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RAIA AND HER FAMILY

Raia Bekker was born in 1920, on December the 12th. She was
the last child in the Bekker family. Their father died when she was
11 and since then family lifestyle changed drastically, and not only
in the material sense.

Raia was a reluctant school student. She did not finish school.
She started working and matured early. In 1937 Raia was only 16.5,
but she looked like a grown woman.

She had a difficult life, but always remained optimistic, merry
and good-natured. Even before marriage she always liked people,
especially kids. She always tried to help people out, even when it
was beyond her physical possibilities. 

As for her financial situation, it was such that the entire fami-
ly, all her brothers and sisters, always helped her out. Until now
they love her for her sweet compliant personality and for being
grateful to them.

Raia got married at 20.
She was working at Karl Marx factory in Leningrad and met a

young Russian worker, highly qualified plumber Sergei Trofimov.
He was also a soccer-player. He had nice gentle personality. One
thing was bad about him: he was fond of drinking and was getting
drunk very quickly. Among workers it was common, but Raia was
not used to it. There were occasions when they’d find him lying in
the street – and he wouldn’t even know where he was.

With the start of the war Leningrad was seized with panic.
Rumors spread that the Germans were about to occupy the city and
rape all girls. Then Raia said, rather than being raped by the
Germans, she prefers to marry a Russian guy, Seriozha, and go with
him to Ufa. Mama Bekker could not object to this argument.

Thus, Raia and Sergei registered their marriage and went to Ufa
with their factory. He was released from military service because he
was a good specialist and was needed at the factory. In spite of that,
he did have an injury, though not in combat. A shaving spurted off
into his eye at work – and he lost that eye. Later he got an artificial
eye. Raia and Seriozha lived in Ufa area, in the barracks, but in a
separate room. 

Around 1943 their son Oleg was born. Everyone calls him Alik. 
Thus, five of the Bekker brothers were combat fighters during

the war. Arkadiy worked at the factory and Grisha was in America.
Two of the three Bekker sisters’ husbands also fought the Nazis, and
only Seriozha, ethnic Russian, was in the home front. I provide this
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family statistics to make a point against the wide-spread myth that
Jews did not fight the war, but escaped to Tashkent instead. This
notion is still popular among Russians. 

After the war Raia and Seriozha returned to Leningrad and occu-
pied one room in Mama’s apartment on Lesnoi. Aaron lived in the
other room. In a short while Aaron married and they had 2 kids, while
Raia gave birth to their second son Yura on October 17, 1945.

Mama also lived in the same apartment, in Raia’s room, but she
frequently stayed with her other kids – with Leva or Sasha. Or she’d
come to Riga and stay with us for 6-7 months.

10 people in two small rooms was a norm in the Soviet Union.
Many families lived that way.

Sergei received a separate apartment as a grant from work as late
as in 1970, when Raia was 50. They had three children by then: two
sons and a daughter, called Lenochka. A baby girl had always been
Raia’s dream. Thus, at 50 they got an apartment in a new building.
They had 3 rooms there: 2 bedrooms and a dining-room for 5 persons.
While by American standards: one bedroom per person, it was not
enough.

Still, Raia was very happy. She wrote us an excited letter – and
even expressed her emotions in rhymes! In these rhymes she
described how she had picked up a warrant for the apartment in the
office, walked out into the street – and kept singing out loud all the
way home. She still lives in that apartment. It is a fifth floor apart-
ment and there is no elevator in the building. Walking 5 stories up
was OK for Raia at 50 – but it is much more difficult for her at 72.

But nothing can be done.
Raiechka decorated and furnished her apartment very nicely.

She still keeps it clean and she still preserves her happy attitude.
Years passed and brought changes to the life of this family.
One summer Raia, Sergei and Lenochka went vacationing, and

Yura stayed behind. He walked out on the balcony and stroke a con-
versation with a girl on the adjacent balcony. Her parents were also
away from home. Her father was in the military, and her mother was
a teacher.

Also, she had a small child. The girl’s name is Lorina.
They became friends and presently Yura announced that he

wanted to marry her. Raia was not very happy but could do nothing.
They got married. Yura adopted her boy. Then their daughter Olia
was born, then – their son Oleg and one more daughter – Asia. At first
they lived with Lorina’s parents and then bought a coop apartment. 
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Yura works very hard to provide for his family – while his wife
does not work, or so I heard. Yura has no professional education, but
he is very handy and a natural-born mechanic, just like his father. We
learn things about their kids only from Raia’s letters. A few months
ago Oleg, who is 15 now, visited America with his school orchestra.
Unfortunately, the orchestra was sent straight to Albany where they
had to perform. Mark and others met Oleg when he came to New
York for a day-tour. 

He made a good impression on them. He is a nice boy, sweet,
polite and blonde, like all Bekkers. He received many gifts – not just
from relatives, but also from their hosts in Albany and from the audi-
ence; and not just for himself – but also for his sisters, parents and
grandmother.

His Albany hosts were so fond of him that even offered to adopt
him. Naturally, he declined their offer. All in all, this was quite a
story, and Oleg will remember it, even though this was not his first
foreign tour.

And now I’ll turn to the other Oleg – Raia and Seriozha’s first
son whom everyone calls «Alik».



Raia Bekker-Trofimova visiting
Sofa and Mark Bekker in Riga

for their 40th wedding
anniversary.

Raia and Aron visiting 
monument to their parents 
Gita and Yosif Bekker at the
Jewish Cemetery in Leningrad 
(St. Petersburg), Russia.

Raia and Betty with brothers Lev, Senya, Mark, and Aron visiting
Mark and Sofa to celebrate their 40th wedding anniversary.  

Riga, Latvia, 1977



Raia’s son Oleg with cousins Joseph, Lenya, Vlada 
and friend on the beach.

Raia’s sons Oleg and Yura Trofimov with cousins Zhora and Leva
Bekker.

Raia’s son-in-law Sasha, son Yura with daughters Olia and Asia.
St. Petersburg, 2002.



Raia’s 80th birthday, daughter Lena and her husband Sasha.
December 17, 1999, St. Petersburg.

Raia’s visit to New York for 60th wedding Anniversary 
of Sofa and Mark Bekker.  1997.

Joyce and Inna visiting family in St. Petersburg. Right to left: Bella,
Alesha Bekker – Zhora’s son,  Volodya Bekker, Raia and her grandson

Oleg – Yura’s son.
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ALIK

He was a calm, good boy and also had skilful hands. He served
in the army and returned. Then it turned out that he’d been subject-
ed to radioactive irradiation, and that caused leukemia, or cancer of
the blood. Its symptoms did not appear right away, but developed
over time. 

But all of it did not come to light until later. After the army Alik
was spending time in the company of his friends and once met a girl
named Lida. She was a ticket-master at the airlines ticket office. They
became close and he moved to her place. He had a car and was a good
auto-mechanic. During one of our visits to Leningrad Alik took us
around the city in a car. Then we drove to the cemetery to visit the
graves of our parents and Valia Bekker. We also went to the Piskarev
cemetery and to other places with him.

He and Lida had no kids.
At 40 Alik died of leukemia. One can imagine what a mother

feels when her son, especially her first-born, dies. Raiechka still has
not recovered from this blow.

And there was another sorrow to befall her.
Raia and Seriozha lived together for over 40 years, and even

though he drank a lot and could sometimes drink himself to oblivion,
he was still a very good man. He helped her in bringing up children
and keeping up household; he was never rude or impatient and was
very good to her mother. She called her «Mama» as all Bekkers did.
He tended to her when she was old and lived with them. He even used
to take her night-pots out.

