thump some years 
earlier to the coincidentally named Zion Road in Rathgar. Looking 
back, I can only describe Stratford College as a caricature of a school 
and I"m pretty sure that if I had gone to Wesley, I wouldn"t be writing 
this as a retired academic, or at least as a Professor Emeritus of 
Geography.  Having said that, some of my contemporaries in Stratford 
did very well, in business and the free professions but that"s probably 
because they were bright and would have done well anywhere.  
The first headmaster during my five years in the institution, David 
Greene, was as mad as the proverbial hatter. My most vivid memory of 
him was one day, while waiting for the him to enter the classroom, the 
door had been left ajar and some of my fellow pupils had balanced a 
container of water on the partially opened door.  As Greene entered the 
room, the container deposited its contents on the intended victim, 
drenching him but without causing further injury—and this was in 
Form 1!  Mr. Greene taught the class, dripping, as if nothing had 
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happened. Years later, while at a friend"s house in Dun Laoghaire, 
Arnold’s father, who had been a school principal, asked me how the 
governors of Stratford College had ever conceived of the idea of 
employing someone !as deranged as” Greene.  As I hadn"t a clue what 
went through the minds of the governors, the only answer I could think 
of was that as a new school without any reputation, they must have been 
desperate to staff it with whomsoever they could find. 
By 1958, Mr. Greene had exited the scene and a new principal arrived.  
However, more important than the arrival of Thomas Kilroy was that 
on September 1 of that year, a new girl—Vivien Lee—arrived to join 
the class. I"d met her once or twice at parties and heard a lot about her 
tennis prowess.  Lights flashed, bells rang (metaphorically, of course)—
and we were together now, through thick and thin, for over 60 years, 
54 of them as husband and wife. 
Tom Kilroy was highly knowledgeable and a good teacher and was just 
24 (not much older than the senior pupils) when he was given the job, 
which probably reinforces the explanation I gave to Mr. Horner in Dun 
Laoghaire.  In his own memoir, Over the Backyard Wall, Kilroy mentions 
that while living with his family in Dublin, his elder sister had suggested 
that he should really try to get a job and contribute to household 
expenses.  After a few months as a private tutor to a wealthy family, he 
applied for three positions—as a deer-beater in Scotland (to which he 
received no response), as a salesman for Yardley"s cosmetics (who told 
him that he was unsuited) and for the post of headmaster of Stratford 
College.  

However, teaching was not his vocation and I really don"t understand 
how he persevered so long in that madhouse. At University College 
Dublin, he had been auditor of the English Literature Society and had 
travelled abroad. In one history lesson in Form 3, he asked the class if 
any of us had ever been to Istanbul but he might as well have asked if 
anyone had visited the moon and  returned.  After a few years at 
Stratford College, Kilroy left for the USA, taught at Notre Dame and 
Vanderbilt Universities and returned to Ireland to an academic post at 
University College Dublin, over the years, becoming one of Ireland"s 
most distinguished playwrights.   

Years later, in !Keeping a distance—Israel at 50”, an article I published 
in Political Geography, I quoted some of Kilroy"s work from his play Double-
Cross, which had been broadcast in two parts by the BBC. I heard the 
second part on the World Service driving from Haifa to Tel Aviv and 
was so fascinated that I wrote to the BBC asking them if there was any 
way I might hear the first part (this was long before podcasts or BBC 
Sound). To my surprise and delight, a cassette of the whole play arrived 
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in the mail about a month later.  I listened to it a couple of times but 
when I wanted to hear it again a few months later, I discovered that one 
of my musical daughters had used the tape to record herself practising 
scales—so I bought the script. 

In the preface to Double-Cross, Kilroy wrote that !to base one"s identity, 
exclusively, upon a mystical sense of place, upon the accident of one"s 
birth, seems ... a dangerous absurdity. To dedicate one"s life to the 
systematic betrayal of the same notion seems ... just as absurd”.  It"s a 
play about nationalism and national identity and what interested Kilroy 
in nationalism was not its enlightening and uplifting facet but 
nationalism as a burden, as a debilitation. It concerned two very 
displaced people—Brendan Bracken, Minister of Information in 
Churchill"s war government, and William Joyce (Lord Haw-Haw), the 
Nazi propagandist, both Irish Catholics who spectacularly denied and 
concealed their native origins, dramatizing the disfiguring nature of 
nationalism more effectively than any two patriots could have.  
The question Kilroy asked was whether Joyce was a traitor, and if so, 
whether his treason was directed only towards Britain as he had earlier 
betrayed Irish nationalism by informing on Sinn Féin in the early 20th 
century; all in all he had spent less than 20 years in Britain. Bracken, 
too, had indisputably betrayed Ireland in his rapid adoption of 
Englishness through falsehoods and deceptions.  
However, the play can also be read—perhaps should be read—as a 
statement that nationalism is complicated! Although some individuals or 
groups may feel that they have a monopoly over group and national 
identities, these are constantly contested and negotiated by others.  
Often, they are sustained by the #defenders of the faith $"until such 
change as inevitably must occur actually does. Adopting a new identity 
is often regarded as perfidy; changing identity in situ is often regarded 
similarly, though it happens ad infinitum, everywhere, in response to 
changing circumstances. There"s nothing heretical in redefining an 
identity. All this was rather heady stuff and had to be far more 
interesting and challenging for Tom Kilroy than trying to teach history 
to a group of [mostly] disinterested Jewish teenagers! 
There were other teachers at Stratford College significantly less erudite 
than Tom Kilroy. Science included chemistry, physics and biology with 
one teacher responsible for all, so there was hardly specialist instruction. 
It was explained to us that the individual charged with teaching us 
science and initially some mathematics, William Carlos, had been a 
medical student who had caught malaria somewhere in West Africa. 
Mr. Carlos had more than a slight tremor in his hands, possibly related 
to the effects of malaria though it may well have had other causes such 
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as early onset Parkinson"s or even delirium tremens.  He appears to have 
attempted to alleviate whatever malady he had by retiring at midday to 
a nearby tavern, usually returning somewhat intoxicated, with the 
shivering remaining and perhaps even more marked than before his 
self-treatment.  The solution to his bemusement was often to call me to 
approach the blackboard and explain to the rest of class whatever the 
subject at hand was—which often meant more than a little guesswork 
on my part. 
Mrs. Ryan taught us French and Irish.  She was more at home with 
Irish than with French, so much so that as the two languages emerged, 
they sounded almost identical.  Protocol with Mrs. Ryan in French 
mode differed from that of the other teachers.  On entering the 
classroom, we would all stand and she would pronounce !Bonjour, mes 
enfants”, to which we would respond in unison !Bonjour, Madame” and 
then the command: !Asseyez-vous”, after which we sat. 
That, unfortunately, and with regret, was the extent of French 
conversation for the five years spent under Mrs. Ryan’s tutelage.  There 
was much emphasis on grammar rules and on reciting French poetry 
by heart, something that I wasn"t very good at then or now (not the 
French poetry but learning things by heart or remembering things that 
must be done in a specific sequence).  Here was a French teacher who 
never uttered a word of conversational French in five years and had 
never been, as related to me years later, to a Francophone 
country.  How I held a 10-minute conversation in French when I sat my 
Matriculation exam at TCD in 1962 is beyond my comprehension. 
The last time I met Mrs. Ryan was at the Olympia Theatre in Dublin 
at a performance of Tom Kilroy"s play The Death and Resurrection of Mr 
Roche, about a middle-aged gay man and a young student in which Mr. 
Roche, terror-stricken of being enclosed is goaded by drunken men and 
entombed in a small cellar.  I had spotted Mrs. Ryan in the audience 
and during the interval, not having seen her for six years, I went over to 
her.  She smiled and then said: !Isn"t the language absolutely shocking?  
But my husband tells me that that"s the way people speak in the pub!”  
I smiled back and agreed, though with what, I"m not entirely sure. 
We had compulsory Irish lessons for four hours a week and although I 
understood why, it seemed to me then—and now—to have been 
something of a waste of time.  On leaving Ireland in 1969, the next time 
I heard Irish spoken was in 2017 at a performance of Brian Friel"s 
Translations at the National Theatre in London when the four young 
people in the row in front of me were chatting away in Irish and I was 
astonished that I understood so much of what they were saying. 
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Mrs. Ryan"s role as teacher of Irish lasted a couple of years when she 
was replaced by Miss Collette Healy, who came to Stratford straight 
from university where she had gone immediately on completing her 
secondary education at a convent school.  Given that it was common in 
those days to encourage brighter students to skip a class, I reckon that 
Miss Healy must have been about 20 when she came to work in the 
bedlam that was Stratford College.  
Miss Healy was very attractive, so that the last thing teenage boys had 
on their minds in her classes was Irish language. A year or so into her 
sojourn at Stratford (which lasted four decades, the last two of which 
she was Principal), she took herself off to Rome and returned as Mrs. 
Ó’Broin.  Given that the boys in the class knew that she had vanished 
in order to undergo a conjugal conversion, we practised uttering in an 
audible whisper the Irish words !Arís agus arís” (Again and again) so that 
she should know that we all knew what she"d been up to while Roman in 
the gloamin! 
There were also replacement teachers who came and went.  Daniel 
Moy taught history and played soccer for Bohemians, an amateur team 
that played in the League of Ireland; I always thought he sidled up a 
little too close to the girls for comfort.  There was a Mr. Peters, who 
stayed a very short while, spent most of his time sitting in a chair with 
his head bent and who, after just a few weeks, vanished because, as it 
was explained to us, he had broken a thermometer and swallowed the 
mercury and was thus ill. Some weeks later, the newspapers reported 
that he was a convicted bigamist and had felt the need to leave Ireland 
in a hurry.  
For the last couple of years, the school employed a math teacher, Mr. 
Hannan, who could have been a stand-up comic—in a lunatic asylum.  
He revelled in mathematics (he had a 3rd class degree from TCD) and 
his elucidation of a theorem was concluded every time with QED—
“Quite Easily Done”. He could draw perfect circles with either hand, 
and what"s more, he had an appetite for tasting the sweets and candies 
that we, the pupils, had wasted our money on in the school tuck-shop.   
In one instance, when our class was housed in what was referred to as 
!the Board Room” overlooking the front of the school, Mr. Hannan 
fancied a sweetmeat that one of us had bought.  This was a whipped 
cream walnut, a conical confection with a hard chocolate coating and 
some sticky white sickly sweet gunk inside.  The Board Room could be 
accessed from the main hallway of the school or via stairs on the 
opposite side of the room and while Hannan was discussing some 
geometry theorem with the chalk in his right hand and the whipped 
cream walnut in his left, Tom Kilroy appeared, having entered via the 
back stairs.  We saw him as he stood there grinning from ear to ear for 
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a good 60 seconds; it was impossible to keep a straight face.  It took 
Hannan a while to sense that something was up and when he realized 
what that something was, the half-consumed sticky oozy gunge vanished 
into his left trouser pocket whereupon bedlam behaved as only bedlam 
can. 
Amongst this anarchic mayhem, George Piper taught us English and 
geography. He was different from the other teachers.  For a start, he 
was English, had a Higher Diploma in Education, and given that I can 
remember a lot of what he taught us, he must have been a wonderful 
teacher. In geography, he had the ability to conjure up visions of places 
and people, to explain physical processes, to draw maps on the 
blackboard with considerable accuracy. He didn"t use slides and though 
it’s hard to believe, we were never taken on a single field trip.  I finished 
school thinking that geography was really interesting but had no idea 
that it could be pursued beyond school and never gave it another 
thought until providence intervened years later. 
About halfway through my time at Stratford College, our class received 
a new pupil.  Half a century on, Helen Aufochs is a Dublin solicitor.  
She was the daughter of German-speaking South Africans from Cape 
Town and although she was our age, she seemed so much more mature 
and sophisticated, which might somehow have been related to her 
accent, with which we Dubliners were unfamiliar. But different as she 
seemed to us, we must have seemed frighteningly odd to her, 
sophistication notwithstanding.   

Mrs. Ó’Broin, Mrs.Ryan, Mr. Carlos, Mr. Kilroy, c.1960 
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At the time, we were about a year off taking our examination for the 
Intermediate Certificate, a state examination taken at the end of the 
fourth year of secondary education and colloquially referred to as !the 
Intermediate” or !the Inter” for short.  So when Helen, on one of her 
first days in school and trying desperately to break the ice, asked what 
we were studying, the almost immediate response (from the boys) was 
!We"re studying the inter course”, which was not a complete untruth 
but one which I think terrified her until one of the girls in the class put 
her right. 
Sport was not a big thing in school and I honestly cannot remember 
whether or not we had a rugby or soccer team although I played both 
games badly.  The one sport I enjoyed was cricket, but I played it at 
Carlisle, the Dublin Maccabi sports club. I was a fast bowler of sorts but 
really would love to have been a leg spin bowler but that required a 
manual dexterity and skills that I didn"t possess.  Richie Benaud was the 
hero of the times, the leg-spin bowler par excellence in the pre-Shane 
Warne days, and while looking through CDs at the HMV store on 
Oxford Street many years later, I espied someone who looked uncannily 
like him next to me so I asked him if he was who I thought he might 
be—a smile and a just a couple of words from that unmistakable voice 
were enough to confirm my suspicions immediately. 

During these five years of secondary !education”, I encountered Israel 
again.  The school was a landing place of two emissaries (shlikhim), 
kindly provided by the Jewish Agency for Israel. Their job, as far as I 
could understand was to contribute to our Jewish education and, 
perhaps even more importantly, encourage our affiliation with Israel.  
These two individuals, Chaim Wertheimer who was followed by 
Shmuel Baniel each lived in Dublin with their families for three or four 
years.  Both were religious Zionists, a group about which I"m not 
particularly enthusiastic these days.  From the little I knew of Israel then, 
I was pretty sure that most of the population was secular (an error on 
my part); in fact, I thought naïvely that the establishment of a secular 
Jewish state was what Zionism was about.   
I could never quite understand how there was never a secular emissary 
until I understood later how Israeli politics worked.  Wertheimer had 
been a teacher in Jerusalem before setting up camp in Dublin.  One of 
his problems was that he spoke only a little English and badly at that.  
He brooked no deviant views on religion, Israel, Zionism; attempts to 
question the !party line” to which he adhered rigidly was met with 
variants of !My view is the only correct one; there"s no way that both of 
us could possibly be right.”.  End of story. 
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Wertheimer"s successor Baniel was a different sort of individual entirely.  
A family lawyer from Tel Aviv with little or no teaching experience, he 
was well-connected to senior members of the National Religious party, 
which was evidently how he got appointed.  He regarded his years in 
Dublin as an opportunity to pursue his studies towards a doctorate in 
Family Law, a task duly completed at University College Dublin.  His 
English was little better than Wertheimer"s and any attempts on our 
part to correct his mistakes were met with a variant of !I am here to 
teach you #Eebrew $"not for you to teach me #Eenglish".”.  
Notwithstanding, we managed to teach him some juicy words and 
phrases that he could use on the wrong occasions.  Baniel"s attitude was 
an example of Israeli arrogance, especially towards Diaspora Jews, that 
I loathe to this day.   

Ironic as it may seem, I"m not convinced that the Israeli attempts to 
bring us (Diaspora Jews) closer to Israel were all that successful, at least 
as far as most of my contemporaries were concerned.  In fact, the 
opposite would seem to have been the case! 
It was in my final year of secondary school that I acquired a driving 
licence. In Ireland of 1962, there was no such thing as a theory test 
followed by a practical test.  I didn"t even have to prove that I had taken 
lessons.  When I turned 17, I went to a Post Office, presented my Birth 
Certificate, paid the fee and was permitted to drive a car.   
I received some lessons from Da.  At 7 a.m. one Sunday morning on 
the long straight Chesterfield Avenue in Phoenix Park in an Austin 
Cambridge (we had moved on from Ford Prefects) TRI 359.  I was 
instructed to release the handbrake, put the car in first gear by 
depressing the clutch, then release it slowly and press the accelerator 
pedal lightly and the car should start to move.  I tried; I really did.  I 
revved up the car a little too much, released the clutch rather more 
abruptly than I should have; the car lurched forward and came to a 
standstill.  Da was shaking.  I thought it was great fun and felt I would 
soon get the hang of it.  By the third lesson, he let me drive home 
whereupon I managed to hit the gate while attempting to drive into the 
narrow driveway.  I swore that that was the end of my driving, but I 
persevered, and I felt that life was just beginning. 
There are two other memories connected with Da, the car and Phoenix 
Park.  The first occurred when I was 8 in May 1953.  We were !out for 
a spin” and the radio was on, with a broadcast of the F.A. Cup Final 
from Wembley.  Blackpool .v. Bolton Wanderers, the !Matthews Cup 
Final”.   With half an hour left, Bolton led 3:2 and then Blackpool scored 
an equalizer two minutes from the final whistle.  Extra time.  Da stopped 
the car; he could no longer concentrate on driving and then, with just a 
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short time remaining, Stanley Matthews crossed from the right wing 
and the following shot made the score 4:3 and won the match for 
Blackpool.  It took Da quite a while to get over the excitement before 
we were could travel home.  Eight-year old me, of course, had no idea 
what was going on but it later transpired that Da was one of 85,000 
jammed into the old Maine Road stadium in Manchester in 1934 to 
watch Manchester City play Stoke City in an FA Cup quarter-final; the 
Stoke side included a young teenage Stanley Matthews and Da had 
been mesmerised by what he had seen 19 years earlier. 
The second Phoenix Park episode occurred on August 13 1961 in 
almost the same place.  This time, excitement was replaced by a 
sombreness as the BBC newsreader announced the construction a wall 
bisecting Berlin into East and West. We weren"t aware of all the 
implications of this on that particular Sunday afternoon, but we 
understood that it wasn"t good news. 
In 1960, when I was 15, I first visited London in the company of David 
Daniels, a cousin roughly my age.  We travelled with Myer, David"s 
elder brother and Mavis, Myer"s wife, in their Morris Minor from Dun 
Laoighaire to Holyhead in North Wales, and thence to London, passing 
through the village with the unpronounceable name of 
Llanfairpwllgwyngyllgogerychwyrndrobwllllantysiliogogogoch on the way to an 
attic room in Kilburn in the house in which Myer and Mavis were living 
in a rented flat, a room which shook whenever a Bakerloo train passed 
by, every two minutes or so.  Arriving in London at nighttime, it was 
the first time I had ever seen people working at night (that didn"t happen 
in Dublin although in retrospect I guess that most of the labourers 
would have been Irish).  Myer also informed us 15-year olds that just 
because we might see lots of young women with eye make-up and 
lipstick, this did not mean that they were prostitutes. Accordingly, I 
made a mental note that when I was back in Dublin, that was another 
word I would have to consult in the dictionary.  
Eventually, my five years at Stratford College ended.  After the Inter, I 
was fast-tracked into a stream for Matriculation.  The Matric/Leaving 
Certificate preparation normally took two years but the general opinion 
seemed to be was that I could !manage” it in one.  Looking back, this 
was academic mismanagement at its worst as I should have been 
advised to spend the normal two years preparing for the exam and, 
having done that, to take a gap year.  However, there was no such thing 
as a gap year then and there was really no such thing as advisement.  
Accordingly, I was rushed through to my matriculation exam in one 
year and passed. Thus it was that at 17 years and a half, I was qualified 
to become a university student at TCD. 
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At this point, I encountered a major problem: simply put, I had no idea 
what I wanted to study.  That I would continue to a university education 
was not a matter for discussion.  However, rather than it being a means 
to an end, it became an end in itself.  At some stage, I needed to indicate 
to one of the academic units at the university that I wished to pursue a 
course of study with them. 
My parents were unable to help in this regard.  Ma, naturally, wanted 
me to be a doctor/dentist/lawyer/accountant.  I expressed no interest 
in any of these respectable pursuits and frankly, even had I chosen one, 
I don"t think I would have been able to develop the aptitude or skills for 
any.  Myer had studied Civil Engineering and gone on to do a doctorate 
and then postgraduate work in Zürich and by this stage had had some 
real jobs.  But whereas the Daniels household had always been full of 
Meccano sets, these things held no interest for me, so engineering was 
out.   

I could always be a !scientist” but that didn"t hold the same allure as the 
!free professions” but somehow Ma alighted on something called 
!Analytical Chemistry” as the thing to do (Myer informed me years later 
that this idea had come from Ucky).  I had no idea what she was talking 
about and neither had she but I think that she must have become 
desperate that her one and only might somehow surrender completely 
the opportunity to study at a university and !analytical chemistry” 
became the buzzword for quite some time. 
Given that after five years in Stratford College, and the state of Mr. 
Carlos$"shakes, my knowledge of chemistry was rudimentary at best and 
I began to fret.  I bought a Dublin University Calendar and discovered 
that if one wanted to study chemistry (and I didn"t) one had to register 
as a student in the Faculty of Natural Sciences.  As neither my physics 
nor my chemistry was about to let me do something serious, I had to 
choose from among topics that I had only heard about before.  Botany 
seemed to be fairly harmless; in my innocence, I thought zoology might 
be interesting. Bacteriology (or was it biochemistry?) didn"t start until 
the second term anyway so that would buy me some time.  First year 
science students had to take a supplementary subject in first year and I 
chose Russian, which seemed the most different from anything I"d ever 
done before. Geography was certainly not part of the original game plan 
and only came into the picture out of sheer desperation but that belongs 
to the next chapter. 
And so, I became a Junior Freshman in Natural Sciences at TCD.  Not 
yet 18 and looking back, I was both immature and a socially awkward 
(shy) youth who was coming into close contact for the first time with 
people who weren"t Jewish.  In addition to indigenous Protestants 
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(Catholics had to receive written dispensation from the then Archbishop 
of Dublin and Catholic Primate of Ireland, John Charles McQuaid if 
they wished to study at Trinity and there weren"t many of them who 
elected to pursue their studies at !the last bastion of British Imperialism 
in Ireland”) many of the students in those days were from Northern 
Ireland and about a quarter were Brits who either had some Irish 
connection and/or had failed to gain entry to Oxford or Cambridge, 
and were a couple of years older than me. 
Without exaggeration, I was unprepared for university, at least during 
my first two years. $  
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4. FISHING FOR GEOGRAPHY 
 

The art of Biography  
Is different from Geography 

Geography is about Maps 
But Biography is about Chaps 

Edmund Clerihew Bentley 
 

In October 1962, I began my studies at Trinity with Botany and 
Zoology in my first term, coupled with Supplementary Physics and 
Chemistry.  I knew nobody and to say the least, I felt uncomfortable.  
What I could say after my first week in college is that I belong to a very 
select group of people whose first lecture at university was given by a 
Nobel Prize laureate. Supplementary Physics was taught by E.T.S. 
(Ernest) Walton, who had been awarded the Nobel Prize in Physics, 
which he shared in 1951 with Sir John Cockcroft, for their !work on the 
transmutation of the atomic nuclei by artificially accelerated atomic 
particles” (otherwise known as splitting the atom).  To have written that 
Professor Walton was a stimulating lecturer would be to have told an 
untruth; he was profoundly mind-numbing, as was the man who 
followed him, A.H. Gregg, who field of expertise was optics and light.  
Gregg had also been assigned to me as !tutor”, the person supposed to 
advise me if and when I had problems.  I saw him just once in my four 
years in college, about a month after arriving, when I had a real 
problem, but he proved as ineffectual as could be possible. 
As to his being a Nobel Prize laureate, about 35 years after Professor 
Walton"s soporific sermons, I received some further information from 
an unexpected source on the distinguished professor"s understanding of 
physics.  Ma had been in hospital for about 2½ months, followed by a 
recuperation period of about the same duration in Dublin"s Jewish 
Home for the Aged.  My sisters and I took turns at being in Dublin over 
those five months, commuting for about a fortnight each from Israel 
and The Netherlands.  During one of my periods on duty, the hot water 
boiler, which was in the !dining room” ceased to work (i.e., packed in) 
and that involved finding a plumber and have it replaced and working 
as quickly as possible so that hot water would be available on Ma’s 
return home.   
Mr. Brennan was very loquacious. In the course of one of his  several 
monologues, after learning that I had been a student at Trinity, he 
inquired of me if I knew Professor Walton. I explained that although I 
didn"t exactly know him, he had lectured to me in my first term 
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whereupon he (the plumber) proceeded to tell me that he had done 
repair work for the distinguished professor at his home and !Do you 
know?”, he said,! $Professor Walton hadn"t the foggiest idea how the 
water in his house circulated!” He then communicated to me in all 
seriousness that he had lectured a Nobel laureate on the physics of 
domestic water circulation.  Sometimes, gaining a little perspective has 
significance. 
And while Ma was recuperating, Roz and Anita tasked me with 
broaching the delicate issue of whether she might consider remaining in 
the Old Age Home of a permanent basis.  Doris was a straight talker 
and her response gave me no leeway for discussion whatsoever.  !Are 
you completely mad?”, she said, !They"re all bloody ga-ga in here.  You 
can tell your sisters that you three won"t decide for me. I"ll tell you if and 
when I want to come back to this place!”  End of story.  She died at 
home many years later, 100 percent compos mentis! 

Physics and Chemistry both involved laboratory work and I"m  not very 
good when it comes to tasks involving manual dexterity.  (Da could 
dismantle machines and reassemble them again, a skill inherited by my 
son—and, I think, my youngest granddaughter. However, these skills 
jumped a generation; I can turn a screw clockwise and anticlockwise 
and can just about hammer a nail into wood without the hammer 
striking a finger first.) In Trinity, early in 1963, with my usual cack-
handedness, I screwed up in both Chemistry and Physics labs.  In 
chemistry, I succeeded in transferring a pipette full of some foul-tasting 
chemical from beaker to mouth rather than from beaker to test tube, 
after which Peter Boyle, the young lecturer in charge of the lab, drove 
me home to recover.  In physics, I managed to short-circuit the lab not 
once but twice in an !experiment” on electricity. 
So, if physics and chemistry were proving difficult, I seemed somehow 
to manage with Botany.  David Webb, the taxonomist and University 
Professor of Botany was both interesting and humorous although I later 
discovered that he was a person who did not suffer fools gladly.  But if I 
seemed to be managing with Botany, I was having a really hard time in 
Zoology.  I remember not a single thing about the month of Zoology 
lectures, but I remember well the practical classes.  We had four weeks 
to work on the dogfish, a small shark.  We were expected to dissect the 
dead creature and sketch reasonable illustrations of the blood system, 
the bones, the muscles and some other part of the beastie long since 
forgotten. The problem was that dissection required a level of manual 
capability far higher than mine.   
In short, at the end of the first four weeks, when everyone else seemed 
to have produced more or less what was required, I had a mangled 
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dogfish and some squiggles.  This was not exactly surprising because 
Mr. Carlos, the science teacher at Stratford College, had never got 
around to teaching us how to dissect (I presume that his shakes 
prevented that). In fact, the only experience I had had of someone 
cutting up fish was watching my mother skin and gut fish on Thursday 
evenings, to be chopped, fried, or boiled and consumed over the 
weekend.  My chances of succeeding in Zoology were slim.  
A consequence of this shambles was that I had a genuine problem.  If I 
continued, I would fail miserably in exams and if I dropped out, my 
parents would be devastated.  My tutor, Dr. Gregg, the physicist, had 
no suggestions. Somehow I plucked up the nerve to speak to the 
Secretary of the Natural Sciences Faculty to whom I explained my 
plight.  He seemed to grasp that I had a genuine problem; at the least, 
he was understanding. Or perhaps he simply took pity on a hapless lad.   
At any rate, he told me that if I dropped Zoology, I could start 
something called Physiography in the second term without losing the 
whole year at that stage.   

!Physiography?” said I, !What"s that?”  “Oh, it"s a general introduction 
to Geology and Geography”, was his response, with a wry smile on his 
face.  And so, kismet and karma came into play. I could forget about 
the distorted dogfish (which wasn"t kosher anyway) and start something 
that I knew I had enjoyed at school.  I had no idea that Geography 
could be—was, is—an academic topic or even what geographers 
studied beyond mountains and lakes and boundaries and such things 
but here I was in January 1963 about to start out, through nothing more 
scientific than chance, on an academic career that would span the next 
half century.   
So, second year at Trinity (officially, the Senior Freshman year) 
involved Botany, Geology and Geography.  In each succeeding year, 
one of these was dropped so that in final (Senior Sophister) year you 
graduated (or, as the Americans might have it, majored) in the one 
remaining discipline. 
I enjoyed Botany.  My level of clumsiness allowed me to deal with 
cutting thin sections so I was OK with microscopes and things.  I 
enjoyed the bits that involved reading texts.  It all seemed to make some 
sense and as long as I was not required to do too much physical work 
with my hands, I was going to get through the year.  My main problem 
was that whereas I could differentiate between, say, mushrooms and 
mosses, or between ferns and flowers, I hadn"t sufficient knowledge to 
discern different kinds of flowers or trees from one another.  Yes, I could 
usually distinguish a conifer from a deciduous tree or a daffodil from a 
daisy or a rose but that was about it. However, I felt confident that I 
could bluff my way through things come the end of the year—and I did. 
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In addition to Professor Webb, practical classes were supervised by a 
Dr. Watts who, it was rumoured at the time, in addition to a first-class 
degree in Natural Sciences also had achieved one in Modern 
Languages.  Bill Watts was and exceptionally pleasant and helpful 
person and ended his career as Provost of TCD.  Another lecturer 
attending to the needs of the Senior Freshmen was a woman who was 
absolutely passionate about fungi; she also taught about mosses and 
lichens but she simply couldn"t work up quite the same enthusiasm for 
them as for mushrooms and truffles.   
We were also entertained by a young lecturer of Scots origins, Jim 
Taggart, who lectured on plant taxonomy and who usually turned up 
to class wearing a kilt with a sporran although whether or not he had a 
dirk embedded in his knee-length woollen socks or wore underpants, I 
cannot recall.  He was a little odd and later, it transpired, became a 
stalwart of the Campaign for Nuclear Disarmament; he was a 
committed socialist and internationalist, a fervent campaigner against 
nuclear weapons, NATO and war in general and apparently, before he 
died, declared himself to be a friend of Jeremy Corbyn.  Oh well, 
everyone to their own.   
What I do recall is that there was one student in particular who seemed 
to know as much about botany as any of the lecturers.  He was very 
English and had been a pupil at Sherbourne School in Dorset, an 
institution that counts among its alumni such luminaries as Alan 
Turing, Chris Chataway, John le Carré and many others.  Martyn Rix 
actually knew that he wanted to be a botanist, something he repeated 
many times over during the three years we were in contact.  Moreover, 
he was very knowledgeable and understanding of the imperfections of 
lesser mortals.   
Martyn would position himself on cliff faces and caves in order to 
photograph a plant he wished to record, so much so that I felt he might 
be endangering his life but he just regarded it as part of his job.  He also 
had the most dreadful stammer I"ve ever encountered.  There were 
times when you felt that you just had to finish a sentence for him and 
then just as you were about to do this, there would be an attack of verbal 
diarrhoea and things would return to normal until the next onset of 
vocal constipation overcame him.  Martyn graduated and went on to a 
Cambridge Ph.D, became a world-renowned botanist and author of 
several books on botany, working out of the Royal Botanic Gardens at 
Kew. 
Geology was something else again.  The Professor of Geology was the 
palaeontologist, R.G.S. Hudson who, by the time he arrived at Trinity 
in 1960 was probably past his best before date.  He only spent a few 
years at TCD before he died in his college rooms in 1965, rumour 
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having it that he was found in a compromising position thought quite 
what or whom had been compromised, I never discovered.  
Distinguished though Professor Hudson was, he had one particular 
difficulty when lecturing.  In those far-off times, people used slides to 
project images on to a screen.  Slides are square so could be inserted in 
eight different ways: correctly, back to front and/or upside down.  
Hudson generally got the image he wanted on the screen by seventh or 
eighth attempt, sometimes on a really good day on the fifth or sixth try. 
He was a wily old man (actually, when he passed on, he was six years 
younger than I am now as I write). In our third year, he set us a 
compulsory exam question in which we were required to write an essay 
on the geology of the building stones of the Museum Building, where 
the Geology (and Geography) Departments were housed.  If I 
remember correctly, only one student had paid attention to what these 
actually were in the three years we had been in the building almost every 
day during term time.  It was scary at the time but in retrospect, it was 
brilliant and I"m pretty sure that it wasn"t the first time he"d put such a 
question on an exam paper. 
The other lecturers during my time—Adrian Phillips for petrology, 
Dave Naylor for sedimentology and Mike Clarke for palaeontology 
were all young and enthusiastic teachers.  However, as with Botany, I 
was better with books than in the field.  The second year Geology field 
week to Ballycastle on the North Antrim coast was led by Dave Naylor. 
My recollection of that week was that I got a room on my own rather 
than having to share—except for one night when my room was invaded 
by Geoff Mew, a fellow student who had fled his shared room after his 
roommate had had a little too much to drink and, on returning, 
promptly spewed the contents of his stomach directly on to Geoff"s bed, 
fortunately missing him.  
All in all, it was an enjoyable and educational week made all the better 
when I explained to Dave and the hotel staff that I only ate kosher food 
and that I would manage on eggs and cheese but no meat or poultry, 
please.  No problem, they said—and I received salmon each evening 
(and in those days, salmon wasn"t farmed; indeed, it was quite a luxury!). 
I might have continued as a geologist except for the fact that at the end 
of third year, you had to choose a small region in Ireland and create a 
geological map for that area through fieldwork.  That sounded a little 
complicated and would have involved me traipsing around some place 
in rural Ireland on my own for a few weeks with a geological hammer, 
hand lens, field notebooks, magnet, acid bottle with some hydrochloric 
acid, penknife, etc., something that appealed to me not very much at 
all.  The geologists pressed me to choose Geology in my final year and, 
for the first time ever, I was forced to explain that I was really more 
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interested in people than I was in rocks, minerals and fossils and that as 
a consequence, I would be taking Geography and not Geology in my 
final year.  
Nevertheless, even though I would not be continuing, I still had to 
present the department with a collection of fossils assembled over the 
previous two years.  I had !neglected” this exercise, so one rainy 
Sunday, somewhere outside Dublin, armed with hammer, I made a 
vain attempt to find a few fossils to put in a box and submit as !my 
collection”.  Disaster ensued and I was drenched so I ended up doing 
what turned out to be what most 3rd Year geology students who were 
not continuing did—you bought a fossil collection for a reasonable price 
from a certain individual in college, submitted it, thereby completing 
your requirement, whereupon the !collection” was returned to the 
!dealer” to be recycled the following year—and everyone seemed 
satisfied.   
Thus in 1965, I was done with Geology and just had Geography to 
contend with.  The only issue was that that final year Geography class 
was the smallest ever before or since.  We were just two, myself and 
Elizabeth Loosley, an Englishwoman a couple of years older than me, 
whose father was the principal of a school near Stroud.  This lack of 
numbers restricted the diversity of opinions that one might otherwise 
have heard in seminars. 
And all this was the roundabout route by which I became a geographer.  
There were actually two paths to studying geography at the University 
of Dublin—an Honours degree in the Faculty of Natural Sciences or a 
General Studies Pass Degree.  (I mention in passing that the best 
geography student by far in my year was another Englishwoman, Ann 
Sadler, who was a General Studies student.) The route I had chosen, or 
more accurately, that which had serendipitously been chosen for me, 
meant that I got no history or economics or sociology or anything else 
that I was to discover later would have been useful to a human 
geographer.  But the latter meant an #ordinary$"and not an #Honours$"
degree.  Actually, I did reasonably well at all three disciplines once I had 
recovered from my Junior Freshman trauma, winning a university prize 
at the end of my second year.  That same year, the Junior Sophister 
year, we had a very enjoyable geography field trip to Denmark.   
I had some fascinating teachers in Geography.  The Head of 
Department was an affable man, Joe Haughton.  He was a !Mr.” when 
almost everyone else in the department was a Dr. The first time I met 
him, sometime early in second year, I climbed the stairs to his office in 
the Museum Building and found a man whom I took to be one of the 
cleaning staff holding a broom and sweeping outside Mr. Haughton"s 
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office but this person turned out to be none other than the person I had 
come to talk to.  Joe was appointed Professor in 1965, an event 
announced at the annual dinner of the Dublin University Geographical 
Society whereupon the most junior member of the academic staff, 
sitting opposite me at the dinner table, physically choked on hearing this 
news.   
The last time I saw Joe was in the mid-1990s when we literally bumped 
into one another outside the Irish Embassy in London and he informed 
me that he was off to the Holy Land on !Quaker business” the following 
week. I seem to recollect that Joe was as involved in what he always 
referred to as !Quaker business” as Geography and later on, I 
discovered that he had been to the Holy Land on such business almost 
annually but had never got around to calling me in Haifa; in fact, as far 
as I could figure out, he had never been to Israel.  Joe"s idea of 
Geography was to show colour slides of places he had visited and talk 
about #Regional Geography$"and that was about it.  Having said all this, 
he ran a tight ship for over 30 years in Trinity"s Geography Department 
and was respected for that. He retired in 1985 and at the time of writing, 
he is still going strong, 100 years old. 
Gordon Herries-Davies taught Geomorphology.  His abiding interest 
was the history of geomorphological thought in Britain from the 15th 
century and the development of geology as a discipline during Victorian 
times.  These topics fascinated a nice Jewish lad of 20-ish but didn"t 
seem to offer prospects of a livelihood.  On field trips, Gordon (or G.L., 
as we always referred to him; the !Herries” was added long after I had 
left Trinity) always seemed to be able to see erosion surfaces and 
peneplains wherever he looked but try as I might, these landscape 
features always seemed to evade my eyes. 
 
Gordon Davies taught me a lesson that I never forgot.  In my second 
year, we were tasked with writing an essay on the subject of 
!Classification in Geomorphology”.  Other students took what seemed 
to be an easier route, writing essays such as !The Classification of … 
landscapes … slopes … rivers … mountains, and assorted other 
geomorphological features.  Waterman, in his naïveté, decided to tackle 
the issue of !Classification” and, put simply, I became bogged down.  
When Gordon returned the papers, everyone but me had received a 
grade.  It took a lot to summon up the nerve to discuss the issue with 
Gordon but when I did, he took me in hand, explained where I had 
gone wrong, why I had met with difficulties, how I might have tried to 
develop the issue and—most importantly for a Senior Freshman 
student, congratulated me on my initiative of taking the more difficult 
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approach and explained to me that the lack of a grade would not be 
counted against me at the end of the year; it was just that the essay, as 
it stood, didn"t warrant a grade.  This was an object lesson on how to 
treat a student with respect.   
Gordon later went a little off the rocks.  His fetish for the history of 
geomorphology in Victorian Britain led him to adopt all sorts of 
Victorian affectations.  It started with the naming of his sons Kelvin and 
Lyell, then moved to his speech—accent, lexicon and the like.  Finally, 
it affected his mode of dress. Seeing Gordon in 2005 was like looking at 
a slightly rotund Sherlock Holmes, so much so that walking down 
Piccadilly with an Israeli friend one day and coming across Gordon 
walking in the opposite direction, heading for the library of the Royal 
Geological Society at the Royal Academy and wishing one another 

Gordon Herries-Davies (G.L. to us) 



 65 

 

!Good day”, my friend Yoram asked me not !Who was that?” but !What 
was that?”. 
Fred Aalen, another of my teachers in Dublin, was much maligned and 
even ridiculed by some students.  He taught planning and rural 
settlement.  Before we went on that spring fieldtrip to Denmark in 1965, 
his M.Sc thesis at Trinity was on the reading list, a mundane thing on 
the regional geography of the island of Zealand.  What he had forgotten 
to tell us, or maybe what he had forgotten himself, or maybe because 
he thought that nobody would read it at all was what was typed on the 
frontispiece: !Submitted for the degree of Ph.D”, while stamped on the 
same page was the decision of the university: !Awarded the degree of 
M.Sc”.  Fred was really interested in lots of other intellectual and 
academic pursuits—history, literature, music, and later on in life, when 
visiting the department and I in my 50s, I found him an extremely 
interesting interlocutor. 
However, as far as I am concerned, one teacher stood out above all in 
my years as an undergraduate at Trinity.  John Andrews was a shy 
Englishman who was an historical geographer.  When I was an 
Academic Visitor at the London School of Economics in 1984-86, I 
remember speaking with Michael Wise, just retired as Professor of 
Geography and who had been John"s Ph.D supervisor in the 1950s.  He 
said that John Andrews actually didn"t need a supervisor; he was just 
one of those people who knew what to do and how to get on with it.   

