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Welcome by the Chair of the Centenary Committee Mr Alan Gershlick 
 



Centenary of the Southend and Westcliff Hebrew Congregation  
7th May 2006 

 
by Derek Baum M.B.E. 

 
A Centenary Anniversary is a wonderful milestone marking, as it does, 100 years of dedicated 
service by a particular organisation; it is a time for celebration and, perhaps more importantly, for 
reflecting on what has gone before and resolving to ensure continuing success in the future.  In 
order, therefore, to set the scene, I feel it necessary to start from the very beginning, for without 
establishing our roots, there would be no Southend & Westcliff Hebrew Congregation. 
 
There were probably individual Jews in England in Roman times but the historical records of any 
organised settlement here start after the Norman conquest of 1066.  Jewish immigrants arrived early 
in the reign of William the Conqueror and important settlements came to be established in London 
(where the site is still known as Old Jewry), Lincoln and many other centres.  During the Middle 
Ages the Jews throughout Europe had few rights and were barely tolerated; expulsions from cities 
and countries were too numerous to mention.  The present Anglo-Jewish community dates from the 
period of the Commonwealth.  A petition having been successfully presented to Oliver Cromwell, 
the Spanish and Portugese Congregation was organised in London in 1656 and this was followed at 
the end of the seventeenth century with the establishment of an Ashkenazi community, which 
increased rapidly in London and threw out offshoots to the principal centres and seaports.  It is, 
however, difficult to realise that it was only 148 years ago, in 1858, that the Jewish population of 
Britain achieved full political emancipation and were allowed to take their elected seats in the 
House of Commons.  There has always been a steady stream of immigration into Britain from 
Jewish communities in Europe but the community was radically transformed by the large influx of 
refugees which occurred between 1881 and 1914, the result of the intensified persecution of Jews in 
the Russian Empire, which was highlighted in the musical ‘Fiddler on the Roof’.  From 1933, a new 
influx of Jews commenced, this time from Nazi persecution and again many settled in this country.  
The Jews in Britain are now estimated to number about 285,000 of whom some 215,000 reside in 
Greater London and the remainder are scattered in some eighty provincial communities including, 
of course, Southend and Westcliff. 
 
It is a sobering thought that from the time of our biblically recorded beginnings in the book of 
Genesis, the Almighty decided to wait another 5,666 years before creating the first semblance of an 
organised Jewish community in Southend on Sea in the year 1906 A.D. – just fourteen years after 
the town itself was formally established.  Today, we are recognised as one of the foremost 
Congregations in Anglo-Jewry.  All this from humble origins for, at the turn of the last Century, 
there were no more than 15 to 20 Jewish families in Southend and they held their first services on 
Friday evenings and Saturday mornings in a private residence in Avenue Road, belonging to a good 
old Anglo-Saxon family by the name of Smith!  It is also interesting to note that High Festival 
Services were held at the old Masonic Hall in Southend High Street – a site long since developed as 
a part of the shopping precinct we now know and which is being changed daily, even now.  The 
casual visitor to Southend would hardly describe a visit to the Cliffs Pavilion as a religious 
experience yet it was on this spot, a few years later, that a disused iron Chapel was acquired for 
regular services and became the first Jewish establishment for communal worship in Southend.  
This, in turn, proved inadequate to accommodate the now rapidly increasing numbers and the early 
pioneers purchased a plot of freehold land in Alexandra Road; after numerous setbacks, a Building 
Committee was constituted in 1910 with a view to erecting a permanent Synagogue on the site.  My 
grandparents often spoke of their efforts for the Building Fund when bricks were sold for sixpence 
each; after a lot of hard work, their efforts proved successful and, on 9th August 1911, the 
foundation stone of Alexandra Road Synagogue was laid in the presence of the then Chief Rabbi, 
Herman Adler.  Just nine months later, on 19th May 1912, the Synagogue was officially opened – a 
remarkable achievement for a Community of about 50 to 60 members.   
 



