
	 After	spending	a	lifetime	together	with	you,	being	separated		

only	by	our	trips,	it	feels	strange	to	be	introducing	a	book	that	holds	

something	we	shared	so	intimately	–	your	artwork.	I’ve	seen	your		

art	evolve	for	as	long	as	I	can	remember.	This	book	contains	work		

that	I	appreciate	and	admire	immensely,	even	though	I	may	not	have		

always	understood	it.

These	pages	reveal	the	work	that	you	loved	to	create.	And	in	those	

moments	when	you	were	painting,	time	stood	still.	You	pursued	your	

passion	in	the	studio	for	yourself,	and	not	for	others.	While	you	may		

not	have	expected	people	to	be	so	moved	by	your	work,	I	imagine	that	

seeing	your	paintings	hang	in	their	homes	must	have	felt	humbling.		

Like	many	great	artists,	your	talent	was	largely	undiscovered	while		

you	were	alive.	Now,	however,	your	vision	and	creativity	are	captured		

in	this	book,	to	be	appreciated	by	all	for	years	to	come.		

When	our	children,	grandchildren,	family	and	friends	turn	these		

pages,	they	will	see	their	mother,	grandmother,	sister,	and	friend		

as	they	remember	her	–	alive,	vibrant,	complex.	They	will	hold	this		

book,	see	your	work,	and	reflect	on	how	much	you	are	loved.	

	 Yehiel	(Al)	Ozery
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Looked	at	as	a	whole,	her	body	of	work	suggests	a	consistent	

partitioning	of	the	surface	through	a	grid	of	vertical	and	

horizontal	axes	that	define	the	paintings’	pictorial	space,	

whether	real	or	imagined,	and	govern	all	the	pictorial	

elements,	which	are	bound	to	that	grid	and	relate	to	it.	This	

partitioning	casts	invisible	coordinates	that	orientate	the	

viewer	to	a	space	that	is	both	mental	and	physical.	The	

pictorial	vocabulary	encompasses	geometrical	structures	of	

some	definition	–	circles,	rectangles	and	ovals	–	as	well	as	

distinct	pictorial	renderings	of	grass	leaves	or	the	contours	

of	an	urban	structure,	with	occasionally	the	appearance		

of	idiosyncratic	shapes	of	a	surreal	aspect,	such	that	seem		

to	have	undergone	uneven	abstraction.	In	a	sense,	the	

geometric	orientation	of	the	still	life	series	ventures	into		

the	modernist	realm	of	the	painterly	gird	in	an	explorative	

journey	whose	influence	can	be	felt	in	the	other	series	of	

paintings	as	well.	

Another	significant	characteristic	of	Ozery’s	is	the	centrality	

of	the	line	versus	a	relative	absence	of	shading.	Each	line	

makes	up	a	critical	element	of	the	painting	as	a	whole,	with	

multitudes	of	lines	joining	to	form	the	surfaces.	The	overall	

tonality	is	paired	down	and	lyrical,	and	when	stronger		

hues	of	mauve,	red,	and	turquoise	are	present,	they	too		

are	counterbalanced	by	bright	surfaces.	A	tempestuous	

movement	–	however	subdued	and	contained	–	appears	to	

have	been	channeled	into	the	brushstrokes,	and	even	the	

more	muted	areas	are	breathed	with	an	optimism	that	is	

spurred,	as	it	were,	by	the	very	presence	of	paint	and	color.

The	portrait	series,	essentially	figurative,	differs	from	the	

above.	The	concreteness	of	its	mood	is	inextricably	linked		

to	the	aim	of	representing	persons	who,	more	than	just	

recognizable	as	such,	can	also	be	designated	by	name.	To	

portray	this	state	of	mind	that	she	wishes	to	express,	Ozery	

resorts	to	formal	artistic	means	that	stress	the	narrative	

aspect,	as	exemplified	through	the	choice	of	bodily	gestures	

(see	p.	68	right),	the	doubling	of	the	figure	(p.	71),	or	the	use	

of	paint	as	an	emotive	vehicle	(p.	68	left).	In	this	series	too,		

as	in	her	integral	body	of	work,	we	observe	the	cohesion	of		

a	pictorial	language	that	abides	by	a	visual	code	as	pertains	

to	the	grid-like	spatial	organization,	the	tendency	towards	

monochromatic	shades	and	color	fields,	and	finally	an	

emphasized	interplay	of	foreground	and	background.

The	two	remaining	series	tend	more	towards	the	abstract.		

In	both	their	respective	series,	the	flowers	and	landscapes	

that	unravel	in	them	are	closed-off	visions,	sealed	as	it	were	

to	the	gaze.	Harboring	history	and	time,	these	paintings	

express	a	worldview	that	is	structured,	reserved	and	lyrical.	

The	combination	of	the	formal	guiding	principles	that		

Ozery	adheres	to	together	with	her	consistently	linear	style	

of	work,	where	every	line	is	significant	in	structuring	the	

pictorial	surface,	generates	a	world	where	every	action	in	

space	reverberates	in	the	whole.

Ozery’s	paintings	share	with	us	their	qualities	of		

composure	and	concentration;	of	turmoil,	too,	which	rages	

in	the	background	but	is	contained	through	the	topical	focus	

on	a	flower	or	a	view.	Painted	from	observation,	her	works	

carry	an	analytic	and	cerebral	approach,	but	also	the	

complementary	sensory	contrasts	of	hot	and	cold,	light	and	

dark,	and	varying	materliaities.	In	their	formal	undertaking,	

which	weaves	together	expressivity	and	restraint,	they	

manifest	a	work	ethic	that	activates	artistic	creation	as	a	

pastime	activity	in	the	midst	of	an	ongoing,	existential	flow	

of	day-to-day	tasks	–	a	challenging	endeavor	of	personal	

bearing	and	self-fulfillment	that	culminates	in	a	

combination	of	duty,	labor,	and	joy.

Text	by	Hadas	Yossifon

Translated	by	Hemda	Rosenbaum

On	the	Paintings	of	Pamela	Ozery

Active	as	a	painter	for	many	years	during	her	lifetime,	for	

Pamela	Ozery,	painting	was	an	inseparable	part	of	her	world	

since	a	young	age.	Ozery	acquired	a	formal	education	in	art	

at	the	Avni	Institute	in	Tel	Aviv	in	the	1970’s,	and	went	on	to	

pursue	art	during	different	periods	in	her	life,	alongside	her	

work	as	a	nurse	and	medical	secretary.	Always	a	nurturing	

and	committed	figure	to	her	family	and	friends,	the	breadth	

of	her	occupations	was	inspiring	to	many.

The	present	catalogue,	published	in	her	memory,	brings	

some	80	paintings	that	were	reproduced	in	her	studio	during	

her	lifetime,	many	of	which	were	also	featured	on	a	website	

she	built.	From	her	early	work	there	is	a	small	selection	of	

figure	life	drawings	and	freely	drawn	pastels.	The	major	part	

of	the	catalogue	showcases	Ozery’s	mature	and	significant	

body	of	work,	paintings	that	are	marked	by	an	ongoing		

effort	to	enhance	and	refine	her	artistic	vocabulary	within	

her	chosen	field	of	work.

Underlying	Ozery’s	body	of	work	are	the	three	themes	of	

classical	painting:	the	landscape,	the	still	life,	and	the	human	

figure.	The	works	that	are	showcased	here	can	be	categorized	

into	four	main	groups,	which	include	still	life	paintings	of	

modernist-geometric	orientation,	flower	paintings,	exterior	

views,	and	the	human	figure.	The	range	of	her	work	as	

reproduced	here	affords	us	a	closer	look	at	the	imagistic	

realm,	pictorial	means	and	wider	connotations	that	populate	

each	of	these	groups	separately,	as	much	as	they	cast	light	on	

their	intertwined	relationships	and	the	unique	and	complex	

worldview	that	emerged	from	them.

