Memoirs of Pauline Peizer Tarlin
(With many thanks to Dr. Seymour H. Saltzman z’l who researched and compiled The Shkolnik Family Archives for his extended Shkolnik family with roots in Ivanava; with permission.)
Most of the things I remember about Yanova were told to me by my mother since I was only six years old when I came to this country.  There are a few personal memories that I do have.  I remember that when we walked into the house which was like a hut, it had a dirt floor.  On holidays we put a yellow substance on the dirt floor to make it look “Yomtovdik” (festive or holiday-like).  I can not remember where everyone slept.  When it came to Pesach, everyone took turns making the matzah.  When it came our turn, my mother let me use the dreidle to make the perforations between the matzahs.  I was in heaven to be able to do it.
Once a month all the wagons came to one place and everyone came out of their homes to buy things.  One wagon had ribbons, another buttons, etc.  A girl friend and I often crawled under the wagons and perhaps might find a shiny button or a piece of ribbon and we would be so happy.  It was so wonderful.  It didn’t take a whole room full of toys to make us content.
I really did not remember my brothers and sisters.  Sam (Shlamie) had already gone to America.  Most of the others were much older and left while I was still very young.  Bluma, my sister, soon to be married, took care of me, treating me like a little doll.  Saul was closest to me in age and was the only one I really knew before arriving in America.
Among the stories I heard was an incident involving Saul.  One day after all the children had returned from cheder, Saul was missing.  Everyone immediately headed for the well from which we obtained water, to see if he were drowned.  The whole town went and they thought they saw a coat.  It was terrible.  Then someone returned to the house and looked in the attic.  There was Saul, safe, sound and fast asleep.
On Fridays Ma went to the store and Saul would trudge along behind.  One such night, as was my mother’s custom, after the children were asleep, she went through their clothes to see if they were torn so she could repair them.  When she got to Saul’s jacket, it seemed very heavy.  She looked in the pockets and lo and behold there was a wallet stuffed with loads of money.  She was so excited she woke up Saul.  He told her he had found it in the street while following her to the store.  Then she woke up my father.  He said the first thing in the morning he would take it to the synagogue and announce it before all the members since there was no identification in the wallet.  When the announcement was made the richest man in the whole stetl said it belonged to him.  He didn’t give my father even a penny as a reward.
I was told David went to many different gymnasia – higher level schools and universities.  On Saturday when he came home he would not wear a hat.  All the kids ran after him and threw stones at him.
When Ben was about 10 or 11 he went to another small stetl to teach Hebrew to boys twice his age.  My mother gave him a little bag containing 10 rubles.  She was worried that he would not have enough to eat.  When he returned to Yanova, not only did he have the ten rubles, but more!  That should have been our first clue that Ben would become the businessman in the family.
Sam was reported to have been a trouble maker.  Often a gang of boys would come to the house looking for him.  Mother was certain that Sam had gotten into trouble by breaking a window or some such mischief.  Sam went to America first.  After he had been there a month, he sent a letter containing two dollars.  It was as if it were a million rubles.
I went to a one room schoolhouse in Yanova.  By the time I was five I could write beautiful Russian with all its shadings, as well as read, add and subtract.  I didn’t know it then but the teacher had a crush on my brother, David, so she gave me extra special attention.  As a matter of fact when the day came for us to leave (my father, mother, Saul and I), I remember the teacher and all the townspeople gathered around our belongings, telling us about America.
THE CROSSING OVER
We went to Liverpool first.  How we got to England I have no idea.  We came to America aboard the SS Columbia.  The trip lasted two weeks.  We went steerage, although I didn’t know it at the time.  Pa was very sick all the time.  At one point he went for an exam and came out wearing a yellow tag.  Some passengers had told my mother that a yellow tag meant you’d be sent back.  Mother saw the yellow tag and said she would throw herself into the ocean rather than go back.  It turned out to be a false rumor.  What a relief.
One day the ship’s officers decided to inspect our baggage.  Instead of blankets we had “perenehs” – something like huge pillows, stuffed with down.  Since we had never had irons for doing sheets, etc., we used a long wide rolling pin with grooves to flatten sheets and such.  My mother was concerned they would not have such an implement in the United States so she put it in the pereneh and stitched it up in case the customs would not permit her to take it.  Everything they examined was fine until they lifted up the pereneh and noted something heavy.  Before that they kept pinching my fat little pink cheeks.  They didn’t think it hurt me. But now they glared at my mother and wanted to know what was inside.  Again she was scared out of her wits and since she could not speak English, they ripped it open.  When they felt around and found the wooden board, they couldn’t stop laughing, much to my mother’s embarrassment.  
Another bit of misinformation was that there was no rye bread in America.  Every time we sat at the long tables for our meals, Saul and I would wait until all the English passengers left since they ate very little bread.  We would then grab all the bread and hide it in our fenced off partition.  We stored it like squirrels hiding acorns.
We did not know any English at this time.  One day we heard someone say, “Go to hell.”  Saul and I wanted to show off how well we could talk the language so we chased each other around the boat yelling, “Go to hell.”  You can imagine our chagrin when we learned later what we were so proud of shouting really meant!
There were other memories, common to all immigrants; being told that in America the streets were paved with gold and no one bothered to pick it up.  I dreamed how I took a pail and shovel and just kept on filling up the pail.  No one paid any attention to me.  I heard also that in America people lived on “top of each other.”  In my mind I figured that it must be like stairs; each person lived one step above the next.
It was while we spent all that time on the ocean that my mother filled me in on the rest of my brothers and sisters that I had never known.  I was told that my father had been conscripted in the army when he was 20 and already had two children.  While training he was shot in the knee.  It stopped the circulation from the knee down.  Until the day he died, my mother had to place a hot iron in the bed, both in winter and summer, so his leg would feel a little warmth.  When he was in Yanova, I understand that he taught Hebrew to a class of 40 students.  He tried so hard to instill knowledge to them.  It took a lot out of him.  When it came to asking for his fees, he was too shy.  That’s why my mother had to make “paruks” (wigs), lapel boutonnieres for grooms, and string pearls for the brides…besides tending to the cow, chickens, making her own wine, bread, butter, cheese, and so on and on.  My father was a very quiet but perceptive man.  He didn’t talk much but observed everything.  He wrote a couple of books for the benefit of his students because he felt existing materials were not satisfactory.
