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My roots
I was “planned” in the Goren (the place were the grain was threshed), but I was born in Haifa in northern Israel. My parents were born in Zikhron-Ya’akov. My mother Penina (96) is the last surviving child of Mordechai Bonshtein, the pioneer of Tantura and Zikhron Ya’akov [see the History entry], may God bless her for many more years, from the house of Bonshtein and Shuv, and my late father Theodore Vered, from the house of Rosenfeld, from my grandmother’s side of the family of Neiderman and Samsonov.

As I remember, my uncle Aaron Rosenfeld and my father Theodore were always looking from their home on Herzel Street toward Faradis, the nearby Arab village. After the Balfour Declaration, which declared a homeland for the Jews in Palestine in 1919, and finishing their basic studies in the “Alliance” school in Haifa, they completed their studies in Egypt. There, they made contact with their relatives, the families of Shein, Vilder, and Goldshtein, that will be mentioned later. I ask forgiveness of people I do not mention, after all, these are a child’s memories of the late 1930s and 1940s in Zikhron Ya’akov, our pioneer colony.

The drive to resist the Turks who ruled Palestine before 1919 and support the British and especially the Nili Movement [a Jewish spy network based in Zikhron Ya’akov to support the British invasion of Palestine in 1919 and destroyed in the process] excited the imagination of the young people. When my uncle and my father returned to Palestine after completing their studies in Egypt, the colony was too small a place for them. With the initiative of my uncle Aaron, they opened a company “Rosenfeld Commerce, Inc.” in 1919. Initially, they handled whatever commerce was available. However, after establishment of British rule in Palestine and the “building boom” that occurred thereafter, the company started importing iron and other metals from Belgium. As a consequence, my uncle met the King of Belgium during his visit to Palestine in 1921, a meeting that lead later to his nomination as the “Honor Consul” of Belgium in Israel. My father joined the company as a young man of 18. The company flourished, ships were leased for these cargos, thereby positioning the company into a shipping representative and the pioneers in the shipping business in Palestine.


At that time and until the 1930s, the brothers lived in the German colony in Haifa and returned to the family home in Zikhron-Ya’akov on weekends. My uncle married Olga, who was born to the family of Bardash, a teacher, and my father married Penina of the Bonshtein family in 1929 (the youngest daughter of Mordechai Bonshtein [see special insert in the history section], may God give her many years. My uncle and aunt had three children Zvi (77), Arie (75), and Israel (72), all are still working in the shipping business. My parents had three children Oded (73), Dror (69), and Tchia (61). Oded and Tchia are retired and I represent Japanese companies in commerce and ship lines. At the same time, the neighborhood of “Bat Galim” (“Wave’s daughter”) was built in Haifa. In it lived one of its pioneers, my Uncle Pesach Bonshtein, another son of Mordechai Bonshtein, who was a hard working and successful cattle merchant and my aunt Rivka from the families of Tamshes and Arison. My uncle Moshe Bonshtein, another son of Mordechai Bonshtein, was promoted by the British authorities from post office manager in Zikhron Ya’akov to manager of the regional postal service in Haifa. He and his wife Shulamit, from the family of Blumenfeld, lived in Haifa. As already mentioned, the families of Aaron and Theodore Rosenfeld built their home in Bat Galim.


Why are all these road marks, twists, and subdivision important? Because it shows that the families of Bonshtein and Rosenfeld, from their arrival in Zikhron Ya’akov, became established and economically successful in Haifa. My uncle Pesach Bonshtein built the first Olympic-sized swimming pool in Palestine and the first famous casino. Both had been become destinations for sport teams from Egypt, Lebanon, and Syria, while British officers and soldiers, based in the large marine base at Bat Galim, now the home of the Israeli Navy, became regulars. They sought entertainment, and the casino become a central arena for foreign artists, including the legendary singer Carmen Miranda to Kroshenko, the strong man who broke chain with his teeth. In this atmosphere, we grew up. Our family and all our acquaintances from Zikhron Ya’akov make a pilgrimage to see us and to swim and dive from the 3, 5, and 10 m towers. My brother and me let them in without a ticket. The casino became a place of glitz for weddings and Bar Mitzvahs. Many of the citizens of our colony were married at the casino and to this date, live in Zikhron Ya’akov.


