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The original book

Who would not boast of  having built something? …
When you erect a wall or portico of  great elegance and 
adorn it with a door, columns, or roof, good citizens ap-
prove and express joy for their own sake, as well as yours, 
because they realize that you have used your wealth to 
increase greatly not only your own honor and glory, but 
also that of  your friends, your descendants, and the whole 
city.

On the Art of  Building in Ten Books:  
Leon Battista Alberti, 1404-1472
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Preface
“You are just like your grandmother.” I heard this from one or the other of my parents, at 

least once a week, for as long as I can remember. This was not a compliment, or a blessing. It 
was said to me every time I expressed an independent thought or did something they thought 
wasn’t ladylike--too smart, too independent. But I wasn’t just like Grandma. Charna was a 
powerhouse, a force of nature. As I go through all of the documentation I have collected about 
her life I am awe-struck. She organized people and events. She raised at least a million dollars at 
a time that was real money, often from people who had little to give. She built a building and 
a community. Documents issued by the Nursery had hundreds of names in them, all contribu-
tors and well-wishers. 

Although Charna lived with us from the time I was six until I was fourteen, I never felt I 
knew her. How much can a child know, or understand, a complex woman sixty years her se-
nior. I am not just like her. She was strong, confident, a leader. I was only being me. Now that 
I am the age Charna was when she came to live with us, perhaps I have begun to understand 
who she was.

This book is a compilation of all things Charna. I have put it together as much for me as for 
you, so I can better understand this woman who lived quietly in my mother’s house, and who 
inspired both devotion and hatred, in her community and in her own family.

It will necessarily be about other people as well. Charna was not isolated. She led, directed, 
depended on, loved and aggravated many people, my father, Maurie, Aunts Flo, Belle, Helen, 
Frieda, Rifka a.k.a Ruth, her husband Louis, to name the most important ones. I can only tell 
you about a few of them. Many will only be names in passing. I will try to include everything I 
know about Charna, a copy of her book, all of the pictures I collected and notes from inter-
views and materials I amassed from �985 to �989.

She was known as the Jewish Jane Addams, according to the obituary printed in the Senti-
nel in April, �948, because of her unceasing devotion to alleviating the problems of the needy 
and unfortunate. Certainly, Charna Bodenstein Rieger was an exceptional Jewish woman. She 
was educated in religious and secular studies when few Jewish men and fewer Jewish women 
were given this opportunity.  She became an achiever and a leader of her people. Arriving at 
the age of 4�, she first learned English, then learned to maneuver in a society emerging from 
the constraints of the Victorian age, and where women had not yet attained suffrage, let alone 
thought about equality. In addition to the larger societal problem of being a woman, Charna 
was fighting with the entrenched communal leadership of German Jews, and later in her life, 
with the then current ideas about childcare and child protection.

Additional material, including scans of the entire original book, documents I collected, 
transcriptions of interviews, Maurie’s and Florence’s memoirs and supplementary reference 
materials will be found on the disk at the back of this book.

Ruthe Rieger Karlin, January 25, 2007
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Foreword
With great thanks to the almighty, who allowed me to celebrate my 75th birthday 

and the 30th anniversary since I founded the Daughters of  Zion Jewish Day Nursery 
and Infant Home; and with a silent, heartfelt prayer to give me years and strength to 
complete my undertaking for the unfortunate Jewish waifs and orphans; I will record 
my experiences from my childhood until this day.

I do this not as a testimonial for myself  and also not without good reason to tell 
the world about myself, but with the hope that my experiences and chiefly my ac-
complishments for the poor orphans, will find a warm reverberation in the hearts of  
my readers and so they will add another hand to the holy and important work of  the 
Daughters of  Zion Nursery and Infant Home, which gives a good home and faithful 
motherly treatment to those whom fate punished by orphaning them.   

And your help and support to the Daughters of  Zion Nursery and Infant Home, 
of  which I was the founder, will be my reward for the thirty years work that I have 
given to the home. 

Mrs. Charna Rieger
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My Early Years
In a village called Losche (Losie), between Gorlice and Jaslo, Galicia, I was born 

in March, 1869. It was the first time I opened my eyes and saw this wonderful world. 

My father, Reb Shevach, son of  [Klomnos] Klonimos Bodenstein of  blessed 
memory, and my mother, Sarah, daughter of  Shlomo Avrohom, may she rest in 
peace, welcomed their new born child with great happiness. No small thing, God 
blessed them with a new daughter!

The house I was born in was our own; my folks were people of  means. In the 
house there was always plenty of  everything cheese, butter, milk, etc. Outside of  the 
house we had forests with a great estate.  In the house there was always plenty of  
everything: cheese, butter, milk, etc. Our house was open for everyone, actually a ho-
tel.  Who went in hungry, came out full. Our house was always crowded with guests 
traveling rabbis passed through, talmudic scholars and ordinary poor men.    

My father, may he rest in peace, was a cattle trader.1  He went from market to 
market where he bought up animals.  He was pious through it all. In the middle of  
the night he performed the midnight service. [He prayed all the time, into half  the 
night.] He prayed with fervor and was God fearing. Frequently he had some prayer 
to say, psalms, special prayers, and so forth.  

He was a tall, handsome man, very lively, by no means an idler. He looked every-
one in the eyes and spoke truth and feared no one. He was very devoted to his wife 
and children. He kept tutors for his two sons and four daughters. He lent direction to 
the upbringing of  his children; like the saying, to God and to people.

My mother of  blessed memory was naturally very religious, but not fanatic. Her 
pleasure was to give food and drink to the poor and to give anonymous donations. 
She knew already who needed for shabos and who just needed bread and would sup-
ply them with it. She gave much help to poor pregnant women and poor widows.

When the cholera epidemic broke out in the village, God save us, there remained 
a number of  poor, helpless orphans, I remember, they were separated in private 
homes there was no “infant home” my mother went to the homes where these waifs 
were cared for and she attended to combing and bathing them and giving such care 
that they didn’t miss anything. When they were four years old a school was supplied 
and they were educated as good pious Jews.

From Aunt Flo’s memoir
1  I should tell you about grandmother, my mother’s 

mother. I think she was a great woman, for the time she lived in. 
She was the oldest of six children when both her parents died. 
Now in those days women didn’t work to earn a living. There 
was no one to support her family, so she did the one thing that 
was not a disgrace. She became a dress maker to support her 
younger sisters and brothers, rather than take charity from the 
town. She gave them an education and married them all off. By 
that time she was thirty years old, unmarried and no money. 

My grandfather Shevach (Saul) Bodenstein was just out of 
school, yeshiva, a Jewish college. He met grandmother and 
fell in love with her. He was six years younger than grandma. 
They were married. This was against all the rules of behavior in 
those days. Grandma had no dowry. And Grandpa had to go 
out and earn money right away. He became a sort of traveling 
salesman, going from town to town, taking orders for whatever 
people may want, then get the goods and deliver it. Their first 
two children were twins and they died at birth. Then grandma 
took an oath that if God gave her other children she would 
deny herself the pleasure of kissing them. Don’t forget she was 
past thirty and in those days that was old. I can remember, even 
us kids, she would hug us, but we never got a kiss from her nor 
were we allowed to kiss her. 
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I was the first daughter. Four sons preceded me; only the oldest, Shlomo Avrohom 
remained alive; thus I was the prodigal daughter and very beloved by my parents, 
who thought I was talented and wanted me to be well brought up. When I was five 
years old, I already learned the bible and commentaries that I loved very much. 

When I was six years old I started the Polish public school system, but I did not 
enjoy studying there because of  its Christian atmosphere. I attended school until I 
was 12 years old and graduated from there with the best grades in Polish, German, 
and Ukrainian. (Hungarian, according to MDR).2 I made very good friends amongst 
my classmates; they nicknamed me, Charnelle, the Yeshiva bocherte, because of  my 
bible learning.

I remember how I used to love to walk in the fields and watch the workers. I 
loved to hear the beautiful songs they sang while they worked. The joy of  their work, 
expressed in their singing and dancing, had great fascination for me. 

From those days an event occurred that made a lasting impression upon me unto 
this day. In our village there lived a shochet, a very wise, learned man by the name 
of  Mordchai Dovid Birenbaum, of  blessed memory. His wife, Chanelle, of  blessed 
memory, truly fitted the biblical allegory of  the Aishes Chayil (the virtuous wife). 
They had four sickly children three sons and one daughter, who were always sick, 
especially the younger ones, three and five years old. They suffered from the Eng-
lish disease (rickets). I remember they used to walk around with swollen stomachs, 
malnourished, with yellow and black complexions. I loved this family very much, 
and it was mutual; thus I assisted Chanelle in caring for the children. Suddenly she 
became ill and took to her bed for over four weeks. Each day her plight became 
worse. Neighbors came in to take care of  her, and I did what I could to care for 
the children. The husband had to travel to the various villages because he was the 
only shochet.One morning when I came to the house, I saw that she was very bad.  
Chanelle was already unconscious.  Soon the neighbors came together, they had tak-
en the children out of  the house, and lit candles because they thought that Chanelle 
was expiring.  I cried out and ran out into the field. I was afraid that Chanelle was 
dead.  As I stood crying, I heard someone call me.  Charnelle, how is Chanelle?  I 
looked up, her husband was returning from a nearby village.  Not willing to tell him 
the bad news I called out to him, Chanelle is much better.

With happiness he entered his house; when he saw the lit candles and the droop-
ing faces of  the people, he gave a loud cry, It can’t be, Charnelle said that Chanelle 
is much better. When Chanelle, who was lying like a corpse, heard his cry, she arose 

2  .  In those days very few girls got an education, boys 
usually just a Hebrew education; but not my grandmother’s 
family. They all got a very good education in Hebrew, Polish and 
German.
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from her bed with a heavy breath and said, if  Charnelle said I am better, then I am 
better. The people happily put out their candles and the gathering departed. Only 
a few remained to make soup for the patient and give her water. From that moment 
on, she fully recovered, thanked me for saving her life and lived another 25 years. 
She kept me as her good messenger and she told everyone that she was thankful to 
me that she was still alive. Her children outgrew their deficiencies and fully recov-
ered.

I Became a Bride 
I continued with my work: studying, sewing, knitting. I was quite tall and every-

one said I was very pretty. When I was thirteen years old our neighbors proposed 
marriage contracts to my parents. My parents refused to hear about these proposals 
because I was too young. But not far from us lived a prominent man, a successful 
businessman by the name of  Reb Shlomo Rieger,3 who dealt with woods and also 
had a large flour and saw mill, which he inherited from his first wife, Miriam Reich, 
who stemmed from the eminent Rabbi Moshe Teitelbaum. 

Reb Shlomo Rieger proposed a marriage contract between his son Eliezer and 
me. I was then 14 years old. My parents began to talk to me about this proposal. But 
I had nothing to answer them, not yes and not no. 

Several weeks later my blessed Mother told me that the coming shabos evening 
there would be a party at the close of  shabos (mlaveh malke) and a guest especially 
for me.  She would not tell me who the guest was.  You will soon see, she said. I soon 
realized who the guest was to be, and I was right. On Saturday evening many distin-
guished townsmen, headed by the rabbi, came to our house. Among the guests was 
the whole Rieger family. When I saw them I quickly secluded myself  in my room and 
went to sleep. But my parents noticed my absence. They came into my room and 
argued with me to come out to the guests. They spoke to me for a long time but I did 
not give in. Finally they overcame my objections. I went out to the guests and they 
celebrated my engagement. All I had to do was take a corner of  a kerchief  in my 
hand.  That’s all it took and I was engaged to Eliezer Rieger. Inasmuch as the groom 
was a good looking, husky young man, older than me by six years, who was supposed 
to go into the military in the coming spring, they scheduled the wedding for shabos 
on Hanukkah. The wedding would take place three weeks later. After the wedding 
we were to leave for America. That night I couldn’t sleep. I cried continuously, be-
cause I did not want to go to America. They brought me bridal gifts from the groom.  
But this did not change my position.  The whole story did not appeal to me.

3  I also remember Grandpa Shlomo as an old man with 
a long white beard. I must have been about six years old and 
was visiting in his home. I remember so clearly Grandmother 
(Pa’s stepmother) baking bread. They were in that business. She 
had a long paddle, I think about six feet. She would set a lot of 
breads on this paddle and in one shove they would be in the 
oven. Oh, it smelled so good. After a while she would take them 
out the same way. Then her son would hitch up a horse and 
buggy and take these breads to the towns around for sale.

Their house was like this: you came in to the first room which 
was the bakery. Next to this was a room the same length but 
very narrow with a desk at one end and I remember grandpa 
sitting at this desk counting money. Next to this room was the 
parlor with the same two beds at each end and table and 
chairs in the center just as all homes were then. Right next to this 
room was another flat just like it, occupied by their daughter, my 
step aunt.

Grandpa used to go in the parlor and peek under the beds 
and if there was a little dust there, he would raise hell. He scared 
me so that after I was there, I think maybe two days, I cried so 
that uncle had to hitch up the horse and buggy and take me 
home. Whatever they say about my stepgrandma, I think she 
was a very fine person and I’m sure I loved her very much and 
Grandpa I think mostly I was afraid of him.
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My parents had much heartache from my position. They kept trying to persuade 
me, that this was predestined and if  I didn’t want to go to America, no one would 
force me. They added that it is better and more noble to write a new parchment than 
to tear up an agreement. They continued in that vein and said, in the olden times, if  
a man and wife could not agree, they divorced, but they did not cancel a contract of  
marriage because it was a great sin.

I had to acquiesce and in the month of  December our wedding took place. We 
had fine music and specially chosen guests, but a small wedding, because the wed-
ding had to be kept secret. According to the law a young man had to fulfill his army 
obligation before he was allowed to marry.

I was not quite 15 years old; my husband was very good to me. Anything to 
please me was not difficult for him. Six months passed this way and he needed to do 
something about his military service. Since I could not bring myself  to go to America 
it was decided that my husband and his father would go together. And so that’s how 
it was. My husband and his father, who had a number of  daughters and sons-in-
law there, fled to America for six months.4 Exactly one year after my marriage, my 
first daughter was born. My husband in America went to the Austrian counsel and 
received a dismissal from military service. He and his father immediately returned to 
Austria to greet the new arrival; his joy was without end.

