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Foreword 

 
By Elie Levy 
 
This autobiography is being published posthumously and is the product 
of interviews I conducted with my father beginning in 2003. The author, 
Nessim “Jules” Levy spent 88 years pursuing a journey innate to his soul; 
one driven by risk and a vital life force chasing self-realization. A 
transformed life is the ultimate end. As the reader, you will be 
immediately immersed into an unbelievable story that will invariably have 
you connect emotionally with Jules.  
 
The hero’s quest my father began revealed unimagined self-discoveries 
after his early years in an orphanage, persecution for being a Jew in Cairo, 
Egypt and escaping to refugee camps in Italy, France and Israel. His 
dream to come to America was realized in 1963.  I frame my father’s path 
to self-realization as a striving for heroic significance.  He courageously 
welcomed insurmountable challenges and the path he was assigned in life 
kept him vital and it incrementally transformed his life.  At each turn, we 
see self-creation redefining his self.  His authentic self was shaped by soul 
traits that endeared others to him as they became lifelong friends. My 
father was a polyglot, speaking French, English, Spanish, Italian, Arabic 
and Hebrew.  He was an ambassador to the world welcoming all to a 
collective unconscious.  
 
My father learned early on that the world could be imperfect and unjust. 
Despite this awareness he never retreated from what was possible. 
Reading this autobiography reminds us that the world contains ugly, 
universal truths like religious persecution and exploitation of the 
vulnerable immigrant.  Despite being victim to trauma, reading this 
account of resilience, selflessness and redemption will restore faith that 
one can sustain the will to live meaningfully.   
 
Reading this story informs humanity that the archetypal motif of the hero 
is universal and the inescapable principle that for the hero to emerge 
victorious, adversity and suffering must be overcome.  In a genuine, 
gentle and passive voice the subject of this autobiography narrates how 
a deep, abiding faith in self and reliance on others can lead to celebrating 
the quest for heroic significance.  My father and mother initiated the 
immigrants’ passage to Chicago, Illinois with a couple of bottles of 
whiskey sold for a night’s hotel room in New York, and an unyielding 
faith anchored in Judaism that assured them G-d would show them favor 
in the new land. The immigrant’s passage is formidable and the 
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challenges of language, assimilation and economic strain are inescapable.  
My dad shared the treasures of his heroic passage with his family and 
community. Discovery of his true, genuine self was sanctified by G-d and 
he gave selflessly to family, friends and the world. This autobiography is 
my father’s death defying, symbolic legacy that will not perish as long as 
we fashion our lives by his eternal, holy soul traits 0that G-d inserted into 
his treasure chest.  We collectively celebrate his heroic journey and the 
imprint he left in our lives. 
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This is mankind’s age old dilemma in the face of death; what man really fears is not 
so much extinction, but extinction with insignificance.  Man wants to know that his 
life has somehow counted, that it has left a trace, a trace that has meaning.  And in 
order for something once alive to have meaning, its effects must remain alive in eternity 
in some way.  

 
                                

--- Ernest Becker 
 
 
 
 
The best use of a life is to spend it for something that will outlast it. 
 

 
                               

--- William James 
 
 
 
 
In advanced age, my health worsening, I woke up in the middle of the night, and 
experienced a feeling of happiness so intense and perfect that in all my life had only 
felt its premonition. And there was no reason for it.  It didn’t obliterate consciousness; 
the past which I carried was there, together with my grief.  And it was suddenly 
included, was a necessary part of the whole.  As if a voice were repeating: “You can 
stop worrying now; everything happened just as it had to.  You did what was assigned 
to you, and you are not required anymore to think of what happened long ago.”  The 
peace I felt on this side was like an announcement of the other side.  I realized that 
this was an undeserved gift and I could not grasp by what grace it was bestowed on 
me. 
 

        --- Czeslaw Milosz 
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It all started in Shubra, a district of Cairo, Egypt.  The day of my birth 
was December 28, 1929.  My father’s name was Elie (Lieto) Levy and he 
was born in Izmir, Turkey and my mother, Esther Fuchs was born in 
Cairo, Egypt.  My mother’s mother was born in Italy, maybe Livorno and 
my mother’s father was a Russian Jew. All of my father’s brothers and 
sisters were from Izmir, Turkey.  I don’t know if my mother had any 
brothers or sisters.  She met my father in Cairo and I don’t know how 
they met, but they had six children.  My father was a tailor and barely 
making a living.  We were six children and we had a hard time making a 
living.   
  
 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
One day I was very sick, with a double pneumonia and anemia.  It may 
have been due to poor nourishment.  We ate lots of food like starches 
and bread, not being able to afford nutritious food.  My mother took me 
to a doctor and he told her we can’t do anything.  I was three years old, 
and the doctor said to just make him comfortable, feed him hot soup and 
he may live two or three weeks.  So, my mother went to Church at St. 
Theresa and prayed for a miracle, and they lit candles and oils and they 
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prayed to heal people.  I remember my mother taking me there and 
coming home.  The next day I was playing in the street.  I felt so much 
better the next day and felt I was healed.  I was around three years old at 
the time. 
 

One day my mother took me to visit one of 
her friends in Shubra. In those days, we 
cooked with a kerosene/propane burner and I 
was playing with her daughter who was my age 
in the kitchen.  We played and by accident, the 
burner fell on us.  Our clothes caught on fire 
and they immediately took us into the shower.  
My chin and ear was burned.  We also went to 
the hospital and were treated—it hurt.   I 
stayed home the next few days, with bandages.  
We used to ride cable cars to the hospital.  At 
home, all of us were there except Rosa who 
wasn’t born yet. 

 
At the age of four my mother decided to send us to a school, a residential 
school because they couldn’t afford to feed and clothe six children.  
There was a French orphanage in a district of Cairo called Abbassieh, it 
was a French boy’s orphanage and you had to be Catholic to be admitted.  
At the time, they never asked for proof so they just accepted my mother’s 
word that we were Catholic.  My older brother Maurice and I went to the 
school and my mother told them we were French, and that they couldn’t 
afford to raise all the kids, with hard times and they accepted both of us.  
Our parents changed our names. I was Jules Narbonne and my brother 
was Maurice Narbonne.  I was one of six children.  The oldest was Felix, 
followed by Sammy, then Jeannette, Maurice, myself and Rosa. 
At the French, Catholic school, if you didn’t have good grades during the 
week, they wouldn’t let your parents visit.  But, I always got good grades 
so my parents came to visit me.  Maurice and I were there.  I had a Greek 
friend at the school and his mother would bring him good food like 
chicken and he shared some of the food with me.  Every year they 
celebrated the day of the dead and we went to the cemetery to sing.  The 
Priest chose me to go with him.  The Priest liked me and we said prayers 
at the grave, and I sang the Requiem in Latin, a Mass or prayer for the 
dead, so they would rest in peace.   During Christmas, the French 
consulate used to have a big party for the French kids in the orphanage.  
The French kids and I went to the French consulate for the party which 
was in Cairo and we had lots of food, got toys and it was a nice party.  
My parents didn’t come.   
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We used to go home for two days during Christmas, and the rest of the 
time we stayed in the orphanage. In the summertime, they used to take 
us to Alexandria for a few months where they had a villa and we slept 
there.  Every morning we went to the beach, all the boys in the school.  
We had lunch which included sandwiches and cheese at the beach.  When 
we returned to the villa round 1:00 we took a nap then got up and studied 
history, math, composition.  For two and a half months we stayed in the 
villa.  Alexandria was four hours by train to Cairo. 
 
Before the orphanage was a school it used to be a cemetery, and 
sometimes when I went to bed at night I would hear a noise and it would 
scare me. I was told that to get rid of the noise, I had to cross myself and 
it would stop.  So—I did and I didn’t hear the voices very often after 
that.  It was less frequent.  I thought it was ghosts from when the place 
was a cemetery. All night I couldn't sleep, and there was a woman in 
charge of the night shift, a mean woman that no one talked to.   So, we 
had a big hall in the dorm where we slept and with rows of beds.  At the 
end of the hall was a bucket that we urinated in at night.  We teased the 
old woman because no one liked her.  We used to tell her there was a kid 
at the bucket for an hour.   
 
For entertainment on Sundays, a man used to come with a projector and 
he showed us movies, silent films of Charlie Chaplin.  Sometimes he 
didn’t show up and we were disappointed.  Every Sunday our parents 

came to visit us for one 
hour.  When they came we 
sat together and talked, 
they brought me a banana 
and orange.  They didn’t 
want to come empty 
handed, it was the thought 
that counted.  In the school 
we woke up 5:00 am in the 
morning, washed up and 
we attended service in the 
morning.  Maurice and I 
did communion, we sang 
in Latin in the choir, and 
learned Catholicism.  I 
used to help the Priest by 
being an altar boy.  After 
church we had breakfast in 
the dining hall, then into 
the classroom until 12:00 
noon and after lunch we 
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returned to classes until 4:00, then we played in the yard.  We played 
soccer and basketball and around 6:00 we went to bed. 
 
At the end of every year we took a test, a comprehensive test on all of 
the subjects.  At the age of 11 I had to do a final test for my elementary 
school certificate and I passed with one of the highest scores in the 
school.   I was first in French and English, and second in Arabic.  But 
when they made my certificate it was in the name of Jules Narbonne and 
I had to leave the school at age 11.  My brother, Maurice left one year 
ahead of me because he was older.  Before I left they asked me if I wanted 
to become a Jesuit Priest and my parents said no.   
 
At the time I never even knew I was Jewish and I thought my real name 
was Narbonne.  At age 11, my parents told me that my real name was 
Nessim Levy and that we were Jews.  They told me they enrolled me in 
the Catholic orphanage because they couldn’t afford to have me at home, 
and they had to change my name to be accepted in the school.  It was a 
big shock to me and they had a hard time convincing me I was Jewish.  I 
was mixed up, but when I started to work most of the workers were Jews 
my age in the office and I felt more comfortable with my Jewish identity.  
I didn’t know anything about the Jewish faith.  I saw my birth certificate 
and my real name was Nessim Levy.  It also indicated my religion was 
Jewish. So, I accepted it, and went back to my original name.  My parents 
took me from there and I enrolled in a French high school called The 
Brothers College; College-des-Freres In French.  
 
	
 
 
Historical	Note:	The	Brothers	College:	College-des-Freres	
	

Collège-des-Frères (lit. 'The Brothers' College', Egyptian Arabic: فلا ةسردمGHر, Jبا 
قوللا , IPA: [mædˈɾæst el feˈɾeːɾ ˈbæːb elˈluːʔ]), also known as Frères Bab el-Louk, is 

a French school in Bab al-Louq, a neighborhood in downtown Cairo. It is one of 
six Lasallian schools in Egypt of which four are located in Cairo and two in Alexandria. 
 

On June 3, 1888, two brothers, Les Frères (French for "the brothers"), began their 
mission at St. Joseph school near St. Joseph church at Banque Misr St. in Downtown 
Cairo. The first class had two students. 
 

• 1900 - on the canonization of St. Jean-Baptiste de la Salle, the school 
changed its name to the name of the founder of the Brothers, and it 
became Jean-Baptiste de la Salle school. 

• 1906 - Les Frères bought the property of Moustafa Fahmy Pasha which is 
the current site of the school, in Bab al-Louq, one of the oldest districts of 
Cairo. 

• 1908 - the construction of a new building started. 
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• 1914 - the first mass was conducted on March 25. 
• 1917 - the number of students reached 300. 
• 1918 - school included 10 classes, with two others for the free school St 

Antoine in the place of the current division of the Nursery school. 
• 1922 - the number of students reached 500. 
• 1992 - a new building was constructed along Falaky street to receive 

students of the secondary cycle that made it possible for the students to 
continue their secondar studies within their own 
establishment. Computer labs, and Science labs, as well as video rooms 
were built. 

 

Patron saint :  Saint Jean-Baptiste de la Salle 
 

St. Jean-Baptiste de la Salle was born in Rheims, France on April 30, 1651. He was 29 
years old when he realized that the educational system of his day was inadequate to 
meet the needs of the poor children of seventeenth century France. To provide a 
Christian and human education, De La Salle founded a religious community of men, 
the Brothers of the Christian Schools (Fratres Scholarum Christianarum), dedicated 
to the instruction of youth, especially the poor. De La Salle died on Good Friday, April 
7, 1719. He was canonized a saint of the Catholic Church in 1900 and declared 
"Universal Patron of All Teachers" by Pope Pius XII in 1950. The feast of St. Jean-
Baptiste de La Salle is celebrated on the 15th of May by the 
worldwide Lasallian movement.	
	
	
My father at the time had a small tailor shop and he wanted me to help 
him in the store. I was 12 years old and I didn’t want to become a tailor.  
My mother said I couldn’t say no to my father, he’d be very upset.   My 
father was very strict.  World War II was 
starting at the time and he used to work with 
the British Army.  In the store he would sew 
the soldier’s uniforms.  The soldiers were 
from Great Britain, New Zealand, Australia 
and America.  There was a military camp in 
Cairo for all the soldiers from around the 
world.  The German army was approaching 
Egypt in El Alamein with General Rommel 
from Germany so all the coalition forces 
were stationed in Cairo to fight this general 
and push him out of Egypt.  I went to work 
in my dad’s store because I was scared, I sewed buttons on uniforms and 
small alterations and I hated it.  One day I told my mother I didn’t want 
to go to the store and she told me she wasn’t sure what my dad would 
do.  I eventually refused to go to the store.  
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During WW II we had all the armies Jewish, Polish Australian, 
Americans, New Zealand.  The Germans reached El Alamein which is 
on the Egyptian border with General Rommel and British General 
Montgomery.  I was 11 years old at the time and they were expecting the 
Germans to cross the border overnight and all the MP’s gathered all the 
soldiers to stop the Germans. By this time I was out of the school.  I did 
seven years at the Catholic school—from age 4 to 11.  We stopped the 
Germans from entering Egypt.  We knew if they came in they would kill 
all the Jews.  Thousands of soldiers died—bodies were everywhere. 
	