The Community continued to grow and develop and, following the 1914-18 war, a new generation 
came to live in Southend and gradually spread to the Westcliff area.  The first full-time Minister 
was appointed, Rabbi (later Dayan) Gollop, and his greatest achievement, from my viewpoint, was 
that of marrying my parents in 1920.  A break-away ultra orthodox group opened a Synagogue in 
Ceylon Road, Westcliff, in 1928 and the Congregations continued as separate entities until their 
amalgamation a few years later.  Rabbi Gollop was succeeded by Rev. A. Plaskow, who in turn 
served the Community as Minister for over 25 years.  At the time of the outbreak of the Second 
World War, the membership had increased to about 300 families but the six years of war that 
followed, disrupted the Congregation almost completely for very few people remained in the town 
due to evacuation and only a dedicated handful remained to maintain some sort of Jewish life at that 
trying time.  When the religious education classes were re-opened in Southend in 1944, there were 
no more than ten children on the roll but, as the Community began to function normally again, the 
numbers increased and, with the appointment of Rabbi Pinchos Shebson in 1951, the first major 
project became the building of suitable classrooms and, by the time they were consecrated by the 
then Chief Rabbi, Sir Israel Brodie, in 1956, attendance had reached no less than 350 pupils.  After 
a brief respite, and following long and protracted negotiations with the Southend Borough Council, 
the Jewish cemetery was opened and consecrated at Stock Road, Southend in September 1962. 
 
Sunday 26th May 1968 was perhaps the most important day in the history of our Community with 
the opening and consecration of the Synagogue in Finchley Road, Westcliff.  With this event, 
another chapter was closed, for the Ceylon Road Synagogue was transformed, in a few short 
months, into a Youth Centre and consecrated by the then Chief Rabbi, Dr. (later Lord) Jakobovitz 
on 12th October 1969. 
 
When Rabbi Shebson retired in 1980, he left an indelible memory of selfless and dedicated service, 
which was recognised throughout the Borough and beyond and, for his successors, it has been no 
easy act to follow but the three Ministers who have followed have found that the foundations have 
been firmly laid and I have no doubt that, in reviewing the past with some satisfaction, the 
Community can look to the future with confidence and the sure knowledge that its destiny has been 
mapped out unerringly by those who have gone before.  

 



Dignitaries 
 

The Chief Rabbi, Sir Jonathan Sacks 
The Mayor and Mayoress of Southend, Councillor Chris Dandridge and Mrs Jean Dunn 

The Deputy Mayor and Mayoress of Southend, Councillor Ron Price and Mrs Janice Price 
Mr David Ames MP and Mrs Amess 

Mr James  Duddridge MP 
The Cairman of the Chief Rabbinate Trust, Mr Simon Hochhauser 

Dr Pasha and Ms Joyce Davey 
Mr Harold Marco and Mr Percy Sheere, Wardens Newbury Park 

Ms Denise Simmonett, Mayor’s Secretary 
Rabbi Shmuel Lew and Mrs Lew 
Rabbi Mendel Lew and Mrs Lew 

Rabbi Emmanuel Levy and Mrs Levy 
Reverend Gary Newman and Mrs Newman 

Rabbi Menachem Junik and Mrs Junik 
Reverend Dan Levy and Mrs Levy 
Rabbi Binyamin Bar and Mrs Bar 

Mrs Fay Sober 
Reverend Roger Mason 

Reverend Canon Mason & Mrs Mason 
Mr Robert Tinlin, Chief Executive and Town Clerk & Ms Kirsty Towler 

Councillor Kevin Robinson 
Councillor Alan Crystall 

Councillor David Garston and Mrs Garston 
Councillor Jonathan Garston 

Councillor Ray Howard and Ms Sheryl Howard 
Superintendant Steve Currell and Ms Joanne Currell 

Pc Steve Dewberry and Mrs Dewberry 
Mr Gary Green and Mrs Green 

Mr Lionel Shebson and Mrs Shebson 



The Amateur Researcher’s Seaside Tale 
by Lewis Herlitz 

 
I began this task when Alexandra Road was closing and I never knew 
what was in store for me and that there would be so much to do. I have 
now been asked to put on an exhibition for the centenary celebration and 
have started to relive my research.  
 