Despite	their	figurative	thematic,	Ozery’s	painting	can	be	

associated	with	an	essentially	abstract	pictorial	style	and		

a	mode	of	looking	that	tends	towards	the	impressionistic.	

The	images	she	paints,	while	drawing	on	the	real,	

incorporate	a	process	of	formal	and	tonal	abstraction	that		

is	expressive	of	states	of	mind,	and	rather	than	point	to	their	

specific	referent,	they	elaborate	a	general	mode	of	looking		

at	things.	This	mode	of	looking,	one	of	her	strongest	

characteristics,	consists	of	a	compositional	layout	of	the	

different	elements	which	stands	in	correlation	to	specific	

objects	in	space.	In	this	sense,	more	than	an	abstract	painter,	

Ozery	is	a	painter	of	abstraction.	Her	paintings	contain	an	

inalienable	element	of	figuration	that	is	itself	derived	from	

figuration	–	a	duality	that	remained	fundamental	to	her	

work	logic.

As	the	ties	to	a	material	referent	begin	to	emerge,	a	process	

takes	place	that	turns	the	paintings	into	abstracts	where		

a	thing	is	harbored,	bringing	about	a	localized	inventory	

where	the	initial	subject	matter	isn’t	always	detectable.		

The	converging	focus	on	one	central	thematic	defines	for	

	the	viewer	that	which	is	supposed	to	be	visible	in	them,	by	

way	of	the	recognizable	descriptive	features	of	such	concrete	

everyday	objects	as	a	flower,	an	urban	environment	or		

a	human	figure.	Yet	beyond	the	occasional	detectability	of	

such	and	other	subject	matters,	the	paintings	are	marked		

a	fundamentally	formal	operation	that	is	evocative	of	

mental	and	cultural	aspects.	The	paintings	are	produced	

through	a	complicated	practice	of	layering,	where	despite	

the	occasional	presence	of	a	recognizable	referent,	processes	

of	concealment	and	exposure	are	running	side	by	side.	These	

layerings	form	accumulative	strata	that	enclose	myriad	

references	–	to	places,	situations,	a	personal	history,	longings	

and	affectations.

The	tension	between	a	penetrative	gaze	and	its	blocking		

–	between	physicality,	form	and	texture	on	the	one	hand	and	

a	central	image	one	the	other	–	calls	attention	to	a	built-in	

potential	in	the	paintings,	to	a	painterly	depth-structure	

whose	focal	point	is	concealed	or	covered	over.	When	looking	

at	a	painting	by	Ozery,	the	eye	is	drawn	to	paint	itself	in	its	

conspicuous	presence;	to	a	layering	of	color	that	resonates	

with	gestures,	materialities	and	the	body	–	to	that	which	is.
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	 Many	things	can	be	said	about	Mom.	Her	complete,	undeniable,	and		

non-judgmental	love	for	her	children.	That	she	was	the	solid	column	that	held	our	

family	together,	while	wrapping	all	of	us	with	a	protective	and	caring	blanket	–	no	

matter	our	age	or	where	we	were	in	life.	I	think	we	all	felt	her	presence	best	when		

we	spent	one-on-one	time	with	her.

Her	hands	where	conduits	of	energy.	When	I	was	feeling	down	or	sick,	she	would		

lay	them	inches	from	my	head	and	move	invisible	energy	up	and	around	me.		

I	would	feel	a	sense	of	lightness	and	ease	as	she	tended	to	me.	Her	hands	were	

slender	and	skeletal,	but	the	energy	flowed	warm	and	powerful	through	them.

Her	paintings	were	the	product	of	this	flow.	She	had	no	choice	but	to	paint.		

At	times,	she	was	compelled	to	step	away	from	the	canvas,	but	those	moments		

never	lasted	long.	I	can’t	count	the	number	of	people	in	my	life	who	were	touched		

by	my	mother’s	work.	She	was	so	talented.

Everyone	believed	in	her	work.	We	all	thought	that	she	should	share	her	paintings	

with	even	more	people;	yet	she	was	the	only	one	who	didn’t	believe	in	her	own		

ability.	As	far	as	I	can	recall,	Mom	doubted	herself.	Few	people	knew	this,		

but	it	was	such	a	sharp	contrast	to	what	she	was	capable	of.	Now,	when	I	stand		

in	a	room	surrounded	by	her	paintings	hanging	on	the	walls,	I	sense	her	love,		

and	I	feel	certain	about	myself.

	 Alon	Ozery	—	Canada
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	 Art	has	been	a	part	of	mom	for	as	long	as	I	can	remember.	Through	her		

it	has	always	been	a	part	of	our	lives	too.	As	a	kid,	I	remember	her	spending	

countless	hours	supporting,	encouraging	and	inspiring	us	to	use	our	imagination	

and	creativity	making	little	works	of	art.	During	our	teenage	years	she	decided	to	

concentrate	on	learning	art	more	seriously.	Several	times	a	week,	she	packed	her	

paints	and	brushes	and	spent	hours	on	public	transportation	getting	to	and	back	

from	school.	Only	years	later	I	realized	how	much	dedication	it	took	to	do	this	while	

being	a	young	mom	with	three	teenage	boys	to	look	after.	That	was	the	time	when	

moms	paintings	started	filling	our	home	leaving	her	personal	touch	everywhere.		

It	was	a	beautiful	passion	that	lasted	until	she	had	passed.	It	didn't	matter	which	

country	we	lived	in	or	what	home	we	occupied,	as	long	as	her	paintings	where	

hanging	on	the	walls	it	felt	like	home.	It	still	holds	true	today.

	 Guy	Ozery	—	Canada

	 Coming	into	a	family	as	the	last	daughter	in	law	can	be	pretty		

intimidating.	Pam	made	it	pretty	painless	by	accepting	me	with	open	arms	from		

the	moment	we	met.

Pam	and	I	shared	a	love	for	books	and	some	of	my	best	memories	were	sitting	and	

discussing	something	we’ve	read,	doing	crosswords	or	just	listening	to	her	tell	

ridiculous	stories	of	the	boys	and	adjusting	to	a	new	life	in	a	foreign	land.	It	was	

through	these	stories	that	I	really	got	to	know	Pam.	The	more	I	heard,	I	realized		

that	this	gentle	English	Rose	was	quite	the	fierce	woman.	

	 “Life	itself	is	the	most	wonderful	fairytale”	C.S	Lewis	

Her	life	story	would’ve	been	a	best	seller.

	 Yoona	Hong	—	Canada
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	 A	couple	of	events	relating	to	my	Mom	stand	out	strongly	for	me	even		

though	they	happened	many	years	ago.

I	remember	travelling	one	day	with	Mom	to	Tel	Aviv	in	an	old	1980’s	Egged	bus		

to	her	daily	art	class.	I	think	I	was	sick	that	day	and	we	decided	that	even	though		

I	wasn’t	healthy	enough	to	go	to	school,	I	was	healthy	enough	to	join	her	in	her		

art	class.	As	I	remember	it,	I	was	probably	around	10	or	12	years	old.	At	the	time	

there	was	no	air	conditioning	and	the	windows	of	the	bus	were	fully	open.		

There	was	a	string	you	needed	to	pull	in	order	to	let	the	driver	know	you	wanted		

to	get	off	at	the	next	stop.	Pulling	the	string	would	light	up	a	red	signal	at	the		

front	of	the	bus.	When	we	got	off	the	bus	in	south	Tel	Aviv,	I	remember	that	it	was		

a	typical	beautiful	sunny	day.	The	class	was	held	in	an	old	building	and	there		

was	a	strong	smell	of	oil	paint	and	turpentine.	Many	canvasses	were	set	up	in	the	

room	and	I	felt	as	if	they	were	towering	over	me.	Brushes	were	moving	everywhere,	

forming	images	and	creating	what	I	thought	then	was	a	great	commotion	as		

people	worked	on	a	still	life	that	was	set	in	the	middle	of	the	room.