John"s specialty was the history of cartography, in particular, the history 
of the Irish Ordnance Survey.  He had responsibility for two courses 
when I was an undergraduate: The Historical Geography of the British 
Isles and a three-term second-year course in Human Geography, which 
comprised a term each of population geography, political geography 
and economic geography.  I had had no contact with John Andrews in 
my first year and on attending my first lecture in the historical 
geography course, I had to make a decision; either I could just sit back 
and listen because he was so interesting or I could try to write down 
every word.  I chose the second path and I made the same decision in 
the other course.  Those raw lecture notes were treasures and I kept 
them until we moved from Haifa to Tel Aviv in 2006 and I had to 
downsize.  John didn"t provide us with organized bibliographies rather 
he !suggested that we read” certain pieces that he might mention in the 
course of a lecture. Although I read everything that he threw at us, the 
readings made much more sense when put in context of his lectures.  
There was so much in them that wasn"t in the textbooks that had to 
have been based on deep scholarship and wide reading. 
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It was John Andrews who introduced me to Political Geography and 
although this was not his area of expertise, he was just so well read and 
informed that his classes were a joy.  (One of the things that turned me 
on was an offhand reference to Czechoslovakia as !the blue-eyed boy of 
Europe”.)  The exercises he set were original and thought-provoking.  
The one that remains in my memory was of being presented with a sheet 
of paper divided into irregular contiguous polygons in each of which 
there were two numbers, the object of the exercise being to draw a 
line—a boundary—dividing the polygons into two discrete groups.  The 
exercise proved impossible and as we discussed the options, we learned 
that the polygons were in fact townlands in the border region between 
the Republic of Ireland and Northern Ireland and that the numbers 
represented the Catholic and Protestant populations.  What we were 
being asked to do, unwittingly, was to partition Ireland in a logical way, 
an impossibility.   
Of all my teachers, he was the one who had the deepest impact on me.  
In one examination, he set a compulsory question in which we were 
required to pose !an original question” and then write an essay on it.  If 
you had read the material and understood it, you could frame an 
!original” question; if not, you were up shit creek without a paddle. 
When I discovered some years later that John was passionate about jazz, 
I was totally mystified, as academia and jazz—or at least John Andrews 
and jazz—didn"t seem to go together and it took me a long time to 
realize that there was, in fact, no conflict whatsoever. 
There were some other junior members of the department with whom 
I had a little contact but then, during my last two years, two young 
geographers appeared in the department.  Eric Colhoun was a glacial 
geomorphologist from Northern Ireland who had studied at the 
University of Wisconsin and Paul Williams was a karst geomorphologist 
from western England with a doctorate from Cambridge.  Paul taught 
us fluvial geomorphology and morphometry, courses which were 
revelations.  Eric taught us cartography and in the mid-1960s, all the 
maps we drew were prepared manually; distances on maps drawn to 
certain projections had to be calculated the long way and then the maps 
had to be drawn: a good way to learn, even if slow.  After several years 
in Dublin, Eric left for Australia and Paul for New Zealand. 

And then there was Paddy O"Farrell, a Presbyterian with a Catholic 
name.  He was a local product who left on completing his Ph.D and 
after a few unhappy years at Queen"s University Belfast, he went on to 
have a career as an economic geographer in Cardiff and Edinburgh.  
Although he"d been around a while, Paddy didn"t formally give me a 
class until my final year and I sat up and listened when he talked because 
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he spent a lot of time talking about things that nobody else in the 
department had ever mentioned—Lösch, Christaller, location theory, 
Central Place Theory, and such like.   

I wasn"t quite sure what it was all about but I recognized that it was 
something new and different—and, what is more, interesting, so much 
so that first book I bought after graduation in 1966 was, on Paddy"s 
recommendation, Peter Haggett"s Locational Analysis in Human Geography, 
which I read the following year.  I"m not sure that I understood 
everything in it at the time but I had read a book about a discipline that 
was simultaneously the same as and different from the one I had just 
spent four years studying.  Haggett"s synthesis was an eye-opener and 
gave me a fresh look into the discipline.  I enjoyed geography before but 
now here was something absorbing; it gave me something that I"d 
simply never been taught to think of.  I still have the book on the shelf 
above my desk, if only for nostalgic reasons.  
Midway through my undergraduate studies, I visited Israel for the first 
time, in the summer of 1964 for five weeks.  Contrary to what some 
might think, I undertook this trip not out of any ardent Zionist desire to 
see the Promised Land but because of the person who, two years later, 
was to become my wife.  Vivien had gone to Israel for a year in February 
of that year and one day, chatting to a friend who was quite keen on the 
same young woman, announced that he was going to Israel in the 
summer. Allegorical alarms rang and I decided that I just had to go, 
too, if only to keep an eye on him and I convinced my late cousin Max, 
to come as well.  Aubrey made his own way there and Max and I 
travelled by land through London and Paris to Venice where we 
boarded the S.S. Hermes, stopping at Corfu, Rhodes, Piraeus and 
Cyprus en route.   
It was an interesting experience and we travelled literally from Dan to 
Eilat.  The three of us split up into various combinations of one and two 
throughout the five weeks and made our way back in mid-August.  It 
was my first taste of hot weather and one anecdote more than others 
stands out in my mind.  Aubrey and I were in Tel Aviv for Shabbat and 
he, being religious, wouldn"t go to a café or restaurant until the 
termination of the Sabbath.  We took a room in a cheap hotel on 
Hayarkon Street not far from the beach (I later learned that in 1964 the 
place was something of a house of ill-repute) and the cheapest room was 
on the roof.   
To supply nourishment for the day ahead, Aubrey had bought half a 
chicken and put it on top of a chest of drawers expecting to be able to 
consume it around midday the following day.  We awoke on Saturday 
morning to find two columns of ants in the room—one making its way 
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from the roof to the package that contained the chicken and the other, 
presumably sated, moving in the opposite direction.  Inside the paper 
bag were mostly chicken bones.  (I told this story to Vivien several times 
over the years but she found it beyond belief until 20 years later in 
London, on renewing contact with Aubrey, and visiting him and his 
wife at their home and reminiscing about our travels in Israel in 1964, 
we got to the story of the chicken and the ants.  It turned out that he 
had told his wife the identical story for 20 years and she, too, had found 
it outside the bounds of credibility.  Douze points!) 
On that Israel trip, too, on my second shabbat in the country, Aubrey 
and I stayed with Mr. Wertheimer, the first Israeli teaching emissary at 
Stratford College.  In the afternoon, Aubrey informed me that he 
wanted to visit the Gerrer Shtibl, (the synagogue at which the head of the 
Gur Chasidic sect, the Gerrer Rebbe, held court).  His father, prior to 
having arrived in Ireland in the 1930s had been a member of this sect 
and he had promised his father to visit the shtibl.   
We walked to Mea Shearim, the strictly Orthodox neighbourhood in 
Jerusalem, and found the synagogue in time for the afternoon"s 
activities.  The rebbe himself was in attendance and had just blessed some 
cake after which there occurred a most dumbfounding scene.  What 
ensued was a free-for-all in which the young chasidim literally fought—
fervently with with passion and fists—in order to be able to touch the 
cake blessed by the rebbe. !Beyarmulkahed thugs”, thought I, and from this 
incident, I figured that there might be an issue in the future of pitting 
loyalty to the state against loyalty to the court of the rebbe should they 
ever be at odds—and history has shown me to have been quite 
perceptive.  On this visit, we also met Mr. Lev, who, it turned out was 
a former and reconstituted Gerrer Chasid, now retired to Jerusalem after 
his extended sojourn in Dublin and I saw with my own eyes how he had 
acquired the skills to thump me on the back of the head years earlier. 
The visual impact of Israel made less of an impression on me than the 
fact that at the end of the trip what I relished most was being in a place 
where Jews were a majority and this, if anything, is what attracted me 
to the place. I also discovered later that this “ideal” situation is less 
idyllic that it seemed to a somewhat naïve 19-year old.  And following 
on from that  misunderstanding and that nothing is ever as it seems at 
first, later, when we decided that we were going spend some time in the 
country, I discovered that there were succinct and not so subtle 
differences amongst Jews: I was Ashkenazi, a Jew of European 
extraction, which was less of a plus by the time I immigrated in 1972 
than it might have been a couple of decades earlier; I was also, in Israeli 
parlance, !Anglo-Saxon” (read: an English-speaker), which made me 
part of a small minority; moreover, not being American or even British, 
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I was part of a minority within that minority.  This distinct feeling of 
being part of a minority, an outsider even, was magnified within the 
framework of working in a university geography department—but that 
belongs to a later chapter! 
While I was an undergraduate, I was Chairman of the Dublin 
University Geographical Society and of the Dublin Jewish Students$"
Union.  I enjoyed both organizations but have only the vaguest 
memories of who spoke to us on what.  At the DUGS, I had the task of 
looking after Professor W.B. Fisher from Durham, a Middle East 
“expert” who I thought rather pompous; about the Middle East he may 
have known a lot but about Israel not a jot.  I remember reading his 
textbook The Middle East while an undergraduate and the most 
interesting thing in it was in a short appendix dealing with the adiabatic 
lapse rate.  At the DJSU, the most interesting guest was a contemporary 
and friend, Stanley Feldman, who had travelled to India at a time when 
few people did that sort of thing.  He survived and, for his success in 
returning alive and well, was honoured to be best man at our wedding. 
I graduated with an Honours degree (a.k.a. a Moderatorship) in Natural 
Sciences, Geography, in June 1966.  To complete this exercise, I had to 
endure the viva voce, an oral examination, which was actually a form of 
interrogation.  The external examiner at my final exam was Mike Wise, 
then Professor of Geography at the London School of Economics and I 
reminded him of this many years later.  Because we were only two in 
the graduating year, the extern had all the time in the world to read the 
exam scripts in detail and the oral examination had all the potential of 
becoming an hour in a torture chamber.  It certainly started out that 
way when he asked me how something I had written in an exam paper 
the previous Thursday seemed to contradict something I had written in 
a different paper two days earlier.  As I had no recollection of what I 
had written on either day, he refreshed my memory by reading aloud 
both pieces and, what is more, he seemed to be enjoying my 
predicament. 
Then, suddenly, after about 20 minutes of this torment, and seemingly 
out of the blue, he asked me what was the most interesting book I had 
read as an undergraduate.  There seemed to be an interminable silence 
on my part while my mind"s eye scurried along the bookshelves of the 
Geography Department library looking for a title of a book that I had 
read and about which I could remember something.  After what was 
probably no more than a few seconds, the searching terminated when I 
landed on the mental shelf containing Isaiah Bowman"s The New World, 
which I had read in second year and on which I had written a review 
for John Andrews$"political geography course.  (This book was a broad 
survey of the world by a geographer in the aftermath of the upheavals 
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of the First World War, a masterly picture painted with a very broad 
brush.) 
And then, at this point in the ordeal, I had what I can only describe as 
a stroke of the greatest luck (were I a believer, I might say God-given 
luck) when I responded to Mike"s question. What happened then was 
that he announced that this was the book that he had read as a 
geography student before enlisting in the British Army in 1939, the book 
that had convinced him that geography really was the thing to study.  
Except for the odd nod of agreement on my part, I didn"t have to utter 
another word during the following 40 minutes as Mike delivered a 
monologue, expounding the merits of Bowman"s book.  It was at this 
point that I knew that I was safe!  And like Haggett"s Locational Analysis 
in Human Geography, The New World is another book I keep on my 
bookshelves for nostalgic reasons.  (A few years ago, I found the review 
that I had written for John Andrews and reading through it, I concluded 
that my writing had much improved between 1963 and 2013. 
That same summer, at the end of August, Vivien and I were married.  
We would have married anyway at some stage. Vivien was very keen to 
live in Israel and I think that my late father-in-law would have been 
unhappy at the thought of his younger daughter being far away from 
home, in close contact with, but unmarried to, a young guy who was 

sufficiently rash to have wanted to become an academic and who had 
been accepted as a Ph.D student at Dublin University.  Rash I might 

Stan & Vee + followers.  31/viii/1966.  Terenure Synagogue, Dublin 
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have been but I was young and he told me that I would get over this 
nonsense of a doctorate in Geography, which, in his mind, was as far 
from being practical as was possible to be.  He hinted more than once 
that when I was finished and got over this folly of youth, I would return 
to Dublin and learn something sensible—like how to become a 
stockbroker.   
Before setting off for Israel, I had established contact with Gerald Blake, 
then a young lecturer at the University of Durham who had earned his 
Ph.D from Southampton and published a monograph on one of the 
villages in the Lakhish region, which I had read earlier that year.  He 
suggested that I contact Yehuda Karmon, a professor of geography at 
The Hebrew University of Jerusalem with the idea that he (Karmon) 
suggest a topic suitable for doctoral research. Karmon was very friendly 
but didn"t commit, hinting that I should talk to Arieh Shachar, a young 
Senior Lecturer his department.  Shachar suggested that I make a Ph.D 
out of looking at Acre (Akko), a mixed Arab-Jewish town north of Haifa.  
I registered as a Ph.D student at Dublin with Joe Haughton as my 
nominal supervisor, the arrangement with The Hebrew University 
being a nominal affair; Shachar had simply volunteered to look after 
me. 
In correspondence and in person, Shachar was very pleasant but nailing 
him down to a meeting was like trying to get mercury to stick to your 
finger; in two years, I managed one uninterrupted meeting lasting two 
hours and several futile meetings of intense frustration, constantly 
interrupted by telephone calls or aborted with explanations that he had 
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to see somebody else, whereupon he would abruptly end what was to 

have been (for me) a critical meeting.  

The walls came tumbling down.  “Reuniting” Jerusalem. July 1967 
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We were living in Jerusalem over the 1967 Six-Day War, in the run-up 
to which I worked for a month as a postman and observed the 
transformation of the city in the weeks after the war, when the wall 
between Jewish and Arab Jerusalem was demolished and the two 
sections were, in the Zionist lexicon, !united”.   
Somehow, with the minimum of direct supervision, I completed the 
dissertation in Dublin after two years in Israel and submitted it in July 
1969.  Although I had sent chapters of the thesis as they were written as 
well as a copy of the completed draft to Arieh (delivered to him by hand 
by the Vice-President of the Hebrew University, Bernard Cherrick, who 
had been a friend of my father-in-law), I never heard from him.  

My nominal supervisor in Dublin, Joe Haughton, wasn"t much help 
either— “add a comma here, remove a semi-colon there”—and had it 
not been for a graduate student friend, Arnold Horner, who I got to 
knew well for the first time when I returned to Dublin in August 1968, 
I don"t think I would have had any feedback at all.  Arnold, who was a 
much underrated academic at University College Dublin had and still 
has a very incisive mind and a wonderful sense of humour; although he 
is two years my junior, he gave me the attention that I should have been 
getting from the people who had taken that role upon themselves.   
During the year back in Dublin writing up the dissertation, I was 
employed as an assistant in the Department of Geography in a subject 

The end of the road.  Mamilla, Jerusalem.  Early 1967 
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of utmost interest to me—meteorology and climatology.  The course 
was taught by Fred Aalen and the subject couldn"t have been further 
away from issues that really interested either of us but it provided me 
with the princely sum of £75 a term. In order to stay one step ahead of 
the General Studies geography students I was teaching, I established 
contact with the Irish Meteorological Service where, by a stroke of good 
fortune, I found someone more than happy to give me a speed course 
in meteorology and climatology. 
Arnold and I also earned some good money during that year producing 
two maps of the population of members of the Anglican Church in 
Ireland as provided by the censuses of 1871 and 1961.  These were for 
a a book published as The Church of Ireland 1869-1969 by the historian, 
R.B. (Brendan) McDowell, the Junior Dean, the person in charge of 
college discipline and one of Trinity"s genuinely great eccentrics.  
McDowell could usually be seen stalking the campus talking to himself, 
wearing a grey overcoat and a moth-eaten porkpie hat that he had 
probably worn since he had arrived to live in Trinity in the 1930s.  He 
was born in Belfast and held strongly Unionist views and was a member 
of the British Conservative party (this was Ireland in 1969, remember!). 
On completion of our work, Arnold and I were instructed to turn up at 
McDowell"s rooms in college to be paid. We duly arrived at the 
appointed hour to find the Junior Dean in bed, replete with coat and 
hat.  When we explained to him who we were and why we were there, 
he alighted from the bed and then rummaged around on the floor 
amidst a pile of papers searching for his cheque book.  After finding it, 
he wrote two cheques. I can"t remember the exact sum but we looked 
at one another in amazement because it was considerably more than we 
had dreamed of. 
Then, before we departed, he proceeded to tell us that since he had 
arrived in Dublin from Belfast more than 35 years before, he would 
receive his remuneration from TCD, which he deposited in the 
Northern Bank, travelling each time to the branch in Belfast which held 
his account.  Now, what needs some explanation is that there was a 
branch of the Northern Bank note far from the Front Gate of the college 
but it had taken Professor McDowell over 30 years to realize that 
instead of taking the train to Belfast to get cash, he could simply stroll 
across from his college quarters and do the same!  Eccentric indeed! 
It was also during this year back in Dublin that I published my first 
academic paper.  My Ph.D had a section that looked at the changing 
distribution of population and land uses in Acre, and Arieh Shachar was 
an admirer of Roberto Bachi, an Italian-born Professor of Statistics at 
The Hebrew University and also the Israeli Government Statistician, 
who had championed Standard Distance procedures.  So, I applied this 
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methodology to an analysis of the population of Ireland from 1841 and 
published it in Irish Geography.  It has to be one of the most unread papers 
to have been published in the journal; I last read it myself over 50 years 
ago. Ironically, the piece preceding it in the journal was Fred Boal"s 
paper on the Shankill-Falls Divide in Belfast, which is probably the 
paper most often cited and reprinted on Irish human geography. 
And with the publication of this piece, I flapped my wings as a fledgling 
academic.  
$  
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5. BEYOND THE EMERALD ISLE 
Canada is a country so square that even the female 

impersonators are women. 
Richard Benner 

 
I wrote up my Ph.D dissertation in Dublin in 1968/69.  Vivien drew 
the maps and we would spend afternoons and evening in the Museum 
Building of Trinity College, now and then retiring to the Bianconi Grill 
of the Royal Hibernian Hotel on Dawson Street for something to eat 
before going home, occasionally in the company of friends, more often 
on our own.  It was also where I got my first taste of table wine that 
wasn"t Israeli Kosher and that didn"t cause an almost instant headache 
but the two that I drank then I would really prefer to forget—Sichel"s 
somewhat sickly sweet !Blue Nun”, which seems to have made 
something of a comeback in recent years and the Portuguese !Mateus 
Rosé”, which was pink, fizzy, and slightly sweet and came in a 
differently shaped bottle to most other wines. 
I was aware of the fact that other than the £75 a term I was getting for 
teaching a practical class in climatology and the one-off payment from 
McDowell, I wasn"t earning. In other words, at my advanced age of 24, 
it was time to look for a job.  There seemed little point in trying to find 
anything in Ireland but Britain seemed the place to go. 
I applied for one job, as an assistant in the Department of Geography 
at the University of Durham, and was invited for an interview.  I flew 
to Newcastle-upon-Tyne, travelled to Durham and stayed in the Three 
Tuns Hotel on New Elvet, ostensibly for one night.  The following day, 
I was duly interviewed but when I found out what the job entailed, I 
was thrilled when I wasn"t offered the post.  That same day, it began to 
snow, closing Newcastle Airport for three days, delaying my return to 
Dublin. One night in the Three Tuns became four and Durham, 
cathedral notwithstanding, isn"t all that interesting, especially without 
reading matter. 
I returned to Dublin in time to join a Geography Department field trip, 
based in Rhyl in North Wales.  The weather, as I remember it, was a 
continuation of the Durham weather but without the snow—cold, 
damp, drizzly.  Wikipedia informs us that Rhyl"s climate is warm and 
temperate—but during my week there, it was anything but.  Once a 
sedate Victorian seaside resort, Rhyl had become a holiday venue for 
working-class families from southern Lancashire.  It was also the 
birthplace of Ruth Ellis, the London nightclub !hostess”, friend of 
Diana Dors and eventually murderer, the last woman to be hanged in 
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England, and I thought to myself “how"s that for a line to attract 
visitors?” 

In what passes for summer in that part of the world, I can"t imagine that 
Rhyl would have been a particularly exciting or interesting place; in a 
cold, damp March it was gloom marching all the way to misery.  
Memory informs me that the highlight of that week was being able to 
view Denbigh Castle via steamed-up windows on the inside the bus and 
through the mist outside! 
Back in Dublin, Vivien suggested that perhaps if I was serious about 
finding work, I should cast the net a little wider.  !Where do you 
suggest?” asked I.  !Maybe America”, was the response.  !But America"s 
full of people with guns who murder one another.  I don"t think I"d want 
to go there.”  Just me being verkehrt again, I suppose.  
And then at about the same time, a notice appeared in the department 
about a Post-Doctoral Fellowship at the University of Alberta in 
Edmonton.  The only thing I had ever heard about Alberta then was 
the Calgary Stampede but to keep the peace at home, I sent an 
application to a Professor Peter J. Smith, the Department Chairman in 
Edmonton, not really expecting to hear much in the way of a response.  
However, a few weeks later, a letter arrived offering me the position and 
the handsome sum of Can$ 6,000.  !Do you think I should I accept the 
offer?”, said I. !What are you talking about?” said she, and preparations 
were made to become a Post-Doctoral Fellow while existing in a truly 
pre-doctoral state. 
I submitted my dissertation in July 1969 just as Neil Armstrong was 
walking on the moon.  I must have made three or four copies; I no 
longer possess one myself, having concluded that a thick, bound A4 size 
volume that I hadn"t looked at for more than 40 years wasn"t going to 
be of much further use to me.  Or perhaps I was feeling generous and 
donated it to the university library.  (And yes, I checked and discovered 
that the University of Haifa library has two copies and that when I 
checked, one of them was on loan!  OMG!  I only said recently to 
someone that there are times when you wish that some of the pieces you 
had written had never been published or otherwise made available to 
the public if only because someone might actually read them!)  
The dissertation was typed by a middle-aged Scottish spinster in Dublin 
and I made a rough estimate of the cost by counting the number of 
pages, estimating the number of lines per page and the average number 
of words per line, selected randomly from the work.  When I went to 
pay, I was given a bill for a very exact number of words and it was then 
revealed that the Scottish spinster kept her elderly mother busy and/or 
happy counting words in manuscripts that she had typed.  Dissertation 
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done, it was sent to the external reader, Mansell Prothero in Liverpool, 
a person I"d never even heard of but whom Joe Haughton, my official 
supervisor, thought was suitable because !Mansell had visited Israel”! 
Meanwhile, we made plans to travel to Edmonton. 
Prior to embarking on this voyage, we were required to undergo a 
medical in order to acquire landed immigrant status in Canada and 
were instructed to make an appointment with a doctor in Hatch Street, 
the same street in which I had entered this world a quarter century 
earlier.  The appointment was for early in the afternoon and the elderly 
doctor arrived a little late, more than slightly inebriated, and more than 
slightly doddery.  To say that the examination was cursory would not 
do it justice. We passed muster and I became a migrant for the second 
time. 
How does one get to an out of the way place like Edmonton from 
Dublin?  We consulted a travel agent acquaintance and he 
recommended getting there by surface transport. In 1969, pre-Freddie 
Laker days, it was less expensive to travel to that part of the world by 
ship and train than by air.  Accordingly, we were booked on the QE2, 
which had just gone into service that year, from Southampton to New 
York, thence flying to Montreal and over three days aboard a CNR 
train, to Edmonton. 
We spent five days on board the ship and as was our wont in those days, 
we had booked kosher.  There were two large tables serving kosher food 
and two sittings for each meal, all overseen by a waiter called Mendel.  
We had booked for lunch at the first sitting and I found myself sitting 
beside a very old woman with a heavy New York accent who informed 
me that she was an aunt of Joe Loss, a British dance band leader of years 
past, a piece of information that absolutely electrified me. By my 
reckoning, Vivien and I, both 24, brought the mean age of the people 
around the table to about 80, so at the end of the meal, I asked Mendel 
if, at the second sitting, anyone under the age of 40 turned up, perhaps 
he could arrange that we sit with them for the rest of the trip and with 
that, we returned to our windowless cabin, for that is what £123 bought 
you.   
An hour later, there was a knock on the cabin door and my friendship 
with Gerry Cohen was renewed.  We spent the rest of the trip to New 
York with Gerry and Judy, arranging to say goodbye to them on the 
Cunard Pier after we disembarked, as we were headed in different 
directions.  However, Gerry and Judy didn"t appear as arranged.  It 
turned out that Judy"s father, the crystallographer, Henry Lipson FRS, 
had held left-wing views when a student at Cambridge in the 1930s and 
the U.S. immigration authorities had questioned Judy about whether 
he would be coming to visit her in Minneapolis!  I later learned that 
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there had also been a small issue of the right-hand drive Morris Minor 
in which Gerry and Judy were planning to drive to Minneapolis; the 
issue was that it had been held in suspension by a chain to a crane and 
there was a longshoreman with an outstretched arm and open palm 
who further delayed things.  
We spent a few days in Montreal and watched in wonder outside a 
pizzeria while a moustachioed man spun some dough around his index 
finger, tossing it up in the air only to catch it on his finger again and 
continue spinning it.  We promised ourselves that we must try some of 
this exotic food once we could convince ourselves that what went into it 
fell within the bounds of what Jewish dietary strictures permitted.  (We 
became fond of pizza soon afterwards.)  After two or three days in a 
boarding house in Montreal (at which one of the other guests discovered 
after breakfast that all four wheels—not just the tyres—of his 
automobile had been purloined overnight), we boarded an afternoon 
train bound for Edmonton and a little over 48 hours and three time 
zones later, a day of forests and lakes followed by one of flat prairie, we 
arrived in the place that was to be our home for the next year. 
The Department of Geography at the University of Alberta was a 
welcoming place and in the summer, before leaving Dublin, I had made 
the acquaintance of two of the Edmonton faculty members, the 
geomorphologist Rorke Bryan (who had been through the TCD 
department five years before me) and the then urban geographer, Denis 
Johnson, who had completed his doctorate under Fred Boal in Calgary.  
The department seemed to rotate around a Hiberno-Polish axis but 
there actually people from all over the world, which was something 
novel.   
I really had no idea of what one was supposed to do during a Post-Doc 
year and, as there had only been one before me, it seemed as if nobody 
else was much the wiser.  However, one of the first questions I was asked 
after arriving was where I was going after my Post-Doc ended and I had 
to admit that this was something that had never entered my mind.  In 
truth, it was a very sensible question and I began to think and then 
worry about it as I hadn"t a clue how to go about doing anything about 
it. 
Nonetheless, fate intervened yet again, for also visiting the Edmonton 
department that year was Richard Preston, a 37-year-old full professor 
from the exotic sounding San Fernando Valley State College in Los 
Angeles (soon to be renamed California State University, Northridge). 
That Richard, only 12 years older than me, was a full professor 
astounded me and said something either about his genius—or about the 
way in which promotions worked in the California State University 
system. He was working on central place theory that year (and for many 
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years afterwards), convinced that during the 1950s and 1960s, when 
many geographers had adopted a positivist approach and numerous 
papers appeared which cited the work of the German geographer, 
Walter Christaller, few had actually bothered to read Christaller in the 
original and had thus confused his concepts of centrality and nodality.  
Whether or not this was the case, I didn"t know at the time but it 
sounded convincing although I found the idea that so many people 
could be in error remarkable. 
Before Edmonton, I had rewritten half a chapter from my Ph.D thesis 
as an article, knowing that if I wished to pursue an academic career, I 
would need publications.  The chapter had dealt with the history of 
planning in Acre, so I chose to write a paper on the planning of the town 
during the British Mandate period from about 1920 to 1948, and sent 
it to a British journal, the Town Planning Review, thinking that this topic 
might suit it— and I wasn"t wrong.  
However, there was quite a serious caveat in the response from the 
editor of Town Planning Review, which I received not long after arriving 
in Edmonton.  She would love to publish the paper because the topic 
fell within the journal’s remit but couldn"t accept it in its current form. 
Could I rewrite and resubmit?  There was no hint at what she might 
like to see, no suggestions, no impossible demands from reviewers to be 
met, nothing other than that she"d like to publish it but in a different 
form.  This was not what a person at the beginning of an academic 
career needed for encouragement.   

I"d chatted with Richard a couple of times and he seemed friendly 
enough so I took the paper to him and asked him if he had the time to 
give it a quick read and perhaps offer me some suggestions as to what I 
might do to make it publishable.  He took the paper and the following 
day did something for which I will be forever grateful.  He asked me to 
come to his office later in the week where he asked if I had time over 
the following couple of days so that he could go through the paper with 
me.  We spent the next two days, about 15 hours altogether, I suppose, 
during which I read the paper aloud, sentence by sentence.   

At the end of the first sentence, he said !Stop. What did you intend to 
say here?” and as I continued reading sentence by sentence, there was 
a variant of this question: !What did you intend to say?” or !What do 
you really mean?”  I then proceeded to explain orally what I think I 
intended to say and his follow-up response was a variant of: !Well, why 
didn"t you write that?”  In this way, I rewrote the paper sentence by 
sentence with Richard"s approval each time and just as I thought that 
that was the end of the exercise, we restructured the paper, paragraph 
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by paragraph.  I then cleaned the paper up and resubmitted it to the 
Town Planning Review and it was accepted without any further alteration. 
Richard was also a strong advocate of reading a paper that had been 
prepared for publication aloud so as to hear how it sounds.  His rationale 
was that as authors become so familiar with a text that has been written 
and rewritten, the eyes do little more than just scan it whereas actually 
hearing the words is a much more effective way of noticing obvious 
errors, stylistic glitches, repetitions, and such like.  I followed this advice 
over the years and passed it on.  He also gave me some very useful 
advice about the difference between preparing a paper for publication 
and one for oral presentation if you"re not up to delivering a lecture ad 
lib.  Here, he told me that the main thing was to edit the words, 
changing them from !academese” into language that sounded like 
everyday speech—and that worked, too. 
The main thing to emerge from the two days I spent in Richard 
Preston"s office was that for the first time, more than seven years after 
entering university, someone had bothered to give me a tutorial on 
writing, not just a !theoretical” lesson but a hugely practical one.  More 
importantly, it taught me about reading an academic paper critically 
and in particular, it imparted in me the need to be critical of my own 
work, something that many academics, regrettably, find difficult to do. 
Of more immediate significance, Richard then asked me the same 
question I’d been asked a few weeks earlier, to wit, what my plans were 
for the following year.  When I replied that I really had no idea, he asked 
me if I"d like to join him in California.  Vivien and I talked it over and 
although I really didn"t like the idea of going to America, and especially 
to Los Angeles where, if the guns and murderers didn"t kill you, they 
had smog that could choke you to death, we decided we"d give it a try.  
Richard contacted John Gaines, then Chair of Department in 
Northridge about me and before long, I was involved in the 
bureaucracy of acquiring a temporary visa to live in the United States. 
All in all, the year in Edmonton was enjoyable although, in truth, I had 
very little to show for it.  We joined a synagogue with a happy-clappy 
rabbi called Abraham Mandelbaum who made us very welcome on our 
first shabbat in the apartment we had rented on Jasper Avenue.  He and 
his wife Leonie, New Yorkers, invited us to their family seder the 
Passover we spent in the city, when they informed us that the matzot 
(unleavened bread) we would eat had been especially supervised and 
they would not contain even the slightest trace of leavening agent!  
Their relatives, who had travelled from New York to Edmonton for the 
week had brought a whole suitcase of this stuff.  When we attempted to 
eat this armour-plated cardboard, I was convinced they were in league 
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with the North American dental associations to help them drum up 
business. 
We survived the winter (-40ºC; -65ºC with windchill factor added), got 
used to plugging the car into block heaters at public car parks and all 
the other strange things that happen in the cold of an Edmonton winter.  
I learned to estimate the exterior temperature by timing how long it 
took the hairs in my nose to freeze on exiting the building to reach the 
car in the covered but unheated parking area. We made some friends 
in the department, through the synagogue and via Israelis living in 
Edmonton at the time. And Vivien became pregnant there.   
We also entertained her parents towards the end of our year and as I 
had suggested that they fly to Toronto and take the train to Edmonton 
(in order to obtain some idea of the vastness of Canada), my father-in-
law never fully forgave me.  He was also not enthralled with the idea of 
a driving trip through Jasper and Banff National Parks—he"d seen lots 
of pictures of the Rockies, he said, but he came and enjoyed it.  And we 
did get to attend the Calgary Stampede—a major disappointment.  In 
September 1970, we travelled to Los Angeles via Vancouver and San 
Francisco and it was in LA that my academic career got underway. 
Other than Richard Preston, we knew not a soul in Los Angeles but the 
Department of Geography at what was !Valley State” was a good place 
to be at the beginning of a career.  On our first days there before we 
found an apartment to live in, we were hosted by the Department 
Chairman, John Gaines, and his wife Wilma.  They were more than 
hospitable and fed us breakfasts of bagels, lox and cream cheese because 
they knew that !that"s what Jewish people like” as well as the sweetest 
melon we"d ever tasted.  (Truth is we"d never actually eaten smoked 
salmon and cream cheese with bagel before that.) 
There were about 30 faculty members in the department, which was 
!bottom heavy”.  It contained five or six full professors, and one or two 
associates; the rest were assistant professors, mostly from the top 
graduate schools in North America and it was an eye-opener in many 
ways.  Emphasis was on teaching rather than on research and 
publication.  At 12 hours a week, the teaching load was heavy.  
Everyone seemed to have published something, some more than others, 
but publication didn"t seem to be the be all and end all of things. 
There were senior members like Arnold Court the climatologist, who 
most people thought curt and coarse but whom I liked immensely and 
found friendly and helpful, and Bob Lamb who taught a course on the 
Geography of Wine for which a prerequisite was to be over 18 (or 
maybe it was 21 then) and included six !practical classes”.  Lamb 
became incensed when he observed two of his students quaffing the 
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liquid too hastily; what bothered him was, as he put it was that a fine 
wine had vanished via two uncultured palates down two uncultured 
throats. 
There were interesting discussions with colleagues in the department.  
Jim Allen was a fascinating guy who seemed to have a monopoly for 
receiving good-looking young female students in his office during office-
hours. His most productive pieces on ethnic diversity in Los Angeles, 
California and elsewhere came with the arrival of Eugene Turner long 
after I"d left.  I-Shou Wang was one of 11 children of a primary school 
principal from Taiwan, six of whom were in the United States with 
doctorates; I-Shou always claimed that he was the least well-educated 
of the Wang siblings.  He also had a rather inscrutable expression, 
which obviously served him well when he arrived a few years before me. 
The story that circulated had it that some senior faculty members 
elected to teach him how to play poker whereupon he cleaned things up 
and them out.  Dave Henderson"s area of expertise, I had been told, was 
Wales but it turned out that Dave was interested in the historical 
geography of whaling.  We invited him for dinner once, an invitation 
which he accepted, warning me and apologizing in advance that he was 
a fast eater and that we should pay no attention or take offence.  There 
wasn"t time to notice that he was a fast eater; I blinked. 
It was in Northridge that I met up again with Willy Smyth who had 
been an undergraduate at University College Dublin when I was in 
Trinity and who I had always thought rather supercilious.  In 
Northridge, (where Willy had been temporarily Americanised to Bill), 
both of us in our first academic posts, we got on very well together.  
There was one incident during our time in Northridge when there was 
a demonstration at a Lockheed facility in the San Fernando Valley, 
which turned a little violent.  Willy wanted to photograph the demo and 
went into a drugstore to buy some more film but while he was inside, 
the police had ordered the crowd to disperse.  Willy exited the store and 
was arrested and was held for two days, eventually being released after 
he had contacted his brother Mick, who was a member of the Dáil in 
Dublin, who contacted the Irish ambassador in Washington, who 
contacted … 
Dov, our firstborn, entered the world in December 1970 at the Kaiser 
Permanente Medical Center in East Hollywood.  Dov was a slow mover 
that day with an escape time of 25 hours.  This momentous event 
occurred following a pre-Christmas party of faculty members of the 
Department of Geography where I had a wonderful time playing piano 
while others sang along, probably had a bit much to drink and an hour 
and a half after sinking into bed, there was a tap on the shoulder with 
the comment !This is it.  We"ve got to get to the hospital soon.”  I 
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couldn"t believe it.  I was looking forward to a recuperative sleep on the 
Sunday but it didn"t work out, our son turning up in the early hours of 
the Monday morning.  I"m not sure that I"ve been forgiven for not 
staying in Canada for a few months longer as almost half a century later, 
as one of the consequences of Dov having been born in the US is a legal 
requirement for him to file an annual tax return to the Internal Revenue 
Service. 
Eight days later, we had the brit milah or circumcision in our apartment 
in Canoga Park.  Present were some people we"d met in the synagogue, 
one or two people from the department, and Arieh Shachar, my 
erstwhile Ph.D supervisor from The Hebrew University, who was on 
sabbatical at UCLA.  For this event, I needed to contact a mohel, or 
authorized circumciser.  Unlike Dublin, in which the mohalim doubled 
as chicken slaughterers, in Los Angeles, circumcision was a specialty 
business.  I was recommended by one of the locals to choose one from 
ads in the local Jewish newspaper and from a picture in the paper, I 
selected a young man who seemed to possess all the necessary 
credentials.  I contacted him and he agreed to turn up at the appointed 
time.  Imagine my surprise—nay, shock—when the doorbell rang and 
standing outside was an elderly man and his wife.  On asking who they 
were, he said that he was the mohel.  The picture in the paper must have 
dated from around 1930, which laid bare the lie that says seeing is 
believing! 
He immediately got down to work.  Whereas the event usually involves 
someone sitting and holding the baby and the mohel doing what he is 
charged to do in less than a blink of an eyelid (literally), this guy 
produced what I can only describe as a bath-shaped contraption into 
which my son was placed, covered with a lid with an aperture through 
which the object to be Judaized was visible; the lid was then closed so 
that we could see just the baby"s face and his privates.  Given that the 
operator was well into his 70s, this was probably all just as well, 
sanctioned by the Almighty if not by all the rabbis. 
The job done, we offered light refreshments and in the course of 
conversation, I asked Shachar if he had received the copy of !Pre-Israeli 
Planning in Palestine—The Example of Acre” which had by this time 
been published in the Town Planning Review.  He had, thank you very 
much, he said; it was interesting, but it didn’t have an acknowledgement 
that it had been based on a chapter from a Ph.D thesis supervised by 
Professor Arieh Shachar, his first and only comment I received from 
him about the dissertation I had completed a year and a half earlier! 
Fifty days later, on February 9 1971, the San Fernando Valley was 
struck by the San Fernando (Sylmar) earthquake at 06:00:41.  There 
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was a strong ground motion lasting about 12 seconds, the origin of 
faulting located five miles north of the San Fernando Valley. There was 
considerable local damage in portions of the valley and also in the 
foothills of the San Gabriel Mountains, the fault responsible for the 
movement not having been considered a threat. The shaking exceeded 
what engineers had prepared for and though most of the buildings in 
the Valley were relatively new, several supposedly earthquake-resistant 
structures sustained serious damage.  The following night, there was a 
total lunar eclipse and strong Santa Ana winds in excess of 40 mph blew 
through the mountain passes, adding to the weirdness of the whole day.  
Scarier than the main earthquake itself were the aftershocks, which 
continued for several weeks after the main event.   
One of the consequences of this earthquake was that most of the books 
in the university library were unshelved and in the process of reshelving, 
many books considered !lost” were !rediscovered”.  And the oddest 
comment made about the event came from a departmental colleague 
who told us that he had eaten an very spicy curry the previous evening 
and was seated in the lavatory when the earthquake hit and thought to 
himself that he"d never eaten a curry before that had such a violent 
effect. 