With the birth of  my daughter, everything changed in my life. I had an im-
mediate growing up experience; I became a good wife, mother and housekeeper.5 
My husband was a fine scholar and an engineer contractor, who had built several 
establishments and earned much money and we had a happy, satisfied life. The years 
flew by; when I was 36 years old, I had 10 children. God in his wisdom took 5 of  my 
children. Now I have 5 children6, 11 grandchildren7 and one great grandchild.8 May 
they have long blessed lives.

My First Community Undertaking
We had a very good life. In the house I had servants and I had plenty of  time for 

community activities. There were no autos in those days, so my husband bought a 
nice horse and carriage for my use. I used to drive around to the outlying districts 
and made the acquaintance of  many people; I helped to make peace between parties 
who had misunderstandings and between men and their wives who had squabbles. 

An incident occurred that had great consequences which I will note here. Many 
people remember the great blood libel (Bilbul), that occurred in Tiszaeszlár9, a city 

4  They tell about the time when my father was about 
twenty-one, married and two children. Grandpa decided he 
wanted to go to America to visit his daughters, so Pa went with 
him. Pa was deciding to stay here and sent tickets to Ma. She 
was supposed to leave in about a week, when all at once, he 
and Grandpa came home. It seems Grandpa didn’t want to 
stay and so insisted that my father go back with him. My own 
opinion (now) is that Grandpa knew he had a good thing. His 
wife was supporting him. Here he would have to work.

5  My father certainly didn’t take after his father. He is the 
one that worked hard. Maybe my mother was smart, all my life 
I never remember mother getting up in the morning to give us 
breakfast. Even in this country, Pa got up, made the coffee and 
gave us kids to eat. Even when I was sick, and that was often, Pa 
and Helen seemed to be watching over me.

Pa’s real mother’s name was Miriam Alexander. Her father 
and most of the men in her family were Rabbis and quite famous, 
too.

Eliezer Rieger in Chicago, 1885
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in Hungary, not far from my birthplace. Ashochet was accused of  killing a Christian 
child so that he could use the blood in his Passover services. They arrested him and a 
trial began. I was then a young lady, in my blossoming years, and this shochet’s wife 
came to me crying and with a heavy heart to talk out about the calamity that befell 
her husband.

It is understandable that the Jews did not keep quiet about this matter: a ma-
jor catastrophe; a blood libel. Rabbis, wise men, lawyers and prominent men were 
consulted. After various conferences, it was decided that the shochet’s wife should 
go to Vienna to the Kaiser Franz Joseph to plead for mercy. It was also decided that 
I should go with the wife. A committee of  prominent Jews were assembled, which 
hired the then prominent attorney Goldhamer from Tarnof. I participated in all of  
the discussions and in the meantime prepared for the journey to Vienna. But just 
before leaving for Vienna my child became ill with scarlet fever, and my parents 
would not let me travel. When I told the lawyer what happened another woman was 
appointed to travel with the shochet’s wife. The Kaiser granted an audience and 
listened to her plea. Several weeks later the shochet was freed. This brought great 
rejoicing to all Jews and particularly in our neighborhood. But it bothers me, even 
today, that I could not accompany the shochet’s wife to Vienna. I was greatly disap-
pointed for missing the opportunity of  meeting the Kaiser; however, years later I saw 
him on maneuvers in our town.

I want to relate another happening in our town, which reflected the life of  
contemporary European Jewish communities and which remains in my memory to 
this day. We had an exceedingly pious, wise rabbi, who was highly respected by all. 
When he died, his son, also a very learned, wise rabbi, was expected to succeed him. 
But there arose two parties. One wanted to hire the dead rabbi’s son and the second 
wanted to bring in a different rabbi who was also said to be a great, wise, learned 
man. A fiery feud broke out in the town. Each group had their rabbi appoint their 
own shochet and one side would not eat from the shochet of  the second side; one 
rabbi outlawed the shochet from the other side. Each side recruited boorish men 
who insulted the rabbi and the shochet from the other side in a very hostile way. The 
argument made peace impossible. 

There was a young man who was a traveling salesman. He sold various trifles 
in the villages. He belonged to the old rabbi’s son’s group which promised, if  he 
became the successor, to make him the beadle (gabi) of  the shul, if  he would incite 
them by calling all of  them names and insulting the rabbi and the shochets. This 

6  Helen Sprung, Frieda Schliselfeld, Belle Seitler, Florence 
Rieger, Maurice David Rieger

7  Mary, Louise, Herman Schachter, Louis, Aaron Sprung, 
Florence, Louis Schliselfeld, Merle, Hedda Seitler, Ruthe, Arvin 
Rieger

8  Leon Schachter

9  In the Tiszaeszlár blood libel, the Jews of the village 
Tiszaeszlár were accused with the ritual murder of a fourteen-
year-old Christian girl, Eszter Solymosi. The case was one of 
the main causes of the rise of anti-Semitism in the country. The 
accused persons were eventually acquitted.  From Wikipedia:
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Tiszaeszl%C3%A1r_blood_libel
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Shlomo Rieger in Chicago, 1885

man’s wife, a close friend of  mine, who was a very honorable and genteel person, 
pleaded with her husband not to get involved in the controversy. But her words did 
not help. If  he wants to be the beadle, he has to curse them. His wife came to me 
and asked me to reason with him to stay out of  the argument. I pleaded with him 
but even my words had no effect. On Sabbath, because of  this, a huge quarrel broke 
out between husband and wife and the shabos was spoiled. He went to the second 
rabbi’s shul and insulted and cursed the rabbi and the slaughterers with the vilest 
language. 

But Saturday evening he came home with a high fever and complained about a 
terrible headache. A skilled doctor decided the sick sufferer had pneumonia. Three 
days later he died, leaving a widow with two children, 3 and 5 years old. The town 
said that this is a punishment from God because of  his offense to the rabbis and men 
of  learning. This episode left a lasting impression upon me, to this day.

I Leave for America
As it is said, I was in the very end of  my blossoming years. My husband was busy 

with his business in the country and often only came home for the Sabbath. I re-
ported to him what was happening in our town, which pleased him greatly with my 
meandering. He constantly brought home guests to our table. Often distinguished, 
eminent wise men and rabbis came to us for discussions, and I did everything to 
provide for them in the best way. Twice the honored guest was the famous Shinever 
Rabbi, Lishala Halberstam, a Chasid; my husband was a protege of  his.

Gradually I became sick of  my husband’s constant absences from home and I 
persuaded him to change his occupation. We bought a saw and flour mill in our 
town which we enlarged and my husband bought small forests and produced lumber. 
We employed 140 workers and we had a good business. I was the bookkeeper and 
cashier. We continued in this way for fifteen years. 

Suddenly as in a novel, a noted lumber dealer asked my husband to become his 
partner.   He said he wanted to purchase a big forest, tens and tens of  thousands of  
rubles and although he is rich and has good credit, he does not want to purchase this 
large forest alone. My husband came home and told me the story and told me how 
lucky we were.  

Truth to say, I was not enthusiastic about this story; I simply was not satisfied.  
But my husband’s words convinced me and I finally agreed to the partnership. The 
great forest was purchased.  We had to pay cash, but did not have enough so we 

We lived in a small town in (Austria) called Losia in Galicia. 
This was really a beautiful spot. There was a mountain, foliage 
covered at one end, perhaps a hundred feet away a river ran 
thru the town. When the river was low one could cross it on the 
jutting rocks but in flood time it always carried the bridge away. 
It was a torrent across the river. 

Between two hills a dirt road ran thru the town. The main 
cross street further up was called the Kaiserweg (Kings row). On 
this dirt road was the village store owned by Reb Abbe. A store 
was called a gevelb. Here you could buy imported fruits, bread, 
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signed a promissory note. I said that I was strongly dissatisfied with the whole deal.  I 
thought that it set us up for a calamity.  But the partnership was working, in particu-
lar, the business was going well, growing more and more until it reached the hun-
dreds of  thousands.   We were shipping carloads of  timber to France and Germany.  
This continued until the year 1912.  

Suddenly in that year everything got very bad.  There was talk about a terrible 
war; there was a great crisis.  Businesses were closing, banks were recalling loans, 
commodities remained standing in train cars and were not sold, the train companies 
demanded extra money for storing goods and it became worse and worse.  

In addition, we had another great worry.  We had a very wonderful son 19 years 
old and we were afraid that he would be taken from us.  My husband started to talk 
about leaving for America.  I was naturally against this, to let my husband and son 
travel alone to America; because my roots were entrenched in this town, and I con-
tinually hoped that times would reverse themselves and conditions would improve.

Alas, for us my hopes were not realized, our situation became worse from day to 
day.  We no longer even had money to pay the workers and so, soon after Pesach, 
1912, my husband and son left for America.

I remained at home, seeing to the business as long as I had strength. Our partner 
worked day and night to put everything back, but it is not happening. The wheel 
of  fortune did not turn for me. The six months since my husband went to America 
were bitter for me, only bitter. Truly, I had a large house with furnishings, but you 
couldn’t eat furnishings and selling them was impossible. No one was willing to let 
money out of  the house because of  the crisis. Who had some money held it clutched 
tightly. I remained without a cent and my troubles were not pleasing. I did not have 
any other help I could depend on, I remained alone, helpless with small children 
on my hands, and even my oldest daughter, who was married to a very good man, 
was living in Merish Austro and already had a child, was having bad luck and could 
not earn a living.  My heart within me was crying. Leaving such a nice home with 
beautiful furnishings did not please me. but I hated my suffering and six months after 
my husband and son went to America, I wrote to them that I was ready to emigrate 
to America and they sent me tickets for the trip. 

When my husband got my letter, in which I reported all my “sorrows,” he was 
drunk with happiness and soon sent out ship tickets for me and the family and also 
expense money for the trip. 

candy, simple drugs, all the way up to yard goods.

A little further up was the schul, where all Jewish life cen-
tered. At the corner was the church and graveyard. Next door 
was the school, two rooms, one for boys the other girls. Our 
teachers were a husband and wife team. We had to study three 
languages, Slavick which was spoken in our town, Polish for a 
town next to ours and German the national language.

Across the street of the church was the Kretchma, a saloon 
operated by a Jewish woman whose husband was a scholar. I 
don’t believe he ever did anything but study Torah.

A little further up on the Kaiserweg was the priest’s home 
(Russian Orthodox). The town went sort of up hill to the Kaiserweg 
then down hill on the other side and the dirt road continuing. On 
the right hand side were a few homes. We once lived in one of 
those, in fact my sister Rifke got married there.

The left side rose in a hill with homes we also lived in one on 
top of the hill. Then there was a rivulet running along this hill that 
emptied into the river on one side and went into a deep ravine 
on the other and the other side of the rivulet were more hills and 
homes. The town tailor, a Jew, lived in one of those homes.

Then continuing from this center of the town were the farms 
and grazing lands. There were some rolling meadows where we 
used to graze our cows, we usually had two. This was a beautiful 
green spot, the grass like velvet. As children we liked to come 
here and romp around. When we needed to pee, we usually 
did it in front of a cow and they would love to graze in this spot. 
This place was called the lonkes. One side of the lonkes was the 
deep ravine, past it was a road. I never did know where that led 
to. There were farms all around.

Between these farms was a fruit orchard which we owned at 
one time. I remember a big tree at the entrance to the orchard. 
It sort of had a heavy trunk that divided in two. This was a fine 
place to sit in. I used to love to go there to read, when I got hold 
of a book, usually from school.

In front of the mountain was a saw mill and a flour mill that 
my father owned. There was a canal that ran along side of the 
mountain for about a mile, at the head of which they built a 
dam. Where the river curved opposite the mountain was a very 
high cliff and where the mountain sloped down were the woods 
where my father got the logs to be cut at the saw mill. The water 
thru the canal supplied the power. 

After the river flooded the dam usually had to be rebuilt. 
Also, there were times when father and my brother Harold would 
shut off the dam at night and the next morning there would be 
enough big fish for the whole town.

The flour mill which stood next to the saw mill was a square 
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I also had my mother of  blessed memory, who was already 85 years old, I went 
to her and asked her to come with me, and although she could not bear parting with 
me and my children, her grandchildren, she could not be persuaded and wished to 
remain where she was.  She felt that she was too old and when she dies wants her 
remains buried alongside of  her husband, my father. In addition, she had other chil-
dren--my brother and my sister. I finally had my fill; six months after my husband’s 
departure, I was ready to emigrate to America. I sent a request for ship card tickets, 
which my husband had already acquired and mailed along with money for the trip.

I should have emigrated in December, 1912. On the eve of  Hanukkah my mother 
became ill and on the second Hanukkah light she gave up the last breath of  her pure 
soul. Her wish was fulfilled. She was buried next to my father. 

I telegraphed to my husband that he should postpone the ship cards for thirty 
days, but it could not be done and within the week my family and I left for Bremen. 
Even in Bremen, I was overcome with considerable aggravation. My three small 
children had an inflammation of  the eyes and we had to remain until their eyes were 
clear, two months we stayed in Bremen at a hotel, I recall the name, Warshover Ho-
tel, that it was called, and went with my children to an eye doctor.

On the fifth day of  March, 1913, the doctor told me that my children were 
healed and I could continue on to America. Describing my joy at this moment is not 
possible with words. I went quickly back to the ship’s office to ask when I could leave. 
I found out that a ship was leaving in the morning and if  I wanted I could leave with 
the ship.

When I went to the hotel and asked for the bill, everything went black before my 
eyes. The hotel owner explained to me that the whole thing was eight hundred mark. 
He wanted to be well paid. Who could give me such a sum? The money that my 
husband sent was long gone. But we must continue traveling. I offered my jewelry as 
a pledge, worth much more than the bill. He would not accept.  He said that I would 
have to pay him cash money.  But he gave me some advice; he suggested that I see a 
Dr. Block, who would loan me the money on my assets. 

I took the address and went to Dr. Block, I told him the whole story of  what had 
happened and begged him to loan me the necessary eight hundred mark on my jew-
elry and told him that I would send him the money when I arrive in America.   

Dr. Block thought for a while, then said, since you are traveling with small chil-
dren,-- he was concerned -- no, you can’t travel with empty hands, on the way you 

room. In the center there was a big vat, a sort of wheel shaped 
concrete block on top of that and another vat on top of that. 
They poured the grain in the top vat, the wheel would go round 
and round grinding the grain and the flour would pour into the 
lower vat. This too was run by the water coming from the canal.

