"A tribute to Tzfira

 my aunt and teacher".
_She's so complicated

"From the Tales of Tzfira,
The Queen of Sheinkin Street"

_She only sees midnight shows

_She's so complicated

A film by Yael Katzir

_She hides her lovely legs

_She's so complicated

_She's changed her name twice

_She's so complicated

_When she goes to the beach

_She doesn't go into the water

_She lives on Sheinkin Street

_Drinks coffee at Cafe Tamar

_She wants to make a short film

"Baruch Katinsky House"

_Men, she says

_They come and go

"Dr. Tzfira Ogen"

_But on cold nights she knows...
Can you call yourself a Sheinkin
Street type of person, Tzfirale?
I’m a Sheinkin Street 
Type of person 
from the old days,
not today's Sheinkin.

My daughter is today's
Sheinkin type of person.

She belongs to the bohemia

with all its caprices.

But me,

I'm over-the-hill.
I'm considered the
head of the Sheinkin tribe.

At Cafe Tamar I'm known as
the head of the
old Sheinkin Street tribe.

The house we're in now
is our second house.

Because the house where I was born
is on Nachalat Binyamin Street.

In 1932, Nachlat Binyamin Street
stopped being "in"

and people started moving

to the heart of Tel Aviv,

to the end of Sheinkin Street.

This place was very different.
Our house was one of the
first houses built here.
How old were you

when you moved here?

I think I was 13.

I studied at

Gymnasia Herzliya
and because of the distance,
I even got a bicycle.
I think I was one of the only girls

in Tel Aviv who had a bicycle.

The unique thing about the house

is that the whole house

is occupied by family members.

Four generations live here.

We call it "the clan",

the house of the clan.
So we're actually
connected by walls.

Sometimes when I hear noises 
in the apartment next door,
I knock on the wall...

in Morse code,

I know it from my Haganah
(Underground movement)days,
and they get scared
and the fighting stops

it then becomes perfectly quiet.
There was a large German
immigration back then
and German academicians started
moving into the neighborhood.
Doctors, dentists, architects...

who gave daily life

a special character.

You heard a lot of German

in the neighborhood,
although in this house

we only spoke Hebrew.

As time went by,
this house became...
not an institution, but a kind of

center for the Haganah(underground) 
in the sense that my father
was the Haganah's treasurer.
Although he was a member
of the General Zionist party

and the rest of the family

belonged to the Labor party.
Back then there were Moshe Sharet,

Eliyahu Golomb and Dov Hoz.

I used to hear him at night

sitting with the Haganah members

doing the accounting,
but when they left,he’d say:

"Well, the Bolsheviks are gone."
To him they were still Bolsheviks,

but they loved my father very much.

Eliyahu Golomb used our house,

when it was still a one-story house,
as a weapons cache.
And one day...My father was
a fainthearted person.
One day he saw big, green,

metal crates under the sofa.

He asked my mother:

"Gutta, Gutta, what is this?"

And she said: "Shh, quiet,

Eliyahu brought them here."

My father ran out of the house

and was afraid to come back,
because of the weapons

Eliyahu hid in our house.

How many years have you been

living on Sheinkin Street?

Since 1932.

-Until today?

Until today?
-Here I am. But I...

Didn't you ever want to move?

Look, I was in the British army

for four years
and I lived in the valley of Jezreel 
for four years

because of the work
I did for the Haganah.

I also went abroad,

I studied (in London)

at the Royal College of Music.

But we always came back here.

I remember on Tu Bishvat

(Jewish Arbor Day),
all sixth graders,
12 and-a-half year olds
would go out to plant trees.

Since I went to Gymnasia Herzliya,
we came to this boulevard, the last
section of Rothschild Boulevard.
and planted this tree.

The tree is still alive.

This tree played
a very important role
in my love life.

There was a boy my age

that I loved and he loved me,
but we were ashamed to say:

"I love you," we were young children.

What was his name?

-Israel.

Israel was the best-looking boy
in class.

So what could we do?

We went to this tree
and found some nooks in it,

they're still here,

they're on top now.

We’d leave
letters in the nook.

"Israel, today we'll meet

near Eden Cinema.

It was the first movie theatre
in Tel Aviv

near the Suzanne Dalal Culture Center.

"At 7 o'clock."
And we'd meet.