Somehow, moving to Los Angeles, I"d been half expecting something 
like this and was, perversely, even looking forward to the experience.  
Not long after we arrived, we were resting one afternoon when I noticed 
the curtains in the bedroom swaying as if blown by a light breeze.  
Nothing unusual, except for the fact that the window was closed so I 
knew that we had experienced a mild tremor. Ever since I had read 
about earthquakes as a Geology undergraduate and learned about San 
Francisco in 1906 or Tokyo in 1923, I wanted to experience a real one.  
After February 9 1971, it morphed into something I never want to re-
experience.  Terra is supposed to be firma and in an earthquake, it isn"t 
and that has a deep psychological effect. Years later, when visiting the 
Geological Museum in London with the children, I stood on the 
earthquake simulator and wanted to stop the world and get off.  It was 
not pleasant and even though I knew that nothing untoward would 
happen, memories flooded back. 
At the end of the academic year, we took off to spend the summer in 
Dublin.  It"s hard to explain to young people in these days of social 
media that there was once a time when we relied on the postal service, 
sometimes referred to today as !snailmail”.  Dov was almost eight 
months old and although Vivien"s parents had visited us in Los Angeles 
for the brit mila, all that my parents had seen of their first grandchild 
were four or five pictures that I"d sent them.  So, off we went, on a 
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charter flight to Gatwick and thence to Dublin. What I remember most 
about the flights there and back was that at least half the passengers 
smoked and on the flight to Gatwick, one individual in our row but on 
the opposite side of the aisle repeatedly used a cigarette lighter with a 
flame at least 15 cms high!. 
While Vivien stayed in Dublin, I went off with Da to Israel for a 
fortnight, ostensibly to see Roz who by this time was studying nursing 
on her way to a 40+ year career as a midwife.  Yehoshua Ben-Arieh, 
the historical geographer at the Hebrew University, whom I had met 
when I was based there but whom I hardly knew, had taken to writing 
to me a couple of times a year and suggested that I might like to talk 
with some people in Haifa and Beersheba with the idea that I might 
eventually choose to move there.  Yehoshua duly set up the meetings 
and I met with Arnon Soffer in Haifa and Dan Bowman in Beersheba. 
We also spent some time in Haifa and travelled to the Lebanese border 
at Rosh HaNiqrah and it poured in both these places even though it 
was August.  Years later, talking to Haim Kutiel, a climatologist in the 
Haifa department, I mentioned this anomaly and Kuti was disbelieving; 
he"d never heard of such a thing.  I told him to consult his statistics (he 
had a doctoral student working on climatic anomalies) and lo and 
behold, I had told the truth. 
Returning to Dublin, I had to deal with U.S. visa issues.  For our first 
year in LA, we had been granted temporary visas and I had applied to 
the U.S. consulate in Calgary for P-1 visas before we left for LA.  
However, when I informed the authorities that I would be in Ireland for 
the summer, I was told that I would have to make the application at the 
U.S. embassy in Dublin and that they would have to request the file 
from Calgary—and that there was no guarantee it would arrive on time.  
In the event, after several weeks of concern, things worked out and I 
became a migrant yet again, for the third time. 
Life being what it is and having acquired immigrant status in the United 
States, something that many crave, we decided to become immigrants 
for a fourth time.  After completing a second year in Northridge, we 
made plans to emigrate to Israel, or to use Zionist terminology, !make 
aliyah”.  I would have been happy to stay in California or even to seek a 
position in Canada but a decision had been taken and that was that. 
Thanks to my visit the year before and Ben-Arieh"s behind the scenes 
work, I received two job offers.  Ben-Gurion University of the Negev in 
Beersheba offered me a three-year appointment as a visiting Senior 
Lecturer; the University of Haifa offered me the same deal but with the 
rank of Lecturer.   I"m not terribly enamoured of deserts but why settle 
for Lecturer? I wrote to Haifa that I would love to accept but that 
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Beersheba had offered me a more senior rank and better salary.  The 
outcome? I arrived in Haifa as a Visiting Senior Lecturer. 
We made our way to Israel via the Grand Canyon, Salt Lake City, 
Minneapolis, (staying with Gerry and Judy Cohen), Niagara Falls, the 
1972 International Geographical Union meeting in Montreal, ending 
up in New York from where we would travel to Dublin and at the end 
of September, leave for Israel.  I hated New York.  Granted we had an 
infant to lug around; granted there was the heat and humidity of a New 
York August; granted we were staying with a friend in Brooklyn—but 
other than the Guggenheim Museum, the likes of which I"d never seen 
before, I detested the place and vowed never to return and, I suppose, 
with some regrets, I never did. 
We arrived at what was then called Lod Airport on the night of 
September 27 1972, went through the formality of registering as new 
immigrants and receiving our identity cards and identity numbers from 
a semi-literate clerk who inscribed my family name with a single !vav” 
וו ”rather than two !vavs (”corresponding to a !V) ו  (corresponding to a 
!W”), so that to this day that is the way my name is written on official 
documents; if I spell my name the way I regard as being correct when, 
say, filling out a form for a driver"s licence or a passport, I am usually 
informed that my name is not recognized. It is also why my name is 
pronounced by many Hebrew speakers as !Voterman”, rather than 
what it should be though I suppose it was appropriate enough for 
someone who spent some years early in his career writing about 
electoral reform. 
We left the airport in the company of a cab driver hired by the Jewish 
Agency for Israel and were driven to a building in Qiryat Amal, the less 
fashionable part of Qiryat Tivon (not that Tivon is all that fashionable) 
a town about 20 kms southeast of Haifa and deposited there in the 
middle of the night, left to fend for ourselves and our almost two-year 
old infant.  This is where we were to spend our first couple of months in 
the Promised Land—not exactly the location of my dreams.$  
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6. PROSPECTS IN THE PROMISED LAND 
I!m not really a Jew. Just Jew-ish. Not the whole hog, you know 

Jonathan Miller 

Thirty years before the advent of mobile phones and two decades before 
the Internet, in an apartment with no phone, I felt rather isolated in 
Tivon.  In early October 1972, I travelled to the University of Haifa to 
meet my new colleagues none of whom I had ever met (except for the 
one I"d spoken with on my visit the previous year).  Not only did I not 
know them but I wasn"t even familiar with their names. It was a junior 
department, just one senior lecturer among them, the rest lecturers, 
instructors, assistants.   
And then, of course, there were senior people who came once a week 
from Jerusalem to keep an eye on this neophyte department so that 
there would be no straying from the Jerusalem model or early signs of 
autonomy, We needed to be reminded who the real bosses were! Given 
that almost everybody in the department was being supervised by a 
senior Jerusalem faculty member towards a master"s degree or a 
doctorate, drifting from what was considered !acceptable” was highly 
unlikely.  From this aspect, the Haifa department couldn"t have been 
more different from Northridge. 
The trip to the university to meet my new colleagues and incoming first-
year undergraduates involved three buses so I set out early, not knowing 
exactly how long it would take.  Alighting the second bus in Central 
Carmel, I found that I had a couple of hours to kill and not wishing to 
hang around either there or at the university, where I had not yet been 
allocated workspace, I decided to drop into an estate agency and see if 
they had anything on their books suitable for a young family.  They 
sized me up quickly and took me to see an apartment a five-minute drive 
away, on the Western Carmel.  I liked the look of it but with no 
experience in purchasing property, I asked to phone Vivien"s uncle to 
see if he could come to Haifa and look at the place. The following day, 
with Vivien and an almost two-year old in tow, Cyril arrived, took one 
look at the apartment and said !Yes.  Take it!” We moved in on 
November 29, 1972 just nine weeks after arriving in the country and 
lived there for the next 18 years. 
The meeting at the university started late as one department member 
had just landed in Israel following a long trip to Mexico but I was 
assured that he would turn up during the course of the meeting.  Moshe 
Inbar, a geomorphologist with a Ben-Gurion style coiffure, duly arrived 
and that was his norm for the next four and a half decades.  I hadn"t a 
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clue what was going on but my new colleagues seemed friendly enough, 
which was just as well because I was to spend a long time among them. 
I was given the Introductory course in Human Geography with about 
150 students, the regional geography of the Middle East (which I  had 
taught in Northridge) and a final year seminar.  I had to make an 
important decision: should I teach in my native English or try using my 
pidgin Hebrew?  I elected to use the latter though whether this was 
foolhardy or wise, I"m still not sure. Occasionally I meet former students 
from then and the general consensus seems to be that although it wasn"t 
easy for them to understand all I wanted to relate, it must have been 
even more difficult for me.   
To assist me with the task, I was assigned two graduate students as 
teaching assistants—Nurit Kliot for the Introductory class and Yehuda 
Hayuth for the regional geography and seminar, both finishing their 
MA with Amiram Gonen in Jerusalem.  The following year, each left 
for doctoral studies in the States, Yehuda going to the University of 
Washington, returning to Haifa several years later, and eventually 
becoming President of the University. Nurit went to Clark to work 
under Saul Cohen.  She and I later had a productive partnership for 
many years, writing several joint papers, organizing two international 
conferences and editing two books.  Yehuda read me the term papers 
and seminar papers aloud and I assigned the grades based on what I’d 
heard; Nurit corrected my Hebrew for the Introduction and all went as 
satisfactorily as was possible in the circumstances. 

I had no real idea of what research I might engage in.  Initially, didn"t 
want a topic that would involve a good command of Hebrew.  This was 
probably a misjudgment but the decision had been taken with what I 
considered to be in my own best interest. I thought I might work on 
British colonial planning, using Palestine as a case study but a visit to 
the Public Records Office in London in 1971 told me that personal files 
of Mandate employees had been shipped to Cyprus when Britain left 
the scene and had been destroyed in the mid-1950s, making such a 
study impossible.  In 1976, a month at the State Archive in Jerusalem 
indicated that what records did remain were very patchy.   
Though I had had some contact with Israeli geography between 1966 
and 1968, from close up in 1972 it seemed to be strange, parochial, 
perhaps even narrow-minded.  My Haifa colleagues were deeply 
influenced by their mentors in Jerusalem and any innovation seemed 
unlikely. In Canada and the USA, I had become accustomed to hearing 
several different views on issues.  In Israel, I was hearing variations on 
a theme. 
It struck me that Israeli human geography was not only bereft of ideas 
but was seemingly unmoved by interesting things happening in 
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Geography in the rest of the world unless they had some immediate 
practical application to state- and nation-building although physical 
geography seemed to be less narrow.  This desire to be useful to the 
state, with the emphasis on applied geography, retarded Israeli 
geographers from making their mark on the international scene for 
many years, especially compared with colleagues in other social 
sciences.   
The stress on being useful seemed closely connected with an obsession 
with field trips and creating an intimate relationship between people 
and land, or more accurately, using geography and geographic 
inculcation to justify the Zionist ideal and realize the Zionist dream. 
This fixation with field trips took up uncountable hours of discussion at 
staff meetings.  How many field days a year? How many over the three 
years of undergraduate study? Under what circumstances could 
exceptions be made, and such like.  It seemed to me irrelevant whether 
a student spent 10 or 30 days on field trips but then even as a student, I 
was never really a devotee of field trips for their own sake.   

The field trip (siyyur) as the existential expression of Yedi"at ha"Aretz 
(literally, !knowledge if the Land”) linked up with another 
preoccupation, the role of the army veteran in academic geography.  
Most of the field trips in the Haifa department were regional trips and 
I was reticent to take a field trip when so many students were obviously 
more familiar with the environment than I. I eventually broke out about 
three years after arriving and took an urban field trip to Acre, where I 
had done my PhD research.  Two events contributed to a feeling that 
this field trip wasn"t exactly successful.  One mendacious student chose 
to fill in more than 30 questionnaires over the two days seated in a café 
rather than interview real people; and two !mature” students told me to 
my face that there was nothing they could possibly learn about Acre 
from a new immigrant, even one familiar with the town.  Their 
rationale? Apparently, only that I hadn"t been to the army and 
participated in siyyurim there. 

Service to the state was another hang-up that I couldn"t get my head 
around.  Why should what someone had done something at one stage 
of his life-history be rewarded for it with a university degree?  Obviously, 
there have been some whose army experience aided them in obtaining 
a good degree but there were others who simply felt that they should be 
rewarded in kind for having contributed so much of their lives to the 
state and regrettably, some people in the department agreed with the 
latter view.  I would go as far as to say that there were several mature 
(i.e. ex-army, Shin-Bet, Mossad) students who, under normal 
circumstances, simply wouldn"t have qualified. To my mind, this was a 
prostitution of academic values,  supported by populist politicians, one 
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less demanding than the politically trickier option of ensuring that 
people who have the ability to succeed in higher education but lack the 
means to pay for it should not lose out.   
Perhaps these are just gripes of an outsider; the life of an immigrant is 
never easy.  In Israel, notwithstanding the lip service paid to the 
importance of immigration, the lifeblood of Israel, many resent 
newcomers.  Native Israeli (Sabra) society half a century ago was 
exceptionally cliquish; schools, youth organizations and army service all 
played a role in this.  Perhaps the relative immobility of early sabra 
society contributed to the xenophobia, accompanied by an old Jewish 
trait of envy and an old Israeli inferiority complex that comes to the fore 
despite the very real achievement of having established a nation-state.   

Some immigrants do succeed, especially those with a !patron”.  In the 
world of academe, some disciplines are readier to absorb newcomers 
than others.  Science and engineering have done most and social science 
has not been bad but geography has been less good.  Compare in the 
1970s, the number of geographers educated outside Israel with almost 
any other social science discipline and you will find that the proportion 
was low.  The reason was simple: outsiders were not valued in Israeli 
geography for a long time.  Immigrants didn"t grow up in the familiar 
outlines of the Israeli landscape and environment.  Although several 
colleagues were friendly and helped an absorption process that has 
continued for half a century, I have always felt—and especially with 
older colleagues—that from their perspective, the relationship was 
never one of equals but one of a kind but impatient uncle having to look 
after an ingenuous nephew. 
Then as I was about to get ready for my second year in Haifa, on 
Saturday, October 6 1973, Yom Kippur, a plane flew low across the Haifa 
skies, sirens were sounded and the Yom Kippur War was under way.  
Although we"d been in Israel during the Six-Day War, this was different. 
I was to learn that a student with whom I had spent an hour in my office 
just two days earlier had been killed on the first day of the war.  I found 
that I was almost the only member of the department not called up for 
military duty, becoming de facto Acting Chairman of a department with 
a much-depleted faculty.  When things began to return to normal, I 
then discovered that by virtue of the fact that I had demanded to be 
appointed Senior Lecturer, I became the actual Chairman, a position I 
held until my first sabbatical in 1977. 
Given that (a) I was still learning how to cope with teaching in Hebrew, 
(b) had administrative duties and (c) that on January 8 1974 in the space 
of seven minutes the size of our family unexpectedly increased from 
three to five instead of from three to four, I was just about surviving.  
However, what wasn"t yet happening was research and writing.   
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Early in 1974, the Faculty of Social Sciences and Mathematics elected 
a new dean—Abraham Kaplan, an eminent philosopher of the social 
sciences, best known for his book The Conduct of Inquiry (1964).  We had 
him to dinner once, paired with Jean Gottmann, the popularizer of the 
word !Megalopolis” and a member of the University"s Board of 
Governors and who had no small ego himself.  The following day, 
Kaplan called me in, asking: !Who was that man last night?”, which 
indicated that Gottmann had won that little battle of egos fought out 
the previous evening on our balcony.  I attended ulpan (Hebrew 
conversation classes) with Kaplan and some others around this time but 
left after a few months because the class had turned into a forum for a 
series of monologues in patchy American-accented Hebrew as Abe had 
a very high opinion of his own abilities.  Given the books in his home, 
he was also seriously interested in Chinese erotica. 
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In one of my meetings with him, after he had dealt with departmental 

business that interested him not a 
whit, he asked me how my 
research and publication were 
coming along and I had to admit 
that given the pressure of 
everything else, I wasn"t really 
doing much of either so he 
impressed on me the importance 
of both if I wanted to continue in 
academe. I got the message.  I had 
three years as a visiting senior 
lecturer and then a possible 
extension for another two before it 
would be decided whether or not 
to keep me or !let me go”.  In the 
event, it took longer but I 
eventually got there. 
With my background, I was 

beginning to wonder how I was going to fit into the mainstream of 
Israeli human geography because there were two things about which 
my colleagues were very serious.  One was planning and applied 
geography and related quantitative methodologies. In order to be a 
!good” human geographer in Israel, your work had to somehow benefit 
the state, which seemed a totally cockeyed way of conducting academic 
research and contradicted everything I thought I understood.  The 

Jean Gottmann 

Abraham Kaplan 
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other way to be a !good” human geographer was to get involved in 
historical geography, connecting with the state by intensifying the bond 
between the !people of Israel” and !the Land of Israel”.  Neither applied 
geography nor historical geography much interested me.   
Historical geography was not sufficiently general to be attractive and 
my experience of planning in Israel had heretofore been negative for in 
1968, when still a Ph.D student, I had worked for two Haifa architects 
in the early stages of drawing up a Master Plan for Acre.  Soon after I 
returned to Israel in 1972, the same pair invited me to a public meeting 
at Acre Municipality where they presented their completed plan, which 
was savaged by the Northern District supervisor, a political appointee 
of the Minister of the Interior, who with a wave of his arms and hands, 
assigned large swathes of the plan to the trashcan.  Five years of work 
down the drain in ten minutes. Not for me! 
Nevertheless, I had to start knuckling down to some original research. I 
submitted a research proposal to the Israel Science Foundation to 
continue my work Acre by looking at segregation in the city.  It was 
carefully written and budgeted but they offered me less than 1 percent 
of what I had requested,  stipulating also that I submit a progress report 
twice a year to Professor Arieh Shachar at The Hebrew University.  I 
was learning how things worked in a small academic pond and I didn"t 
like it; I declined the offer and looked for something else to occupy my 
mind. 
Two topics interested me at this stage.  The first concerned electoral 
reform. This was the era in which British geographers such as Ron 
Johnston, Peter Taylor, Graham Gudgin and others had begun to 
publish work on elections but it was not they who set me off.  Rather it 
was Dick Morrill"s article !Ideal and Reality in Reapportionment” that 
set me thinking about how one might go about doing something like 
that in Israel even though the American and Israeli electoral systems 
couldn"t have been more dissimilar. I started thinking about this and 
familiarizing myself with the literature, yet there was another issue that 
had been niggling at me, lodged in the back of my mind; in retrospect, 
I must have been thinking about it for quite some time.    
Before coming to Israel, I had tried to read as much material in English 
as I could find about Israeli geography and society.  A year or so after 
immigration, it seemed that there was a wide gap between the Israel I 
thought I had come to know from the literature and the one I was 
experiencing.  This jarred. The Israel-based literature, both of academic 
articles in social sciences and the serious pseudo-academic material 
published by quangos such as the Jewish Agency or the Jewish National 
Fund, seemed to be highly idealized. (It was sometimes hard to ascertain 
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who were the real academics and who the quasi-scholars; in some cases, 
they were the same!)  
Early in 1974, something providential occurred. Donald Meinig, an 
eminent American geographer visiting the Hebrew University, 
presented a lecture at the University of Haifa in which he sketched three 
symbolic landscapes, portrayed as models of American community.  
These, he said, were part of the iconography of nationhood, of a shared 
set of ideas and memories and feelings that bind people together. 
However, he observed that whereas the existence of such landscapes 
seemed clear, they were really nothing more than images fraught with 
nuances and different expressions which appear at various levels of 
social consciousness.  
Even though he identified other symbolic American landscapes, those 
he chose to elaborate on were the New England village, Main Street of 
Middle America and California Suburbia.  His rationale was that, with 
reference to idealized communities for family life, these were the most 
influential at the national level. Each was based on an actual landscape 
of a particular region but all derived from national experience. Each 
had been simplified, beautified, and widely advertised, in the process 
becoming a commonly understood symbol, contributing to the shaping 
of the American scene.  
Meinig was a scholar of stature; he had an absorbing lecturing style with 
broad expansive arm and hand gestures. I was young and at the start of 
my career and his presentation was cogent in extremis. I was simply 
captivated, so much so that I thought that his idea of symbolic 
landscapes could easily be applied to the Israeli scene. Not only could be, 
I thought it should be. Even though the corpus of material I had read 
had been almost entirely in English, I thought I understood some things 
about Israel.  
So after mulling it over and with no qualms, I decided to adopt and 
adapt Meinig"s model; after all, Oscar Wilde said that !imitation is the 
sincerest form of flattery that mediocrity can pay to greatness”. I gave 
some thought as to what would comprise my idealized Israeli landscapes 
and set out to describe and explain three elements of the Israeli 
landscape that appeared to me then (1974) to have achieved mythical 
proportions. A caricature of Israeli culture and society and its human 
landscapes had it that Israelis were a group of paramilitary pioneering 
immigrants, simultaneously engaged in protecting the borders from 
enemies whilst reclaiming desert wastes, in a spirit of an egalitarian and 
ascetic socialism. It may have been an exaggeration but was a caricature 
admittedly containing some real-life elements.  
I started to write the article in 1974. At just over 4,000 words without 
the footnotes, it was a short piece. I was conscious that I needed to 
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choose my words very carefully and to say what I wanted to in as few 
words as possible—something that I later learned is part of the art of 
writing. Initially, I had not thought out the conclusions and this was the 
hardest part of all because I discovered that what I was actually saying 
wasn"t strictly geography—or at least, geography as most people seemed 
to understand it in the mid-1970s.  

There weren"t too many sources I could make use of. The roles of 
perception and subjectivity in appreciating the environment were not 
yet widespread among geographers and this needs to be borne in mind. 
At the time, there was J.K. Wright"s 1947 presidential address to the 
Association of American Geographers on imagination in geography 
and David Lowenthal"s pioneering paper on experience and 
imagination in geography, which had appeared in 1961 almost 20 years 
before my little piece and which he and I talked about many years later. 
There was also Wreford Watson"s short paper on myth in American 
landscapes and Yi-Fu Tuan"s Topophilia was out when just as I was 
writing this piece. Ted Relph"s Place and Placelessness and the essays edited 
by Lowenthal and Martyn Bowden in Geographies of the Mind were 
published while I was waiting to hear if my piece would be accepted but 
I didn"t read them until after it had been published. Peirce Lewis"s 
brilliant essay on landscapes and the published version of Meinig"s 
seminar paper that had so stimulated me only appeared in The 
Interpretation of Ordinary Landscapes, edited by Meinig, in 1979.  And 
although Grady Clay had been publishing for years, he was beneath my 
horizon. I had also read Roland Barthes$"essays on myths, but because 
in 1975 nobody had suggested to me that they might be relevant to a 
geographer, I wasn"t sure what to make of them.  
I started to draft a paper that took me over a year to complete.  What 
perturbed me was that although what I was thinking about was 
stimulating, it was taking me out of my comfort zone.  It was over a 
decade since I had started to think of myself as a geographer but this 
paper, seemed to be distancing me from what I had come to think of as 
mainstream geography and thus actually increased the disparity 
between me and orthodox Israeli geography.   
Once completed, it took me nearly two and a half years to find an outlet 
and it was only published almost four years after I"d completed it. I had 
first tried The Geographical Review and Economic Development and Cultural 
Change and in each case it languished with the editor for about a year; 
after polite enquiries, each editor informed me that he could not get a 
response from the Israeli reviewer to whom he"d sent it!  I sent it back 
to the Geographical Review, the editor informing me after a further six 
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months that it wasn"t suitable for publication in that journal!  I wasn"t 
prepared to change a single word because I felt that I"d said exactly what 
I had wanted to say. This was awkward, to say the least.  
The paper was eventually published in Geography, a publication of the 
Geographical Association and although it was a journal mainly read by 
school geography teachers, it has nonetheless always enjoyed a decent 
reputation.  The then editor of Geography seemed happy enough with the 
paper but took exception to my use of the word !boosterism” which, she 
claimed, was not a proper English word.  I explained to her that I had 
read Daniel Boorstin"s three-volume classic work, The Americans, and 
that he had five chapters that dealt with !boosters” and !boosterism”.  
Boosters, I informed her, was the word used to describe those who use 
promotion to support growth and development of their city and that 
!boosting” and !boosters” were contemporary terms used during the 
1920s and 1930s by the boosters to describe themselves or their peers.  
She was not impressed.  When I received offprints of the paper, the 
word !booster” wasn"t there; she had used editor"s privilege to expunge 
it! 

Re-reading it, I still think it"s one of the better pieces I"ve written and I 
revisited the paper 40 years later, when I was invited to produce a piece 
for the final issue of The Jewish Journal of Sociology.  I offered it because I 
frankly didn"t feel like producing something new.  I sent the original to 
the editor, Keith Kahn-Harris and to my surprise, he agreed to publish 
both the original, without changes, and my thoughts on it after four 
decades. 
Although I knew that some people read it, I have little doubt that most 
of my Israeli peers never saw it and had they come across it then, might 
not have quite grasped what I was trying to say. Anyway, there was 
nobody I knew at the time among Israeli geographers—or anywhere 
else for that matter—with whom I could discuss my ideas. I was working 
in the dark and on my own. When I presented a version of the paper at 
a departmental seminar around 1975 I was received with blank stares 
and comments that what I had written about had nothing to do with 
geography.  
Reading it again after many years, several ideas sprang to mind.  What 
was I really thinking about when I decided to use the term !landscape” 
and were the three symbolic landscapes really representative of 
anything at the time?  If so, was I just lucky and if not, what might have 
been better? Were the three landscapes I chose—new towns, kibbutz 
and desert—just symbolic or were they really iconic?  How much was 
my reading of Israeli landscape and how it reflected Israeli society 
coloured by my Diaspora background—beliefs, images, prejudices or, 
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more likely, ignorance?  What iconic landscapes might an Israeli-born 
or Israeli-trained geographer have presented had they thought of posing 
such a question? 

I can"t answer these questions and hindsight is such a powerful 
modifying filter that it interferes with every effort to provide reasonable 
explanation. And anyway, such a lot has changed.  Yet bearing in mind 
that I completed the paper in 1975 and Israeli voters rejected the 
Labour Party two years later, I might not have been far off track. Of 
course, the whole premise might have been grossly flawed and given 
that I concluded that the world of the pioneering ascetic socialist living 
on the periphery had become a myth, it may very well have achieved 
mythical status long before that if, indeed, it ever was !real”. 

Although I"m the same person, I"m quite different to how I was in 1975.  
Then, I"d been in Israel for under three years and was not even a citizen; 
today, I"ve lived there nearly 50 years, had a career, raised a family, 
served in the army, and paid lots of taxes.  Then as now, there is the 
vexed question that continually haunts me: !Am I an #Insider $"or an 
#Outsider’”?  There is little doubt that in 1975 I was looking at Israel 
from the perspective of an outsider even though formally I was on the 
inside; today, this is a moot point. My insideness seems to be, to use Ted 
Relph"s terminology, empathetic.  Yet observing events with 
retrospection, to think that I might have been able to put a finger on 
iconic landscapes and try to explain why the imagined landscape 
reflected something wrong with Israeli society required more than a 
little chutzpah.   
My choice was based as much on ignorance as knowledge and I was 
probably thinking of visual landscapes. Although I understood that  
#landscape $"was central to others such as architects, painters or 
photographers, I was unmindful of the complexities associated with the 
term and the intricate underlying involvement of society and culture in 
both the production and interpretation of landscapes. By the end of 
working on that short paper, I was beginning to appreciate this but it 
took me longer to become better informed. 

It isn"t easy to visualize the Israeli landscape as it was in the 1970s even 
though it has been heavily documented through literature and media of 
all kinds.  The population, then just under 3 million, was about a third 
today"s and even the most cursory observation reveals that the 
construction of houses, industrial plants, office buildings, and the 
growth in transportation and ancillary infrastructure has radically 
altered the landscape over four and a half decades.  
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The Zionist project was essentially a futuristic scheme with 
contradictory messages. The socialists wished to show that although 
they were Jews, they could do things differently from what was expected 
of Jews.  Socialism and asceticism were preferred to capitalism and 
hedonism, agriculture and pioneering were alternatives to trade and 
commerce and comfort in an urban environment.  Aimed at Diaspora 
Jews, this was clear notice that the old ways had corrupted the Jewish 
people but this was the dominant message until voters rejected and 
ejected socialist Zionism in 1977.   
Nevertheless, it had set the national agenda and Labour controlled the 
dissemination of much of the information about Zionist activity. The 
mantra revolved around differences.  To other Jews, their message was: 
!Jews should be different and this is how to do it”.  A subtler message 
was directed at the non-Jewish world, implying that Jews could be 
different.  Jewish metamorphosis begged innovation and experiment 
and was an example to the rest of the world of what could be 
accomplished with effort, an ideal towards which the rest of the world 
could aspire.  In Zionist jargon, Jews could become #a light unto the 
Nations". 
But socialist Zionism was never uncontested.  Oddly, the main socialist 
institutions were located in Tel Aviv, something glossed over but which 
couldn"t be disregarded completely.  Yet Tel Aviv was outside the 
socialist loop because it embodied almost everything that socialist 
Zionists wished to change.  It was a city, the hub of Jewish settlement in 
Palestine, and politicians and intellectuals who did not buy into the 
socialist brand of Zionism controlled it. 
In fact, Tel Aviv was the other focus of the Zionist venture.  The city 
and surrounding metropolis have stood the test of time better than the 
socialist institutions.  It grew through private initiative and investment 
from the start and had a glamour different from the allure of socialist 
Zionism. Tel Aviv asked Diaspora Jews why they needed to make their 
mark in North America or Europe when they could come to Palestine 
and do so as Jews in a Jewish environment.  They could participate in 
the rebirth of the Jewish people in a do-it-yourself Jewish city and they 
did not have to break their backs as socialist pioneers either.  Tel Aviv 
stressed a new brand of secular Jewishness; it was, as Maoz Azaryahu 
has so vividly put it, the First Hebrew city.   
From the 1980s, Israel has undergone an elemental shift, losing its 
illusory patina (or was it a delusional gloss?) of ascetic socialism 
concocted in Europe, replacing it with a form of capitalist decadence 
rooted in a market approach to prosperity à la USA.  Israel was well on 
the way to abandoning a European mindset with which it was founded 
and adopting a variant of an American outlook, which included 
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individualism, free markets, free movement.  Whereas the socialists 
emphasized being different from both Diaspora Jews and from Gentiles, 
Tel Aviv"s message was one of similarity. To the Jews, it was: !You can 
do the same thing here, only in a more fulfilling manner” whereas to 
Gentiles, it was: !We can be the same as you, in our way, and as good 
as you, if not better”.   
However, nothing is ever so simple. A complication of the development 
of the Israeli scene was that immigrants and children of immigrants 
from countries in the Middle East and North Africa began to demand 
their place in Israeli society. 
So, was I both impudent and imprudent back in 1975?  And if a paper 
in similar vein but set in 2020 rather than 1974 were to be written, how 
might it read?  What might constitute symbolic or iconic landscapes 
now?  Based on a reading of the literature in geography and adjacent 
disciplines, could three such landscapes be found and if so, what would 
they say about Israeli society and culture?  
Because of intellectual lacunae at the time, I was oblivious to such 
landscape symbolism found in memorials to resistance or to the fallen, 
or monuments to heroism.  I also paid no heed to Arabs and Arab 
landscapes or to religion or biblical influences.  Although they were 
quite visible, I never gave them a second thought.  I suppose I didn"t 
regard them as iconic enough and, in retrospect, without fully 
appreciating it, that was what I was really about at the time. 
Finding iconic landscapes today is undeniably more difficult than then.  
Human geography is more diffuse and geographers more individualist.  
The issues they write about—borders and boundaries, water and the 
environment, metropolitan growth and transportation, social issues 
such as segregation, cultural issues such as memorial space—may deal 
primarily with Israel but are usually placed in a broader framework than 
before.  The Israel/Palestine issue, including the relations between 
Israel and a possible future Palestinian state are often placed within a 
comparative framework, too.  Even the approach to historical 
geography, that most Zionist of sub-disciplines, has opened up to critical 
approaches.   The bottom line is that if indeed there are any iconic 
landscapes, they would illustrate less how Israel differs from other places 
and draw attention to the similarities it shares with other states. Then 
again, perhaps, I might be entirely in error.   
From the current literature, it seems as if the only discernible iconic 
landscapes relate to the Tel Aviv metropolis and !the Occupation”.  
The former is related to Israel"s being part of a globalized world and the 
Tel Aviv metropolis contains the epitome landscapes of that 
relationship. Much has been written and published, too, about 
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landscapes of resistance, the settlements and the visible barrier that 
separates Israeli and Palestinian territories and people. Israeli 
settlements in the West Bank, the traffic arrangements facilitating 
movement between these settlements, impeding passage between 
Palestinian ones, and the wall and fence that constitute the !Separation 
Barrier” are currently attractive topics, especially among so-called 
!progressive” and !liberal” (read: post-Zionist and anti-Zionist) circles.  
This purportedly illustrates Israel"s re-emergence as a unique state—but 
in a negative sense, an unworthy successor to Apartheid South Africa.   
Although this attracts much attention from non-Israeli social scientists 
and polemicists, several Israelis have jumped on this international 
bandwagon.  For a small and vocal group of Israeli geographers this is 
just one of the outward expressions of a highly inequitable, unjust and 
undemocratic society organized by and for an !ethnocracy” of mainly 
secular Ashkenazim, a state that ceaselessly discriminates against all the 
country"s minorities—Arabs, Mizrahim and Haredim—in housing, 
education and employment opportunities. 
Like their precursors of half a century ago, these socially and politically 
conscious intellectuals and academics are sure that they have captured 
!truth” and as they attempt to right the wrongs they perceive by drawing 
attention to Israel"s ills, playing on the sentiments of the world, they 
draw yet another caricature of Israeli landscapes, society and culture. 
We have come full circle—from those who attempted to portray Israel 
as different and unique by stressing those elements that presented Israel 
in its most positive light to illustrating Israel as different and unique but 
this time by emphasizing the negative.   
Yet, truth is elusive.  In the words of the American environmental 
historian, William Cronon, discussing how historians interpreted the 
American West:  !Like all historians we configure the events of the past 
into causal sequences—stories—that order and simplify those events to 
give them new meanings… . When we choose a plot to order our 
environmental histories, we give them a unity that neither nature nor 
the past possesses so clearly. In so doing we move well beyond nature 
into the intensely human realm of value.” 
Cronon claimed that whatever the overt purpose of a particular story 
!it cannot avoid a covert exercise of power; it inevitably sanctions some 
stories while silencing others” and that the various stories have hidden 
agendas that influence what the narrative includes or excludes.  !It 
remains possible to narrate the same evidence in radically different ways 
or indeed to selectively seek evidence that will lead to a pre-determined 
conclusion”. There is truly nothing new under the sun.   
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And as I was waiting for a decision from the editor of Geography about 
!Ideology and Events in Israeli human landscapes”, I was thinking 
about something else entirely.  I was asking myself how I might 
approach the issue of electoral reform in Israel from a geographic 
perspective.  Again, when I broached this issue among my Haifa 
colleagues, I was met with the same looks and comments of disapproval 
that I had received when I talked about iconic landscapes.  They told 
me forthrightly that it wasn"t geography.$  



 103 

 

7.  ELECTORAL REFORM AND SAGGING OPTIMISM 
Elections are won by men and women chiefly because most 

people vote against somebody rather than for somebody 
Franklin P. Adams 

 

