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A RUDE AWAKENING 

On the morning of November 2, 1956, a Friday, my world came tumbling down. I was ten 

and a half years old. My father, as usual, was driving me to school, the Lycée de l’Union Juive 

pour l’Enseignement, in our white Corvette. It was the fall in Alexandria. The air was cool and 

crisp, but the sky was a beautiful, cloudless blue. After reminding me that today was my parents’ 

fifteenth wedding anniversary, he turned serious and told me that my uncle Josy, my mother’s 

brother, had been arrested at his home during the middle of the previous night. The police had 

gone to the house of my father’s employee looking for my father. My father had installed a 

telephone at Simon Cicurel’s house because he wanted to make sure that he could reach Simon 

when needed. Since the phone at our home was in my grandmother, Sol de Botton’s name, the 

police did not know where to find my father, but he was sure that they would come to arrest him 

in his office. 

 I started to shiver. My father spoke in a matter-of-fact tone so as not to alarm me. When 

we arrived at the school, he gave me a big hug and kiss, told me to be strong and to take care of 

my mother. I felt like crying but did not. My father would not have liked to see me cry. I felt a 

knot in my throat. “Don’t worry,” he said, trying to cheer me up, “we are Egyptians.” 

 I went to my classroom. Turmoil reigned. Several of my schoolmates were not there. The 

ones who were French or English subjects had received notices of expulsion. The male relatives 

of some others had been arrested by the police during the night. They were all worried. No one 

knew where these men had been taken. The teacher tried to keep us all calm. After classes were 

finished, my mother came to pick me up, and we walked home. She looked worried. I could see 

that she had been crying. She told me that my father had been arrested in his office and that 

Mario, her older brother, was arranging to deliver a suitcase to him. This was the last day of 

school in 1956. The school would be closed for an indefinite period. 

In my father’s desk diary for 1956, which I discovered among my father’s papers, I found a 

pithy entry made by one of his employees under Friday, November 2, 1956. He wrote: 



My pass for entry into Customs Area
1
 was withdrawn from me at 1330 by Army 

Officer Zahet Amir of No. 6 Gate. 

Mr. Carasso left for Cairo. 

 

When we returned home, my mother started to pack a small suitcase. She tried to smile at 

me so I would not worry. Ibrahim, one of my Uncle Mario’s longtime employees who had 

connections in the government, was going to pick up a suitcase that Aunt Viviane had packed for 

Uncle Josy and then come to us to pick up the suitcase we had prepared for my father. Ibrahim 

had learned that my uncle had been taken to Cairo together with the other men who had been 

interned during the night. My father was also going to be transferred to Cairo. Ibrahim was going 

to bribe enough people to get the suitcases to them. In the evening, Ibrahim came to get my 

father’s suitcase. I was very upset and started crying. My mother tried to console me, to no avail. 

Soon my sadness turned to anger. I went to the kitchen, took a knife from a drawer, and said that 

I was going to use it on President Gamal Abdel Nasser for taking my father away. Of course, I 

never did anything of the sort and soon returned the knife to the kitchen drawer. What could a 

ten-year-old girl do? 

This was the beginning of the end of my family’s life in Egypt. My family’s tale is not 

unique; it is similar to that of many other Jewish families, a tale of relatively good times and bad 

times. Throughout the centuries, like other Jewish families, we prospered and then we were 

swept into the larger political turmoil around us. Whether by the decree of a monarch or by the 

actions of a government; we had to leave our countries, starting with the land of Israel in ancient 

times, become refugees, and rebuild our lives. As a Sephardi, my ancestors had been forced to 

leave Spain and ended up roaming throughout the Mediterranean for many generations. They had 

to leave the familiar to find the unfamiliar and to start on a “new adventure.” In my own lifetime, 

I have experienced the loss of a privileged, carefree childhood, abruptly interrupted by war and 

political events beyond my comprehension as a ten-year-old girl. In early November 1956, when 

my father and my uncle were interned by Gamal Abdel Nasser’s government, my world was 

irreparably shattered. 
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 The Gomrok. 