	
Historical	Note:	Battles	of	El-Alamein	
	
Battles of El-Alamein, (1–27 July 1942, 23 October—11 November 1942), World War 
II events. After the First Battle of El-Alamein, Egypt (150 miles west of Cairo), ended 
in a stalemate, the second one was decisive. It marked the beginning of the end for 
the Axis in North Africa. The charismatic Field Marshal Erwin Rommel was 
comprehensively defeated by the British Eighth Army, and Allied material superiority 
meant that he had little chance of rallying his broken forces. 
 

After the British had inflicted severe defeats on the Italian forces in North Africa, the 
German general Erwin Rommel was chosen commander of Axis forces in Libya 
(February 1941). In January 1942 his forces started a new drive eastward along the 
North African coast to seize the Suez Canal. After losing Benghazi in January, the 
British held the Germans in check until May. Then the German and Italian forces 
were able to destroy most of the British tank force, take Tobruk, and move eastward 
into Egypt, reaching the British defenses at El-Alamein on June 30, 1942. Rommel 
attacked this line on July 1, but the next day the British commander, Gen. Claude 
Auchinleck, counterattacked, and a battle of attrition developed. By mid-July 
Rommel was still at El-Alamein, blocked, and had even been thrown on the defensive, 
thus ending the first battle. The British had stopped his drive to overrun Egypt and 
seize the canal. Allied losses for this first battle amounted to some 13,250 killed or 
wounded of 150,000 troops; for the Axis, some 10,000 killed or wounded of 96,000 
troops. 
	
 

I used to wear my dad’s long, baggy pants.  Also, in Cairo, there was a 
large French, department store named Orosdi-Back.   One day I went to 
the office, the last floor and applied for a job.  I was around 12-13 years 
old.  The manager of the office looked at me, with the baggy pants and 
said “Young man what do you want?”  I said I’m looking for a job, and 
he said “What?”  I told him that I looked young, but I was older than I 
looked.  He didn’t know what to do with me.  He told me “Listen, I’m 
going to give you a chance.  I’m going to give you an exam and you have 
to finish it in 15 minutes.”  So he thought I wouldn’t make it and he 
wouldn’t have to tell me to get out of there.  I took the exam on a few 
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subjects, math and composition.  It was a big office with a lot of workers.  
He gave it to me and instead of 15 minutes I finished it in 10 minutes.  I 
lifted my hand to tell him I’m done.  He said “Are you sure you’re 
finished, you did it all?”  He said “Did anybody help you?”  I said no I 
don’t know anybody here.  He took the sheet of paper, graded it and said 
it was excellent.  I got everything correct. 
 
He couldn’t believe it and he took the test and went to the manager, his 
name was Beresi, the highest manager in the office and he showed it to 
him and I could see through a window, they were talking.  The manager 
was looking at me through the window.  The office manager said when 
he returned, because you did so good on the test and because of your 
age, I’m going to give you a chance.  Come back tomorrow morning at 
8:00 to begin working. I was happy I was going to make some money.  I 
was broke all the time.  My dad was mad, my mom knew I was going to 
apply for a job.   
 
I came to the job the next morning, and they gave me an easy job to file 
things.  It was boring and I didn’t like it.  I don’t remember what it paid.  
Maybe two pounds a month.  After a few months I met a fellow in the 
office, an older man.  He was an Italian, named Budini and he was in 
charge of the import and export department.  I told him I was Italian and 
we started talking and he liked me.  He said Levy I’m not going to let you 
continue filing, I’ll transfer you to my department and I’ll make you a big 
shot here.  I spoke Italian with him, I told him my mom was Italian.  He 
was very influential in the company. He transferred me to this 
department and he started to teach me everything about import and 
export.  So, little by little I learned everything, and he ordered me a special 
desk with a typewriter, and I got one raise after another.  I did very good 
there.   
 
However, little by little, the political situation changed.  They said 75% 
of the workers had to be Egyptians.  The government allowed only 25% 
to be foreigners.  I wasn’t a foreigner, but I was considered a foreigner 
because I was Jewish.  They knew my name was Levy.  The government 
put a guy in charge to make sure everybody was following the rules.  His 
name was Mustafa Abd Salam.  This guy was one of the Muslim 
Brotherhood, a fanatic.  So I went to him and said, listen Mustafa how 
come I am on the foreigner’s list?  I was born here, and never left the 
country.  I thought he’d be nice, but instead he said “Levy you better 
shut up and get the hell out of here.” So I just left him and ran.  You 
cannot say anything, talk too much you’d get into trouble.   
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Historical	Note:	Orosdi-Back	(Omar	Effendi)	
	
A journalist writes in 2010: Omar Effendi, probably Egypt's most famous Omar 
after Omar Sharif, deserves its iconic status more than Harrods does. Like a 
contemporary Sphinx, it has borne witness to and been shaped by the major social 
and political currents in modern Egypt. As my brother put it: "No one can tell Egypt's 
story over the past 150 years better than Omar Effendi." 
 
Originally named Orosdi-Back (after its Austro-Hungarian Jewish creators, Leon 
Orosdi and Hermann Back), the first Egyptian branch opened in 1856, when Egypt 
was under British and French control. It was located in Cairo's spanking new 
European quarter, which the Khedive Ismail would later try to transform into a "Paris 
on the Nile", nearly bankrupting the treasury in the process. 
 
The once-chic department store, which still stands in downtown Cairo like a fallen 
diva, started off as Cairo's answer to Harrods, and was frequented by the city's large 
European population and the moneyed Egyptian elite, including the semi-feudal 
land-owning pasha class. It fed the modernizing city's voracious appetite for all things 
European and western. When it was taken over in 1920, the new owners changed its 
name to Omar Effendi (who I've finally discovered was apparently a member of the 
Ottoman sultan's family). 
Omar Effendi continued to expand its operation as an exclusive chain of department 
stores for the next few decades. Following the Egyptian revolution of 1952, the 
company was nationalized in 1957. In keeping with President Gamal Abdel Nasser's 
egalitarian ethos, Omar Effendi was "rebranded" as the department store for the 
masses. 
In the 1950s and early 1960s, Egypt's new burgeoning middle classes flocked there. 
Under the socialist theories popular at the time in newly independent countries, 
Egypt sought to industrialize rapidly through a central command economy and 
achieve self-sufficiency by producing everything from "the needle to the rocket". 
This led to a thriving black market in western products and any family or friends 
travelling abroad were expected to return laden with exotic gifts. 
 
However, this experiment became bogged down by inefficiency, corruption and an 
increasingly bloated and dysfunctional bureaucracy. At Omar Effendi, this was 
reflected in the poor quality and narrow range of domestically produced products 
on show, the neglect of the chain's infrastructure, and the muwazaf mentality of its 
staff. Since Egypt's neoliberal economic experiment took off in earnest in the 1990s, 
Omar Effendi has increasingly grown to resemble a dinosaur, where the new 
moneyed classes wouldn't be seen dead shopping. Instead, they flock to the new 
luxury malls which have multiplied like rabbits – even since I moved away from Egypt 
less than a decade ago. It will be interesting to see whether the new management 
will be able to reverse the chain's fortunes. 
 
My parents' generation had no option but to shop at Omar Effendi and the other 
nationalized department stores. My own generation witnessed the early advent of 
globalization in Egypt. The current generation can buy pretty much everything you 
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can find in the west. However, in the process, Egypt has exchanged one dystopia for 
another. It has gone from being a society that aspired to produce everything (albeit 
badly) to become one that produces just about nothing, with the painful socio-
economic and employment consequences of privatization and liberalization. 
	
	
At about age 16, I used to go in groups with Jewish and non-Jewish 
boys and girls to Mena House, a hotel in Cairo close to the pyramids 
where there was a swimming pool and we stayed and played the whole 
day.   Sometimes we rode bicycles into the suburbs, kids from many 
different cultures.  One day we went on an excursion to Aswan, where 
there’s a dam with big parks.  We had a picnic and one time an Egyptian 
policeman came and saw us taking pictures.  He accused us of being spies 
because we were taking pictures.  He said we were Jewish spies and 
wanted to take us to the police station. We pleaded with him to not arrest 
us.  We decided to bribe him, and we collected some money to give him.  
He looked at the amount of money, took it, and said this time he’d let us 
go but not next time. We got sunburned and went to the drive-in movies 
without a car.  With the ticket they gave you ice cream and a snack.  It 
was an open-air theatre and we sat on chairs to watch movies.  
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Around this time, everything began to change, and they started to lay 
off people at Orosdi-Back.  I quit because there was no future for me 
there.  In the meantime I wanted to go to Israel and I was 18 years old.  
I was a Zionist, and belonged to Aliyat Noar a youth organization. I really 
wanted to go to Israel.  So I told my mom and dad that I wanted to go 
to Israel, and they approved.    

	
	
Historical	Note:	Aliyat	Ha’Noar	
	
Today in 1933, the "Aliyat Ha'noar" (Youth Immigration) Organization was 
established in Germany for the purpose of helping Jewish children immigrate to the 
Land of Israel and training them for work in agriculture. The organization was 
founded in face of the growing anti-Semitism in Germany, following the dismissal of 
Jewish youth for the very reason that they were Jewish. Mrs. Recha Freier, who 
founded the Organization, helped these youth in finding work. When she received 
no helpful responses from other organizations, she decided to operate on her own 
and helped the first group of youth to immigrate to the Land of Israel in 1932. 
 
When Hitler rose to power, the Jewish Agency started helping Jews to immigrate to 
Israel. In August 1933, an initiative was taken to set up a special department within 
the Jewish Agency that would take care of the immigration of Jews from Germany to 
the Land of Israel. Chaim Weizmann was appointed head of the operations and 
Arthur Rupin, director of the department in the Jewish Agency. Very often, parents 
did not have the necessary resources for taking care of their children and many 
children were also orphaned during the war. "Aliyat Ha'noar" was to provide a home 
for the youth who had immigrated. 
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In Cairo, they had an officer they used to call Sheikh El Hara who was 
in charge of the district I used to live in.  One day he came to my dad 
and told him because you are a good friend of mine I’m going to tell you 
something but don’t say it to anybody.  Your youngest son Nessim is on 
the blacklist.  At that time they started to have camps for the Jews and 
they used to stab Jews in the street and throw rocks at them.    
 
One time, I went to the movies with my girlfriend and on the way out of 
the movie, I walked down the stairs from the movies, from the third 
floor where there was a bunch of young, Muslim boys.  One of the boys 
kicked me and threw me over the rail.  I was lucky that halfway down I 
grabbed the rail and didn’t continue falling down the stairs to the main 
street.  I didn’t say anything to them because I didn’t want to be hurt 
anymore.  But they weren’t done with me, they ran after me and one of 
them held my two arms behind my back and the rest of them were hitting 
me. The girl was an Italian named Magdalena.  She started to cry, so I 
told her, why don’t you go home before they beat you up.   So, she left 
and they continued to beat me up in the middle of the street.  I was lucky, 
at the office I was working, there was a rich Egyptian man from a high 
class, the Pasha working with me.  He was passing by and he saw me, 
asked what’s going on.  Usually when they catch a thief they beat him up.  
He saw me and yelled my name Levy. I couldn’t talk, he always carried a 
gun in his pocket.  He took out the gun and said he was going to kill 
them if he knew who they were.   
 
So, I was badly beaten, bruises on my body and I couldn’t get up.  He 
called a taxi cab and took me to the doctor and the doctor said there’s 
nothing I can do for him, take him home and let him rest.  All my body 
ached.  There was nothing my parents could do.  They knew I got beat 
up.   
 
On one occasion, in the middle of the night when I was living at home, 
the police came and knocked on the door with a rifle, saying “Open up 
right away, it’s the police.”  We opened the door and we let them in.  One 
officer and three policemen said “Where is the radio communication you 
have here, with the Jews in Palestine?”  We said we don’t have any radios 
here, what are you talking about.  They went into our bedrooms and 
broke the dressers looking for wires.  They said someone reported that 
we had radio equipment.  They didn’t find anything and eventually left.  
Sadly enough, they made a mess by destroying the bedroom furniture.  
All of the kids were living at home, except Sammy, Felix and Jeanette. 
 
Another time, on the way out of a drive-in movie, a bunch of 
Fundamentalist Muslims attacked me.  We fought in the streets and the 
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police came and called me, a Jew and troublemaker. The police officer 
took off his belt and began hitting me, calling me a dirty Jew and a 
troublemaker.   
 
He took me to the police station, it was at night and they told me to wait 
in the corner, on the floor and they would tell me when to go home.  So, 
I stayed there all night long until the morning and every time a policeman 
came into the station he slapped or kicked me with his foot, and cussed 
at me.  Finally, they let me go but said next time they wouldn’t let me 
leave alive. 
 
The next day my father panicked and said to the officer what can I do?  
So the officer said he’d come back the next day and tell us what to do.  
He came back the next day and said he found somebody in the passport 
department that would make phony papers so I could get out. They 
called it Laissez Passer, it’s a document letting someone pass, let go in 
French.  It was going to cost 25 Egyptian pounds.  At that time, workers 
used to make three pounds a month.  My dad said from where were we 
going to get the money?  The officer said that’s it.  My dad went to all of 
his friends to borrow money and when he got the amount we called the 
officer and told him we had the money.  The officer called and talked to 
me, saying to meet him at a sidewalk café in the center of Cairo, it was 
called Radwan at 3:00 in the afternoon and to bring the money in the 
envelope.  He said he’d bring the documents in an envelope.  
 