When he was sober, they were very happy.
As for my personal impression of him, I always admired this

Russian commoner who was able to survive in the Jewish family and
remained tolerant to all its peculiarities. He was always good and
friendly to everyone, never said a rude word and certainly never pro-
nounced anything anti-Semitic. 

These were all his good sides. Of course, no one knows what he
thought or felt in the depth of his soul.

For example, I remember the following episode. During one of
Grisha’s visits to Leningrad the entire family – 40 or 50 persons –
assembled at Sasha and Klara’s small place in Pivovarsky Lane.
Innochka also came with Leva and Ilusha who was then less than a
year old. They lulled the baby to sleep in his stroller and put him out
on the staircase one flight above Sasha and Klara’s apartment. The
child was sleeping. At some point, his father went up to check on him
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– and found Seriozha already there. No one had asked him to go – he
went up out of his personal concern. And this was very characteristic
of his attitude to children. He adored them. That’s what Seriozha
Trofimov was like.

When the doctors announced that Alik was terminally ill and had
only 2 or 3 months to live, Seriozha kept his grief to himself trying to
spare Raia’s feelings. One day in the summer Raia, Seriozha and
Lenochka returned to the city from their Lysii Nos summer cottage in
order to visit public bathhouse. In Soviet suburbia shower stalls or
bathhouses were a rarity and most of vacationers commuted to the
city for bathing. Americans usually have difficulty taking it in,
because here every suburban house has a shower stall. 

Thus, Raia and Lenochka went to the ladies’ bath court, and
Seriozha went to the men’s bath court. They agreed to meet outside.
Raia and Lenochka finished bathing, walked out and started waiting.
Seriozha was nowhere to be seen. Suddenly a medical emergency
vehicle drove up and promptly someone was carried out of the bath-
house on stretches. The body was entirely covered with a sheet. Out
of sheer curiosity Raia stepped closer and lifted a corner of the sheet.
There she saw Seriozha, dead. One can only guess how she felt and
what she thought. Exactly 2 months later Alik died. I think, Seriozha
simply could not cope with the idea of his son’s impending end – and
his heart stopped. He would have been 70 that year.



529

LENOCHKA

Lenochka was Raia and Seriozha’s youngest child. Raia had
always wanted a girl – and finally her wish was granted: Lena was
born. She was a nice, quiet girl and a family pet. She completed 8
grades at school and went to a technical school where several disci-
plines were taught in German. It was affiliated to «Svetlana» factory.
Raia worked there for many years. She first came to this factory after
the war – and stayed until retirement. She was known as good and
experienced worker.

Once Raia took Lenochka on a tour of Moscow. There she met
a tall, handsome young man. They liked each other and soon became
bride and groom. Raia organized a sumptuous wedding in a restau-
rant, with many guests and wonderful decorations. 

The wedding took place a couple of days before Klara and Sasha
had to leave the country, so many of their friends came there. We also
came from Riga.

Alik (I think, that’s how he was called) had a room and they
started living there. Alik worked as cafeteria manager on
Peterburgskaia Side. For several years everything went well.
Lenochka gained weight and looked pretty. Unexpectedly, she
learned that Alik was cheating her with another woman. She left
everything in its place, including things she herself had brought from
home, and moved back to her mother’s.

It turned out that, before Lenochka, Alik had been married and
divorced twice. Alik was Jewish, and Raia always wanted Lenochka’s
husband to be a Jew. Still from the very beginning of their romance
she was unwilling to have him as son-in-law, and even tried to dis-
suade Lenochka. Apparently, she had a foreboding of sorts.

In any case, Lenochka still has not re-married and continues liv-
ing with Raia.

Yet, she did enroll in evening classes at college. Two years ago
she graduated from the faculty of economy planning. Her mother
rewarded her with a 1-month trip to America on Yanochka’s invita-
tion. Yanochka, Leva’s youngest daughter, was Lenochka’s childhood
friend. This trip impressed and excited Lena, and, like so many visi-
tors before her, she started nurturing the idea of emigration.

In her situation, however, this is not easy, for nationality box in
her passport reads:  «Helena Sergeevna Trofimova, Russian». Now
she is begging her mother «to deliver» her to America. Otherwise she
has no chance of ever getting here.

Raia decided to send in papers to Washigton DC. Aaron, the only
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Bekker brother left in Leningrad, also wanted to apply for immigra-
tion status. Approximately a year ago, on May 30, 1991, we sent in
papers for Arosha, while Olia did the same for Raia and Lena.

In the end of June this year both us and Olia received
Washington post-marked notices saying that our relatives’ informa-
tion had been entered into their computer. We’ll see what happens
next.

In spite of her natural optimism, the mood of Raia’s recent let-
ters borders on desperate. She says that their life is horrible and gets
worse every day.

The only thing I do not get is how she is going to leave behind
Yura and her only grandchildren. Won’t she miss them and worry
about them? I even asked her that question in one of my letters. But
it is her decision to make. It is likely that processing of their papers
will take another year and a half or two years. And time is the best of
advisors. 
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MORE ABOUT ARON

My last record about Arosha refers to the time when he
expressed willingness to visit America again. On his insistence, Mark
sent him an invitation for 2 months. In September 1991 he arrived.
He apparently had previous discussion with his sons about his inten-
tion to seek political asylum in the United States. 

For 2 months he lived with us with rear stays over at Leva’s.
Leva and Sofa could not invite him more often because of their poor
health. Our state of health, of course, was no better than theirs, and
we were older. In general, I think that with age visitors become a
heavy, almost unbearable burden. We, however, had no way out. Our
visitors thought differently, and our family ties were very strong.

That September was warm, and Arosha spent many days at the
beach in Brooklyn returning by night. In 2 months he met a 70-year-
old lady called Mira. Soon he moved to her place.

Then he took steps towards legalizing his status in the US. He
could not do that without a lawyer’s help, and a lawyer needs to be
paid. Every month Grisha was sending him a sum of money – other-
wise Arosha would not have survived.

For some reason Aaron did not want to wait until our appeal for
his and his sons’ entry to the US comes through. Leva, his son, also
couldn’t wait and sent his son Sasha to America, for these days –
thanks God! – it is easier than it used to be. Thus, Sasha also
appeared. He rented a room and started working at different places,
such as sewing plant or construction and repair team. He spent 9
months here and was also researching the possibilities of legalization
when his parents – primarily, his mother who wanted to see her only
son – called him back home. 

Sasha is a very nice boy of 20, student of the Lesgaft Physical
Culture Institute in Leningrad. He is also a boxer and even took part
in several boxing matches here. 

To make a long story short, this July he returned home and is
now planning to continue his studies. The year when he was absent
counts as academic leave.

His parents are fairly well-to-do. At home Sasha not only has no
hardships to endure, but, on the contrary, lives in comfort. Having
earned a little money in America, he is now even more comfortable.

As for Arosha, he is satisfied with his life here, even though
Mira is not very agreeable. He says, he is better off here than in
Leningrad because here there are more relatives.
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MORE ABOUT INNOCHKA

In September of 1989 Inna met Ely Schwartz, a dentist, whose
wife died 10 years earlier of cancer. He has 3 kids: a daughter, a son
and Penny, the youngest. They are, respectively, 40, 37 and, I think,
34 years old. Ely’s older daughter is divorced and has no kids; his son
had 2 in ’89 and since then got 2 more; and his younger daughter has
2 girls. All Ely’s children and grandchildren like Innochka and treat
her well. Ely was prepared to marry Inna right away, but they decid-
ed to «adjust» first.

«Adjusting» is no small matter. It takes time to get used to each
other. In their relationship there were moments when Inna was on the
verge of leaving him. But eventually they worked it out. Apparently,
their feelings for each other proved stronger than differences. 