Another	strong	memory	of	mine	is	of	an	old	man	named	Yardeni	who	lived	in	

Ra’anana	at	the	same	time	that	we	did.	We	lived	in	the	center	of	town.	He	lived		

in	what	seemed	to	me	the	end	of	the	world	which	actually	was	just	a	few	miles		

from	our	house	near	the	fields	bordering	the	town.	He	used	to	collect	stuff	and		

put	it	in	his	huge	“garden/junk”	yard.	We	too	made	our	rounds	around	the	town		

in	our	old	grey	Volkswagen	transporter	collecting	stuff.	I	remember	Mom	coming		

in	so	excited	because	she	had	spotted	something	interesting	and	unusual	and		

off	we	would	go	to	pick	it	up	and	add	it	to	our	own	growing	collection	of	stuff.		

Some	of	it	became	the	subjects	of	her	paintings.	Others	were	made	into	special		

pieces	of	furniture	that	were	placed	in	our	house.

One	other	thing	I	sense	strongly	all	of	the	time	are	my	Mom’s	hands.	She	had	long,	

freckled,	firm	and	decisive	fingers.	Those	fingers	moved	through	all	our	heads		

with	gentle	and	soothing	strokes.	Though	her	English	upbringing	was	to	be	seen		

but	not	heard,	her	hands	spoke	volumes.	They	had	a	life	of	their	own	and	were	

securely	in	the	world,	moving	brushes,	forming	shapes	and	speaking	loudly	every	

day	of	how	she	felt.

	 Aharon	Ozery	—	Berlin
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	 I	loved	my	big	sister	and	when	we	lived	in	The	Drive	in	Sevenoaks,	we	used	to	play		

in	the	back	garden,	it	was	a	long	narrow	garden	divided	into	two	by	a	summerhouse	where	

we	kept	our	bikes	etc.	There	was	an	apple	tree	in	the	garden.	On	lovely	summer	days	we	used	

to	play	fairies	in	the	garden.	I	now	know	she	used	to	write	notes	on	pieces	of	paper	which		

she	cut	round	with	pinking	shears	and	hide	in	the	garden	–	I	had	to	go	and	find	them	–	I	can’t	

remember	exactly	what	they	said	but	I	loved	these	pinking	sheared	notes.

Pam	and	I	had	our	‘own	language’	but	we	also	loved	to	ad	lib	as	we	went	along	and	make		

the	other	one	guess	what	we	meant.	We	loved	doing	this	but	I	think	some	people	thought	we	

were	crazy	–	we	didn’t	care	a	hoot.	Pam	(Monny	to	me)	kept	this	language	and	her	behaviour	

with	me	entirely	to	ourselves	when	we	were	together	no	matter	where.		

We	had	so	many	hysterical	laughing	moments	in	which	we	would	be	doubled	up	with	

laughter	and	tears	streaming	down	our	faces.	Looking	at	these	now	however,	seems	to		

be	silly	and	incomprehensible	to	others,	but	our	humour	was	similar	and	we	understood		

each	other,	and	again	we	loved	it.

	 Monny.	People	often	wonder	why	we	called	each	other	Monny	–	well	I	always	

thought	it	was	because	Richard	had	a	school	teacher	called	Monica	and	we	always	thought		

it	was	a	funny	name	and	just	started	to	call	each	other	Monica.	Richard	now	tells	me	he		

can’t	remember	a	teacher	called	Monica,	only	one	called	Fluff	–	let’s	face	it,	it	would	have	

been	far	worse	to	call	each	other	Fluff.	So	now	I	truly	don’t	really	know	where	it	came	from,	

but	it	certainly	was	around	for	a	long	time	and	I	still	think	of	her	more	of	Monny	than	Pam!

	 The	Train.	Pam	was	coming	down	to	see	us	in	Shoreham	by	train.	We	gave	her	full	

instructions	on	how	to	get	to	the	correct	platform	at	Victoria	and	the	train	times.	All	fine,		

I	would	meet	her	off	the	train	when	it	arrived	at	Shoreham.	So	I	am	sitting	at	the	station	

waiting,	the	train	comes	in;	lots	of	people	get	off	but	no	Pam.	I	wait	a	little	longer	then	return	

home	to	meet	Patrick	with	the	message	….	I	have	had	Lancing	Station	on	the	phone,	they	have	

got	your	sister	there,	she	couldn’t	get	off	the	train	at	Shoreham	–	the	doors	wouldn’t	open!		

She	had	failed	to	see	the	large	green	flashing	button	that	said	OPEN	DOOR	and	stood	there	,	

obviously	panicking	as	the	train	pulled	out	of	Shoreham	and	headed	for	Lancing.	I	drove	to	

Lancing	station	to	pick	her	up	–	no	more	need	to	be	said	about	the	laughing	that	went	on.

	 Woolworths.	This	was	one	of	those	incidents	where	what	we	were	laughing	at	was	

never	said,	can’t	quite	remember	what	it	was	we	both	saw,	but	we	must	have	both	had	the	

same	thoughts	about	it,	we	just	creased	up	into	hysterical	laughter	in	the	aisle	of	Woolworths	

–	legs	crossed,	tears	streaming,	people	staring	….	Took	us	about	10	minutes	to	recover	from	

this	and	leave	the	store	–	never	bought	what	we	went	in	there	for.

	 Rosemary	Mitchell	—	England
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	 Pam,	my	sister	in	law	was	just	like	the	sister	I	never	had.	We	would		

spend	many	hours	talking	on	the	phone	about	kids,	problems,	solving	deep	

emotional	family	issues.	She	was	always	so	interested	in	everything.

When	Richard	had	his	first	brain	tumor	operation	Pam	hopped	straight	onto		

a	plane	and	was	the	best	support	any	one	could	have	had.	She	and	I	went		

through	hell	together	but	having	her	and	her	nursing	experience	around	was		

such	a	comfort	and	she	and	I	became	so	close.

I	miss	her	love,	compassion	and	selflessness.	Thank	you	Pam	for	being	there.

	 Sue	Hawkes	—	England

	 Hours	of	table	tennis	in	the	garden	of	the	house	we	were	renting	also		

stick	in	my	mind	–	probably	the	time	I	got	closest	to	Pam	when	we	were	young.		

I	cast	my	mind	back	to	the	warmth	and	closeness	we	had	as	a	family	–	the		

birthdays,	Christmases,	visits	to	grandma	and	the	cousins	all	just	fading	into		

one	warm	glow	of	the	past.

My	memories	of	Pam	in	our	earlier	years	are	few	and	far	between.	Pam	being		

three	years	older	than	me	was	always	the	big	sister	and	always	seemed	to	be		

at	the	next	stage	of	life	something	that	Rosie	and	I	were	not	privy	to,	but	would		

be	allowed	to	understand	the	secrets	of	it	in	due	course.	As	a	result,	I	suppose		

the	abiding	emotion	is	one	of	respect	for	my	big	sister.

Pam	was	always	an	enigma	to	us	during	teenage	years;	she	disappeared	up		

into	London	to	train	at	Guy’s	Hospital	when	we	did	not	see	her	for	weeks	only	to		

appear	in	her	old	Austin	car	full	of	nurses	who	lit	up	our	life	during	their	visits		

and	talked	about	things	that	we	did	not	fully	understand	–	they	were	older	and		

at	the	time	wiser	and	more	grown	up	than	us.	On	the	occasions	that	I	went	up		

with	our	parents	to	collect	her,	the	hospital	seemed	a	world	away	from	our	big		

house	in	Kent	and	her	flat	over	a	shop	in	Brixton	was	another	world.

