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Scenes from the Lives of

Ethel and Julius _Rosenberg

’y VIRGINIA GARDNER

PART IV.

Tulie Learns'of .
'?Llunger and Str1ke§
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zeached her 10 days ago, for
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berg, 18 years 0ld, ulready w-as .

. aman. He had served his ap-

prenticeship as a garment
worker in Lomza, in the proviice
of Bialystok, Poland, then under
rule of Czarist Russia and & center
of trade dating back tu the 18th
Century, going there as a boy from
bis native village to learn a trade.
Two vears later a countryman
who had worked in the same shop
with him in Lomza and preceded
him to New York, fntroduced
Hany Rosenberg 1o his  sister,
Sophie Cohen. 17, round-cheeked,
with the candid eycs of a girl, bnt
dressed in long flowing skirts.
Mrs. Sophic Rosenberg, now

* 88, clasped the photograph of the
" handsome  18.year-old  Marry,
dressed in Homburg hat and fine
overcoat, and smiled. “How he
dressgd!” she said. “He was a

sport.

& year later Sophic put up ler
hoir pompadour fashion, donned
the swecping skirt and shirtwaist
and became a breadwinner. Only
after the passage of other brothers
and sisters and her mother was
arsured, was her year-long en-®
gagement to Jlarry terminated in
marriage, and her factory days
<over. .

. POINTING 10 a photograph ol -
herself at 15, she recalled how
“t“e insprctor came arouml and
said, ‘Such a childs face for a
young lady wha saye she’s 18.

on’t you Jic?” and called over the
bass, who shrugged aud frid, ‘So,
she's 18" " . Thus began four years
of sewing on buttons and putting
tags on shirts, from 7:30 in the
morning to 6.30 at night, six duys
a8 woek, for $8 a week. “But how
I produterd! You had to be fast to
make so much.”

That is why, she explained, she
eannot read the published lettirs
. of her son, Julius, and her daugh-
ter-in-law Ethel, oven the aew

A gﬁ'l of 14 when the arrive?,

RS VN B

BEFORE ber marriage—~photo
shows pretty Sophie Cohen, 15

-years old, when she put 'her

hair up, dressed in shirtwaist and
sweeping skirls, to look old
enough to get & job in industry.
She scwed buttons on shirls,
making on plece rate §8 a week
fa 66-hour week, RN

A A 7 M Y J o 4
1 1% N A2 e,
e 0] ';;’p,_;;:w

never leamed to read English

Yiddish, let alone Hebrew. “In E§-
rope we had to pay the teacher

come to the home—and feed him,
too. I' had four brothers, and my
mother said, You are a girl, you
donk'g Jpeed education, you Jeamn to .
©0ook’, . :

* .

HER HUSBAND was “shvays a
good union man, and for years a
shop chairman,” and from their
father her children Jeamned by ex- -
sinple never to lie, never to betrny
8 fellow worker or the union, and
1o hate all stoolpigeons. To lie to a

s fo get & job was another mai-

" “ter, and something any worker or

even God himsell would * under-

“My children never fight with
each other like some children,” said
the mother, of her five children,
en some boy would pick a
fight, my Julie would fight him,
but he'd never tell. He'd come fn— -

" even when he was 30 high—und if

I ree be's been in a fight, and 1
ask him what's the matter, he’ll say ’
nothing’s the matter. And he won't
t=11 who the other boy is, so I quit
asking.” |

Ycars later he was to tell her, as
she put it: * “You want I should be
like my brother-in-law David? 1.
couldn’t live with mvself if I did
that. Because he did that to two
innocent people should .we do it
to others?” *

*

JIER DAUGHTER Ethel, Julic’s .
sister, present at some of the fne
terviews, spoke of other ways in
which Julie“resembled his father.
*Can’t gou soe they look alike?”
she said, smiling, gazing at the
engagement K):co!o of father snd
mother~in which, across his wvest, ’
iz displaved s heavy gold chain,
tho same chain which with his old- .
fashioned gold watch, given to
Julie, the FBI still keeps as f'evi-
dﬂnce.. A_ [T ‘ *
"My brother, he Joved to Jaugh,
everyone loved his company.’ And
on Jewish holidays, after “th
prayers, he was always the life

S -
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W wed the bolidays. KHe:
0 us their meaning, stories
{s Bible. Then he'd tell us
Y] - his bovhood in Europe.