I met the officer and he said the papers were not guaranteed because they 
were fake, but that it would give me a chance to escape.   I had to go to 
Alexandria, the port to board a ship to Europe.  I took one shirt and one 
pair of shorts, and I got on a train to Alexandria.  In Alexandria, I 
presented my papers to the officers, they inspected the documents and 
they said I was going to Naples, Italy.  He said he knew where all the 
Jews ended up, in Palestine not Naples.  He seemed somewhat suspicious.  
 
Anyway, after about 20 minutes, the officer said “Okay you Jew” he 
started to cuss “Take your small package, shirt and pair of shorts, and go 
to hell before I change my mind.” So I said, this is not the time for him 
to change his mind.  I boarded the ship, an Italian ship called Hesperia.  
I got on board and I had a ticket to sleep on the deck, and I was still 
shaking from the experience with the officer.  I knew they could still 
catch me even if I was on the ship. I said to myself, please G-d let the 
ship sail.  As the ship moved, I was happy, still alive and that was the 
main thing.  Now I’m going to Naples and I didn’t know anybody there 
and without a penny in my pocket.  I didn’t care as long as I was alive, 
I’ll manage to stay alive.   
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The ship arrived in Naples, I got off and decided to just sit there on the 
deck and relax.  I closed my eyes to relax, and after a half hour I opened 
my eyes and looked all over and didn’t know where to go.  So, I saw 
somebody holding a sign from far away and I couldn’t read the sign, it 
was too far and I decided to get closer and the sign read Jewish Agency 
for Refugees.  So, I said that’s the guy I need, G-d sent me to the right 
person.  I talked to him, told him this is so and so, and he said it’s their 
job to meet refugees from all over the world, to help the refugees.  From 
Naples they took me to a refugee camp in the suburb of Rome and the 
name of the suburb was Conegliano Del Lazio.  They kept me there for 
two to three weeks.  They used to give me pocket money to eat a 
sandwich or something. I was then transferred to Marseilles, France in 
another camp called Le Grand De Arenas, a camp for Jews. 
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Historical	Note:	Le	Grand	De	Arenas,	Marseilles,	France	
(Camp	for	Jews)	
 
A former refugee reflects: The Camp of the Jews, the Grand Arénas Transit Camp, 
Marseilles. The project began when I visited Marseilles in 1998 at the occasion of a 
group exhibition. The visit reactivated painful memories. I had been in the city in the 
fifties. My family had been forced to leave Egypt with a travel document (laissez-
passer) valid for exit only. On the way to Israel we stayed in Marseilles at the transit 
camp Le Grand Arénas. Today, only fragments of a stone gate and a white wall 
bearing a drawn arrow and the words “To the hospital.” The site is now a bare, rocky 
ground, a no-man’s land in an immigrant quarter housing the offspring of the camp’s 
original inhabitants. 
 
Le Grand Arénas was built in the immediate aftermath of the Second World War, 
when the municipal authorities of Marseilles faced the urgent task of 
accommodating political prisoners, demobilized soldiers from the Soviet Union, 
migrant workers from the colonies (Algeria and Indochina), Holocaust survivors and 
refugees. They allocated a lot in the city’s south for that purpose. It was far from the 
center, near the central prison Les Baumettes, in the empty area around the village 
of La Cayolle. The task was entrusted to French architect Fernand Pouillon who found 
efficient solutions using the meager resources at his disposal—clay and a very small 
amount of concrete—so that it was precisely the shortages that made him dare, 
improvise and invent. With building materials and skilled workers in short supply, 
Pouillon managed to complete the assignment by using a method developed during 
the Occupation by architect Jacques Couëlle, the “fusée-céramique” (ceramic rocket). 
These were ceramic bottles whose bottom parts were truncated, “bottled” to one 
another, link by link, to create an arch (parabola). The fusée-céramique had been 
manufactured during the war in a shingle factory that signed a contract to supply 
three million bottles to the TODT company in Germany, where they were used to 
renovate ruined bridges and subterranean bomb shelters. At the end of the war the 
bottles were confiscated and kept in American army warehouses. Pouillon used the 
fusée-céramique to build the structure of the semi-barrel barracks where refugees 
lived. 
 
Post-war Marseilles became a center of activity for Jewish institutions in France. Jews 
from Displaced Persons camps and from North Africa, immigrants in transit (initially 
illegally, and later, upon the establishment of the State of Israel, organised by official 
institutions) were gathered in Le Grand Arénas, which became known as “the Camp 
of the Jews.” In the fifties, as a result of the shortage of housing for poor families, 
some buildings of the camps were occupied by squatters (families on a waiting list 
for social housing, families evicted from housing considered dangerous by the city 
authorities). In 1953, the Ministry of Reconstruction and Housing ordered the 
building of a relocation town next to the camp, the Nouvel Arénas (New Arénas). 
This consisted of prefabricated, rectangular, single storey buildings divided into four 
flats. Within one year, the living conditions and degradation of the Nouvel Arénas 
were denounced. In 1966, the Jewish Agency announced that its mission in 
Marseilles was complete. At the same time, the Marseilles municipality issued a 
decree stating that the prefab structures could not be used any longer for the 
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housing of migrants and soon afterwards ordered the destruction of these 
temporary structures. The Grand Arénas disappeared and left a deserted place in 
ruin.  
	

	
 

 
After a few weeks they put me on a ship with hundreds of other 
Jewish refugees to Israel.  We arrived in a refugee/absorption camp in 
Haifa called Sha’ar Ha’aliya.  I was 19 years old at the time.  I had in 
Israel, my uncle from Turkey, on my father’s side.  My father’s side 
were all from Turkey, and I never met any of them.  I went to visit 
them for a few days, in their own refugee camp.  
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Historical	Note:	Sha’ar	Ha-‘Aliyah	
	

 
Author Rhona Seidelman: Was it the immigrant standing in line who started the fight? 
Or was it the clerk, on the receiving end of the line, who first attacked the immigrant? 
That depends on whom you believe. The accounts we have contradict one another 
and leave holes in what we know (most significantly, no one got the immigrant's 
story. They didn't even get his name.). And so we can't rely on the written documents 
as a way to pin down a culprit. Instead, we can turn to them to try and imagine the 
environment that led to this eruption of violence. What was it like for people to 
experience these punishing lines, in this first place of arrival to the newly established 
Jewish state? 
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In March 1950, the Jewish Agency had opened Sha'ar Ha-'aliyah ("The Gate of 
Aliyah"), an Ellis Island-like camp near Haifa. 
 
The camp itself was built to hold five thousand immigrants, who were meant to stay 
there for only around four to five days to undergo a medical exam and then be 
assigned their permanent places of residence in Israel before being bussed to their 
new homes throughout the country. But what actually happened was that it became 
impossible to evacuate the immigrants already residing there before new ships and 
planes arrived. Although some people did manage to complete their processing and 
leave in a number of days, many others ended up staying in Sha'ar Ha-'aliyah for 
weeks or months. The camp was filled beyond capacity with thousands more people 
than it was intended to hold, the premises were filthy, conditions were tense and 
often spiraled out of control. 
 
The grueling line became a symbol of Sha'ar Ha-'aliyah and the challenges and 
disappointments of immigration. One photograph of the camp shows at least fifty-
eight people in line and another has over one hundred—and these are only the 
people visible to the camera. Immigrants who had just arrived to Israel after drawn-
out, often extremely difficult journeys (in the broadest sense), had to wait in these 
impossibly long, unruly lines before their every meal, before their medical 
examination, and then before their encounter with the final processing committee. 
The lines were the result of overcrowding, misunderstandings, and eagerness to 
leave Sha'ar Ha-'aliyah as soon as possible.  
 
Because of language barriers, people did not always understand where they were 
supposed to be and when. Sometimes people would arrive at their appointments 
early—they were eager to finish the processing as quickly as possible—and they 
would end up waiting for hours. It was then, after waiting so long, that the new 
immigrant—often exhausted and frustrated— interacted with the Sha'ar Ha-'aliyah 
staff: men and women like Shim'on Reis. 
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Yet, it's just as easy to imagine that a person working in the camp could have snapped, 
since receiving the lines wasn't necessarily much easier than standing in them. Many 
of the people who worked in Sha'ar Ha-'aliyah were themselves immigrants, with 
varying degrees of newness. Their jobs gave them the security of a paying job with 
vacation time and opportunities for promotion in a difficult economy, but it was hard 
to deal with the crowds, the dirt, and the unattainable expectations (of the 
immigrants as well as the often idealistic clerks) day after day. In many cases there 
wasn't a common language between the immigrants and the camp personnel, and 
often there seemed to be no way to bridge the huge cultural gaps that separated 
people. Shim'on Reis claims to have "tried to explain to the young man" that he had 
to stand in line. Perhaps he did. But he gives us no reason to believe that they actually 
understood one another. 
Sha'ar Ha-'aliyah was the first stop on Israeli soil for nearly 400,000 Jewish 
"diasporic" immigrants; a place where they began to be transformed into the Israeli 
people and the Israeli people began to be (profoundly) transformed by them. The 
Jewish Agency conceived of it as an isolated space where the masses could be met, 
contained, and controlled with order. But, in so many ways, the immigrants who 
went through Sha'ar Ha-'aliyah defied this balance of power. The people who 
emerged from this flawed process were emboldened, often disappointed, vocally 
and physically defiant, and carried with them a strong sense of entitlement to the 
goings-on in their state. In the controlled chaos of the Sha'ar Ha-'aliyah lines we can 
see the people, and the newly complicated encounters between people, that were 
bringing Israel to life. 
 
 
I was told about Sohknut Hayehudit, a Jewish Agency starting an 
agricultural settlement with a group of Egyptian refugees, girls and boys.  
So they sent us to a Moshav, like a kibbutz near Tel Mond, east of 
Netanya to learn agriculture.  After this, we needed to start one of our 
own settlements.  I went there and started to work in the orange groves 
and the vegetable gardens and many other duties to learn how to plant 
and harvest.  After a while I didn’t like it.  It was very hard work and 
without good pay.  
 
 
Historical Note: Ha Sochnut HaYehudit 
 

The Jewish Agency for Israel (Hebrew: לארשי ץראל תידוהיה תונכוסה , HaSochnut 
HaYehudit L'Eretz Yisra'el) is the largest Jewish nonprofit organization in the world. 
It was established in 1929 as the operative branch of the World Zionist 
Organization (WZO). Its mission is to "ensure that every Jewish person feels an 
unbreakable bond to one another and to Israel no matter where they live in the 
world, so that they can continue to play their critical role in our ongoing Jewish story.”  

It is best known as the primary organization fostering the immigration ("Aliyah") and 
absorption of Jews and their families from the Jewish diaspora into Israel.  Since 
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1948 the Jewish Agency for Israel has brought 3 million immigrants to Israel, and 
offers them transitional housing in "absorption centers" throughout the country.[8] 

The Jewish Agency played a central role in the founding and the development of the 
State of Israel. David Ben-Gurion served as the Chairman of its Executive Committee 
from 1935, and in this capacity on May 14, 1948 he proclaimed independence for 
the State of Israel. He became Israel's first Prime Minister. In the years before and 
after the founding of the state, the Jewish Agency oversaw the establishment of 
about 1,000 towns and villages in Mandate Palestine. It serves as the main link 
between Israel and Jewish communities around the world.  

History 
	
Established as the Palestine Office (of the Zionist Organization) in 1908, the 
organization became the Zionist Commission, later Palestine Zionist Executive, 
which was designated in 1929 as the "Jewish agency" provided for in the League of 
Nations' Palestine Mandate and was thus again renamed as The Jewish Agency for 
Palestine. After the establishment of the State it received its current name, The 
Jewish Agency for Israel. 
 
1908–1928: Beginnings as an arm of the World Zionist Organization 
	
The Jewish Agency began as the Palestine Office (Hebrew: ץראה דרשמה-

ילארשי , HaMisrad HaEretz Yisraeli, lit. "Office for the Land of Israel"), founded in Jaffa 
in 1908, as the operational branch of the Zionist Organization (ZO) in Ottoman-
controlled Palestine under the leadership of Arthur Ruppin.  The main tasks of the 
Palestine Office were to represent the Jews of Palestine in dealings with the Turkish 
sultan and other foreign dignitaries, to aid Jewish immigration, and to buy land for 
Jews to settle. 
 

Jewish immigrants of the Second Aliyah, 1912 
 

The Palestine Office was established under the inspiration of Theodore Herzl's vision 
for a solution to "the Jewish question": the issue of anti-Semitism and the place of 
Jews in the world. In his pamphlet "The Jewish State," Herzl envisioned the Jewish 
people settled as an independent nation on its own land, taking its place among the 
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other nation-states of the world. The Palestine Office, which eventually became the 
Jewish Agency, was based upon Herzl's organizational ideas for how to bring a Jewish 
state into being.  
 
The influx of Jews to Palestine on the Second Aliyah (1904-1914) made the purchase 
of land particularly urgent. With the aid of the Jewish National Fund (JNF), the 
Palestine Office bought land for newcomers in two locations: Chavat Kinneret (near 
the Sea of Galilee), and Kibbutz Ruhama (near Sderot of today). Kibbutz Ruhama was 
specifically designated for Russian Jews from the Second Aliyah. Over the following 
decades, the Palestine Office established hundreds more moshavim and kibbutzim 
throughout Palestine. The Palestine Office continued to purchase land together 
with JNF (In Hebrew: Keren Kayemet L'Yisrael, KKL). 
 
