
A 12 year old’s recollection of Rosh Hashanah 1956, The Bronx, New York 
 
It was exciting to anticipate the High Holidays because it always meant getting 
together with extended family and making and baking the most yummy food with my 
Mom.  But most of all it meant buying a new outfit to wear to Shul.  My sister and I 
called it the Jewish Easter Parade.  Every kid came decked out in something new that 
was going to last them throughout the winter months and beyond.  Of course, 
whatever we got was most probably going to be a wool outfit.  No questions asked, 
we were going to wear it whether or not it was 90 degrees with 100 humidity – 
which it usually was in NYC in September.   
 
After dinner on Rosh Hashanah eve, all the kids in the neighborhood would come 
downstairs and meet by the steps of P.S. 104 school yard.  Our apartments were 
blazing hot and the house fan could not keep up with cooling it down.  There was no 
such thing as air conditioners.  All we wanted to do was escape to the cool outdoor 
nights and, of course, strut once again in our new heavy wool outfits. 
 
Everyone was there looking really nice except Stuie Steinberg.  Stuie showed up 
wearing Dungarees, a white T-shirt with the sleeves rolled up and a pack of cigarettes 
tucked inside dressed like his idol James Dean!!   
 
Well out of the corner of our eyes we see and then hear this rumble of noise coming 
from down the street.  It was a gang of boys walking towards us.  For sure they did 
not live in the neighborhood because they were not dressed for the Holidays.  
Someone shouts out –“It’s the Fordham Baldies”! -the notorious and dreaded gang 
that had the reputation of cutting off girl’s ponytails.  We shudder. 
 
They were definitely looking for a fight.  Jewish boys don’t fight.  What were they 
thinking!  But before long they are having some heated words with Stuie. One thing 
led to another and there was Stuie on the ground with a bloody broken nose.  It turns 
out they thought he was a member of their rival gang and they were hot to show him 
who ruled the Hood!! 
 
So the moral to this story is, - When it comes to the Jewish Holidays - Dress like a 
Mensch and keep the Nose that G-D gave you. 
	
	
	
	
	