My tale begins on a train journey from London Fenchurch Street one evening in November 
1999. I was mulling over the fact that our oldest synagogue at Alexandra Road was likely 
to close and that this had aroused strong emotions within the community. I edit a 
magazine for our local Day Centre, the contributions for which largely consist of people’s 
memories. It suddenly struck me that I should perhaps start to collect people’s memories 
of that Synagogue and those days, before those memories disappeared for ever. 
 
So that’s what I began to do, not realizing what that would do to me and for me. I knew 
that I should arm myself with a tape recorder, and a hard-back book for notes, and some 
files. And I thought I should also create a spreadsheet to hold lists of names and 
addresses and whatever else came my way. 
 
The first synagogue, in Alexandra Road, was completed and opened in 1912 and you may 
rightfully wonder how I could possibly collect memories that go back that far. But life is full 
of wonder, and having opened the door to the past, I have been constantly amazed and 
delighted by what has entered in.  
 
But first, I will briefly summarise the growth of the Jewish community here in Southend as I 
have unfolded it, knowing full well that by the time this is published it will have become 
slightly out-of-date as new information arrives all the time. 
 
Southend on Sea and its environs was the place in the late 19th. Century where London 
doctors advised adults to take themselves or their children if they wanted their health to 
improve, particularly if they lived in the East End. Sometime in the 1880s it is likely that 
Jewish families had started to move down here. The 1881 census shows a Reyna and 
Eleanor Cohen, mother and daughter, running a lodging house here.  A Jewish tailor, 
Maurice Cohen, first advertised his business in the Southend Standard in June 1894. He 
advertised twice in the Southend Standard for an errand boy in April & June 1900. In 1900 

his eldest daughter Sarah was photographed, wrapped up in a Union 
Jack, to record her fund-raising efforts for the Boer War, which the 
Mayor had thanked her for. 
 
In January 1907, Sarah became a bride in the first Jewish wedding in 
Southend. The reporter noted that there were some 90 Jewish persons 
in the town ‘zealous in the promotion of their form of worship’, who had 
secured a site in Alexandra Street [later known as 
Alexandra Road].  Sarah was one of five daughters. 
The second, Bessie, was also married in Southend 
and then in 1913, the remaining Cohen family 

emmigrated to America. Information about the weddings is contained in 
a now-fading scrapbook together with the original congratulatory 
telegrams. 
 
 

Maurice Cohen 1905/6. Emigrated to America 1913 
 



 
By the 1930s there were about 300 families, and 60 plus children attending Sunday 
school. By the 1980s there were some 1500 families. 
 
Why had Jewish people come to the town? There were probably three basic reasons. 
Firstly, their doctors really had advised them to come here for their health or for the sake of 
their children. Secondly, they, their parents or grandparents had lived and worked in 
London, invariably as trades people, mostly tailoring or garment manufacturing, and had 
succeeded to the point where they felt able to take the risk of establishing themselves 
further afield. In a place which was most pleasant to live and commutable to London by 
steam-train. 
 
Thirdly they arrived here by chance or luck. They had either escaped from the pogroms in 
central Europe or Russia, or had just decided to leave for a better life in England or 
America; or by the 1930s had escaped from Germany. Perhaps some of their friends had 
arrived here first, or their fiancées, and had managed to find some employment in the town 
and a roof over their heads. 
 
To begin with they met in each other’s homes where they held at least Sabbath services. 
Then they used a ‘Nissan hut’, at place called Shorefields in Westcliff, near where the 
Cliffs Pavilions now stands, and then in 1912 their first Synagogue was consecrated in 
Alexandra Road. People came from East London to be married there. 
 