On September 29, 1991 they were officially married. There was
a beautiful wedding in a posh hotel restaurant. In addition to civil
marriage they had chupa. Many relatives and friends from both sides
were in attendance.

They made a videotape of this wedding and shot many beautiful
photos. Though Innochka has added some weight, she looks pretty
and youngish, for now she can work less and relax more. She looks
much younger than her age and is often taken for her 20-year-old
son’s girlfriend when they are walking side-by-side. The only thing
that upsets her is Ely’s unwillingness to go out and travel. He does not
like theater, or concerts, or traveling, and values comfort above all.
He, however, does not prevent her from going out and traveling with-
out him. A maid who has been in Ely’s employ for 30 years comes to
clean the house twice a week. 

Like many Americans, he likes dining in restaurants. He feels
that Innochka should not be cooking on the days when she works.
When she is not working, she cooks, but only for one day. 

Ely is good to Ilushen’ka and to us. He is generally a kind and
generous man. For example, when Aaron arrived, they invited him
over for the day and gave him a very good welcome. Ely presented
him with 2 suitcases filled with clothes, some of them never worn.
There was a set of 15 brand-new shirts in plastic wraps, several suits,
shoes, an overcoat, etc.

As for Iluasha, I must say that, in spite of his parents’ divorce,
he grew up to be a very good boy. Judging by statistics, children of
divorced parents often develop various problems. But that’s not his
case. Certainly, Ramaz – a very good Jewish school he attended from
pre-school to graduation – helped in this matter. There Ilusha had



537

friends from very nice families. Both his friends and their parents
love Ilusha and admire his gentleness and kindness. They like him for
being a devout friend and for his respect  for elders. 

Much of it is Innochka’s accomplishment. It was she who insist-
ed on sending Ilusha to Ramaz. It was she who paid for his education
at the expense of her own needs.  She never bought herself expensive
clothes, jewels and the like. Her only wish was to give her son access
to good education. His father, on the contrary, many times suggested
sending him to a public school where Ilusha would have been in a
very different company.

Now Ilusha is a senior student at the University of Maryland.
From year to year his grades get better; he becomes more serious,
sociable, tolerant and gentle with his parents and elders in general.
Last year he spent half a year in Israel on the exchange program. Here
students have the option of temporarily switching the place of their
studies. He liked studying in Israel and fell in love with that country.
He became more of an Israeli patriot and even served 3 weeks in the
Israeli army. There he received an honorary title of The Best Soldier
for interpreting for his fellow soldiers from English and Russian to
Hebrew – and back. Fluent in Hebrew, Ilusha has a good command
of 3 languages and I am sure it is going to help him in the future.

This summer Ilushen’ka went traveling with his father. First they
visited Leva’s dying sister, Ilusha’s aunt, in Israel, then went to
Moscow, Riga and Kaluga. Ilusha was pleased to see the city of his
birth – Riga. He visited the hospital where he was born, our apart-
ment where he spent 2 first years of his life and his father’s former
apartment – as well as many other places. He returned overwhelmed
with impressions.
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MORE ABOUT JOS  AND HIS FAMILY

My last record about Jos is dated by August 20, 1989. Since then
many unpleasant changes have occurred, and they upset me greatly.

It all started when Danik, Jos’s younger son who was 15 then,
declared that he wanted to live with his father. I do not know what
made him do that. Maybe the reason is that his mother has become too
nervous, screams at him hysterically and pushes the child into con-
flicts. In response he screams back, and cries. Or the reason may be
even simpler: adolescent boys need fathers more than even mothers.

Anyway, a year ago (in 1991), when summer vacations started,
Danik moved to his father’s place. Mila had to agree, though not
without fights and tears. I think, it is all their fault, because, follow-
ing the American fashion, they refused Danik absolutely nothing
while he was growing up. He did whatever he wanted. No wonder,
that in this case they had to succumb to his wishes also.

To accommodate the boy, Jos had to rent a new apartment – or
rather a house with 2 handsomely furnished bedrooms – for himself
and for Danik. The house is neat and clean. It is cleaned once a
week by a visiting cleaning woman. Thus, they now live together,
the two men.

Jos says that he has no problems with his sons and that he thanks
God for that. Danik visits his mother every other Tuesday and stays
the night.

Still, I think that family discord left a trace on him. He was not
yet 10  when they divorced. He developed a facial tic. Whether it was
due to stress or for congenital reasons, we do not know. Mila told me
once that her father, her brother and even her have similar tics.
Whatever it is, it is sad, and Danik is good-looking. Besides, I think
it upsets him, too.

I am always very upset when I see it. His classmates tease him,
he has no friends and no one wants to be his friend. Sometimes he
makes grunting noises in class, and teachers are probably not very
happy. In addition to all this, he is not a very good student. Since
childhood Danichka takes a lot of medications, but so far there’s no
sign of improvement. 

Hopefully, at the end of puberty it will all straighten up. 
When Danik moved in with Jos, the money issue came up. Jos

and Mila failed to settle this matter between themselves, and Jos
appealed to family court. When Mila received a court notice, she
exploded.

I knew nothing about this: my son tries not to upset me with bad
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news. Mila called me and began an awful tirade.  «I curse you for
raising this kind of a man; I curse your entire family» – and so on.
Instead of putting the receiver down and ending this conversation
right away, I attempted to sooth her. I asked her what the matter was,
since I knew nothing about the impending trial. Finally, I asked her
whether she was planning to attend Inna’s and Ely’s wedding. –  «I’ll
come to her next wedding», she replied. –  «What do you have
against Inna?» I asked. Then she said that Inna had sent her an invi-
tation for her and her mother, without mentioning Danik because
Danik lived with Jos and Inna had chosen to put his name in Jos’s
invitation. Thus, Mila felt offended.

She communicated her hurt feelings to Inna – and Inna apolo-
gized. Still, Mila did to her exactly what she did to me: called her and
started cursing her on the telephone. Inna, however, acted smarter:
she immediately put the receiver down. As for me, after this conver-
sation I was so upset that I could not sleep for a few nights.

I said nothing to my son , afraid to make already bad situation
even worse.

Not long before this incident Mila’s brother Zorik and his wife
arrived. He asked Jos to meet them – and Jos did. Then he invited
them and Mila to his place for a barbeque. That was on Saturday,
September 17, and her phone call was made on Friday the 27th.

I had to stay calm and show no sign of distress because Inna’s
wedding was set for Sunday.

I asked Jos about this trial much later. I told him that I did not
approve of this action and that he shouldn’t have appealed to court.
He responded that there is a huge difference between $180 and $2000
monthly payments. I do not know what happened between them later,
but they are not on talking terms any more and Jos forbade Mila to
visit his place. I know that he last saw her for his birthday when she
dropped by and brought him a gift in a box. 

This situation makes me suffer a lot. First, curses terrify me.
Second, I grieve that after so many years of good rapport their fami-
ly relationships totally deteriorated. The only good thing is that it was
not my fault.
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PAVLIK

As a boy Pavlik was nice and calm, with a touch of laziness.
With his talents he could have done much better both at school and in
college. Still, he finished high school and went to college At Rutgers,
The State University of New Jersey, which was not the best of choic-
es, of course. On the other hand, as New Jersey residents they saved
money on his tuition costs. Pavlik knows that being a graduate of
Rutgers is less prestigious than being a graduate of Yale or Princeton.
It also affects the range of jobs and salaries one can hope for.
Graduates of prestigious universities have larger salaries than gradu-
ates of other colleges. 

Anyway, in 1993 Pavlik will graduate. He’ll get his lawyer’s
diploma and hopefully will find a good job.