With the outbreak of World War I, the anticipated disintegration of the Ottoman 
Empire raised hopes among Zionists for increased Jewish immigration and eventual 
sovereignty in Palestine. In 1918, Great Britain conquered the region and it fell under 
British military rule.  
 
Following the promulgation of the pro-Zionist Balfour Declaration of 1917, Dr. Chaim 
Weizmann, president of the British Zionist Federation formed the Zionist 
Commission in March 1918 to go to Palestine and make recommendations to the 
British government. The Commission reached Palestine on 14 April 1918 and 
proceeded to study conditions and to report to the British government, and was 
active in promoting Zionist objectives in Palestine. Weizmann was instrumental in 
restructuring the ZO's Palestine office into departments for agriculture, settlement, 
education, land, finance, immigration, and statistics. The Palestine Office was 
merged into the Zionist Commission, headed by Chaim Weizmann.  
On 25 April 1920, the Principal Allied Powers agreed at the San Remo conference to 
allocate the Ottoman territories to the victorious powers and assigned Palestine, 
Transjordan and Iraq as Mandates to Britain, with the Balfour Declaration being 
incorporated into the Palestine Mandate. The League of Nations formally approved 
these mandates in 1922.  Article 4 of the Mandate provided for "the recognition of 
an appropriate Jewish agency as a public body for the purpose of advising and co-
operating with the Administration of Palestine in such economic, social and other 
matters as may affect the establishment of the Jewish National Home and the 
interests of the Jewish population of Palestine. The ZO leaders had contributed to 
the drafting of the Mandate.  In November 1921, the Zionist Commission became 
the Palestine Zionist Executive and was designated as the Jewish agency for 
Palestine for the purpose of Article 4 of the Palestine Mandate.  
The Palestine Zionist Executive was charged with facilitating Jewish immigration to 
Palestine, land purchase, and planning the general policies of the Zionist leadership. 
It ran schools and hospitals, and formed a defense force, the Haganah. Chaim 
Weizmann was the leader of both the World Zionist Organization and the Palestine 
Zionist Executive until 1929. The arrangement enabled the ZO to issue entry permits 
to new immigrants.  
 
Jewish Agency for Palestine 1929–1948 
	
In 1929, the Palestine Zionist Executive was renamed, restructured and officially 
inaugurated as The Jewish Agency for Palestine by the 16th Zionist Congress, held 
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in Zurich, Switzerland. The new body was larger and included a number of Jewish 
non-Zionist individuals and organizations, who were interested in Jewish settlement 
in Palestine. They were philanthropic rather than political, and many opposed talk of 
a Jewish State. With this broader Jewish representation, the Jewish Agency for 
Palestine was recognized by the British in 1930, in lieu of the Zionist Organization, as 
the appropriate Jewish agency under the terms of the Mandate The 16th Zionist 
Congress determined that in the event of the future dissolution of the Agency, 
the Zionist Organization would replace it as representative of the Jews for the 
purpose of the Mandate.  
David Ben-Gurion was Chairman of the Executive of the Jewish Agency from 1935–
1948. Upon the founding of the State of Israel, he left his position to become the first 
Prime Minister of the state. 
 
	
We were on the borders and we had to guard the settlement, it was 
dangerous work.  So, I quit and knowing I had to enlist in the Israeli 
Army, I went to Haifa.  They told me there was a special unit called Heil 
Hasfar, the border patrol, and it was the most dangerous work, and it 
paid a little better.  I went and it was very hard and dangerous work.  
Every evening at sunset we used to lay down on the border of Kalkilia, 
they used to call it the triangle HaMeshulash.  Our job was to protect the 
borders from sunset to sunrise, laying down with the old-fashioned rifle 
from Czechoslovakia.   A lot of things were happening, we were 
outnumbered. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



	 29	

 
 

We were in groups of three soldiers and the Arabs were crossing the 
borders at nighttime from all over.  I had a very hard time until I finished 
and I was lucky I got out alive because many of my friends didn’t make 
it.  After a year, I was discharged and they dissolved the border patrol.   
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I left the army and my parents came from Egypt and were in a refugee 
camp near Haifa called Maarava, Tirat Hacarmel which is 20 minutes 
from Haifa.  I stayed with my parents, Rosa and Maurice.  By this time, 
Jeanette, my older sister was in America.   
 
One day, I saw an ad in the paper for mail carriers in the post office in 
Haifa.  I applied and they needed around 20 mail carriers, so I took the 
physical and I passed it.  I didn’t want to be a mailman.  I wanted to be 
a clerk but they told me that to be a clerk I needed to be a mailman for 
two years, to learn the streets of Haifa before I could become a clerk.  I 
couldn’t say no.  I took the job and worked in the Arab neighborhood 
called Wadi Lelnesnas.  It was a big Arab neighborhood with all kinds of 
stores.  After a couple of years I took a written test to become a clerk.  I 
became a clerk and was promoted several times.  At the post office my 
future wife had many cousins working there.  At the time I wasn’t 
married, so one of her cousins told me he knew a good girl for me to 
marry.  He didn’t mention she was his cousin and I didn’t want to get 
married at the time.  I wanted to come to America single.  So, he forced 
me to meet her at his house.  The girl’s name was Esther Yarhi.  I said 
ok and finished with him.  He insisted that I meet her.  I went to Mahane 
David, a section for refugees.  We saw each other and I told him I’d let 
him know, but he wouldn’t take this for an answer and said I needed to 
take her to the movies.  I said, I just came to meet her and not go 
anywhere.  But that guy, his name was Soo Soo Costica.  His mother and 
Esther’s mother were sisters.  So, we went to the movies, and from one 
thing to another, after six months we were married. 

 
The wedding was in the evening 
at the Rabbinate of Haifa.  It was 
raining very, very hard that night.  
Everyone got wet and we didn’t 
have a reception or party.  We 
had a small homemade cake and 
some drinks.  The drinks were 
called gazoz.  After the reception, 
the Rabbis blessed everyone and 
they went home soaked.  We 
borrowed Esther’s wedding 
dress from my father’s cousin 
who used to loan wedding 
dresses to people.  We didn’t pay 
for it.  It was a present for her.  It 
wasn’t ruined, but in bad shape 
and we couldn’t do anything.   
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I had a one-bedroom condominium in Tirat Ha Carmel and my mother 
was living with me.  My father passed away when he was 56, he had all 
kinds of problems, diabetes, high blood pressure and he used to smoke 
a lot and drink.   
	
One time we went dancing and Esther was pregnant.  After coming 
home, she started bleeding and I took her to the doctor and he said it 
was a miscarriage.  We had to wait for six months before trying again.  
After six months, she was pregnant again and we had our first child 
Eliahu.  Eliahu was two months old, when in the middle of the night 
there was an army truck that came by the house and they started to yell, 
Nessim come down fast, there’s no time to talk.  I said I finished the 
army and they said, we’re at 
war.  I asked where we were 
going and they didn’t know.  
My wife started to cry, you’re 
going to leave me with a two 
month old baby.  I told her 
don’t be afraid my mother is 
with you and I’ll be back.  The 
year was 1956, and they called 
it the Midbar Sinai, the Sinai 
Campaign and we also had the British, French and Israel fighting against 
Egypt. 
 
The British and French attacked Egypt for the Suez Canal and Israel 
fought in the Sinai dessert to reach the Suez from the other side.  The 
war lasted about one and a half months and then I came home and 
returned to my job at the post office as a clerk.  At the time, I used to 
work a lot of overtime and once in a while I went to the port in Haifa to 
clean up the ships. Sometimes, they changed the oil in a ship and there 
were holes a human being can barely go in to clean the holes containing 
grain with rags.  There was a grain silo in the Haifa port called Dagon.  
After they unloaded the grain we had to clean up all the dust and 
everything, but I needed the money so I did it.   
 
One day I read in the paper that two Egyptian Jews who were Israeli 
spies were arrested in Alexandria.  I knew Dr. Marzouk and Azar, who 
were spying for Israel.  Eventually they were hanged for spying.  Azar 
used to be my best friend, and I was sorry to hear that he was executed.  
Azar’s father and my father Lieto came from Izmir, Turkey to Egypt.  
They ran away from the Turkish Army because they didn’t want to serve 
in the Turkish Army. 
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Back home, we had our second son Ezra, followed by Batia and Yossi.  
So, from the time I arrived in Israel in early 1949 I went to the American 
embassy in Tel Aviv and applied to emigrate to the United States.  The 
embassy told me it would take 20 years for my turn with the quota system. 
So, I said 20 years, no way.  But I kept the application there anyway.  You 
never know.   
 
However, after 12 years I received a letter from the embassy that my turn 
came and I had to go to the embassy and present my papers.  I began to 
worry because when I applied I was single and now I have a wife and 
four children.  So I called the embassy and explained this to them. They 
said no problem, bring the whole gang, with the birth certificates, an 
Israeli passport and come to the embassy.  I did all the necessary steps 
and went there with the four children.  At the embassy, the kids were so 
noisy, fighting and running around, screaming.  Elie was seven, Ezra was 
five, Batia was three and Yossi was six months old.  The secretary came 
out from her room, and said what’s all that noise?  I told her I was sorry.  
She said where are all the kids and I said right here.  She said bring 
everybody here, and come in right now.  We went in and showed them 
the papers, they stamped the passport, gave me the visa and I was ready 
to go.  I asked my sister Jeanette who was living in Odessa, Texas at the 
time to send me an affidavit of support.  She sent me that paper and I 
sent it to the embassy.  I then had to go to the health department in Haifa 
for all of us to get a physical.  We did all the formalities and I sold my 
one bedroom condo to buy the tickets for the trip.  The value of the 
condo brought me only half the amount I needed for the tickets.  I had 
to borrow money from friends at work who trusted me because they 
knew I was honest.   
 
We boarded a ship called Zion, which stopped in Naples and Marseilles, 
then to New York.  In Naples, Italy we got off the ship for a few hours 
and walked around a bit. We also took a carriage ride through the city. 
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After Naples, we sailed to Marseilles, France and Raoul, Esther’s brother 
came from Paris to visit us.  After this we completed our trip to the U.S. 
and landed in New York in the evening. We were supposed to take a 
plane from New York to Odessa, Texas where my older sister Jeanette 
was living with her husband and two sons. 
 
However, we needed to stay overnight in New York.  One of my friends 
at the post office in Haifa had an aunt in Brooklyn who told him we 
could sleep at her house for one night only.  So, we went to her house, 
knocked on the door and told her who we were, that her relatives in 
Israel told us you’d let us stay with you one night.  She said no, I’m very 
sorry, I can’t do it.  So, we had nowhere to go and the kids were tired, 
hungry and crying.  It was terrible.  Joey had a rash.  I asked her again to 
let us stay with her, it was evening, and we had no money, I pleaded with 
her and she said no.  You have to leave.  I left, and thought, what can we 
do?  I remembered buying two bottles of whiskey while on the ship that 
I was going to give my sister Jeanette as a present.  Now I only had $10.00 
in my pocket.  I thought I’d sell the two bottles of whiskey and get a 
room at a hotel.  I left the family and took the two bottles, walking from 
one store to another asking them to do me a favor, to buy the whiskey.  
Nobody wanted to buy the whiskey.   
 
Eventually, I found a kosher butcher shop, I thought, maybe this guy will 
buy the whiskey.  I went in an explained to him my situation, thinking 
I’d sell it to him for half price.  He bought them from me for very cheap 
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and we found a hotel.  I went in to the receptionist and asked him how 
much for a night, any room, not fancy and just for one night.  He told 
me $16.00 and all I had was exactly $16.00.  However I needed to buy 
food and medicine for Joey’s rash.  He said I can’t take less than that.  I 
asked to speak with the manager, and I told him the whole story, and I 
asked him for just any room for us to sleep; I couldn’t afford to give him 
the whole amount.  I offered $10.00 so I could buy some bread and 
cheese to feed the kids.  He agreed and gave us a small room.  I took 
everybody to the room, and left for the market to buy a loaf of bread and 
cheese, and to the drug store and bought ointment for Joey’s rash. I came 
back to the room, and everyone jumped for the food, saying Abba, Abba 
we’re hungry.  We put the ointment on Joey’s rash and he felt better.  
 
We slept and the next morning we had to go to the airport to catch a 
plane to Odessa, Texas, where Jeanette lived.  We didn’t have money for 
the taxi.  I had a few souvenirs from Israel, so I pulled them out, stopped 
a taxi driver and asked him how much to take us to the airport.  The taxi 
driver wasn’t interested in the souvenirs from Israel, and said what do 
you think this is, a swap meet?   So, I kept asking different taxi drivers, 
and one accepted my offer.  We went to the airport, showed them the 
tickets and they said we were in the wrong airport.  I said, you know what, 
I’m not going to move from here, you’ll have to take me there.  They 
said we can’t do that, you’re on your own.  I said I’m not moving with 
my kids until you give us transportation.  In the end, they agreed to give 
us bus tickets to the other airport.  
 
We got to the other airport, took a small plane with a dozen people and 
arrived at Odessa, Texas.  At Odessa, my sister rented us a two bedroom 
house until I found a job and got settled.  So, the following day I went 
to the unemployment office to ask for a job and they had a very long line.  
I didn’t want to waste my time, it looked like it would take hours to be 
seen.   I asked to talk with the manager, they let me and he after asking 
him how likely I could get work, he said unlikely.   There’s hundreds of 
people, less than half will get a job.  And there’s no jobs, the only jobs 
are physical ones with shovels on the road.  I said no, I can’t do that.  I 
went back home and one of the neighbors told me to go to El Paso and 
look for something there because it was a bigger city.   
 