Probably before I had begun to think about !Ideology and Events”, I 
had become interested in elections and electoral systems, presenting a 
paper entitled! $Regional consciousness and electoral districting in 
Israel” at the Association of the American Geographers Meeting in 
Seattle in 1974. 
Elections to the Knesset were to have taken place in October 1973 but 
were postponed for three months because of the Yom Kippur War.  As 
I read about how Israel elects its representatives to the Knesset, I began 
to think that something was awry and the need for electoral reform to 
put things right occupied my mind intermittently for about two decades.   
Electoral reform in Israel was an issue that some people thought about 
and others talked about occasionally but nothing ever happened and,  
more than 40 years on, nothing will.  The only people who could make 
it happen are Knesset members and put very simply, in their collective 
wisdom, they are not interested in changing a system they understand 
and know how to manipulate. However, in this respect, Israeli 
politicians are much like their counterparts the world over.  
I was too unworldly to realize this at the time and there are very few 
examples in which a Western-style democracy has debated a change as 
radical as one from an at-large to a constituency-based system. 
Generally speaking, districting decentralizes and dilutes political power 
while simultaneously defactionating politics; it also focusses politics 
more on local issues, which makes it unattractive to Israeli legislators, 
although in the Israeli context this would probably be to the nation"s 
benefit, as it is impossible to ignore national issues.  
Almost half a century on, I still think that there is dire need in Israel to 
change the electoral system but it won"t happen in my lifetime.  The 
three elections in 2019 and 2020 have only confirmed the worst of the 
system as it stands.   
But return to 1973, why did I give that presentation in Seattle?  Here I 
was, aged 28, a stranger in a strange country trying to figure out how 
the place works and one of the things that seemed very strange to me 
was the antique nature of the electoral system.  I had come from a part 
of the world that elected members of parliament in constituencies and 
in this strange State of Israel, geographical constituencies didn"t exist; 
the country operated as a single undivided electoral district.  It didn"t 
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make sense to me because it seemed that the Knesset members elected 
were not individually obligated to serve a recognizable set of voters and 
I asked myself not only how this situation arose but how it has endured 
for so long.  That was 46 years ago and in the interim, nothing substantial 
has happened. 
Article 4 of the Basic Law: The Knesset establishes that the Knesset should 
be elected in general, national, direct, secret and proportional elections. 
However, as I understand it, Knesset members are not directly elected, 
rather they are only names on a party"s list.  When voting, voters don"t 
even see the names of the people they are electing; they do no more 
than simply place a piece of paper with the party"s symbol in the box. 
Thus it is parties and not candidates that participate in elections. 
Moreover, not only are the elected Knesset members not beholden to 
any specific electorate, but unlike a more sophisticated version of the list 
system used in The Netherlands, voters cannot express preferences for 
individuals on the list by means of which the position of the candidates 
on the list chosen can be altered, thereby potentially affecting who is 
elected and who is not.  It"s a take it or leave it situation and certainly 
not one that encourages the representatives to pay much attention to 
voters to whom they never have answer directly.  
Today, a list must pass a qualifying threshold of 3.25 percent of all valid 
votes cast to be represented in the Knesset. In 1974, this threshold was 
just 1 percent, meaning that in practice, any person who could find 
16,000 clowns to vote for him was in.  In 1972, Shmuel Flatto-Sharon, 
wanted by the French authorities for embezzling $60 million, 
emigrated to Israel and in 1977 formed a one-man party prior to 
the election, hoping to obtain parliamentary immunity and avoid 
extradition.  His list actually won 2 percent of the vote but as a one-man 
list, one seat is what he got. Seven years later, he got something else—
three months community service for bribery during the 1977 campaign, 
as he had bought votes by promising apartments to people at reduced 
prices as well as paying voters (who he had described as !campaign 
workers”)!   
Over time, several proposals to change the electoral system have been 
mooted, mainly motivated by a desire to reduce the number of parties,  
as their multiplicity causes difficulties in forming coalitions and in 
maintaining their stability.  None of these proposals contained even the 
seeds of constituency elections and none ever progressed beyond a first 
reading. The most ever accomplished was the introduction of the direct 
election of the Prime Minister, separate from Knesset elections, a law 
enacted in 1992 and repealed in 2001 and to change the threshold from 
1 percent to where it stands at today, theoretically changing the size of 
the smallest parties from a single seat to four.  (I say theoretically 
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because another of the shortcomings of the current system is that it 
allows members disgruntled with the party on whose list they were 
elected to break away and form independent groupings as small as a 
single member!) 
What attracted me initially was why the country had no regional 
representation.  I understood that it"s small country and that national 
issues such as security and immigration are paramount but at the same 
time, it also struck me that there had to be differences between people 
who live in Metropolitan Tel Aviv and other larger cities and those who 
live in the geographic (and social) periphery.  Moreover, it bothered me 
that as a consequence, the elected Knesset members carry little or no 
accountability as individuals towards the people who ostensibly voted 
for them, because as individuals, they answer only to the party which 
placed them high enough on the list for them to be elected. 
How did this come about?  Several explanations have been proffered. 
One is that it was based on the system used to elect the Polish Sejm after 
World War I when it was deemed necessary to represent a diverse 
population as proportionally as possible.  It was used during the 
Mandate when the Zionist leadership in Palestine wished to make the 
British authorities aware that there were many different voices among 
the Jewish community in Palestine.  The system might well have been 
suited to Israel during early statehood for a similar reason although by 
then, the desires of the political parties to cement that with which they 
had become familiar was the principal rationale for maintaining it. 
It appeared then that change was necessary but not through something 
as warped and disproportional as the !winner-take-all” system used to 
elect British MPs or members of the U.S. House of Representatives.  In 
fact, the first-past-the-post system can be so disproportional that in 1983 
the Liberal Democrats in the UK received a quarter of the valid votes 
cast but won only 3½ percent of the seats.   
What Israel needed was a system in which Knesset members were 
elected in constituencies but by a system maintaining a tolerable level 
of proportionality and, given my background, what would suit Israel 
was something like Ireland"s Single Transferable Vote (STV) system 
where voters are asked to rank candidates in multi-member 
constituencies and are free to choose from among candidates from 
different parties.  That said, any proportional system provides built-in 
safeguards against the excesses of simple majority systems and reduces 
the role of electoral cartography in influencing the results, something 
that contrasts with the manipulative possibilities offered by methods 
used to render votes into seats.  
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So I decided that I wanted to ascertain if and by how much districting 
might change the outcome of an election in Israel.  To make this 
happen, I needed a computer program and I knew from reading the 
literature on redistricting that such programs existed in the United 
States.  My programming skills were insufficient to allow me to do this 
myself and without a research grant, the cost of purchasing such a 
program was prohibitive.  However, I contacted someone in the United 
States who could provide the necessary at a reasonable price and when 
he saw that I was based in Israel, he sent me a printout of the program 
gratis.  Those were the days! 
Back in the 1970s, computers occupied lots of space and the programs 
they ran were read by feeding blank IBM cards into a card punch 
machine and typing the program instructions line by line on to the cards 
which could then be fed into a card reader and transferred to a 
computer.  The program was almost 6,000 lines long so the first task 
was to transfer it on to punch cards over several weeks at the 
University"s computer centre.  When it came to run the program, the 
memory of the university"s computer (all of 128K) was not large enough, 
necessitating use of the computer of the Technion—Israel Institute of 
Technology, which had sufficient memory. 
My daily routine became to take three boxes of IBM cards to the 
Technion in the morning, ensuring that they remained in the correct 
order, the stand in line and hand them over to the card reader and wait, 
collect the cards, carefully maintaining their correct order, then return 
to the university, returning to the Technion later in the day to see what 
errors the computer had uncovered in the program.  This routine 
continued for several weeks until I did what I should have done weeks 
earlier and compared the printout line by line with each individual card.  
Lo and behold, I discovered that two lines of code were missing and 
which when inserted, caused the program to run successfully and I 
began to get results.What I really wanted to do was to divide Israel into 
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electoral districts of roughly the same size with each electoral district 
being represented by the same number of Knesset members.  What 
Israeli political scientists who had toyed with the idea of electoral 
districts had done before was simply to use existing administrative 
Districts and Subdistricts and allot each the 107number of 
representatives commensurate with the total population of each district, 
thereby avoiding the difficulties involved in creating entirely new 
electoral districts.  In this way, the largest District (Tel-Aviv) would have 
been entitled to 40 representatives whereas the smallest (Safed and 
Kinneret)  would he been entitled to just two each.  This outcome would 
have been broadly similar to what reforming the system was expressly 
designed to avoid: lists in some areas would still be large and the 
relationship between representative and voter would have remained 
impersonal.  
To a geographer, the criterion of district homogeneity or recognizability 
was desirable, even though in the Israeli context at that time, regional 
awareness and loyalties were weak, national and sectoral issues 
contributing to the mitigation of any latent regional awareness.  
Nevertheless, regional feelings were covert and growing, a factor that 
could be exploited to construct meaningful electoral districts.  
Eventually, I produced two plans, one of 24 four-member electoral 
districts with 20 percent of candidates elected nationally, and one of 24 
five-member electoral districts in a 120-member Knesset. The data 
provided several solutions of approximately equal compactness with 
deviations of just over 10 per cent in the Metropolitan Tel-Aviv and 
Southern Israel. 
However, the effect of districting on the distribution of party strength 
was not altogether clear because much depended on the method used 
to render votes into seats.  Using one method, Labour and supporting 
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parties might possibly (even probably) have gained an absolute majority 
(they actually won 56 in the election prior to this districting attempt) 
and the religious parties would have lost most of their representation. 
Of the minor parties, only the Communists with a strong regional base 
among the Arabs in Northern Israel would have won seats.  
Under an alternative method of allocation, the result would probably 
have been less clear-cut and would likely have resembled that which 
materialized. Support for the religious parties would have been 
exaggerated and that of the minor parties not entirely eliminated.  Both 
methods of vote allocation would have yielded electoral districts 
containing seats that would have been contested as marginals, falling to 
another party with swings of less than 5 percent, which would have been 
a novelty in Israeli elections.   
More than anything else, what I was able to show in this practical 
districting exercise was that there was less to fear from drawing electoral 
maps than from the how the votes were translated into parliamentary 
representation. It supported the view that representation of the 
electorate could only have benefitted from a change to small multi-
member constituencies.  
This was my first foray into electoral districting in Israel and although 
the electoral system was never changed and we use the same system 
today, I indulged my interest for the best part of 20 years until I came 
to understand that electoral reform in Israel was the epitome of what is 
often facetiously referred to as an academic topic!   
Be that as it may, several things happened as a result.  This first attempt 
to make a statement on the need for Israeli electoral reform in English 
saw light of day in 1980 in the Dutch journal, Tijdschrift voor Economische 
en Sociale Geografie.  I heard from the editor when I was on sabbatical at 
the University of Toronto; he informed me that he could not publish 
the paper as it stood, explaining that he had sent it to three reviewers 
whose comments he kindly forwarded to me. One recommended 
publishing it as it stood while a second suggested just some minor 
changes.  However, a third reviewer was scathing in his criticism and 
wrote a long letter explaining why the editor should reject the paper.  
Reading this I concluded that the third reviewer had not understood 
what I had written, missing the main thrust of the paper.  I was livid.  
When anger subsided a couple of weeks later, I removed the paper from 
the  drawer into which I had put it and re-read it and the accompanying 
letter.  It was then that I noticed that the letters!$m”,  !t” and !l” in the 
letter were all skewed to the left and I sort of remembered that I"d seen 
something from that same typewriter before.   
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A couple of years before, I"d requested a paper from Peter Taylor, then 
of the University of Newcastle-upon-Tyne, which he had given at an 
Institute of British Geographers annual meeting in 1974 and which I 
had wanted to read before writing up my own. I had that paper at hand 
and compared it with what I"d received from the TESG editor and sure 
enough, the letters !m”, !t” and !l” were indeed all askew, so there was 
no doubt  whatsoever that they had both been produced on the same 
typewriter. Once I had uncovered the identity of the third reviewer (and 
Peter was an authority on the geography of elections) I re-read his 
comments in detail and understood what the problems he saw in my 
paper. I rewrote it completely and it was accepted for publication with 
no further modification.   
No less important than having a paper accepted for publication was that 
the lesson I had learned: always take note of even the most critical 
referee"s comments because reviewers are probably more than likely to 
have seen something that you had missed or skipped over or even 
completely misunderstood!  An astonishing fact but true! 
Another lesson I learned as a journeyman academic is how to get 
!maximum mileage” out of a topic, an art that needs to be learned 
because if it isn"t, you can easily end up plagiarizing your own work. 
Thanks to a colleague who had invited me to write a chapter in a book 
he was editing, I wrote a piece on the Arab vote in Israel in the 1992 
general election.  When he told me that his book project had fallen 
through, the outcome was a heavily reworked paper published in 
Political Geography—an unexpected plus.  While I was working on that 
paper, my parents visited Haifa and I took Da to the department one 
quiet afternoon and explained to him what I was doing, which was 
creating cartograms of the Arab vote by Subdistrict.  I explained to him 
what a cartogram was and how it could illustrate some things better 
than a conventional map and to my surprise (although I shouldn"t have 
been) he cottoned on straight away and asked all sorts of questions, 
variations on !if you can do this, then can you do that?”. 

However, the culmination and eventual demise of my interest in 
electoral reform occurred at the end of the 1980s, two diverse events 
causing me to believe that I was wasting time and effort.  The first 
involved my participation in three residential seminars held in Tel Aviv 
and organized by what was then the Israel-Diaspora Institute, now the 
Israel Democracy Institute, a non-partisan think-and-do tank that 
works to bolster the values and institutions of Israel as a Jewish and 
democratic state, employing applied research to influence policy, 
legislation and public opinion.  
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In those heady days, electoral reform was part of a more general 
discussion about a Constitution for Israel.  What these seminars 
succeeded in doing was to bring together politicians and academics 
from Israel and abroad to discuss the issue through formal 
presentations, round-table deliberations, and informal chats and 
discussions over meals.  It was all quite enlightening.   
One Israeli politician, Yitzhak Berman, a former Speaker of the 
Knesset, said quite openly over breakfast one morning that he thought 
he had understood something about electoral reform when he agreed 
to participate in the seminar but that when he heard the discussions, he 
realized that he actually knew very little.  For a politician to say in public 
that he doesn"t understand something (even though his public in this 
case was small) was a revelation. But my overall impression after these 
meetings was that the Israeli politicians present had not the slightest 
interest in changing anything. 
The other event that convinced me that I was wasting my time, 
interesting though it was, was a one-on-one meeting with the then 
Deputy Foreign Minister of Israel.  Around 1989, I was invited to 
discuss my work with Mr. Netanyahu, who had heard about me from 
one of his then PR advisers, whose mother worked at the University.  
I was ushered into a room in one of the Foreign Ministry huts in 
Jerusalem to talk with the man whose superiors had seemingly provided 
him with little to do except plan how to become Prime Minister of Israel. 
(That he was able to devote two hours of his time to me is proof enough 
that he had little of substance to do.) Netanyahu listened intently for an 
hour and a quarter while I talked about simulations of results from the 
most recent election, what might have happened had those elections been 
conducted in 24 five-member constituencies rather.  His only 
interjections were on points of clarification.  
After the presentation, he then proceeded to ask a series of questions, 
which were mostly variations on the theme of !What would happen to 
my friends if?”... Despite the fact that in almost every simulation, the 
bottom line was that his Likud party would have been the main 
beneficiary of any districting and might have even attained a majority 
of seats in the Knesset, after an amicable goodbye, that was the last I 
heard from him—or from anyone else—on the matter.  
All in all, between 1977 and 2013, I wrote over a dozen pieces that had 
to do either with elections or electoral reform without really repeating 
myself. I wrote about electoral reform, analysed election results, wrote 
about the difference in campaigning strategies between countries 
divided into electoral districts and single constituency countries (i.e., 
Israel). I produced districting plans and wrote about electoral reform in 
an urban context.  But finally appreciating that electoral reform was 
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among the last things on the minds of Israel"s politicians, I concluded 
that it really was no more than a pedagogical exercise and that it was 
time to move on!  
$  
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8. LEARNING ON THE JOB—PARENTING 
They fuck you up, your mum and dad. 

They may not mean to, but they do. 
They fill you with the faults they had 

And add some extra, just for you. 
Philip Larkin 

 
Before setting out for Toronto in summer 1977, we had rented our flat 
in Haifa to an !ideal” couple—two young people from Argentina with 
no kids and no pets.  She was a hotel receptionist and he a physician 
and they had come warmly recommended by a colleague who had 
befriended them a couple of years earlier.  They paid the rent on time 
and there were no questions or complaints while we were away until in 
May 1978, three months before our scheduled return, we had a call 
from our friend and lawyer, Mike Zaslansky, to tell us that our ideal 
couple had vanished—but before so doing, they had mailed him the 
front door key and a signed blank cheque. 
On entering the flat after a year away, the first thing we noticed was 
that the sink was full of unwashed dishes, the floor beside the oven was 
sticky with some kind of congealed gunk so that we had to clear up 
before we could get someone in to clean up the mess properly.  In 
addition, the bed had been well slept in but was unmade.  I"d never seen 
anything like it.  It was as if this !ideal couple” from Argentina had 
received a phone call telling them to disappear—rápidamente, pronto—as  
quickly as humanly possible.   
The rent had been paid in advance but there were unpaid utility bills.  
When the itemized phone bill eventually arrived, it made for 
!interesting” reading.  I can"t remember the exact amount owing but it 
came to several times what our regular bill would have been.   In the 
weeks and days before their disappearance, there had been long-
distance calls to and from Argentina as well as from Chile and Ecuador.  
More than that, for the next six months or so we kept getting calls from 
people in those countries asking us if we knew where they had gone.  It 
was a total mystery but then this was Argentina"s period of the !Dirty 
War” when thousands of Argentines became los desaparecidos, 
the disappeared. 
Then there was the issue of the signed blank cheque.  It was considerate 
of them to have offered to pay some of what they must have realized 
would be a large bill but if I were to fill in a sum that was more than was 
in their account and attempt to lodge it, then I was sunk.  So, I went to 
the branch where their account was, Bank HaPoalim in Central 
Carmel, and explained the situation to the manager.  He was very 
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understanding but told me straight out that he could not possibly 
divulge the balance of a client"s account to another person.  Then, just 
as I was getting ready to leave his office, tail between my legs, he smiled 
and told me that although he couldn"t tell me the amount in the 
account, he could tell me that if I entered a total of 1,998 lirot, the 
cheque wouldn"t bounce.  Thank you very much, I thought and said, 
and left with a smile.  It paid for about a third of the telephone bill. 
That taken care of, we could get down to settling in again.  The first 
issue that needed resolving concerned Dov"s education.  He had started 
Grade 1 in Toronto but what were we to do with him in Israel?  I 
regarded this as a problem of major proportions but Vivien didn"t really 
think there was an issue at all. (We had very few disagreements in 54 
years of married life and these were never in the form of arguments with 
raised voices—just differences of opinion. The odd thing is that those 
we had always seemed to involve either Israel or education.) 
The problem as I saw it was in the Israeli educational system.  Like the 
Irish one in the period in which we were growing up, Israel"s 
educational system is denominational but the denominations and the 
quandaries they gave rise to differed from those that my parents had to 
contend with 20 years earlier.  In the state educational system, there are 
four streams, three Jewish and one non-Jewish, i.e., Arab.  The threefold 
Jewish tracks are the state-secular track, the state-religious track and the 
so-called !independent religious” track for the strictly Orthodox.  In the 
first, religious practice, if taught at all, is taught as history and tradition.  
Bible study and allied subjects are taught but they"re given a 
nonspiritual veneer.  In the state-religious schools, all the teachers and 
most of the pupils are religious, which in Israel, means Orthodox.  The 
core curriculum is taught but there is emphasis on religious education—
bible, Talmud, prayers and all the rest.  When Ministers of Education 
were secular persons, it was common practice to appoint a deputy 
minister from one of the Orthodox !modern Zionist” political parties to 
keep an eye on things. In the !independent religious” schools, the girls 
get the core curriculum as well as religious instruction whereas the boys 
get the religious indoctrination and, somewhat reluctantly, the core 
curriculum—in most cases. 
In our specific case, it was a question of state-secular .v. state-religious.  
If it were up to me, I would separate state and religion entirely and 
definitely in the school system.  I think that if parents wish to give their 
children a religious education, then they—or some institution if they 
cannot afford it—should pay for it to be given as supplementary 
education.  However, this was a disagreement I was never going to 
win—initially, at least.  
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It rankled me when we decided to send Dov to a state religious school 
and my comment at the time was something to the effect that at least it 
would only be for another five years and then we could revert to 
something closer to what I considered normal.  After all, from my 
somewhat perverted viewpoint, the reason I agreed to live in Israel and 
the reason I had thus far tolerated it was that I could be Jewish (for that 
was first and foremost my ethnic identity) but !not too Jewish” (as I was 
fond of saying) as the ethos of the state in those days more or less allowed 
me to do just that.  Sadly, that is not quite the case today but more about 
that later. 
So Dov (and a few years later, Shuli and Tami) attended the Carmel 
School in the Achuza neighbourhood of Haifa and it wasn"t long before 
I had a tiff with the Principal.  Dov had returned home one day and 
told us that it was forbidden to turn lights on or off in our flat on the 
Sabbath.  I asked him where he had heard this and turned out that the 
pupils in the school had been warned by the Principal about the ills that 
would befall them should they disobey God"s commandments. 
Jewish law, (halakhah) identifies 39 categories of activity prohibited on 
the Sabbath, many of which are also prohibited on the major Jewish 
holidays, although there are noteworthy exceptions.  It is strict 
observance of the laws concerning the Sabbath that sets Orthodox Jews 
off from others (who range from Conservatives to the totally non-
observant through a great number of intermediate varieties).  Although 
many sages have deemed switching on a light as work corresponding to 
lighting a fire, in my mind I perceive that there"s a considerable 
difference.  Many of the prohibitions can be by-passed in different ways, 
some using pure sophistry, some just silly.   
The turning on and off of lights can be accomplished by employing a 
Gentile to do it for you, paying her or him prior or subsequent to 
performing the forbidden act or it can be also be done by employing a 
time switch.  These I regard as the equivalent of !let"s pretend”, which 
is a game played in many different circumstances in Israel.  (For 
instance, when I arrived in Israel and received my salary, the paycheck 
included such things as allowances for working clothes, books, or time 
spent in a rest home.  It was explained to me that these were !non-
taxable benefits”, which, if paid as salary would have left me all the 
poorer in the land of !let"s pretend” or !make believe”.) 
I had come from a family in which Da, after leaving shul (synagogue) on 
shabbat with his three buddies, Harold Rick, Henry Garber and Solly 
Rhodes to play snooker, would come home and set off a family ritual.  
My Bobba, Ma"s mother, lived with us for her last 20 years.  Bobba 
observed the Sabbath in the Orthodox manner and one thing that 
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meant was filling a thermos with boiling water before the Sabbath 
commenced on Friday night so that she could have a hot drink the 
following day.   
Da would boil a kettle of water first thing on Saturday morning before 
setting off for shul so that Bobba"s hot drink would be hot, not lukewarm.  
On his return after shul and snooker, he repeated this sacrilege and then 
a carefully choreographed ballet would begin, a dance all the more 
elegant the colder the day.  Bobba would leave the armchair in the 
dining room and retire to the kitchen (where, presumably, she enjoyed 
her hot drink) while Da would poke the fire in the grate that had been 
filled with coal-slack the previous evening and earlier in the day, and 
add coal to it to create some proper heat.  (This was in the days prior to 
central heating in the house.  Coal slack is the dust and very small pieces 
of coal that enabled you to keep your fire in overnight at a greatly 
reduced cost, so that there was some heat on waking up in the morning.)  
Following this routine, which Bobba knew all about and was thankful 
for although she couldn"t actually say so, she would return to the dining 
room to resume whatever it was she had been doing, and prepare herself 
later in the afternoon for something she looked forward to, which was 
watching wrestling on the TV!  (I once tried to explain all these rituals 
to a religious colleague from the Psychology Department in Haifa 
attending a conference in Dublin over Shabbat and who wanted to stay 
with a Jewish family.  I related to him what he might expect chez 
Waterman—Bobba had departed this world by this time but snooker 
was still part of the activity—but it was beyond his ability to 
comprehend.  Nevertheless, he was grateful for the hospitality 
proffered.) 
Anyway, returning to Dov and the Carmel School.  I asked for a 
meeting with the Principal (without consulting my good lady as she 
would probably have vetoed it) and explained to him that he could 
elucidate to his pupils what was required of them for strict observance 
but what I do in my home is my concern and not his.  For good measure, 
I added that I thought that my 7-year old son telling me how to behave 
in my own house might be a potential source of conflict, something I 
wished to avoid.  He began to object and explain that it was his duty as 
a head teacher in a religious school, blah-blah, but then, to my 
astonishment, he said to me !Yes, you"re right.  What you do in your 
own home is your business.”  He may have well uttered vile profanities 
under his breath (probably in Aramaic) as I left but I had made my point 
and that was what I wanted to achieve.  

Settling back into a routine at the university wasn"t all that difficult. The 
department had been transformed in the year I was away by the return 
of the three doctoral students—Kellerman, Kliot and Hayuth—who 
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had gone to the US a few years earlier.   I shared political geography 
duties with Nurit and made friends with computer graphics, even at one 
stage teaching computer programming, which in the mid-1980s led to 
my one and only paper that dealt with cartography, a joint paper with 
Dan Gordon of the Computer Studies Department, published in The 
Professional Geographer.  I also taught cultural geography and over the next 
few years, things began to change.  
But before that, there was something nostalgic that I wanted to do and 
that was look at the Jewish community in which I had grown up and see 
how it had changed.  I also wanted an excuse to spend some more time 
with my parents who were getting older although Da in 1979 was nine 
years younger than I am as I write and Ma was in her middle 60s.  I 
organized some local volunteers, who were more than ready to help out 
and took myself off to Dublin for a couple of weeks, where we conducted 
a survey of the Dublin Jewish population, resulting in two pieces in Irish 
Geography.  Although it was hardly groundbreaking research, it gave me 
a lot of satisfaction in that I felt that I was giving something back to the 
community in which I spent my formative years. (I also put on weight 
during that short stay which, sadly, has never come off.)   
One paper investigated the changing residential patterns of the 
community in the 20th century. I used data from the annual reports of 
the major mutual aid society, in order to map the residential moves of 
individuals in the community. Until the late 1950s, moves occurred 
principally within well-defined sectors of the city and were for the most 
part short. Later on, moves across sectors became more common and 
were generally longer. By the late 1970s the community had declined 
in size from about 5,000 in its heyday c.1950 to around 2,000 persons.  
It had also become more widely spread on the south side Dublin, 
causing me to ask questions about the viability of the community under 
these circumstances and about the possibility of a reversal of the trends.  
A second paper looked at the significance of neighbourhood and 
community in residential change decisions by examining social visiting 
patterns, friendship and family networks and the perception of the 
importance of having Jewish neighbours. I showed that while contacts 
with gentile neighbours had increased, people still preferred locations 
close to other Jewish people. Moreover, while there was still a tendency 
to move to higher status suburbs in southeast Dublin, there was a 
converse trend back towards the area of second settlement in southwest 
Dublin.  

Several years later, I wrote a short essay !On the south side of the Liffey” 
for The Jewish Quarterly, a UK literary and cultural magazine focussing 
on issues of Jewish concern but also in wider culture and politics.  It was 
the first time that I"d written a piece for an outlet that was not an 
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academic journal and found it remarkably calming, easy to do, not 
having to be on my guard all the time, as it were. 
I wrote at the time that it seemed a little sad that when a community 
has come of an age and when it feels that it has a history worthy of 
displaying to the public in a Jewish museum and archives, that it is more 
worried about its survival than any time in its history. Yet the fact that 
those remaining seemed finally to have come to terms with the problems 
brought about by their reduced size and altered status in an Irish society 
that was rapidly changing gave hope for the future. Though the Dublin 
Jewish community might have been smaller than before, it was probably 
older and wiser and it also had people of quality to lead it. In the two 
decades following, there would be three Jewish members of the Dáil one 
from each of the three leading parties: Ben Briscoe (following his father, 
Robert, in Fianna Fáil, and later, like him, Lord Mayor of Dublin; Alan 
Shatter in Fine Gael, who served as Minister of Justice and Defence; and 
Mervyn Taylor, in Labour, who was Minister for Equality and Law 
Reform. In short, the Dublin Jewish community was a good deal further 
from having one foot in the grave than some might have imagined 
earlier.  
One of the unanticipated consequences of this diversion into the Dublin 
Jewish community was a meeting with Barry Kosmin, with whom I 
would work twice in the future.  The first time was when I spent two 
years in London from 1984 to 1986. That started as a sabbatical year 
from the University of Haifa, extended by taking a leave of absence 
without pay, possible because the British pound in January 1985 was 
almost at parity with the U.S. dollar and I was being paid in dollars! 
The second time that Barry and I worked together was between 2000 
and 2005 at the Institute for Jewish Policy Research in London—but 
I"m getting ahead of myself. 
The first meeting was significant because Barry had conducted a survey 
of the small Jewish community in Sheffield and had just completed a 
one in the London Borough of Redbridge, one of the largest Jewish 
communities in the UK and I needed advice to !keep me out of trouble” 
in undertaking the Dublin survey.  Our first meeting was formal; Barry 
felt very much in charge and it was if I was just a novice trainee.  
However, we kept in touch and met a couple of times between 1979 and 
1985.  Barry can be prickly but is really quite soft underneath. (If I wrote 
that in that respect he resembled the sabra, the Israeli prickly pear, he 
would probably be apoplectic.) 
 
!  
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9. PROMOTION TO AN INTERNATIONAL ARENA 
There is only one thing in the world worse than being talked 

about, and that is not being talked about 
Oscar Wilde 

 
At about a year after returning from Canada and sharing teaching 
responsibilities for Political Geography with Nurit Kliot, she and I 
began to talk about the possibility of organizing an international 
gathering of political geographers in Haifa.  We first discussed it in 
Nurit"s car in November 1979, en route to Tel-Aviv to hear her mentor, 
Saul Cohen, talking about the changing impact of the so-called !Jewish 
vote” in the United States and she told me that organizing a conference 
of this kind had been her dream for years.   
A couple of months later, when I attended the Institute of British 
Geographers Annual Conference in Lancaster—the Brits used to have 
their annual get-togethers early in January, housing their prey in halls 
of residence that had been unheated for three weeks—I sounded out 
some British geographers about the possibility and they seemed positive.  
I followed this up with a chat with Stanley Brunn at the American 
Geographers meeting in Louisville in the spring of that year and we 
concluded that we were in business.  The following 20 months until the 
seminar came about through our joint efforts included some periods of 
tension but it ended fine. 
Contemporary Trends in Political Geography took place over a week early in 
January 1982 shortly after I had finally received tenure.  There were 
about 30 participants from several countries (including Israel, United 
States, Canada, United Kingdom, France, Poland and the 
Netherlands). Some of the leading academics in the field attended and 
contributed. The objective was to bring together geographers actively 
engaged in theoretical and applied research in political geography, 
using Israel as a laboratory for reflecting various problems in the field. 
Peter Taylor delivered the opening address on the topic #Who needs 
theory in political geography?", stimulating a lively discussion.  The visit 
included a field trip to Northern Israel and the Golan Heights on the 
penultimate day of the seminar and earlier in the week, the participants 
visited Jerusalem where the mayor, Teddy Kollek, who had been mayor 
during the Six-Day War, attended and addressed the participants.  
I was asked by Nurit if I would make the opening remarks, which took 
me a little by surprise.  Quite frankly, as I stood there in the Senate 
room on the 29th floor on the Eshkol Tower at the University of Haifa 
and looked around me, I had the distinct feeling that this event, more 
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than anything else, was about to project the department (and myself) on 
to a stage far larger than anything we had trodden before. And it did.   
The book of essays from this seminar, Pluralism and Political Geography - 
People, Territory and State, was a fine piece of work, widely cited in the 
1980s and the 1990s.  A sign of how tight our budget was for this 
important gathering was that my own two index fingers typed every 
word of the camera-ready copy delivered to Croom Helm, the 
publisher, using the Research Authority"s extremely primitive word 
processor (this was 1982-83)! 
This seminar put us on the map; we were placed on mailing lists and 
people thought of us when other events were being planned.  I began to 
receive requests to write book reviews and to review submissions to 
journals, which initially I was pleased to do.  Another result of the Haifa 
seminar—it had been one of its aims—was that we were invited to a 
similar gatherings, the first of which had been organized by John House 
in Oxford in the summer of 1983 where I tased about partition as 
problem in political geography.   
As has happened more than once, I become engaged in thinking and 
writing about something because a topic that I had been teaching 
turned out to be really less clear to me that I had previously considered 
it to be.  In this case, I was concerned about the flippant way that the 
term !partition” had been used to describe what seemed to be different 
processes by which new states are created from pre-existing ones.  My 
early thoughts on the topic appeared as a chapter !Partition as a 
problem in Political Geography” in a book edited by Peter Taylor and 
John House, Political Geography, Recent Advances and Future Directions, a 
direct outcome of that Oxford meeting. It was an original piece and I 
decided to develop it on my next sabbatical, due in 1984 and which, by 
kind invitation of the late Derek Diamond, I spent at the London School 
of Economics. 
What intrigued me about partition and what confused me as I was 
teaching was that it seemed to be a frequently used catch-all term to 
describe different types of change in the world political map.  It seemed 
that the problem was that the term had been inadequately defined and 
was often overused and abused.  
I saw partition as both an attribute and a process. As an attribute, a 
single unit on the map was divided into two or more discrete parts. As 
a process, it is non-continuous and takes place over a historical time 
scale. Many partition studies seemed to adopt a historical approach and 
had used case studies. I thought that if I adopted a realignment 
approach and stressed the countervailing currents of state disintegration 
and reintegration, used by political scientists, I could better understand 
the nature of partition.  I felt that it should not be examined in isolation 
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but as an additional facet to a prism through which the same events can 
be viewed, processes such as secession, self-determination, separation 
and irredentism. A much re-worked version of that 1983 chapter came 
out in Political Geography Quarterly in 1987 and was widely cited over the 
years.  In the following decade, I published another couple of pieces on 
partition but what I really had to say had already been said in the 1987 
paper.  
In summer 1984, we set out for our year in London.  Until then, London 
had always seemed like a place that we passed through or stayed a few 
days but we"d never actually lived there.  Derek"s invitation to spend a 
year at LSE was like a gift from heaven and it became a two-year stay. 
Derek altered the course of my career in ways that were way beyond 
being an academic visitor in his department.  It changed in ways that 
neither he nor I could have foreseen.  I met many people during those 
two years—and during shorter stays at LSE in years following—people 
who became colleagues and friends.  It was indirectly thanks to those 
two years that we returned to London a decade later when I spent a 
year at Queen Mary, where I was to meet several more people who also 
became colleagues and friends.  And it was indirectly due to that same 
visit in the 1980s that we came to London in 2000 and ended up staying 
nearly six years and having a second home there. 
 There was also a family reason for wanting to spend a year in London.  
Vivien"s sister, Sonia, lived in Edgware, in outer northwest London and 
this would be the first time they had been able to spend time doing 
things together since Sonia"s marriage more than two decades earlier.  
We rented a furnished house not far away from her and then we set out 
to get the kids, Dov now aged 14 and Shuli and Tami aged 11, sorted 
in schools. 
However, a few months prior to setting out for London, Ron Johnston, 
then editor of Progress in Human Geography, had invited me to write a 
paper on the development of Israeli human geography, which was 
published in 1985 as !Not just milk and honey, more a way of life—
Israeli human geography since the Six-Day War”.  I was truly flattered 
and agreed but I was not so innocent as to realize that it was a double-
edged sword in that if I didn"t get it right, I might dent several egos.  I 
decided to play safe and consequently, I set about locating and reading 
as much material as I could that had been produced by my Israeli 
colleagues over the years.  Rather than stand accused of missing some 
terribly significant piece of research tucked away in an obscure journal, 
I requested every academic geographer in Israel to let me have his or 
her current CV and to my great surprise, over 90 per cent responded 
positively to my initial request and all but one after a single 
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reminder.  The one outstanding was my erstwhile Ph.D supervisor, the 
late Arieh Shachar.   
I tried contacting him but to no avail but finally managed to talk to one 
of his secretaries who told me that he was travelling but would be in 
Israel over the following weekend and if I telephoned him at home early 
on a Friday morning he would speak with me. I called at the appointed 
hour and told him what I was doing, that everyone else had co-operated 
and that if I failed to have his CV to hand by early the following week, 
then I would simply spend a couple of hours in the library and what I 
found there was what I would use. He promised me that he would send 
it to me and within three days, it had arrived. However, he also 
managed to tell me that he really couldn"t understand why I and not he 
had been invited to write this article, for he was really the person best 
qualified to do it.  
A few years later, when both he and I were at LSE for short stays and 
the article had already been out a couple of years, we had a pleasant 
chat over lunch (actually, the first serious conversation I"d ever had with 
him) during which he told me that he thought I had done a very good 
job, which was satisfying to hear.  And then, at an IBG Conference in 
Glasgow in 1990, I found myself sitting on the back seat of a bus next 
to Ron Johnston and I asked him why he"d invited me, of all people, to 
write that particular paper.  His answer was very simple: !You"re the 
only person I could think of who is both insider and outsider”, which 
was a fair enough evaluation of my position within the community of 
Israeli geographers. 
LSE was a good place to be and became a two-year stay partly because 
although I had planned to spend the year there looking at partition 
issues, I was also spending one day a week doing something else.  I had 
renewed acquaintance with Barry Kosmin who was still in charge of 
community research at the Board of Deputies of British Jews and we 
decided that we would try and produce a statistical handbook on British 
Jews to answer the many requests that he constantly received from all 
sorts of people and organisations about the British Jewish community.  
It was planned as little more than a practical aid to a constant demand 
from the media, academia, students, community workers, and the 
general Jewish public, for up-to-date information about the size, 
structure and composition of contemporary British Jewry.   
Thursday became the designated day for work in Bloomsbury and what 
resulted was British Jewry in the Eighties, which was published in 1986.  It 
proved more difficult than it had seemed when we first suggested it and 
it took up much more of my time than the formal part of the sabbatical, 
supposedly working on partition.  Working with Barry was interesting 
and rewarding.  We were about the same age, found that we had similar, 
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rather cynical, attitudes to lots of things and generally got on well 
together. 
However, nothing is ever as simple as it seems and the difficulty in 
producing a statistical handbook was that we realized that we didn"t 
have the data to do what we planned and that we would somehow have 
to generate our own.  What we had planned as one day a week became 
three or four while partition was put on a back burner.  We wrote about 
ten papers together and I had another couple on my own, dealing with 
subjects as diverse as estimating the size of a population not enumerated 
in the Census, the use of ethnic names as indicators, and segregation.   
Two of these papers were published in Transactions of the Institute of British 
Geographers.  In preparing the second of these, one of the referees 
suggested that we look at a paper that had been published 20 years 
earlier by the economist and Nobel laureated, Thomas Schelling, in the 
first issue of The Journal of Mathematical Sociology, a journal I had never 
heard of.  The article was brilliant and its message was that just because 
there is a pattern that shows that populations are spatially separated 
doesn"t mean that processes of segregation actually brought this 
situation about.  I have no idea who the referee was but I am thankful 
for their suggestion. 

 
A typical workday with Barry would start quite late, around 10.30 when 
I would turn up in his office at Tavistock Square.  More often than not, 

Barry Kosmin 
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we would then spend a couple of hours in conversation !solving the 
problems of the world” before having lunch around 12.30.  “Formal” 
work would start after that and would either involve discussing issues of 
Jewish communities or drafting and re-writing our joint papers for 
which I wrote most of the first drafts; had I not done so, I fear that we 
might have been less productive.   
During the 18 months we worked together, I learned that the best way 
to acquire Barry"s input was by inserting into a draft a couple of 
sentences or ideas that were obviously quite ludicrous but which had 
the effect of sparking the necessary invective that would precede his 
input.  This was the rather unorthodox fashion in which we wrote 
together and it was this work that !forced” a second year in London 
because once we had started, abandoning it midway would have 
seemed as if we had wasted our time so I requested a year"s leave of 
absence from the university. 
It was a brilliant year and a half and we fed off one another.  Barry 
would attack my first drafts with gusto.  I didn"t care that I did much of 
the !heavy” work of what was, without question, truly a joint effort.  
There were two refreshing things about working with Barry.  Though it 
was fun to spend whole days with someone else who was a cynic, the 
most important thing was that Barry was not a geographer but a 
sociologist and demographer.  He was that rare breed of social scientist 
who thinks spatially but was unacquainted with the geography literature 
and he was never satisfied with mere citations.  Ideas had to be 
explained de novo so I had to explain things I"d read but never really 
questioned before and this was a wonderful learning experience.  It was 
a variation of the lesson that Richard Preston had given me 15 years 
before.  Having to explain something that you have come to take for 
granted to someone naturally skeptical and unimpressed by reputations 
is something that we all need to do more often.  
I learned a lot from this exercise.  Mostly, I learned to appreciate the 
art of weeding out the nonsense from an argument.  Barry had an 
uncanny ability to separate the wheat from the chaff.  I learned that you 
didn"t have to be familiar with the scientific literature to distinguish 
between good and bad, between the turgid and exciting, the worthy 
ideas and the rubbish.  He would stop me in mid-flow and ask me to 
explain things that often seemed to be self-evident because they had 
been part of the geographical lore for so long.  While trying to explain 
some theory or model accepted in geography, I was more than once 
forced to admit that some long-held ideas didn"t make much sense.   