He is a good boy. He does not drink, or smoke, or use drugs, and
I hope he’ll stay like that in the future. I wish he’d start living nor-
mally – that is, rent an apartment, furnish it and find a good wife. He
is already 25 after all.

Family life of his parents did not make a good impression on
him.

Still, I am glad that Pavlik, as all our grandchildren, values our
family tradition and understands that one has to study and be a pro-
fessional. In our family this notion is passed from generation to gen-
eration. In other family kids sometimes go as far as drop out of
school. 

My quarrel with Mila did not affect our relationships with
Pavlik.

Every year during summer break he takes a job in New York,
and we give him the keys to our apartment so that he can stay there
while we are in a camp. He likes us, and always brings us flowers and
things.

In 1991 Pavlik went for 1 semester to London. Unfortunately, he
got sick with pneumonia and even had to be hospitalized. But it all
ended well. In general, a change of situation was good for him.
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MARIK  AND LENYA ARRIVED TO NEW YORK

Last summer – I think it was in June – Lenya, his wife Nadia and
their 11-year-old son Zhenya arrived to New York.

Lenya is the second son of Senya Bekker and Eva, brother of
Marik Bekker, Senya’s first son. Emigration was not easy for him.
For 10 years they had to live as internal refugees, because of Lenya’s
affiliation with the military. During this time their other son died at
12 of cancer of the leg bone. As a child he was playing hockey and a
puck crashed into his leg at a great speed. This stimulated the devel-
opment of cancer. The boy died in great pain. For his parents it was a
tragedy, of course, and they became even more protective of Zhenya.

Zhenya is a nice calm boy with blonde hair. He has very good
manners. 

Lenya and his family came on Marik’s invitation. For a while
they lived in his private house, and then rented a one-bedroom apart-
ment in Brooklyn, furnished it and bought a used car. Then they start-
ed looking for jobs. In Moscow both Lenya and Marik did elevator
repairs. Marik found a good company job very quickly – just 2
months after his arrival to America. He is still working for this com-
pany and is valued as an excellent worker. His boss promised Marik
to hire Lenya too when he arrives. Then recession came and instead
of expanding, they had to reduce work places. 

Lenya was hoping to work professionally, but he was not famil-
iar with American technology – and spoke little English. He found
the way out: went to work for car-service. There he is earning some
money. Nadia took Home Health Aid courses, received a certificate
and started working for 2 families: one Russian and one American.
Their life was getting better – and then the unexpected came. Zhenya
got sick. Something was wrong with his head. The doctors suspected
cancer at first, and the boy went in for urgent surgery. Then it turned
out that the source of the problem was a pinched blood vessel which
caused headaches, dizziness and other symptoms by increasing pres-
sure in the boy’s eyes. Zhenya’s surgery was successful and after a
prolonged stay at the hospital he returned home. Now a visiting nurse
works on the recovery of his various body functions. It is a long and
complicated process and the doctors warn that it will last no less than
a year. I hope, with God’s help, he’ll recover completely.

While Zhenya was at the hospital our daughter Innochka was
regularly calling his nurses and physicians and had lengthy talks with
them. All information about the progress of Zhenya’s treatment went
through her, because Lenya and Nadia do not know enough English.

Lenya and Nadia came to America with a certain amount of
money saved from the sale of their coop apartment in Moscow.
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SENYA AND HIS FAMILY EMIGRATE TO ISRAEL

Earlier in this book I already wrote some about Mark’s brother
Senya. This last year brought so many changes into his life that I feel
like adding one more installment about him.

About 4 years ago Senya first visited America on Marik’s invi-
tation. He stayed here for 2 months and visited us, Leva and Olia.
Grisha flew in from California to see him. Senya spent 3 days with
Grisha in his hotel room. Everyone was making parties in his honor.
Then we celebrated Senya’s birthday in «Odessa» restaurant. It was a
splendid party with many guests.

His youngest son Grisha was still married to Rita whom he
divorced later. Senya visited them less frequently than others, because
they had to work and sitting alone in the house was too boring.

He received many gifts and money donations and happily
returned home. He only regretted that he had not brought his wife
Fira. Back then it was still hard to get an exit visa even for one fam-
ily member. In a while that changed, and entire families started com-
ing to visit us. Other changes were negative: Moscow, as well as
other cities of the USSR was engulfed by horrible anti-Semitic wave.
Even pogroms seemed possible. At that point parents of Vlada’s hus-
band Petia emigrated to Israel. They begged Petia and Vlada to join
them – and Fira said that she had to follow her daughter, wherever she
goes. Senya was more interested in going to America where the
majority of the Bekker family was living. He asked his sons to send
him an invitation – but they did not do that. Therefore, Israel was the
only choice left.

Approximately in the same period their son Grisha who had not
seen his mother for 14 years visited them in Moscow. He spent about
two months at his parents’ house on their full provision and service.
He arrived with a small backpack and without money – or maybe he
had some, but did not want to exchange it. His parents asked Grisha
to send in papers for them, and he promised that he will. Later he said
that he had sent their papers to Washington DC, and that they had
probably been lost. Whatever is true – is true.

Thus, they had nothing left but make plans for Israel. In the
meantime, Vlada’s son Misha finished specialized medical courses.
He wanted to be a medical doctor. Jews were not accepted to medical
schools, however. Also, he had reached army service age and was
about to receive conscription notice. So, all talks about both Israel
and America ceased. 

Vlada managed to send him off to Israel alone, to the care of
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Petia’s parents. He is a good boy. He went to ulpan to study Hebrew.
Now, if I am not mistaken he is already a student of medical school.

Vlada, Petia and their daughter Innochka along with Senya and
Fira continued their preparations for departure. Finally, in late
December of 1991 they left for Israel. Senya was already 85.
Changing one’s lifestyle at this age is difficult. Many relatives of ours
were helping them out with money, but their situation still was – and
continues to be difficult.

Grisha from California gave them very significant financial
help. Also they were getting money from Zhenia Golubovskaia,
Fira’s relative; from Olia, from us, from Inna and from their son
Marik.

They have big problems with the language: Hebrew is hard to
learn.

Living arrangements are also far from ideal. In Moscow Fira and
Senya lived in a separate two-room apartment, though it was on the
fourth floor and there was no elevator in the building. In Israel apart-
ments are very expensive, and three families have to share a three-
room apartment. Senya and Fira live in one room, Vlada and her fam-
ily – in the other, and a strange family of three persons occupies the
third room. This arrangement is not very different from a communal
apartment in the Soviet Union, and, of course, it depresses and irri-
tates them. Besides, winters in Israel are cold, though snow is a rari-
ty, and there is no heating in the houses. In their first winter there our
relatives had nothing warm to wear or cover themselves, because
their luggage had been accidentally shipped off to Belgium and it
took almost half a year to get it back. When it finally arrived they saw
that one side wall of a container had been taken out and the best and
most expensive items had been stolen. Still, they got warmer clothes
to change into, as well as blankets, pillows and the like.

In her letter to us Fira writes that Senya does not feel well, that
he is very depressed, lost weight and it looks like he is «melting»
right before her eyes. We feel very sorry for him. We hope that even-
tually it will work out for them.

Now Vlada and her husband have to find jobs and start living
separately. So far communal existence has not done good to their
relationships. 

Notoriously, for certain families emigration proves too much of
a challenge. It affects not only lifestyle, but also personalities, as well
as interpersonal relationships. As the result, many families fall apart.
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OUR GOLDEN WEDDING ANNIVERSARY

On the 3rd of May, 1987, we celebrated our golden anniversary:
50 years of life together. Because of our children’s marital problems,
we were not in the best of moods at the time. Still we decided to cel-
ebrate this wonderful occasion. Not a year in our lives passed with-
out the most solemn celebration of our wedding anniversary. Even
during the war, when Mark was in the army and we lived in Raievka,
Mama would bring honey from the market, make pancakes, make tea,
put Mark’s photo on the table – and we’d celebrate our special date.