¢ . e seemed so strange and
fai w10 us, and we never tired
o those stories. My parents were
o'odoy. so we never traveled
M wher on any of the holidays,
and wero always together, “Now
tell ns what it's like in Europe,”
ove of us would ask, and my fa&?r
wordd begin. Some of his storics
had a funny twist to them, and
others were sad, and in the candle-
Jight, they seemed more sad.
“But one of the sad ones we
ashed for time and again. It was
about & brother of his, who had tn
trmvel a long distance one night,
of cawse by horseback, and who
fell aslecp in the saddle, slipped
otf his horse and was killed,
There were 13 children in his
family, but they kept dying, they
were so poor and half-starved,
thongh his mother thought a ‘bad
omen’ was over them. Finally she
told him ta leave to escape the bad
amen. And after he got to America
he sent for his p‘i‘ster.'

JULIE LOVED fto tcll about
the meauning of the different holi-
davs, o, and his father would
licten 1o him proudly as Julic, a
fine scholar in Hebrew, would take

< Y ‘:;
: r.A:,h ok o
0 4 _;",,‘.
2 gt R IR ;

SOPHIE COHEN, 18 yux"l old, end Harry Rosenberg, 20,
when they were engaged. Not until she had worked s year Jonger

to pay ber mother’s passage over, wers

aver the fat}ie:‘s"'rrql.e of telling
Rible stories.v; °

From the crowded eabinét in’
_the comer of Mrs. Rosenberg's

living room at 38 Laurel Hill Ter-

- race, whose. glass doors she had
. wnlocked, the mother now plucked

.annther faded photo.

Unframed, and mounted on stitf
gray cardboard dJecorated on top

~with a motif of American flags, it
“showed Julie at 18 months, smilin

as if he expected some delightiu

‘bappening. He had blond curls

and blue eyes and & smile that

. the country, was {

melt s heart of stone, the
sister said. He stayed blond as a
little boy, too, Jike Michael, the
mother said. Both women wept.
From the neartby river, where
Michael and Robbie used to like
to watch the boats, came the sound
of a tug's whisne.*

TIIE CABINET held various
wedding photogruphs, one or two
fn color, of Mrs. Rosenberg’s chil-
dren—-but none of Ethel and Julie,
who were too penniless when they
were married to consider having s
wedding picture made. A creased
and faded snapshot of the two,
made three or four years later on
one of their infr«{:'eem trips into

only picture
of them the mother had. “1 would
not part with it for s second, not

they married. Note the

heavy gold chain he displays. It is the same, with watch attached,
which the FBI seized ss “svidence” when Julius Rosenberg was

errested, and has never

Thox?liowulivmhnuﬂ
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8 thousand dollars.” -he said

en lhg added ratl. ¢ ‘hﬂ?‘ﬂ .
metimges at'night I t- k to the! !
ture.™

“Look,” she said, *ho-v happy
sre here. Julie lowved the
country.” The snapshot showed
them seated on a lawn, the wind
mufiling  Julie's hair, while he
deaned back ‘rclaxid and smilinz,
and Ethel beside him appcarcd like
& little girl. “See, how they're
touching each othci. Always they
were touching cach other,” she

smiled.

"Th(:y wanted to be marricd
before,” the mother said. “Ethe)
said, ‘I like him, I want {o marry,
3 will work all mv life.! My hus-

and, who never would have Jot
& wife work, said. ‘And how can
you? No, there will he babies, vou
cannot work, You must.wait, Wait
unfil Julie is through school.’ They
waited—they were marricd on a
Surday and Julic was graduated
on Wednesday, Thev staried pen-
piless and they stayed poor, always
80 poor.”

Behind the family photograplis
were books. Ever since he was a

" Htile thing, the mother snid, when.