 
They established tailors shops, butchers shops, bakeries, fancy goods and photography 
shops. They established boarding houses, 3 were advertising in a March Edition of the 
Jewish Chronicle in 1907, and a hotel. Jewish people came to stay as children during their 
holidays, returning later in life as adults to settle in the town. They taught and played 
music. They organised youth clubs for their children and social and cultural societies for 
themselves. 
 
Two of the oldest people whose memories I have recorded were Anne Irwin, sadly no 
longer with us and Sam Michaelson.  Anne Irwin came here in 1908 when she was seven 
and remembers from her childhood the ‘tin hut’ that the community held its religious 
services in. Sam Michaelson came here in 1904 when he was two months old. He went to 



Southend High School and still has an autograph book that he won on a Sports Day race 
in 1918, with the names of some of his teachers and a poem written by his father. Many 
others I have spoken to are in their eighties. I also by chance met one of the last three 
surviving ‘Bobbies’ of this town, Len Roper, who was 92 at the time we met, and whose 
wife used to accompany Frankie Howard at the piano. 
  
I am sentimental by nature and get very excited when I am shown surviving memorabilia 
from the past. One of the most wonderful things that I have gained from doing this 

research is the sharing of those 
who give me their memories of their 
childhood, and their parents or 
even grandparents. I am shown 
things that are remarkable. I have 
seen and held a prize given to a ten 
year old child, Anne Saville, in 
1919. If you can imagine this young 
girl proceeding to the front of a hall 
to receive her progress prize. And 
what is it? The complete works, all 
900 pages of it, of Flavius 
Josephus!  
 

Maurice Jacobs – seated 2nd Left. Donated the Flavius Josephus Prize. His daughter Raie, seated to his left was a bridesmaid at Sarah 
Cohen’s wedding 
 
I have held the original transit visa from someone’s great grand-mother recording her 
journey from Russia to Paris, where the French Ambassador had confirmed and hand-
written her onward route in French, taking her to Le Havre and then to Tilbury, containing 
her photo and those of her children. A few days ago I held the original copies of a hand-
written magazine produced by a young man, Victor Reuben, in 1923 which he circulated 
amongst his friends, containing ink and watercolour pictures. 
 
I found in the United Synagogue Archives the original agreement dating from 1913 
granting the Southend Jewish community the right to bury its members in the London 
cemetery at Plashet road. I traced with a former member, the late Beryl Shine, a piece of 
music composed by her father, Fernand Krish, that she never knew existed, at the new 
British Library at St. Pancras. There is so much more. 
 
The object however that symbolises for me the magic of the past and the wonder of 
uncovering it is the wedding scrapbook of Sarah Cohen. I have no idea how it arrived in 
our ‘younger’ synagogue at Finchley Road, Westcliff, or how it survived. It was found in the 
synagogue by one of our council members and kept at home, and then handed to me 
when I began my research.  
 
It is very fragile. The edges of the paper pages are crumbling. But it contains cut-out 
newspaper articles about Sarah’s wedding in 1907and later her sister Bessie. It has all the 
telegrams and some letters. It contains the telegram confirming the arrival date and time  
in New York when the remaining family emigrated to America in 1913, and an article 
describing the family and who met them. Our honorary Life President, Derek Baum MBE, 
was trying to trace relatives of the family for me through the Masonic Lodges, as Sarah’s 
father was a freemason.  
 
I have also begun to look at microfilmed newspapers, mainly the Southend Standard and 
the Jewish Chronicle. Whilst the results of such searches can be very satisfying, spending 
hours staring at microfilm is not a task anyone should have to perform by themselves. It is 



a physical strain. So I have stopped doing that for the time being and am concentrating on 
visiting as many people as I can who have memories. So far I have transcribed about 
46000 words from 38 people, and there is much more to be done. 
 
One of the marvelous things about memories is that they bring the past to life. The phrase 
‘there is nothing new under the sun’ has much more meaning for me now. It seems 
essential for children, who attend Sunday school not to behave, and for their teachers to 
become frustrated (and in the past sometimes heavy-handed).  
 