Thus, we could not miss our 50th anniversary.
We rented a dining-hall in Midway hotel and invited all our rel-

atives and friends: the total of 65 persons. This place was located in
Queens, and our guests came from Brooklyn, Manhattan and Queens.
We provided transportation to those without cars.

Inna gave us a videotape of this event and an album of photo-
graphs as a gift. And Jos presented us with a VSR to view the tapes. 

I baked a real Jewish strudel and made a walnut tart. We hired a
good band and everyone was dancing and having fun. We were happy
to have lived to this wonderful date. 

Friends and relatives sent us greetings from different cities and
countries. We also received greetings from President Reagan and the
First Lady, and from Mayor Koch. Many greetings – both in prose
and in verse – were recited from the stage into the mike. Our children
presented us with a wonderful basket of 50 carnations – and we kept
it in our apartment for a long time.

I made myself a gown of golden fabric for the occasion. For
Mark we bought a new white suit, and I used fabric from my dress to
make him a golden bow-tie. Everything was very beautiful and
solemn. I was so nervous that my hands were shaking when I took the
mike to deliver my speech. I rehearsed it through the previous night
– and could not sleep. Until the last moment I could not believe that
we’d live to this occasion. For in old age anything may happen to us
every moment.

Mark was so nervous that he could not speak. He said how
happy he was to finally be in America, that the dream of his life had
been fulfilled – and tears ran down his cheeks. For him tears are a
very rare occasion. I remember him crying only two or three times in
all our years together. 

All in all, it was a wonderful celebration and we were very glad
and happy.
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OUR 55TH WEDDING ANNIVERSARY

Five years passed – and it was time to celebrate our 55th
anniversary. It’s a great blessing that we’d survived up to that date
also. Once again the happy occasion charged us with energy and joy
– and thus, with life force. Inna suggested making arrangements for
our  «wedding reconfirmation» – a popular custom nowadays.

We already had one chupa in 1937 – but we agreed. She hired
the cantor who had also conducted hers and Ely’s chupa. 

On a set date and at a set time (at 1 p.m.) all guests assembled in
the restaurant where our gold anniversary had been celebrated. Over
70 persons of three generations attended. We asked all our relatives
to bring their kids. It was nice to see everyone: we do not come to see
them very often.

The Chupa itself was decorated with beautiful roses. Two bas-
kets with 55 roses in each stood on its sides. These were gifts from
our children and grandchildren.

Cantor told an edifying story of our first chupa, conducted at the
time when religious rituals were forbidden. Then three witnesses
were invited – those who also witnessed our first chupa in 1937.
These were Mark’s brothers Leva and Aaron and his sister Olga. In
1937 they were still young and unmarried. Our three adult grandsons
took us under The Chupa. Our children walked by our side. It was all
very sweet and touching. 

Our friend Irina Melamed liked the ceremony enormously, and
later told everyone that it had been  «the wedding of the century». 

After the ceremony we proceeded into a dining-hall where the
feast was waiting for us. There were many toasts, a lot of dancing and
fun. Ely and his son-in-law were videotaping everything and taking
pictures. The next day we got videotapes and photographs – a won-
derful gift, our kids and grandkids’ heritage.

We received many wonderful greetings and gifts. And, of
course, we were very happy. Inna’s tender address to us touched
everyone’s hearts. She invested a lot of her time, imagination and
love into this event. Her husband Ely also took active part in this cel-
ebration and was loving and generous to us. Apart from everything
else, he made Ketubah – a marriage contract – on a large sheet of
paper. It was decorated with our photographs. All guests signed there
as witnesses of this happy occasion.



55th wedding anniversary. Sofa and Mark with daughter Inna, 
and son Jos.  New York, 1992.

Our second chupah.



Daughter Inna presents new ketuba, written by Sofa and Mark.

Three witnesses which were present at our wedding in 1937 
in Leningard: Mark’s sister Olga and brothers Lev and Aron. 
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OUR GRANDCHILDREN FINISH THEIR EDUCATION

Yesterday it was 52 years since the start of the Great Patriotic
War in Russia. More than half a century later, I still vividly recall all
we had to endure. Sometimes I do not understand how I managed to
survive that. My youth, good health and strength helped, of course. It
was not until fairly advanced years that I understood that I do have
strong will. This realization came as I recalled all the predicaments of
the past and how I never lost my common sense. Now my life is com-
ing to its end, and I should be grateful for every single day.

Thus, we try to find significant and happy aspects in every pass-
ing event.

This year our most significant source of happiness was our
grandsons’ graduation from their colleges. Our older grandson Pavel
graduated from Rutgers Law School, and our second grandson Ilusha,
Innochka’s son, graduated from university. Both events happened in
the duration of one week. 

First our daughter took us to Washington DC, to The University
of Maryland, where 3000 students were preparing for the graduation
ceremony. We traveled there and back by air. We flew in a day before
the ceremony in order to see the new Holocaust Memorial.
Debilitating illness of legs and lower back prevents me from walking,
and Ilusha spent three hours taking me around the museum in a
wheelchair. Thanks God, wheelchairs are readily available every-
where in this blessed country!

We spent the night in a hotel and the next morning went for the
ceremony to the university.

We were happy no end, for higher education is a foremost value
in our family, my mother’s most cherished precept, and our grand-
sons upheld this family tradition. In my greeting card I expressed my
hope that Ilusha will pass this strife for knowledge to his own chil-
dren.

Ely and Innochka put together a wonderful photo album and
videotaped Ilusha’s graduation. This film will pass to the next gener-
ations of our siblings. 

Ilusha decided to serve in the Israeli army for a year before look-
ing for a job. Graduate of a Jewish school, he is a great Israeli patri-
ot, and he was firm in his decision. We did not even try arguing
against it. We know that Israeli patriotism is a noble feeling, and deep
in our souls we are all proud of him. Naturally, we worry about him
and pray to God for his timely and safe return.

I blessed him when we parted and every time I light candles I
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pray for him. Let us rely on God’s grace.
On May the 29th Jos took us to Pavel’s graduation ceremony.

There were 250 graduates there. The ceremony took place in a beau-
tiful garden, and everything was very nice and solemn.

We took but a few photos, and could not even get Pavel in his
gown, for straight from stage they marched to the office where they
had to dispense with the gowns and received diplomas. Pavlik came
back to us with his diploma, I held it up, facing the camera, and they
took our picture.

Pavlik said:  «Well, Grandma, now we have three doctors in the
family». Our daughter is a dentist, our son is Doctor of Chemistry,
and Pavlik is Doctor of Laws. 

Now he is preparing for his Bar Exam which is a very difficult
examination – and then we’ll have to pray for a good job for him.We
are happy that our second grandson Ilya also found the right path.

As for our youngest grandson Dan, he says that in 2 years he’ll
finish school, get into college, and then – 4 more years and we’ll be
able to attend his graduation ceremony.

Thus, our efforts bear fruit in our grandchildren.
At this point I’d like to finish my memoirs. Now I will re-read

everything from the beginning and make additions if necessary.

* * *
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MY MOTHER’S LIFE AFTER FINISHING THE BOOK
1993 – 1998

Written by daughter Inna Bakker
My mother finished writing the memoirs in the summer of 1993.