The next early morning, I took a bus to El Paso, to the Jewish Family 
Service, thinking maybe they could help me find a job.  They told me, 
we’re sorry, go back to Israel. They asked me why I came here.  By the 
time I finished there, it was dark and I didn’t want to go back to Odessa 
in the dark.  I told them I didn’t have money to stay in a hotel in El Paso, 
so they gave me a ticket to buy some food and a ticket to sleep overnight 
at the YMCA. I went to the YMCA where they had a big dormitory with 
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a hundred beds, with strange, weird people, and I remember worrying I 
wouldn’t get out of there alive.  There were Indians and people in drug 
rehabilitation there.   So I couldn’t sleep all night, I was scared of those 
people.  No one harmed me. The next morning, I took the bus home to 
Odessa and said to myself I’m wasting my time here, I have to find 
another way.   
 
So, I had good friends of mine in Chicago, a married couple named 
Esther and Benjamin Midler who I knew from Cairo.   I called them and 
asked them if they could let me stay with them in Chicago until I could 
find a job and bring the family.  Ben and Esther agreed to let me come.  
They were good friends.  I took a greyhound by myself to Chicago and 
they took me to a commercial district in the south side of Chicago to 
look for a job.  I saw a kosher sausage company and thought maybe 
they’ll give me a job. I went in and met the owner; his name was Harry 
Osherwitz and the name of the company was Best Kosher Sausage 
Company.  I explained to him my situation, asking for any kind of job, 
just so I could feed my family.  He said Ok, come tomorrow morning 
and start working.  I came back the next morning and he took me to the 
basement where they had all the butchers, where they made all the meat 
kosher by salting it.   
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I started to work as a laborer washing the meat and salting it. I transferred 
big barrels of meat to the cooler and it was very hard for me because I 
wasn’t used to doing physical work.  After I was offered the job, Esther 
and the kids took a train to Chicago and we moved into the apartment 
on Central Ave.  I found out about the apartment from an Israeli lady 
named Anita Rosen who worked with me at the sausage company.  She 
was living in it with her family and was moving to a new condo in 
Lincolnwood.  She sold all her furniture to us and we rented the 
apartment.  
	

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



	 37	

After about four months, the owner’s son, Jerry asked me to come to the 
office.  I thought he was going to fire me or lay me off, because I was 
having a hard time doing that job.  I told him Jerry please don’t fire me, 
I’ll do better, it’ll take time.  He told me, let me talk.  He said would you 
like to become a meat cutter?  I said sure, it’s better than what I’m doing 
now, and I knew it paid better.  
 
So, he called the foreman, Isaac who was a Polish Jew but with a very 
mean look.  He told him to take this young man, I was 34 at the time, 
and teach him to be a meat cutter.  He said Ok.  He gave me a white 
apron and a small knife and showed me how to cut and trim a small piece 
of meat.  After a few days Isaac, the foreman, calls me to his office.  I 
went to his office and he tells me you think I’m going to teach you for 
nothing?  I told him the owner didn’t say I had to pay you anything.  Plus, 
I’m an immigrant, I don’t have any money.  He said he didn’t want to 
hear anything.  Tomorrow morning, bring with you $300.00 and if not, I 
don’t know what’s going to happen to you.  I told him I didn’t have a 
penny.  He said, if you don’t bring the money we’ll see what’s going to 
happen.   
 
So, there was an Israeli woman that worked in the same plant and I went 
to her and told her what happened.  She told me Ok, Levy I’ll loan you 
the money and you’ll pay me little by little.  If you don’t pay him, he’ll 
find a reason to fire you.  She gave me the money, I came to work the 
next morning, gave him the money and he was happy.  He told me to 
return to work.  Anita Rosen was the Israeli lady.  After a week the 
foreman calls me again to his office and I asked him if I did anything 
wrong.  He tells me, are you crazy?  He says do you think $300.00 is 
enough?  Do you call this money?  So, I told him the first $300.00 I gave 
him was money I had to pay back.  I’m not going to give you my work 
checks.  I’m not going to bring anything tomorrow.  He said, we’ll see 
what’s going to happen to you. 
 
The next morning, I came to work as usual at 6:00 and I saw something 
wasn’t right in the atmosphere.  He made a plan with other Polish 
workers to start with me so he can have a reason to fire me.  While I was 
working one of his Polish friends came to me and slapped me in the face.  
It was all planned and I looked at the guy, wondering why he slapped 
me?  What did I do to him?  I knew he wanted to slap me again and I 
held his arm and I slapped him back.  Right away, Isaac came to me and 
said it’s not enough you don’t do anything, and you’re a troublemaker, 
you come in the morning and throw knives.  I didn’t throw knives.  He 
wanted to have a reason to fire me.  He told me I was fired.  I knew I 
was going to get fired, but I wanted to give it to him before I left.  I told 
him he didn’t own this place and that he couldn’t fire me.  Only the 
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owner could fire me.  He told me I had a big mouth and I told him he 
had a big mouth.   I’m not going home, only when the owner tells me to 
go home.  You won’t get paid, so go home.  He went to the phone and 
called Jerry at home early in the morning.  He told Jerry, you know that 
Arab Levy, he came here this morning throwing knives at everybody and 
acting crazy, and I told him to go home and he refuses to go home.   I 
think Jerry told him not to do anything until he came to see what’s going 
on.  Jerry came to the basement and took me to his office.  We talked in 
his office and he asked me what was going on.  I told him the truth, 
everything that happened, and if you want to believe me fine, or you can 
fire me.   
 
I asked him if he saw me as the kind of guy that throws knives, or hits 
people?  And I told him about the money Isaac took from me the first 
time, and the second time.  So, he said Levy, I know you aren’t that kind 
of person.  But that Isaac has been here 15 years and you just started 
working, so I have your word against his.  We can do something about 
it.  Are you willing to go to the police and take a lie detector test?  I said 
sure, anything you want.  I went to the police station, they put all the 
wires on my arms, asked me questions and I answered all the questions.  
The results indicated everything was truthful.  
 
They gave me the report to take back to Jerry.  He said that’s fine, now 
I can do something about it.  He told me to go back to work in the 
basement.  I went to work and Isaac came to me, started to holler, asking 
me who told me to come back.  What are you doing here, go home.  In 
the meantime, Jerry came to the basement and asked what’s going on?  
Isaac says, it’s either me or him, not both of us.  Jerry told Isaac, you are 
right, we can’t have both of you here.  You can go to hell Isaac, I don’t 
want to see your face again.  I thought Isaac was going to get a heart 
attack.  He took his belongings, left and they replaced him with a guy 
named Elmer.  Jerry joked with Elmer saying to keep an eye on me.  After 
a few weeks, Jerry came back to the basement and he asked Elmer how 
is that young troublemaker doing?  Is he still making trouble here?  Jerry 
was joking with Elmer.  Elmer said you know Jerry, if all the workers 
here were like this young man Jules, you wouldn’t need a foreman here.  
He’s a very nice young man, polite, good worker, always on time.  He’s 
the best.  
 
I had to be an apprentice for two years to get my union scale wages.  Jerry 
thanked me for having the courage to tell him the truth about Isaac 
because after Isaac left everybody reported giving him money every week.  
Some gave him $10.00, and he scared everybody, to the point that no 
one disclosed anything to Jerry. They all worried about losing their jobs.  
Jerry said I was the first to report what Isaac was doing.  I want to thank 
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you very much for what you did, and instead of waiting two years to get 
your union scale, I’m going to give it to you right away.   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
From that time, everything was quiet and Anita was moving to a new 
condo in Lincolnwood.  She sold all her furniture to us, and we rented 
the apartment she was living in on Central Avenue.  The children were 
going to Emmet school, a public school just down the street.  We had 
the temple down the same direction on Central, and the Rabbi’s name 
was Chaimowitz.  I then started Elie at Rambam School before 
transferring to Arie Crown.  I stayed on the job, and I took extra jobs 
after work.  I went to Vienna sausage company after work and sometimes 
a Jewish couple, their last name was Rose who owned many warehouses 
had work for me.  I used to work in their warehouses, making reports on 
the damaged merchandise, mostly food and wine.  The foreman liked me 
very much, he was Italian, and the owner said his wife didn’t have time 
to shop, so I used to shop for them.  
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On weekends, in their big house, I cleared the yard of leaves and she 
marked it down on my timecard how many hours it took me to do it.  
Sometimes, I used to go to Halstead Street, on the south side, and sell 
pants with the Rabbi’s son-in-law.  We had a table on the street and we 
sold pants.  I yelled in Spanish pantalones.  On the weekends, I sold pants 
and clothes and sometimes I’d take Elie with me.   
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Our doctor was Dr. Schechter, a Russian doctor, tall and a very kind man.  
He was located on the second floor on top of a general store right next 
to our apartment building.   One time all the kids had the flu and I took 
them to him, after he checked them he gave us some samples of syrup. 
After he finished, I asked him how much I owed him.  He said you want 
me to charge by piece or bunch.  I told him I’d pay.  He put his hand in 
his pocket and pulls out a bunch of bills, hundred dollars and twenty-
dollar bills.  He said I don’t need your money.  I told him I wanted to 
pay something.  He told me not now.    
 
The kids went to Emmet Elementary School when we lived on Central 
and Madison Ave.  Elie attended Emmet for one year because Rabbi 
Chamowitz asked us to transfer him to a Hebrew Day School called 
Rambam.  Elie attended Rambam for at least three years with Ezra.  Betty 
and Joey stayed at home with Esther.  I went to take car driver’s lessons 
after working for three years.  I saved enough money to put a down 
payment on a car.  So, I had a friend of mine at work who knew about 
cars, and he took me to look at cars.  One day after work we went to a 

Chevrolet dealer and 
we found a red Chevy 
Chevelle.  I wanted to 
surprise everyone, so I 
didn’t tell anyone 
about it.  I came with 
the car one night and 
the kids and Esther 
were all surprised to 
see me in the car.  I 
parked the car in front 
of the apartment on 
Central Ave.  I chose 
the color red because 
in Egypt, King Farouk 
had red cars.   

 
Around 1967 we moved to the North side of Chicago and our address 
was 5408 B. North Artesian.  We moved because I had saved enough 
money and I wanted to buy a condominium.  It was a two-story 
condominium and we paid $16,000 for it.  I ended up selling it for 
$18,000.   We also joined a new Temple on Foster Street that was called 
Mikro Kodesh Anshe Tiktin.  The Rabbi’s name was Ellison, and it was 
a conservative synagogue.  Elie had his Bar Mitzvah at this temple the 
summer just before we moved to Long Beach in 1969.  In 1968, we 
became citizens and went downtown Chicago be sworn in as citizens.  I 
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brought everyone to a large auditorium, where there were lots of people 
being sworn in. 
 
Elie attended Arie Crown Hebrew Day School for one year (5th grade) 
with Ezra. The reason we couldn’t continue to send the kids to Arie 
Crown was because we couldn’t afford it.  So, we sent the kids to public 
school at Jamieson Elementary School.  Elie attended 6th grade and Ezra 
5th grade at Jamieson. 
 
The reason we moved to Long Beach was because my older sister 
Jeanette was living there.  She rented a house for us at 835 Freeman Street 
that we moved into around August of 1969.  Jeanette lived down the 
street from us on Freeman near 7th Street.  I found a job in downtown 
Long Beach for about one year.  I worked as a butcher near Anaheim 
and Magnolia.  I didn’t like the work because the foreman was a German 
who hated me.  All day long he’d tell me I wasn’t a good worker and yell 
at me “Move your butt.” 
 
I felt I was discriminated against by this German supervisor.  I didn’t do 
anything about it because I needed a job.  So, one day when the union 
man came, I told him I didn’t like working here and I asked the union 
representative if he could help me find another job.  Right away he said 
yes and told me about Lucky Stores who built a new plant in Buena Park, 
and they needed butchers.  I applied and they hired me.  I worked at 
Lucky for nine years, until 1978 when I bought the bakery. 
 
We then moved to a house on 15th Street and Obispo.  It was a house 
we bought and it was a duplex.  We rented the back house to a married 
couple.  I believe we lived in this house about two years before buying 
another house on Wilton St. which was also a duplex.  We lived at the 
Wilton house about three years.   While living in the Wilton house I 
bought an apartment building that had five units which I took care of.  
After a few years I bought another apartment building on Coronado 
which had eight units.   I also bought another 12-unit apartment on 
Coronado and PCH which had two-bedroom units and a swimming pool.   
 
Around 1978 a bakery was for sale.  I had to sell the 12-unit apartments 
and the five-unit apartment to purchase the bakery.  However, I also 
bought a four plex on 5th Street and Ximeno around 1979-1980.   We 
lived in one of the apartments in the front which was a three bedroom, 
and we rented the three two-bedroom units.  We lived here for about 
three years before moving into the house connected to the bakery on 
Vista Street. 
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We bought the bakery with two partners.  They were real estate agents 
who worked together in an office.  They had 25% each and I had 50% 
of the business.  We didn’t get along because they were always 
complaining, being critical of me, telling me I was a lousy worker and 
didn’t know how to run a business.  I was working like a slave from the 
morning until midnight to learn the business and manage it.  The 
business was bankrupt when I took it over.  We had 15 employees and it 
was a big responsibility for me and I knew I was doing a good job.  I 
used to buy the merchandise and do everything.  The partners continued 
to complain that we didn’t have enough income because I was an 
ineffective manager.  We made it a corporation and I was the president 
of the corporation, and they couldn’t do anything to me because I had a 
larger share of the business and I was the president.  They threatened to 
fire me, but they knew they couldn’t fire me.  
 