	 Richard	Hawkes	—	England
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	 I	first	met	Pam	when	I	was	16	years	old.	My	first	impression	of	her	was		

that	she	was	a	very	quiet	and	genuine	person	that	looked	at	the	world	through	an	

artist’s	eye.	She	taught	me	how	to	appreciate	the	beauty	of	the	Canadian	sky	and		

to	admire	the	beauty	of	the	sunsets.	When	I	became	a	mother	to	our	three	kids	and	

Pam	became	a	grandmother,	she	dedicated	almost	all	of	her	time	to	us	and	helped		

me	raise	our	three	kids.	She	was	there	for	them	at	any	given	time	and	we	were	always	

her	first	priority.	She	gave	the	kids	endless	love	and	inspired	them.	She	spent	time	

creating	with	them,	teaching	them	to	appreciate	the	beauty	of	nature,	the	value	of	

reading,	of	listening	to	music,	of	thinking	outside	the	box	and	to	not	label	anyone	

around	them.	She	influenced	each	one	of	us	in	her	own	unique	and	special	way	and	

we	are	all	better	because	of	her.	I	am	grateful	that	the	kids	got	to	spend	this	quality	

time	with	her	and	I	know	that	their	great	memories	and	her	guidance	will	stay		

with	them	forever!

	 Hadas	Ozery	—	Canada

	 The	unbearable	geographical	distance	between	us	(especially	after	Adam	&	

Mori	were	born),	brought	one	enormous	advantage.	Every	time	we	united,	whether	

in	Canada,	Berlin	or	Israel,	we	were	“sentenced”	to	live	together	under	one	roof		

for	extended	periods	of	times.	Those	weeks	created	endless	closeness,	intimacy	and	

warmth	that	we	all	revelled	in.	I	cherish	those	weeks	and	I’m	so	happy	and	grateful	

that	we	got	to	share	those	precious	times	together.

One	of	the	things	I	feel	particularly	blessed	with	is	seeing	so	much	of	Pam	in	my	

loved	ones	–	Aharon	and	our	kids.	I	see	deep	kindness	and	inner	wonderful	strengths	

that	surprise	me	when	I	least	expect	it.	I	see	keen	and	unusual	observation	and	

endless	admiration	of	the	world	and	nature.	And	of	course,	there’s	Pam’s	grandma-

hood,	in	which	she	always	kneeled	down	to	the	little	ones,	to	be	with	them	and	do	

with	them,	literally	dropping	into	their	world	for	a	visit	that	left	all	the	rest	outside.		

I	miss	you	Pam.

	 Shira	Sverdlov	—	Berlin
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	 Just	the	name	brings	a	smile	to	one’s	face	remembering	her	very	warm		

and	welcoming	smile.	Her	freckled-faced	smile	would	light	up	a	room	and	make	

everyone	around	her	feel	special.	Her	family	was	more	important	than	anything		

else	in	her	world	and	she	took	every	opportunity	to	worry	about	each	and	every		

one	of	them	faithfully	on	a	regular	basis.

“Worry”	and	“Sorry”	were	heard	regularly,	often	followed	by	a	self	deprecating	

laugh.	When	she	and	her	family	came	from	Israel	and	lived	with	us	for	almost		

two	months,	before	even	entering	the	house,	while	still	on	the	steps	with	suitcase		

in	hand,	Pam	was	already	“sorry”	for	supposedly	imposing	upon	us.	Having		

the	entire	Ozery	family	with	us	for	that	period	of	time,	actually	created	warm		

life	long	memories	and	solidified	our	connection	to	Pam.

Entering	Pam	and	Al’s	house	could	prove	to	be	a	surprise	on	any	visit	because	

furniture	was	always	being	rearranged	and	pictures	rehung	(always	at	a	slightly		

off	angle).	And	every	rearrangement	was	just	as	inviting	and	comfortable	as		

the	previous	one.	Her	gifted	“touch”	could	be	seen	in	every	room	with	just	the	right	

unusual	knick	knack	placed	where	it	was	most	suitable	and	visually	pleasing.

And	of	course,	her	artwork,	always	changing	in	style,	always	risk	taking,	always	

innovative	…	an	activity	in	which	she	lost	all	track	of	time,	totally	immersed		

in	and	peaceful	in	her	studio	surroundings.	She	was	an	undiscovered	gifted	artist	

whose	lack	of	confidence	in	her	work	held	her	back	from	aggressively	promoting		

it	and	herself.

Considering	where	Pam	was	born	and	raised,	it	is	truly	awesome	that	she	could	and	

did	adapt	to	life	in	Israel.	She	started	anew	in	what	must	have	seemed	like	another	

planet	with	a	language,	customs	and	behaviour	that	were	totally	foreign	to	her.		

She	raised	her	boys	in	a	country	where	she	had	to	be	ready	at	all	times	to	take	herself	

and	her	children	to	safety	in	local	shelters	when	Israel	was	in	conflict/at	war	with	its	

neighbours.	She	had	to	keep	the	household	going	in	Al’s	absence	when	he	was	serving	

his	duty	in	the	Yom	Kippur	war.	She	had	to	learn	a	language	with	a	never	before		

seen	alphabet	and	she	did	all	this	to	the	extent	that	Israel	eventually	became	“home”.

Sometimes	words	are	inadequate,	as	they	are	now,	in	trying	to	convey	how	much	

Pam	is	missed.	So,	in	short,	we’ll	say	she’s	missed	immeasurably,	terribly,	

constantly,	deeply	and	lovingly.

	 Nancy	Peressotti	—	Canada
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	 As	a	child,	my	favorite	week	each	summer	was	the	week	I	spent	with	my	

cousins	in	Ra’anana.	During	these	weeks,	besides	spending	quality	time	with		

my	cousins,	I	also	got	to	know	my	aunt	Pam.	She	was	very	different	from	anyone		

else	I	knew.	Non-Israeli,	gentle,	kind,	and	very	cultural.	In	the	living	room	there		

were	always	books	about	art.	I	remember	one	evening,	many	years	later,	during		

a	visit	to	Canada,	when	Pam	and	I	had	a	conversation	about	art.	I	told	Pam	I	have	

really	hard	time	understanding	abstract	art.	Pam	took	a	book	off	a	shelf.	It	was		

an	album	of	Mondrian	drawings.	Pam	explained	to	me	how,	bit-by-bit,	Mondrian	

stripped	details	from	the	drawing	until	the	bare	abstract	essence	was	the	sole	

remaining	thing.	For	me	this	was	an	eye	opening	conversation.	Pam	taught	me		

how	to	appreciate	and	understand	abstraction,	not	only	in	art	but	in	general.		

With	the	years,	I	met	Carmit,	we	had	kids	and	became	a	family.	I	am	glad		

that	all	of	us,	as	a	family,	got	to	know	and	love	Pam.	We	are	grateful	for	the		

opportunity	we	had	to	spend	with	Pam	her	last	birthday	in	Crete.		

We	will	always	miss	and	love	her.

	 Ozeri	Family:	Roee,	Carmit,	Omer,	Tamar	and	Netta	—	Israel

	 Pam	was	very	diverse	and	creative	and	it’s	difficult	to	write	about	her	with	

just	these	few	lines.	I	chose	to	tell	about	Pam	and	her	grandchildren.	She	was	all	for	

them	and	they	adored	her	and	loved	her	very	much.	She	was	a	creative	and	special	

grandma.	Always	thinking	on	how	to	interest	and	work	with	the	kids.	There	were	

always	colors	and	boxes	full	of	materials,	papers	and	books	around.

I	remember	a	typical	image	of	Pam,	sitting	in	bed,	coddled	up	with	the	grandchildren	

before	going	to	bed,	inventing	stories.	Pam	beginning	them	and	the	kids	continuing,	

making	a	new	and	imaginative	one.

In	my	eyes,	Pam	was	the	ultimate	grandma	and	that’s	how	I	will	remember	her.	

Missing	you	dearly

	 Mina	Shloper	—	Israel
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	 Some	of	my	favourite	people:	Pamela	–	always	top	of	the	list	(better	

not	name	the	rest	for	fear	of	insulting).	Me	and	Pam	had	so	many	common		

interests	–	the	sharing	of	books,	films,	good	conversation,	and	general		

“joie	de	vivre”.	I	always	looked	forward	to	seeing	her	either	here	in	England,		

in	Canada	or	wherever	we	were.	