Barry"s ability didn"t just extend to critiquing academic papers.  Sitting 
through committee meetings (I observed this again when we worked 
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together for a second time), listening to some turgid, nonsensical and 
seemingly interminable discussion, he could utter a single sentence that 
summed up the whole discussion.  As often as not, his remark would 
force the participants to realize that much of what had been going on 
was asinine and would stop them in their tracks, causing an audible 
silence for 15-20 seconds while they digested the content of his acerbic 
comment and moved on to talking sense or, better still, ending the 
discussion. 
Barry left the Board of Deputies early in 1986 to take up a position at 
the Council of Jewish Federations in New York.  When he returned to 
London after his interview for that post, he asked me out of the blue if 
I"d knew anything about an Israeli politician called Olmert.  The only 
thing I could tell Barry was that Olmert was considered one of a handful 
of young Israeli politicians regarded as future leaders. (The same age as 
me, Olmert became Israel"s Prime Minister in 2006.)  
I enquired of Barry why he was asking and then he told me a story.  
Landing at JFK, he struck up a conversation with the man standing 
beside him in the queue for a cab (Olmert) and they agreed to share a 
taxi when it transpired that they were travelling to Manhattan hotels 
that were close to one another.  However, although the taxi may have 
been shared, the fare was not, the cab arriving at Olmert"s hotel first, 
whereupon his baggage was unloaded and that was the last Barry saw 
of him. 
Years later, after Olmert had resigned the premiership, accused of 
bribery and corruption, on the day that he was sentenced to a prison 
term after his conviction for fraud, breach of trust, and tax evasion, I 
emailed Barry and asked him how we was feeling on that particular day.  
His response was: !Well, good to know  justice, though slow, eventually 
works.   It almost makes me think there"s a God on my side … Even if 
Olmert doesn"t do the hard labor at least the arrogant thief is getting 
some aggravation.”  The man (Olmert) was the same man and the 
games he played were the same as 30 years earlier. Only the scale had 
changed! 
The culmination of our work together was the publication British Jewry 
in the Eighties: A Statistical and Geographical Guide, which I wrote after Barry 
had left though his input was present throughout.  It was a fitting 
publication as since its inception in 1965, the Statistical and 
Demographic Research Unit of the Board of Deputies of British Jews 
devoted itself to collecting and analyzing statistical data and monitoring 
trends among the Jewish population of Great Britain.  
The problems in producing this statistical handbook, for that is what it 
was, were that resources were limited and it relied primarily on 
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administrative data from communal bodies, allowing it to study mainly 
only demographic trends, supplemented by some local studies. Though 
the data were patchy and deficient we nevertheless felt that we had 
sufficient material to justify a publication that attempted to bring 
together what was known of the contemporary Anglo-Jewish scene.  
 

Caption 
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In the process of working through this material on British Jewry, we also 
published articles on several related topics.  These included a !light” 
article on Jews in London and a short but serious one on the distribution 
of Jews in the United Kingdom.  At Barry"s initiative, we wrote a paper 
on trends in Anglo-Jewish marriages, one on issues related to mapping 
an unenumerated population (Jews in London), and another on ethnic 
identity, residential concentration and social welfare among Jews. I also 
published a paper with Barry and his former colleague, Nigel Grizzard, 
on Jewish deaths in the Great War as an indicator of the location, size 
and social structure of the Jewish community in Britain.  This was a 
paper they had left unfinished some years before and which I came 
across in a drawer and offered to turn it into a publishable paper—and 
succeeded. 

Finally, we wrote our magnum opus of that period, !Residential patterns 
and processes: a study of Jews in three London boroughs”, which was 
published in Transactions of the Institute of British Geographers.  I also wrote 
Jews in an Outer London Borough – Barnet, published as Queen Mary 
College, Research Papers in Geography, #1 and with Barry, !The use 
and misuse of Distinctive Jewish Names in research on Jewish 
populations”.  So, looking back, that stay in London was very 
productive. 
I continued to work on partition at LSE, where I had been provided 
with office space, but the Jewish material was what took up most of my 
time in London during those two years.  Serious work notwithstanding, 
one of the minor highlights of my LSE stay occurred near its conclusion, 
in May 1986.  HRH Princess Anne, daughter of the Queen and the 
Chancellor of the University of London paid the college a visit. Prior to 
this visit, I had noticed that new toilets had been installed and walls 
freshly painted in and around the Department of Geography and on 
inquiring, I was informed of what was to take place.   
I also discovered that a student seminar in the Department of 
Geography would be one of the events which HRH would attend 
during her LSE day.  I asked if I could sit in as I"d never seen a royal !in 
the flesh” and Derek told me that I"d be very welcome.  In she walked; 
everyone stood and she told everyone to sit and we sat.  A student from 
somewhere on the Indian subcontinent presented a short lecture of a 
topic to do with urban problems in the developing world, followed by a 
discussion.   
It was at this point that she surprised everyone because not only did she 
pay attention to the discussion but she also participated—and her 
contribution was more than just token comments for it was quite 
apparent from what she said that not only did she understand the issues 
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but was well-informed, having, in the course of her duties, visited many 
developing countries and spoken with many people directly involved in 
the issues being discussed that day. She was simply the star of the show. 
We enjoyed our two years in London though Shuli and Tami, then aged 
11 were upset not to be returning to their friends in Haifa after  the first 
year.  We sorted the kids out in schools (sort of).  Somewhat reluctantly, 
Dov went to Hasmonean Boys$"School in Hendon, an Orthodox Jewish 
school (the usual differences of opinion expressed at the outset) but it 
was he at the end who decided to terminate the romance with Orthodox 
schools when he returned home towards the end of the year, took off his 
kippah, throwing it on the floor, telling us that one of his teachers had 
spent a whole class referring to Reform Jews as !deformed Jews”.   
In the first year, the girls went to the local Edgware Junior School, their 
first meeting with non-Jewish contemporaries.  They returned home on 
the first day very excited, having learned about Vikings and we 
wondered if it might have crossed their 10-year old minds that the 
Vikings weren"t Jewish!  We also found music teachers for all three so 
that the two years in London didn"t seem to affect their musical 
education in any way. In their second year in London, the girls attended 
the Jews$"Free School, then located in Camden, taking the Tube each 
morning to Camden Town and walking from there to school. I did that 
trip once and Camden Town Station early in the morning could be a 
disconcerting place. 
Vivien played and taught piano, played recorder, accompanied 
recorder players and singers and generally enjoyed herself. 
London was awash with culture and even though we were in the sticks 
in Edgware, we still managed to do and see quite a lot.  As far as I am 
concerned, the cultural highlight of that stay in London was attending 
three of four Bach recitals at Wigmore Hall, which we had !discovered” 
early on, given by the pianist András Schiff, then aged 32. These recitals 
included the Well-Tempered Clavier over two separate evenings and 
the crème de la crème, for me, the Goldberg Variations.  Ignoramus that I 
am, before that evening, I had never even heard of the Goldberg 
Variations, let alone heard them.  I was utterly transfixed; we both were.  
I now have nearly 30 different versions of this amazing piece of music 
most of which I listen to when I"m feeling a bit down.  (I prefer 
arrangements for string or wind instruments to the keyboard versions, 
if only because the voices can be distinguished much more clearly.  
Having said that, the piano interpretation by Joanna MacGregor is 
especially invigorating, especially for the syncopation she delivers in the 
fourth variation and her decision to hold the last note of the last 
variation, allowing it to coalesce into the Aria da Capo.) 
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At the end of two years in London, I made up my mind that we would 
return for another extended stay some time but it would take another 
nine years before that happened.  Meanwhile, it was back to Haifa in 
1986 and I was beginning to tire of teaching, for lecturing is a kind of 
performance and I was unhappy singing variations of the same songs 
over and over again.  I had a couple of years to get British Jewry out of 
my system and I wrote another few articles on electoral geography and 
partition but I was entering a !lean period” while I tried to figure out a 
way forward for myself.  One of the ways was to agree to impose self-
inflicted punishment on myself by serving as Department Chair for a 
second time; I could have said !No, thanks” but I didn"t.   
One of the things that I did manage to do was to organize another 
political geography seminar with Nurit Kliot in January 1989.  As fate 
would have it, the timing of that get-together was inauspicious for just 
as most of the participants were arriving, my father-in-law passed away 
so I arrived at Nurit"s house on a Friday evening straight from the 
funeral and spent the week shuttling between the seminar at the 
university and family affairs in Netanya where Vivien, her mother and 
sister were observing shiva, the seven-day mourning period.  I was glad 
when it was all over.  That seminar resulted in another Kliot-Waterman 
edited book, The Political Geography of Conflict and Peace, published by 
Belhaven Press. 
On the back of published work and university activity, I was promoted 
to Associate Professor in 1987 and as a result of that, was elected to serve 
on the University Senate.  I was a regular attender at Senate meetings, 
even contributing to discussions occasionally.  However, it didn"t take 
long to figure out that Senate discussions were dominated by a small 
number of people who either enjoyed hearing the sounds that their own 
voices made or felt that they had the the only solution to issues that were 
raised.   
Several stick in my mind.  One, then a senior lecturer and now a 
professor in the Department of Jewish History, is a person who on one 
website describes himself as !one of the most prominent and influential 
thinkers in the field of society and economics in Israel… [focusing] on 
the different aspects of privatization in Israel and on formulating 
alternative socio-economic policies.”  Modesty was never one of his 
foremost qualities.  Another, a mathematician who, had he not been so 
interested in mathematics, might have become the chief archivist of 
Senate meetings.  Points of order and reminders of who said what and 
when were his forte.  A distinguished female Professor of Education 
simply could not not speak at a meeting; she had to have a word on any 
and almost every issue and it was not necessarily the last word nor, for 
that matter, usually a single word.  Her words were best placed 
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somewhere in the middle of a meeting so that attention could be fixed 
on her and her alone; if she spoke too late, her audience might have 
dwindled and then it might have been wasted effort on her part.  And if 
she was the senate"s oral dominatrix, then her male equivalent was a 
historian of the Crusades.  He would launch into his speeches with a 
slow verbal lift-off and then orally orbit the senate room for a lengthy 
period before—and to give credit where credit"s due—usually land very 
close to his intended spot, which is more than can be said for many.   
Senate meetings could drag on and on … and on.  They were held on 
Thursday afternoons and different Rectors had different strategies for 
bringing them to close.  One had the patience of Job and would 
generally wait until the room had almost emptied before taking votes 
on issues, by which time, almost the only people remaining were those 
who supported his views.  Another did radio commentaries on 
basketball games so that you knew that by a certain hour, come what 
may, the meeting would conclude.  I did nine years as a member of the 
Senate, the last three by virtue of the fact that I had been elected Dean 
of the Faculty of Social Sciences.  I was also a member of the University 
Permanent Standing Committee, a Senate sub-committee, where real 
business was done from time to time. 
And between 1986 when I returned from London until my next 
sabbatical in 1995, I did the usual round of conferences—not too many, 
though, for family reasons—where you met many of the same people 
over and again, as David Lodge would recount is his novel Small World.  
(The list reads: San Sebastian 1986; London 1987; Amsterdam  1989; 
Madrid 1990; Durham 1991; San Diego 1992; London 1994; Basel 
1994; London 1995; Leeuwenhorst 1996; Birmingham 1996.)  My late 
father-in-law used to think that when I went to conferences I would run 
from lecture to lecture and take notes on things that were interesting 
and/or important and he was aghast when I explained to him that 
usually the most interesting things about conferences, was sitting in a 
bar and having a drink and chatting with interesting people for that"s 
where the ideas usually lay. 
During this period of the late-1980s and early-1990s, I took on 
translation and editing work, mostly through the University Research 
Authority.  I needed the work to help with cash flow and most of it came 
from colleagues in the social sciences, with occasional work from people 
in other faculties.  I had to remind myself continually that I was being 
paid to translate or edit and not to pass professional judgments on what 
I was reading, which was often the  most difficult part of the work.  
Much of the stuff was pretty poor quality and most people were 
incapable of ascertaining whether the work I did was good, bad or 
indifferent anyway.   
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In general, there were several groups: there were those who had 
something to say and wrote in clear Hebrew or English (if the job was 
editing); these were always the easiest pieces to work on and generally 
also of the highest quality.  There were those whose Hebrew style was 
poor (or English, when editing) but who had something to say; the job 
then became one of trying to extract the message, with or without the 
aid of the author.  Finally, there were those whose Hebrew was so 
tortuous and tortured that translation was almost impossible; these were 
examples of people with muddled thinking and who generally had few 
ideas of value to express anyway and perhaps shouldn"t have been 
writing in the first place! 
The fun in doing all this was that (a) it gave me some sort of benchmark 
with which to judge the quality of my own work and on which basis, I 
concluded that it wasn"t all that bad and (b) I discovered that there was 
generally an inverse relationship between the quality of the material and 
the ego of the person who had written it.  It provided me with good 
perspectives on many colleagues, serving me well some years later as 
Dean! 
During this same period, I was a reviewer for academic journals, 
something we all do.  I liked acting as an assistant gatekeeper and 
obviously did it well, otherwise editors wouldn"t have kept sending me 
stuff. (Thankfully, the stream has dried up in recent years, which is fair 
enough.)  It was time-consuming but thought-provoking—not just for 
what I learned about different subjects and issues but also, again, as a 
way of assessing the quality of my own work and that of colleagues.   
In my experience, much of what gets submitted to journals is mediocre.  
There were perhaps less than a dozen papers where I recommended to 
the editor to accept submission with either just minor changes and a 
larger number where I suggested revise and resubmit; for the rest I 
recommended rejection.  I can only recall one paper for which I 
recommended to the editor that he should accept it with absolutely no 
changes—even though I disagreed with almost everything the author 
had written.  It was so well written and conceived that I thought that it 
provided material for what academic debate is about.  And when the 
paper did come out, the author wrote in the acknowledgements: !The 
author would like to thank … the three anonymous reviewers, especially 
the one who suggested publication without changes.”  Learning who the 
author was, I found it particularly  satisfying. 

I"m always amazed at the quality of stuff that people think is ready for 
publication and worth submitting to a journal (and these are not 
students submitting term papers but fully developed academics!).  My 
policy  as a reviewer was that if I suspected that a poorly written paper 
had something to say and guessed that the author was at the beginning 
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of their career then I would spend time and effort helping them 
(anonymously, of course) turn it into something better; however, if I was 
felt that the author was a veteran academic, then I would make my 
recommendation and let them clean the mess up themselves.  (My 
guesses were usually correct.)  
In addition, editors differed in their approaches to choosing reviewers.  
One would pick three names from a bibliography and that was it.  Some 
actually read the piece before they sent it out.  One kept a detailed 
database on potential reviewers and their fields of expertise and could 
choose three people with ease. I knew one who would read each article 
in detail before asking three people to review it.  Others didn"t bother 
at all; they"d look at the title and maybe read an abstract and that was 
that.  I received one paper and wrote back to the editor that if he"d 
bothered to read it first, he wouldn"t have sent it out for review at all as 
he"d have been ashamed.  Another asked me to review a paper because 
the [apparently paranoid] author had given him the names of eight 
people, of which I was one, who the author preferred not be involved 
in the review process at all and that was why I was getting it to read! 
Back at the university, I did the usual rounds of committees. I was 
chairman of the University Press and Publications Committee about 
which I remember nothing. I was also Chairman of the Library 
Committee but that only lasted for a year as I resigned when, after 
repeated requests, the Librarian refused to let me see the detailed library 
budget.  He was a good librarian but totally distrustful of others and had 
a poster in his office which read !Not everybody who thinks that 
everybody hates him is paranoid”!   
I also served on the Board of Directors of the Jewish-Arab Center and 
in 1991, I was asked if I"d like to take on the position of Director of 
Center, which had been established in 1972, with the aim of promoting 
good relations between Jews and Arabs within Israel and enhancing 
peace between Israelis and Palestinians.  It is also a university research 
centre promoting interdisciplinary academic research on Jewish-Arab 
themes as well as initiating common activities, seminars and projects 
involving Jewish and Arab students. The Center also maintains contact 
with organizations and NGOs and organizes colloquia, conferences and 
working groups aimed at reinforcing productive discussion between 
Jewish and Arab politicians and representatives of the civil society in 
Israel and between Israelis and Palestinians, so all in all, it seemed an 
attractive invitation. 
I admit that one of the main attractions of the position was that it offered 
some extra money as well as time off from teaching.  However, it took 
me less than a month to realize that accepting this job was not one of 



 132 

 

my better decisions.  The way the Center appeared to be run was 
shrouded in secrecy. Its Administrator had been in her job since it had 
been established and was comfortable distributing funds as she saw fit. 
I wanted change, such as a review of how monies were spent; I wanted 
some people not to receive grants just because they had always received 
them; I wanted competition—but she preferred to maintain the peace. 
When I realized that the job mainly entailed doing what she wanted, I 
knew that it was a dead loss.   
I submitted my resignation to the Rector after a month, which she 
refused to accept and with great reluctance, I agreed to stay in the job 
until the end of the academic year.  I did manage to effect some change, 
establishing a small fund for new research but I knew that I had made 
the correct decision when I decided to bring two musicians—composer 
and pianist Menachem Wiesenberg and oud player Tayseer Elias—to 
perform at the university under the auspices of the Center.  There was 
a strong objection on the grounds that the Center had never done 
anything like that before to which my response was that if it hadn"t done 
it before, it was high time it did. Wasn"t Arab-Jewish collaboration one 
of the aims of the Center?  The evening of Arab music at the Hecht 
Museum passed successfully.   
To ensure that I could leave the Jewish-Arab Center, I got myself 
elected Dean of Social Sciences.  Having learned who the potential 
candidates were, I decided that I could do the job better and spoke to 
every voting member of the Faculty Council, which I hated.  Some 
people were very supportive whereas others were dismissive and a 
couple offensive. I won the election easily with over 80 percent of the 
vote among members of the Faculty.  
Then I had my three most enjoyable years at the University of Haifa.  
Not being in the department all the time was refreshing, even though 
the Dean’s office was on the same floor of the tower. I didn"t have to 
attend geography department meetings if I didn"t want to. When the 
first departmental meeting after my election was scheduled, one of my 
junior colleagues popped in to ask me if I was coming to the meeting to 
which my response was that as I"d heard it all before, I could tell her 
more or less who would sing which songs and for how long they would 
prattle on for.  Years later, the same colleague told me that she had now 
come to understand why I had declined to attend way back then. 
One of the first things I did as Dean was to instruct my secretary to 
block out the hour between 10.00 and 11.00 on Monday mornings.  She 
didn"t understand why but I just said to her !No meetings, no phone 
calls”.  On Mondays at 10, the late Michael Saltman would turn up.  
Michael was an anthropologist who grew up in London and whose field 
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of research was the anthropology of legal systems.  He was the only 
person in the university to whom I could talk about cricket, the Goon 
Show, Tony Hancock or John Profumo and not to have to !translate” 
or explain.  Out would come a whisky bottle, two small glasses and a 
Times crossword which we would attempt to solve together, usually 
unsuccessfully. 
Michael told me one story that is worthy of repeating.  He spent a 
sabbatical in Antigua researching how English law had changed over 
350 years of British colonial history.  He kept a bottle of whisky in his 
office, presumably to help him concentrate while he failed to solve the 
Times crossword.  However, he noticed that the level of the whisky in 
the bottle seemed to be diminishing at a rate faster than he had been 
drinking it and came to the conclusion that the cleaner had been helping 
himself.  Calling  for drastic action, he took the bottle home over a 
weekend, emptying the contents into a container.  When he replaced 
the bottle the following week, which contained the same amount of 
liquid of approximately the same colour as had been there on the 
Friday.  It was, however, a liquid that had been produced organically 
by Michael himself and filtered through his kidneys—not uisge beatha. 
Problem solved! 
Meeting people from other departments and seeing how other 
departments managed their business was enlightening and hard 
decisions were easier to make than when I was Chairman of 
Department because I was one step further removed from the action.   
One of the functions of a dean was to deal with recommendations for 
promotion and decide whether or not to act on the material brought by 
the department chairpersons, the departments concerned having to 
present cases for promotion and tenure to the university"s promotions 
and tenure committee.  I don"t know if the same system operates today 
as in the 1990s but I hope it might have changed; it certainly needed to.  
The committee was a university assembly of ten, nine elected members 
and the Rector, who chaired the meeting.   
This was an interesting part of the job.  Sometimes you knew that a 
specific person was good but not as good as you could have imagined 
after you"d read letters from academics abroad, leaders in the field.  
Because the committee was university-wide, some of its members’ 
comments were nothing short of ludicrous.  In one incident a historian, 
commenting on an individual from one of the social science 
departments, stated that he could not understand how two people could 
write a paper together and I had to explain to him in front of the other 
members of the committee that sometimes the best ideas come when 
two or more people speak together, discuss ideas together and finally, 
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might also write together, with what emerges jointly often better than 
either could have managed individually.   
I also once had to explain to a Professor of Arabic Literature, upset that 
a candidate from the Psychology Department up for promotion to Full 
Professor but with only a dozen or so articles on his CV had received a 
grant in excess of $1,000,000 dollars from America"s National Institutes 
of Mental Health.  Receiving a grant like that, I explained, was not the 
same as asking someone for money and being given it, that it was highly 
competitive and in order to !enter the competition” by submitting a 
proposal, the candidate had to write the equivalent of a dozen articles 
and a couple of books.  He listened to me for an hour in my office and 
I convinced him.   
At other meetings, members of the committee with personal vendettas 
were particularly vindictive.  In one case, after each member of the 
committee had had their say, the Rector went the other way around the 
table in case anyone wanted to add something.  One member of the 
committee drew attention to a specific letter from a professor at a 
university in Philadelphia with the comment that !I was in that city only 
a few weeks ago and walked past the address at which that university 
was said to be located.  There is no such place!”  These were pre-
internet and smartphone days and nobody could check this choice piece 
of disinformation on the spot.  The candidate had to wait another two 
years for promotion.  In yet another case, a candidate up for tenure was 
supported by what I had interpreted as a very warm recommendation 
from an Oxford professor. The letter was short but I read the !English 
English” and I had no doubt that this was a letter from a Brit which 
expressed strong support for the candidate.  However, to non-native 
English-speakers more used to reading long letters in flowery English 
from North America, it didn"t seem like that and the unfortunate 
woman did not receive tenure.   
In yet another case, I was told to wait in my office until I was called 
when my turn came around.  I had one case to present, a woman from 
Computer Studies up for promotion to Senior Lecturer with tenure and 
to my mind, it was going to be a difficult case to present favourably; it 
could have gone either way.  Eventually, after waiting four hours, I was 
called and as I entered the Senate Room, one of the senior members of 
the committee announced: !Guys, we"ve been here for four hours 
already and I"m tired.  We"ve all read the CV and letters.  Let"s vote and 
go home.”  And they did.  The lady passed by 5 votes to 4 with one 
abstention and today, 25 years later, is a Full Professor. 

I interfered only once in a department"s decision to recommend 
promotion and it involved an individual who was a Muslim Arab up for 
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promotion to Associate Professor.  His department voted 8 in favour 
with 9 abstentions; I returned the minutes of the meeting to the 
Department chairman with the comment that I was not willing to 
countenance abstentions; it had to be either a Yes or a No.  The second 
time around, there were 17 in favour and none against.    
The first year, I was on a steep learning curve; by the second year, I was 
on top of the job; by the third year, interest was beginning to wane as 
the faces were changing but the issues remained the same.  I thought of 
a second term and nine department chairmen asked me to continue for 
another two years. However, I asked the advice of two people I 
respected. (Neither Saul Cohen nor Derek Diamond was Israeli but 
each was more than familiar with university politics.)  They each said 
exactly the same thing to me:  !If you think you"ve done a good job and 
people like you—quit”.  In retrospect, Saul and Derek gave me 
wonderful advice and I had the good sense to take it. 
I finished that job in summer 1995 prior to a sabbatical at Queen Mary 
in London that started the following September.  The same day as the 
Faculty had organized a farewell evening, Vivien called me to say that 
she had just washed the car and was feeling unwell.  It was the first day 
in years that I had neglected to call her in the middle of the day.  Off 
we went to the GP who took one look at her and sent us down the 
Emergency Room at Rambam Hospital in Haifa.  The diagnosis: 
!Acute Myocardial Infarction”, i.e., a heart attack, so straight to 
intensive care.   
I called Shoshi Landman, my administrator in the Faculty and told her 
to cancel the evening.  Five minutes later, she called me back to say that 
her husband, Avi, would stay with Vivien at the hospital while I made 
my way to the university and we"d say nothing to the 200 or so people 
who  had turned up.  Vivien always referred to Avi as !my angel”.  She 
made a complete recovery but managed to break a leg before we made 
it to London—but in the end, we did!  
 
 
$  
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10. INTERLUDES — MILITARY & MUSICAL 
My parents were very pleased that I was in the army.  The fact 

that I hated it somehow pleased them even more. 
Barry Humphries 

My first sabbatical was spent at the University of Toronto in 1977/78.  
It followed something I"d been dreading since I"d arrived in Israel—
military service.  As I hate to be told that I must do something without 
being first explained why I must do it, as I intensely dislike being shouted 
at and reprimanded and as I am woefully unskilled with my hands, I 
sensed that I might not make an ideal soldier. 
I was drafted into the Israel Defence Forces after we became Israeli 
citizens in 1975 and I did a month of basic training followed by a month 
of reserve duty from mid-March to mid-May 1977, as a result of which 
I missed my younger sister"s wedding in Dublin.  Fortunately, I don"t 
remember too much about this episode in my life.  I turned up at an 
army base somewhere south of Tel Aviv, received a uniform, was 
transported to a base somewhere near Ramallah in the West Bank, and 
eventually, very late in the evening I was told to don the uniform then 
take it off again before being permitted to sleep.  Around 3 a.m. I was 
awoken and told that it was my turn to do guard duty inside the 
dormitory, which meant dressing up again and parading up and down 
the room between the bunk beds while about 40 middle-aged recruits 
broke wind sotto voce in a fanfare that must have lasted the whole night. 
Most of the time in the army, when not learning how to kill people, is 
spent doing very little.  Nobody seemed to know what the programme 
was from day to day or if they did, they weren"t divulging it to us and 
nobody seemed to care.  Before induction, I had received two pieces of 
advice from a departmental colleague who was a reserve officer.  One 
was never to volunteer or to refuse an order; the other was to wear 
cotton socks under the army issued woollen ones, which proved to be 
very sound advice. 
By my reckoning, the company commander had an IQ some way below 
100 and the NCOs under him were all 18 years old. We, the recruits, 
on the other hand, were all in our 30s or 40s.  As soldiers, we had to 
learn how to use a weapon so we started with the Uzi submachine gun, 
which, if I remember correctly, is made up of just six components.  One 
of the things we were required to do was to disassemble and reassemble 
the gun in a very short time and to be able to do it in the dark.  Though 
I understood what they were trying to teach us and why, theory and 
practice occupy two entirely different sections of my brain.  Whereas 
most members of the group were able to accomplish this task within a 
short timespan, I laboured for days trying to get the pieces to come apart 
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and put them together again in broad daylight.  By the time I had finally 
succeeded in this trying task, we had graduated to an M-16, a weapon 
that contained about a dozen parts.  Dismantling it meant taking it apart 
in a very specific order, which included something like a two-thirds anti-
clockwise twist of something somewhere in the middle of the process 
and a one-third clockwise twist a little later down the line.  For me, this 
was way beyond my capabilities and I was left with the Uzi.  However, 
it"s worth mentioning that during the month of basic training, although 
we were taught how to load these machines with bullets, some of us were 
not permitted to fire live ammunition, presumably because it had been 
deemed that we might have managed to inflict serious injuries on our 
colleagues (or ourselves) had we been allowed to try. 
I managed to get through basic training without causing damage to 
myself or to others and to get through the following month of reserve 
duty without undue hassle, except for one night, when on guard duty, a 
sozzled soldier entered the base and threatened to steal a truck and 
while I attempted to prevent this, the perpetrator goaded me by telling 
me to fire my weapon at him.  Not wishing to be accused of causing 
death either by negligence or overindulgence, I did what any cabbage-
headed private soldier should do and aroused the duty officer.  The 
truck did not exit the gates of the base but I was reprimanded for having 
disturbed the slumber of the officer in charge and was told that I should 
have used my own discretion (which I thought I had done). 
Basic training and first reserve duty completed, I was able to return to 
administrative and teaching duties on Mount Carmel while preparing 
myself and the family for the sabbatical year in Toronto.  On returning 
from Canada a year later, I avoided any further contact with the 
military for two and a half years at which point I erred by responding 
to an invitation to become a member of the army"s education corps.  I 
filled in a questionnaire and duly returned it.   I knew that at some stage 
I would be liable for reserve duty and the thought of being able to 
impart some knowledge into the heads of soldiers stationed goodness 
knows where and to do this in stints of two or three days at a time instead 
of being dislodged from routine for a month at a time appealed to me 
in a rather unappealing way.  In due course, I received an order to 
present myself at central clearing for what I assumed would be the 
formality of being assimilated into Israel"s army as an educator.  
However, I was stunned by what greeted me. 
The clerk dealing with me informed me that I was being sent on a six-
week course to become a medical orderly in a combat unit.  I said that 
there must be an error somewhere; he checked—no, no mistake, that"s 
where you"re going.  But why?  Why me?  He checked again and came 
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back with the response: !Because you"re an English-speaker.”  “Really?”  
“Yes, really!  That"s the reason.” 

It didn"t make much sense at the time but thinking back, nothing makes 
much sense in the army and I"m not the first to make that observation 
as Peter Ustinov recounted in his autobiography, Dear Me.  Ustinov 
appeared surprised that the Army failed to recognize his talents, though 
he later extracted much comic material from its foolishness. !I can tell 
you frankly that I loathed every minute,” he said of his military career, 
!and would not have missed it for the world.”  I agree with the first 
sentence but take issue with the second although I admit at Sir Peter"s 
manifold talents outweighed mine many times over.   

I have to assume that !you"re an English-speaker” meant that I would 
do what I was told without questioning things (they didn"t know me) and 
so I was given a date to turn up and learn how to become a medic.  As 
usual, the theoretical side of things were interesting, the practical side 
less so.  Nevertheless, Yael Ettinger, the young instructor, was a lovely 
person and turned out to be a relative of Jean Gottmann, Professor of 
Geography at Oxford. 

 
Actually, I discovered that there were some things I could do as well as 
lots of things that were beyond my abilities.  One of the things that a 
medic in a combat unit needs to know is how apply a bandage to a head 

Combat medical orderly, with Yael Ettinger.  1982 
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or other parts of the body; given that I can barely apply a plaster, tying 
a dressing to a head proved impossible.  Usually, as I applied what I had 
expected to be the final turn to the binding and tied a knot, the whole 
thing would gracefully slip off the top of the head. 
On the other hand, I was able to give injections, take blood samples and 
attach someone to a drip and we had plenty of time to practise on one 
another.  On one particularly tedious day, one of my collaborators 
volunteered to help his mates hone their skills. (I remembered my Haifa 
colleague"s advice about never volunteering for anything in the army, 
so I thought this guy might be behaving recklessly.) His rash offer 
involved lying on a stretcher and having an arm attached to a saline 
drip. Unfortunately (for him), tedium can bring out the cruelest in 
people"s characters. So, I hitched him up to the drip, whereupon two 
others connected our overly keen volunteer to the stretcher causing full 
immobility.  At this point, a second drip was inserted into his other arm, 
the taps on the ends of the two bags of saline were fully opened, the 
liquid rapidly draining into the  bloodstream of the unfortunate wretch. 
Moreover, when the bags were observed to be empty, they were 
immediately replaced until what must happen actually did happen and 
when the hooting ceased, we released him to clear up his own mess. 
I did one stint of reserve duty before being called up to serve in Lebanon 
in 1982 at which time we were based around Lake Qaraoun in the 
Lebanese Beqa"a, during which I was attached to the brigade clinic and 
one day, it seemed as if all the brigade"s truck drivers were calling in 
sick.  Apparently, there was to be a truck convoy the following night and 
none of the drivers wanted to spend several hours behind the steering 
wheel of a truck at nighttime.  However, the doctor on duty had had 
enough of this and said to me that the next driver to report in sick would 
be the last.  Sure enough, a short while later, the next charioteer arrived, 
whereupon the doctor asked him what his problem was.  When the 
luckless lad said he, too, had stomach ache, the doc decided that what 
was needed to check matters out was a thorough rectal examination.  
On went the rubber glove, in went the finger (and the doctor had large 
hands), two or three good twists and it was all over.  Never saw another 
driver the whole time I was there. 
Mind you there were real things to do as well.  One day, in the Lake 
Qaraoun area, a truck carrying Lebanese women and children going 
out to work in the fields ran over a land mine.  Another brigade doctor, 
who up till that point I had regarded as semi-comatose, did what he was 
trained to do.  As he walked through the dead and injured, he 
ascertained immediately who needed immediate treatment, who could 
wait and who was beyond saving and I was truly astonished by his 
professionalism.  On another occasion, a mature reservist was brought 
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to the brigade ambulance in the field with a severe cut on the palm of 
his hand.  My job as the duty medical orderly was to hold the man"s 
wrist firmly so that his hand would not move as the doctor applied 
stitches.  And what astounded me was that in none of these cases did I 
cringe; it was part of the job. 
On my final tour of duty as a medical orderly, I was released earlier 
than the others for a reason I can no longer recall.  I was driven in an 
army truck and deposited on a road just outside Tyre, in Lebanon.  In 
retrospect, a lone Israeli reservist in that situation might have been in 
some sort of danger and it was pure luck that an Israeli army truck came 
along a short time after, en route to a base just south of Haifa and dropped 
me off at the bottom of the road, a kilometer and a half from home. 
I finally transferred from the Medical Corps to the Education Corps.  A 
Master"s student in the department, Ami Morag, had been a much-
decorated brigadier-general and would later become deputy mayor of 
Haifa. Sitting beside one another at the computers in the department, 
we would chat about all sorts of things.  Though we were the same age, 
our backgrounds couldn"t have been more different.  I must have 
spoken one day about reserve duty but if such a conversation did take 
place, I never gave it any thought.  Then a short while after, I was 
informed that I was being transferred to the Education Corps.  I was 
pleased and assumed that someone had unearthed my request from a 
few years back and had decided to act upon it.  I presented myself to 
my new unit and a few days later, Ami !happened” to ask me if 
everything went OK with the transfer to Education.  I was absolutely 
astounded but understood what must have taken place though it was 
never mentioned again. 
So, I transferred to the Education Corps which, I soon discovered,  was 
not just an education unit but also included entertainers of all kinds.   
The big difference between the Medical and Education Corps is that in 
Education, you were called to do reserve duty for short period, usually 
not longer than three days.  However, on my very first assignment, I 
was told to report to an artillery base on the Golan Heights.  I was not 
expected to stay overnight but there was no public transport that would 
get me home on the same day.  It was a 2½ - 3-hour drive from Haifa 
to the base and the same on the way back but I could see no alternative 
to driving so I drove.   
On the way home, near the town of Carmiel, I must have fallen asleep 
at the wheel.  The car spun off the road and I was lucky that I didn"t 
spin into the oncoming traffic or that the car didn"t overturn.  It spun 
around three or four times and just as you read in books that deal with 
the perception of time, I saw my whole life pass by in front of me in slow 
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motion.  It was creepy.  Some people travelling in the opposite direction 
stopped and gave me some water but the car was damaged; a tyre had 
punctured and it transpired the following day that the front axle was 
damaged, too.  It was after midnight; I was in the middle of nowhere 
and I needed help but this was prior to mobile phones.  A few taxis 
pulled up and offered to take me to Haifa for a fee.  Eventually, a car 
passed by and stopped a couple of hundred metres up the road and then 
reversed towards me.  Either help was at hand or it was the end of me.  
Two guys got out and helped me remove the punctured tyre and replace 
it with the spare and I limped back to Haifa not much the worse for 
wear after the experience. 