So, one day it got to me, especially after a sheriff came to the bakery and 
gave me some papers to go to court.  He said they complained that I 
broke into their office and stole the books.  I saw that they wrote checks 
in their husbands and son’s names, and I knew they couldn’t be trusted.  
Every time I asked them about the checks they said to shut up and don’t 
talk too much.  They said I didn’t know anything.  I then went to my 
lawyer named Tincher on Ocean Blvd and explained what was happening.  
I was scared about going to jail.  Tincher said don’t worry about anything, 
I’ll take care of everything.  So, I said OK.  One of the partners, Keller, 
told my lawyer that she wanted to buy me out.  I refused, saying no way.  
I went through a lot to get this business and now that it was better I 
wasn’t going to unload it.  She insisted about buying me out.  I told 
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Tincher I’ll never sell it.  She’s wasting her time.  After one day Tincher 
called me and said how much do you want to buy them out.  They wanted 
double what they put in for one year.  They put in $25,000 each and they 
wanted $50,000 each.  So, my lawyer told me this was the only option or 
you give it to the government and they sell it.  I went and got enough 
money to give them $50,000 each just to get rid of them.  So, I bought 
them out. 
 
After I had the business for myself, I relaxed and didn’t have to worry 
and have headaches.  My business improved every day and I had a 
wholesale business too, and we made a very good living.   
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Eventually, I got tired of the bakery.  I used to get up at three in the 
morning and work until 7:00 in the evening, standing on my feet and 
running around.  I’d have to go home and do the bookkeeping.  I decided 
to sell it—just the business and I kept the building.  It was around 1987 
when I sold it to a woman who ran it to the ground.  I carried a loan with 
her and she didn’t last one year.  She didn’t know how to run a business 
and she was mean to the employees.  She kept the same employees, but 
she mistreated them.  Finally, all the employees quit.  After they quit, she 
got in trouble and had to close the bakery.  She was also behind in her 
payments and didn’t pay me for three months.  She closed the bakery 
and never told me anything.  I was passing by one day and saw the store 
was closed.  I asked the neighbors and they said it was closed for two 
weeks.  But she didn’t tell me anything.  She also had the keys to the 
bakery.  I had to go back to the lawyer and tell him what happened.   I 
went to my lawyer Gyler and he said we’ll take her to court.  I went to 
court, and she didn’t show up and she lost the case.   
 
The judge told me Mr. Levy go break the door and start working again.  
I didn’t want to take it back because I was sure she killed the business, 
and I wasn’t sure the customers would come back.  But anyway, I had 
no choice, and I went back and I was lucky because I knew where my 
former employees were working and I called them back.  The employees 
said it would be a pleasure to come back and work for you Levy because 
you were the best boss we ever had.  They all came back to work for me.  
I tried to revive the business, but it was too late and I lost all my wholesale 
business customers and most of the customers never came back.  So, I 
barely made the expenses and there wasn’t enough work.  I used to work 
16 hours a day for nothing—I didn’t get paid.  That’s when I decided to 
sell it again.  However, no one wanted to buy it and operate it as a bakery 
when they saw the books.  I then had no choice but to close it down.  I 
tried to sell it but couldn’t find a buyer for one year.  I then decided to 
sell the building and not the business.  I emptied everything—had an 
auction and sold all the equipment for hardly anything just to get rid of 
it.  We were still living in the back of the bakery and I sold the building.  
The same person that bought the building then wanted to expand and 
asked me if I was interested in also selling the house.  I told him sure, 
this was around 1998.  We sold him the house and moved into the 
townhouse The Fountains. 
 
Since I have been retired, Esther and I have enjoyed traveling to all of 
Europe, including France, Switzerland, Italy, Turkey, Greece, Alaska, 
Hawaii, Jamaica, Australia, Panama Canal, Canada, Germany and Austria.    
I have been to Israel six times since moving to America.  I currently enjoy 
going to the gym to do water aerobics.  I have many female friends I 
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socialize with from the gym.  We meet for lunch on Wednesdays, and on 
Tuesdays I do errands. Monday, Wednesday and Friday I go to the gym. 
 
I speak Hebrew, Arabic, French, Spanish, Italian, English and some 
Yiddish.  I enjoy meeting people from different nationalities and 
speaking to them in their language.  I enjoy reading news magazines, and 
used to have international satellite and watched all the middle east news, 
movies and I have a big collection of foreign movies.  I also speak at high 
schools and senior citizen centers, synagogues about my adventures and 
life experiences in Egypt, Israel and America.   
 
My father passed away at age 56 from prostate cancer, diabetes and high 
blood pressure.  I was in my 30’s when he passed away. My father came 
to Israel in 1954 and he died that same year.  My mother died in 1965 
from an infection in her leg, she was 66 years old.  My brother Felix died 
from smoking and alcohol, and the same with Sammy. 
 
Jeannette passed away in 2009, while living in Oklahoma at the age of 84.  
Maurice is 83 and living in Los Angeles with his wife Clarice and two 
sons Elie and Shlomo.  Rosa is 77 years old, living in Long Beach with 
her husband Cesar and they have six children all Israeli born.  
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The Long Beach Press Telegram published this story on February 17, 2008 
 

In the Land of Opportunities 
By Al Rudis 

Long Beach Press Telegram  
PUBLISHED: February 17, 2008 at 12:00 a.m.  

Editor’s Note: This is the first in an occasional series that celebrates 
immigrants to America and tells their dramatic stories 

 
 The three soldiers were dropped off in the middle of the desert at sunset                   
and immediately hit the ground. 

Like spokes of a wheel, they fanned out, facing three different directions, 
each man’s feet touching those of the other two. They lay on their stomachs 
with their single-shot outdated Czechoslovakian rifles trained on the pitch-
black horizon, and made no sound. 

Most nights, they lay there until dawn, staring at nothing, listening but 
hearing nothing. 

Those were the good nights. But some nights one of them heard or saw 
something out there. That’s when their feet started talking. The man who 
heard something couldn’t say a word, because it would mean sure death. So 
he pushed the other two with a toe, and they instantly turned in his direction, 
and then all three shot their rifles in the direction of the noise. 

Then they jumped up and ran, looking for cover or dropping down in another 
position, away from the original position. As they ran, they sometimes saw 
flashes from enemy infiltrators returning fire at the original position. 

The rest of the night was spent hiding and hoping to be alive at sunrise, 
when they were picked up. 

Nessim Levy, who went out with two different soldiers every night, never 
knew what happened after one of the brief fire fights. He never saw 
anything the next morning. 

His most vivid memory of the two years he spent in the Israeli Border Patrol, 
was the night he and his companions heard a voice wailing in Hebrew, “Ezra, 
ezra, chaverim (help, help comrades).” 

“Many times the Arabs spoke in Hebrew so you would come out of your 
position,” he said, “and then they would kill you. So we decided to wait until 

 we were 100 percent sure this was one of ours. After a few minutes, we saw 
from far away some people walking toward us and I knew the guy. He was 
crying, “Ani lo rotzeh lamoot (I don’t want to die).” 

So the 5 foot 8, 128-pound Levy and his team took turns lifting the wounded 
soldier on their shoulders and carrying him back to the camp. “We were 
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under orders not to leave our positions, but in such a case…” When Levy 
tells how the soldier’s blood covered him and stuck to his chest, it seems as 
vivid as if it happened yesterday. “The doctor said in another five minutes 
he would have been dead from loss of blood, but they saved him,” he said 
flatly. 

Levy said he was never wounded during the Border Patrol years, 1949 to 
1951, or later when he fought in the Sinai Campaign of 1956, but he saw 
plenty of bloodshed. “The name Nessim means miracle,” he says, “so maybe 
I am a miracle, because I always got out of the worst situations.” 

Today, Levy is retired and living in Long Beach with his wife, Esther. His 
family, daughter Betty and sons Elijah, Josef and Ezra, are all nearby, along 
with seven grandchildren. 

In an interview, he said that he had wanted to come to the United States 
since he was a boy of 12 growing up in Cairo, Egypt, and he met his first 
Americans. 
 

“We had all the armies in Egypt in World War II – U.S., British, Australian – 
and I made friends with the American soldiers. I found them so different 
from the others. They were very generous, and I liked them very much. I 
decided that I had to go to America one of these days.” 

Journey from Poverty 

From the beginning, the journey from Egyptian boy in Cairo to Long Beach 
family patriarch was an unusual one. 

He was born on Dec. 28, 1929, to the family of a poor Jewish tailor, who 
came to Egypt from Turkey. 

“He was barely making a living,” Levy recalled in memoirs that were 
recorded and edited by his son, Elijah. His mother came from an Italian 
family. Arabic and Italian were his first two languages. Later he became 
proficient in French, Hebrew, Spanish and English, and he gets by in Yiddish. 

When he was 4, his mother sent him and his brother, Maurice, to a French 
Catholic boys orphanage in the Abbassieh district of Cairo. She told the 
priests that she was French and couldn’t take care of the boys, whom she 
renamed Narbonne. Nessim’s first name was also changed to Jules. 

The priests never asked for proof, so the boys grew up in the orphanage, 
except for a one-hour visit from their parents every Sunday and a couple 
days off at Christmas. They took communion, sang in the choir and learned 
Latin. Nessim was an altar boy. 

When he was 11, he got one of the highest scores in the school for his 
elementary certificate. He scored first in French and English and second in 
Arabic. 
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“Before I left, they asked me if I wanted to become a Jesuit priest, and my 
parents said no.” 

While attending a French Catholic high school, he began, reluctantly, helping 
his father in the tailor shop, and that’s when he found out that he wasn’t 
Jules Narbonne, but Nessim Levy. He didn’t believe his parents until they 
showed him his birth certificate. 

Since he hated working for his father, he looked for a way out, and found it 
at Orosdi-Back, a French department store, where he applied for a job when 
he was 12 or 13. A small boy in baggy pants, he told the manager he was 
older than he looked, so he got a chance to take a 15-minute exam involving 
math and composition, which he finished in 10 minutes. 

At work, his knowledge of Italian helped him befriend the head of the 
import-export department, who got him a transfer there, and with constant 
raises and increased responsibilities, he was doing well. 

Family Flight 

But when he was 18, things suddenly changed. The United Nations created 
the State of Israel, and Jews living in Arab countries felt the effect. Levy was 
attacked and beaten up in the streets a couple of times, and one time police 
woke the family in the middle of the night after neighbors reported that they 
were spies sending radio signals to Israel. 

His father, who was making three pounds a month, managed to borrow 25 
pounds from friends to buy phony papers, and Nessim Levy made his way to 
Alexandria and from there to a refugee camp in Italy. A few weeks later, he 
was in Israel. 

After his service in the Border Patrol, he became a mailman, and since he 
knew Arabic, he delivered mail to an Arab neighborhood of Haifa before he 
was promoted to a clerk. 

Meanwhile, his parents joined him from Egypt, along with Maurice; his sister 
Rosa; and his brothers Felix and Shmuel. His sister Jeanette met and married 
an American oil worker in Egypt and moved to Texas. 

He met the cousin of a co-worker, and six months later, he and Esther were 
wed. Their first child, Eliahu, now Elijah, was two months old when an Army 
truck came by in the middle of the night to take his father away to fight Egypt 
in the Sinai.  

 Ezra, followed by Batia (Betty) and Yossi (Josef). Besides his postal work, the 
thin, wiry Levy made extra money by going to the  

port of Haifa and squeezing through “holes a human being can barely go in” 
to clean out ships carrying oil or grain. 

America Beckons 
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Twelve years after he arrived in Israel, the American embassy called and said 
his name had come up for emigration. Levy had applied when he first arrived 
but was told it would take 20 years. Now he had to tell the American 
authorities he was no longer single, but married with four children. 

Somehow he got the whole family to New York City and from there to 
Odessa, Texas, where his sister was living, but there was no work in Odessa, 
so he left his family there and took a bus to Chicago, where friends took him 
to meet Harry Osherwitz, the owner of Best Kosher Sausage Company. Levy 
told his story and got hired. 

He started as a laborer, doing the grueling work of washing the meat, salting 
it and transferring big barrels of meat to the cooler, but a few months later 
he was promoted to butcher. That’s when he met the foreman, Isaac, and 
found himself in the middle of Dickensian drama. 

A few days after Isaac showed him how to cut and trim meat, Levy was called 
into the foreman’s office and told that he needed to pay for the lesson, and 
that he better have $300 ready the next morning. Levy, who was making 
$3.59 an hour, was frantic, but a fellow worker loaned him the money.  

A week later, Isaac called him in again and said that $300 wasn’t enough. 
Levy told him he still hadn’t paid back the first $300 and he wasn’t going to 
bring any money the next day. 

The next day he was fired, but he refused to leave until the owner fired him 
personally. Isaac called the owner and said Levy was a trouble maker and 
throwing knives. When Levy gave his version to the owner, he was told that 
Isaac had been there 15 years, and it was his word against Levy’s. Then the 
owner asked Levy if he was willing to take a lie detector test. 

Levy went to the police station, “and they put wires on my arms, asked me 
questions, and I answered, and the report was all truth.” 

Isaac was fired, and later the owner found out he had been extorting weekly 
payments from other employees, who were too scared about losing their 
jobs to report him. 

The family moved to Chicago to join Levy, and they saved enough money to 
buy a condo on the North Side for $16,000 in 1967. 

Long Beach at Last 

After Levy’s sister, Jeanette, moved to Long Beach, they joined her here in 
August 1969. 

His first job was in a butcher shop near Anaheim and Magnolia, but a union 
official told him the new Lucky Stores plant in Buena Park needed butchers, 
and he ended up working there for nine years, until he embarked on another 
adventure in another trade that he knew nothing about. From butcher, he 
went to baker. 
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The Leona Rose Bakery on Redondo Avenue was in bankruptcy, and Levy 
was persuaded to join two friends in buying it. Eventually, he bought them 
out and ran the bakery from 1978 to 1989, building it into a thriving 
commercial venture. 