Our house was also at this spot. There were two rooms, the 
kitchen was a long, narrow room. At one end was built in the 

cook stove of concrete and the oven next to it, sort of a cave, 
rounded at the top and a door made to cover the front to keep 
the heat in. On top of the oven which was squared off, it formed 
a niche, was the bobke and this was our favorite place to sit on 
when it as cold, for this was deliciously warm. The fuel was wood.

The other room was very large. In the center was a huge 
table and lots of chairs, all made by hand. On each side stood 
a very large bed. We all slept in these two beds. In the morn-

Belle, Florence, Maurie in Chicago
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might need to buy something. Then he gave me a thousand mark, eight hundred to 
settle the hotel and two hundred for the trip. So listen to me, I did not have to give 
my jewelry for a pledge. I could just take the thousand mark loan and repay it when 
we arrive in America. I stood there and didn’t know what was happening, was this 
an angel of  the messiah? But Dr. Block said nothing; he just gave me the money. I 
returned to the hotel and settled the bill and told him what happened with Dr. Block.  

There I got a smile: Ah, you don’t need to repay him -- he said. It is not his mon-
ey. Dr. Block has a charitable fund to help immigrants. I stood there in confusion. 
The nerve of  the hotel owner infuriated me. He said charity -- Did I understand him 
-- I was not going to take charity, only a loan, and I would certainly repay it.

I went into my room and prepared to travel in the morning. Around midnight 
someone knocked on my door -- a telegram. I opened the telegram; my husband had 
sent me a thousand dollars. I did not sleep anymore that night and the next morn-
ing, very early, I went back to Dr. Block and, with thanks, repaid his thousand mark, 
explaining to him that I had received a thousand dollar telegram from my husband.

That afternoon, in peace, I began the journey to America with a swift ship; five 
days later we arrived to America. On the fast of  Esther, thirteenth of  March we were 
in Chicago, where we had my husband, my son and a large number of  friends.

My Greenie Days in America
My first few weeks in Chicago were tumultuous. The nicely furnished residence 

that my husband prepared for me was filled with visiting friends, who came to 
inquire about me and about the old life, which they had not forgotten. I tried to 
see everyone and speak to them and was busy each day until late in the night. This, 
together with the previous experiences and the exertions of  the trip, had heavily 
undermined my health and I was sick in bed for several weeks. 

Gradually I became myself, good efforts from the doctors and the good care I 
received, restored my health. I began to go out into the street, met with friends and 
acquainted myself  with American Jewish life, and so forth. 

One time, about three months after I arrived in Chicago, a committee of  women 
I knew came to me and asked me to become president of  the ladies auxiliary of  
the Ezras Yisroel Shul, thinking,they said, of  my activities in the old home and that 
they wanted to have my cooperation in these activities here. Being yet, as it is said, a 
greenie, I naturally did not accept their proposal to become president of  the auxil-
iary. I did promise to come to the next meeting. 

ing these beds were made up, the pillows against the wall and 
covered with very fancy bed spreads. This room was called the 
tzimmer, and used for company. The floors were wood and had 
to be scrubbed. The walls white washed. Every home you went 
to was furnished exactly the same way.

One day Pa went to Leipzig and brought back a machine 
to make concrete roofing shingles. Pa also built houses. He built 
a small shed and even we kids used to operate this machine. It 
was lots of fun. We had no toys, I never had a doll. We did have 
bows and arrows that Pa made for us. To make the shingles we 

Charna, shortly after arriving in 
Chicago
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A few days later another committee of  women came to me and I went with them 
to their meeting, where I found a couple of  hundred men and women, the president 
introduced me to the group and demanded that I say a few words. After that they 
repeated the request from their auxiliary that I should become president.

I again refused their request, explaining that I had not been in this country long 
enough and therefore could not accept this office. But as a member of  the auxiliary I 
joined them. This was the beginning of  my involvement with community enterprises 
in Chicago. A few months later, about the time of  Rosh Hashanah, in a meeting, I 
was again asked to be president of  the auxiliary and although I didn’t want it, I did 
not know how to refuse the heartfelt pleas from the members and so took the office 
of  president and of  chairman to visit sick members.

I took my office seriously, I threw myself  into the work and really had the auxil-
iary accomplishing much. We attracted many new members. Later when the shul 
bought a building and transformed it into a beautiful shul, the nicest of  its time in 
the neighborhood on the northwest side, the auxiliary contributed greatly to it. 

At one of  the meetings, in February 1914, a member reported the illness of  
another member.  My duty was to visit her and give her encouragement.  Since the 
meeting was conducted during the daytime, I went directly to visit the sick member 
who lived on Chicago Avenue, between Hoyne and Leavitt. Walking back towards 
Robey Street (Damen Avenue) I saw, gathered in a lot, a large number of  children 
and I saw they were Christian. I became interested and went there to see what I 
could find out, as this is a children’s institution, a sign on the building read, ‘Little 
Wanderers Nursery.’ I stood and wondered about the building and tried to observe 
what was going on around it.

Suddenly, a woman came out of  the building holding two children of  about 6 and 
8 by the hand. The children were chewing something and then crossed themselves. 
I looked at the woman and recognized her, this was the wife of  my former milkman, 
who was killed a short time before, when a streetcar hit his wagon because of  his 
negligence. I attended his funeral. I asked this woman if  she became a Christian, 
because I saw the children crossing themselves. She cried with bitter tears and told 
me, that she had to work to earn a living for herself  and the children, and because 
she had no one to care for the children when she worked, she had to leave them in 
this nursery, even though she had many heartaches because the nursery is Christian 
and the children are forced to conduct themselves in the same way as the Christian 
children.

mixed water with the cement, put it into a mold, put this mold in 
the machine, then pulled the top down, which formed grooves. 
We put these on the floor around the shed to dry and harden, 
then paint the shingles red or green. This was like playing with 
toys, but useful, too. 

Between our mills and the river we had a small farm where 
we raised potatoes and other vegetables. These were worked 
by some of the peasant women hired by mother. No Jewish girl 
was allowed to work away from home, at least not until she was 
married.

As I remember, the farmers, their wives and kids were a 
happy lot, they owned their land and must have been fairly well 
off. The women wore full pleated skirts made of a printed mate-
rial, with either black or white background and small flowers in 
an all over pattern, white full blouses and weskits that laced in 
the front. When they worked in the field they always sang.

In the winter time they made linen thread out of the flax they 
grew, made this into cloth, yards and yards of it. Then in the 
summer they would stretch this cloth along the bank of the river 
opposite our mill. Then they would step into the water and splash 
the material. When it would dry they repeated the operation. 
This would bleach the linen down to a snowy white. Everybody 
washed their clothes at the river, too. They would wet the clothes 
put it on a rock then beat it with a paddle. This would really 
make it clean. 

The Jews in this town got along very well with their gen-
tile neighbors. Of course, they had equal rights under a very 
benevolent king, Francis Joseph. They had the right to vote. I 
can remember Mother talking about voting for a certain goy to 
be the mayor and postmaster of the town. We used to go to his 
house for the mail. He had a nice house across the Kaiserweg.

One day I went for the mail and right on the front stoop was 
a soldier. There were some in our town, for even then. about 
1912 they were preparing for war. Anyway this soldier was laying 
on top of the shiksie. I didn’t know what was happening but it 
bothered me for a long time.

In the next towm, called Ropa, the story was different. This 
was a Polish town and many’s the time I heard them threaten 
that the Jews were only safe as long as Francis Joseph lived. 
How right they were. This was a very prosperous town. They had 
kerosene and tar wells. The derricks looked very impressive.

To go to school we had to cross the river, of course. The girls 
had the lady teacher and the man for the boys. At recess we 
went out. There was a shallow ditch a few feet away from the 
school; there on one side the girls would crouch down and pee. 
We wore no pants, just lfited our dresses and let go. The boys 
were on the other side; we couldn’t see them.



�5

On my questioning why she put her children in an Irish nursery she explained 
that there was no Jewish nursery in the neighborhood. How I felt at that moment 
words cannot describe; that Jewish children who are fated to remain without a father 
and whose mother must go to work have no other shelter than a Christian nursery 
where they fall under the Christian influence because there is no Jewish alternative. 
What a tragedy! Where are our Jews? Isn’t there something Jews can do? These and 
similar thoughts were working in my brain.

When I returned home, my husband, who was there already, was literally afraid 
of  the look on my face. What has happened, he asked? What has hit you and trou-
bled you? I told him everything with tears in my eyes. My husband told me to be 
calm and he suggested that I go to the Jewish Courier and ask the editor and pub-
lisher, Reb Moishe Fishel Ginzburg, for a solution.

My First Work for a nursery in Chicago
In the morning I went to the Courier and had a conversation with the publisher 

Reb Moishe Fishel Ginzburg, of  blessed memory. I told him the whole story about 
my encounter with the widow of  the milkman and her two small children and asked 
him how a Jewish community like Chicago did not have a Jewish nursery. 

With a sigh Reb. Moishe Fishel Ginzberg, listened to my story. He explained to 
me that no Jewish nursery is in Chicago and suggested that I go to Mr. James Davis, 
the then president of  the Orthodox Federation of  Charities and tell him everything 
that I had seen. I took his advice and I was soon with Mr. Davis, explaining the story 
to him. Mr. Davis listened to me with kindness, and also sighed and explained to 
me that it was deplorable that the necessity for such a Jewish institution as a nursery 
never occurred to anyone. 

I had categorically declared to Mr. Davis that I would not rest until this institution 
was established in Chicago. Mr. Davis handed me $5 as the first donation to the first 
Jewish nursery, and wished me luck in my labors. I went home and told my husband 
everything that occurred. My husband gave me strong encouragement for my work 
and also gave me $5, as his contribution to the nursery.

In the morning I began to work. I spoke encouragingly with women and later 
called together a number of  women. I related to them with heated words what I had 
seen and about my decision to establish a Jewish nursery and implored them to help 
me in this holy work.  The assembly gave a great warm response to my proposal. We 
immediately organized a committee and designated Mrs. Meyer Teitelbaum as trea-

We wore no shoes except in the winter. No wonder all the 
kids had worms from time to time. They gave us small pink can-
dies to eat so we could pass lots and lots of white worms. 

One day I went to school in the morning, crossed the bridge, 
all was fine. While we were at school it started to storm. When I 
got to the river to go back the bridge had washed away. A goy 
came along on a horse; he took me across. The horse had to 
swim, the waters got so high.

Incidentally, education was compulsory under the king’s 
edict. If parents didn’t send their children to school, they were 
subject to arrest, and school, at least the lower grades were free. 
No wonder the Jews loved this king.

I don’t remember my mother too well when I was a child, 
she was away too much of the time. I remember people telling 
how when Francis Joseph was to appear in a public parade, my 
mother left two little children at home (at that time she had only 
Ruth and Helen) and went to this distant city to see the parade. 
Of course, in those days my family must have been well off as 
they always had a couple of shiksies in the house to do the work.

It must have been January.  We got the tickets to come to 
America; Mother, Belle, Maurice and I.  Rifke, Arye and Herman 
stayed in Losia to follow us later.  Ma used to make a delicious 
syrup out of raspberries, so she made a gallon of it to take to 
America.  I remember on the train, when we crossed the border 
into Germany, Ma made me sit on this gallon so my dress cov-
ered it because you were not supposed to take it to another 
country.  We stopped in Berlin and stayed in a hotel over night, 
carrying this precious syrup.  The next day we got on another 
train to go to Bremen, always so careful with it.  In Bremen in the 
hotel, one day while we were out, it was broken and syrup all 
over the floor.

I think when we got off the train in Berlin I skipped a hundred 
years.  I had never seen a building over three stories.  The new 
school in Losia was a three story brick building that was just being 
finished so I had never been inside it.  Of course, it was the first 
time I had ever been on a train, also.  I had never seen a street 
car or electric light and inside toilets in the hotel.  I’m sure I was 
awed.

When we got to Bremen we had to go thru a medical exami-
nation.  It was found that Maurice and I had something wrong 
with our eyes, we had to stay in Bremen for a month. Mother, 
Belle, Maurice and I stayed in Bremen in the Warsaw Hotel.  We 
even got to ride on a streetcar.  We went to the zoo and it was a 
thrill to see all the animals, especially exciting were the kanga-
roos with their pouches and the little ones heads sticking out.  As 
I remember Bremen was a beautiful city.  We used to love to look 
in the store windows, always something new to see.  I remember 
seeing a bunch of bananas in one window; nobody knew what 
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surer. I had already gathered together $100 for the cause, because whomever I spoke 
to responded with warm approval, became a member and gave a contribution.

It was not long before we had a hundred members. Every member contributed 
one dollar dues. When we obtained the hundred members we called a general meet-
ing and elected officers to determined who were willing to do intensive work as fast 
as possible to realize our goal of  a Jewish nursery in Chicago. At the meeting I was 
elected president, Mrs. Lena Rose and Katy Konefsky, vice-presidents, and Mrs. 
Mary Segal as chairman. 

At this meeting we had an honored guest, Rabbi Meyer Berlin, the then President 
of  the World Mizrachi Organization, who was in Chicago. He came with a commit-
tee of  distinguished men to visit our meeting and suggested that we should join the 
Mizrachi.  We took his suggestion and each member gave ten cents, we also accepted 
his suggestion to work for the Mizrachi convention which would be convened at the 
end of  1914 or the beginning of  1915. This would later cost us over $500 and we 
handed over to the Mizrachi organization a little of  the money we collected for our 
cause. Naturally, we did not give up our work for the nursery because of  our activity 
for the Mizrachi, we just worked harder and longer. When we gathered $1000, we 
started to look for a place to open a Jewish nursery.

When we called our general meeting to decide on the question of  a place for the 
nursery, a committee of  three prominent businessmen told us that on the corner of  
Hirsch Boulevard and Rockwell Street is a large German institution whose building 
could be bought very cheaply. We should buy the building in partnership with them. 
Half  of  the building would be for the nursery and half  of  the building would be for 
a Talmud Torah, which the neighborhood needed badly. We accepted the sugges-
tion. We told the committee how much money we had, the committee bought the 
building in their name. We gave them our money as a deposit. 