Here are some of the wonderful, as well as sad events in the life of
our big family:

May 1995

June 8, 1995

June 25, 1995

November 6, 1995

May 1997

January 1998

May 1998

May 9, 1998

June 8, 1998 

June 28, 1998

Bat Mitzvah of Hannah, daughter of Don and Sharron
Baker in California. I took my father and my mother
with her motorized wheelchair there for the celebration.
We visited San Francisco, Los Angeles, San Diego and
Las Vegas.
Death of George Baker at age 90 – brother #2. We vis-
ited him a few days before his death. He recognized us
and said in Russian: «I am glad to see you.» He had
strong bonds and great devotion to his brothers and
sisters throughout his life.

Middle grandson Ilya Grozovsky married Stephanie
Levy in a beautiful wedding ceremony that all
enjoyed. Joyce and Gary Rifkind, Don, Sharron,
Hannah and Josh Baker came from California.

Tragic death of Don Baker at age 50 in California. My
mother and father spent time with him that summer in
his home and in New York.

A big celebration of my parents’ 60th Wedding
Anniversary, attended by relatives from Russia, Israel
and California.

Mama had a very difficult surgery; almost died but she
pulled through to enjoy another six months of a joyful life.

61st Wedding Anniversary.

First great grandson born – Max Grozovsky. Such
«Naches»! The last photo of my mother one week
before she passed away was of her holding Max.

Lunch with all the brothers and sisters and their spous-
es in Brooklyn. Visit of brother Senya with wife Fira
from Israel, having honored Joyce and Gary Rifkind
by planting trees in Israel.

Instant death while swimming in lake. Her beloved
husband Mark was next to her.

What a loss for us and for all who knew her. 
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Summer 1996
Once in a great while, one experiences a divine inspiration

in the lives of two people. Three years ago, during my first visit
to Camp Block, I noticed a smiling pleasant-looking gentleman
maneuvering a wheelchair occupied by an equally pleasant-
looking woman. My immediate impression was the oneness
that emanated from the pair, the concerned caring man and the
perceptive, determined-looking woman. Last year, observing
their presence, I continued to admire his tender care.

This year, on July 7, I noticed a lovely bouquet of roses. I
went over to congratulate them and was warmed by their can-
dor. I learned much to my pleasing that they have already cel-
ebrated 59 years of marriage after a two-month courtship in the
former Soviet Union. For 16 years they have been guests at
Camp Block, and for 16 years on her birthday, July 7th, she has
received roses from her husband. But accompanying the roses
are declarations of love, affection, caring and devotion, one for
the other.

In our present era of marriage and disillusionment, try to
meet Sofia and Mark Bekker, proud parents of two profession-
al children and three grandchildren.

59   years together prove the divine human experience.
Health Under Fire
By Sylvia Seedman

She slowly steers her mechanical wheelchair to the lake-
front, disrobes, hobbles to the edges, painfully descends the
steps and into the water. She swims quickly like a fish.

Accolades to the swimmer.



60 wedding anniversary. 
Sofa and Mark with children and grandchildren. 

May 1997, New York.
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My dear heroes of the day!

To the sound of Kremlin chimes, I am sending you
my most sincere greetings from the distant Moscow! 

It is middle of the night here, but my thoughts are
with you. Your anniversary is a miracle. Your family is a
live legend - The Bekker Saga! Your love for each other,
for your children, for all your relatives and friends is an
example worth following! 

May you live long and long together! You did not
walk your path on roses, but you managed to capture the
Fire-bird called Happiness. I wish you endless happiness,
great health, well-being, joy, and everything good!

Irochka 
Moscow, 1997

(Betty's daughter)

Äîðîãèå ìîè þáèëÿðû!

Ïîä çâîí Êðåìëåâñêèõ êóðàíòîâ ïðèìèòå ñà-
ìûå èñêðåííèå ïîçäðàâëåíèÿ èç äàëåêîé Ìîñêâû! 

Ó íàñ ñåé÷àñ ãëóáîêàÿ íî÷ü, íî ÿ ìûñëåííî ïðà-
çäíóþ âìåñòå ñ Âàìè! Âàø þáèëåé ÷óäî! Âàøà ñåìüÿ
- æèâàÿ ëåãåíäà “Ñàãè î Áåêêåðàõ”. Âàøà ëþáîâü, îò-
íîøåíèÿ äðóã ê äðóãó, ê äåòÿì, ðîäíûì è áëèçêèì -
ïðèìåð, äîñòîéíûé ïîäðàæàíèÿ! 

Ïóñòü ïðîäëèòñÿ åùå î÷åíü î÷åíü äîëãî Âàøà
ñîâìåñòíàÿ æèçíü. Õîòÿ âàø äîëãèé ñåìåéíûé ïóòü
íå áûë óñûïàí òîëüêî ðîçàìè, Âû ñóìåëè ïîéìàòü
æàð-ïòèöó ïîä íàçâàíèåì “ñ÷àñòüå”. ß æåëàÿ Âàì
áåñêîíå÷íîãî ñ÷àñòüÿ, îãðîìíîãî çäîðîâüÿ, áëàãîïî-
ëó÷èÿ, æèçíåðàäîñòíîñòè, âñåãî ñàìîãî äîáðîãî!

Èðî÷êà
Ìîñêâà, 1997

* * *
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May  2nd, 1997.

Our dear guests, dear relatives and friends!

Most of you have attended our 45th, 50th and 55th anniversary
receptions. 

I and my dear beloved husband have always cherished our wed-
ding anniversaries as our biggest family holidays. Today we honor 60
years of our great love for each other, devotion and happiness.

I am grateful to my husband for our life together; for his tender-
ness and warmth that I've felt every day of our married life and con-
tinue to feel now, in spite of the fact that we've grown «slightly» older
and look 'slightly' worn. Mark always tells me that in his eyes I look
just as I looked in the first days of our marriage. 

I want to thank the entire Bekker family for our good and friend-
ly relationships. My good feelings for every person out of more than
a hundred of you have never ceased. 

We want to thank our children and grandchildren for their love
and attention. They tend to us very tenderly, especially now when we
are old and frail. 

We are happy to have our guests from Leningrad – such as
Mark's youngest sister Raiechka who was 16 when Mark and I mar-
ried. 

Our niece Bellochka also came from Leningrad, as well as our
nephew Leva with his wife Allochka. Our niece Joyce and her hus-
band Gary came from California. My cousin Beba came from Israel. 

We are happy to see you all and we are happy to have this occa-
sion celebrated here, in America, in this wonderful country that
undoubtedly helped to prolong our lives.

We wish you all, especially younger people, to live as long as we
have lived and to carry your love and respect for each other into your
Diamond anniversary.  

Sofia Bekker



Sofa’s younger sister Valia next door. 1940.

Sofa and Mark. Love affair for 61 years 1937 – 1998



1948

1958



1990

1997



Ilya’s marriage to
Stephanie. June 25, 1995.

Mark with
great grandson

Max.    
May 1997.

Ilya with his sons Max and Levitt.

Inna with grandsons Max
and Levitt. 2002.



Lunch with Joyce, Gar, and family – 3 weeks before Sofa’s death.
June 1998.

Last photo of Sofa – 3 days before death.
Mark, great granddaughter-in-law Stephanie and first great grandson

Max.  June 24, 1998.