“Sometimes I had to make deliveries at churches, for wedding cakes and 
stuff like that,” he said in his interview, “and the priest would ask me to sit 
down and talk about the Holy Land.” I asked him if he ever told the priests 
that he was formerly an altar boy and knew all the Latin prayers. “No,” he 
said. 

Retirement didn’t mean inactivity for Levy, who still looks fit. He works out 
regularly at Bally’s and watches what he eats. Because Esther Levy keeps 
kosher, most of his meals are at home. But he enjoys going to Polly’s 
Gourmet Coffee in Belmont Shore and hanging out. 

“The United States is the best country in the world,” he claims.  Why? 
“Because the opportunities that you don’t have anywhere else, if you work 
hard. I worked hard all my life, but here I made it.” 

And it probably didn’t hurt that he was named “Nessim,” the miracle.   
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Eulogy	for	Nessim	“Jules”	Levy	
by Elie Levy 
 
My earliest memory of my father comes from about age 4 when he’d sit me 
on his knee while living in Tira – a community in Haifa and he’d say to me 
“Yom Eichad holcheem le America” One day we’ll be in America.  He’d claim 
we’d have a car, big home and enjoy luxuries we missed in Tira.  So -- 
1963 arrives and we’re on a ship to New York – busted with two bottles of 
whiskey he needs to sell to cover a room in a hotel and some food.  He sells 
the whiskey for $16.00 – gets us a room at a hotel and he gets us bread and 
cheese.  Joey was 6 months old, Betty was 4, Ezra 5 and a half and I was 
7.  The next day we’re on a flight to Odessa, Texas where my dad’s sister 
Jeanette lived and where we stayed for a few months.  My dad desperately 
searched for work with no luck – then he’s off to Chicago alone to inquire 
about becoming a butcher at a kosher meat plant.  He’s hired – and we’re 
on a train to Chicago in 1963.  Chicago welcomed immigrants – with its 
established, ethnic enclaves and it pulled for the muscle and unlimited 
psychic energy in my dad – a pure, raw force accompanied by 
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knuckle busting work to ensure our survival. This was Chicago -- 
manufacturing, commerce, sports, finance, jazz and high culture.  My dad 
and mom relied on self to survive – they were industrious and resilient not 
retreating from challenges.    I’d join my dad when he worked on weekends 
at Halstead Street at a flea market selling PANTALONES with the rabbi’s 
son.  Dad also did yard work on weekends to earn extra money.   Mom 
worked at a beauty salon and together, the family thrived spiritually and we 
lived within the just good enough limits. 
  
In 1966 – we celebrated the purchase of a 1966 Chevy Chevelle.  Dad 
surprised us when he drove that red beauty right in front of our 
apartment.  In 1967 we moved into a condominium on the North side of 
Chicago –  he paid $16,000 for it and mom and dad were proud.   We’ve 
always been anchored to our Yiddishkeit -- Jewish community – Shul every 
Saturday and my parents managed to find the funds to send the older ones 
to full time Hebrew Day School a few years. We were now on the move – all 
championed by these foreigners with inexhaustible energy to assimilate into 
a country glorifying self-determinism.  Chicago laid the foundational years – 
the scaffolding my parents erected to sustain the family.  Dad always held 
more than one job – and Chicago provided him with limitless opportunities 
to bust himself.  His buddies included Manuel, Lieto and a bunch of other 
immigrants we all met at the Sunday picnics at Austin Park – that park where 
them Italians, Germans, Mexicans, Czechs, Irish, Poles and Jews met to 
celebrate cultural pride and liberty.  There was never any shame – just pride 
we were surviving in the land of self-discovery.  Chicago ultimately revealed 
to my dad that he possessed the MOJO to make it.  By this time – any 
uncertainty he imagined about his abilities to achieve for the family 
vanished.  In 1969 – we move to Long Beach and dad finds work as a butcher 
at Lucky – and mom works.  It was tough though – and dad doubles up with 
work to provide.  I remember the days he worked at Arby’s because he 
brought home roast beef which wasn’t kosher – and mom yelling at him to 
keep that stuff out of the house.   With time – we buy a home – sell – get 
into another home – sell and dad starts buying property with a partner and 
we’re good.  Mom and dad purchase a bakery and dad manages while mom 
sells cakes.  After 15 years they retire, enjoy life and become 
grandparents.  Dad and mom loved traveling and we all enjoyed vacationing 
in all parts of the world. 
  
Here’s what you need to know about my dad.  He was born in Cairo – and as 
a child was sent to a Catholic, French orphanage with his older brother 
Maurice. The family couldn’t afford to raise the two boys – there were 6 
kids.  To gain admission to the school they changed my dad’s name to Jules 
Narbonne and he didn’t know he was a Jew. He excelled academically – 
learning French and Latin and he impressed the faculty enough to be trained 
as an altar boy.  The administration encouraged him to enter the 
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Priesthood.  His parents visited my dad and his brother Maurice a couple of 
days a month – bringing both of them pieces of fruit.  Years later my dad 
leaves the orphanage and he’s told his real name is Nessim Levy and that 
he’s a Jew.  He works for a couple of years as a tailor with his dad and at a 
department store in Cairo in their import/export department.  My dad says 
he was the youngest to be hired in the department store because he 
achieved a perfect score on the test they gave him.  It was dangerous living 
as a Jew in Cairo at the time – and he was beaten up on a few occasions for 
being a Jew.  A good friend of his was charged as an Israeli spy and was 
executed.  My dad was given a tip that they were coming for him next and 
he was smuggled out of Egypt the following day.  He got on a ship to Naples, 
Italy before moving to a refugee camp for Jews in Rome – then finally to 
Marseille, France.  My dad was 19 at the time.   He arrives in Israel in time 
to fight in the 1948 war for independence and the 1956 Suez War.   He 
meets my mom and they marry in 1954 – have me in 1956 followed by Ezra, 
Betty and Joey. 
  
My dad lived fully – pushing the boundaries only to discover his limits – and 
I think he learned he could push, pull and grind out results that benefitted 
all of us.  Dad sacrificed –  self-denial was his makeup – and this ensured our 
economic, spiritual, physical and social needs were met.  He was absolutely 
selfless – altruistic and comforting.  He never chased the accessories of life 
– fancy cars, big homes or objects that displayed his success.  His penchant 
was to level out the field of life for anyone -- giving in any way to support 
others on the move.  All of his earnings were spent on family and he gave 
graciously to the 10 or so employees of the bakery. Together – dad and mom 
funded, as much as possible the college education of four kids.  For being a 
utilitarian man with simple needs --  dad was discerning, intuitive and took 
well measured risks which got him the results he wanted.  He intuitively 
operated with a psychology that enabled him to understand others and his 
place in the world.  He never took a business course – yet bought and 
managed property, including the famous Leona Rose Bakery in Long Beach 
that he and mom operated.   He taught himself financial management and 
accounting – and his managerial skills were innate.  His employees at the 
bakery adored him for being the ultimate manager – empowering, 
empathetic, kind and always over-extending himself to ensure they were 
cared for in every way.  His employees never left because he showed them 
genuine care and love. 
  
Anyone that knew my dad would undeniably assert he was a gentle soul – 
worthy of praise and kind words.  He didn’t compare himself to others – and 
if he did it was a downward social comparison – throwing a lifeline to the 
underserved.  I’d bring him to Founders – my residential care program for 
the mentally ill – where he’d be the ultimate storyteller to the folks living 
with Schizophrenia and other psychotic disorders.  His stories of heroism 
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inspired the residents to reach big and wide for their own recovery.  My 
dad’s words were healing and therapeutic and the residents drew close to 
him.  My dad was insightful – and having realized the powerful impact he 
had on the residents, he says to me one day while we’re having coffee at 
Coffee Bean –  So the patients like me – and I don’t have any fancy degrees 
and I’m no bigshot university professor.   I said -- What do you mean by that 
Dad?    Dad says – I’m a big shot too.  Yeah – you’re a bigshot dad.  He liked 
to poke us – claiming he had his own website, wrote books and again – was 
a bigshot.   He could laugh big – and at moments he’d laugh hysterically.  
 
All of us took care of dad the last few years.  However -- Ezra invested an 
incredible amount of time managing dad and mom’s health.  Ezra lives with 
mom and dad – and you know we’re eternally grateful for you.  Dad relied 
on Ezra to mend him and be his loving caregiver.  Joey and Lysa cooked 
meals for my folks – and Joey spent a considerable amount of time 
ministering to dad’s needs – from taking him to Trader Joe’s to the Saturday 
morning Coffee Bean runs and lunch.  Joey – dad saw ultimate love 
emanating from your soul to his – and it brought him enduring happiness 
just hanging with you. Lysa and Nora are the reservoirs of endless love and 
care for dad and mom.  Both of you showed our father what ultimate love, 
care and responsiveness truly means.  Betty showered dad with the 
nurturance only a daughter can and this warmed dad’s heart and soul.  The 
grandchildren were deeply loved by my dad – and in turn, all of them 
appreciated the mighty impact this man had on their parents and the death 
defying legacy he leaves us.  My dad spent his life in a way that will outlast 
it. The grandchildren were affectionate with dad – and he adored all of them. 
 
In the end -- dad appreciated the days he was given by Elohim. He wished 
for lots – and many of his dreams were fulfilled – especially coming to mighty 
America.  The four kids exceeded mom and dad’s expectations – and we 
settled on careers that glorify the enduring virtues you inculcated in us.  We 
all believe that early on he was given glimpses of this fascinating place called 
America – and what one could become given one invests and commits to 
self-discovery. Faith in Elohim – and living with elements of uncertainty 
drove him to ask the right questions in life – the ones that mattered the 
most to him, family and Hashem --  and in the end – he persevered and 
achieved everything that Elohim set him up for.  Hashem created a genome 
that loaded him up on raw strength, brains – temperance – compassion – 
generosity – and he supplied him with the language gene.  My dad never 
claimed to be better than anyone – but only taking pride in measuring how 
far he came from where he began.  His soul traits of humility, generosity, 
sincerity and compassion endeared others to him.  He enjoyed having 
friends from every corner of the earth – he laughed big and hearty – and 
never crowded anyone out of space. He took up his rightful space in the 
world – which we’ll call his humility.   In Orchot Tzaddikim – The Ways of the 
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Righteous – we claim that a small deed done in humility is a thousand times 
more acceptable to Hashem than a great deed done in pride.   Dad lived as 
a holy soul, never sacrificed the ways of the heart for selfish reasons and he 
gave abundantly. He practiced Tzedakah – honored justice, fairness and was 
righteous.  Dad was grateful for the good in his holy life – and it was a sign 
of a heart made whole and pure by Hashem.  His heart only knew 
selflessness, compassion, generosity and treating everyone with respect. 
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Jules and His Children 
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Elie Levy, Son 

My dad left indelible imprints on my heart and mind that influenced my life 
in countless ways. He taught me the meaning of morality, selflessness and 
what heroic striving for significance truly meant. Often times, I liken my dad 
to a lion with a soft voice, but ironically it’s a voice heard loudly.  Despite 
being victim to religious persecution and discrimination, he calmly 
negotiated desired solutions to these situations.  He was discerning, 
insightful and understood human behavior intimately. My dad was only a 
high school graduate, yet he impressed everyone with his business acumen 
and ability to befriend others and establish enduring, meaningful 
relationships with all he encountered.  
 
As a child, adolescent and adult I observed my dad navigate strategically to 
provide comfort, security and a secure base for each of us.  His life was 
solely dedicated to ensure this immigrant family’s survivability. He inspired 
in me the relentless desire to achieve with purpose and always welcome the 
brave question what was possible for me. I saw my dad’s inexhaustible 
energy and an unrelenting self-determination that landed him his most 
prized goals in life. He owned the road he inherited and as passengers, his 
family witnessed him navigate us to the good life.  My dad provided me with 
the scaffolding to climb and risk disappointment. I saw a pervasive 
confidence in him that inspired me to invest in my development so I could 
be competent and self-assured. We didn’t talk much about attending college, 
but I intuitively knew he approved and would fund my college pursuits.  I 
know intelligence is heritable and I am eternally grateful for this treasure.    
In sum, my dad inspired me to locate the key to unlock my treasures.  On 
occasion, he’d joke with me about my Ph.D. and would claim he was equally 
as smart without a fancy degree.  I would indulge him and agree of course.  
 
He served in the Israeli Defense Forces and was involved in the 1948 War 
of Independence and the Suez War of 1956, the year I was born.  Landing 
in America with my mom and four kids represented my dad’s chances at 
self-realization.  My earliest memory is when he’d sit me on his lap in Tirat 
Carmel and say one day we’ll be in America.  He glamorized America and it 
may have been because his older sister Jeannette who was in Texas, 
convinced him that he could self-create in this land of self-determination. 
My dad’s endless hustles in Chicago carry emotionally laden memories for 
me.  
Chicago tugged at my dad to unleash his raw strength and resourcefulness 
as we settled into an apartment and he worked as a butcher at a kosher 
slaughterhouse.  He was the quintessential father figure, full of grit, 
passionately asking what was possible for this innately driven immigrant. 
Aside from his full time job as a butcher in a kosher slaughter house, he 
landed second and third jobs to provide and save for a town house and car. 
Through fortunate connections, he landed weekend jobs selling clothes at a 
flea market on Halstead Street and he often took me with him to yell and 
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sell “pantalones.”  My dad’s friends were Latinos, Puerto Ricans, Spaniards, 
Poles, Cubans and Jews he met at the slaughterhouse.  He spoke six 
languages and was ambassador to the world.  He assigned dignity to his blue 
collar job as a butcher and honored that unique Chicago hustle of a muscle 
man.  The image I had of my dad was a monument of strength until I saw 
him cry for the first time one Saturday at our synagogue reciting the Kaddish.  
I later learned that his beloved mother passed away and this was in 1965.  I 
remain forever indebted to my dad for showing me his loving soul traits and 
for how I could become a beacon of hope for others.     
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Ezra Levy, Son 
 

Dad had many valuable lessons to offer us in his life stories and adventures. 
But, perhaps the greatest gift he offered his children was a role model who 
taught by example. Dad was a man of few words, but he consistently instilled 
his moral imperative in our minds that “being honest and doing the right 
thing will always keep you out of trouble and make you a better person.”  
 