It was really necessary to have ten thousand dollars. I called for a large assembly 
to create a charter. I chaired the meeting together with Attorney Louis Rieger. I sold 
the honor of  having the name on the charter and that brought in $2500. We had 
the building remodeled and furnished. (By the way, we did this in 1915 and now in 
1944, they are using the same furniture.) Now we were working for three causes: the 
nursery, the Mizrachi organization and a Talmud Torah. 

My First Disappointment 
Soon after we purchased the building I went to see Mr. James Davis again and 

those things were.  Ma bought me a new dress; it was black and 
white checks and had a big bow in the back.  I just loved it.  I 
also got a new pair of shoes, tan oxfords.  Was I dressed up.

Then one day the doctor said our eyes were all right and we 
left at last to come to America.  There must have been hundreds 
and hundreds of immigrants that got on that boat [Wetsavele 
?]  I think they called it third class, it was below deck.  There were 
bunks all along the walls, about three high and jammed full.  
Most of the time everybody was sea sick.  Maurice and I were 
fine and we used to go up and get food.  All I remember was 
boiled potatoes; there must have been other things, too.  I think 
we got the food for everybody in our section of the boat.  One 
day Ma took us to a different part of the boat where she paid 
for a bath for us.  In Losia we used to go swimming in the river 
every day, so we didn’t need any baths.  Of course in the winter 
we had to go to the mikveh to take a bath.  I think by this time 
everybody smelled pretty badly.  I don’t remember exactly, but 
this boat trip took about three weeks.

Our destination was Baltimore, but the ship made a stop in 
New York harbor to unload some cargo.  When we stopped I 
went on deck and there for the first time I saw a negro.  I had 
never been so scared in my life, I ran down to Ma screaming.  I 
had heard of Indians but never of black men.  We finally got to 
Baltimore on a Friday afternoon.  We got on the train.  Mother 
said it was permissible to ride on shabos as long as we got on 
before the sabbath.  We got to Chicago Sunday and went to 
our new home on Division Street.

Helen, Pa and Frieda had furnished it.  We had three bed 
rooms, dining room, kitchen and inside toilet, gas light, oh this 
was luxury.  It wasn’t long before I discovered it was really a slum 
upstairs of a grocery store.
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congratulated him about all the things that we had accomplished because of  the $5 
bill that he handed me. How surprised and disappointed I was when he told me that 
he regrets giving me the $5 bill because there are many opponents against this nurs-
ery and it will not be permitted to open. I recovered from my shock and answered, 
Mr. Davis we are asking for no one’s advice but we will continue with our work, no 
matter what. It did us no good because news spread that the nursery would never be 
opened.

When we approached the committee of  rabbis and demanded our half  of  the 
building they told us that influential people came and demanded that they should not 
allow a nursery to be established, because it was demeaning to follow Christian ways 
by opening nurseries.

We threatened to foreclose and other means, but to no avail.  The Talmud Torah 
organization stood steadfast and rejected all our demands and actually evicted us in 
1916; a total loss of  two years of  work and money.  They just implored us to assist 
them. Before my eyes, stood the two little children of  the tragically deceased milk-
man, and this encouraged me to continue working and made me determined not to 
give up the idea of  establishing a Jewish nursery in Chicago.

Our officers at that time were: Mrs. Samuel Segal, chairman of  the board of  
directors, Mrs. Lena Shapiro, treasurer, Mrs. Samuel Gratch, finance secretary, Mrs. 
Leah Ross, recording secretary, Mrs. Zoot and Mrs. Henner, vice presidents, Mrs. 
Holland, 2nd treasurer, Mrs. Louis Lipman and Mrs. Rae Rieger, trustees.

Since people knew that I was strongly interested and devoted all my time to es-
tablish a Jewish nursery, they often came to me with various requests about anxious, 
unfortunate children, who needed to be in a nursery, who needed supervision when 
their mother was working. Early one morning a certain Mrs. Rosenfeld, from Po-
tomac Ave. came running to me with great alarm. In her building a young man with 
two small children tried to commit suicide with gas because he would rather die with 
the children than to go to the charities--She barely rescued them.

I went back immediately with Mrs. Rosenfeld and found this young man in a 
bitter, horrible condition. The previous evening, his wife was taken in an ambulance 
to the county hospital, and he, the father could do nothing for the two children six 
months and a 2 1/2 year old. He couldn’t go to work because he had no one to care 
for the children and he couldn’t care for the little ones.  Had it not been for Mrs. 
Rosenfeld smelling the gas, the three of  them would be dead. 

Florence, about 17 years old
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The young man was truly desperate. The County Hospital told him that his wife 
would have to remain in the hospital for several months. He had a good job but 
what was the use, because he couldn’t go to work while he had no place to leave the 
children.

We encouraged him. We persuaded him that soon a nursery would be established, 
and would care for his children.  In the meantime, Mrs. Rosenfeld would take care 
of  the baby and the older one I took to the Little Wanderers Nursery, and informed 
them that it was a Jewish child and not to teach her the Christian ceremonies.

They refused to take the child with my conditions. “If  you want your children 
brought up in your way,” they informed me, “Open your own nursery. We have 
certain ways of  educating our children and we make no exceptions.” I brought the 
child back.

The mother remained in the hospital for three months, and I helped Mrs. Rosen-
feld rear the two waifs while the husband worked. But when the mother returned 
home her condition had not changed. She was melancholy and made several at-
tempts to commit suicide until she was committed to Elgin. Later she was released 
and we endured much until everything was back in order. A book can be written 

about this family’s troubles.

But this story convinced me and my coworkers to continue 
working for the establishment of  a Jewish nursery. To go back to 
the Talmud Torah was an impossibility. The board of  directors 
were vehemently against the establishment of  a nursery and re-
fused to return any of  the money we contributed for the building. 
Our treasury was left with $1.30. 

In spite of  this betrayal, we were not dismayed in our deter-
mination for the nursery. A distinguished woman. Rochel Leah 
Adams, of  blessed memory, donated a gold watch and chain. We 
took advantage of  this gift to create a fund. The enterprise was 
successful for us and we collected a thousand dollars. Truly, the 
leader of  the Talmud Torah made every effort to extort the thou-
sand dollars. They tried every possibility to work on Mrs. Adams 
that she should order us to give up the thousand dollars, but their 
efforts did not help, Mrs. Adams remained with us and insisted 
that the money should go for the nursery.
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Late in 1916, we had a great mass meeting at the Wood Street Educational Al-
liance. About a thousand people, men and women, came. We discussed questions 
about the nursery and what name the nursery should have. After much discussion 
my motion was accepted that the nursery should be called Daughters of  Zion or in 
Hebrew, “Bnos Zion Day Nursery.“

After the meeting, which was in every detail very enthusiastic and successful, we 
approached attorney Louis Rieger, my nephew, to get a new charter for us, with the 
name, Daughters of  Zion Day Nursery and Infant Home. This is our third charter; 
the first was Mizrachi Nursery, the second was Day Nursery Kindergarten.

But it was not easy for us to get the charter. Certain powers were working against 
us. A certain social worker started a fight against giving us a charter--a fight that 
lasted a long time, because in Springfield they decided to make a complete investiga-
tion, and Dr. Warden, State Investigator, who was also assistant secretary of  state 
in Illinois, did the investigation himself. But even when Dr. Warden had reported in 
Springfield a very favorable account of  our good work and about the necessity of  
this nursery and had recommended that we should be given a charter, the late mil-
lionaire, Julius Rosenwald, announced that he was against us. His complaint was that 
he did not believe that Jews needed this nursery and we could not support it, because 
we, that is the group who were working for the nursery, were not rich enough. The 
secretary of  state let us know through a letter, which is in our possession and suggest-
ed that we call a mass meeting. At this mass meeting Dr. Warden will be present and 
he will decide if  there are enough people to support the establishment of  a nursery 
and whether a charter should be issued. Upon receiving this letter, Atty Louis Rieger 
and I invited Dr. Warden to come to an assemblage at the Sabin School auditorium, 
where over a thousand people gathered, including prominent women and business-
men, who promised to support and uphold this institution.  We received our charter 
thereafter.

At the beginning of  1917, a committee, headed by Mr. Inzel and Mr. Leavitt 
suggested that we purchase the house at 1441 Wicker Park Ave., from Dr. Mesirow, 
because it was suitable for a nursery. According to the decision of  the board of  direc-
tors we purchased the building. We had the house remodeled and with luck opened 
the nursery -- the first Jewish nursery in Chicago.

I said that the nursery was opened as soon as we bought the building, and that 
is true. although it took time to have the building remodeled, because as soon as I 
received the keys to the house, I took in the five poor Jewish children whom I myself  

Memoir by Maurice D. Rieger

My mother was the fifth child for my maternal grandmother.  
The eldest was a boy, named Avrohom Shlomo.  There were four 
other boys before my mother arrived; that would make the el-
dest eight years older; because in those days the bearing cycle 
of children was two years apart. There was a circulating story, 
and it can be verified by Sadie Bodenstein and the Reisses, that 
my grandmother, who was a very affectionate, loving woman, 
hugged and kissed her youngest and within three days the child 
died.  Out of grief, she wanted to make sure that the others 
would be safe, she hugged and kissed the next youngest and 
that child died.  The same thing happened to the third child and 
that one died. She blamed herself for the demise of her three 
children and made a holy vow that she would never hug or kiss 
any child or grandchild.  That vow was handed down to her 
children and the result was that I never saw my mother, her sisters 
and brothers display any affection to their children and grand-
children. This occurrence must have taken place between the 
years 1865 to 1867. 

My father’s last name must have been acquired by his great, 
great, great grandparent, when last names were required by 
law and they lived in Riga which was then in Poland.  This must 
have taken place about 1650.  They made it Rieger which 
means from Riga. 

My father’s family were in a small town called Klinkivka, 
where they operated a bakery.  My father would drive his horse 
and wagon, about 10 kilometers to a mill where they ground 
the wheat, barley and oats into flour.  The miller liked my father 
very much and showed him how the mill that sawed the lumber 
and ground the flour operated.  During the spring floods, the 
dam that allowed the water to flow to the mill would break. He 
also helped to repair the wooden gears and waterwheel when 
needed.   He knew the workings of the mill thoroughly and the 
miller’s entire business.  The miller always told my father that he 
would make him a partner since he had no children of his own. 

There were no telephones in small towns those days and 
when the miller had trouble with the mill or the farmers didn’t 
bring in the grain, my father’s family knew that my father would 
stay and eat in the house of my mother’s family.  Whenever he 
would stay over, he would bring a bag of flour.  He was a very 
welcome flour guest, and my mother was very sweet on him; 
she was 14 years old and my father was 20.  The two families got 
together and arranged a wedding even though my mother had 
no dowry (unheard of in those days, 1883).  

This town was called Losche, in Austria, Galicia.  After the 
wedding my father built a log house on the miller’s farmland, 
adjacent to the mill.  The miller and his wife were staunch Polish 
Catholics and they treated my parents as their children.  They 
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have taken to a Christian nursery and they remained in the building. The worthy 
Leah Schneider, of  blessed memory, took care of  them while the building was com-
pletely remodeled and fit out for a nursery.

With joy and pride, we have finally achieved our aim and have created in Chicago 
a beautiful corner for poor Jewish children, who must have supervision from strang-
ers because one of  their parents is sick or not there, God forbid, and the other parent 
must work to make a living. We have opened wide the doors to the needy.

Who can describe the splendid feelings that came over me at that moment? 
Where is the poet who can sing of  the great happiness which overfilled my being? I 
have now known my greatest spiritual pleasure expressed with the tears that flowed 
from my eyes -- tears of  joy, tears of  satisfaction for hard years and strenuous work 
and fights, tears which come only in the highest moment of  holy spiritual ecstasy 
-- at that very moment I first understood worthiness, the meaning of  the words 
mitzvah – mitzvah; the reward for a mitzvah is the mitzvah. This moment was my 
reward for all that I withstood and held firm since I met the two young children of  
the milkman who inspired me to create a Jewish nursery for Jewish poor children. 
Truly a great reward and now I thank God for each moment of  happiness and joy, 
that I have lived through, blessed be his name. 

The First Jewish Nursery in Chicago
At last, we have a Jewish nursery in Chicago; those were my thoughts when first 

we opened the doors of  our institution at 1441 Wicker Park Ave. I really thought 
that would never occur, after so much terrible misfortune and aggravation and 
obstructionists along the way; but with my devoted associates, we can see a brighter 
future.

Exactly on the third day after we opened a sheriff  came and wanted to arrest me 
for opening a nursery without a license. I told him the circumstances, and showed 
him what we were doing. He expressed sympathy for me and my work, but said that 
he has to arrest me, unless I promised to appear in court the next day to which I 
agreed. I immediately got in touch with Attorney Louis Rieger and with a few of  my 
other friends we appeared in court the next morning. When the judge heard about 
our work I was released with honor and also obtained a license. And the second Sun-
day after this occurrence we publicly celebrated the dedication of  our institution.

Rabbi Budzinsky opened the ceremony with a blessing. In his speech he suggested 
that the institution be called with my name, but I objected because I knew well that 

learned the laws of kashrut and respected my parents, who 
strictly observed all kosher laws and observances. My mother’s 
older brother Abraham was married in the year 1881 and their 
first child, Sam, was born in 1882.  Abraham came to the United 
States in the year 1883.  He struggled very hard that first year and 
could hardly make ends meet.  

That year, 1887, my oldest sister Rivka Liebe was born.  My 
father and grandfather came to the US to shovel some of that 
gold.  They were here three months when they received a letter 
that the miller was dead and his wife wanted my father to come 
back and run the mill.  (He drowned accidentally.  He was a 
sturdy 74 year old young man, always drunk.)  The miller’s wife 
moved in with my mother and took care of her and the new 
baby; my mother being just 16 years old.   She lived with my 
parents for twelve years until 1897 when she died of old age at 
82. The miller built two other homes about three blocks from the 
mill.  He did not complete the second home and barn which 
had a concrete cellar 100’x20’ where they stored the potatoes, 
cabbage and onions for the winter’s use.  My father finished the 
inside and wall papered it completely.  The miller and wife lived 
in the third house until he drowned. 