I have included some memories to give you a flavour of what I have been told: 
 
‘On Kol Nidre night [Day of Atonement], officials and prominent members used to attend in 
Dinner suits. Everyone used to come in Taxis. Taxis would line up in Alexandra Road to 
take you home at end of festival. You had to make sure that you had yours waiting for 
you.’ 
 
‘I remember being taken to Cheder [Sunday school] on 3rd. September 1939. They then 
got a message that war had been declared so we were all sent home, as people thought 
that bombs were going to start falling that afternoon. I can remember being sent home on 
Sunday morning and being told to take shelter as the [planes] would be over soon. I rather 
liked the idea of going home early!’ 
 
‘I remember at one time, the choir had left the Bimah for a short while and were sitting in 
the Shul [Synagogue]. I was sitting with my friend. The seats could open up to keep the 
tallis [prayer-shawl] and books in. My friend picked up the seat of the man in front of me 
when we all stood up. When we sat down again, the man got wedged in the opened seat. 
Needless to say, I was the one that got clipped around the ear.’ 
 
‘When I was at Southend High [14 or 15 yrs old, 1918] I won the 100 yards in the park in 
Christchurch Road. They gave me a little cup. I said no thank you; I’d like the second prize 
the autograph album. This contains autographs of some of the teachers when I left, a 
photograph of myself and some mates, and a poem written by my father:    
 
Happiness is all thine own 
Be wise and quickly take it 
Chide not thy luck when time has flown 
For life is what you make it 
 
When things look worse then is the time 
To take the spell and break it 
Do not allow the spell to win 
For life is what you make it 
 
If stakes are asked to make life sweet 
Then what I say is stake it 
But win or lose remember this 
Your life is what you make it ‘ 
 
‘Myer had decided to leave Poland [1912] because he was the victim of a Pogrom. A 
cossack had dragged him along the ground for some distance with a whip lashed around 
his neck and had left him for dead. Yetta arrived with the two children six months later. 
She couldn’t speak a word of English, but had a piece of cardboard slung round her neck 
with her name on it. She had Jack in her arms, and Anne, who was 3 years old, clinging on 
to her long black dress.’ 



 
‘We came down here, as a result of the following. My mother [before I was born] had three 
children who all had whooping cough. They lived near Victoria Park. The doctor said, if you 
can afford it, take them down to Southend and walk them round the gas works, and let 
them breathe in some of the ozone, thats the best thing. So she came down here, and in 
her walk, she walked up to Thorpe Bay, Chelsea Avenue. They were building houses 
there, this was 1904. They wanted 2 shillings and sixpence a week in rent. So she went to 
my father, and he managed to get £5 together and they moved down.’ 
 
‘My zaida [grandfather] idolised my brother who was an angelic looking child. When we 
visited in Westcliff my zaida used to put him on the cutting table in the shop. When my 
baby brother wanted to be lifted off the table, he didn’t know the difference between ‘on’ 
and ‘off’ so he used to say ‘onoffy’ !’ 
 
‘My father was a tailor from Russia, who had been orphaned at the age of two. He wanted 
to get out of Russia and away from the family. He had lived with his uncle who was a very 
wealthy man, but who didn’t treat him as well as he treated his own sons. He wanted to get 
to America. He was about 19 years old and the year was about 1904. He got as far as Ellis 
Island but they turned him back because he had something wrong with his eye. So he 
came back on the boat to England where he was admitted without any problems. He told 
me that it cost him £5 but that didn’t include your food. So people brought with eggs and 
salamis, though you could buy food on the boat. He landed, I think, at Tilbury, made his 
way to London and stayed at the Jewish Shelter.’ 
 