Growing up in a world of competing influences and enticements, dad always 
directed us to follow a conscientious path that focused on self-respect and 
personal growth. Although dad wanted us to be successful in our 
professional careers, he also hoped that we would remain close and depend 
on one-another for support. Dad did his utmost to offer us the best of both 
worlds, a rich culture of Middle-Eastern values in an American setting of 
unlimited opportunities and possibilities.   
 
We all depended on dad to get us through the tough times, when he worked 
multiple jobs and made tremendous sacrifices to support our dreams for a 
better future. So, it felt very natural for us to support his medical and spiritual 
needs when he depended on us to get him through the tough times when 
his health failed during the last decade of his life. Recognizing that we turned 
full circle, I’m certain dad was comforted with knowing that his life was 
complete.  
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Betty Lopez, Daughter 
 
There are many memories of Dad that are special to each of us as his 
children.  I think I can say that everything Dad did was to make sure each 
of us had everything we needed and that no matter how old we were, 
Dad still made sure we knew he was there to help us.  This is just one of 
the many special ways Dad was Dad. 
 
I want to add a little about 
Dad as Nono.  I know he 
loved all of the beautiful 
grandchildren.  His eyes lit 
up for all of them with his 
little "nicknames" that he 
created for the children or 
took from us, and I 
remember how he would 
laugh when he used the 
nicknames with the 
grandkids. 
 
There is one memory I would like to share in this special book for 
Billy.  Everyone knows how insane I was with you as a baby.  It is so 
funny but I was most comfortable and would only have your Nono 
babysit you.  Nona would want to take you in your stroller and I would 
always ask if Nono was with her.  If she said, "no,” then I would not let 
her take you.  I loved when we went to Europe with Nono and 
Nona.  Your dad and I wanted to have an evening out in Paris and I 
remember your Nono holding you in the hotel room. I don't think he 
talked a lot but the way he held you and yes, he was giving you your 
bottle, you could tell the special love he had for you as he had for all his 
beautiful grandchildren.  I also loved that your birthdays were just two 
days apart. I always teased your Nono that he was now "2nd birthday 
person!" because you were "1st!" He would always laugh. These are just 
a few memories I have of your Nono. I know you remember many of 
the other special memories of your Nono and his love for you! 
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Joe Levy, Son 

I have many fond memories of my father. However, I will always be 
grateful for the risks he made to bring our family to America. I am also 
thankful that he was such a positive role model for his children and 
grandchildren. 
 

 

I worked at the 
bakery with my 
dad, and for 
Easter he wanted 
me to dress in a 
bunny costume, 
but we only had a 
chicken costume. 
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Nono and his Grandkids 
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Elise Levy, Granddaughter 
 

I am so lucky to have had Nono in my life for 30 years.  I have so many 
fond memories of him.  Here are a few I would like to share -  
 
The first thing that comes to my mind is his laugh.  I will never forget 
his laugh.  If I close my eyes, I can hear him laughing.  When Jacob gave 
him a beer “from Chico” his laugh was uncontrollable and loud and I 
remember him being so happy in that moment.  The moments in which 
he had the look of pure joy on his face also stand out.  Like when he 
danced with belly dancers at he and Nona’s 50th Wedding Anniversary 
party.  He was so happy being surrounded by his family and friends, 
dancing and celebrating. 
 
Nono loved to talk and share his life story.  He made friends at all of the 
local coffee shops in Long Beach.  Every Monday he would meet a group 
of French women, the Niswan, at the Coffee Bean off of PCH and 2nd 
Street.  After Nono stopped driving, he wasn’t able to visit them as 
much.  So one Monday, I took him to the Coffee Bean to meet the 
Niswan.  We sat for a couple of hours drinking coffee and talking.  Nono 
got so much joy from speaking French and spending time with his 
friends.  And they loved him too. 
 
 Nono was also very 
nurturing.  When I was in 
pre-school, he and Nona 
would pick me up at the end 
of the day in their white 
Van.  They always made 
sure to have sliced apples 
for me to eat in the car and 
when we got back to their 
house Nono would make 
me spaghetti.  After he 
cooked the spaghetti, Nona 
would lay it out on a pan 
and bake it because she 
wanted to make it crispy.  Nona always burned it, which made Nono 
mad because he wanted it to be perfect for us.   
 
Overall, when I reflect and think about Nono, I think about how strong 
he was.   He overcame so many obstacles, it’s mind-blowing.  I often 
think about how different my childhood was, and my young adult life is, 
in comparison to Nono’s.  Nono serves as a constant reminder to me to 
always do the right thing, be true to myself, work hard, and be grateful 
for what I have. 
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Diane Levy, Granddaughter 
 
One of my fondest memories with my Nono is watching the movie 
Father of the Bride. Every time I would go over to their house, we would 
put it on. I think the main reason I loved watching this movie so much, 
was to see my Nono laugh. He laughed harder watching this movie than 
I had ever seen him laugh. Every time. We would quote lines from his 
favorite character Franck, played by Martin Short. This movie never got 
old to us, we probably watched it close to 50 times. We would all imitate 
Franck and it became our “thing”.  Any time I put on this movie, it takes 
me right back to being in my grandparent's living room laughing 
hysterically. 
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Jacob Levy, Grandson 

Nessim’s story is one of struggle and hope.  It is full of resiliency, hard 
work, and grace.  Whenever I share stories of my grandfather, the first 
thing I notice is the connection points that people see between his story 
and that of their own family. The stories of people who come to America 
looking to build a better life for their family and themselves is not 
completely unique. We talk about how they came and built something 
from nothing. Struggle and hope are the themes that run throughout.   
 
What sticks out to me about my Nono’s story is not necessarily in the 
details, but in his legacy.  He didn’t come here with nothing. He may 
have had very little money or resources, but he came to this country 
wealthy; rich with love, passion, dedication, and values.  He used the 
stories of struggle to inspire us to work hard and live our lives with value 
and meaning.  His legacy lives on as his family grows and shares stories 
of his kindness and warmth. 
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Adam Levy, Grandson 

I will never forget the trip to Israel with Nono, Nona and my dad. I was 
young, but even so, I understood the depth and importance of what it 
meant to walk the streets of Tirat HaCarmel and Jerusalem alongside my 
grandparents. Nono pointed out parts of his history with such pride and 
it was my first experience witnessing him physically connected to his past. 
He was always such a brilliant storyteller… but I loved being able to 
relive these stories in the place where they were born and created. I like 
to remember Nono this way. Carefree and nostalgic. Adventurous and 
proud. Jovial, with a glint in his eye. 
 
Nono, thank you for creating a beautiful life built on resilience and 
determination and allowing us to share in it. Thank you for gifting me a 
role model in my father, who has always echoed the importance of hard 
work, paying it forward and honoring those who paved the way for this 
life.  
 
Xo 
Babush 
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Billy Lopez, Grandson 

It's always crazy for me to think about Nono's story and how much he 
did for our family. I even wrote a short story biography in elementary 
school which is probably a main reason it has been a form of motivation 
for me. I also will never forget his jokes and the fun he brought 
everywhere. I will forever miss our birthday celebrations being only two 
days apart, even though he would always call me my mom's favorite pet 
name - "kosha.” 
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Nathan and Noah Levy, Grandsons 
 
We remember lots of road trips up the coast to Napa Valley or flying to 
Las Vegas with Nono and Nona which was always fun. Always drinking 
wine, morning egga wrapped in foil in the car, and endless laughs and 
memories.  
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Lysa Gamboa Levy, Daughter-in-Law 
 
Jules was a wonderful father-in-law who immediately welcomed me into 
the family with warmth and love. I admired him for many reasons but 
what touched me most was his thoughtfulness, compassion and ability 
to connect with others.  After interacting with him, you truly felt as if he 
touched your heart & soul. I also loved how his eyes would light up and 
he'd give out the biggest laugh when he'd call the boys by one of the 
nicknames he coined such as "Cous, cous boy", "Banana nose" and 
"Babbos" (Babish)."  
  
 
 

 
 
 

Nora Levy, Daughter-in-Law 
 
Elie worked on getting his dad's memoir published during the COVID-
19 pandemic. The 2020 year was one for the history books in many other 
ways as well - the horrible injustices imposed on many Black 
people resulted in rioting and peaceful protest. Many people, especially 
younger generations, were moved to speak out and take action for 
change. We also experienced an election year like no other, that further 
divided our country in unimaginable ways that defy belief. Throughout 
2020, I often thought about what my father-in-law would think about 
the madness, the inequity, and the despair felt by so many people here 
and around the world. Jules was a compassionate man who was easily 
saddened by the hardship others faced. He watched the news many 
hours a day, and we would talk about the state of the world. In some 
ways, I am grateful that he did not have to experience 2020, as I think it 
would have taken an enormous toll on his already fragile emotional state 
of mind. One positive outcome that I think he would have liked was to 
see his wife actually slow down and relax during the year. Esther was 
forced to stay home and "enjoy" a more leisurely life. Like many other 
people, we learned to have a greater appreciation for the gifts we have of 
good health and love for our family. The people that have passed leave 
a big hole in my heart, but this book will share the love and determination 
my wonderful and caring father-in-law had with those lucky enough to 
know him, and those who will only know him from the stories he shared 
in this memoir. 
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Esther Levy, his wife of 62 years 
 
I wanted to get married, so I would not have to go into the Israeli Army. 
My cousin Soo Soo Costica worked with someone at the post office, and 
he introduced us. When Jules first came to meet me, my family was 
spying at us out the window. We walked to the beach in Haifa. He was 
very handsome! After our wedding, we went to Tel Aviv for our 
honeymoon. 
 
All his life, he wanted to come to America. On the way, we stopped in 
Paris and I needed a new bra. When we sent to the store to buy it, the 
saleswoman asked what size? Jules cupped his two hands in front of his 
chest and told her “this size, like you”. Many, many years later, he told 
this story on a cruise while we were playing “The Newlywed Game” 
Everyone laughed so hard, and we won the game. 
 
The hardest time I had was when I had to go from Texas to Chicago 
with four small children and I did not speak English. It took a several 
days on the train, with the kids running around. When we got to Chicago, 
our friends The Midlers were there, and they helped us so much. Esther 
Midler advised me to read everything to help me learn English and get 
used to America. She let me use a very large stroller so I could take the 
baby (Joey) to the market and still have room for groceries. 
 
The first time we ever flew in an airplane was when we came to Odessa, 
Texas from New York. Many years later, we went to a bakery convention 
in New Orleans. After that, we were so lucky to travel all over the world: 
Australia, Europe, Jamaica, Israel and Cancun, plus many cruises through 
the Panama Canal, Hawaii, Mexico and Alaska. 
 
My husband was kind and hard working. We had a very good life. 
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The 50th - Golden Wedding Anniversary 
 

2005 
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Nessim “Jules” Levy  
Family Tree 

Born December 28, 1929 in Cairo, Egypt 
Died January 21, 2018 in Long Beach, California 

 
PARENTS WIFE CHILDREN GRANDCHILDREN 
Lieto Levy  
& Esther Fuchs 

Esther Yarhi Married Nessim 
Levy on December 5, 1954 

Eliahu  
   (m. Nora Gantz) 

Elise 
Diane 

  Ezra  

  Batia 
   (m. William Lopez) 

Billy 

  Yossi  
   (m. Lysa Gamboa) 

Jacob 
   (m. Tessa) 
Adam 
Nathan 
Noah 

    
    
 SIBLINGS NIECES & NEPHEWS  
 Sammy  

   (m. Rachel) 
Yehudit 
Eti 
Eli 
Viky 
Rafi 
Hayim 

 

 Felix  
   (m. Esther) 

Vicky 
Rafi 
Ilana 
Ofra 
Shoshana 

 

 Maurice  
   (m. Clarice) 

Elly (m. Evelyn) 
Shlomo 

 

 Jeanette  
   (m. Cordis Slaughter) 

Cordis (m. Lynette) 
Robert 

 

 Rose  
   (m. Cesar Suares) 

Mazal (m. Shomon Shemesh) 
Esther (m. Udi Argaman) 
Rahamin (m. Julie) 
Dalia (m. Jay Brunner) 
Yafa  
Eliyahu (m. Tania) 
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Milestone Events
1929 Born on December 28

1933 Sent to orphanage

1948 Arrived in Haifa, Israel

1954 Married Esther on December 5
1956 First child born (Eliahu) on August 25
1958 Second child born (Ezra) on February 5
1959 Third child born (Batia) on October 13

1962 Fourth child born (Yossi) on October 6
1963 Moved with his family to America, settled in Chicago

1968 The family became US citizens
1969 Moved to Long Beach, California

1978 Bought Leona Rose Bakery in Long Beach

1989 Retired from the bakery

1994 Celebrated 50th wedding anniversary

2018 Passed away on January 21, 2018