Ïîòåðÿ íîæîì ïîëîñíóëà,
Òðåâîãà çàñíóòü íå äà¸ò,
Âíîâü ãîðå÷ü óòðàòû ïðîñíóëàñü
È ÷óâñòâî ñèðîòñòâà ðàñò¸ò.
Íåò, äíÿìè òà áîëü íå ñòèõàåò,
×åì äàëüøå, òåì ïàìÿòü îñòðåé.
Îäíó çà äðóãîé ðàñêðûâàåò
Êàðòèíû ñâèäàíèÿ ñ íåé.
Íàñ î÷åíü íåìíîãî îñòàëîñü
Îò äðóæíîé îãðîìíîé ñåìüè.
Äàâíî ëè îíà ðàçðîñòàëàñü,
×òî âñåõ ñîñ÷èòàòü íå ìîãëè!
È âîò óæå ãîðñòêà îñòàëàñü,
È òå ðàçáðåëèñü êòî êóäà.
Òàê «Ðîäèíà-ìàòü» ðàçáðîñàëàñü
Ñâîèìè äåòüìè íàâñåãäà.
È òèõî èäÿ ïî äîðîãå
Ïî êëàäáèùó â äàëüíåì êðàþ,
Îäíà îò ðîäíîãî ïîðîãà,
Ðîäíàÿ, ÿ ðÿäîì ñòîþ.
Íèêòî ìîþ áîëü íå óòåøèò,
Íèêòî ìîèõ ñë¸ç íå óòð¸ò,
Ëèøü ìóæ å¸ ñòàðûé, áåçãðåøíûé,
Òó áîëü ìîþ, âåðíî, ïîéìåò.

Æåíÿ Ãóòìàí, 
äâîþðîäíàÿ ñåñòðà
Íüþ-Éîðê, 1998.

Ïàìÿòè ñåñòðû Ñîôû Áåêêåð

Sofa’s cousin Zhenia Gutman  –
author of poem – with her

husband Lev Molot.  New York.
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MY FATHER’S LIFE AFTER MY MOTHER PASSED AWAY
1998 – 2002

Written by daughter Inna Bakker

My father became a widower at the age of 90, after 61 years of a
very happy marriage. He was heart-broken but his spirit was strong.

November 1998 

1998 – 2001 

February 13, 2000 

August 25, 2000 

March 2001 

April 19, 2001 

August 25, 2001

September 11,
2001 

October 1, 2001

January 28, 2002

Wedding of Jennie and Michael in Maui, Hawaii
(daughter of Ed and Snookie Baker). I took my father
to Maui for the celebration. We toured the island as
well as Los Angeles on the way back.

Struggle with loneliness. He started to learn computers
at 90 with his young friend Jeff from the Jewish
Organization Dorot and started to type my mother’s
memoirs.

Death of Lev Grozovsky.

Big celebration of his 92nd birthday and the 29th birth-
day of his grandson Ilya Grozovsky.

Bat Mitzvah of Lauren  – daughter of Beverly and Ken
Victor in San Diego. I took my father to San Diego for
the celebration and the gathering of the family.

Second great-grandson born – Levitt Grozovsky –
named in memory of his grandfather Lev. 

Celebration of father’s 93rd birthday.

The attack and destruction of the World Trade Center
by Arab terrorists. My father watched the horror and
devastation on TV. He became sick the next day.

Marriage to a very nice woman Berta Teplitsky. He
was 93, the oldest man in City Hall to register for
marriage.

Death of Mark Bekker.My father loved life very
much  and always said to everybody «Enjoy Life»

What a loss for us and for everyone who knew him.
Jos and I are orphans.
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Òîñò  Ñîôû  â  ÷åñòü  Ìàðêà
25 àâãóñòà 1983.

Äîðîãèå ðîäíûå è äðóçüÿ!
Ñåãîäíÿ ìû ïðàçäíóåì áîëüøîé þáèëåé – 75-ëåòèå ñî äíÿ ðîæäå-

íèÿ ìîåãî äîðîãîãî Ìàðêà.
Ãîâîðèòü î Ìàðêå ìîæíî è íóæíî – ìíîãî õîðîøåãî. Íî ÷òîáû

íå çàäåðæèâàòü íàäîëãî âàøå âíèìàíèå è íå çàãîâîðèòü âàñ ñ íà÷àëà
íàøåãî òîðæåñòâà, ÿ ïîêà ñêàæó êîðîòêî.

ß ïðîøó âñåõ íàøèõ ãîñòåé âûïèòü çà çäîðîâüå è äîëãîëåòèå
Ìàðêà – ýòîãî ñîâåðøåííî óíèêàëüíîãî ÷åëîâåêà: äîáðîãî, ìÿãêîãî,
âíèìàòåëüíîãî è òåðïåëèâîãî ê ëþäÿì è, â òî æå âðåìÿ, ÷åëîâåêà ñ îã-
ðîìíîé ñèëîé âîëè. ß æå ëè÷íî áëàãîäàðíà Áîãó è ñóäüáå, ïîñëàâøåé
ìíå â ëèöå Ìàðêà òàêîãî ìóæà è äðóãà. Ñïàñèáî òåáå, ìîé äîðîãîé è
ëþáèìûé, çà òâîþ áåçãðàíè÷íóþ ëþáîâü è ëàñêó, âíèìàíèå è çàáîòó, çà
òâîé îãðîìíûé îïòèìèçì, êîòîðûé, êñòàòè, ÿ ïåðåíÿëà îò òåáÿ çà
äîëãèå ãîäû íàøåé ñîâìåñòíîé æèçíè. Ñïàñèáî çà íàøèõ äåòåé è âíó-
êîâ è çà âñå õîðîøåå, ÷òî áûëî, åñòü è, íàäåþñü, áóäåò ó íàñ äî êîíöà
íàøåé æèçíè. Ñïàñèáî, ÷òî òû åñòü íà ñâåòå.

Çà òåáÿ, äîðîãîé, ÿ ïîäíèìàþ ýòîò áîêàë ! 

*  *  *

Sofa’s  toast  to  honor  Mark
August 25,1983

Dear relatives and friends!

Today we are celebrating a great occasion – my dear Mark's 75th
birthday!

We all know Mark as a great person. I’ll say a few words to give our
celebration a start.

I am asking all of you to raise your glasses and drink to Mark's health.
He is a unique person, kind, gentle, caring and patient; at the same time,
he is a man of iron will.

I'd like to thank God and my destiny for having Mark as a husband
and a friend. Thank you, my treasured and beloved, for your endless love,
care and attention. For your boundless optimism. In our many years
together I learned to view life as happily as you do. Thank you for our chil-
dren and grandchildren, for all goodness that we had and that is still
ahead of us, I hope.

Thank you for being you. Cheers Mark!



Mark is a veteran of the Second World War,  
1939 – 1945 



Mark is 92 year old –  the eldest of the Bekker family.
August 25, 2000.

Äîðîãîé Ìàðê, ìîé áðàò!

Ýòîò àäðåñ ïîñâÿùàåòñÿ ñàìîìó óâàæàåìîìó èç âñåõ
óâàæàåìûõ ãðàæäàí Ðîññèè è Àìåðèêè.Ñàìîìó äîñòîéíîìó
èç äîñòîéíåéøèõ ñåìüè Áåêêåð, ëþáèìîìó áðàòó è äÿäå – Ìàð-
êó Èîñèôîâè÷ó Áåêêåð â äåíü åãî ðîæäåíèÿ.

Èç äàë¸êîãî Ñàíêò-Ïåòåðáóðãà ìû, òâîè ðîäíûå, ïîçä-
ðàâëÿåì òåáÿ ñ äí¸ì ðîæäåíèÿ.

Òû ðîäèëñÿ â áîëüøîé, ïðåêðàñíîé ñåìüå, ãäå íàñ äåòåé
áûëî 10 ÷åëîâåê, à òû áûë ÷åòâåðòûé.

Íî, íàäî îòäàòü òåáå äîëæíîå, âî ìíîãîì òû ñòàë ïåð-
âûì.

– Ïåðâîå ìåñòî òû çàíÿë êàê ëó÷øèé ìóæ, ïðåêðàñíûé
îòåö è äîáðûé äåäóøêà.