-

——

ever Yoyni (her version of Yoynele,
Yiddish’ diminuitive of Jonah, Ju-
lius’ Hebrew name) did” have any
money he bought books. Among
was & wom copy of the Biblc,
fscribed to Julie for excellence in
work by the Downtown Talmud
JTorah, 894 E. Houston St., which
attended from kindergarten to
aduvation, even continuing after

s Bar Mitzvah on bis 13th birtl;.

y.

*The girls there were crazy about
Julie. After the graduation exer-
cises—ho had to make n speech be-

use he wns wvaledictorian—the

irls gathered around and tecasdl

m, ‘Maybe you know more tha
teacher, Julie?

th .

" Fiddler,

- the Dean of

————

4
ON THE LOWER Sm S
were Julie’s boyhood books, far-

iliay | reading gto Ameri s
- frdfy coast té imnst beforxge ad-
s vei ¥ of ,jaooks. I¥fi-eared
< W ' fad ey suggested fre.

gs by the light of the

Yoo orw el DTl
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-hisshg gus fxtubes which were the

Among them were Phil, the
y Horatio Alger, Jr; The
Motor Boys Under the Sea; Ti
rder Boys Across the Frontier,

by Deering; The Chessmen  of
Mars, by Edgar Rice Burroughs;
The Ocean Wireless Bovs in War.
Swept Seas, by Capt. Wilbur Law.

- ton; Stranfre Stories of 1819 and

Comrades in New York—or Snaring
» the Smugglers, :

Other old companions of Julie’s
and countless other thousands nf

s in _pretelevision days in.
cluded The Boy Allies in the Bal-
tic, and, of course, Tom Swift and

His Electric Runabout, Tom Swift

and His Motorcycle and other Tom

Swift thrillers, «

ABOVE THEM were the adult
choices of Ethel and Julie, most of
which could be duplicated in any
progressive’s library even in homos'
which, like Ethel's and Julie’s, had
na rugs on the floor. There was
Dreiser's  Amevican, Tragedv, sa
worn as to suggest a second-hand
store book; Carlson’s Under Cover;

Canterbury’s Sovint
Power (in Yiddish); Shirley Grah.
am’s Thers Was Once a Slave;
Aznes Smedicy’s Battle Hymn of
Chiva,  and Walt  Whitnay's
Leaves of Crass.

A well1sed copy of All Aboyt
Feeding Children and a couple of
Julie’s textbooks on eloctrical ea-
gineering were seen. .

Others wese Barrows Dunham’s
Man Agninst Myth; Howdrd Fast's
My Clorious Brothers; Meridel
LeSeur's North Star Country;
Gentlemen's Agreement; The Plot
Against the Peace, and Sabotage,
both by Sayers and Kahn; Upton
Sinclsir's Wide Is the Gate; -

ocoln Steffens’ Autobjography and .

They Were Expendab}
White, .

-
JULIE was bomn May 12, 191

es by W, L.

B4 Lying-In Hospita), then on 11 ... .
and

F Second Ave,, youngest .

.
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e children. The famil: then «es
§iling in Harlem on 113 ! t. bet cfn
‘Berington  and  Thin!  Aver ugs,
while Harry -Rosenbe:g  bi'elly
operated a cleaning establishinent
at 179th Strect and Auwdnbon Ave-
nue. Tho family then moved to
the Lower East Side and remaincd
there wntil after Harrv Ensenberps
death in 1946 in Mt Sinai hos-
pital,

. Except for his one buiness ven-
ture, Harry Rosenberg s prent all his
working vears as a garin nf worker,
At the time of his death he was
employed at a New York firm
oc{ Tumer Co.

- As with all the familics of the
Jewish immigrant workers who

. arrived here with a sense of class

and unions built on experience in
Enrope, and fought to bnild strong
wminns in the garment, fur garment
and building trades, the Roscn-
bargs suffered in the carly "I'wen-
ties when strikes wesc frequent.
“My husband alwayvs was very

_ active with the workmen; as sho

chairman he alwuys saw that eacn
vt his share of work,” said Sophie
osenberg, smoothing her finely
taflored gray pin-siripe suit, her
hnsband’s handiwork, on another
bn::casion when the reporter visited
1.
It was the suit she was photo-
graphed in many of the occasions
for Julie and Ethel. Her husba
‘a0 made the sult for her, In ti
ays when Turoer's, Inc, ma
‘MEN's wear,