‘In 1906 my mother sold her business in Russia and brought her money with her. Well, 
there was a new regulation that every immigrant had to land with £5 which they had to 
show to the immigration officer to prove that they could start to support themselves. There 
were many poor Russian Jews on that boat and word got around that she had a bit of 
money. So they would come to her and say ‘I haven’t got the £5, I haven’t got the £5’, and 
she gave them the money. By the time she got to Tilbury, she didn’t have the £5! This was 
typical of my mother, give everything away. So she couldn’t land and had to go back to 
Rotterdam where she sent a telegram to my father, and he telegraphed the £5 to her, and 
she came over.’ 
 
 ‘Before King George 6th became King, he was the Duke of York and a naval man. He 
came down to Westcliff to open up the naval club. When he came down he ordered a 
lunch at the Novitt Hotel. The story goes that he wanted to speak to the cook afterwards, I 
suppose to thank her, but she wouldn’t see him, possibly because she was dressed like an 
old Russian peasant. That was my great grandmother.’ 
 
‘My husband later confessed to Rabbi Shebson that choir boys could climb in by a small 
window almost level with the path at the side of the Shul and reach the Kiddush wine 
stored beneath the Bimah. They would take liberal swigs of the wine and replace it with 
water! Rabbi Shebson was not convinced until Harold showed him how it could be done.’ 
 
“I remember that we [in the choir] used to pick at the tassels on the end of the covering on 
the dais and flick them across at each other, much to the annoyance of the Chazan 
[cantor]. At Yom-Tov we used to hire a tenor from London, and he used to stay at the 
Chazan's house. He always managed to arrive late and the Chazan used to growl at him in 
Yiddish, “messing around with the maid huh?" 
 
I was flattered that people would share intimate memories with me and show me personal 
papers, family photographs and objects. I had no idea that I would become so excited 
about what I learnt and saw. That our parents or grand-parents or even further still were so 



hard-working and often courageous, taking chances in leaving their homes in Europe and 
Russia not knowing how things would work out but clearly hoping that they would. 
 
I’ve discovered how different people’s voices are. I can record six people the same 
distance away from my tape and get six very different results, partly dependant on the 
room they are in; but I’m not an acoustics expert! I’ve learnt that sometimes people don’t 
wish to share their memories. They are too personal, or painful or needing to be kept in the 
past and not brought back to the present. Their wishes have to be respected. 
 
I better understand how much richer life can be in the present if it is lit up by stories of the 
past and how sad it is if we neglect that. I am clearer in my mind that it is wrong to deny 
ourselves and our children the opportunity to learn about the past and the sometimes hard 
and often amazing lives that people led. 
 
I have a list now of over 470 names associated with the first synagogue. Many of them I 
will never find out much about. But there will be enough to provide a colourful and 
stimulating picture of the early life of the Jewish community in Southend. I hope that as a 
result of that I will be able to continue to develop educational material for use in the town, 
especially so that young people in schools can relate their understanding of the Jewish 
culture to real people who lived here and their real history.  
 
If you know someone who might be able to share their memories with me then I would be 
pleased to hear from you or them. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 



 
Herzlia Day School Prospectus 

 

 

An early prospectus of the Herzlia, 
sadly not dated.  
 
The Herzlia was the main hub of the 
Shul for many years. 
 
We now have a thriving Mother & 
Toddler Club and who knows; 
maybe this will become our new 
Herzlia day School in years to 
come. 

  
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 



Opening of the Cheder Classes at the Coleman and Lilian Levene Talmud Torah 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 

 
 

 
 

AJEX Jewish War Memorial Consecration 
 
 

 



The 6.15 commuters were very instrumental in raising funds for the building of the Synagogue 

 
 

 
 
 

In 1966 a group of business men known as the 6.15 “Group of Commuters” were approached by the 
late revered Rabbi Shebson and the then President of the Southend and Westcliff Hebrew 
Congregation, Samuel B Rosenberg to ask them if they would help to promote an advertising 
campaign toward the building of a new Synagogue to be situated at Finchley Road. The reason this 
group was approached was that the aforementioned Rabbi Shebson and Sammy Rosenberg had 



heard of the successful fundraising of the “6.15 Group” of substantial funds to help Israel during the 
six day war in June 1966. 
 