And why has all of this been told? Because, in the early 1940s, began the relationship between my elder brother Oded and myself with our relatives from Zikhron Ya’akov. I can remember my cousin Moshe Kaplan and his elder brothers, the late Jonathan and Amazia. Amazia was also a player in the orchestra of the Zikhron Ya’akov colony. The orchestra started to become well known when they played in the famous, for its time, the coffeehouse Ginati (My Garden) and in the Casino in Bat Galim. Many Brits, stationed at that time in the Colony of Palestine, were among the listening and dancing crowd. It brought experience and fame to the orchestra from Zikhron.


Many of their friends visited Bat Galim for these reasons. My cousin Yosi Bonshtein stayed with us for two years to finish the technical school attached to the Technion (Technical University of Israel) in Bat Galim. His friends from the families of Samsonov and Vilder studied and stayed in the British boarding school, St. Luke, at the entrance of Haifa, visited us for entertainment in those days. As a result, many friendships are made that still motivate us to visit Zikhron frequently. Then Zikhron became a vacation spot at every holiday or vacation opportunity. And here enter the smells and memories of my childhood.


First come the visits of my late grandfather Mordechai Bonshtein. As a good farmer, he taught his grandson to wake up very early in the morning to milk the cows. There is the sharp smell of the dairy barn, of milking the cows standing on cow dung, of fresh milk pouring from the milking buckets into the collection container, and the taste of the milk. Together we made a morning visit to the vegetable garden attached to his home to collect ripe tomatoes, cucumbers, zucchini, and eggplants and pealing a morning mandarin from the orange grove, diffusing orange aromas all about. Then we sent the cow to the meadows with the communal shepherd who walked with them all the way along Ha-Meyasdim Road, the main road of Zikhron, then and now, from the Yemenite neighborhood down the hill and collecting all the cows from every farm house to make a large herd, and then walking them to the meadows. Then my grandfather Mordechai took me on his white and beautiful mare without a saddle. I kept myself on the horse by holding his shirt with all my strength. We passed the bakery of Persky, bought a fresh loaf of whole wheat dark bread and continued riding to the synagogue area at the very center of Zikhron, then and now. Then we rode down the hill to the winery, the Carmel wineries of today, emitting its own odors, and then to the olive press of the Weinshtein family. I remember the huge nose of Avram Weinshtein and sitting for breakfast on fresh olive oil containers. My grandfather took the fresh bread, fresh garlic, tomato, and cucumber from his pocket and everything was soaked in olive oil. You do not have a better breakfast and company than that.


From there, I jumped by myself to my other grandfather, Ephraim Rosenfeld, who was a barrel maker at the winery. Despite my young age, he let me taste the wines on the shelves. Again, I remember the damp smell of the winery with all its parts and large barrels built for storing wine. They looked so huge at that time. These same barrels today decorate the entrances to Zikhron.


On my way back from the winery, I used to stop at the store of my uncle Reuven Kaplan. Again, I breath my lungs full of the smells of the sacks that he stored in his shop (mainly dry seeds and spices). I offered my help with customer service and by that experience I started to understand the art of weighing and calculation and using the cash register of those days. From there, I wandered to the other side of the street to the pharmacy of my beloved uncle Carmeli Broner who always told me stories from his pharmaceutical studies in Beirut in Lebanon. When the patients entered, Carmeli served them above the counter where all the medicines were prepared according to recipes by weighing and mixing them at that moment. He taught me and I forgot, the names of the very precise scales that he owned. His stories, and especially his jokes, created a wide smile on my face, and again, I remember the odors of all the medicines and syrups there.