The	only	time	I	saw	her	angry	with	me	was	way	back	in	about	1984.	The	Ozery’		

were	in	England	and	we	decided	to	go	to	France	for	a	day	trip.	There	was	Pam,		

(not	Al),	Alon,	Guy	and	Pixie	–	as	he	was	then	–	(I	think	our	two	stayed	at	home		

with	Grandma).	On	the	return	journey	which	was	a	very	rough	sea,	I	gave		

Guy	some	seasickness	tablets	without	asking	Pam.	When	she	found	out	she		

was	more	than	a	little	angry	and	anxious	as	by	this	time	Guy	was	sound	asleep		

and	couldn’t	be	woken!	Of	course,	Guy	did	wake	up	(as	we	all	know	so	well)		

and	survived	to	tell	the	tale.

	 Patrick	Mitchell	—	England

	 In	the	summer	of	2000	Philippa	went	to	Toronto	as	part	of	her	Gap	Year.		

She	arrived	at	Pamela	and	Al’s	with	two	girls	she	had	met	on	the	plane	and	all		

three	stayed	there	in	the	basement.	David	came	out	to	visit	and	also	stayed	with		

Pamela	and	Al.

One	day	Pam	and	Al	took	them	to	‘The	Land’	or	Fidltail	which	is	owned	by	Hugo		

and	Nancy,	which	is	a	little	way	north	of	Toronto.	David	and	Philippa	were		

messing	around	in	the	hammock	that	was	there	–	swing	in	it	both	together,	when	

suddenly	one	of	the	ropes	broke	and	they	both	fell	to	the	ground	with	a	great		

thump	landing	on	their	backs.	They	were	both	speechless	with	laughter.	Pam	ran	

over	in	a	panic	crying	out	“speak,	speak	to	me	now”!	She	thought	they	were	both	

dead	and	was	dreading	calling	Rosie	to	tell	her	that	they	were	both	dead.

Pamela	was	always	their	favourite	auntie	and	they	loved	seeing	her	when	she		

was	in	England	and	both	have	happy	memories	of	the	week	in	Crete	we	all	spent		

together	for	Pam’s	70	th	birthday	celebration.

	 David	Mitchell	&	Philippa	Newham	—	England
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	 Pam	was	a	quiet	rebel.	She	dared	to	leave	behind	everything	she	knew		

and	to	join	Al	on	an	exotic	life	journey.	Yet	she	managed,	somehow,	to	remain	the	

quintessential	Englishwoman.	That	combination	is	just	part	of	what	made	her	

special.	As	for	the	rest,	it	was	her	intelligence,	warmth,	and	gentle	kindness	that	

made	her	such	a	dear	friend.

	 Kit	Melamed	—	Canada

	 You	came	into	our	lives	in	a	quietness	and	modesty	that	so	resembled	you.	

You	gently	fluttered	amongst	us,	but	with	the	passing	years	I	understood	that	this		

is	a	technique	of	a	huge	and	modest	woman.	When	I	look	at	your	paintings	they		

are	seemingly	calm,	but	with	a	deeper	look	little	gushes	are	revealed.	The	real	Pam		

is	projected	through	the	lines	and	colors	that	blow	through	them.	If	it’s	falling	leaves,	

or	sounds	of	violin	playing,	If	it’s	cranes	touching	the	sky.	From	the	background		

the	true	Pam	breaks	through.	And	If	I	think	of	all	these	elements,	I	see	you	going		

wild	in	a	world	you	allowed	yourself	to	fly	in.	You	left	a	huge	void	behind	you,		

but	due	to	your	many	traveling	you	left	at	each	home	your	fingerprints,	and	that	

brings	a	smile	to	our	face.		

You	have	stayed	deep	in	our	hearts	Pam.

	 Mirka	Sverdlov	—	Israel
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	 Pam	was	a	beautiful	English	rose	that	flourished	both	in	the	hot	Middle		

East	and	in	chilly	Canada.

She	was	a	good	friend	to	us	and	a	devoted	mother	to	her	children,	which	we	saw	

clearly	in	Arad	as	our	five	boys	grew	up	together.

She	had	begun	to	realize	her	potential	as	an	artist,	once	she	had	fulfilled	her		

family	responsibilities,	but	was	abruptly	prevented	from	expressing	her	artistic	

talents	to	the	full.	We	are	all	the	poorer	for	that.		

We	miss	her	and	will	always	cherish	her	memory.

	 Jacky	and	Maurice	Roth	—	Israel

	 I	was	lucky	enough	to	have	had	Pam	as	a	dear	friend	for	fifty	two	years.		

We	told	each	other	how	special	our	friendship	was	in	later	years,	I’m	so	glad	we		

did	that.	She	was	my	crossword	buddy,	my	go-to	person	when	I	needed	a	hand		

or	an	ear,	I	could	always	count	on	her.	We	helped	each	other	through	a	few		

illnesses	and	surgeries,	always	saying	how	much	better	English	nurses	were!

I	miss	her	every	day	and	will	always	treasure	many	wonderful	memories.		

We	shared	so	much;	she	was	a	real	soul-mate.

	 Chris	Martien	—	Canada

	 Dearest	Pam	had	this	nature	to	her,	every	place	she	lived	in,	and	there		

were	many	–	Toronto,	Arad,	Ra’anana,	again	Toronto	and	then	Zichron	Yaakov	–		

she	always	had	a	thriving	garden.	We	got	a	Chinese	orange	plant	in	a	flower	pot	

from	Pam	that	then	became	a	big	bush	and	had	produced	many	fruits.	Since		

then	we	always	have	a	bush	of	this	kind	that	reminds	us	of	Pam.

When	Pam	left	Ra’anana	after	living	there	for	7	years,	like	every	place	she	left		

she	was	sad.	When	I	asked	her	what	is	the	most	difficult	thing	in	leaving,		

her	answer	was	“Friends”.	Thanks	for	being	in	our	lives!

	 Noga	Borer	—	Israel
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	 There	was	a	memorable	skiing	holiday	in	Serfaus,	Austria	in	April	’64.	It	was	

a	late	Easter	that	year	and	we	were	disappointed	that	there	was	so	little	snow	in	the	

village	but,	happy	to	discover	mountain	loads	waiting	for	us	after	a	drag	lift	had	

zoomed	us	high	above	the	village.	Pam	was	an	expert	skier;	she	had	filled	in	time	

before	starting	at	Guys	as	a	chalet	girl,	in	a	ski	lodge	in	France.	Always	so	graceful,	

confidant	and	supple	as	she	sped	down	the	slopes	with	the	greatest	of	ease.	

Reading	one	of	Pam’s	letters	to	me,	which	she	sent	in	July	’99	after	the	death	of	my	

sister,	she	wrote,	“…	but	as	always	death	leaves	this	melancholy	hole	in	so	many	

people’s	lives	…”	and	that,	my	dearest	Pam	is	how	we	all	feel	and	we	miss	you	so	

deeply	and	wish	each	day	that	you	were	still	with	us,	to	warm	our	hearts	as	you	

always	did,	all	the	days	of	your	life.		

	 Paddy	Doubleday	—	England

	 After	Guy’s,	Pam	and	I	had	two	months	at	King	Edward	Hospital	in	Midhurst	

in	Sussex.	We	lasted	there	until	August	when	we	went	to	Guildford	with	Sue	Ibbotson	

to	do	Part	One	Midder.	We	had	a	wonderful	flat	just	off	the	high	street	and	used		

to	bicycle	up	to	St.	Luke’s	Hospital	for	work.	Sue	left	after	a	few	weeks	and	then	Pam	

was	offered	the	job	of	being	a	nanny	to	a	little	girl	whilst	she	and	her	parents	went		

on	a	round-the-world	cruise!	

	 Veronica	Druce	—	Canada
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	 Pam	and	I	met	in	spring	1966	at	King’s	College	Hospital	in	London.		