Two other incidents stand out in my memory as an army !educator”.  
When I did two- or three-day periods and was shunted from outpost to 
outpost giving the same talk to small groups of soldiers, by the middle 
of the second day I would refrain from saying anything vaguely 
humorous.  This was because after you have given the same talk six or 
seven times over a short period of time, you have no idea if what you 
have just said had been uttered just five minutes earlier in the same place 
or a day and a half ago somewhere else. 
In another instance, I was given instructions to take a bus to a specific 
meeting place where I would be picked up by a jeep to bring me to the 
base at which I was to strut my stuff.  A vehicle duly arrived and I was 
asked if I was the lecturer to which I answered in the affirmative.  Off 
we went and arrived at the destination.  I launched into one of my stocks 
in trade, this one on ethnic and religious conflict in Lebanon and I 
watched 100 or so young faces fall simultaneously.  Nobody said a word 
during the hour or so I was talking and it was only on the return journey 
that I discovered that two lecturers had been told to wait at the same 
place to be picked up; the other one had either been picked up earlier 
or later than me.   
The driver returning me to the bus stop told me that my group had been 
told to expect a talk about how venereal diseases can be acquired and 
the dangers of VD should you be unfortunate enough to actually 
become infected. Some other bunch of kids about to spend a few weeks 
in Lebanon, those to which I had actually been assigned, got the VD 
spiel.  What they made of that is anyone"s guess. 
By 1997, aged 52, the Israel Defence Forces seemingly tired of my 
services and wrote to tell me that they would be needing me no longer.  
Hip, hip, hooray.  Paraphrasing Ustinov in a negative way, !I can tell 
you frankly that I loathed [almost] every minute…  and would happily 
have missed it if I could.”   
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MUSICAL INTERLUDES 
Music has played an important role in the lives of members of the 
Waterman family for the past 40 years.  
My music education went beyond lip-synching in the Zion School choir. 
Ma wanted me to be able to play the piano but I wasn"t all that sure that 
I wanted this, possibly because she had chosen an inappropriate role 
model; she wanted me to be able to play like Eileen Joyce, an Australian 
concert pianist whom she must have heard on the radio or read about 
in a magazine. However, I didn"t want to play like a woman. 
Nevertheless, I was sent to lessons with Cissie Garber whose house was 
about halfway between ours and school.    I learned to play up to Grade 
III (examinations being of utmost importance) but my sight-reading was 
poor and my ear tests worse than failing and when my barmitzvah 
approached, I whined so much about the impossibility of practising 
piano and learning my barmitzvah concurrently that Ma conceded defeat 
and Cissie vanished from my life.   
I left Cissie with some regret as the most interesting thing about her 
piano lessons was waiting for the pupil before me to finish his/her 
lesson.  This was because Cissie’s elder son, Henry (the jazz pianist, Ian 
Henry), was at the time a medical student and somehow, he always 
seemed to leave his anatomy books open, more often than not on the 
pages that had beautiful colour displays of male and female genitalia.  
So when Cissie would say to me a quarter of an hour later to play with 
a gentler touch, I always thought it amusing. 
Ma waited until after my barmitzvah was done and dusted and then 
informed me that she"d been !speaking to some people” about me going 
back to piano lessons.  She"d been talking with Sid Morris, a friend and 
businessman and part-time clarinetist in the Metropole Ballroom and 
he had recommended the pianist in the band, Richard Burbridge. 
Richie taught me chords and I learned lots of popular songs; I still use 
what I learned then to chill out.  I was with him for about three years 
until he told Ma that I wasn"t going to learn any more from him and 
that she shouldn"t waste any more money on me.  I was ready to go 
anyway because one day, arriving early for a lesson, instead of the usual 
dance/popular song books on the piano, there were books of piano 
music by Brahms, Beethoven and Debussy.  Richie was a crypto-
classical pianist!  I felt I’d been duped! 
Music entered the lives of the Watermans with some seriousness during 
our year in Toronto.  In the year prior to that, Vivien had decided that 
it was time to return to the piano, which had been shunted out of the 
way when she was a teenager for tennis.  She took lessons from Barbara 
Prager, who was a violist with the Haifa Symphony Orchestra but was 
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happy to teach piano and who lived at the end of the street on the 
Western Carmel. In Toronto, the apartment building in which we lived 
had about 120 families, probably half of them Israeli or immigrants 
from the Soviet Union who had spent a year or so in Israel before 
emigrating again to Toronto.  Among the Russians in the building and 
in the neighbourhood in general were musicians of all kinds—pianists, 
violinists and probably a far broader variety than we actually came 
across. 
We rented a piano and Vivien was lucky to find a teacher in our 
building.  Marina Geringas and her husband Yaakov had arrived in 
Canada two years before we got there.  He was a violinist in the Toronto 
Symphony Orchestra and Marina was a performing pianist who later 
developed a reputation as one of Canada"s top music teachers, her goal 
being not to produce professional musicians but to promote the love of 
music and the pursuit of excellence.  She had a profound influence on 
Vivien"s later career as a piano teacher and music therapist. Vivien also 
took a course in harmony and, in retrospect, it looks as if she was 
planning some sort of future career in music although I wasn"t really 
aware of it then. 
Through Marina, we located a teacher for Dov and it was there in 
Toronto, with another Russian pedagogue, that he started on his path 
as a professional musician although I"m not sure that his first year had 
a particularly great influence.  Nevertheless, at 7½ he was showing some 
talent, enough to encourage us to find a good piano teacher for him on 
our return to Haifa.   
We asked around to locate a piano teacher for Dov and a good friend 
and neighbour whose son was learning piano with an experienced 
teacher in the neighbourhood recommended Sara Roseanu, who lived 
less than five minutes$"walk away from home.  Sara was impressed with 
Dov, describing the child as having a wonderful musical imagination—
and so it eventually turned out.  Vivien also spent a few years with Sara 
honing her piano-playing skills but she was intent on doing something 
else entirely and registered for a three-year course in music education 
at Oranim, a teachers$"training college associated with the University of 
Haifa.  In the event, studying part-time and looking after three children 
and a shambolic husband, she received her teaching diploma in five 
years, not three.  She was very proud of her achievement and she had 
every right to be. 
I had more or less been a musical ignoramus up to this point.  However, 
when Dov started to study seriously with Sara, I began to take an 
interest, familiarizing myself with the piano repertoire by listening to 
many recordings and then helping Vivien, who was a conscientious 
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student, with her studies in theory, harmony and music history as far as 
I was able to.  Familiarity with the chamber music repertoire would 
come at a later stage. 
We waited until Shuli and Tami were about seven or eight to get them 
started, too. There was a problem here because we didn"t want them to 
play the same instrument and develop a sibling rivalry as a result.  Tami 
started on the piano and stayed with it for a couple of years; Shuli went 
to Annette Samuels, a professional violinist whose husband, Bob, a 
reform rabbi, was a well-known Haifa educator and Principal of the Leo 
Baeck High School, which Dov later attended.   
However, with Vivien learning to be a music teacher and specializing 
in piano, and both Dov and Tami needing the piano for practice, and I 
needing the piano to relax from time to time, we decided that Tami 
should learn a different instrument.  She expressed an interest in playing 
the harp, so I explained that the car wasn"t large enough to hold a harp 
so the second choice was cello and her first teacher was Ami, Annette"s 
younger son who also happened to be a student in the Department of 
Geography.  Happy families all around. 
There was an incident a couple of years after Shuli and Tami started 
violin and cello when Ami took them to a students$"recital at a kibbutz 
somewhere in northern Israel. They had each prepared a piece to 
perform  on their respective instruments but what Ami didn"t know was 
that the girls had, on their own initiative, also decided to perform a 
violin and cello duet. They hadn"t been coached; they did it themselves 
and Ami thought it was wonderful.  (The Samuels family had a family 
string quartet with Annette as first violin, Tamar her daughter second 
violin, David (now a well-known luthier) on viola and Ami on cello.)  
Eventually, as string players, time came for them to join an orchestra 
and in Haifa, that meant the Haifa Youth Orchestra, run by Eliezer 
Hahiti.  Eliezer needed a violist and suggested to Shuli that she give up 
the violin and move to viola, but she wasn"t keen.  However, he had 
obviously been in like situations before, so he suggested to Shuli that if 
she moved to viola, she could have 12 lessons on a saxophone, 
something that she was keen to do.  Playing the saxophone lasted a few 
weeks and was then forgotten whereas the viola has lasted already 
nearly 35 years.  Moving to viola also meant moving teachers and who 
better, we thought, than Barbara Prager, who had got Vivien back to 
the piano? 
Being orchestra members meant not just performing concerts in Haifa 
and northern Israel but also touring, when they were about 13, the 
Youth Orchestra went to Spain.  This being the first time they"d been 
away without us, our instructions were very clear concerning food.  No 
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meat, no chicken. No shellfish. But they could eat eggs, cheese, bread, 
salads and any other foodstuffs that fell within the strictures of what was 
kosher.  They had a wonderful time in Spain but on their return, they 
informed us that after three days of salads, eggs and cheese, they needed 
some !real” food so they caved in and ate chicken in MacDonalds. !And 
you know what?”, they said in tandem.  !Nothing happened”.  In other 
words, the heavens didn"t open and there was no fire and brimstone.  
Since then, we"ve been quiet with our children as adolescents and adults 
as to what they do and don"t eat. 
They continued with the Haifa Youth Orchestra until later in their 
teens, they !graduated” to the Israel Youth Philharmonic and were 
members of the orchestra when Avi Shoshani, the General Secretary of 
the Israel Philharmonic Orchestra and co-founder of the Verbier 
Festival with Martin Engström brought the orchestra to the first festival 
in 1994 !on the cheap”.  In the Youth Philharmonic, they had already 
played under the batons of Zubin Mehta and Kurt Masur; in Verbier 
during its first three years, they got, in addition, Yuri Temirkanov, Kent 
Nagano, Antonio Pappano and Paavo Järvi, quite an experience.    
By the mid-1990s, the children had all left home.  Dov completed his 
army service in 1992 and after a year working with a piano tuner in 
Upper Galilee went off to London and became a piano technician.  The 
twins each also had a year abroad.  After army, Tami went to Boston to 
study cello at the New England Conservatory but wasn"t happy there 
and neither was Shuli who spent a year at the Royal Academy of Music 
in London where she had a teacher who preferred talking cricket to 
music.  Both gave up and came home to complete their studies at Tel 
Aviv University where they were the bottom half of the Gertler Quartet, 
the university"s student ensemble.  Tami also played piano trios with 
Einav Yarden who has made a successful career as a pianist in Germany 
and Rachel Ringelstein, with whom she has performed in the Carmel 
Quartet for almost 20 years. 
For her final recital at the academy, Shuli invited two immigrant 
Russian musicians to hear her performance. Sergey Ostrovsky and 
Evgenia Epstein were violinists in a string quartet then known as the 
Johannes Quartet.  They were on the lookout for a new violist and cellist 
and invited Shuli to join them, which she did more than willingly.  The 
cellist Iris Jortner, back in Israel after having studied in the States with 
Bernard Greenhouse of the Beaux Arts Trio, joined them a few weeks 
later and the quartet"s name changed to the Aviv Quartet at the end of 
1997, and they made their first radio broadcast in November of that 
year. 
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Sergey Ostrovsky, the first violinist of the Aviv Quartet, walked a very 
thin line between extreme self-confidence and chutzpah usually 
managing to stay on the correct side of the boundary. In 1998, when 
the Alban Berg Quartet was performing in Israel, Sergey called them 
with the idea that they take on the Aviv Quartet as students.  They were 
asked to send a demo recording and the later in the year, Shuli and the 
rest of the Aviv Quartet decamped to Amsterdam where they 
commuted for a weekend every three or four weeks to Köln where they 
were tutored by the members of the Alban Berg Quartet for 2½ years.  
In summer 1998, they also participated in the week-long course given 
by the three surviving members of the Amadeus Quartet in London. 
In July 1999, after a dry run at the Luberon String Quartet festival in 
Provence, they travelled to Melbourne to participate in the Melbourne 
International Chamber Music Competition where they won the Grand 
Prize.  Although cash was also an element in the award, what this meant 
was concerts at venues considered important in the chamber music 
world.   

In September 2000, not long after we"d arrived in London for a planned 
stay of eight months, we travelled to Paris to hear the Aviv Quartet at a 
lunchtime concert in the Louvre Auditorium and then travelled back 
with them to London by train.  Two days later, when the four members 
of the quartet stepped on to the stage of Wigmore Hall on Saturday, 
September 23 at 7.30 p.m. and launched straight into Mozart"s String 
Quartet K421 in D minor, I really couldn"t quite believe my eyes and 
ears than one of my children was performing at a venue where I had 
heard so many world-famous musicians.  I just felt so proud.  
The following morning at 6, a taxi called at the flat in Hampstead where 
we were living to pick up Shuli and transport the quartet to New York 
where they had an afternoon concert at Carnegie Hall in honour of 
Isaac Stern"s 80th birthday and they were back in London on the 
Tuesday—and we had had our first glimpse of what the life of a world-
class itinerant classical musician was going to be like. 
The quartet participated in other competitions, sharing top prize with 
the Ebène Quartet as well as winning the Audience Prize at the 
Bordeaux string quartet competition.  I went to Bordeaux for the final 
round and when the results were announced, I ran over to Shuli 
expecting her to be thrilled at the result.  Her comment as I hugged her 
was typically Doris-like: !Yea!  No more bloody competitions!” 
In those six years between winning Melbourne and our returning to 
Israel, they performed all over Israel, in Europe including the top 
venues and festivals,  in the United States and Canada, including the 
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Lincoln Center, Carnegie Hall, at the Kennedy Center and the Library 
of Congress, as well as tours to Ireland, South Africa, Brazil and China.  
There were several highlights during the 12 years Shuli was a member 
of the Aviv Quartet.  They performed seven of the Shostakovich string 
quartets and the piano quintet at the festival marking the centenary of 
Shostakovich"s birth at the Wigmore Hall, (the other eight quartets were 
performed by the Jerusalem Quartet) and they had the honour of 
performing all 15 quartets the following year at the Verbier Festival in 

the presence of Shostakovich"s third wife and his son, Maxim.  Shuli 
described the performance of the 9th quartet in Verbier as the most 
nerve wracking she had ever played as the dedicatee was seated in the 
front row just a very short distance from the end of her viola! 
 
CODA 
Returning from London in 2006, Vivien volunteered as a music 
therapist in several different institutions but her increasing health 
difficulties mean that travelling to Herzliyya and Netanya, even if I 
drove her there, was too much of an effort and she decided that her 
energies could be devoted to writing music stories for children and older 
people, something she did well and with much imagination and 
originality. 
Tami is cellist of the Carmel Quartet, founded in 1999.  She and the 
first violinist, Rachel Ringelstein, have been playing together since 

The Aviv String Quartet and Nina Shostakovich.  Verbier, 2007 
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school.  The middle voices have changed over the years but since the 
violist, Yoel Greenberg, an academic musicologist joined them in the 
mid-2000s, they have regularly given five series of concerts annually in 
five different locations in Israel.  Though based in Israel, they have 
performed internationally with musicians such as violinists Gidon 
Kremer and Nikolai Znaider, violist Tabea Zimmermann, pianists Ian 
Fountain and Pnina Salzman and they have also performed in England, 
Austria, Italy, Greece, Switzerland, and China and its concert at 
Carnegie Hall in 2004 received a favourable review in the New York 
Times.  She also did a few years as principal cellist of the 



 149 

 

Natanya/Kibbutz Chamber Orchestra and subs in a variety of 

ensembles. 
 
Dov worked for Steinway in London and also in Cambridge and 
Amsterdam.  I assume that he was good at his work as Steinway let him 
loose on pianos in concert halls all over London.  However, after several 
years, he decided that he didn"t want to spend the rest of his life tuning 
and mending pianos and spends most of his time on his creative side, 
writing music for film trailers among other things. 

Carmel Quartet — Yoel, Rachel, Tali & Tami 

Dov at work  
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Shuli left the Aviv Quartet in August 2009.  Twelve years of constant 
travel and a desire to become a mother were the main motivations, I 
think.  Three months later, she travelled with Vivien and me to London 
to attend the wedding of her cousin Graham, Vivien"s nephew.  While 
waiting at Ben-Gurion Airport to board the flight, she said something 
that shocked us although we really shouldn"t have been shocked at all.  
She had lived in London as a student, come home to Tel Aviv, then 
decamped to Amsterdam to study with the Alban Berg Quartet in Köln 
and then to Paris to study and later to work and record with the Ysaÿe 
Quartet.  In all these years, she was in and out of Tel Aviv but on this 
particular trip to London at the end of 2009, she said that the three 
months she"d been home since leaving the quartet was the longest 
continuous period she"d been in Israel since joining it.  I knew that her 
life was hectic but … 
Back in Israel, she became the violist of the Israel Piano Quartet for a 
few years, played gigs, became the principal violist of the Israel 
Chamber Orchestra and as of 2019, the principal violist of the Israel 
Camerata Jerusalem. 
I still play songs by Gershwin, Porter, Kern, Rodgers & Hammerstein 
and the Beatles on the piano badly but with a glass of whisky to hand 
on the piano in the early evening, it doesn"t sound quite so awful (to me).  
$  
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11. MIDDLE AGE, FESTIVALS, LONDON 
Maturity is a high price to pay for growing up. 

Tom Stoppard 
 

Da died in March 1995.  Fortunately, I"d spent a lovely weekend with 
my parents in Dublin a couple of weeks earlier.  They seemed fine and 
I wasn"t expecting anything to happen soon.  I travelled back to Haifa 
and arriving home on a Thursday evening after a Senate meeting, I 
knew as soon as I walked in and saw the look on Vivien"s face that there 
was bad news; I guessed what it was and I was right. 

Thursday was one of Da"s days out of the house !on business”.  I don"t 
think he did much business any more but it gave him something to do.  
He usually brought back some unpasteurized milk and prepared kez, a 
type of dense curd cheese that lasted for about a week at a time.  This 
particular Thursday, he arrived home, went through the process of 
preparing the kez separating the curds from the whey, hung up the 
muslin bag over a bucket to drip, sat down in his favourite armchair 
while Ma went to make him a cup of tea and by the time she got back, 
he looked at her and took his last breath. 
Roz and I arrived the following evening, landing at Dublin Airport to 
be greeted not by a rainbow but a circular rain halo, something I"d 
never seen before and which the usually unsuperstitious me took as a 
good omen.  On the way to Shelton Drive from the airport, I was 
wondering what I was going to say to Ma but, down to earth as she was, 
she greeted me at the front door and after a hug, she said to me !You 
go into the dining room and make kiddush, (the blessing over wine and 
bread on the Sabbath evening).  The funeral was on the Sunday and we 
sat shiva the week following, an interesting experience, talking with 
people I hadn"t seen for years and others I hadn"t thought of for even 
longer.  By the end of the week, totally exhausted, I realized how my life 
in the three decades away from Dublin had differed from some of my 
contemporaries.  Da wasn"t there and I missed him but we manage to 
eat all his kez during the week, so in a way he was still with us. 
The day after the shiva I took Ma into town to change signatures on the 
bank accounts.  (There really wasn"t much to do; they weren"t wealthy.) 
Before we left, I told Roz that her job was to call government agencies 
and find out what Ma was entitled to in terms of allowances and grants; 
Roz had been busy while we were out. Down-to-earth-Doris then 
studied the figures and when she realized that her entitlements were 
greater than her expenditures, she said: !Don"t worry; I can see that I"ll 
be alright now”.  And we didn"t and she was!  
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By August 1995, we were on our way again.  This time, on my third 
sabbatical leave, we were on our own.  Dov was 25, had been in London 
for several years studying to be a piano technician, and was based in 
Cambridge when we arrived.  Shuli and Tami were 22 on their way to 
becoming professional musicians.  Both had tried studying abroad but 
had been unhappy and returned to Tel Aviv to complete their studies, 
Shuli with Yuri Gandelsman, then principal violist with the Israel 
Philharmonic Orchestra and Tami with a variety of cello teachers.  Both 
were based at the Buchman-Mehta Academy at Tel Aviv University.  
And so, aged 50, here we were, on our own again. 
Without having to worry about what schools to send the children to we 
were able to choose somewhere to live closer to Central London and we 
rented a small ground floor flat in Hampstead village, six stops on the 
Tube from Oxford Circus, convenient enough to get to the West End, 
the Wigmore Hall and such places. 
This time around, I was guest of the Department of Geography at 
Queen Mary and Westfield College where I"d given a seminar a decade 
earlier and had kept in touch with David Smith and Roger Lee and it 
was a good environment to be in.  I was still pottering around with 
elections and partition but most of the year and a half that I spent there, 
I was engaged in something else entirely. 
In 1994, we had attended a chamber music festival, The Upper Galilee 
Chamber Music Days at Kibbutz Kfar Blum, for the first time.  We went 
for the music and really enjoyed ourselves. The festival lasted a week 
and in addition to the concerts, there were open rehearsals. The 
musicians were housed in the kibbutz guesthouse as were the luckiest of 
the attendees, the rest staying other accommodations in the region. 
The music was what it was but what fascinated me as a geographer was 
that many of the attendees seemed to be from Tel Aviv and to appeared 
to know one another.  Many of them had been coming since 1985 when 
the festival had been established by Idith Zvi, an Israeli pianist and a 
programme editor for the Israeli classical music station. Why would a 
few hundred people migrate temporarily for a week to a small collective 
settlement on the periphery?   
I began to give this some thought and decided that I would try to find 
out more about the festival and then write a journal article about it. Just 
a short piece, a straightforward story.  Nothing complicated.  What 
could be simpler? 
Between October 1994 and January 1995, I set about interviewing Idith 
Zvi; Rafi Kenan, her successor; Gad Lewertoff, a violist and a  regular 
participant since it began; Tibi Porat, an Upper Galilee resident 
involved in bringing cultural events to the area and who had been 
involved in the festival from the start; and Hagi Agmon, the head of 
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Upper Galilee Regional Council.  Three years later, I added three more 
interviews for once again, I"d got things slightly wrong.  Writing the 
story of the Kfar Blum Festival was far more complicated—and 
edifying—than I could ever have imagined. 
Before continuing, I should add something about how I write.  Some 
people won"t begin writing until they feel they"ve exhausted the 
literature germane to the subject chosen.  That"s fine with me but I 
always think that one might never know when enough is enough so I 
tend to start writing when I have a feeling for a !story” and then fill in 
the gaps as I proceed, reading around the topic I"ve chosen to examine, 
and changing things if and when necessary.  
I started to write the Kfar Blum story in late 1994 but halted when I 
realized that I didn"t really know what festivals were about.  A library 
search revealed a dearth of material on festivals.  Yes, there was material 
on Christmas, Passover and such like in abundance but there was very 
little on arts festivals—something on the economics of festivals, a history 
of the Salzburg Festival, a bit on Edinburgh and so on.  In essence, it 
was tabula rasa.  I understood that I needed to read a lot about festivals 
in particular and about culture in general and found myself 
familiarizing myself with material on cultural economics, cultural 
politics, museology (museums and festivals have much in common in 
that culture is on display in both).  I gave a graduate seminar with Ron 
Robin, a historian and then a member of the university"s Department 
of Communication, who suggested a title after I"d written a first draft of 
the paper that became !Carnivals for elites: the cultural politics of arts 
festivals”.  This was a paper I was particularly pleased with, especially 
when it was published in Progress in Human Geography.   
I had an early draft of this ready when I left for London and worked on 
it during my stay at Queen Mary where I was fortunate enough to share 
an office in the first term with Susan Smith, Professor of Geography at 
the University of Edinburgh and one of the leading lights of British 
geography"s !cultural turn” and who had published some pieces on 
geography and music and on rural festivals. (Sue is also an accomplished 
cornet player and became Mistress of Girton College, Cambridge.) She 
read the draft and was very supportive and it was she who suggested I 
send it to Progress in Human Geography when it was ready. It went through 
many drafts and was read in various versions by several people—
Michael Hebbert, whom I"d met at LSE a decade before, Peter Jackson, 
another leading British cultural geographer, Roger Lee, and others.  
When I submitted it, the anonymous referees were all very encouraging, 
each suggesting that it be re-worked, but each in a way that tied in with 
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their own interests. Sue read and commented on each version and made 
a major contribution to my learning process.  
One of the shocks after arriving at Queen Mary in September 1995 was 
when I was asked to give a departmental seminar.  I knew this would 
happen and I requested an early date and started to think about what I 
would have to say about geography and festivals.  About three weeks 
before my performance, I was told that on the day, the college would 
receive a visit from Sir Christopher France, Chairman of the Council 
of Queen Mary and Westfield College and that one of the events 
selected for his visit was the Geography Department seminar.  Sir 
Christopher was an accomplished and versatile Whitehall mandarin, 
ending his career in charge of the Ministry of Defence.  I didn"t know 
this at the time and that was just as well for I wasn"t too happy about 
the Chairman of the Council coming at all but there was nothing I could 
do about it except prepare.  All I could think was how I could make 
sense for an hour on a topic I didn"t know much about but there was 
nothing to do except apply myself to task that was ahead of me and 
figure out how keep my listeners alert (awake?). 
The seminar went off fine.  The final version of the article was written 
and accepted and came out in 1998 after I"d returned to Haifa.  I"d read 
a lot, almost all of it outside the realm of geography and I had learned 
much in the process.  So understanding a little more about festivals, I 
could  finally get down to the “easy job” writing the story of the Kfar 
Blum festival.  I wrote and rewrote and again, several colleagues read 
various versions, one reading each and every one.  When I thought it 
might be ready, and I still at Queen Mary, I submitted it to the editor 
of Transactions of the Institute of British Geographers, Roger Lee.   

Roger"s office was down the corridor but if I naïvely thought that 
knowing the editor might have helped in the process of getting the paper 
published, I could not have been more wrong.  (It did but not in the way 
I had imagined.)  This paper, like the one on the nature of festivals, 
required two substantial re-writes and involved three or four external 
and anonymous referees, each  again with clear but different views as to 
how to improve it.  I got both pieces right in the end but I"d been lucky. 
(For about 20 years, rewriting usually involved little more than light 
editing—with the exception of that paper on electoral reform on which 
Peter Taylor had been the referee.)  
Both the festival papers contributed to a new learning experience 
because each rewrite sent me back to read more about festivals, 
museums and other displays of culture, most of it material I would never 
have thought might be relevant to something I would write.  Each 
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ended up a far better paper than the version I had originally submitted 
and I actually enjoyed rewriting, absorbing so much in the process. 
In the case of the Kfar Blum Festival, I attempted to relate what I was 
analyzing to some aspects of Israeli society.  It was only after the second 
major rewrite, and after he had accepted the paper for publication, that 
Roger really entered the scene as editor.  He asked questions and then 
asked more questions about what I had written and what I had intended 
to say and why I hadn"t done this, that and the other.  This was all 
related in as friendly a way as could be—but firmly and professionally. I 
had written about a music festival and where it fitted into Israeli society 
and culture.  Roger asked variations on the theme of !OK.  That"s fine.  
But what are you really trying to say here?” (Shades of Richard Preston 
three decades earlier but more sophisticated.) And I realized that what 
I was really trying to do was to make a general statement about Israeli 
society.  And once I had figured that out, what had been a decent paper 
became a really good one. And when Roger"s mini-inquisitions were 
over, he would switch from editor mode to colleague mode.  The whole 
process was an exercise in sheer professionalism on his part, one that I 
had not previously been privileged to participate in or even observe. 
Returning to Haifa a decade later in 2006, after 5½ years in London, I 
offered a graduate seminar on how to prepare an article for publication. 
I had kept all the correspondence between Roger and myself and 
thought that it might be useful for doctoral students to learn how an 
article develops in the process of being reworked for publication.  The 
department chairman and the Graduate committee thought that it 
wouldn"t interest the students as the both the article itself and the 
correspondence were in English.   
Though originally destined for doctoral students in the department with 
the idea that they might want to get their material published, in the 
event, I had two doctoral students and two master"s candidates, none 
particularly interested in what I had to say.  But I had prepared material 
and I was determined to get through it, if only for my own edification 
id not theirs.   
I had retained the various versions of the Kfar Blum paper, so I was 
able to compare the version that I had originally submitted with each of 
the rewritten versions and then with the published paper.  I marked 
paragraphs and sentences and looked to see where they appeared in 
each version. I knew I"d made many changes but I was staggered to find 
that the published paper contained only about a third of the material 
that had been in the original version.  I then read that original version, 
the one that I submitted to the journal and had thought publishable 
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alongside the published version.  If I didn"t manage to leave a mark on 
the students, I did succeed in impressing myself! 
Towards mid-1996, I began to write a book, connecting the various 
topics I"d worked on over the previous 25 years because it had been 
related to me by the Dean of Social Sciences that the full professors in 
my department had decided that if I wished one day join them, I would 
need a book on my CV.  The book I began was entitled tentatively 
Keeping a Distance and dealt with spatial separation—partition, 
segregation—topics that had interested me.  They had similar 
underlying concepts but the scales and literatures were different. The 
focus was to have been separation and I drafted five chapters of a 
planned eight or nine, remaining in London alone for five months to 
complete it.  Then I read what I had written, concluded that it was going 
nowhere and that the best thing to do was to return to Haifa and forget 
about a book.  My feeling was that it was tedious and repetitive (like 
many books I"ve read) and that I really should have produced a decent 
paper instead, short and to the point.   
I returned to Israel a day before my 52nd birthday in January 1997, only 
to learn that a good friend had been killed in a car accident the previous 
day.  Another good friend died suddenly  in London the following week 
and Vivien was diagnosed with Hodgkin"s lymphoma at the same time, 
so it wasn"t the happiest of returns. 
 At the university, I found that all my teaching materials, so carefully 
packed and labeled, and stored in a safe place 18 months earlier had 
been dispersed to several different locations, nobody knowing what was 
where.  There was general chaos as the move to the new Social Sciences 
building planned for mid-January had been delayed by several months. 
I complained and announced that until my materials reappeared and I 
had an office to work from, I would very simply not teach.  Within a 
day, I was offered a room in the new Rabin Social Sciences Building, 
and was the sole inhabitant for several months save for several Chinese 
construction workers.  
I thought about taking the draft of the book out again but Fred Boal of 
Queens University Belfast, a person I respected, had told me that he"d 
never written a book and it never really bothered him. Although I had 
discarded the book, it remained on the computer and three years later, 
I contributed a chapter, entitled !States of Segregation”, to an edited 
book, and it said everything I had wanted to say on the matter.  When 
I received the proofs, the copy editor mentioned that it had been a long 
time since he had read such dense writing—which was not surprising as 
I had reduced the wordage of half a book to just under 8,000 words. 
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The same year that the two !festivals papers” came out also saw the 
publication of a paper I had been invited to write, assessing how the 
journal Political Geography had !performed”, by comparing the content of 
its first 20 years with the aims that the editors had set themselves in 1982 
when the journal was launched.  It was hard work and less interesting 
than I thought it might have been when I agreed to take it on, but worth 
it, nevertheless. 
More than anything, I needed to figure out what to do with myself.  First 
of all, I needed to sort out promotion to Full Professor and then work 
on a plan of action for the future.  I was cheesed off with undergraduate 
teaching and I was going nowhere with graduate advisement. I had had 
one M.A. student, Eli Zefadia, who did the donkey work when I was 
working on electoral districting.  Eli, an ex-submarine officer, 
deservedly developed his part of our work into a Master"s thesis and we 
managed two joint papers as a result.  In the ensuing years, I had a 
further three Master"s candidates to work with.  Two of these had 
potential to continue to doctoral work. One did—but at another 
university; obviously, she considered my demands for revising her M.A. 
after submitting a final draft were more than she was prepared to 
endure again. The other one decided to return to look after his sheep 
on a kibbutz. 

One student did come to talk to me about doctoral research. He didn"t 
know what he wanted to do so I suggested that he take the concept of 
!mixed city”, coined by the Central Bureau of Statistics in the 1950s to 
describe places inhabited by both Jews and Arabs and examine to what 
extent they were actually !mixed” and he said he"d think about it. A 
couple of weeks later, he returned and I thought he might have given it 
some consideration but I was wrong.  He had mentioned the idea to 
another department member who, he then informed me, had told him 
that it was an idea based on the ignorance of the person who had 
suggested it! I thought the student rather daft to tell me this to my face 
but I understood that I was unlikely to attract any doctoral students. 
Essentially, on my return from London in 1997 I had been written out 
of the screenplay (there was now a Ph.D program in the department 
and not only had I not been consulted but I had not even been informed 
after the programme had been approved and become operational).  My 
request for promotion was rejected on the grounds that I had not 
published a book—and that I had not made a full contribution to the 
department in recent years, an odd pretext, as I had been dean for three 
years and out of Israel for the following year and a half.  As my fate was 
being decided by three senior colleagues, I decided that the only way to 
get this promotion moving was to appeal above them, which took longer 
than I would have liked but happened. 
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I was asked discreetly if I could give the dean the names of 10 people 
who could be approached as references so I gave him a list of 30.  The 
procedure under way and three of the individuals approached by the 
Rector emailed me copies of the letters they had sent.  That was when 
I knew that I was on safe ground.  One day early in 1999, the promotion 
went through and less than four months after the procedure opened, I 
had been promoted.  On the evening of the Promotions Committee 
meeting, I received phone calls from several committee members and 
to tell me that it was a unanimous decision, which pleased me 
immensely as from my own experience as dean, I knew that that didn"t 
happen to everybody!  
By the end of the 1990s, I was a full professor in a department of 
geography that had changed considerably.  It had taken on planners, 
GIS specialists, people in tourism—with no background in or 
appreciation of geography as a discipline.  This was a response to the 
demand to give students what they appeared to want—job skills.  I felt 
that all this somehow undermined the holistic nature of the discipline of 
geography, creating a false feeling of expertise among graduates, who 
could now complete three years in the department and other than a 
couple of Introductory courses have studied nothing in common with 
their fellow students.   
The department had also initiated a new undergraduate programme 
and my first opportunity to express a view on it was at a Senate meeting 
where it was considered a straightforward item for approval.  I caused 
a stir when I said that it was one of the most misguided events to befall 
the department—which didn"t endear me to some of my colleagues—
but they might have sought my opinion first.  Technically, I had been 
on sabbatical leave and had no voting rights in the department; 
nevertheless, it would have been collegial to have asked me what I 
thought.   
By now, I was tired of life in the Geography Department and was 
beyond caring and was beginning to wonder how early I could take 
early retirement.  I made enquiries but I hadn"t been long enough at the 
institution (I needed 30 years of service) and was too young (I needed to 
be 58).  I knew I had to take a half sabbatical and then contemplate 
returning, to !float” until retirement.  To encourage me to return, the 
dean even arranged for me to be half time in each of Geography and 
Communication (with an office in the latter) on my return.  I said I 
would think about it.   
And then, some magic took place! 
I had an email from Barry Kosmin, who had returned from the United 
States to become Director of the Institute for Jewish Policy Research 
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(JPR), a think-tank based in London, asking me if I"d be willing to 
prepare a piece for a conference on The Significance of Jewish Culture in 
Europe Today to be held in Paris in 1999, something, he suggested that 
could be based on the content of my two recently published festivals 
papers.  Would I? You bet!  Cultural Politics and European Jewry was 
published by JPR in London, (with a French version, Enjeux culturels et 
judaïsme européen published simultaneously) and I gave the conference 
keynote address. 
The follow-up to this was an invitation to spend time at JPR in London 
where Barry and associates were beginning to think about a major study 
of British Jewry.  I had a half year sabbatical due for the three years just 
spent in Haifa and had accumulated a surplus in the nine years between 
1986 and 1995 with extra for having served as dean.  So in June 2000, 
I was off to London again and Vivien followed a short while later.  We 
rented the same ground floor flat in Hampstead that we had occupied 
a few years earlier and it was almost like coming home. 
Barry proposed conducting a survey of Jewish households in Greater 
London, to be preceded by a pilot study in Leeds for which I would 
have responsibility.  In preparation for this and in order to familiarize 
me with the issues, he decided that I should meet some people who 
might have something worthwhile to tell me based on their experiences, 
which led to lunches at various !gentlemen"s clubs” and restaurants in 
London.   
The most interesting person among the several I met was a senior civil 
servant, Gordon Wasserman, son-in-law of Hugh Gaitskell, a former 
leader of the British Labour Party, a person very different from the 
conventional image of a British civil servant.  He was born and had been 
raised in Montreal, initially educated in a Yiddish-speaking Peretz 
School and then at McGill University.  He joined the UK Home Office 
in 1967 and worked as Economic Adviser in the Urban Deprivation 
Unit and then as Assistant Under Secretary of State responsible for 
social policy and then for policing.  He was the British representative on 
policing matters in the talks on Northern Ireland and he found that 
when talking to Northern Irish republicans his accent and non-British 
background served as an asset.  Looking back, I"m not quite sure how 
any of these meetings contributed to the work I was going to be doing 
in Leeds and afterwards in London but they were charming diversions. 
During my first week in London in summer 2000, we—that is Barry 
and I and a couple of others from JPR—paid a visit to Nightingale 
House, a large Jewish care home in Clapham, where we got our first 
insights into issues concerning an ageing population.  One of the many 
statistics thrown at us on that day was that whereas in 2000, residents 
entering the home were mainly in their late-80s and the home had an 
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!annual turnover” of approximately a third, a generation earlier, people 
had been entering in their late 60s and staying much longer.  
Nightingale House itself looked as comfortable as a care home could 
possibly be and offered its residents a variety of activities but a care 
home is nevertheless a care home.  It was where Vivien was to start work 
as a volunteer when we decided to extend our stay for much longer 
period than we had anticipated and later where she worked once a week 
as a music therapist.  After the visit to Nightingale House, it was back 
to JPR and the study of Jews in Leeds. 
 Some years earlier, JPR had embarked on a major and innovative 
research project concerning the Jewish voluntary sector.  It was part of 
Long-Term Planning for British Jewry (LTP), a five-year project to 
examine the structure and organization of the British Jewish 
community.  The Leeds project and the one to follow in London would 
be the last pieces in a series of issues of concern to the Jewish 
community, including how the voluntary sector was financed and 
governed, the problems of an increasingly ageing community, issues of 
Jewish schooling, and on voluntary associations within the community.  
I was to lead a team in planning a survey of the Jewish population to 
learn about the needs and desires of the potential clientele for Jewish 
social services.  In effect, we were applying some of the knowledge that 
Barry and I had uncovered 15 years earlier.  It took about three months 
for us to realize that the idea that I work on the project for eight months 
before returning to Haifa was unrealistic and what was supposed to 
have been short visit was extended by a year while we got the show on 
the road.  I requested and received an extension of a second semester to 
my original sabbatical leave.  Around the same time, we were required 
to leave our little ground floor flat in Hampstead as new tenants were 
due at the end of January, finding alternative rental accommodation in 
Belsize Park. 

Then in summer 2001, walking around Shaw"s Corner in Ayot St. 
Lawrence in Hertfordshire, Barry offered me the job of Research 
Director at JPR for a period of three to four years.  He knew that I was 
keen to stay in London for an extended period and that I was unlikely 
to refuse. (I felt quite comfortable in London so I accepted—with 
Vivien"s approval and support, otherwise it wouldn"t have been 
possible.) He also offered a salary that, although reasonable, was less 
than what would been offered had there been a tender.  (I didn"t know 
quite how much I was being underpaid until in a mix-up of envelopes a 
couple of years later, I opened the salary slip of the Public Affairs 
Director.  I was frustrated; she was horrified.) However, in one of my 
better decisions, I asked if JPR would contribute to my pension fund at 
the University of Haifa while I was on leave of absence without pay.  
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They were more than happy with this as it amounted to far less than the 
salary increase I would have demanded.  It also served a purpose in 
allowing me to retire earlier than would otherwise have been the case.  
However, if we were going to be in London for another four years at 
least, it didn"t make sense to rent for all that period and as we"d become 
familiar with the area, we purchased a small flat nearby in a late-
Victorian mansion building.  At the end of August 2001, Vivien 
returned to Haifa to continue working as a music therapist at a special 
needs school but that was never going to work out and when she 
returned to London at the end of 2001 and I had already moved into 
the flat, an empty flat was transformed into a home. 
At JPR, we conducted surveys in Leeds and Greater London (the latter 
in conjunction with the National Centre for Social Research) and the 
results published as JPR reports.  The surveys were undertaken so that 
issues facing the Jewish voluntary sector could be placed in an empirical 
framework. Whereas earlier research had been based mainly on 
statistics collected from institutions and on interviews with service 
providers and their current clients, the aim of the household surveys was 
to elicit information from the voluntary sector"s potential clientele—
adult Jews.   
The surveys were designed to examine the needs, the perceived needs 
and the expectations of the Jewish population for a basket of social 
services. The data on Jews in Leeds were collected from a survey of 
almost 1,500 households in the Leeds metropolitan area in summer 
2001; this survey, and the following one in London, concluded the 
active research on aspects of Jewish life in the United Kingdom related 
to LTP. (LTP culminated in 2003 with the publication of a document 
that brought together the conclusions of the individual research reports 
and contained recommendations for the better long-term planning of 
the future of the Jewish voluntary sector in the United Kingdom.)  
As a precursor to the survey in London, the work in Leeds provided 
many lessons that we were able to apply in London nine months later. 
However, although the Leeds survey preceded the London one, 
obligations were such that the publication of London report preceded 
Leeds.  
The proximity of the JPR surveys to the 2001 Census afforded a unique 
opportunity to enhance the value of the JPR study. We asked our Jewish 
respondents whether they had answered the voluntary question on 
religion on the Census and analysis of the responses to this question 
permitted us to make a more informed estimate of the size of the Jewish 
population in both cities.  
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Of even greater interest, we were able to compare Census data (other 
than a straight count of numbers) with the survey data, allowing us to 
construct tables comparing the survey results with the distributions of a 
range of socio-economic statistics. It was this innovative use of 
previously unavailable statistics that allowed us to compare the results 
from some questions that we asked in our survey with responses to 
similar questions in the Census. Although not quite a verification, close 
approximation between comparative data from the Census and the 
surveys strongly suggested that the survey results were representative. 
And as they asked more detailed questions than the Census, we were 
then able to say with greater confidence that our results were accurate, 
reliable and representative.  
Issues of sample selection were confronted very early in the preparation 
of the survey. We had no preconceived working definition of who was 
a Jew but a prerequisite in drawing a sample of Jewish households was 
that a household should contain at least one Jewish person aged 18 or 
over. Because the purpose was to understand better the demand for 
Jewish voluntary services in the following decade, strict definition on the 
basis of halakhah (Jewish legal precedent) was too narrow, a functional 
definition being more appropriate than a legalistic one. Because we did 
not wish to influence or prejudice the designation #Jewish", potential 
respondents in those households that received questionnaires were left 
to consider their own Jewishness and their differing approaches to being 
Jewish. 
This meant that preconceived notions of who is Jewish and who not 
needed modification. Clearly, although the core of the Leeds Jewish 
population comprised halakhic Jews, there were anomalies at either 
end— people who function as Jews but who are not, in a strict legal 
sense, and persons of Jewish origin, born and raised as Jews, whose self-
definition contains nothing Jewish and whose affiliation with the 
organized Jewish community is non-existent.   
Using Distinctive Jewish Names as a starting point and supplementing 
these with Leeds addresses from a major national Jewish charity and 
acquiring a separate list of addresses of young Jews in Leeds, others were 
added until we felt we had what would be a representative sample.  
It was painstaking work. We hired the services of a reputable national 
polling company to conduct the survey and discussed with them over 
several meetings the structure and content of the questionnaire.  At one 
meeting, we used the word !poor” in one of the questions.  In the 
opinion of the two representatives of NOP, !poor” was not a word 
normally considered acceptable for use on a questionnaire, as many find 
it offensive; perhaps, they said, words such as !underprivileged” or 
!financially challenged” could be used instead.  I argued that !poor” was 
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a four-letter word that explained perfectly a particular human condition 
as !lacking money or resources” and would be understood by all 
whereas euphemisms might not.  This discussion continued for four 
hours until they concluded that !poor” was indeed appropriate. 