According to the daughter Ethel,
Turry - Rosenberg, was a sathple-
wker, getting as much as §125
a dress at one point, such Wwas
his shill,
*

FATIIER AND SON remained
deeply attached always, and when
his father was stricken “Julie just
moved over to the hospital and
stayed night and day that last
week; he had s good wife~she
said, ‘Co, that is where you must
be’ A" she sighed, a deep sigh
which rustled throngh the quiet
room, while her hands fluttered to
her lined checks to wipe away the
tears. '

One of the bleakest periods in

their early days of siruggle was

when Julie was three years old.
That was when they had & lop
filth-floor  onkl-water
Broome Street,

The “snow water™ dripped down
through the roof, the chill air was

swept through rattling windows by |

the winter wind, and in the old
toilet in the hall, there was not
even the gas light which feebly
Jit the rest of the 8at. Little Jule
-ared the dark little cavern ip the
hall, 8o his motler would go
vith Lim, -holding .aloft & cand

| et e ———————— -

fat oo

whose flame ‘sputtered and wa
vered as the wind seeped through
the door.

It was here on Broome Struct

that he had the measles, while

the father was out on s long strike.
Julie didn’t complain, even when
the children were hungry. Fale
sund big-eged, he would scrape a
hole in the frosted window-pane
snd look out over the roof-tops at
the falling snow.

*

YUST in the remembering of the
child Julie, the mother’s face soft-
ened and her eyes glowed like the
candles in the {five-pronged Meno-
rah candelabra, beside which stood
ber grandmother’s . heavy brass

~andlesticks, polished and gleam-

fng. It was & Friday night, which
mother and daughter d to-
gether since that awful Friday
night ind{une. {Another daughter
through the strain of the last year
lufifﬁr)ed a nervous collapse and sti

“I remember, we were 0

y mother hard-boiled the egg

-

.- -
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‘l of the men on strike.”

" Sophie Rosenberg went through a

" the ordinary expericnees any work-

i

[

ot—

she could divide one amon
" Julie's sister said, smiling a
i it were the rarest of jovs, in th
ay these women did wheneve
sny vecollection .other than those
ot the pat there ghastly year .
bedetl, . Ve gttentinn
“Then,” ghe mother went on.
“there was w0 bicad in the house
. finally, aid-no milk. I bhad to leave
* Julie, and go down and stand in
1 line, & lony line, where the union
! was giving anl milk to the families

=u:d

HER MEMORIES roused,

recital of the childhood ijllnesses
and necidents Julie had had, Not !
that ‘he had been a cickly child;
they were not much different from

ing class mother lives through with
each child. Despite interruptions
she persisted doggedly in this re-
cital. Onlv at the end did the
thought rmmiug through all her
recollections become apparent,

" There was the time, when Julie
was four ar five years old, when
Sophie Rosenberg, spending  the
Sabbath with her ehildren at her
mother’s liome, at Fhird Street and |
Avenue ., saw a taxi hit a child
running across the strcet. When !
someone picked hitn up and cm- |
ried hitn closer, she saw he was
her own. ‘

“I never gave my ehildren pen-
nies for candy ou Shabbas (the
Sabbath or Salundayd, but Yowni
kad asked Vis  older  brotler
Davey for a pevny to get a i
chocolate, and wos nnming back
with it. I .took him, blood and
chocolate an his facr, and earried
Em to Couveraenr Hospital,” ‘

Sho wase jn her einldh month, |
earrving her sisth child, and Jost !
the bubyv. But Jalic was saved.
Then, her capable small brown °
hands folded in her lap, she went

son: “It was when _lnEc was 10,
and we had moved from Columbia
8t to 128 Burnch T1., that Julie

t appendiciiis. Jle was so sick, -
it he didu’t want to miss school,
T'm a mouitor now, Mamma, they
awvill be expecting me,” he said.”