I	was	working	on	a	private	ward	and	she	was	sent	from	a	private	nursing		

agency	on	a	temporary	basis.	We	soon	found	that	both	of	us	were	considering		

going	to	Canada	to	work	but	were	still	undecided.	Finally	we	said	to	each		

other	“OK.	If	you	go	–	I’ll	go!”	And	so	we	did.	Pam	left	a	couple	of	months	before		

me	with	friends	from	Guy’s	Hospital.	We	all	met	up	in	Toronto	and	the	rest	is		

history.	Fast	forward	a	few	years,	and	Pam	and	Al	were	living	in	Toronto	and		

Zion	and	I	in	Vancouver.	Two	of	our	daughters	were	attending	university		

in	Toronto	and	Pam	was	most	kind	and	generous	with	her	time	meeting	them		

and	inviting	them	to	her	home	on	many	occasions.	How	I	miss	being	able	to		

phone	and	have	a	nice	chat	and	catch	up	on	news.	You	left	us	too	soon	Pam.

	 Pamela	Ophir	—	Canada

	 Pam	was	blessed	with	an	abundance	of	talent	and	imagination	that	

God	gave	her.	Her	observing	eyes	and	fruitful	imagination	produced	wonderful	

drawings	that	came	out	of	her	artistic	talent.

Like	her	life	her	drawings	had	beauty,	gentleness,	bright	colors	and	radiant		

light	summing	up	to	lyrics	of	a	melody.	Her	drawings	and	artistic	work	came		

out	of	the	joy	of	life	and	being.	The	song	of	her	life	abruptly	stopped	while	her	

talent	and	abilities	were	far	from	being	exhausted.

	 Yitzhak	Tzurieli	—	Israel
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	 Pam	was	a	spiritual	and	quiet	person.	However	her	paintings	exude		

energy	and	the	brushstrokes	are	bold,	resolute	and	appear	to	fly	off	the	canvas.		

It	is	as	if	when	painting	she	shed	the	fetters	of	her	retiring	personality.

One	of	her	strength	was	a	wonderful	imagination;	every	object	could	be	a	source		

of	inspiration.	A	good	example	is	a	painting	of	a	simple	garbage	bin,	one	of		

my	favourites.	Her	abstracts	are	also	made	of	objects	from	her	surrounding		

transformed	into	symbols	by	the	power	of	her	imagination	and	artistry.

Being	a	friend	(and	sister-in-brush)	Pam	was	an	inspiration	for	reading	good		

books	or	prodding	me	to	pick	up	my	brush	and	paint.	I	miss	her	very	much.

	 Marta-Shosha	Hauer	—	Canada

	 The	few	times	we	met	when	your	children	were	small,	were	at	Avraham		

and	Bracha’s	house,	where	you	loved	visiting	when	you	were	in	Jerusalem.

When	the	kids	grew	up	we	used	to	meet	at	grandma	Dvora’s	house.	While	we		

were	talking,	Alon,	Guy	and	Pixie	(Aharon)	had	already	devoured	the	Pitas	and	

“Hilbe”	that	grandma	made	for	Shabbat.	Then	you	said:	“enough	with	the	Pitas”		

but	they	went	on	eating,	and	only	when	you	switched	to	English	it	made	them		

stop.	After	that	they	sat	beside	us	on	the	sofa,	their	eyes	fixed	on	the	kitchen	with		

the	special	smell	of	tasty	dishes	turning	their	tummies	upside	down.	So	beautiful	

and	special	your	kids	were.	

Sometimes	we	met	alone	and	of	course	talked	about	the	children,	having	in		

common	our	exaggerated	worries	towards	them.	We	always	wanted	them	in	our		

site.	I	am	so	happy	I	met	you,	I	loved	your	laughter	and	I	loved	your	special		

freckled	face.	You	left	us	so	soon,	and	it	really	hurts	us	every	time	we	think	of	you,	

because	we	miss	you	so	much.	May	you	rest	in	peace.

	 Tikva	Shmaaya	—	Israel



76 77



78 79

	 My	first	memories	of	Pamela	(between	the	years	1942–1947)	include	

attending	tea	parties	with	our	mothers	during	the	war.	I	also	recall	the	short	time		

we	spent	together	at	Granville	Nursery	School	when	we	shared	a	liking	for	two	

cheerful	little	boys	–	Ian	Stoker,	because	he	had	‘a	smiley	face’	and	Winferd	Hicks	

who	was	quite	wild	and	had	an	adorable	disregard	for	authority	and	rules.

First	love	with	all	its	pleasures	and	anguishes	was	a	rich	source	of	amusement.	

Pamela’s	family	moved	to	Oak	End	just	as	we	were	starting	to	notice	‘boys’	and	its	

location	opposite	Sevenoaks	School	for	Boys	offered	many	a	good	opportunity	for	

getting	to	know	them.	These	ranged	through	making	a	charity	collection	at	one		

of	the	school	‘houses’,	pouring	water	onto	the	heads	of	boys	walking	beneath	the	

bathroom	window	overlooking	the	pavement	and	then	ducking	out	of	sight	and,		

of	course,	playing	tennis	on	the	lovely	grass	tennis	court	behind	Oak	End.		

We	also	shared	a	dance	at	Oak	End	when	we	were	17.	Pamela	wore	a	beautiful		

green	and	brown	satin	dress	and	looked	stunning.

Another	memory	is	falling	off	our	bikes	which	had	somehow	got	locked	together	as	

we	rode	through	Sevenoaks	High	Street,	chatting	as	usual.	We	were	pinned	to	the	

road	and	had	to	be	rescued	by	the	fishmonger	whose	shop	was	alongside.	We	were	

both	covered	in	cuts	and	bruises	but	laughing	so	much	that	we	didn’t	notice.

	 Jenny	Medd	—	England
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	 P	(Pam)	and	DD	(me)	became	friends	after	her	parents,	my	parents	and	my	

grandparents	(Gowers)	were	friends,	and	so	when	I	was	born,	and	then	Pam,	it	was	

only	natural	that	we	too	became	friends.	I	used	to	play	at	Pam’s	house	and	recall		

a	large	fridge	or	was	it	a	freezer	where	presumably,	her	mum	made	lovely	orange		

ice	lollies	–	we	liked	them	a	lot!	At	that	time	her	mum	had	been	using	Lentheric	

Tweed	perfume	–	a	very	sophisticated	one	in	it’s	day,	along	with	Elizabeth	Arden’s	

Blue	Grass.	Maybe	she	had	tired	of	it,	I	don’t	know,	but	Pam	was	allowed	to	have		

it	–	so	we	both	used	it	and	thought	we	were	the	height	of	sophistication!

We	used	to	like	to	experiment	with	makeup	–	bought	cheaply	from	Woolworths	up		

in	Sevenoaks	town	–	Betty	Lon	face	powder,	Pond’s	lipstick	–	a	natural	rose	color.		

I	was	not	allowed	to	wear	makeup	right	up	to	leaving	home	really,	but	again	Nanna	

Gower	let	me	–	and	let	me	‘pin	curl’	my	hair.	One	Christmas,	I	think	when	I	was		

about	15,	Pam	sent	me	a	Goya	lipstick,	I	could	not	believe	my	luck!	It	was	bright		

pink	colour	–	beautiful	–	the	best	Christmas	present	that	year,	I	was	over	the	moon!	

So	I	put	it	on,	and	immediately	had	to	take	it	off	–	so	only	wore	it	in	secret!

She	was	my	on	very	special	friend,	at	a	time	when	friendships	were	so	meaningful	

and	sharing,	and	fun	and	confidential	and	all	the	other	things	that	make	you	realize	

how	lucky	we	were	to	have	such	a	friendship	–	especially	so	given	that	we	did	not		

live	close	by	for	most	of	the	time!	Letter	writing	was	the	thing.

