
I was born in Ramat HaTayasim1 – and I am Not Even a Pilot 

Originally posted on December 27, 2013 

 

Mother, Erella and Me with the Housing Project of Ramat HaTayasim in the 

Background 

My parents and eldest sister Devorah arrived in Israel in January 1949. By this time, 

they had left Cyprus behind, along with the Holocaust and the War. My mother's elder 

sister was with them, too. To be honest, this seems to me like an interesting 

arrangement. Jaffa was almost their first stop and also their first home in many years. 

Time goes by and Pella-Pessya, my mother's elder sister, travels to America. Her 

sweetheart Robin Barry, whom she had met in Italy, is waiting for her in the Land of 

Unlimited Opportunities. The exact date is July 25, 1952, the day my blond sister, 

Erella, comes into the world – still in Jaffa. On Shimshon HaGibor Street, at the very 

heart of Tel-Aviv, lives Renya Garbash, my mother's twin sister. At 14, Zamenhof 

Street lives my mother's uncle, Israel Halpern. Leah Abramowitz, my mother's cousin, 

lives on HaHavatzelet Street in Yad-Eliyahu, Ramat HaTayasim. For more on Jaffa 

and the early years, go to http://goo.gl/mDW92P. 

The Shikun (= Housing) Company of the Histadrut (= Workers Union) Builds a 

Public Housing Project – 1953 

                                                           
1 "Ramat HaTayasim" translates, roughly, to "Pilots' Heights". The Hebrew name of the neighborhood 

commemorates three Israeli Air Force pilots who were killed in action while defending the city of Tel-Aviv during 

the War of Independence. 
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1954, our family moves from Jaffa to Yad-Eliyahu, the public housing project Ramat-

HaTayasim, 19, HaLevanon Street. If you look for HaLevanon Street today, it will be 

difficult to find. Today that street is known as Professor Asherman Street. I believe it is 

the longest street in this neighborhood. 

 

Professor Yosef Asherman 1889-1968, Gynecologist & Obstetrician 

Only after visiting the neighborhood and seeing the streets named HaHavatzelet and 

HaTzvi did I understand the meaning of the name HaLevanon2. Apparently, the reason 

for the change of street names was to prevent confusion with Chaim Levanon Street 

in northern Tel-Aviv (formerly HaUniversita Street). In 1986 they abandoned the name 

HaLevanon. The readers of the extinct periodical, HaLevanon, are not likely to 

protest… 

Tel-Aviv street names make a fascinating story in its own right. The book on the subject 

is only the prolog to the real stories. If you wish to keep track of changes in street 

names, go to the Tel-Aviv 100 website, where they have a special chapter devoted to 

the subject titled "Rehov Zaz" (= A Street Moves), No connection to Haim Hazaz3. They 

have recently added a small section about Ramat HaTayasim which, in my opinion, is 

expected to grow, as this enterprise is growing daily 

(https://sites.google.com/a/tlv100.net/tlv100/east.tayasim). 

                                                           
2 "HaHavatzelet", "HaTzvi" and "HaLevanon" are the names of Hebrew periodicals from the distant past that are 

no longer in production. 

3 A prominent Israeli author & playwright. 
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Giveat Batikh (= Watermelon Hill) from right: Pyotr, Erella, Aviva Morchai and 

Devorah Standing. Photo credit: Jerzy Lipman 

 

Devorah & Erella on Shavuot (= the Feast of Weeks) with the Housing Projects 

of Ramat HaTayasim in the Background 
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Erella & Pyotr at Giveat Batikh. Photo credit: Jerzy Lipman 

Asherman, the Obstetrician Professor who lived on Idelson Street 

Just recently, I read on that website about Professor Asherman and his original house 

on Idelson Street, adjacent to the old City Hall near Bialik Street. As this location is a 

part of my daily roaming route in the direction of Allenby Street, I had passed by it 

many times without knowing anything about it. Is it possible that Professor Asherman 

was present at the maternity hospital when I was born? The story of Asherman's 

connection with the Persian Royal House is fascinating. 

Metal Street Signs that Disappear Just Like That 

There is nothing like the metal street signs of yesteryear with the enamel finish, dark 

blue with white lettering. The older ones have a white background and only a few 

authentic, original signs are still around. In Ramat HaTayasim, one blue sign has 

remained and I wonder how long it will stay there. I noticed that after each one of my 

posts, a few street signs I had pointed out disappeared, but it could be a coincidence, 

just like the joke about the white missionary priest, the Zulu chief and the black lambs 

in Africa. If you like such original street signs, come on Friday to Zina Diezengoff piazza 

to the antiques, vintage and second-hand market, bring along a wad of a few hundred 

Sheqels and you can have an original, rusty street sign from the past. As far as I am 

concerned, only three signs could tempt me to purchase them: HaLevanon Street, 

Sokolov Street and Ben-Yehuda Street. 