When spring came the miller’s wife and my mother would go 
into the woods behind the mill and they would pick mushrooms, 
wild strawberries, gooseberries and raspberries.  The miller’s wife 
taught my mother how to differentiate between edible mush-
rooms and toadstools; she showed my mother how to can in 
glass jars, various fruits and preservatives and how to dry prunes 
and mushrooms and hand them on strings.  Six cherry trees were 
adjacent to the chapel. When Rivka was six years old, she used 
to tag along with my mother and the miller’s wife, by the time 
she was ten she took over the gathering and preserving of mush-
rooms and various fruits. 

In the cellar of house No. 2, they kept shelves with over a 
thousand glass jars of preserves.  Helen learned from Rivka.  Frie-
da and Belle also learned from Rivka.  Rivka was tall and lean, a 
real beauty. In the village of Losche there lived 60 Catholic fami-
lies, four German Protestant families and 40 Jewish families. (They 
dwindled yearly; by 1913 when we left, 16 families remained.)  
Everyone knew each other on a first-name basis.  There was no 
crime and no locks on any door.  Once every month on the first 
Sunday, the male adult population would meet and decide by 
popular vote what had to be done for the welfare of the village.  
They decided that one adult Jew and one adult Christian would 
walk through the village at night and spread any alarm if there 
was a fire or any other calamity.  One night in every two months 
gave them the opportunity to get better acquainted.  My father 
was elected mayor from 1897 to 1901. There never was the feel-
ing or sensing of antisemitism. On Christmas night all the Jewish 
children from 8 to 12 years would go outside the Christian homes 
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in this world there is plenty of  hatred and jealousy. I feared that it could harm the 
nursery if  it was called by my name. Therefore I suggested that we use the original 
name, Daughters of  Zion Day Nursery and Infant Home, and only the kindergarten 
should use my name. For this honor my family and I donated $2500. The kindergar-
ten was called The Charna Rieger Family Kindergarten.

A Personal Tragedy.
My happiness was short lived. A personal tragedy robbed me of  my joy. My lov-

ing son Yechiel, a well learned, personable young man, was taken into the army and 
there; he became sick and was in an army hospital for a ten week period, then they 
discharged him and sent him home. We called the most prominent doctors, spared 
no expense with the hope that his health would be restored. To my great sorrow and 
pain, unfortunately, nothing helped. We could not save him, and Hanukkah 1917, 
he was dead. His beloved father, my husband, could not overcome the pain and two 
days later he also departed from this world.

These two horrible blows almost cost my life. For four weeks time I was beside 
myself. I had no desire to see any body and everything including my life became 
superfluous.  The Almighty wanted me to continue the holy work that I began in 
Chicago. Gradually I realized this and gradually I went back to my work for the 
nursery. Indeed there was much work to be done.

At the beginning of  1918 the great horrible flu epidemic broke out. People 
dropped like flies. Young fathers and mothers died overnight, leaving small children 
without protection and without help. Hundreds of  these unfortunates came to the 
nursery. We did not have the room to take them all in. We did all that we could and 
more than we could to find homes for these unfortunate orphans. I myself  took in, 
at night, five children from one house. We sent children to neighbors and tried to do 
the best for them. But it was hard to satisfy all the requests for assistance. 

It is worthwhile to note an incident from that time. An elderly woman, with cane 
in hand, brought two of  her young grandchildren to the nursery, and with tears in 
her eyes, she pleaded and begged that the children be admitted because both of  their 
parents were sick in bed and very poor. The sight of  the brokenhearted grandmother 
tore my heartstrings in pieces; but how can a place be found in an overfilled institu-
tion? 

As we were speaking, a neighbor, Reb Avrohom Aba Finkelstein entered. When 
he heard the grandmother’s pleading, he was heartbroken and said, Mrs. Rieger, 

and sing Christmas carols.  Each one would receive a Greitzar (a 
penny).  

The only time the Poles and their children would show hatred 
and contempt to the Jews was at Easter time when the priests 
spoke of the perfidious Christ killing Jews. The Jews kept on 
praying to return to Jerusalem on the wings of the Messiah.  The 
only one person that I ever heard of going to Palestine was my 
grandfather’s brother’s son Eliezar Rieger in the year 1912.  He 
told my mother that he would like to take me along with him. 
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you must take these two children in and I will pay for their upkeep. I will go to every 
synagogue, every happy or God forbid, sad event, and I will raise money for the 
nursery. Naturally, I took in the two children and Reb Avrohom Aba Finkelstein 
kept his word. As long as he could walk around he collected money for the nursery. 
Honor his memory.

A second happening that I will note, that impressed me greatly, occurred in 1920. 
A Mrs. Samson, a noble woman, who lived on Paulina St., told me that a young 
couple with a four year old lived in her building. The couple died and the youngster 
was placed in a Christian institution on the south side. For a long time Mrs. Samson, 
an old woman, went regularly to visit the child. She is weak and can no longer go to 
visit him but she wants him to remain a Jew. Now this child is 11 years old. She re 
moved three gold rings and an old diamond ring, begged that we raffle or sell them 
and use the money to do whatever we could for the youngster.

I took the address and begged her to go with me to see him. She wanted this but 
could not, because she was crippled. She finally said that her son would take us with 
his car.  A few days later we went to this Christian home. I spoke to the superinten-
dent, and begged her to give us this child. We were willing to pay $200 to the home 
for his upkeep. She was agreeable but when she called the youth and explained the 
request he refused to go with us, and decided to remain in the home. Naturally, I 
could do nothing, so I gave the story to the newspapers. They published the article 
and, as luck would have it, the youth’s uncle, in Cleveland, saw the article and took 
the boy from the home.

At that time we hired a superintendent, Marie Lewis. She came from Hull House 
and she was friendly with the well-known community leader, Miss Jane Adams. She 
introduced us to this unusually gifted liberal woman and this acquaintance brought 
much benefit to the nursery. More than once I went to Miss Adams for advice, and 
she gave me much encouragement in my activities and often helped with her wise 
practical advice.

We Build a New Home
The extraordinarily great numbers who came asking admission to the home at 

the time of  and after the “flu”, were physically impossible to accommodate, in ad-
dition to those orphans that lost their mother we were asked to raise, convinced me 
of  the necessity; not only for the nursery, but also an infant home. This thought of  
building a new large nursery and infant home never left me. The question was only 

Maurie wrote: “Her speeches were ad libbed.  She never 
used preparatory notes and she could sway an audience 
from smiles to tears.  I regret that there are no tapes or written 
memoranda of some of her speeches, for she used the bible and 
expressions in Hebrew and she left the audience in a state of 
adulation.  She was a spellbinder and she learned how to move 
an audience to action or voluntary donations.” 

To illustrate he told the following story: “One of the vice presi-
dents, a woman of means passed away and at her funeral the 
family asked my mother to give one of the eulogies.  My mother 
asked if they would object to an appeal for funds to name a 
room in the nursery as a memorial.  The family saw no objections.

“The chapel was filled to capacity.  Four rabbis made their 
eulogies; they seemed to go on endlessly.  The crowd became 
fidgety and restless.  Then Mother took the podium and spoke 
about the holiness of the departed woman, the vacuum her 
death had created, concluding that the obligation now rested 
with the community to carry on her holy work.  Mother actually 
cried with tears and there was not a dry eye in the entire audi-
ence.  You could feel the grief and tension in the air.  Mother 
walked over to the casket and placed a ten dollar bill upon 
it.  The audience, without prompting, arose and placed their 
contributions next to hers.  To my amazement, even the mourners 
contributed, in spite of being grief stricken.”

Weekly Sunday meetings were business, social and fund rais-
ing affairs.  The meetings were held every Sunday from 2 to 5 pm.  
Approximately 100 women and 30 men were regular attendants.  
Charna asked members to emulate the women of bygone years 
who would sacrifice by bringing their jewelry to further the Jewish 
causes and demonstrate their allegiance to Judaism.  The fol-
lowing day, many of the women brought their gold chains, rings, 
watch pieces and other jewelry. 

These items were raffled off at each weekly meeting and the 
income was donated to the new building fund.  Other fund rais-
ing devices were the sale of brick certificates, bazaars,  member-
ship subscriptions and theater parties.

Charna’s oldest grandchild, Herman Schachter, recalled his 
mother selling brick certificates at their grocery store.  “Panney 
Kolskie, one of our Polish customers, wanted to buy a $10 gold 
brick certificate.  But she did not have any money to pay for it 
at the time. The store sold groceries to some of our customers on 
the book, meaning on credit.  Panney Kolskie was one of those 
customers.  So my mother agreed to put one dollar each week, 
for the next ten weeks, on Panney Kolskie’s charge account.  
Rivka Liebe, my mother, then inscribed the Kolskie family name 
on a $10 gold brick certificate and gave it to her. This made Pan-
ney Kolskie very, very happy.”
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where to find a suitable place for this institution. 

One night I dreamt that I was walking on Hirsch and California Avenues, and 
there before my eyes was a beautiful large building that took an entire block.. When 
I asked the people what sort of  building this is they answered, this building is the 
new Daughters of  Zion Day Nursery and Infant Home. Early the following morn-
ing, I called up Mr. Louis Rheingold, of  blessed memory, who always helped us raise 
money with his practical plans and good speeches, and I told him of  my dream and 
asked him to meet me at the corner of  Hirsch and California Avenues. Mr. Rhein-
gold examined the neighborhood and advised me to buy the lot between Fairfield 
and California Ave. I went home with the resolution to recommend to my sisters and 
friends that corner for an infant home and thought already about giving a deposit. 
But, where to get the money? Our treasury must hold every cent for the nursery 
expenses. Then where will we get a deposit? 

With God’s help, on that same day there was a bris at the home of  Mr. and Mrs. 
Himmelstein, on Robey Street, and I was called by Mr. Himmelstein to grant him 
the honor of  attending. I went to the joyful occasion and told them about my dream 
and my decision that we could not touch the nursery treasury, because we had to 
cover nursery expenses; and if  Mr. Himmelstein would give me the first hundred dol-
lars for a deposit, it would be a sign of  good luck. He and she happily gave me $120 
and the family gave me another $140.

The next morning I went over to the real estate agent, Mr. Durschlag, who 
found the owner of  the land and bargained with him until he sold the land to us for 
$20,600. Mr. Durschlag donated his entire commission to the home.

The rumor that the Daughters of  Zion Day Nursery would build an institution 
for Jewish babies, orphans, aroused the enthusiasm of  all Jewish women. We already 
had the following organizations: Rebecca Fox, Elmer Siegal, the Juniors, who were 
organized in 1917, Humboldt Mothers, who organized in 1918, Logan Square Aux-
iliary, who organized in 1919 and the Central auxiliary in 1917.

The announcement of  the new infant home brought forth new auxiliaries. Not 
only women, also many men wanted to become members and help us in our noble 
work. But our charter and bylaws did not allow men as members, so we created an 
advisory board of  50 distinguished businessmen whose purpose was to give us practi-
cal advice and help raise the necessary sums for our building fund. They organized a 
tag day and a large concert at the Medinah temple and a campaign for subscription 
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membership.  At the end of  1920 we had $36,000 in the building fund treasury.

We immediately organized a committee to start building the institution. Since nei-
ther I nor my associates had the necessary experience to build such an institution, I 
decided to go to New York to visit the Jewish nurseries and infant homes there, and I 
went directly on my own expense to New York, where I had three week’s time to visit 
all of  the Jewish orphan institutions, especially the Hebrew Orphan Asylum, which 
cost over a million dollars and had room for a thousand children. I returned with the 
plans and much information about the New York institutions and as soon as I came 
back to Chicago a building committee was appointed of  21 men and women with 
attorney Louis Rieger, as chairman, Louis Shapiro, vice chairman, Golda Young, 
secretary, Meyer Teitelbaum, treasurer, A. Epstein, executive chairman, and the fol-
lowing men and women: Mr. and Mrs. Samuel Weinberg, Mr. and Mrs. H. Konef-
sky, Mr. and Mrs. I Koenigsberg, Dr. Louis Bloch, Mrs. S. Segal, Mrs. S. Wenig, Mrs. 
L. Katz, Mr. Louis Rheingold, Mr. Louis Shapiro, Mr. Joseph Rusnack, and Mr. 
Benjamin Berris. I reported to the committee about my visitation to the New York 
institutions and showed them the plans; they unanimously agreed to build a home to 

accommodate 500 children. They said that if  New 
York can support a home with 1000 children then 
Chicago can certainly support one for 500 chil-
dren and be a jewel to Chicago and all Jews.

The committee invited a number of  architec-
tural firms to make the plans. Six drawings were 
sent to us. All were wonderful, beautiful and good 
so we submitted the drawings of  the six competing 
firms to the board of  county architects and they 
recommended the plans of  Dubin and Eisenberg, 
Architects and Engineers, in the month of  June, 
1921.

The excavation was begun, and on the second 
Sunday of  September of  the same year, 1921, 
we had a celebration of  laying the cornerstone 
with a parade of  all the auxiliaries and hundreds 
of  friends and thousands of  spectators and three 
bands of  music. The marshall of  the parade and 
the organizer was Louis Rheingold.

Another meeting at the nursery. 
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Our Friends and Our Enemies
Soon as we started to build the home, men and women started to help us raise 

money for the building fund by selling ‘brick’ certificates, making bazaars, selling 
membership subscriptions, etc. The board of  directors decided to inscribe the names 
on marble slabs in the vestibule of  the main entrance on California and Hirsch 
Blvd., of  each member who would sell $1000 or more brick certificates. The fol-
lowing were among the first to be inscribed: Mrs. R. Israelson, Annie Lipman, Mrs. 
Holland, Mrs. S. Segal, P. D. Kahn, Mrs. Malawski, Rose Cohn, Mrs. Weinberg, 
Mrs. Reisberg, Lena Rose, Lena Finder. I sold $2500

At the same time, our false, deceitful enemies put roadblocks in our holy work, 
with false rumors and personal insults against me, prosecuted through various in-
trigues. I suffered in silence because I understood that if  I resigned from the presi-
dency and went away from my work, the infant home would never be completed. I 
swallowed my pride with bitter tears, and kept on collecting for the building fund. 