	 Diana	Young	—	England
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As	unconventional	as	their	meeting	was,	so	too	was	the	

unconventional	love	affair	that	followed	between	this	

red-haired,	freckled,	British,	politically	correct	woman	and	

this	olive-skinned	Yemenite	man	born	in	Jerusalem	and	

raised	in	an	orthodox	Jewish	family	in	a	country	fraught	

with	conflict.	When	Pam	broached	the	subject	of	marriage	

with	Al,	he	decided	that	at	age	33	he	was	still	too	young	

which	prompted	Pam	to	decide	to	return	sadly	to	London.		

At	this	point,	Pam	was	sharing	a	flat	with	friends,	working		

at	Harrods	and	missing	Al	terribly.

Back	in	Toronto,	some	months	later,	after	consuming	an	

entire	bottle	of	Tia	Maria,	Al	called	Pam	and	proposed.	She	

returned	to	Toronto	and	in	August	1968,	they	were	married	

in	the	home	of	good	friends	with	Pam’s	mom	in	attendance.

In	quick	succession,	Pam	and	Al	became	parents	to	Alon	

(1969),	Guy	(1970)	and	Aharon	(1971).	With	the	boys	aged	

three,	two	and	one,	Pam	and	Al	left	Canada	in	March	1972		

to	make	Israel	their	home	…	in	the	middle	of	the	desert	…	in		

a	new	small	town	called	Arad	in	which	many	new	English	

speaking	immigrants	had	chosen	to	live.	To	suggest	that		

this	move	was	difficult	for	Pam	is	truly	an	understatement.	

Here	she	was	in	a	country	where	everything	was	unfamiliar,	

the	landscape,	the	language,	the	customs,	the	behavior,		

and	the	ever	presence	of	danger	from	neighbouring	Arab	

countries.	To	her	incredible	credit,	she	learned	the	language,	

became	familiar	with	the	customs	and	though	she	didn’t	

adopt	the	me	first	behaviour,	she	learned	to	live	with	it	and	

even	find	humour	in	it.

She	was	a	stay	at	home	devoted	mother	whose	sole	focus	was	

to	do	everything	possible	to	keep	her	boys	safe,	healthy	and	

engaged	in	all	aspects	of	life:	sports,	books,	art,	music,	etc.

In	time,	the	family	moved	to	Ra’anana	which	compared	to	

Arad,	was	a	bustling	metropolis	about	a	forty	five	minute	

drive	from	Tel	Aviv.	The	move,	motivated	by	a	new	position	

for	Al,	gave	Pam	the	opportunity	to	study	art	at	The	Avni	

School	which	she	did	for	three	years.	She	loved	painting	and	

created	a	studio	space	for	herself	in	their	Ra’anana	home.		

All	the	while,	she	continued	to	shower	her	boys	with	

attention	and	love.

Al	had	started	a	partnered	business	in	1977	which	was	

severely	affected	by	the	downturn	in	the	economy	in	1985.		

As	their	financial	situation	deteriorated,	the	decision	to	start	

anew	in	Toronto	was	made.	Once	again,	Pam	found	herself	

packing,	saying	goodbye	and	starting	over	again,	in	the	now	

unfamiliar,	once	home,	Toronto.	For	the	boys	in	particular,	

this	move	made	when	they	were	in	their	teens	was	especially	

difficult	and	Pam	redoubled	her	efforts	to	make	the	boys	feel	

secure,	safe,	loved	and	cared	for.	To	aid	in	the	adjustment,	a	

dog,	Rascal,	was	brought	into	the	family	fold	which	resulted	

in	more	than	anything	else,	total	chaos.

Pam	renewed	her	nursing	diploma	and	began	working		

as	a	medical	secretary	to	help	the	family	as	Al	studied	and	

completed	the	requirements	for	a	life	insurance	agent.

Life	for	Pam	and	her	family	finally	took	the	turn	that	began	

with	risk,	hope	and	plenty	of	hard	work	and	resulted	in	

financial	success.	Pita	Break,	begun	in	1996	by	Al	and	Alon	as	

a	small	sandwich	shop	on	Yonge	Street	in	Toronto	blossomed	

into	a	pita	bakery	to	which	Pam	contributed	in	the	beginning	

by	keeping	the	washrooms	clean	and	making	pita	deliveries.

Aharon, Alon, Pam, Guy and Al 
Arad 1972

Pam in the Pita Break factory 
Toronto 2002

Rosie, Kathleen, Richard and Pam 
England 1993

Pamela	Elizabeth	Hawkes	was	born	breech	July	31,1942.		

She	was	presumed	dead	and	placed	in	a	sink	while	medical	

staff	worked	on	her	mother,	Kathleen	Anne.	Pam	must	have	

somehow	conveyed,	“Sorry,	….	I’m	alive”	after	which	she	was	

retrieved	from	the	sink	and	flourished	for	the	next	70	years.

Her	mom	was	a	loving	force,	a	humourous	woman	who	

enjoyed	being	the	center	of	attention	and	took	on	the	role		

of	disciplinarian	to	Pamela	and	her	younger	siblings	Richard	

and	Rosie	(Rosemary).	Her	dad,	Leslie	Alfred	George,	was	a	

loving	and	beloved,	kind	and	gentle	man	who	died	suddenly	

at	his	office	desk	when	Pam	was	only	twenty	years	old.

Dying	suddenly	seems	to	be	a	bit	of	a	sad	family	tradition.	

Pam’s	mother,	in	robust	health,	died	at	the	age	of	84	after		

her	weekly	hair	appointment	followed	by	her	weekly	lunch	

with	friends	and	weekly	grocery	shopping	trip.	It	was	while	

she	was	loading	groceries	into	her	car	that	she	suddenly	

collapsed	and	died.	Pam,	true	to	character,	never	wanted		

to	bother	anyone	and	if	she	could,	would	definitely	have	

said	“I’m	so	sorry	for	the	inconvenience	of	dying	suddenly	

and	upsetting	everyone’s	plans”.

As	a	child,	Pam	lived	at	home	with	her	family	in	Sevenoaks,	

Kent,	England,	a	lovely	town	just	25	miles	from	London.		

A	particularly	special	feature	of	Sevenoaks	was	a	beautiful	

large	park	called	Knole	Park	just	steps	from	Pam’s	home.	

Knole	Park	may	have	ignited	a	life	long	passion	in	Pam	as	an	

avid	gardener	who	loved	nature	and	noticed	every	different	

shade	of	colour	and	texture	in	fields	and	forests	wherever		

she	happened	to	be	and	reflected	this	attention	to	colour	and	

texture	in	her	various	painting	styles.

Growing	up,	Pam	enjoyed	a	variety	of	sports,	(especially	

lacrosse	and	tennis),	reading,	nature	study	and	of	course,		

art.	In	a	junior	school	film,	originally	made	in	1949,	Pam	

appears	at	her	desk	with	a	paintbrush	in	her	hand	and	her	

painting	propped	up	in	front	of	her.	Reading	remained		

a	constant	source	of	pleasure	throughout	her	life	but	art		

was	the	passion	in	her	life	and	her	studio	a	place	of	refuge,	

peace,	contentment,	timelessness	and	endless	creativity.

The	senior	school	that	Pam	attended	focused	not	on	rules		

but	on	The	Code	of	Courtesy	which	meant	that	one	must	

always	consider	others	before	oneself.	Pam	took	to	this		

code	like	a	duck	to	water	and	this	code	remained	as	her	

lifelong	road	map	wherever	life	took	her	and	no	matter		

the	circumstances.	In	time,	The	Code	of	Courtesy	became	

a	source	of	great	laughter	and	Pam’s	laugh	was	sweet	and	

music	to	one’s	ears.

As	a	young	adult,	Pam	trained	for	three	years	as	a	nurse	at	

Guy’s	Hospital	in	London	and	graduated	in	1964	as	a	State	

Registered	Nurse	(S.R.N.).	Two	years	later,	in	May	of	1966,	

with	two	girlfriends,	Pam	sailed	to	Canada	and	started	

nursing	in	Toronto.	