Housing Projects, Tile Roofs, an Expansive Lawn and an Iraqi Scud Missile that 

Scored a Direct Hit on the Block 

Let's go back to Ramat HaTayasim in Yad-Eliyahu. Today, the place still looks just like 

it did back in those days, but apparently not for long. Housing projects with tiled roofs 
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and small apartments, some of which have been expanded. It was much easier to 

obtain a permit for renovations and annexing after an Iraqi Scud missile had scored a 

direct hit on the neighborhood during the First Gulf War (1991). I believe it was our 

block that sustained the hit, but how can you be sure as we were no longer there and 

it seems to me that the entire war was a combined plot against the Jews of Babylon 

(Iraq) who had chosen the city of Ramat-Gan and its nearby neighborhoods, and 

Saddam Hussein did not forget that. 

Back in those days, we had a 64 square meter, two-and-a-half-room apartment. That 

number will return – and not only in the song by the Beatles. 

Our apartment was on the second floor, and some of the neighbors are still there, at 

least the names remained. Kirschenbaum and Morchai. Back then we also had Kashi, 

Tajar, Rubinsten and Avraham Aviel (Lipkonski), the book man who was a witness at 

the Eichmann trial (https://goo.gl/174poG). 

A generous-sized lawn at the entrance, just as I remembered it. Grocery shopping is 

still done at the spot where the cooperative discount grocery store once stood. Today 

it is "Mega in the City", a current reincarnation of the old Co-Op supermarket chain. 

Anyone who had a share enjoyed the privilege of shopping at the cooperative discount 

grocery store. That share would prove its worth in the future and we, namely – my 

father Shmuel – were partners, like many others, in the cooperative ownership of the 

Co-Op store. That is how you become a man of capital, or a capitalist. 

 

The Cooperative Discount Grocery Store of Days Gone by Stands Close to the 

Present Local Supermarket and the Monument 
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Zvi Shapira, Dr. Zandovski, Gross of the Movies, Bezalel Aloni and Other Good 

Neighbors 

Devorah and Erella remember the kindergarten of Bat-Sheva and Sylvia, the Zvi 

Shapira Elementary School with teacher Atara Zivoni as well as Rachel Deviri of the 

"Warrior Family"4. They also remember the neighbors in the nearby houses and the 

neighborhood, including Himmelfarb the milkman, Ephraim Fortis, Eliezer Levin and 

Sarah Oxenfeld. They remember the Bachar family of footballers and the Hakak family, 

who always had many watermelons under the beds and a lot of seeds, as well as the 

Gross family of the movies (https://goo.gl/n0gkEQ). 

Yaakov Gross wrote a lovely book about Giveat Batikh – a Mound of Flirtations: 

"Sometimes it is worthwhile to stop. To look back for a while. What's gone will not be 

back, and what's coming will pass anyway." 

Doctor Arnold Zandovski, the Pole with the brown bag, was the family doctor. Bezalel 

Aloni (many years before singer Ofra Haza) was responsible for the first graduation 

party of the Zvi Shapira School, along with Haya Shalita, the School Principal and the 

mother of Dudu the animator (http://www.dudushalita.com/default.aspx). 

The area adjacent to the housing projects was definitely expansive. The neighbors too 

good care of the surrounding area. Behind our housing project, my parents planted 

rose bushes with flowers in Bordeaux and white that they had received from the 

Greiner-Goren family of Moshav Beit-Herut in the Tel-Mond district. There was also a 

red plum tree, and auntie Hayale taught my mother how to prepare excellent 

preservers from its fruit along with the rose petals. 

Giveat Batikh 

The neighborhood's high ground was Giveat Batikh and there were many flowers and 

even cows on that hill. Today it is Edith Wolfson Park and the White Square 

environmental sculpture project by Danny Karavan. The name "White Square" refers 

to the ideal behind the establishment of the city of Tel-Aviv – a white, Mediterranean 

seaside city. Painter Nachum Gutman described Tel-Aviv as "A small town with a small 

number of people in it," and Naomi Shemer, like many others, called it "The White City" 

(Amalnet – Encounters of the Visual Kind). 

The Tel-Aviv – New York medal depicts Danny Caravan's creation. "Tel-Aviv and New 

York have a lot in common: the commotion, the special smell, the diversity, the 

                                                           
4 A collective nickname for former members of the ETZEL and LEHI militant underground movements. 
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entertainment, the fashion, the cultural centers, et al. The connection between the two 

cities has existed for more than 85 years." 

 

Tel-Aviv (Medal) – Asher Kalderon, Design based on Motifs by Danny Karavan 

(http://israelmint.com/?section=449&product=2401&lineItem=129). 

 

Shlomo Ohayon near Danny Karavan's White Square, once Giveat Batikh 
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In the public area at the center of the neighborhood, they used to enclose a section 

with fabric sheets and screen a movie, and the local inhabitants would come in droves 

to watch the wonder. During one of those times, while my parents were marveling at 

the flickering celluloid, uncalled guests visited our home. They were burglars who 

messed up our apartment and took whatever was worth stealing in those days. 