Or: "I'll wait for you
near the kiosk,"
and we'd meet at the kiosk…
That’s how we exchanged
love letters for several years
until he grew up and I grew up

and now we're both grandparents

to many grandchildren

and the tree is still here
and my family calls it
"Grandma's tree".

For many years

this house also served

as a garage for the bicycles

of young Haganah members.

Since I had a bicycle...

bicycles were very expensive then.

I had a girl's bicycle,

without a top tube.

My bicycle was tied downstairs
and all the Haganah contacts
had a key to the lock.

And if somebody who didn't
have a bicycle was on duty,
he'd whistle from downstairs...
and yell: "Tzfira, can I take your

bicycle for an hour, I'm on duty?"

He’d open the lock,

take the bicycle and return it.

It was the "communications" garage.

I was a contact person
and I was supposed to deliver

a suitcase with weapons' parts

that was tied to the back
of my bicycle.
It wasn't "in" to use

a hand break to stop a bicycle,
who uses a hand break?
You only stop with your foot.
So I was riding my bicycle...
and near the Carmel Market there's
a down slope in Allenby Street.

Suddenly the chain disconnected
and there's no way that

I can stop the bicycle.
I knew what I was carrying,

what do I do?

At the end of the street
I saw a "Johnny" walking around,
a British policeman,
carrying a club...
So I hung on to the first

Lamppost I came across

and fell with my bicycle.
I must've dislocated my shoulder.
The suitcase opened
and everything that was
in the suitcase scattered.
They were gun parts...

I couldn't move.

There's a song...

"A man wakes up one morning
and feels that he is a nation".
You know the song?

That's how I felt.

Whoever walked down the street

understood what was happening,

that this girl is a

Haganah contact person.
First of all,

nobody came over to me

except for an old Yemenite milkman

carrying a milk jug.
I remember that he put down
the jug, ran into the street

and started collecting the parts

and putting them into the suitcase
and a small boy on his way home
from school also understood,

he started picking up the
screws and firing pins, etc...

There was a clothing shop nearby,

Englander's,
the shopkeeper came out

with a screwdriver or something,
he put the bicycle chain back on
gave me a slap on my dislocated

shoulder, I almost fainted,

and said:

"Get on the bicycle, girl."
_Suddenly a man wakes up one morning
_and feels that he is a nation

_And he begins to walk

_And whoever he meets on the way

_he calls out, "Shalom"...
Doesn't it hurt to see how much
Habima Theatre has changed
since it was built?
-Certainly.

Architecturally, I think
it was much prettier before,
but it’s mostly the memories.

This was the place where
all lovers used to meet,

inside the building,
it wasn't finished yet,

there were bricks all around

so nobody disturbed us.

Passers-by would hear all sorts

of sounds coming from inside.

Some people have fond memories

of this place,
others used to cry here.

Everything happened
inside Habima.

My first love affair was here.

Really? Your first kiss

or your first love affair?

Both.

Don't ask big questions...

I'm asking.

He was 4 years older than me,
it was a big difference then.
He was my instructor

in the Haganah.

The whole love affair

took place over there,
between the blocks

and bricks and pillars.

How did men hit on girls

in those days?

Do you remember?

-Yes. Yes.

To begin with,

they didn't say, "I love you".

It wasn't part of the lexicon.

"Sweetheart", "darling"...

"Girlie"... 
They used to say "girlie" a lot.
"Girlie, come over here..."

What did the girls say?

Girls "did",

they didn't "say".

There was a lot of love...

I mean, great sex,

and true love.

Absolutely.
One of my jobs...
when I was older,

was to make contact

with Jewish prostitutes

who had relationships
with British secret police.
They had regular clients

from the secret police.

The Haganah wanted them

to get information

out of the British.

There was one girl who worked on

the promenade on the way to Jaffa.
I said that I’d

introduce myself to her

and ask her if she would

work for the Haganah.

And that's what I did.

I'll never forget her.

I said: "I'm from the Haganah,

do you know what the Haganah is?"

She said, "Yes."
"Would you agree to help?"

She said, "Yes."
"You can't say a word to anyone."

She said, "Yes."
And she gave us
very important information.

She was the mistress of
the head of British CID.

She said: "No problem,
"I give him two more whiskeys
and he starts talking."