As	luck	would	have	it,	four	months	after	arriving	in	Toronto,	

Pam	and	her	future	husband	Al	(Yehiel)	met	under	unusual	

circumstances.	Pam	and	her	friends	were	looking	for	

furniture	and	Al	had	Salvation	Army	furniture	that	he	was	

looking	to	give	away.	Through	a	mutual	friend,	Eddy,	the	two	

met.	Not	only	did	Pam	and	her	friends	receive	free	furniture	

but	they	also	received	free	delivery	of	the	furniture.	Al	and	a	

good	friend,	Tzion,	rented	a	truck,	loaded	the	furniture,	drove	

to	Pam’s	apartment	and	unloaded	the	furniture.	As	payment,	

Al	and	Tzion	were	invited	for	dinner.	

Biography	Pamela	Ozery	

Pam with her friends Patsy, Kathy and Paddy
1964

Pam as a nurse  
Guy’s Hospital London 1961–  64

Pam, Rosie, Kathleen, Richard and Leslie  
Brighton 1954
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The	house	at	Oak	End	was	on	the	top	end	of	the	town	with	a	

huge	garden	with	a	grass	tennis	court	and	a	paddock	with	

ponies	in	it	at	the	back.	There	was	a	swing	which	our	parents	

hung	from	a	large	tree	in	that	paddock	and	we	used	to	swing	

high	and	low	out	there.	We	also	had	a	very	large	greenhouse	

in	the	garden	in	which	our	parents	grew	the	most	wonderful,	

tasty	tomatoes.	Attached	to	this	greenhouse	were	two	

grapevines	in	their	own	separate	greenhouse.	These	were	

amazing	plants	–	one	bore	white	grapes	and	the	other	black	

grapes.	In	the	summer	time	we	used	to	pick	large,	juicy	

bunches	of	grapes	and	gobble	them	down	eagerly,	along	with	

the	red,	ripe,	juicy	tomatoes	straight	from	the	plant.	I	can	

remember	we	used	to	take	the	tea	dregs	from	the	teapot	and	

pour	them	over	the	roots	of	the	grapes,	the	roots	were	

outside	and	were	threaded	through	a	hole	in	the	wall	so	

there	was	a	lot	of	room	for	growth	of	the	roots.	These	tea	

dregs	were	meant	to	be	good	for	the	growth	of	the	

grapevines!	

There	was	a	large	Rose	Garden	to	one	side	of	the	house	which	

was	beautiful	in	the	summer	when	the	blooms	were	at	their	

best.	Along	one	side	of	this	rose	garden	there	was	a	brick	

built	bonfire	where	Pam,	Richard	and	myself	would	wrap	

potatoes	in	foil	and	bury	them	in	the	ashes	to	cook,	usually	

on	November	5th	–	bonfire	night.

Pamela	had	a	canary	called	Stephen	–	in	addition	to	his	lovely	

yellow	plumage,	he	also	had	one	feather	that	stood	upright	

on	the	top	of	his	head.	He	lived	in	the	kitchen	and	we	used	to	

cover	him	over	with	a	tea	towel	at	night	to	stop	him	singing.

In	the	hall	there	was	a	huge	inglenook	fireplace	which	you	

could	actually	sit	inside.	I	don’t	think	an	open	fire	was	ever	

used	there,	by	us.	One	year	on	New	Year’s	Eve,	our	parents	

held	a	New	Years	Eve	party.	As	the	clock	neared	midnight	

there	was	a	knock	at	the	door	and	there	was	a	chimneysweep	

all	covered	in	soot	with	his	brushes	slung	over	his	back.	My	

mother	invited	him	in	to	join	us	–	apparently	it	is	lucky		

to	have	a	chimney	sweep	in	your	house	over	New	Year	and	

our	mother	had	set	this	whole	thing	up	for	him	to	arrive	at		

the	appropriate	moment	(and	of	course	pay	him	I	expect)!

The	main	sitting	room	was	also	large	with	sash	windows	

from	floor	to	ceiling,	one	of	these	windows	opened	up	as	a	

door	out	onto	a	long	veranda	which	ran	the	whole	width	of	

the	house.	At	one	end	of	this	veranda	there	was	a	beautiful,	

bushy	mimosa	tree	with	wonderful	perfume.	There	was		

a	baby	grand	piano	in	the	corner	of	the	room	and	I	can	

remember	Pam	sitting	down	there	and	playing	….	She	was	

quite	a	good	pianist	–	sometimes	I	would	try	to	play	a	duet	

with	her.	I	remember	one	of	her	favourite	tunes	was	from		

the	ballet	Coppelia	by	Leo	Delibes	and	she	also	played	

Für	Elise	by	Beethoven.

Text	by	Rosie	Mitchell

The	house	at	Oak	End	(1959	–1967)

With	this	success	came	the	opportunity	for	Pam	to	retire	and	

spend	time	almost	daily	doing	tai	chi,	swimming	laps	and/or	

painting	in	the	studio	that	was	created	for	her	in	the	bakery	

building.	Retirement	also	gave	her	the	opportunity	to	shower	

the	five	grandchildren	she	now	had	with	the	same	love,	

devotion,	attention	and	creativity	that	her	boys	had	enjoyed.	

Unfortunately,	this	involved	travel	since	three	grand-

children,	Yahli,	Maor	and	Maya,	(Alon	and	Hadas’s)	resided		

in	Toronto	and	the	other	two,	Adam	and	Mori,	(Aharon		

and	Shira’s)	either	in	Israel	or	of	late,	in	Berlin.

Friends	and	family	were	spread	throughout	the	world	in	

England,	Germany,	Israel,	and	Canada	and	Pam	really	did	

become	the	Wandering	Jew	as	she	and	Al	travelled	back	and	

forth	staying	in	touch	with	everyone.	When	travel	was	not	

possible,	she	relied	on	Skype	to	stay	in	daily	touch	with	her	

sister	in	England	and	with	her	artist	son	Aharon	and	his	

family	in	Berlin.	Back	in	Toronto,	Pam	maintained	almost	

daily	contact	with	Alon,	Hadas,	Guy	and	Yoona	and	her	local	

family	and	friends.

For	her	70th	birthday,	Pam	wanted	one	thing	and	one	thing	

only	and	that	was	to	spend	a	week	in	a	special	place	with		

all	of	her	family	around	her.	Her	wish	came	true	and	she	

spent	one	of	her	most	memorable	and	joyful	weeks	ever	in	

Crete	with	Al,	her	children,	grandchildren,	sibs	and	their	

partners,	and	a	number	of	nephews	and	nieces.	Pam’s	days	

were	filled	with	sun	and	sand,	love	and	laughter,	gourmet	

meals	served	on	the	upper	terrace	under	star-filled	skies,	

hugs	and	kisses	and	peace	and	contentment.	Pictures	taken	

at	that	time	show	Pam’s	eyes	shining	with	delight	and		

her	face	glowing	with	immeasurable	joy.	And	that	is	how		

she	is	remembered.

On	December	6	th,	2012,	four	months	after	her	70	th	birthday,	

Pam	died	suddenly	and	without	any	warning.	She	went	the	

way	she	chose	to	live,	not	bothering	anyone,	just	quietly	gone.

When	her	family	went	through	her	studio,	they	found	vast	

numbers	of	paintings,	each	reflecting	a	different	time	in	her	

life,	a	different	perspective	on	her	life,	a	different	emotion		

in	her	life.	Many,	if	not	most	of	those	pictures	are	now	in	this	

book,	a	testimony	to	her	artistic	gift	and	to	the	deep	love	she	

generated	in	so	many	people.

Her	brushes	sit	untouched	….	no	more	to	paint	with	her	

hand.	Her	love	carries	on	from	one	generation	to	another,	

unblemished,	pure	and	dearly	missed.

Text	by	Nancy	Peressotti

Pam with her grandchildren Yahli,  
Maor, Adam, Maya and Mori

Guy, Aharon and Alon Al and Pam 
Crete 2012
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