The policemen who came to the scene of the crime explained that the burglars fled the 

moment they saw my father's police uniform in the bedroom. Believe it if you want. My 

parents believed they knew exactly who had come to visit them uninvited. Another 

unsolved burglary case for the police statistics. 

"Did You Actually See it or Did They Just Tell You That?" 

1958 was an OK year. My family was very happy when I joined them. November 21, 

after two daughters, finally a son who would preserve the family name and say the 

Kaddish prayer5. My father, Shmuel, is no longer a policeman – he is a taxi driver now. 

Not the greatest honor, but it generates more income, which is also important. 

 

 

                                                           
5 The term "Kaddish" is often used to refer specifically to "The Mourner's Kaddish", said as part of the mourning 

rituals in Judaism in all prayer services, as well as at funerals and memorials, and for 11 months after the death 

of a close relative. When mention is made of "saying Kaddish", this unambiguously refers to the rituals of 

mourning. Mourners say Kaddish to show that despite the loss they still praise God (Wikipedia). 
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My Father's First Taxi at the Housing Project in Ramat HaTayasim. Erella Stands 

outside the Car and the Cousins are Inside, Looking Out 

 

Mother and us at the Housing Project with Leah Abramowitz, 1959 
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Erella, my Blond Sister, with her First Textbook 

 

On the Balcony with Mother, 1959, and Leah Abramowitz, Mother's Cousin 
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Our father always told us that when I was born, the first thing he did was drive to the 

house of Renya, my mother's twin sister, and tell her the news that this time, finally – 

it was a boy, a male son. Auntie Renya was very happy, but the first thing she said to 

our father was "Did you actually see it was a boy, or did they just tell you that? Go back 

and check, please!" So our father, as excited as he was, drove back, checked and 

returned, and he always kept saying it was a miracle he did not cause an accident with 

his taxi. Jewish women of Polish origin can always make you doubt. 

The First Decade Exhibition & the Establishment of a Medallion Unit at the Prime 

Minister's Office 

The First Decade Exhibition proudly presented the accomplishments of the developing 

young state. The State of Israel established a medallion and coin unit that would 

eventually evolve into the Israel Coins & Medals Corporation (ICMC). Soon, Tel-Aviv 

will celebrate its first Centennial, and a widely distributed medal is issued 

(http://israelmint.com/?section=449&product=2762&lineitem=741). 

 

Tel-Aviv 50th Anniversary Jubilee 1959. Design: Zvi Narkis. Minting: 

Amanograph. Photography: Israel Coins & Medals Corporation Ltd. 

I grew up in Ramat HaTayasim for four years. My memories from there are limited but 

still exist. I remember some of the neighbors, Aliza Tajar and her sons Nissim and 

Marco, the Kashi twins and a very strange song that plays in my head in connection 

with the Kirschenbaum family. 
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The memory of my mother trapping a colorful parrot using a shopping basket is etched 

in my mind forever. We provided the parrot with a girlfriend and a wire cage Father and 

Devorah brought on the same day. To our delight, our mother, Genya, loved to record 

things for posterity. It started with photographs and things that are still with us, like 

documents and mementos. As far as we know, we did not have a camera of our own. 

All of the photographs were taken by photographers who passed through the 

neighborhood and took photographs for a fee. The photographs taken by our uncles 

and aunts from America and the photographs by Jerzy Lipman from Giveat Batikh are 

a different story (http://kobiliderman.blogspot.co.il/2013/08/blog-

post_19.html#comment-form). 

We have a short moving picture memento filmed by guests from America who came 

to visit the Holy Land and our housing project in 1959. It is about time to upload it to 

the web. Willy and Goldie, the neighbors of auntie Pella and uncle Reuven from 

America record us for posterity. I always knew we could count on the Jewry of the USA. 

In 1962 we moved from Ramat HaTayasim to 93, Sokolov Street in northern Tel-Aviv 

(http://kobilderman.blogspot.co.il/2013/09/93.html). 
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Devorah Shakhnai, my Sister, at our old Housing Project, 2011 

 

Ramat HaTayasim, Yad-Eliyahu, Public Housing Project, Asherman Street, the 

Entrance to our Block 

 

19, Asherman Street with the Extension, once HaLevanon Street – our Home 
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Some of the Names of the Past that Remained Intact 

 

Devorah Meets a Neighbor from the Past. In the Background: the Zvi Shapira 

Elementary School, Ramat HaTayasim 
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The Monument Commemorating the IAF Pilots (= Tayasim) who were Killed in 

Action while Defending Tel-Aviv during the War of Independence: Modi Alon, 

Matityahu Sukenik, Aharon David Sprinzak 

 

A Memorial Stone Commemorating Inhabitants of Ramat HaTayasim Killed in 

Action during Israel's Wars 
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An Original Balcony from the Past with New Frame Columns for a Future 

Extension 

 

Expansive Lawns, very close to Edith Wolfson Park 
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