From there, I used to walk to the center of Zikhron to buy ice cream at the shop of Paster, but even before that, I smelled the aromas from the stand of the Yemenite, Zachariah, who sold roasted sunflower seeds and peanuts from his small cart located at the corner of Hameyasdim and Derech Hayain Streets at the very center of Zikhron. He had a measuring glass made of cast iron. Its contents cost a cent and a half. However, I always complained that when he poured the seeds into a paper bag made from old newspaper, I saw that he had added some zinc or concrete to the bottom of the glass so that he could to take advantage of the “differences.”


Before lunch time, I used to walk through the central garden of Zikhron to my uncle and aunt Rachel and Asher Bonshtein that I loved so much (the parents of the late Avner and Yosi, the latter stayed with us during his studies in Haifa). Sometimes I went to my grandmother Liba Rozenfeld who always made a jam from leftover of pressed grapes that she received from my grandfather, the barrel maker at the winery, or pickled cucumbers she stored in large cans with salt and garlic. I used to help her mix and prepare her homemade productions and here again are smells and tastes remaining with me all my life. After my grandfather came for lunch and always drank Hock Wine (local brand) with her, I joined them for these simple good lunches and later shared siesta time with them.


I used to wake up from these siestas and run immediately uphill on Herzel Street and cut through the house of Aaronson to Hameyasdim Street to reach the house of my grandfather Mordechai Bonshtein on time. I did this to open the gate for the cows returning from the meadows every day. I was always amazed how the cows knew when they have to leave the communal herd and enter their home. I used to escort them for drinking crystal clear water from a huge stone tavern. Until today, I have searched for the person who “inherited” it, and have not found it. From there, I ran again to my uncle and aunt Judah and Haya Bonshtein, the owner of the cinema hall Shomron and the parents of Arye, Emanuel, Rivka, Bracha, and Teti. Apart from Arye, who, by the initiative of my uncle Moshe Bonshtein, became “a big shot” in the postal service, all the others used to help operate the cinema and the adjacent cafeteria, sell tickets, and control the entry gate. My cousin Emanuel collected old cars and old horse-driven, Western-style carts used for transporting residents of Zikhron to the beach at Tantura. He used to fix and assemble the antiques to working condition. His skills gained him a lot of respect from me. I would sit on the seats of his old cars and watch him carefully. Then, I moved to my own cinema. . My uncle Judah and his son operated a film projector run on carbon (sticks). My job was to move the Hebrew translation that appeared on the side of the film onto the main screen. I said to my uncle, “Uncle, I do not understand English, so how can I do my job? He always responded, “Dror, do not worry, neither does the audience, roll it slowly, and it will be fine.” It is obvious that I enriched my education seeing movies with Errol Flynn, Charley Chaplin, Gary Cooper, Maurice Chevalier, and all the ones that came after them. Very tired, but fully satisfied from all I experiences and smells, I went to sleep after a long day.


I remember the next day was my most glorious day, when I won first place in the donkey race. Yashka, the gym teacher, was the starter. The race was at Hanasi Street and the finish line at the end of the football field in the direction of the cinema hall near the house of my uncle Asher Bonshtein. My cousin Yosi, whom I loved very much, since his stay at our home in Bat Galim, offered me his donkey and whispered to me, “He will run faster than any other because “race track” is on his way to his stable and his food. I will also starve him a little, and finally, I will put a “buster pill” in his rectum, red hot pepper immediately before the start of the race. And it was true. This donkey brought me first place among all the local “cowboys.” The football field was where the football games were played. We used to come mainly to watch the fights that always occurred when Zikhron lost the game. There was also a local hero named Bugo that could lift me from the ground with one finger because he was so strong. But that is another story and I have already wrote too much.

About the author. Dror Vered is the grandchild of Mordechai Bonshtein, the pioneer of Tantura and Zichron Ya’akov. Now in his 70s, Mr. Vered is still a shipping agent for several Japanese shipping companies, and lives in Zikhron Ya’akov. The above essay is about the lifestyle prevailing in the colony of Zikhron Ya’akov in the 1930s and 1940s through the eyes of a child.