But the greatest obstacles to our work came from Julius Rosenwald, James Da-
vis and the Federation of  Jewish Charities, who were vehemently opposed to our 
institution for babies. They called us to a conference, and told us to stop building the 
infant home, because, first, it was not practical to raise babies in an institution, but in 
private homes; second, there is a Jewish Finding Society that takes care of  poor Jew-
ish babies. We answered them, that the Jewish Finding Society only takes in babies 
whose parents are citizens but we accept all babies in need regardless of  citizenship 
papers. First we help, then we ask questions. 

We also informed them of  the necessity of  raising the poor orphans in a Jewish 
manner with heart, soul and understanding; in order to rescue the Jewish child for 
the Jewish people.The committee that came with me to the conference were Mrs. 
Samuel Segal, Chairlady of  the Board of  Directors, Atty. Louis Rieger, Chairman 
of  the Building Fund, Mrs. Golda Young, Secretary of  the Building Committee, 
and Mr. A. Epstein, Consulting Engineer and true friend of  the Daughters of  Zion 
Nursery.

The state issued a charter, with a letter of  recommendation, which praised our 
noble work for the unfortunate babies and promised help and assistance in our wor-
thy cause. This galled and enraged our enemies, greatly. The officers of  the charities 
sent letters to noted persons, and statements to all newspapers, blaming and accus-
ing us of  gathering money, and requested that our cause be condemned and no one 
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should help us morally or financially.

Our general contractor, Mr. Harry Kaplan, continued with the work, until he 
reached the roof. We had no money left in the building fund. The gossip of  our 
internal enemies together with the war waged against us by those outside had locked 
the hearts and pocketbooks of  all our contributors. 

It was impossible to take money from the treasury of  the Wicker Park Nursery 
because the current expenses were $2000 monthly. We could not leave the building 
without a roof  over the winter because the walls would be ruined. I approached my 
friends for loans, to raise the $25,000 that was needed. The first friends to loan me 
the money for this were Mr. and Mrs. I Koenigsberg, Mr. and Mrs. Samuel Wein-
berg, Mrs. Samuel. Segal, Mr. A. Epstein, Mrs. Berris, Mr. and Mrs. Louis Shapiro, 
Dubin and Eisenberg, Mr. and Mrs. Harry Konefsky, Dr. Gurevitch, Mr. and Mrs. 
Isadore Shore and many others. With all of  our strength and effort we continued 
our work; by making a bazaar in our new building under the chairmanship of  Mrs. 
Isadore Shore; a concert in Medinah Temple under the chairmanship of  Mrs. 
Edwin Romberg; a Cantor for the High Holidays in the infant home, but there was 
not enough money for the expenses of  the Wicker Park Home and continue with 
the building program. I remained stunned and beaten by the poison purveyors in 
the mother body, which I organized, who incited and poisoned the minds of  various 
members, who drained my blood. Instead of  giving me courage, fresh inspiration 
for new fund raising to complete the home, they drained my blood and cried that so 
long as I was president, the home would not be completed. 

I understood that the only way to complete the home was early repayment of  the 
debts, removing all the liens on the building. I knew that if  I am not the president, 
the debts would not be paid and the building would be sold at auction. Therefore, 
like a faithful captain of  a ship, I remain firm at my post until all debts are paid, 
thanks to God; or like a general on a battlefield against an enemy, until all debts are 
paid. The fact that I was right in not resigning from the president’s office can be seen 
by the following fact: In August 1926, I went to Benton Harbor for a vacation. Sud-
denly I received a call from Chicago that three companies to which we were indebt-
ed for eight or nine thousand dollars obtained a judgment against us, and if  they are 
not paid within 24 hours, the building will be sold.

I returned home late at night, and knocked on the doors of  my family and good 
friends and begged with tears in my eyes to have mercy and lend us the amount for 
the creditors and did not go home to sleep until I raised $9000, which paid the debts 

The father of one of these babies related the sad story of his 
wife’s death, in 1937, two weeks after the premature birth of the 
baby. The nursery accepted his baby and cared for it for about 
a year until the father was able to get himself together and get 
facilities at his home so, “I could take the baby out and make 
room for other needy children.”

The day care center was housed in the English basement, 
accepting children up to school age and then often provid-
ing lunches and after school care for older children of working 
parents.  The still unfinished building was home to many children, 
particularly during the Second World War when so many women 
worked outside of the home.

A woman who had been in the day care center of the 
nursery during the early thirties recalled “...the care was wonder-
ful. The teacher was caring. You knew that she was.  If you didn’t 
know something, she helped you.  You understood it. She went 
to everybody and there was time for everyone.” 
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with interest.

 But my strenuous work did not silence the angry tongues against me. It reached a 
point where Jewish businessmen no longer would support our undertaking let alone 
the established nursery, so long as I was president. Knowing that I brought in hun-
dreds of  dollars to pay the bills for the treasury of  the established nursery, I felt clean 
of  mistaken suspicion, so and innocent of  the rumors. I wrote a letter to the Agudath 
Hakehilloth, (an organization of  Orthodox Rabbis and prominent Jewish leaders), 
requesting them to investigate our operation and books. This letter was published in 
the Courier, June 24, 1926 and reads as follows: 

The Kehillah Should Help Complete the Building  
of  the Daughters of  Zion Nursery.

Dear Editor, As the leader of  a great Jewish institution that is made up 
of  5000 Jewish women, I take the honor of  greeting the Agudath Hake-
hilloth. With great happiness we read in 
your newspaper of  the work of  the Ke-
hillah and about the plans made at the ke-
hillah convention that decided about the 
question of  Jewish upbringing.

We, the Daughters of  Zion Jewish Day 
Nursery and Infant Home, are raising 75 
Jewish children. To persevere at this costs 
about $2000 a month. We have a home in 
which is already invested a quarter of  a 
million dollars. For the last ten years, since 
the nursery was founded, we paid special 
attention to the upbringing of  Jewish chil-
dren as a priority. Miss Maxsiman was our 
Hebrew teacher for the first five years; she 
went to New York with her brother. Miss 
Kevin, our present Hebrew teacher has 
served for the last five years. She is a highly 
qualified instructor, who imparts a hun-
dred percent Jewish feeling and learning 
to the children.

Another meeting at the nursery. Charna is repre-
sented by her portrait, done be a prominent Chicago 
artist, John Doctoroff.
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Now the time has come for the Kehillah to take an interest in this worthy 
institution. We are not asking for money from the treasury of  the Kehillah, 
but in different ways to help finish the building because the abandonment 
thereof  is a sin. Our obstructers are determined; therefore, the strong well 
organized Kehillah must help in sympathy with the Jewish women. We are 
seeking peace and righteousness according to Jewish law. The Kehillah 
must support us and when they fulfill their obligation the wish will mate-
rialize of  the ex-president of  the Kehillah, “Blessed be the Holy one, who 
blessed the work of  our hands.”

Thanking you for printing this letter, with watchfulness, 

Charna Rieger, President, Daughters of  Zion Orphan Home and 
Kindergarten. 

The Agudath Hakehilloth took notice of  my letter. After this they inspected all 
our books and our work; found them in order, mailed statements to us and the office 
of  the Courier.. The statement read: 

Daughters of  Zion Home most worthy institution states the Agudath 
Hakehilloth. All rumors and charges against management of  this institution 
proved false and groundless by a thorough investigating committee. Dated 
October 29, 1926. We the orthodox Agudath Hakehilloth of  Chicago, posts 
notice in the worthiness of  the many, that a special committee, appointed 
by us and the chairman, Mr. H. Hackman, has visited the Daughters of  
Zion Infant Home and Day Nursery, inspected all business transactions of  
this institution; heard and investigated all rumors and charges against the 
institution management. This committee concluded:

1. The Daughters of  Zion Day Nursery and Infant Home, a most honor-
able and worthy institution, is conducted in the best and exact order. 

2. That all business transactions of  this institution are transacted with 
honesty and orderliness.

 3. That all rumors are groundless including the charges against manage-
ment of  this institution and the people who comprise the management are 
outstanding, honest and most worthy in our community, in truth.

We, the orthodox community of  the Agudath Hakehilloth of  Chicago 
feel ourselves most obligated to ask the majority of  Jewish people to support 
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and help the Daughters of  Zion Jewish Day Nursery with all possible help 
to the management to finish the new building on California and Hirsch 
Boulevard, where $250,000 is already invested by the sweat of  the Jewish 
workers of  conscience.

 Aba Goldblatt, President  Harry Hackman, Chairman of  Investigating 
Committee  A. Katz, Secretary. 

When the above article appeared in the Jewish papers, there was an influx of  
money to pay all the bills and debts; I decided to take a rest, I had no strength left to 
continue with the strenuous work. I decided to resign from the presidency, and Mrs. 
Edwin Romberg took over in 1928.

At this opportune time, I would like to reminisce about the memory of  the re-
nowned Lomzer Gaon (the highest ranking rabbi), Reb Yehuda Leib Gordon, and 
the encouraging words that he gave me when I came to him for advice, especially the 
holy blessing that he bestowed upon me, which endowed me with the 
courage and energy and strength to proceed with my work for estab-
lishing the home. This occurred when out of  anger and bitterness I 
asked him, Holy Rabbi, from where will we obtain the help to rescue 
the unfortunate children who must have a nursery and an infant home? 
The rabbi, of  blessed memory, thought awhile and then answered in a 
steady loud voice: “God will bring you success. I wish that you do not 
become faint of  heart from your work, what you sow with tears you 
will reap with joy.” This blessing still clings in my ears, whenever I am 
aggravated, and constantly encourages me and stimulates my energy 
and determination. 

Again I was drawn into the work
As I mentioned before, I decided to resign the presidency and rest in 

1928, but I could not carry out my decision. My nearest, truest, most 
devoted coworkers, who always stood with me and helped me in the 
work, did not stay away from me for a minute and begged that I should 
continue with the work. Furthermore this institution is my life’s ideal, 
for which I have already invested my strength and hard years of  inde-
fatigable labor, so I allowed myself  to be talked into coming around to 
the Humboldt Boulevard Auxiliary of  the Infant Home and went back 
to the work with new courage and fresh strength.10

10  Mother had to be the president of any organization, 
or at least some kind of officer in the many organizations she 
founded or she would lose interest. A few years later, when the 
Humboldt Mothers elected my sister Rivka as president, unani-
mously, Mother came home crying, to think that my daughter 
did this to me. It was the first time that she held no office. MDR
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Again, I began to collect money for the upkeep of  the old institution and to 
complete the new building. By day I was not calm, at night I could not sleep, and 
knew no rest until, with God’s help, we lived to see the building completed and we 
have not only transferred the children from Wicker Park Ave. to the new home, we 
have taken many new applicants. True, the home is not yet entirely completed, but 
this, I hope to God, will be finished quickly. The fact is, however, that the DOZ is 
functioning and is one of  the most beautiful Jewish institutions in Chicago; with the 
most modern equipment that any institution must have to give orphans a home. Our 
institution is my pride, and the pride of  Jewish Chicago. I hope and am confident 
that Chicago Jews will recognize and appreciate and will help the nursery not only 
maintain and even to expand its operation, but also help to perfectly complete the 
building.My returning to the work after resigning the presidency was the second 
period of  time that I started to work for the nursery.

The first time I resolved to stay away from the work was at the request of  my 
children in 1925, in the month of  November. Many of  those who were my enemies 
because of  my successful work tried every ruse and subversion to dirty my name. But 
when they saw their dark schemes did not work they approached my children and 
told them that I am bringing shame to my family. “The whole city is against your 
mother, they told my children, because she does not back off  from her work, and it is 
up to you children to hold her back so that it should not come to shame.”My chil-
dren met without my knowledge and in conversation decided to speak to me at an 
evening gathering, and demand that I give up my activity for the nursery. When the 
appointed evening came and I met with my children in this unheard of  manner, they 
immediately told me that I must give up my activities for the nursery.

“We know Mother,” they said, “that everything said about you are lies -- inven-
tions of  jealous, small people. You know that you cannot change the world. That’s 
the way people are. They even approach us and don’t give us a rest. Have pity on 
yourself  and us and give up your work. Give us your hand and promise to fulfill our 
request, we know that to you a handshake is holy.”

I started to clarify to them what the nursery meant to the downtrodden, and I re-
called episodes of  misery and pain that I see with my own eyes daily, but the children 
remained firm and with tears in their eyes they pleaded that I should halt my work 
for the nursery. Several hours later the talk stopped and not being able to make them 
see the aggravation they were giving me, I promised to obey. 11

My married daughter went to her own home and the unmarried, naturally, re-

11    I have no memory of this occurrence, it seems to me 
she is trying to put the onus on her children for her shortcomings. 

Mrs. Garfinkle, Helen’s neighbor on Ashland Ave., told Helen 
that my mother must have a bundle of money stashed away 
that she steals from the nursery. Helen came over on a Sunday 
and told Mother of the gossip that was being spread on the 
south side.

Helen was the only child that bugged mother to give up her 
nursery work. MDR
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mained at home and went to sleep while I, alone, remained bitterly seated for a long 
time. About 5 o’clock, daybreak, suddenly the doorbell rang like a fire alarm. Fright-
ened, we arose from our beds and rushed to the door, certain that a fire had broken 
out, or why would anyone wake us so early? But when we opened the door, we saw 
a young man, with three small children, the oldest five, the second three years old 
and a two-month-old baby and all were crying. Outside it was cold and wet, we took 
them into the house and the young man told us the following: his wife was taken to 
the hospital at night in an ambulance, she had been sick since the birth of  the baby. 
He does not have the means for help and he alone cannot take care of  the children.

I listened to him and told him to go to the nursery and explain to them, as I no 
longer go there. He started to cry and said he knows that without me they will not 
take his children into the nursery and he will not depart from the house until I help 
him in his misfortune. My children stood around me, looking upon that unfortunate 
person and his helpless children, looking upon me, and suddenly they called out: 

“Mother, don’t you think that if  you go now with this man to the nursery, they 
would let you in with the children” “Naturally,” I answered, “they will let me in.”  
My daughter ran to the telephone, called a cab and, “Mother,” she called out, “go 
with the man and the children and help him and do everything possible.”

Since that event in November 1925, they never said anything more to me, but 
to the contrary, they help me as much as possible with my work for the home. And 
thus have I continued all along working in behalf  of  the nursery every day with the 
exception of  the month that I spent in the land of  Israel.