Leeds underway, completed and published later as The Jews of Leeds in 
2001: Portraying a Community, it was time to get down to brass tacks on 
the London survey.  Barry asked me in his matter-of-fact way if I knew 
Norman Glass and I told him that we"d been been friends many years 
before at school together, but since then, had only met twice, the last 
time a half-hour chat at LSE in 1986.   
In 2001, Norman was Director of the National Centre for Social 
Research, Britain"s leading centre for independent social research, a 
non-profit organization uncompromised by commercial or political 
agendas and with decades of experience helping government and 
charities make decisions about big issues.  They had a superb reputation 
for delivering relevant and robust research, employing policy sector 
specialists, survey methodologists, data analysts and expert quantitative 
and qualitative researchers.  Would I be prepared to meet Norman, 
asked Barry, and see if NatCen might be willing to cooperate? 
Barry was and is shrewd.  He knew enough about Norman to know his 
age, that he was from Dublin and that he lived in Croydon, a part of 
London with few Jews. His gut feeling was that if Norman had been !ex-
community” for a long time, he might like to buy some !Jewish 
insurance” and help out on a project of importance to the Jewish 
community.  I called Norman and we met for lunch at an Italian 
restaurant on Russell Square and talked about old times and then the 
present. Yes, he"d be interested—for a negotiable fee.  Then he told me 
about his current job as Director of NatCen, part of which was to drum 
up business for the organization.  As he put it, when he would sit around 
with people from various organizations could guess that there was 
another Jewish person present then, as he put it, their eyes would lock 
and the meeting was made all that much easier.  I wouldn"t have put it 
quite that way but I knew what he meant.  Conspiracy?  Hardly. Fact, 
yes. 
We arranged a business meeting with Barry and a couple of younger 
people from JPR, including Jacqueline Rosenberg, a psychologist who 
had been working on LTP for a couple of years and Oliver Valins, a 
young geographer with a Ph.D from the University of Glasgow and now 
Deputy Chief Executive of New Zealand"s Crown Law Office.  It was a 
very productive meeting.  NatCen agreed to participate, organizing the 
interviewing and providing the preliminary data analysis.   
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It was wonderful cooperation.  Their team was highly professional; we 
could never have done it on our own.  Katarina Thomson was an editor 
of British Social Attitudes; Harriet Becher was a very bright quantitative 
researcher at NatCen who later became Deputy Director at the 
Department for Education and the Department for Health and Social 
Care.  Quite frankly, I found both these women far above my league in 
terms of expertise.  Most of all they were a joy to work with; although it 
was a provider/client relationship, we worked as a team.  Harriet 
astounded me.  She had analyzed data from the survey and, by her own 
admission, without knowing much of Jews and the Jewish community, 
she painted a portrait based on her number-crunching that was 
amazingly revealing.  The London work resulted in A Portrait of Jews in 
London and the South-east: a community study.   
During the work on London, JPR hired a young man with statistical 
and quantitative skills.  David Graham was a welcome addition to the 
staff professionally and socially.  He was Ph.D material but I found it 
hard to convince him of that.  Eventually, Amiram Gonen, a 
geographer from The Hebrew University of Jerusalem who was using 
JPR as a!$camping ground” while examining Haredi Jews in Stamford 
Hill asked David to accompany him to Oxford where he was giving a 
seminar comparing strictly Orthodox Jews in London, New York and 
Israel.  Amiram wanted someone to answer questions on the British 
Jewish community should they arise. Apparently, David provided some 
answers and as a result of his performance, Ceri Peach invited him to 
work on a doctorate under his supervision at Oxford.  Just like that! 
Although British Jewry took up most of my time, I did some academic 
work as well.  With Stan Brunn of the University of Kentucky, I edited 
a special issue of Political Geography in honour of Saul Cohen, one of the 
leading political geographers of the day and also a special issue of 
GeoJournal on the subject of Geography and Music, which I much 
enjoyed doing and during which I even elicited a comment from Ron 
Johnston that nobody in the previous 20 years had rewritten one of his 
pieces so thoroughly as I did on his paper on bell-ringing.  I did another 
couple of pieces on music but I could feel the impetus to publish original 
academic papers draining away and I couldn"t quite see the point in 
forcing myself to produce more articles and endure the quirks of editors 
and the whims of reviewers.  
In December 2003, we spent a weekend in Dublin with Doris.  I had 
booked tickets for The King and I at the National Concert Hall but 
somehow screwed up the booking and we ended up going on a Sunday 
night rather than the night before.  The booking change meant that the 
easily accessible seats I thought I had booked were unavailable but we 
trooped up two flights of stairs and settled in for the show.  Ma sat on 
the edge of her seat like a kid and enjoyed every moment. 
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After the show, we decided we"d have something to eat in the restaurant 
at the concert hall.  Ma ordered fish and, after a long interrogation of 
the waiter and satisfied that the kitchen was cooking with vegetable oil, 
she ordered chips, at which point I mentioned that chips were things 
she was not supposed to eat, to which her characteristic but not 
unexpected response was: !The doctor said I could spoil myself on 
special occasions so don"t tell me what to eat!”.  The !conversation” 
continued by me saying to her !I suppose you"d like a glass of wine (also 
forbidden) as well”.  !A good idea”, said she and enjoyed her dinner.  
We left Dublin early on the Monday morning.  She was in good spirits, 
and waved goodbye to us from her bedroom window and that was the 
last time I saw her.   

The following day, while lecturing at Limmud, a Jewish study !festival” 
at the University of Nottingham, my mobile phone rang.  It was Ma; 
she"d had the number for ages, but said she"d only use it in an 
emergency if she couldn"t get us at home so I finished up as quickly as I 
could and called her back.  The voice at the other end was the same as 
usual so I asked what was up.  The reply? !I just want to say goodbye”.  
!And where are you going?”, I asked. For once, just this once, there was 
no flippant response, just silence. 
On the way home four hours later in the car with Barry Kosmin and 
Winston Pickett, Vivien called me to say that she had passed away.  I 
was sitting beside Barry who was driving and then after what seemed 
like an eternity of silence, when I told them that my mother had died, 
he spontaneously put his hand on mine, one of the most comforting 
gestures I have ever felt. 

We flew to Dublin the following day, New Year"s Eve, and she was 
buried beside Da on the Friday.  Some years later, attending a memorial 
at the Dublin Jewish Cemetery with Roz and Anita, we visited our 
parents$"graves.  On what should have been a solemn occasion, I burst 
out laughing to the astonishment of my sisters.  When they asked what 
was so funny, I told them that as I looked at the graves, I noticed that 
Ma and Da were on the wrong sides of the bed.  All three of us laughed 
aloud and that was the way we could remember them. 
In January 2005, on turning 60, I walked to the Hampstead Post Office 
to collect my !Freedom Pass”, granting me free travel on London 
Transport and then something odd happened.  I walked to Finchley 
Road and caught a bus to Swiss Cottage using my newly acquired pass 
and no sooner had I sat down than an inspector got on, looked at the 
ticket and wished me Happy Birthday.  I alighted at Swiss Cottage and 
took the Tube into town—and an inspector got on the Tube (I"d never 
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seen one on the Underground before or since) and wished me Happy 
Birthday.  Obviously a good omen. 
A few days later, I was on my way to participate in a conference on 
!Anti-Semitism in the Contemporary World” held in Melbourne, 
Australia, which Barry couldn"t attend. The conference was interesting 
although, frankly, not my area of expertise.  I would have liked to have 
been there with Vivien but the journey —25 hours by plane—was really 
too far for her even to contemplate.  Arriving at the hotel, the first thing 
I did after putting my suitcase on the bed was to fill the bathroom sink 
with water and see if there really was a Coriolis effect and the water 
drained counterclockwise.  On the basis of one experiment, I was 
convinced that it did; my mind was at rest.   
After the conference, I met up with Dov who, having heard that his 
mother would not be travelling with me, offered to !keep me company”, 
so we met in Auckland and spent eight days travelling mostly around 
South Island, New Zealand with a couple of days in Sydney, a city with 
a buzz much like I seemed to remember San Francisco years before and 
which had been missing in Melbourne.  It was a bonding session though 
whether or not our chats had any influence over his decision to marry 
Keren I haven"t a clue. 
And then it was the long haul back to London with a one-hour stopover 
in Bangkok to stretch the legs.  To say the least, it was off-putting after 
nine hours flying time from Sydney to hear someone tell us over the 
plane"s public address that it would be 13 hours flying time to London.  
On the eastbound flight a fortnight before, I remember being extremely 
tired but after a night"s sleep not appearing to have jetlag; back in 
London after the westbound flight, it was different; I re-emerged as a 
functioning human about a week later.  
A year or so later, Barry upped and left London just as he had done 20 
years before, this time for a research professorship at Trinity College in 
Hartford, Connecticut. The work at JPR was more or less over.  There 
were a couple of pieces related to that work, written with David Graham 
and Marlena Schmool, a friend since Board of Deputies days. The main 
piece was Jews in Britain: a snapshot from the 2001 Census and then it really 
was time to return to Israel.  I had spent 5½ years in London and 
enjoyed it immensely.  I had spent a year and half on sabbatical and the 
rest of the time on leave of absence without pay.  I had said to Vivien 
when requesting a third year of unpaid leave that if someone had been 
away that long when I had served as a dean, I would have told them to 
decide between returning the following year or to leave the university—
but I also said that if they were foolish enough to grant me another year, 
then why not?   



 167 

 

Eventually, that moment arrived in 2005 and I was asked what my plans 
were vis-à-vis the university.  I told the person who called me to give me 
some time to think it over and then I would let her know. About a 
quarter hour later, I called back to say that enough was enough.  I was 
60 and had contributed to my pension fund for 30 years so I was free to 
leave and I did. 
Having bought a flat in London five years earlier, we had to decide what 
to do with it.  The one we"d lived in was a lovely place to have lived in 
for five years but really wasn"t going to be a place to be for much longer 
given Vivien"s declining mobility.  Should we sell or try to find 
somewhere else in the area, for we knew that although we"d spend most 
of our time in Tel Aviv, we would still come to London a few times a 
year.  We had been looking at alternative places for months and found 
nothing and then, on a cold Tuesday afternoon in December 2005, just 
three days before returning to Haifa for a few weeks, I read an email 
from one of the Belsize Park estate agents.  I popped in on the way home 
and was told that a flat had just come on the market that day, so I 
arranged to see it the next morning.  We went and looked and knew 
that this was what we"d been looking for.  The problem was that we had 
to sell a flat to buy one, so Thursday was spent arranging a bridging 
loan, knowing that if we didn"t purchase then, it would be gone by the 
time we returned five weeks later. 
So we returned to Israel.  Vivien, having said so previously on several 
occasions, expressed a desire to move to Tel Aviv.  We"d seen some 
places there in visits over the previous couple of years so we decided to 
make a concerted effort to find something suitable.  We did—and the 
long and short of it was that we moved 300 metres in Belsize Park at the 
end of February 2006 and then from Haifa to Tel Aviv five weeks later. 
Downsizing in the move to Tel Aviv was an interesting experience.  A 
university colleague had recommended a charity and a day or two 
before we vacated the house, a truck came to take what we didn"t have 
room for in Tel Aviv. I was amazed and, I must admit, embarrassed by 
the amount of personal junk that filled the truck, stuff we"d had for years 
and were giving away, never to be missed, a sign of the ugliness of a 
consumer society. 
Years ago, before we came to live in Israel, I had read a book by the 
anthropologist Alex Weingrod entitled Reluctant Pioneers.  I was hardly a 
pioneer, in fact, I"ve never been much good as an initiator or leader; 
I"ve always found it easier to be a follower or deviator.  However, if not 
a reluctant pioneer, I was surely a reluctant returnee. 
We were back! 
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12. PHOTOGRAPHS & BLOGS 
The photographer is like a cod which produces a million eggs in 

order that one may reach maturity 
George Bernard Shaw 

Some academics fear retirement like the plague; others wait for years 
on tenterhooks for it to occur and yet for others, it has no bearing 
whatsoever.  When I decided to take early retirement, like all but the 
most far-seeing and brave, what had been hypothetical and in the future 
suddenly became real and in the present. I was faced with the issue of 
how to occupy my mind and my time.   
In an interview years after retiring from the opera and concert stages, 
the English mezzo-soprano Janet Baker was asked whether she ever 
woke up in the morning with that !pit in the stomach feeling”, thinking 
that perhaps she had a performance that night. Her response was: 
!That"s one of the joys of being retired … One doesn"t wake up like that. 
[but] it"s like a shadow over one"s life. … and I found that I never 
conquered it completely.” In other words, although she had no regrets 
about leaving the stage, and although she wasn"t obliged to think of such 
things, such feelings never quite seemed to vanish.  
That resonated because I occasionally ask myself at what point does an 
academic geographer cease to be one. Is it when they no longer write 
for scholarly journals or even bother to read those journals regularly? Is 
it when they no longer recognize the names of most of those who do 
publish, or when they fail to understand the jargon currently in use? 
Every now and then, I feel that I should still be !doing research”, writing 
a serious article or doing something that I used to do quite well.  Then 
I remember that I"m retired and I usually get over the feeling quite 
swiftly for I"d decided long ago that if the timing and conditions seemed 
right, I would go without too many regrets.  
Moving from Haifa to Tel Aviv meant that I no longer had an office or 
even shared office space outside the house. No longer was there!$I’m off 
to the office” to work or chat with former colleagues.  My activity space 
was diminishing and would be reduced further as Vivien"s mobility 
problems came more intense.  She had become dependent on a mobility 
scooter not long after we"d moved and that kept her more or less 
independent in and around the neighbourhood.  Wheelchair-bound, 
which she was towards the end of her life, meant that moving about 
became more difficult than before. 
In June 2006, barely three months moving to Tel Aviv, it eventually 
happened. Dov and Keren were married in an outdoor event near Abu 
Ghosh, in the Jerusalem hills.  One of the advantages of having your 
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children marry in early middle-age is that you don"t have to do too 
much planning.  They chose the venue, invited the guests, band, food 
and all the rest.  All that Keren"s father, Eddie, and I had to do was fork 
out and enjoy. 
Later on grandchildren arrived.  There was a time when we thought we 
would never become grandparents but then in the space of 29 months, 
Dov and Keren produced Tal and Maya, Shuli produced Gali and 
Tami gave us little Lily.  We had finally become members of that 
exclusive club where you can observe and enjoy their physical and 
intellectual development—with no responsibilities. 
 On moving to Tel Aviv, I thought innocently that I might travel to 
Haifa a couple of days a week but it soon became apparent that that 
was unrealistic and I rarely visit the place in which I had worked for 40 
years. Years ago, over lunch at LSE, Derek Diamond had mentioned 
to me that the previous week he"d been into the Geography Department 
there and that he recognized nobody and that nobody knew him.  I 
thought he was exaggerating, that it couldn"t possibly be; after all, he"d 
worked there just a couple of years short of four decades.  His comment 
was: !Just wait and see. It"ll happen to you, too—if you"re lucky!”   
Occupying my mind was less of a predicament than filling my time, so 
I continued to profess to be an academic.  I continued to read—very 
little geography as it happens—and even to write.  Writing seemed to 
occur mostly if I"d been invited to contribute a chapter to a book or 
collection of essays and the subject seemed interesting and the challenge 
worthwhile.   However, I also needed something that would keep me 
busy and become part of my daily routine and that was when 
photography entered my academic hereafter.   
Walking the streets with a camera seemed like a good way to learn a 
city"s geography so I began my daily walks through the streets of North 
Tel Aviv in September 2007 and in transmuting into the academic 
afterlife, I became a kind of urban or street photographer and I resolved 
to spend my mornings photographing everyday images in Tel Aviv.  
Then late in 2015, I was invited by the editor of The Arab World Geographer 
to write a 4,000-word essay for a special issue of that journal on !life in 
retirement”. I declined as I didn"t think that my life in age-related semi-
seclusion was sufficiently thought-provoking to warrant telling the world 
about it. Window onto the Everyday Life of a Retired Geographer subsequently 
appeared in May 2016 and as I scanned it, I thought it odd that of the 
20 or so contributors, none had mentioned photography as a retirement 
activity.  (In fact, only one had mentioned any leisure activity at all and 
that was in the context of age constraining his ability to continue the 
vigorous activity of bellringing.) 
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That photography was missing amongst old geographers seemed odd 
because geography, if not quite a visual discipline, has an intricate 
relationship with visual culture.  It involves seeing and observing, 
recording what"s seen and observed, understanding and elucidating 
these observations, looking for patterns, generalizing, constructing 
explanatory and predictive models and, in the process, writing about it.   
Others—painters, poets or novelists—do similar things; composers even 
produce music evoking audible representations of place, which they 
accomplish without letting us see the images that inspired their artistic 
efforts though the mental images we construct from reading or hearing 
about landscapes are essentially visual.  

What this led to, although I didn"t plan it as such, was that I had set 
myself a project—to photograph what I came to call !the geography of 
the mundane”, everyday objects or events that can be observed on the 
streets and about which people might say !Oh, yes, I see those all the 
time but I"ve never given them very much thought.”  
I found myself asking whether being or having been a geographer 
influences the content and/or appearance of my photographs, which I 
suppose was another way of asking whether I was still a geographer—
but a picture-taking one.  Such questions mostly arise as I take the 
measure of what I"m about to photograph or when I look through 
images I"ve recorded on any given day. Though what I started to do in 
retirement seems far removed from academia or at least academia as I 
had come to know it, my brain still considered itself to be connected to 
a geographer"s eye.  
Human geographers are in more of a predicament than physical 
geographers.  They deal with rivers and mountains, coastlines and 
waves, soils and vegetation, all parts of the physical environment, 
eminently visible and photographable.  Human geographers seem to 
photograph buildings—dwellings and commercial buildings—and 
structures such as bridges or freeways or parking lots.  Political 
geographers take pictures of boundary crossing points or barriers or 
flags to illustrate their academic pursuits.  Fields, field patterns and 
hedgerows, also figure in the human geography photo album.   
In 2006, as a neophyte retiree, I still had not yet internalized the words 
!No, thanks” and soon after arriving in Tel Aviv, I was asked to 
contribute a chapter in a book to celebrate Tel Aviv"s centenary in 2009.  
Amazingly, I consented.  Knowing so little about the city, I decided to 
write a chapter on something I could easily observe—balconies—but 
when I started, I learned that not only did I know very little about the 
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city but I knew even less about balconies so I did what academics do 
and began reading about them.  

I borrowed Tami"s camera to walk the streets and shoot balconies in 
different parts of the city, examining the images to see what secrets they 
might yield and I began to draft a chapter.  However, visiting the Tel 
Aviv Municipal Archive a few weeks later ended this project abruptly 
when the archivist produced an M.A. dissertation on that very topic, 
completed a few months earlier in the Department of Communication 
at The Hebrew University of Jerusalem.  I suggested that the book’s 
editor invite the dissertation"s author to write the chapter in my stead 
and in the event, three of my photographs appeared in the chapter as 
well as on the cover picture of the book. 
Somewhat dejected after that false start, I decided to enrol in a short 
course on digital photography, just one evening and one morning a 
week for seven weeks, with a fashion photographer, Itzik Canetti, whose 
knowledge, enthusiasm and ability as a teacher were enough to kindle 
a desire to learn something about photography and engender a keenness 
to get out and photograph.  This was the start of an ongoing project 
although I didn"t realize it then.   

The directive to the class at the first meeting on a Friday morning (I"d 
missed the previous Wednesday evening) in September 2007 went 
something as follows: 

The Instruction:   !Off you go to photograph!”   

The Query:   !But what should I photograph?”   

The Rejoinder:  !Whatever you see that appeals to you—then choose five 
images and we"ll discuss them next Wednesday evening!” 

I had no inkling of what I was supposed to do and thought that it was a 
poor return on the non-refundable fee I"d paid upfront. In retrospect, it 
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was wonderful because I took filmic refuge in the park and the streets 

close to home as I searched for people, objects, and activities that 
!appealed to me”. 

The course over, I"d enjoyed it enough to want to continue to be out 
several days a week with a camera.  I also decided that other than some 
basic pieces on the theory of photography, I would not read anything 
on the history of photography for at least a year because I first wanted 
to appreciate what I was doing myself and only then see whether it 
inexpertly resembled what the professionals had accomplished.  But I 
was curious, so I met myself halfway and bought the six episodes of a 
BBC documentary, The Genius of Photography, which was not only 
fascinating and enlightening but a stimulus to developing any 
photographic aspirations or pretensions I might have possessed. 

North Tel Aviv is hardly typical of Israel.  It"s middle-class, comprising 
mostly low-rise apartment buildings, a small number of single-family 
dwellings and an increasing number of high-rise apartment blocks; it 
tends to vote centre and centre-left while the rest of Israel has moved 
rightward.  There are some synagogues and religiously observant 
residents but, for the most part, it"s secular and, although it"s changing 
quite rapidly, the population is still predominantly middle-aged and 
older.   
Consequently, my objective was to try to understand a little more about 
this thin sliver of Israeli society by observing and recording signs and 

Go, photograph.  So I did.  My first day of photography course 
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symbols of everyday life seen on my daily routes. In the process, I have 
become not only a photographer who used to be an academic 
geographer but ironically a different kind of geographer as my camera 
and constant search for signs of the everyday have made me more 
observant (in a strictly geographic sense, of course). In doing this, I asked 
myself whether the mundane—the prosaic—could actually really be of 
interest and if it could tell me something about the inhabitants of the 
area, informing me about the society of which they are part.  
Like many geographers, the photographs from the period when I was 
an active academic usually had some research, didactic or pedagogic 
purpose. This is one reason why most of my old photographs were 
35mm transparencies rather than prints—even though I never owned 
a projector. When geographers flew, occupying a window seat was often 
desirable, so that pictures from the air—of mountains or cities, quarries, 
field patterns, or even clouds—could be used to elucidate lectures.  
However, in the academic afterlife, there is no teaching so that I could 
now be freer in my choices of subject.  Moreover, adopting photography 
just as digital photography was taking off, prints or transparencies 
became less relevant; images moved to computers and smartphones on 
which they could be edited and displayed. 

Initially, I just wanted to record images that caught my eye and 
interested me and to be able to do this as well as possible. Later, the 
image itself became as important as the subjects, so that I now feel that 
the end product matters at least as much as the subject itself.  I enjoy 

She’s not what you think he might be. 
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manipulating the images as much as I enjoy recording them and my 
photographic !enlightenment” is ongoing. 
Like anthropology and ethnography, which use photography and 
images to document and preserve vanishing cultures, geographers use 
photographic images to record what places !look like”, sometimes 
comparing them to how they appeared in the past. Can a photograph 
accomplish this on its own or do we need to provide a relational text in 
order to highlight those aspects of place that we wish our viewers to pay 
particular attention to? The question remains whether an image can 
adequately translate information—subjective or otherwise—that we 
wish to convey to those who view it.   
Photography allows us to operationalise our visual faculty but 
geography and photography are both about more than just the visual; 
each tries to help appreciate and understand an underlying reality.  
Each is a stand-alone discipline but at the same time, photography can 
aid geographers (and other social scientists) come to terms with the 
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realities they are trying to comprehend. Photography is about looking 
with intention but even more, it"s about seeing with perception. 

 
There are many motives for photographing.  What a camera records, 
filtered through the photographer"s eyes and the camera"s lens—has 
often been regarded as a picture of the real world—as reality—but of 
course, it"s much more complex. Taking a photograph is not just about 
pointing a camera at a subject and pressing a button. What you 
photograph, how you approach it, how you frame it are critical; shutter 

Wide-angle photography 



 177 

 

speed (controlling how much light reaches the sensor or film and for 
how long), lens aperture and depth of field (what"s in focus and what"s 
not), are issues of consequence, too.  
When photography was invented in 1839, photographs were regarded 
as little more than reflections of fact and photography was introduced 
to the world as a !faithful witness” and a !mirror with a memory”.  
There was a belief that the camera !corrected the eye of man … and 
exposed #the truth’”; camera and photograph were both regarded as 
aids to memory. As Peter Goin wrote a decade ago: ![w]henever a 
camera shutter opens and closes, recording a latent image on film or on 
a digital sensor, a Fiction is created even though the image, once 
recorded and printed, presents to the uninformed an overwhelming 
conviction of fact.”   

One of the first things I learned when taking a photograph is that 
though photography deals with the actual, the actual is abstracted.  A 
still photograph freezes time, capturing things the eye often does not, 
often cannot, register because photographs can only describe a present.  
A picture differs from reality as so much reality can be filtered out while 
other parts are exhibited with unnatural clarity, exaggerating their 
importance, meaning that no photograph is a true record of reality. At 
best, it"s a representation of a reality at a particular moment in time.   It"s 
all too easy when looking at images to fall into the trap of thinking 
simply !$-that is the way it was” – whilst all the prior skill and experience 

Ménage à trois 
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that served to !frame” “the way it was” for the photographer are simply 
forgotten.  This is sometimes difficult to comprehend but needs to be 

constantly borne in mind.   
Photographs have an added twist because photography is also an artistic 
process and an image, once recorded, can be endlessly worked and 
reworked.  And even a photo not consciously engineered is, of course, 
manipulated—even on the most primitive of cameras with the simplest 
of lenses.  Manipulation of reality begins even before we click the shutter 
release and this has been the case almost since the process was invented.  
No image is authentic because it is no more than an image.   
Moreover, tweaking images is nothing new.  Less than two years after 
photography"s invention, someone realized that changing exposure 
time allowed more than one negative of the same scene to be produced 
and that two or more negatives could then be combined to produce a 

Charlie.  Yarkon Park, Tel Aviv 
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positive image that never existed !in reality”. This is little different to 
what happens with music when we ask which is more !authentic”, a live 
recording or a recording made up of sections from several different takes 
and in which the recording engineer has had more than a minor part to 

play (Philip, 2004). 
 
Outside a studio, photographers can only record things as they find 
them and these are usually fragmented and unexplained. 

Reflective contemplation 
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Photographers can isolate and document these fragments, giving them 
meaning beyond simple description. Photographs often quote !out of 
context” and the central problem of the photographer is simply what to 
include or reject, the line of decision being the picture"s edge. Many 
photographers start with a frame, and they certainly use a frame in 
composition.  Edge defines the content, isolating unexpected 
juxtapositions and creating relationships.  
Knowingly or not, photographers make many subjective micro-
decisions beyond choosing the subjects or objects to be photographed 
(which are, incidentally, subjective decisions in themselves). There"s 
lighting, depth of focus and background but also such things as angle of 
view, sharpness and blurring, extent of contrast, all of which impinge 
upon the viewer"s perception of the !verisimilitude” recorded by the 
photographer. In fact, inauthenticity has always been an integral part 
of photography. 

And so for the past 12 years, I"ve photographed street activities as I walk 
along a limited number of routes, occasionally branching out to 
broaden perspectives. There are photographs of buildings and shots of 
street vistas and there are images of people engaging in activities ranging 
from meeting friends in cafés and restaurants, to roller-skating, cycling, 
walking and much else.  
And in doing this, I was reminded of what Susan Sontag had written in 
On Photography almost 50 years ago:  

 “… photography first comes into its own as an extension of the 
eye of the middle-class flâneur, … The photographer is an armed 
version of the solitary walker reconnoitering, stalking, cruising 
the urban inferno, the voyeuristic stroller who discovers the city 
as a landscape of voluptuous extremes. Adept of the joys of 
watching, connoisseur of empathy, the flâneur finds the world 
!picturesque.” … The flâneur is not attracted to the city"s official 
realities but to its dark seamy corners, its neglected 
populations—an unofficial reality behind the façade of 
bourgeois life that the photographer !apprehends” …  

The !armour” is, of course, the camera and I suppose I have become a 
kind of photoflâneur of North Tel Aviv, engaging in a very distinctive 
relationship with the urban scene.  My camera is a detective, allowing 
me to see things I would otherwise miss. I document what I see with the 
aim of photographing the mundane, things so unremarkable and 
everyday in their nature that might remain unrecorded, either in the 
mind or more tangibly. Have I become a street photographer? Not 
necessarily. 
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But like Eugène Atget, the most prominent photographer of old Paris in 
the late 19th and early 20th centuries, I try to reveal some of the life of 
the street by showing life on the street such as in the stuff created and 
left by people, suggesting their presence even in their absence, such as 

the discarded residue off their pockets and bags. And all photographers 
who work the streets respond to unusual details, fortuitous 

Clean Government.  
Ron Huldai, Mayor of Tel Aviv, walks to work 
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juxtapositions, odd non-sequiturs, idiosyncrasies of scale and the 

quirkiness of life itself. 
 

!Out and about” is a rather benign way of describing what I do and 
where I go each day. It"s a humdrum activity—I generally walk for 
between 60 and 90 minutes.  My most typical route takes me into the 
Yarqon Park about 200m from the house and sees me walking west to 
the sea, southward along the promenade known locally as Tel Aviv Port 

Perplexity 
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and then choosing a return route (not that the choice is all that 
wide).  It"s about 6 kms all told.   Occasionally I do it in reverse or I vary 
it by walking eastward through the park or south towards the city.   
Having decided what and why, a photographer needs to decide on how 
the final image is constructed.  What is the principal subject matter?  
What should the aspect (e.g., distance from the subject, angle of view, 
width of field) be?  How much !noise” (i.e., inessential information) 
should be in the picture? What lens or aperture setting is most likely to 
provide this?  What"s the optimum exposure?  What needs to be in focus 
and what blurred? And so on, ad infinitum.  These preliminary editing 
decisions are usually taken prior to shooting the picture.  Most are things 
we think about if there is sufficient time and if not, then you do it 
instinctively.  With more time, you make more conscious decisions—
and the outcomes of these conscious decisions greatly affect the ways in 
which others will interpret the image.   
After taking the picture the image can be further massaged; cropping is 
probably the simplest operation and can seriously affect the 
interpretation of the !facts” captured, as well as the emotive and 
aesthetic properties of a photograph.  Likewise, colours can be removed 
entirely; until the 1960s, in almost all art photography, the image was 
presented in black and white but thinking about it, black and white 
pictures are really false representations.  You can alter contrast, saturate 
or desaturate colours, change brightness, increase or decrease exposure, 
the vibrancy, the highlights and the shadows.  Creating an image of 
what"s !really” there is always a constructive, and often an artistic, 
process. 
Of course, the real power of using a hand-held camera lies in the ability 
to catch the unexpected as it happens and I often fail to see the potential 
of many photographs until I view them on the computer screen and 
sometimes look at them again weeks or months later and see something 
I didn"t see before—that’s one of the plusses of not deleting photos 
immediately. 
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In recording urban scenes, what do I choose? There very few instances 
where I"ve consciously set up a shot in advance such as having someone 
pose. Almost all my images are simply there and the only preparation is 
that I might shoot them from a different angle or in different light.  I 
find things that literally !meet the eye” and I"ve discovered that in 
walking around with a camera—and even without the camera—I tend 
to pre-visualize, seeing things !in a frame”, the photo !appearing” as 
something quite distinct from the totality of which it is part. Moreover, 
the camera—or more accurately, the lens I have on the camera—
influences what I view. Potential pictures with a telephoto lens on the 
camera differ from what those with a wide-angle lens even before I put 
my eye to the viewfinder.  

Pray, lady.  It’s your only salvation.  Ibn Gvirol St., Tel Aviv 

No sex, please! Dizengoff St.. Tel Aviv 
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Although as I walk about I’m naturally attracted to things at or near eye 
level, I need to look around, above and below, because there are 
interesting things there, too. Moreover, through my eyes, people appear 
to be more important than buildings—unless the buildings have a 
specific message to transmit. It is the people, as much if not more, than 
the buildings that make an urban place. Not only is it the people—
though the faces themselves often tell a story—but it is what they do 
that make the picture and suggest a story. 
The geography of the mundane therefore has to do with the practical 
details of regular life—something humdrum and not unusual. Mundane 
is the routine, the prosaic, the unexciting and unremarkable and 
mundaneness is what faces us each day unless confronted by something 
that shakes us out of that everydayness.  It is the way the world is most 
of the time but there is a question as to whether it"s real or just a state of 
mind. Though one might believe the mundane to be 
inherently uninteresting, it is possible to make it appear interesting if 
you really try because it is that very commonplaceness that reflects the 
character of a society.  This means paying attention to those aspects of 
a place that express its character and which people ignore because of 
their ordinariness—noticeboards, signposts, smokers, cigarette butts, 
scattered !visiting cards”, sleeping rough. 

Despite the fact that I had taken Itzik Canetti"s class in 2007 and have 
been photographing daily since, it wasn"t until 2014 that I felt that I was 
beginning to understand something about photography.  A friend, Gill 
Teicher, had been a volunteer at the Arthur Rubinstein International 
Piano Master Competition, held in Tel Aviv every three years, for a 
long time and suggested that I might volunteer as a photographer.  
Initially, I declined saying that I had no relevant experience but then 
thought it might be interesting, and after speaking to Idith Zvi, the 
Artistic Director (whom I had interviewed when I was working on the 
Kfar Blum Festival many years before) and Shuly Haberman, the 
competition director, I turned up on the appointed morning for the 
lottery determining the order in which the competitors would perform.  
The two and a half weeks I spent taking almost 2,000 pictures of pianists 
at the Tel Aviv Museum of Art and the Bronfman Auditorium was a 
better photography workshop than I could have dreamed up.  There 
were all sorts of problems.  There were restrictions to be observed—no 
flash, do nothing to disturb the performers or the audience, remember 
that you play second fiddle to the video cameramen et cetera. When an 
issue arose which I couldn"t resolve myself, a quick call to Canetti 
usually solved it.  I returned to the Rubinstein Competition three years 
later and would have done it a third time had not Coronavirus 
intervened. 
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I thought of writing an article about music competitions and read a lot 
of interesting literature in the course of which I came across material by 
Lisa McCormick, a Canadian sociologist at the University of 
Edinburgh, and a former cellist and discovered that she had written a 
book Performing Civility—International Competitions in Classical Music, which 
I read and realized that she had done a fine job and was better qualified 
than me to write such a book.  

All told, I"ve taken tens of thousands of photographs and after I had 
started, I began to think that there"s not much point in taking 
photographs if I"m the only person who sees them.  Occasionally, if I 
felt that a photo might be of interest to someone, I would email an image 
or two but that didn"t seem to be a particularly efficient way of 
disseminating work that I thought decent.   

 
 
PhotoGeoGraphy  
About 10 years ago, Itzik Canetti suggested that I produce a Tel Aviv 
!Park and Port” book.  I got as far as separating my Tel Aviv images 
from all the others and within those, I marked the 5,000 or so that 
contained either !Park” or !Port”—but I wasn"t really ready to do much 
more then.  As I found during my academic career, the idea of 
producing a book was unnerving and I dropped it.   

Just one more drag — please! Dizengoff St., Tel Aviv 
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Then, in December 2015, I decided to write a blog to which I gave the 
astoundingly unimaginative name—PhotoGeoGraphy—and set myself a 
challenge of producing 20 posts.  If I reached that target, I"d see if it was 
worth continuing; if it worked, all well and good and if it didn"t, it was 
really no great loss to anyone.  Seven months into PhotoGeoGraphy, in 
July 2016, I had posted 56 pieces, around a couple a week.  The topics 
are eclectic for I"ve always found it hard to hammer away at one subject 
for long.  Things have since become a little less frenetic and by October 
2020 I had produced 224, an average of just under one a week. 
Initially, the idea was to publish some of my photographs and perhaps 
get comments in return.   I usually have a vague idea about how the 
post will start and then it develops, usually after I"ve chosen the 
photographs, mostly from the fortnight before. I then write as things 
come to mind (much as this memory book has). Posts vary in length, 
usually between 1,500 and 2,000 words; some have been shorter and 
other longer.  To begin with, I tried to keep text and photographs 
related but occasionally, I allow my frustrations to come to the fore, 
exasperating some of my readers whose political views differ from mine, 
titillating others whose views resemble them. At the outset, I realized 
that my writing style needed to differ substantially from what I used as 
an academic but I found that writing in a lively blog style came easily, 
even naturally. 
If backed into a corner and asked my credo, I would say that I am or 
was a human geographer, on the interface between political, social and 
cultural geography.  In recent years this has been augmented by 
photography, which I enjoy—but it"s not obsessional.  It hasn"t taken 
over my life and I"ve never had a desire to become a professional 
photographer. I seem to have !an eye” for a photograph and I"ve got 
better at it over the years.  Perhaps I should have started earlier but I 
didn"t so now I must make the best of my rather limited abilities and 
make do.  I regard the PhotoGeoGraphy blog as a natural extension of my 
interest in photographing the geography of the mundane—even if 
occasionally I stray off course. 
Looking through my pictures over the past decade and a bit, there are 
relatively few buildings or barriers, bridges or freeways. There are many 
of urban streets and municipal parks but the emphasis in these pictures 
is less on the physical look of the street or the park and more on what 
people are doing there.   
Of course, what any photographer is ultimately judged upon is the end 
product, the fully reworked photograph. Consequently, photographers 
must decide why the photograph is being taken and what they wish the 
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viewer to see and then figure out what the viewer might actually see and 
how they interpret the result. The blog just adds to this.  
 