* v

THE DOCTOR had fafled to .

diagnose §t as appemdicitis, byt
Mrs,  Rosenbeig awde her ow

Y

& - ——— - . ——

——r

! "Q N . . .
iagnosis, and when his fever we:
104 degrees, she took him ¢
ast Graduate Hospital. “Standin
aiting for a taxi, I was eryin
ovni looked at me, said, ‘Mamma,
vou're etving,” so isech. I said,
NN =y kind {ehib ] doe’t ory'”
Informed the appendix had burst
and it would be dilficult to save
bim, the . mother followed the
strotcher as he was wheeled away,
and at the door of the eperating
room heard' Julie say, “Mamma,
don’t you worry.” After the opcra-
tion, when she was sllowed to see
him, a nurse told her he'd been
erying for her. Bending over him,
she heard him whisper, “Mamma,
I wanted . see vour face.”
She turned the palms of ber

work-worn hands outward in & ges--

. ture of helplessncss. “l bring him

" through the measles. 1 bring him

through the sccident. I bring him

through the appendicitic. But 1

can’t bring him through this last.”
*

CONTINUING ber quiet-spoken
fament, she went on, as #f scarch-
fng for an answer as to wly a Jew-
ish mother after escaping from the
dark oppression of the European
ghetto should find hersclf pitted

- against all the vengeful might of
a powerful government in  her
struggle to "bring him through this
last.” .,

“I went to see Judge Kaulman
Jast winter. He would not ook at
me with his cyes. 1 say, ‘1 want
to see your face.” I say to him my
two children are innocent, they are

ire like the snow. And I tell him,

*Then, if you give it to him, give
:: to me, too, I do not wish o
tvc'O ” .

Her voice strong now in ts ac-
cusation, she ask

two ghildren who .mever harmed
anyone?”

Julic’s sister Ethel, weeping, told

, how at ane point in the last months

. of torment, of rising and [alling

" hopes, her sister Lena mid, “not

really meaning H,” mayhe Julie

. should lie and say he did #t, and

name some people who were dead.

© *Of course, ghe saw the mext

ulied but it wouldn't be Julie, f
. Juli¢ couldn’t crawl.”

V-

ERR ¥ N
)

-
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o "Why? Why? -
1 Why did they have to murder my

" mingste it wouldn't do, we'd ‘h:i '

.
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THE MOTHER told of visitin
‘Julig and Ethclin Sing Sing aban
month befagedthe end. Julic had
s had to )eavetﬁhc Death House t
" have a toothVextracted, then had
+* boen stricken Wwith flu. Waiting at
" the screen before his ecll, she saw
being supportcd by two guards
- & he virtually was ca{riul .«
For a moment, the strong dne,
_the son who throughout the long
* two years bad cheered his hiother

“ond sisters and mdihers on their

' wisits, encouraging their at first
timid, then intensc eflorts in bis
* behalf, reminded her of the boy in
the hospital who wanted to see her
face, L
“Mamma, I don't feel good,” he
. s0id. And, giving way to lears mos
mentarily in his physical weakness,
. she heard despair in his voice for
. the first time as ke -cricd mt. “Oh,
- Mammig, where § 1y wile? Wheve

. aro my childrenP® am sick, M only

I were home you and my wile,
Ethel, would take cure of me.”

But he would not hear of her
leaving so that he conld return to
his bed. There would he time for

- that; he felt better when she was
therc. And then he went on to tell
her, smiling at the recolicction of

. his trip in the prison van o the
dentists, “how good the air

- gmelled, how fresh it felt”

“That is my l]ulic." she suid
;"\An)'t_z\tng that is lite, that sy Julie
loves, :

Copyrisht 1983 by
. The

Publishers Now Press, Ine,

{in The Worker of Oct. 18 will
be a portrait of Julius Roscnberg
as a sengitive, highly intelligent,

deeply religivus’ boy in his early

‘tcens, fired bi§1le denunciation
_of society, th& rule of the op-

pressors, found in leaiah, Hosea,)
Jeremiah, Amos and other proph-
m.) rre
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ks in resonant voice: “Why? Why did they
o children who never harmed anybody?”.

g .

o
o,

THE DEEPLY ETCHED LINES on her foce revealing
vages of grief and anguish, 86-year-old Mrs. Sophie Rosenl

bove 10 murder m
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