My Trip to the Land of  Israel
This happened in the year 1932, I felt over-worked from my continuous work, 

continuous campaigning, continuously witnessing pain and suffering, continuous 
worry about supporting the home, continuous aggravation from my detractors and 
no pleasure, and I decided to take a vacation. I decided to make a visit to the land of  
Israel to see with my own eyes this land of  our fathers and this land of  our future. 

I made all the necessary preparations and soon I departed from Chicago. The 
trip to Jaffa lasted 12 days; the ship on which I traveled was a floating palace, 
equipped with every comfort; the finest and best foods. For Jews there is a kosher 
kitchen, dairy and meat separate. In the Jewish section were people from all classes, 
including several rabbis. Traveling such a long time on the ship, I naturally made the 
acquaintance of  some of  the passengers and started to discuss various subjects about 

This was 1946. That winter as usual Ma went to Hot Springs.  
In January 1947 she got sick there. I went down there for two 
weeks, she had a bad cold and couldn’t get rid of it. Then Helen 
came down for a month and I went home. Helen brought Ma 
home the end of February. She went into the hospital, the ver-
dict leukemia. The doctors told us it would be a matter of a year 
or a year and a half. 

Ma seemed to improve then, this is what they call a remis-
sion. She started again with her nursery, also, we had some 
cousins in Europe. She managed to get all the family to donate 
money and brought them to the United States. Then that sum-
mer she started failing again. She was just getting weaker all the 
time and had to be in bed a good deal of the time. We got a 
practical nurse but Ma wouldn’t let her do anything for her.

So I quit my job and went to live with Maurice. I slept in the 
same room with Ma, on a folding bed that we opened at night. 
I don’t know why we never thought of getting a hospital bed 
for Ma. I used to give her a bath in bed every day which was 
a back breaking job. Yom Kippur was in October that year. Ma 
insisted on getting out of bed to daven. She fasted all morning. 
I finally got her back in bed. She ate and seemed to be all right. 
The next day as she was having a bowel movement in bed the 
stool got stuck and couldn’t come out or back in. Bessie called 
the doctor. He came at once and used a rubber glove and with 
his hands opened the rectum.

Mother was very weak but she did eat a little and fell asleep. 
By nightfall she went into a coma and it seemed like this was the 
last. I don’t remember exactly, it was either three or four days 
that she was in this coma. Then on Wednesday we had gotten 
a notice that one of the radio stations was going to dramatize 
a part of the Charna Rieger story that afternoon. About noon 
Ma opened her eyes. She was hungry, she wanted to see the 
papers and couldn’t understand how she lost those days. 
Anyway, she heard the broadcast and said I thank God that I 
lived to hear this. It was uncanny, she was much better after this. 
I tried to tell her that this was the crisis, that when she got better 
we would go to Hot Springs or Florida. She told me she knew she 
wouldn’t get better but when things were all over I should go 
to Florida. She felt bad because I still had to bathe her in bed. 
Then she developed tremendous bowel movements. I used to 
put a sort of a diaper around her and newspapers underneath. 
One day she said to me, when you were little I had to wipe your 
tushie so now you have to wipe mine. Only the way I heard it it 
was Rifke and Helen who raised me.

Every Sunday Helen and Frieda would come over and Louis 
(he was now out of the navy) would take me out for a ride. This 
was the only time I would leave the house, except one evening 
for Mary’s wedding on July 3rd and Ruthe took care of Ma. 
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Jewish life in America and the whole world. Because of  one of  these acquaintances, I 
later had the rare opportunity of  meeting the Shomronim, but about them later.

Arriving near Jaffa, we had to wait 12 hours on the ship until we were allowed 
to land. As soon as the ship stopped, far from port we had to go on another boat for 
half  an hour until we safely came to the dock, where we went thru various inquiries. 
Then we entered a receiving room, where a few hundred Israeli Jews came to wait 
for friends and relatives and also various representatives of  organizations who give 
instructions, in a friendly manner, to those who have arrived.

From Jaffa, we traveled about 2 hours to Jerusalem by automobile. To describe 
the feeling that I experienced, by my coming to Jerusalem, is beyond my strength. I 
know that I am not the first one to feel this, that I cannot restrain this feeling of  joy 
and enthusiasm when we step upon the earth of  this holy land. From childhood on 
we constantly heard, “Jerusalem, Jerusalem, next year in Jerusalem;” and now I am 
in Jerusalem! Now I am in the land, which the Jewish people have already longed 
for 2000 years. Now I am in the city where once the holy temple stood. I can hardly 
believe that such things are possible. It often seems me, that there is no such pen that 
could describe the stormy feelings that I have experienced.

This is not the place to write about everything that I have seen in the land of  
Israel, in the time that I have been there. I will, however, emphasize that I have seen 
almost everything in the land of  Israel. I tried not to miss anything of  interest and 
what is not interesting in the land of  Israel? I will try to tell you about a portion of  
the institutions I visited. 

Among the first places I visited, naturally, was the Western Wall (I was there 
a number of  times.) The feelings that arose within me when I came there are as 
stormy as when I first stepped on the ground of  this holy land. The Western Wall-
-the wall that remained from the holy temple! Oh, how I would want to give to my 
many friends, what one lives for when you arrive at the wall. At the wall you always 
see hundreds of  people, from all classes, rich or poor, standing alongside of  the wall, 
saying the psalms, some with exalted cries, one cries out with a grieving heart, you 
cry because of  your own troubles, you cry because of  community troubles. I also 
visited the tombs of  the kings. The remains of  our ancient kings rest there. There 
you descend steps and enter a room that was carved out of  stone. Around the walls 
there are great dark caves. Whoever wishes may enter them. They give wax candles 
to everyone who wants to go into the caves. I saw there the mikvahs carved into the 
stone. The mikvahs were already thousands of  years old. The water is filled with 

Charna at The Brothers Grave, Israel, 1932
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moss. I also visited Hebron and there paid a visit to the Yeshiva, where in 1929 a 
pogrom occurred, made by Arabs, and 70 young students were killed by the hands 
of  Arab murderers. I visited the grave of  these 70 young men. The grave is called, 
The Brothers Grave.

Naturally, I visited the graves of  our ancestors the cave of  the machpelah, there 
stands a large church. To descend to the cave, you are only allowed the seven stairs 
where a guard is stationed and does not allow you to go further. On the road we 
stopped at Mother Rochel’s grave, there stands a large tent and a synagogue, where 
there hangs a large chandelier illuminated with some 200 oil lamps. Whoever enters 
can light a lamp for a few cents which supports a large yeshiva. We also stopped 
in Bethlehem. I had great pleasure when we visited the Dead Sea where I saw the 
factories where salts and potash are processed to fertilize the land. It is simply impos-
sible for me to enumerate all the institutions I visited. I visited the Nathan Straus 
Center, one of  the most wonderful establishments, that would even be the pride 
of  the big, rich America. I visited the beautiful Diskin Orphan Home, which takes 
young orphan boys, from 5 years old, and they stay there until they become self-suf-
ficient. They teach them the bible and various trades for which each is capable. I also 
visited a similar establishment for orphan girls. I visited the Bikur Cholim Hospital, 
an institute for the blind and many other similar institutions. It gave me a particular 
pleasure to see the national institutions of  the National Fund offices, where I saw 
the Golden Books, where they inscribe the name of  everyone who brings in certain 
sums for the National Fund for this cause. I also had my name inscribed there. I also 
saw the Herzel room there, where Dr. Herzl’s furniture is to be found. I went to the 
Hadassah Hospital, for which I do not have enough words to describe my admira-
tion.An exquisite, rare, unforgettable impression was also made upon me by the 
various colonies that I visited. The pioneers work there with self-sacrifice. You realize 
the sacrifice when you see the young Jewish men and women doing all that work 
with great vitality. Here I wish to recall particularly my visit to a worker’s farm where 
Rochel Bat Zvi is the leader. I heard about this organization in Chicago, because 
the Ladies Volunteers of  Zion organization work to support this Meshek Hapoalot with 
Mrs. Morris Schachter, President; Mrs. Samuel Gratch, Honorary President; Mrs. 
Y. Shapiro, Secretary; Mrs. Hymanson, Recording Secretary; Mrs. Pearl, Finance 
Secretary; Mrs. Barnett, Chairman of  Affairs; and Mrs. Mollie Mandel, Treasurer. 
This colony stands on a high mountain. The work that is performed here is amazing. 
They take in newly arrived young ladies that we would class as greenies; and they 
teach them how to plant fruit and flowers and how to raise chickens. The girls plow 

While we were gone Ma had to urinate. We had a commode 
next to the bed so Ruthe helped her to get on it. Then Ma got 
stuck and she had a terrible time pulling her off. When we got 
back shelaughed so hard telling about this.

February first, Arie died suddenly, just exactly six years after 
Rifke. I told Ma about it even though I was advised against tell-
ing her. After the kids got up from shiva they came over to see 
Grandma and I can still hear the lecture she gave them, how 
by the Jews the mourning period is 28 days. After that those that 
are living must go on as before. That is why we wear a cut ribbon 
to show they are separated from us and must not interfere with 
our lives after they are gone. To me this was a touch of great-
ness.

Then one Friday night Ma asked me to sit her up. She then 
said send in Maurice. He came and sat on a chair facing her for 
a few minutes. The she said for him to leave and send in Bessie. 
The same thing happened, she said send in Ruthe, again the 
same then Arvin. Then she put both her hands on my face and 
said put me down. Again I think she showed greatness. She fell 
asleep. Saturday when I tried to feed her she wouldn’t take any 
thing, nor would she open her eyes, she just lay there so quietly. 
Then on Sunday she went into a coma. 

Sunday night I opened the bed in the dining room and slept 
there? Monday, oh it was so quiet and Monday night Bessie 
wouldn’t let me sleep in the dining room, we put the bed in the 
living room. I think Tuesday morning we got up very early, Mother 
was gone. I held a mirror in front of her face, nothing. Bessie 
called the undertaker. They came, I didn’t see them take her out 
of the house but I looked out the window and saw them wheel-
ing out a contraption upright. They most likely strapped Ma into 
this. If I didn’t faint then I never will, why don’t they take people 
out on a stretcher. This vision will stay with me always, and the 
fact that I didn’t stay right close to her will always bother me, I 
guess. This was March 9, 1948. 

Florence Rieger
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and sow, cultivate and plant the ground there. With great thrills and enthusiasm I 
followed their work and considered myself  lucky that I observed all this with my own 
eyes. I also visited the well known synagogue, Makor Chaim in Jerusalem, which 
was built by the wife of  the Lomzer Gaon, of  blessed memory, with the assistance 
of  Chicago’s Agodoth Noshim Machazikai Torah, (Organization of  Women who 
Embrace the Torah), of  which Mrs. Sara Sandow is president.

As I said before, I also had the opportunity to meet the Shomronim (Samarians). 
And this occurred in the following way. During the time aboard ship and meet-
ing with various passengers I happened to meet there a rabbi, who told me that he 
has a brother in law, a high priest, who is very wealthy, who had a large estate and is 
a widower. Since he heard that I was a widow he made a plan that I should marry 
his brother in law. I had given no thought about marriage, but what interested me 
was the expression High Priest. I knew that since the destruction of  the holy temple, 
we Jews did not have any high priest and he constantly repeated that expression. I 
decided to inquire and learn about this, about what it meant to be high priest of  the 
Shomronim. And he invited me to visit this high priest. I accepted his invitation.

This so-called rabbi probably thought that he could arrange a marriage, he told 
his brother in law, the high priest and, actually, the morning after I arrived in Jeru-
salem, a carriage came with two horses hitched to it. In the carriage was a young 
woman, the wife of  the rabbi and sister of  the high priest. She introduced herself  
and invited me to accompany her to Samaria. Her husband, the rabbi also came 
along. I accepted the invitation with great interest and satisfaction. Around noon-
time, we arrived in Shomron, and went directly to the high priest. There was already 
prepared a beautiful meal, to which I was invited. The high priest, a tall, husky man, 
was dressed with a high fur hat (spodik), and three velvet robes. He informed me, 
that in Shomron, they have a holy temple and people bring sacrifices there.

After the meal, he invited everyone to visit the holy temple, in which one can-
not go around in shoes. The temple is a one story structure and looks like a small 
American synagogue. But the carving there was wonderful. In the shul there is a well 
from which one draws water up with a golden chain and a golden pitcher. In a small 
hall there is a carved out a piece like a basin, where the sacrifices are brought. The 
impression that all this made on me will not be forgotten my entire life.

About the wedding, naturally, nothing happened, but to see the Samaritans was a 
great experience. On that same evening I was back in Jerusalem.

A page from Charna’s Passport
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My Hope and Ideal
I was in Jerusalem for a couple of  months and everyday was interesting and 

fulfilling for me. From Jerusalem, at the time of  Elul (August-September), I went to 
Tel Aviv, where I met with various leaders and guides, and also, many Americans. 
I could tell very much about this wonderful great Jewish city. I could also tell much 
about the colonies that I visited around Tel Aviv, also about Haifa, Safat, etc, but 
this is not the place for it. I remained in the land of  Israel until after all the Jewish 
holidays, when I returned home. On my return trip, I visited Cairo, Egypt, where I 
spent three days, and in the meantime saw the beautiful pyramids. I visited Alexan-
dria. It would take a whole book to describe what I saw there. 
Everything is interesting, actually heart-grabbing. You travel 
back thousands of  years, a forgotten old world stands before 
your eyes, dresses itself  with blood and flesh and becomes alive 
in your mind.

From Alexandria, I returned to America with the ship. The 
trip to New York took 6 days, where I arrived Friday evening 
and Sunday, with the second Hanukkah light, I arrived in 
Chicago, spending the holy Saturday in New York. My friends, 
especially my co-workers in the nursery, welcomed me with 
great joy and open arms.  