Beyond photography and PhotoGeoGraphy 
Despite photography and the blog, every now and then, someone turns 
up with a request for me to write a chapter for a book they"re editing. If 
it sounds interesting and I have an idea, I might pursue it.  Stan Brunn 
of the University of Kentucky wrote to me in 2011 to ask me if I"d write 
a chapter for mega-book he was editing, bearing the title: The Changing 
World Religion Map.  Initially, I thought that this wouldn"t interest me but 
if nothing else, Stan"s a persistent guy and after another couple of 
emails, I offered him a piece, entitled: !Eating, drinking and the 
maintenance of community: Jewish dietary laws and their effects on 
separateness”, essentially an essay on kashruth about which I knew very 
little when I started other than the basics. However, the more I read 
and more I wrote, the more I enjoyed what I was doing, and it turned 
out to be a very readable piece.  Writing for an edited book is so much 
less stressful than preparing an original paper for a scholarly journal in 
that I feel freer as to what to write and how I can express myself.   
In this particular chapter, it gave me great pleasure to be able to quote 
from Howard Jacobson"s Roots Schmoots, regarding a visit to New York, 
something I would never dreamt of doing in a journal article:  

!Even without cheesecake and sour cream, I was in heaven. This was 
not like eating kosher in England. Not surprising, since the food here was 
not so much kosher as kosher-ish—ersatz kosher, kosher freed from the rules 
and restrictions which usually make you wish you were in another 
restaurant, eating something that didn"t have matzo balls in it, or that 
wasn"t mashed and strained and puréed, as though for Jewish babies. 
And there was no wizened little watchdog from the Beth Din sitting in a 
corner either—no ancient guardian of the Orthodox palate, such as you 
find in English kosher delis, hovering like a chaperon over the 
promiscuity of your digestive system, spoiling your appetite, and making 
you feel that eating is not a pleasure but a penance, a mortification of 
the duodenum which you misperform at your peril.”  
When this piece was published, it appeared as pages 2867-2880 in a 
four-volume, 4,000-page extravaganza published by Springer.  I sent a 
PDF of my bit to over 100 people who I thought might be interested in 
it because the likelihood of their ever otherwise coming across it was nil. 
As I wrote above, Stan Brunn is nothing if not tenacious.  A few years 
ago, he asked me if I"d do a piece on the Hebrew language in Israel for 
another book he was editing, Handbook of the Changing World Language 
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Map, so I gave him !Hebrew in the Daily Life of Israelis”, a chapter 
about its revival as a spoken language.  It was an account of how 
Hebrew fought off opposition from other languages, especially Yiddish, 
to become the premier language of the Zionist project and how things 
have changed so that today, despite the presence of a million and a half 
Arabic speakers and over a million Russian speakers, the main 
competition to Hebrew comes from English, the current global lingua 
franca. I didn"t pretend that it was a piece of original research but it was 
interesting to write and possibly even to read—if you knew even less 
than I did about the revival of the Hebrew language.   

Not long after it was published, I had an email from Ghil"ad 
Zuckermann, Chair of Linguistics and Endangered Languages at the 
University of Adelaide, a person who does know something about 
Hebrew.  He wrote that a student of his had read something I had 
written about the Hebrew revival, so he was sending me some relevant 
material. In other words, as any self-respecting academic is wont to do, 
he was suggesting that I read some of his publications, which I 
undoubtedly should have done.  I thanked him and then thought to 
myself, as many other academics with some self-esteem remaining often 
do, how lucky I was that even two people had read my chapter.  Such 
is the life of an ex-academic. 
There was one other piece worth mentioning.  In December 2014, I 
received an invitation from another colleague who was editing a book, 
tentatively entitled Handbook of Geopolitics.  The request was that I write 
a chapter for a section called Geopolitical Representations and Images.  
He wrote !I would be delighted if you would agree to contribute a 
chapter on: !Geopolitics and Music (tentative title)”.  In response, I 
wrote: !I normally like to mull invitations like this over for a while as 
I"ve been known in the past to answer in the affirmative only to regret 
it several months later when I have to write something … However, 
somehow the combination of geopolitics and music is intriguing—
although I haven"t a clue what I might write or even where I might 
start… if you don"t hear otherwise by next Monday, then I"ll do it.” 
So I gave it some thought and came up with an idea because more that 
10 years earlier, Stan Brunn had suggested that we jointly write an 
original article on national anthems.  At the time, I thought it was a 
great idea and would offer me an alternative to the JPR materials I was 
working on.  I put together a reading list, bought the Naxos CD 
collection of national anthems so that I could familiarize myself with 
them, mostly insipid pieces of music, as well as the 9th edition of Reed 
& Bristow"s  National Anthems of the World so that I could analyze the words 
and play them on the piano.  I created files of themes used in anthems 
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and everything else needed to write an article.  After I began to write, 
managing about 4,000 words, I read it back and concluded that it didn"t 
contain enough original material to form an article in a scholarly 
journal.  I wrote to Stan (whose input up to this point had been an 
occasional email asking how things were coming along) to say that I was 
abandoning the project.  However, as has been my habit when I forsake 
something I"ve worked on for quite some time, I leave it on the 
computer—just in case. 

And this was a case of just in case.  I reread the partial draft I"d written, 
updated the bibliography, read the new material and rewrote the article 
draft so that it now read as a chapter draft and got it back to the person 
who had commissioned it by the due date.  By October, seven months 
later, I had another email telling me (and another 16 people who had 
already sent their contributions) that for personal reasons, he didn"t 
have enough time to devote to the project but that [perhaps] in 2017, 
such a handbook might appear.   

I wrote back: !Umm.  The last time you asked me to contribute a 
chapter or paper, over 20 years ago, the project fell through but I 
reworked it and it appeared in Political Geography.  I have no intention 
doing the same this time, as my days of arguing with journal editors 
have ended. … As the piece I submitted to you is hardly topical and as 
much of it languished on my hard disk for 12 years … it can wait 
another couple of years.”  In the end, I withdrew it. 
And then, in the second half of 2018, having been in correspondence 
with Brunn on the Hebrew language chapter, I asked him if he might 
have time to read what I had rewritten on national anthems (after all, 
he had been the instigator of that project 15 years earlier) and maybe 
suggest where I might send it for publication.  (I had worked on it quite 
seriously in the rewrite and it seemed a pity that the effort should have 
been wasted.)  A couple of days later, he responded to say that he"d take 
it, as it stood, for the same Handbook of the Changing World Language Map!   

It wasn"t the response that I was expecting but I took it, thank you very 
much—and it"s also very readable even if nobody else has actually read 
it! (And, then, literally a couple of hours after I composed the sentence 
preceding this one, I had an email from a graduate student in Central 
Ghana, to say that he had read the abstract and would I be able to send 
him a copy of the full piece.  I was over the moon!) 
$  



 191 

 

13. BACKWARDS/FORWARDS 
Other people have a nationality.  The Irish and the Jews have a 

psychosis. 
Brendan Behan 

 
Occasionally, there"s an article in a weekend newspaper magazine 
section in which a person is asked what their 20-year old self might think 
of the 75-year old self being interviewed.  Or even more crassly, what 
point score out of 10 or 100 would you give for what you"ve managed 
accomplish up till now?   Well, here goes … 
Here I am, almost 76 and already retired 16 years, living a largely 
secular life, mostly in Tel Aviv and some of the time in London.  
Though I find it hard to credit at times, I have spent most of my adult 
life in Israel with time off in other places for !good behaviour”.   

Occasionally, I ask myself whether I should be satisfied with what I"ve 
done or whether I might have been better off had I made different 
choices, a futile exercise, really, a complete waste of energy and brain 
power.  What has been has been and can"t be undone or redone so I 
hardly dwell on these issues. Nevertheless, these questions do pop up 
sporadically and it"s only natural. I suppose that what I"m doing is asking 
myself who I am and what I am as well as what I might have liked to 
have been and how I would like the world to be.  These aren"t questions 
to which there are many satisfactory answers. 

I was brought up in a traditional Jewish household.  We weren"t pious 
or devout but my sisters and I were taught what was right and wrong, 
provided with Jewish views on what was right and wrong. Being Jewish 
is the epicentre of my identity.  I may have grown up and been educated 
in Ireland but other than the fact that I hold an Irish passport and have 
a slightly Irish accent (more pronounced when I’m upset), I don"t feel 
particularly Irish.  Yes, if I choose to watch a rugby match on TV, I"m 
more likely to choose a match in which one of the teams is decked out 
in green and white but that"s the extent of it.  I no longer hold much 
nostalgia for Ireland in general or for Dublin in particular, especially 
since my parents are no longer alive and my visits there appear to have 
ceased.  I used to think that had I chosen to live in the UK or Canada 
or America that I might feel more British or Canadian or American 
than I feel Irish or Israeli now.  Perhaps. I really don"t know.  
However, being Jewish is not the same as being religious. I am reminded 
of a day I spent in Amsterdam at the end of the 1990s when I travelled 
from London to meet Stan Brunn, with whom I had started 
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collaborating on a project, and a potential publisher that he had 
arranged for us to meet and discuss some issues involved.  After the 
business part of the meeting ended the three of us went for lunch and 
somehow the conversation got around to religion and belief in God.  I 
think I must have said something like !I don"t think that I believe” 
whereupon the other two looked at me agape and said, almost in chorus: 
!But you"re Jewish!”, as if they thought that by being a Jew I was 
automatically theist.  Initially, I thought this rather amusing; on 
reflection, unsettling.    

It"s said that there are three ways of being Jewish—by belief, by 
behaviour or by belonging.  There are many Jews who believe without 
question everything they have read and learned or have been told by 
the rabbis.  They can tick all the religious boxes by which they might be 
thought of as a !good Jew”; they pray thrice daily, eat only kosher food, 
often attempting to outdo one another in terms of strictness of kashrut, 
observe the Sabbath rigorously, study religious tracts regularly and 
fervently, and so on.   
There is an even greater number of Jewish people who go about doing 
some or even most of the same things, but without actually believing in 
God or accepting the religious commandments by which they do this, 
that or the other.  They"re simply afraid not to do as they"ve been told 
or taught, so they behave as Jews !are expected to behave”.  It seems as 
if it acts as a sort of !insurance policy” just !in case” they are confronted 
by their !Maker” when, as John Cleese might have put it in a Jewish 
parallel of the Monty Python parrot sketch, they become !deceased 
Jews” or !ex-Jews”.  

However, it seems that I belong to the third category, a Jew who !just 
belongs”.  It"s what I am.  As a young person, I was encouraged (perhaps 
I was cajoled, as Da used to bring me breakfast in bed first) to go to shul 
every Saturday morning.  It was not something that I would have 
chosen to do on my own although the thought of viewing Stuart 
Rosenblatt"s British Naturist magazines on the way home, which he kept 
tucked away under his bed, was occasionally a further motivation for 
going.   

Frankly, as a youngster, I couldn"t see the point of it all.  Did people 
really expect that if you read or sang words that had been written by 
some Jewish poet living in Spain or Morocco or wherever in the 12th or 
13th century (or by someone often referred to as Anon.), preferably in 
the company of ten or more adult Jewish males that it really might 
influence events? It didn"t make sense to me then and makes even less 
sense now.   
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Despite this, I am well aware that religious belief can be a comfort to 
many people in that they don"t have to think for themselves or fret, that 
it"s easier for them to accept that everything has been pre-ordained, that 
there"s no need to worry or work things out for themselves.  To me, it 
doesn"t seem sensible and as I"ve mentioned more than once, things 
have to make sense to me in order that I be convinced of them or believe 
them.  I become frustrated, even irritated, when I ask a believer why 
they do this or that and get the response !because it"s written [in the 
sacred books]”. I become even more exasperated when I ask, !But who 
wrote them?” and receive the answer !God”.  
I used to think at one stage that I was an agnostic, a person who claims 
neither faith nor disbelief in God, a person who believes that nothing is 
known or can be known of anything beyond material phenomena, 
including the existence or nature of God.  However, the older I get, the 
more I feel that I"ve crossed some sort of threshold and that God is no 
more than an invention of Man and not one of Man"s best inventions at 
that, a massive confidence trick, an attempt to defraud people after 
gaining their trust, an exploitation of the human psyche, involving 
credulity, naïveté, compassion. Can God really be a con?  Or am I really 
as Verkehrt as that? 
 Really, though, as far as I can understand it, the problem is not so much 
with the concept of God itself as with the shysters, the self-appointed 
agents of God on Earth, people who claim to have been in direct contact 
with the deity or more likely to have known someone or have read 
something by someone who claims to have had such contact and—most 
importantly—that these are the commandments as relayed by Him and 
filtered through me and my cronies to you. 
Sometimes, on hearing me utter things like this, people say to me 
something like “…but how can you survive without spirituality?” My 
response to this sort of inanity is !I don"t survive without spirituality. It"s 
just that I don"t find belief in a deity to be spiritual.”  
These days, spirituality refers to a more extensive range of experience 
than belief in God, referring to a subjective experience of a sacred 
dimension and the !deepest values and meanings by which people 
live”, as often as not in a context unconnected to organized religious 
institutions, such as an encounter with one"s own !inner dimension”. 
I get my spiritual frissons from a Mahler symphony (preferably, his 4th 
with Bernstein conducting the Concertgebouw Orchestra with the boy 
soprano Helmut Wittek in the last movement, or maybe his 3rd or 5th by 
any orchestra).  Or I might listen to Beethoven"s 9th symphony or just 
its Ode to Joy, or to one of his late quartets, which are morally 
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inspirational.  Freddie Mercury and Queen provide a different kind of 
spiritual uplift.  If I wish to feel utmost contentment and consider that 
there are some good things in the world, I listen to Bach"s Goldberg 
Variations for, as the Aria da Capo comes to its silent conclusion after 
all the frenetic activity of the 30 variations, absolute calm is what settles.   
However, though I may not believe in God, I do very much believe in 
people—with all their foibles and with all their strengths because it"s 
people who make the human world and make the world human.  So, 
here I am, a non-believing, non-behaving, secular Jew who went along 
with the idea of living in the Jewish state half a century ago.   

Yet as I write these words, although I"ve been an Israeli citizen for over 
45 years, I would not be untruthful if I said that I have never woken up 
in the morning and thought of myself as !Israeli”, whatever that is 
supposed to mean.  Yes, I have an Israeli identity number and hold an 
Israeli passport; I"ve been associated with an Israeli institution of higher 
education for 47 years and am probably regarded by many people 
outside Israel as !Israeli”, which may very well be the case.  Yet being 
Israeli is simply not part of my personal make-up.  Yes, I speak and read 
Hebrew well enough to get by; after all I survived the bureaucracy of an 
Israeli university without having a simultaneous translator permanently 
by my side although now and then, my written Hebrew needed 
!touching up”.  I can read a Hebrew newspaper but prefer not to and 
I"ve read very little in Hebrew for recreation.   
I once mentioned to an Israeli-born colleague that after 40 years in the 
country, I still felt like a new immigrant; he looked at me in disbelief and 
said that I must be mistaken, that it couldn"t possibly be.  I looked him 
straight in the eye and reassured him that not only could it be but that 
it actually was.  He was about to argue with me and then I said to him 
that obviously he"d never been an immigrant himself, a comment that 
abruptly ended our conversation on that topic!  Simply put, I"ve never 
succeeded in piercing the Israeli psyche. 
I wrote in an earlier chapter that when I was 28 and less than a year in 
Israel that I felt like !a stranger in a strange country…”. I had been 
brought up and educated in Dublin.  The university I attended has been 
described as !the last bastion of British imperialism in Ireland”. The 
United Kingdom was a country in which I felt that I could be 
comfortable.  They spoke my language (more or less),  I thought I 
understood British humour; I enjoyed cricket.   
In the country in which I had agreed to live, I had difficulty expressing 
myself in a foreign tongue (and still do), I find the humour (as much as 
I can understand it) to be quite juvenile.  Even today, I listen to BBC 
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radio and television by choice.  So it"s really not too much of an untruth 
to say that I have never really considered myself Israeli.  I am a Jew who 
happened to have been born Ireland and landed up in Israel.  
Notwithstanding what Zionist puffery would have me believe, I don"t 
feel that I"ve !come home” to reside in my !ancient historic homeland”.  
Far from it.  
For me, half a century ago, the most attractive thing about living in 
Israel was to be able to be Jewish without having to think too much 
about it, to be “Jewish without having to be too Jewish” was the way I 
put it.  Half a century ago, when I came to live in Israel, the country 
was, on the surface, a rather secular place.  It had a Jewish ethos; it was 
a place in which allowances were made for those who felt they needed 
to be more traditional or even religious.  But—and this is the crux of 
the matter—it was a nation-state established by and for Jews who 
identified, one way or another, with Jewish nationhood.  Not any more.  
In retrospect, it seems as if I should have probed more deeply under the 
surface.  When I think of the confrontation waged by Israel"s state-run 
Orthodox religious establishment against Conservative and Reform 
Jews and the revulsion with which it and the Strictly Orthodox (Haredi) 
groups hold them, I am livid.  Antisemitism outside Israel is fittingly 
decried by the Israeli state and its representatives; nevertheless, there is 
another form of antisemitism practised by the Orthodox establishment 
and their allies against non-secular Jews who assert a different way of 
observing Jewish practices.  This not only goes undisdained but is 
encouraged and more to the point, can"t be called antisemitism.  
(Seculars, up to now regarded as a lost cause, are nevertheless tolerated.) 

Here I"m reminded of an incident that caused me to cease being a 
regular synagogue attender.  Stanmore Synagogue in London 
synagogue had a guest one shabbat in 1985.  Dayan Chanoch 
Ehrentreu, at the time a rabbi in Manchester and on his way to 
becoming the head of the London Beth Din (religious court) chose to 
regale his listeners with comments on the visit of Pope John Paul II to 
Manchester a couple of years earlier, explaining that all the religious 
leaders in Manchester had been invited to attend the Mass held at 
Heaton Park.   
Even though the Chief Rabbi, Sir Immanuel Jakobovits, had met the 
Pope ahead of the Mass, Dayan Ehrentreu declined the invitation.  If 
he had left it at that, I might have supposed that he preferred not to 
attend an event devoted to Christian worship.  But no. He continued to 
amuse his audience by explaining that the real reason he did not attend 
was because amongst those invited were leaders of Manchester"s 
Reform and Liberal Jewish communities and he couldn"t possibly be 
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seen in their company.  At that point, I arose to leave the synagogue but 
found that the doors had been locked in advance of Ehrentreu"s sermon.  
The last straw! 
But to return to Israel.  Israel is the offspring of Zionism and the origins 
of Zionism lie in Europe not the Middle East. Zionism was the Jewish 
nationalist movement and it paralleled other 19th century European 
nationalisms and liberation movements.  What distinguished Zionism 
from contemporaneous European national movements was that 
whereas they all had some geographic space, however ill-defined, on the 
European continent to which they could lay claim, Zionism"s claim 
related to a part of the world to which Jews had a long-standing 
historical, cultural and emotional attachment but which was mostly 
inhabited by others.   
In order to realize the aspirations of the Zionist movement, the good 
will of others had to be encouraged.  As a consequence, it fell upon the 
government of the United Kingdom first to indulge the Zionist dream, 
then  to try and prevent it from becoming a reality and finally to slink 
away from its initial undertaking and let the parties—the Jews in the 
form of the Zionists and the Arabs in the foetal form of the 
Palestinians—sort it out for themselves. What preceded and followed 
the British withdrawal from Palestine was a war in which, had the result 
not been what it was, would have resulted in something that would have 
resembled the slaughters in Darfur or Rwanda.  But that wasn"t about 
to happen as the Jewish people had just come through the Second 
World War in greatly reduced numbers via the Holocaust (or Shoah). 
Yet, in 1948, Israel did come into being and whereas the creation of a 
state provided a home for hundreds of thousands of European Jews, 
both survivors of the Holocaust as well as for others who had been 
displaced, it also became a place of refuge for Jews who, for the most 
part, did not experience the Holocaust but whose lives had been 
jeopardized more than they had been previously, partially because of the 
creation of the Jewish state and the Zionist leaders were not prepared 
to tolerate a situation in which non-Ashkenazi Jews (mostly Sephardim 
and Yemenites, collectively known as Mizrahim or Orientals) lived in 
jeopardy.  
Consequently, they arranged for them to be transported from their 
places of origin to Palestine-now-Israel, where in many cases, they were 
besmirched and looked down upon by their Ashkenazi co-religionists.  
However, their numbers and their feelings of resentment towards their 
ostensible rescuers were such that over time, as they have come to the 
fore in Israel—numerically, politically, socially, and culturally—they 
and their descendants have slowly changed and are continuing to 
change the face of the Jewish state. 
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The outcome of the hostilities of the period preceding and immediately 
following the creation of the State of Israel also brought about what is 
often referred to euphemistically as the !Arab Refugee Problem” or the 
!Palestinian Refugee Problem”.  In simple terms, this referred to the 
displacement of hundreds of thousands of Arabs who had lived in 
villages and towns in what became Israel beyond the boundaries of the 
State of Israel.  Although some Palestinian Arabs made it to places 
relatively far from what had been Palestine, most ended up in what 
became known as the !West Bank”, that part of the Hashemite 
Kingdom of Jordan that lay to the west of the River Jordan (in current 
right-wing Israeli parlance, Judaea and Samaria), in South Lebanon 
and in the Gaza Strip. Over the decades, Gaza, in particular, has 
become a festering internment camp from which there is little escape. 

For me, the central issue is that the more Israel became a !normal” state 
and the more Jews who moved there, the less likely any solution to this 
problem seemed to become.  Whereas I can understand the hopes and 
desires of those who were physically displaced (and how this 
displacement actually occurred is a source of fierce debate among 
historians within Israel and outside) to return to their homes, what 
amazes me is that more than seven decades on, there are hundreds of 
thousands of people who think that such a mass return can actually 
occur.  Of course, it is possible—if the State of Israel ceased to exist—
but that is not something that the State of Israel intends to allow happen.  
Any idea of talk about a bi-national state seems to me to be absurd.  
Looking at the divergences among politicians and political parties in 
Israel or at the ways in which Fatah, Hamas and Islamic Jihad solve 
problems among themselves, who in their right minds think that 
Palestinians and Israelis could live harmoniously in a binational state? 
Abba Eban, an Israeli Minister of Foreign Affairs of half a century ago, 
might have got it about right when he said that the Palestinians have 
never missed an opportunity to miss an opportunity; to a lesser extent, 
this might also apply to Israel.  However, to place the blame for the 
plight of the Palestinians solely on Israel seems to be of the utmost 
preposterousness and malevolence.   
What confounds me even more is that the United Nations and 
governments the world over have encouraged the Palestinians to believe 
that it could happen.  I cannot think of another instance in which the 
great-grandchildren of people who had been refugees continue to think 
of themselves as refugees.  The UN has directly enabled this situation 
over the past seven decades. Instead of encouraging the Palestinians to 
become a Middle Eastern Singapore, exactly the opposite has happened 
and that"s the intractability of the situation.   
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And when I hear right-wing politicians in Israel (and the United States) 
talk about annexation and extending Israeli sovereignty over large tracts 
of what had been British Mandate Palestine, a place with three million 
non-Jewish inhabitants, I am close to despair because whereas South 
African apartheid had evolved over many decades before it was 
abandoned as state policy, it seems like Israeli apartheid is being created 
in double-quick time and, moreover, consciously. 
When Israel was established in 1948, it espoused tolerance; it advocated 
tolerance for non-Jews. In the Declaration of Independence, there is a 
paragraph which reads: !We appeal—in the very midst of the onslaught 
launched against us now for months—to the Arab inhabitants of the 
State of Israel to preserve peace and participate in the upbuilding of the 
State on the basis of full and equal citizenship and due representation 
in all its provisional and permanent institutions.”  Whether the writers 
of the declaration actually meant this is hardly relevant.  In today"s 
Israel, it seems like somebody was trying to pull somebody"s leg. 
It used to be said that Zionism arose to solve the issues of a people 
without a state by bringing them to a state without a people.  Yet 
everyone knew that that state already contained a people but one which 
could be and has been ignored.  The descendants of those people have 
multiplied, yet they are still being ignored, never more so than in a law 
recently enacted by the Knesset recognizing Hebrew as the country"s only 
official language and deprecating the fact that Israel was founded as a 
Jewish and a democratic state.  
On this point, something that has always astonished me is that so many 
people seem to regard democracy as little more than a system for 
choosing and replacing governments through elections.  But democracy 
involves so much more.  It is also characterized by the active 
participation of people, as citizens, in politics and civic life, by the 
protection of the human rights of all its citizens and a rule of law in 
which laws and legal procedures apply equally to all citizens, whether they be 
ministers of government or leaders of religious groups.  Above all, real 
democracy involves tolerance of minorities and toleration for those who hold 
views different to your own.  

Today (2020) Israel"s government is led by a man indicted on three 
serious criminal charges and who has been in power for a total of 14 
years.  This is a man who has, especially in the last few years, sown 
hatred within Israeli society, who has thrown all his cards into support 
for the Republican party in the United States and especially over the 
past four years since it elected a capricious and hateful president with 
dictatorial tendencies.  Binyamin Netanyahu has done more than any 
other Israeli leader to widen the gap between Israel and Diaspora Jewry.  
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To say that I"m not very happy with the way that Israeli society has 
developed and been transformed over the past 50 years, and in 
particular in the past 25 years, would be to utterly understate things.  
I can understand the logic of the pre-state Zionists to have a Jewish 
homeland or state and I can understand how this became a much more 
pressing issue as antisemitism flourished towards the end of the 19th 
century, worsening in the years immediately prior to the Second World 
War, and culminating in the Holocaust.  However, every now and then 
I experience a certain uneasiness over the very existence of a Jewish 
state because I believe that the continued survival of the Jewish people 
is due to more than just a belief in a supernatural being to which one 
prays three times a day facing Jerusalem.  In fact, it"s never been that or 
only that; a sentiment of peoplehood has always been more significant.  
Reinforcing the natural tendency of Jews to express difference spatially, 
socially and culturally is actively remembering that they are different. 
The American historian, Yosef Haim Yerushalmi eruditely discussed 
Jewish ways of remembering in his book Zakhor: Jewish history and Jewish 
memory in which he noted that remembering that one is Jewish both 
precedes, and is more important than, proclaiming Jewish beliefs; 
Jewish ethnicity or peoplehood is clearly prior to Jewish religion. Part 
of this remembering is concerned with having a sense of difference so 
that axiomatically, remembering and having a sense of difference are 
ways of stating that Jews comprise a distinct component within a 
population at large.  
Jewish survival is also due to a much more mundane geographical fact, 
which is that Jews have been dispersed for two millennia or more.  
Dispose of them in one region and Hey Presto!, you discover that they are 
alive and thriving elsewhere.  If, in fact, the aim of Zionism is to !return” 
all the Jews in this world to their historic homeland, then we really 
are  in a bad situation without any way of fixing it. Concentrating all 
Jews in one [small] place is contrary to what has historically been their 
ecological means of survival. 
And then there is the other crucial issue of who has authority to declare 
the !Jewishness” of individuals.  The Orthodox rabbinate, in particular 
the established Orthodox [Jewish] !church” in Israel has declared a 
monopoly on this.  This creates all sorts of anomalies within Israel 
whereby, for instance, people from the former Soviet Union who have 
come to Israel and were granted immigrant status as Jews because they 
had Jewish forebears, who serve in the Israeli army (because they are 
ostensibly Jewish) cannot marry or be buried as Jews because halakhah, 
Jewish religious law, says they are not—quia absurdum est absoluta. 
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  It"s also bizarre that very little seems to have been learned from recent 
history.  After all, it wasn"t the rabbis who determined who was or wasn"t 
Jewish when Jews were being exterminated.  Nazis weren"t fussy about 
whether or not one"s mother was Jewish; they were quite happy to 
accept for slaughter someone who had a Jewish father.  In fact, they 
were prepared to relax a little and accept a Jewish grandparent as 
sufficient in determining Jewishness!  And they didn"t even ask if you 
prayed religiously three times a day or had never visited a synagogue in 
your life.  What a chutzpah, therefore, to think that you have the right to 
determine who is or is not Jewish!  Pure crowd control is the 
determining factor! 
Then there is the issue of antisemitism.  Historic antisemitism was 
relatively easy to understand.  Rather than accept this prophet or the 
other as the Saviour, the Messiah, Jews preferred to wait for their own 
version (not that they would ever be able to agree that he or she was the 
Messiah should he or she actually elect to present himself). There is a 
funny sort of logic there if anything concerned with religion and belief 
can be logical.   
But in a secular world?  What is antisemitism?  Pure revulsion of those 
who choose to be different?  Or is it fear that !these people” (Jews) can 
blend into the population in general yet still maintain their differences?  
Is it jealousy brought about by a seemingly Jewish knack of becoming 
successful (not that all Jews are successful, let alone filthy rich)?  
Sometimes, it seems to me, that when Jews arrive in a new environment, 
they manage to acquire a User"s Manual which instructs them on what 
they"ve got to do in order be a successful American, Canadian, German, 
Frenchman, Brit or whatever.  They then read it through thoroughly 
and on completion apply the instructions scrupulously (but usually 
unconsciously) and often end up being as or more American, Canadian, 
German, French, British or whatever than the rest of the population, 
which some members of the !rest of the population” find, again 
understating, irritating. 
As might have become apparent, I possess a love-hate relationship with 
Israel.  There are days in which I think it"s nothing less than amazing 
that a state that came into being just over 70 years ago has managed so 
much—in science and technology, in the humanities, the arts and social 
sciences—in such a short time and in circumstances that could hardly, 
under any stretch of the wildest imagination, be described as ideal. On 
the other hand, there are days on which I can see no end in sight to the 
!conflict” that overhangs and underlies almost everything that takes 
place. 
But enough of my existential neuroses. I am, after all, Jewish!   
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The person, the parent, the professional 
But behind all these frustrations and neuroses are the nagging questions 
of how did I do as a person? As a parent? As a professional?  I often 
imagine that if I were to receive a report card on myself at the end of 
my term it would read something like !Passable.  Could have done 
better.  Did not attain his potential.” 
As an academic, I never considered myself a leader or a pioneer.  If 
anything, I was a follower and not a particularly good one at that.  If I 
were to summarize my career in English soccer terms, I"m not a 
Manchester United, a Liverpool or an Arsenal; I"d be a Derby County, 
Aston Villa, or Norwich, occasionally getting promoted to the Premier 
League, more often to be found somewhere in a respectable place in the 
Championship. 
I have neither a book nor doctoral students to show for my efforts over 
the decades so there"s really very little there for me to be remembered 
for or by.  I suppose that much of this situation was of my own making;  
I think I might have been more successful if I"d tried harder.  Maybe I 
was interested in too many different things and was never able to stick 
with a single topic for long enough to gain !expertise” or renown in 
whatever areas I selected to work in.   
I chopped and changed not in order to follow trends but because as 
soon as I had completed something, I usually came across some other 
topic that I found to be of interest and I felt I wanted to learn about and 
pursue.  I lacked the courage to take on long-term projects; it seems as 
if I was more concerned about promotion through the academic 
hierarchy.  A paucity of networking skills, a personality that doesn"t 
radiate pushiness and a certain lethargy have probably contributed, too.   
Although former colleagues tell me that not having supervised doctoral 
students is something that belongs to the past and really shouldn"t upset 
me, it does.  Where did I go wrong?  Was I interested in topics too 
distant from mainstream Israeli geography? Was I lacklustre?  Did I 
have a reputation of being too demanding? Maybe they didn"t even 
know I existed or thought that I had nothing interesting to offer or that 
I found it difficult to communicate adequately in Hebrew.  Or maybe I 
lacked!$celebrity status”.  It"s probably inconsequential but it irks. 
I was also ineffective in gaining research funding for projects that I 
would have liked to have worked on, though this wasn"t for lack of 
trying.  I don"t think my proposals were poorly constructed but I do 
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think that the way things work in Israel"s circumscribed environment 
lends itself to cronyism and I"m not being fanciful.   
Several years ago, I attended a meeting at The Hebrew University of 
Jerusalem.  Walking from the meeting room to lunch, I found myself 
walking alongside Elihu Katz, a well-known sociologist and 
communication scientist.  Chatting as we walked, he asked me how my 
work on festivals was coming along and from the way he asked, I 
realized that he was familiar with what I had wanted to do and that he 
had been one of the reviewers of the proposal I"d submitted to the Israel 
Science Foundation.  When I told him that basically it wasn"t coming 
along because I had no funding, he was flabbergasted—but there was 
nothing he (or I) could do about it.   
And similar things had happened before more than once because in 
Israel, when you apply for funding, you really need to have an active 
supporter among those actually making the decisions.  Without such 
!friends”, you haven"t got much of a chance.  I interpreted this as 
additional confirmation that in Israel, I was an outsider.  I suppose that 
to become accepted and make the transformation, one has to work hard 
at it and I didn"t.   
Most of this memoir deals with me, my education (or lack of it) and my 
work.  In the process, I"ve neglected to write much about family life.  I 
have three children and four grandchildren.  We became grandparents 
at 65 and for years, as I wrote earlier, we thought that our children 
weren"t going to cooperate. Then, in the space of 29 months, four 
appeared.  Listening a few years back to Desert Island Discs on BBC Radio 
4 when the guest was Terry Wogan, an Irish-born radio and television 
broadcaster who worked for the BBC, he described his grandparenting 
situation, which seemed similar to mine and said that he hoped to live 
long enough at least to see the directions that each of his grandchildren 
would embark upon.   

As for my own children, well, I"m very proud of all their achievements.  
I feel that in their own fields they"ve already achieved more than I 
managed in my own.  My only regret is that as musicians, they never 
seem to be sufficiently well remunerated for the work they do. 
For 54 years, I was married to and loved the most wonderful person in 
the world.  Vivien had several occupations in her lifetime, ranging from 
a  tennis instructor to beautician through piano teacher to music 
therapist.  It was as a music therapist, working both with special needs 
children and with older people that she really found her métier.  Her 
way with people, her imagination, her originality, was always something 
to behold.   
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Vivien and I were in the same class in school but she missed a year 
because of  what was described then as a !mysterious illness”.  This 
turned out to be Systemic Lupus Erythematosus (SLE), a chronic 
autoimmune disease with alternating phases of worsening and mild 
symptoms.  Vee lived with lupus for almost 60 years and I lived 
alongside it.  
She had few days throughout all that time when I would have described 
her situation as !well”.  Though the cocktail of her medications changed 
over the years, to have lived with pain and discomfort all that time, to 
have raised a family, to have got immense satisfaction and enjoyment 
out of work was the most amazing thing to observe.  Things didn’t get 
better as the years went by; I wish it had been otherwise but that"s the 
way life was and I accepted it.  Vee’s decline was long and slow, 
accelerating in her final year and so, I began this memory book married 
to an amazing person and I end it widowed.  Right up to her last day, 
she remained the most positive person I have ever known. 
And as I head towards octogenarianism, what are the things that 
aggravate me?  The Arab-Israel conflict, overhanging everything in the 
part of the world has to have some resolution otherwise catastrophe 
awaits somewhere along the line.  As I sit here in London in October 
2020 and having voted seven months ago for the third time in less than 
a year in an Israeli general election, the Israeli electoral system looks 
even more inappropriate to the needs of the State of Israel than it did 
40 years ago when it interested me as an academic topic.   
As it stands, the system succeeds in electing Knesset members who have 
no responsibility or accountability as individuals towards any clearly 
defined groups of voters. Voters only vote for a party, a list of names 
most of them anonymous, whose order on the list is predetermined by 
the party. The voter has no way of expressing either preference or 
disdain for any individual on the list or of calling any individual Knesset 
member to task.  In this day and age, this is outrageous.  The politicians 
have no interest in changing the system and upshot is that it"s not an 
issue ever discussed publicly. Consequently, the electorate at large 
remains ignorant of the need for change.  That, too, is scandalous.  
Perhaps I should have become an activist three decades ago and gone 
on and on about the need to reform the system but I haven"t got the 
staying power for that.   
I know that one of the things that comes with the privilege of living in a 
democracy is that we have to endure politicians.  Theoretically, we also 
have the privilege of replacing them now and then.  Some politicians 
enter politics to change things for the better for the population as a 
whole but unfortunately, and here"s the cynic in me again, the longer 
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they stay around, the more likely they are to become corrupt. Lord 
Acton said it:! $Power corrupts and that absolute power corrupts 
absolutely.”  And even if as the Center for Mark Twain  Studies informs 
us that Twain never said !Politicians are like diapers, they need to be 
changed often, and for the same reasons”, and that the man most 
responsible for the popularity the aphorism was probably Robin 
Williams in the film Man of the Year, in which his character utters the 
lines, !Remember this ladies and gentleman: It"s an old phrase, basically 
anonymous, politicians are a lot like diapers, they should be changed 
frequently, and for the same reasons. Keep that in mind the next time 
you vote.”, you have to admit that it’s more colourful than Lord Acton. 
To my great distress, we are rapidly approaching this situation in Israel 
today.  I worry about the shift to the Right in Israeli politics; the 
influence of the far Right and the Religious Right over governmental 
decision-making, exemplified by the crass refusal of the Strictly 
Orthodox to adhere to distancing rules during the 2020 Coronavirus 
pandemic in which we are in the midst, means that hope for a resolution 
of the !conflict” is almost impossible.  It’s an example of the tail wagging 
the dog, if ever.  But then again, this is only part of the spread of populist 
politics the world over, and that deeply disturbs me.  
With regard to Israel, I firmly believe that religion and politics should 
be separate; I"m a firm supporter of their complete separation. 
Unfortunately, in a country established to serve the desires of a people 
closely connected to an ethnically based religion, it"s just high hopes, 
and impossible to achieve. 
And what sort of world have we created for our children and 
grandchildren?  I"m not an optimist by nature (appreciating that if I 
were an optimist I would be too often disappointed whereas as a 
pessimist, I am occasionally pleasantly surprised) and I"m not all that 
optimistic about the future of the world.   

There"s global warming.  We know it"s happening and we know why 
and we know what we can and have to do—as individuals and as 
pressure groups on governments— to mitigate and turn back its effects 
and we have the knowledge and technology to achieve it.  There are 
those who say that it"s all nonsense but anyone who can look back 
beyond the past century knows that climate changes have occurred 
through geological time,  and especially in the past 10,000 years.  
Otherwise why would we have had an Ice Age or a Mediaeval Warm 
Period (MWP)?  The difference this time is that Man is and has been 
exacerbating climate change over the past three centuries and there are 
ways in which these effects can be minimized.  I can only say that my 
children and grandchildren are way ahead of me (and most of my 
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generation) when it comes to doing their individual bits to alleviate the 
consequences. 
In addition to global warming and climate change, we are also living 
through the effects of a global pandemic. One of the positive effects of 
the coronavirus pandemic as the world experiences lockdowns is that it 
has reminded us of how air can become cleaner again, how we can 
survive using private transportation less than we thought necessary and 
that many of us can manage reasonably well without two hours of 
commuting daily between home and workplace.    
COVID-19 notwithstanding, the world is going through one of its more 
chaotic periods.  In addition to an American president who seems intent 
on wrecking everything and sowing dissent, permitting himself to do 
whatever pleases him, politics in most parts of the world seems to be 
fragmenting in those places in which the benefits of democracy exist.  
Other countries are run by demagogues some of whom pay lip service 
to democracy, by autocrats who don"t even allow themselves or their 
citizens that luxury and by those who drool over what demagogues and 
autocrats can do and wish they could !serve” their people in that way. 

I would like to think that people of my grandchildren"s age who have 
the advantage and the privilege of living in a liberal democracy will be 
smart enough and wise enough to ensure that they continue to live with 
the freedoms that we have enjoyed—and more.   
$  
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