The 6.15 Group agreed and the result was an overwhelming success. 
 
A function was arranged at the Café Royal, Regent Street, London in conjunction with the Silver 
Wedding Reception of one of our members. The Function was sold out in a matter of weeks, there 
were some 400 guests. A large sum of monies was raised, the results of which can be seen today in 
the present Synagogue at Finchley Road. 
 
A letter of appreciation was written by the then President Mr S B Rosenberg to Walter Carnell. 

 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 



 
Programme and Invitation for the laying of the Foundation Stones of the New Synagogue and the 

W.W. Myers Community Hall 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

Invitation to Dinner at the Cumberland following the Consecration and opening of Finchley Road Synagogue 
 

 
 
 
 



 
Order of Service for the Consecration of Finchley Road Synagogue 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

A sad farewell to our much 
loved and respected Rabbi 
Shebson 

 
 
 
There is no doubt that Rabbi Shebson is still held in great esteem by the members of our 
Community who had the privilege and honour to know him. Many Rabbis have followed in his 
footsteps at Southend and Westcliff Hebrew Congregation and each one has heard of Rabbi 
Shebson. He was one of a kind, a hard act to follow. Over the next few pages we introduce you to 
other Rabbonim, all of whom added their personal touch to the development of our Congregation 
and we are delighted that some are able to join us today. 
 
We have received messages from other Rabbis and Reverends who have been involved with our 
Community over the years and who, whilst unable to join us today, only wish the event every 
success and send their best wishes to everyone. 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 
 
 
 
The late Carrie and Ferdie Friedner, parents of Shirley Shalet and 
Marshall Friedner, taken outside Alexandra Road Shul on their 50th 
Wedding Anniversary, September 1985. The marriage was 
solemnized at Alexandra Road Shul on September 8th 1935. Ferdie 
was Barmitzvah there in 1925. 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

80th Anniversary at Alexandra Road Shul 
 

 
 



 
 
 

Photographs taken in the foyer of Alexandra Road Shul in 2001 
 
 
 

And the basement set up for a Kiddush 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

The induction of Rabbi Emanuel Levy at Finchley Road Synagogue with the very Reverend Dr. 
Immanuel Jakobovits B.A., P.H.D., Sunday 25th January 1981. 

 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 
Invitation and Order of Service for the Induction of Rabbi Michael Harris 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Induction of Rabbi Mendel Lew 

 

 
 
 

 
A special mention to our much loved late Chazan Reverend Len Sober. A Memorial Service will be 

taking place on Sunday 9th July commencing at 11am. 
 
 

All the above documentation was found when going through the last of the documents stored in our 
archives. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Our thanks go to everyone who sent us articles and pictures to include 
and 

to all those who have kindly helped us on the day who are too numerous to mention. 
 
 
 
 

We offer our particular thanks to: 
 

Frances and Lewis Herlitz 
Derek Baum MBE 

Walter Carnell 
Cyril Rosenberg 
Shirley Shalet 

Rona Hart 
Doreen and John Novitt 

Debbie and Terry Mendoza 
Pamela and Lawrence Collin 

Garry Steel 
 
 
 
 
 

The printing of this brochure has been kindly sponsored by: 
 

David Gold 
Derek Silverstone 

Ashley Kalms 
Judy Sheldon 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Designed and produced by Janice Steel 
 
 

 
 


	Dignitaries
	The Chief Rabbi, Sir Jonathan Sacks
	The Mayor and Mayoress of Southend, Councillor Chris Dandridge and Mrs Jean Dunn
	The Deputy Mayor and Mayoress of Southend, Councillor Ron Price and Mrs Janice Price
	Mr David Ames MP and Mrs Amess
	Mr James  Duddridge MP
	The Cairman of the Chief Rabbinate Trust, Mr Simon Hochhauser
	Dr Pasha and Ms Joyce Davey
	The Amateur Researcher’s Seaside Tale