Twelve years have passed since my trip to the land of  Israel 
and from then on I continued unceasingly in my activity for the 
nursery. There was much more resentment and aggravation 
that came to me throughout the time. Disturbances came from 
all sides. Some from internal enemies, some from outside. The 
maintenance of  the nursery is tied to great heavy work. But I 
have also very much nachas, very great satisfaction when I en-
ter the nursery and see the children, see how they are given the 
best supervision, see how Jewish orphan children have a home 
and a Jewish home, and not like the children of  the milkman, 
whom I encountered so many years ago, who gave me the first 
incentive to create a Jewish nursery. The pleasure outweighs 
all the trouble and worry that I have withstood and every day I 
thank and praise God, who gave me the years and strength to 
perform this holy work.
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My only ideal and hope now is to see the building of  the Daugh-
ters of  Zion Day Nursery and Infant Home, perfectly completed. I 
beg the Master of  the world to present me with the years to carry 
thru his command. Now, as these lines are written, we are planning to 
carry out a campaign to complete the building. I am sure that every 
Jewish man and every Jewish woman in Chicago will help us make 
this campaign a success.

And with certainty, I express my thanks to the blessed one for the 
many favors that he did for me, and also thanks to all of  you who 
have helped me in my work in all of  the years of  my activity and who 
made it possible to fulfill my ideal. All of  you have a hand in this great 
institution and I am only a messenger from the Master of  the world, 
that in this great city Chicago, unfortunate Jewish tots should not 
be desolate, but should have a Jewish home if  their own home, pity, 
was demolished. God should strengthen the hands of  all these true 

workers and helpers. and my heartfelt request to all of  you Jewish men and women 
of  Chicago is: help us to complete the building of  the nursery, help me in fulfilling 

my ideal and hope, now. May the blessed one from above give us the 
energy to continue with our life-giving holy work. 

Translation by Maurice D. Rieger, Ruthe Rieger Karlin, and 
Fanny Schohet,  1996, Ruthe Rieger Karlin. 

Charna’s story ended on page 37 of  her book, but the book went 
on to page 48. Maurie began translating page 38 and ran into trouble. 
So I begin with his translation of  page 38, then put in scans of  the 
remaining pages. Page 38 and 39 are her musings on The Woman of  
Valor. Subsequent pages are testimonials to her.

Charna resigned the presidency of  the nursery in 1928 but spent 
the remainder of  her life trying to raise the money to finish the 
building. Her fight with the Jewish charities continued for more than 
30 years with much rancor on both sides. She died March 9, 1948. 
Shortly after Charna died, almost as if  it were over her dead body, 
and with the excuse that very few Jewish babies needed institutional 

care at that time, the Daughters of  Zion was converted to a home for senior citizens, 
the Parkview Home, and finally brought under the aegis of  the Jewish charities.

The Dome of the Rock and Mount Zion as Charna would 
have seen them in 1932
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AN ESSAY ON THE WOMAN OF VALOR
composed by Mrs. Charna Rieger

What does woman of valor mean in the holy Torah. The excellent woman who does her duty 
to her household and to the downhearted needy, to the orphans, to the sick and to the poor, 
prevents her own mouth, God forbid, from backbiting and envying another, this woman is 
known to the Torah and is called the woman of valor. She also knows how to conduct herself 
with the holy sabbath.

One who is holy and remembers the seventh day, 
Observes the rules of Shabbos with his body and fortune
Is very much rewarded with God’s full hand.
Each to the extent of his position; 
Those who love God from the depths of their heart, 
Will see the building of a sanctuary and be kept from all pain
Enjoy the Shabbos with spirit and apprehension
As those who stood to welcome the torah.
Raise up your hands with holiness to God,
Who has given us Shabbos repose to pray;
Abraham’s children, who investigated God with toil
They held the Shabbos until late and started it early;
Thank the learned Moses for sabbath repose, 
It shines like a bride among the commandments of God.
The holy sages went with fire and sword,
To know that God had created them between heaven and earth,
The day is holy from the beginning until the last minute; 
Children of Israel honor him with great boldness
Rest, eat, drink with Jewish joy.
In the whole world only the Jews are disbursed,
Almighty God extend your mercy to those who know you;
Although they are                       their tables.
With them build a sanctuary to please each one, 
us with help from your face that shines,
Help those that guard the seventh day very strictly!
They rest in it even if it is the time of year of the market.
Those that observe the sabbath and eat three meals and make small steps,
Shall be rescued by the annointed one from injury in the city of hell, 
For all of these will shine with their rectitude,
Just as the first seven days of God’s creation.
God of Israel how do you have your people live,
God of Israel see your help given to all of us.
Repose and joy a bright pleasure to the Jews,
Is their dear shabbos, and all its satisfactions,
(line missing)                               �8

Architects rendering of the building from 1936 publication.
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Script from the radio broadcast mentioned 
by Aunt Flo.

To be broadcast Thursday, October 2nd, 1947 
RADIO STATI ON WCFL
 
3:09 ½ --3:14
MUSIC:  INTRO

ANNCR: If there is anyone listening who 
doesn’t love children – then maybe 
he won’t like the story we’re about 
to tell. But if you - the listener 
have ever seen a little child smile 
- if you have a child of your own...
or want one of your own. If you have 
a big kind heart - then you should 
like our story. It’s about the 
Daughters of Zion Infant Home and Day 
Nursery...a house that was built for 
children.

MUSIC: UP AND OUT

NARR: About four o’clock one morning in 
1925 - a Mr. Lewis was fast asleep in 
his own brownstone house in Chicago. 
He was fast asleep, that is, until 
the steady pressure of someone’s 
finger on his doorbell...brought him 
sleepily to his front door. Opening 
it, he said grumpily, “Well who are 
you and what do you want?” A woman’s 
voice came to him from out of the 
darkness. “Sir - it’s important that 
I talk to you. Please let me in.” 
Before he could shut the door in her 
face, Mr. Lewis suddenly realized 
the woman had walked by him and 
seated herself in his living room. He 
followed her there dazedly.

  “I’ll be quick,” she said. “My 
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name is Mrs. Rieger. And by 9 o’clock 
this morning, I must raise $9,000”

Now, Mr. Lewis was fully awake. 
A tremor of shock passed through 
him, and he gasped. “Nine thousand 
dollars! Mrs. Rieger, surely you 
don’t expect...” Mrs. Rieger laughed. 
“No., I don’t expect to get nine 
thousand dollars from you, sir. After 
ringing doorbells all night long, I 
almost have that amount. But before 
I leave this house, I am sure you 
will give me what I need to make it 
complete.”

  She said it so confidently that 
Mr. Lewis grew pale. He was not a 
wealthy man...but he had enough to 
make him extremely cautious.

Then, Mrs. Rieger plunged into 
her story.

MUSIC: SOFTLY IN BG

NARR:  Back in 1914, Mrs. Rieger happened 
to be walking down the street one 
day when she met a poor, dejected 
widow, leading two small boys by the 
hand. The widow had a sad problem. 
She could not look for work until she 
found a place to keep her sons...
or someone to look after them. She 
could not afford nursery care...yet, 
unless she found it...she could not 
take a job...and she needed the money 
badly. Mrs. Rieger realized then that 
there was a great need for another 
charitable home for children in 
Chicago. And so, she began a campaign 
that was to cost her - time and 
effort - heartbreak and embarrassment 
... but it was a dream she had to 
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make real!

MUSIC: OUT

NARR:  With the help of friends, Mrs. Rieger 
organized the Chicago Day Nursery 
...and almost at once, they received 
a fine offer...the use of half of a 
school building for their Nursery. 
The women went to work raising 
funds...and they turned over several 
thousands of dollars to the owners of 
this building. Then, the offer was 
withdrawn. They were told ... 

ANNCR: There is no need for this charitable 
day nursery in Chicago!

MUSIC: CHORD

NARR:  Yes, of the thousands of dollars 
they had collected...they were 
allocated only $450 as their share. 
The dream seemed destined to fail. 
But Mrs. Rieger, eyes flashing, 
rallied the spirits of her little 
group and started them out again. 
In three years, they were able to 
buy a building...which they called, 
“Daughters of Zion” - a biblical name 
meaning “blessed,” (PUNCH THIS) Three 
days after they opened their doors, 
trouble struck again!

ANNCR:  Mrs. Rieger...you are under arrest 
for operating without a license!

MUSIC: CHORD

NARR:  Before the judge...Mrs. Rieger made 
a stirring plea. There was a dire 
need for that nursery! The Judge was 
convinced. The necessary license was 
theirs!
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NARR:  It took a lot of hard work to 
establish the nursery...but now, with 
all facilities ready...where were 
the children to be cared for? They 
came in so slowly that Mrs. Rieger 
almost doubted the need for the 
nursery in that neighborhood. Then a 
great flu epidemic struck Chicago...
and suddenly there were hundreds of 
babies - of all creeds and color 
– needing care because their parents 
were ill and dying. The Home was busy 
now...day and night...caring for 
these babies...and not only that...
opening a soup kitchen and even 
carrying food into the homes of the 
stricken families. The Daughters 
of Zion had, indeed, fulfilled its 
purpose!

MUSIC:  KEEP SOFTLY IN BG

NARR: After the epidemic…with their 
reputation for kindness and skill 
in caring for children firmly 
established...the Home was ready for 
expansion. Ground was purchased, and 
in three years - the new Daughters 
of Zion Infant Home and Day Nursery 
stood ready - a proud house...a house 
that was built for children.

MUSIC:  OUT

NARR: And now, Mrs. Rieger - her lips 
trembling a bit, finished her story. 
“When my dream seemed to at last 
have come true, I left town...to 
take a rest my doctor had ordered. 
Yesterday, I learned that three 
companies had taken a lien on our 
new building and that it is to be 
auctioned at nine o’clock this 
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morning...that we had to have nine 
thousand dollars to pay “on account.” 
I rushed back here to raise the 
money. I’m hoping yours was the last 
doorbell I have to ring...because, 
you see, I am very, very tired.”

  Mr. Lewis got up out of his 
chair and looked out the window. It 
was beginning to grow light. His own 
clock on the mantel said it was five 
o’clock. Suddenly, Mr. Lewis went to 
his desk, drew out a checkbook, and 
wrote in it. He tore off a check and 
handed it to Mrs. Rieger.

  “You’ve only got a few hours to 
raise your nine thousand dollars, he 
told her...”and all I can give you is 
twenty-five. Frankly, I don’t think 
you’ll make it.”

  Mrs. Rieger stood up and faced 
him – her dark eyes glowing with a 
bright triumph. “Why, bless you,” she 
cried. “This does make it. Because, 
you see, when I rang your bell...
all I needed to make nine thousand 
dollars...was exactly twenty-five.”

MUSIC: UP AND OUT 

ANNCR: And so it is that the Daughters of 
Zion Infant Home and Day Nursery, at 
1401 N. California Avenue in Chicago, 
is in existence today to give food, 
shelter and kindness to children 
of any race, creed or color. Yes, 
the work of Mrs. Rieger is being 
carried on today in the home that is 
“blessed” – not only in name, but in 
the knowledge that it is giving in 
generous measure. Why don’t you visit 
this home, at 1401 North California 
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Avenue in Chicago? Or, if that is 
not convenient – write a penny post 
card to the Daughters of Zion Infant 
Home and Day Nursery, care of Station 
WCFL – that’s Station WCFL – Chicago 
– for a free booklet containing 
pictures and other information about 
the Children of the Daughters. Listen 
again next week – same time – when 
you will hear another heartwarming 
story about the Children of the 
Daughters.

MUSIC: UP TO FINISH

Around 1950, the nursery became the Park View Home for 
the Aged. Later in the decade, with almost no Jews left in the 
neighborhood, it became, and remains, Casa Central, a home 
for Hispanic elders. The building is located at 1401 North Califor-
nia Avenue, Chicago.
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A satellite view of the Nursery, from Google.  
The building with the white roof
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What I remember
Charna came to live with my family when I was six years old. 

We moved from a two-bedroom, first floor apartment on Hard-
ing Avenue to a three-bedroom, second floor on Avers Avenue, 
one block away, to accommodate her. A year later we moved 
to another three-bedroom, first floor, on Wilson Avenue, and 
I had to change schools. I remember all of this, but I don’t 
remember exactly how old I was. Charna would have been �� 
or ��, the age I am now. I regret that I don’t remember more 
about her. She did not spend very much time at our apartment. 
Every weekday she walked three blocks to the streetcar. She 
probably had to transfer two or more times, then walk another 
couple of blocks to get to the nursery. Every Saturday morning 
she walked a half block to the Albany Park Hebrew Congrega-
tion (Beth Hamidrosh Hagadol) for Shabat services.  I think she 
spent a lot of her weekend time nearby at one of her daughter’s 
(Belle) homes. 

I have several vivid memories of Charna. When she was 
home she was usually reading the paper. I can still see her 
hands, black with ink from the newspapers. She read both Yid-
dish newspapers, The Courier and The Forwards. Although she 
spoke English very well, I don’t think she was comfortable read-
ing it. This was wartime. I can still see her sitting next to the 
radio listening to the news: Gabriel Heatter and H. V. Kalten-
born. My other vivid memory is her teeth. I often watched 
her remove them from her mouth, clean them and put them 
in a glass for the night. I think I envied her; my teeth always 
needed something and I hated the dentist. I don’t recall her 
ever complaining about her false teeth, or saying she wouldn’t 
eat something because of her teeth. I don’t remember her ever 
complaining about anything. Until she developed leukemia, I 
don’t remember her ever being sick, not even with a cold. Of 
course, that may just have been a child’s lack of attention. She 
taught me to say the Schema. She said it was the most impor-
tant prayer; I should say it every night, even if I said no other. 
She was pleased when I learned to sing Sholom Alechem and 
Hatikvah.

I think that living in my mother’s home must have been 
very difficult. My mother was enormously invested in cleaning 
and cooking, and would not have brooked competition from 
another woman. Fortunately, Charna was focused elsewhere. 
She cooked once; made us matzah brei. Another time she made 
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The bell of  the Gion Temple tolls into every man’s 
heart to warn him that all is vanity and evanescentce. 
The fading flowers of  the sala trees by the Buddha’s 
death bed bear witness to the truth that all who flourish 
are destined to decay. Yes, pride must have its fall, for it 
is as unsubstantial as a dream on a spring night.

The Tale of  the Heike

a challah. I appreciated both efforts; she was a good cook. But 
my mother must have said something; she never did it again.

During the Pesach seders she and Daddy both read the ser-
vice, sounding almost as if they were in competition to see who 
would finish first. To my Cheder trained ears, their Galitzianer 
accents made their Hebrew sound as if they had stones in their 
mouths.  