She had a daughter at home.
There was no father.
They had a piano...
and a spotless house with
handmade embroideries and...

It was a lovely home.
She said to me...
"Look, all I want is...

"for my daughter
not to end up like me.
"So she studies ballet

and learns to play the piano
"and paints beautifully

and she's a good student, etc…"

Years later,

I passed by the Dan Hotel

and saw a high-class prostitute

waiting for a client to come out.
It was her, her daughter.

I asked her:

Are you... Yula's daughter?

Her name was Yula.

She said: "Yes. You see,

"I ended up like my mother."

"62 Sheinkin Street"

Tzfirka dear,

what's the problem?

You told me that you're free...
-Hello, come here.

-You can dance here...
But you're also part of
the scenery, aren't you?

I'd like you to meet Sarale,

a childhood friend of mine.

We were two poor girls 
in the Egyptian desert.

I wish I could go back
to those days.

Listen, Tzfira is...

I don't have to remember anymore.
We've been here together for
so many years. -How many years?

About 50, maybe a little more.

What's the strongest memory

you have of that time?

From the British army days?

-From the army? (World War II)
Listen,

I was in a completely different unit.

We were drivers
and they were "intelligence".

We were drivers...
-They were "wagon-owners".

"Wagon-owners", yes.

-In Tel El-Kabir. -In Tel El-Kabir.

We learned to drive in Mina,

near the citadel, near the pyramids.

I remember that you were
a Sergeant Major.

She tells everyone:
"She was my sergeant major."
And when I'm mad at her,
I tell her:

"Sarale, I'll put you on charge".

"To put on charge".

-Yes, yes, yes...

Those were wonderful times.

Wasn't driving a difficult job?
No, it was great fun.

I drove buses.
We enjoyed ourselves,

we went to Cairo.
You drove 3 ton trucks.

-3 tons and more.
Yes.
-With double wheels. –Yes.
But she deceived the army.

She was 17 years old.

They didn't recruit kids that age.

Of course not. 
-Yes, that's true...

I was 22 years old
when I joined the army

.

How long were you in the army?

-4 years.

I was there for almost 4 years,

married women were
discharged earlier.

That was the best time

of my life.

We always travelled in convoys

to all sorts of places.
We ate at Groppi,(Canteen) 
what didn't we do?
Do you know what Groppi is?

But we cheated there.

So what?

–We’d walk in one door,

eat ice cream

and walk out the other door.

Tzfirkale,
you did that, I didn't.

*1997 – Class Meeting

*Pupils of Tel-Hai Elementary School

*1948-1956 

Tzfira.

Tzfira, the teacher!
That's right. Gulu's aunt.
Tzfira Katinsky.

-Yes.

Hello, hello.
Gee wiz.

Hello.

–How funny.

Instead of a voyage into the future,

this is a voyage into the past.

It also takes time...

-True, true.

Tzfira!
I don't believe it.
Hello, how are you?

-Excellent. –Yes.
Wonderful, you look great.

-I'm an old fogy.
I'm Tamar Katzner,

now Overmann,

married, mother of three.

Grandmother to a granddaughter.

In large, thanks to you,
I am working
with children with learning
and behavioral problems,
because I was a dyslectic child

who suffered a lot from
both teachers and children,
except for my teachers
Tzfira and Medaliah

both of whom contributed
a lot to my life.

An event doesn't go by when I
deal with children with problems

that I don't remember
my teacher Tzfira
and her attitude towards a problem

that didn't have a name back then,
her warmth, her teaching us
the love for music...
which is an asset, despite
everything I went through in life,

and I went through a lot,
I think these are the
foundations of my life.

*2002 - 5 years later,

*A class meeting once again
"Tel-Hai School"

Hello, Ami.

How are you? -Fine, thank you.

-It's great to see you.
Hello, teacher, hello.
Teacher, I haven't done

my homework today...

You'll have to write
"I'll do my homework" 200 times.
No, I'll bring my parents.

What do I say?

I say that it keeps me young.

There must've been

two fourth-grade classes.

This was 4-A,

Tzfira was the homeroom teacher.

The one sitting in the middle?

-Yes.

Tzfira was the homeroom teacher
and Doba was the principal...

Look, I'm 83 years old,

does that tell you something?

A million years.

Those were my golden years.