– Ïåðâîå ìåñòî òû çàíÿë çà ñîçäàíèå îáðàçöîâî-ïîêàçà-
òåëüíîé ñåìüè.

– Ïåðâîå ìåñòî òû çàíÿë çà îïòèìèçì, ëþáîâü ê æèçíè è
íåó¸ìíóþ ýíåðãèþ.

– Ïåðâîå ìåñòî òû çàíÿë çà óì, êðàñîòó, äîáðîòó è ëþ-
áîâü.

Òàê äåðæàòü äî 120 â îêðóæåíèè ëþáÿùèõ äåòåé, âíóêîâ
è ïðàâíóêîâ!

Çäîðîâüÿ, õîðîøåãî, âåñåëîãî ïðàçäíèêà!
Îáíèìàåì, öåëóåì 

Ðàÿ,äåòè.

Text of the birthday card 
sent to Mark by his sister Raia for his 92-nd annivirsary.



Mark playing with oldest great grandson Max.



Mark with Inna and life long
friend Raia Treyzon. 

Los Angeles, November 1995.

At Mark’s 93rd birthday with second great grandson Levitt, grandson
Ilya, daughter Inna and son Joseph.  August 25, 2001, New York.

Mark with Tanya Amelina,
Inna’s life long friend.  

November 2001, New York.



Mark started to learn 
computer at 90 years old.

Mark is playing chess with his
young friend Jeff. 

Photo is on the cover of the
Newsletter from Dorot –

jewish organisation for aged.  
2002, New York.

Mark loved to go to Rabbi S.Orenstein’s synagogue. 



Last photo of Mark
with daughter Inna and son Joseph – one month before his death on 

January 28, 2002.

Men of the family: 
Mark, son Joseph, grandsons Paul, Ilya, Dan and great grandson Max.
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Our father Mark Bekker
8.25.1908 – 1.28.2002

He was a very loving, energetic, happy, sharp 93 years young,
healthy man on September 10, 2001. 

He came from wonderful Russian Jewish parents who had 10
children – 7 boys and 3 girls. The family was poor financially but rich
emotionally and spiritually. He was an eternal student of life, always
learning, reading, thinking and helping others every moment. Our
father had the most happy and devoted marriage with our mother for
61 years.

He was an officer in the Soviet Army, fought in 2 wars: in 1939
with Finland and 1941 – 1945 with Nazi Germany, had many medals
and awards for outstanding bravery.

Our father was a professional who was broadly educated, full of
love for people, family, friends and the world. Our parents emigrated
to America in 1978, they loved this blessed country and said that
America prolonged their life by another 20 years. He  learned English,
studied Judaism and attended synagogue regularly.

On Sept 11, 2001 he watched on TV the destruction and horror
with pain, disbelief and anger:  «how can they do this to us?» It
brought back the memories of the devastation of WWII. The following
day he got very sick and was diagnosed with brain cancer.

Probably, it took this enormous emotional shock to cause the
collapse of his immune system and to bring out his dormant cancer. 

We lost our father 4 1/2 months later on January 28, 2002.

May his memory be blessed.

Daughter Inna and son Joseph



Dr. Inna Bakker and Family . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Sofia Bekker
Mark Bekker

Mr. and Mrs. Liya Grozovsky . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Lev Grozovsky
Miriam Amram
Sophia Bekker
Mark Bekker
Sara levy



Opening of the momument to Mark Bekker – one year after his death.
January 28, 2003.
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Î ÃË À ÂË Å Í È Å  *  C O N T E N T S

Ìîè äåäóøêà è áàáóøêà
My grandfather and grandmother
Ìîÿ ìàìà
My mother
Äÿäÿ ßøà
Uncle Yasha
Áåáà
Beba
ÌÎ¸ äåòñòâî
My childhood
Ìîÿ ðàáîòà è ìîÿ æèçíü
My work and my life
Çàìóæåñòâî
Marriage
Æèçíü ïîñëå çàìóæåñòâà
Life after marriage
Ðîäèòåëè Ìàðêà
Mark’s parents
Ïàìÿòè ìîåé ñâåêðîâè
Homage of my mother-in-law
Àðêàäèé è åãî ñåìüÿ
Arkadiy and his family
Ãðèøà è åãî ñåìüÿ
George and his family
Ñåíÿ è åãî ñåìüÿ
Senya and his family
Ìàðê è åãî ñåìüÿ
Mark and his family



Ðîæäåíèå äî÷êè Èííû. 
Âåëèêàÿ Îòå÷åñòâåííàÿ âîéíà 1941 – 1945
Birth of my daughter Inna.
The Great Patriotic War 1941 – 1945
Êîíåö âîéíû. Òáèëèñè
End of war. Tbilisi
Âîçâðàùåíèå â Ëåíèíãðàä. Ðîæäåíèå ñûíà Æîçà
Return to Leningrad. Birth of our son Joseph
Ïåðååçä â Ðèãó. Íàøà æèçíü â Ðèãå
We move to Riga. Life in Riga
Ìîÿ ìàìà, ïàïà è ñåñòðà Âàëÿ
My mother, father and sister Valia
Íàøè äåòè
Our children
Áîðüáà çà Ìàðêà
Struggle for Mark

Jos
Ìîÿ ñåñòðà Âàëÿ
My sister Valia
Ðîæäåíèå íàøåãî âíóêà Èëþøåíüêè. 
Ýìèãðàöèÿ Èííî÷êèíîé ñåìüè â Àìåðèêó
Birth of our grandson Ilushin’ka. 
Innochka’s family emigrates to America
Èíñóëüò
Stroke
Ëåâ è åãî ñåìüÿ
Lev and his family
Àðîí è åãî ñåìüÿ
Aaron and his family
Íàøà ýìèãðàöèÿ â Àìåðèêó
Our emigration to America
Èçó÷åíèå àíãëèéñêîãî ÿçûêà
Our English studies
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Ìîÿ îïåðàöèÿ ðàêà ãðóäè
My surgery of breast cancer
Ðàçâîä Èííû
Inna’s devorce
Áàð-ìèöâà Èëþøè.
Ilusha’s bar-mitzvah
Íàø ñûí Æîç.
Our English studies
Our son Jos
Ñàøà è åãî ñåìüÿ 
Sasha and his family
Áåòòè è åå ñåìüÿ
Betty and her family
Îëÿ è åå ñåìüÿ
Olga and her family
Ðàÿ è åå ñåìüÿ
Raia and her family
Àëèê
Alik
Î Ëåíî÷êå
Lenochka
Äîïîëíåíèå ê èñòîðèè æèçíè Àðîøè
More about Aaron
Ïðîäîëæåíèå î æèçíè Èííî÷êè
More about Innochka
Åùå î Æîçå è åãî ñåìüå
More about Jos and his family
Î Ïàâëèêå
Pavlik
Ïðèáûòèå Ìàðèêà è Ëåíè â Íüþ-Éîðê
Marik and Lenya arrive to New York
Î ïåðååçäå Ñåíè ñ ñåìüåé â Èçðàèëü
Senya and his family emigrate to Israel
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Íàøà «çîëîòàÿ ñâàäüáà» 
Our golden wedding anniversary
Íàøå 55-ëåòèå ñâàäüáû
Our 55th wedding anniversary
Îá îêîí÷àíèè îáðàçîâàíèÿ íàøèõ âíóêîâ
Our grandchildren finish their education

Èííà Áåêêåð
Inna Bakker

Æèçíü ìàìû ïîñëå íàïèñàíèÿ êíèãè
My mother’s life after finishing the book
Æèçíü îòöà ïîñëå ñìåðòè ìàìû
My father’s life after my mother passed away
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