In this school started the 
great romance with the person
who would later be my husband.
OK, my good children.
Stop laughing, Shula,
the teacher is speaking.

Since you're my students,

you're familiar with literature

and you must know the saying:

"Man is but the imprint...
"of his native landscape."
This place is a part
of my landscape

and so are you and many dozens
of other pupils like you
from more and more classes...
I've absorbed all of it.

I have wonderful memories

of this school.

Not to mention the fact that
my great romance with the person

who was later my husband,
Yitzhak Ogen,
who also taught in this school,
began here.

During our free time
between periods,

we’d go to the coffee house 
on Dizengoff Street,

where we'd whisper

sweet-nothings

and once in a while we'd
see a child's head peeping

to see what the teacher
was doing with Ogen.
The story had a happy ending

and we ended up getting married.

Teacher. –Yes.

-I'd like to say something.

You're raising your hand?
That's a change.
I'm raising my hand, I've changed.
-Is it something good or bad?

*Prof. Sami Dekel 

*Orthopedic Surgeon 

Something very good, teacher.
-OK. -I arrived in your class

and you asked me,

I was from Bulgaria....

A new immigrant,
the only one in this class.
And you asked me...

-No you weren't. –Almost.

A few more came later.
You asked me: "Where are you from?"

I said: "I'm from Bulgaria."

And you said:

"Oh, so you know how to sing, you'll
be a second voice in our school choir."

I was always second voice, why?

Later, after a million years

this Bulgarian operated on me.

I was lying on the operating table

with a local anesthetic

and he put on some tapes
with French songs for me
and I heard him asking the nurse

for all sorts of instruments,

a saw, a hammer, forceps, 
whatever he needed,
and I didn't like the songs,
so I said: "Change it,"
during the operation.

And he said: "Is Beethoven OK?"

I said: “Yes.”
And he changed the music.

To Tzfira!

There's no one like her.

To Tzfira!

-To Tzifra!

_By us in Tel-Hai

_Everyone's happy and alive

_So be merry and glad...

Did you teach us that song?

Do you remember it? –Sure.

_Bell ring quickly
_And call us to the yard

_Bell ring quickly

_And call us to the yard...

How lovely...

Fiddly-dee, fiddly-dum.

I was a teacher
and Zeevz, who was
the chief education officer,
asked me if I would
quit teaching and join 
the career army service.

I agreed.

I became the head of the

elementary education unit,

it was a unit for
illiterate soldiers...

Ben Gurion gave an order

that no Israeli soldier
would leave the army
without at least an elementary
school education
equal to that of boys
from the working class.

And so we conducted
education projects.

It was very satisfying work.

I remember coming to
an education campaign
in a regiment in the Galilee...

There were a lot of young men

who could hardly read or write there.

One of them said something,

about me:

"Look, look at her, 
what a skirt, what a scholar."
"We've come to congratulate you

on receiving an esteemed degree 
"at an unconventional age.

"You have set a goal

to receive your Ph.D."

It's very important
also for women our age

to have a good example

from the generation before us

that we can look up to and gain
a lot of strength and power from.

Tzfira, you're not
the kind of person

that will rest on your laurels,
you're already worried about
what's going to happen next.

We're looking forward to
seeing what you'll do next.

We're anxiously waiting.

I'll make some soup.

For Tzfira: 
"You've stretched the blue skies
"and I the shade of the tent.
"We both sat on the verge of the string

"stretched between the high
and the distant." By Yitzchak Ogen 
*Tzfira Ogen

*Doctor of Philosophy

*Literature of the Jewish People

We love you very much and look forward

to the next party in two years

in honor of your next doctorate.

From us, the grandchildren

and of course, Victor.

Victor is the dog. 

I've written songs for
every birth, bar-mitzvah,
wedding, circumcision ,

for everyone...

And now I've written

a song for me.
"Tzfira, have you gone mad?

"Getting a Ph.D at the age of 77?

_What got into the nice old lady

_Who wanted to study and stuck to it?

_Light the candles
_And sing out loud

_About the miracles and wonders

_They did in Bar Ilan Univ.

"And much will be told about

Tzfira's wondrous deeds

"by those who love and admire her,

her family, her subordinates,
"and thousands of pupils.

"If you'd like to hear more from her,

"you're welcome to visit her

at her home on Sheinkin Street."

This is the story.
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