
“I never stop trying” – that is what Beverley would
like written on her tombstone.  Her motto for life and
truthfully after you hear her difficult story, that prob-
lems that have befallen her and nevertheless, de-
spite all, she has managed to stand against all odds,
with courage and spirit, never losing her optimism
and belief; you yourselves will come to believe that
Beverley, indeed, has never stopped trying!
Leichtag (49), divorced with four, was born in London to a
modern orthodox family that became more religious over
the years, until at the age of 19 her parents decided to
introduce her to an ultra – orthodox man, an accountant,
from France, through an arranged meeting and matchmak-
er.  “Even though” she tells “I was in love with another
young man in Israel, who I had agreed to marry”.

But weren’t you able to persuade your parents?

 “On the eve of the Jewish New Year, they brought the
young Frenchman to London in order for me to meet him.
He was good-looking and tall, but very quiet, too quiet for
me and something didn’t feel right.  I told my parents that I
wasn’t interested, but the young man and his parents,
returned again before the Jewish holiday, The Day of
Atonement and I then understood that my parent’s inten-
tions were serious.  I immediately sent a letter to my
boyfriend in Israel and asked him to come and save me,
but after I didn’t receive any reply from him and unable to

withstand the pressure from my mother any longer, I
agreed to the arrangement” she tells.

Only after 5 years, before her mother died of cancer, did
Beverley’s mother call her and ask for forgiveness.  “Only
when I arrived in Israel and met my ‘young’ man that I had
loved, did I understand that he had in fact telephoned and
written to me, but that my mother had hidden his letters and
told him that I was happy and didn’t want to see him again”.

The young couple went to live in a house bought by her
parents and her husband went to work for an accountancy
firm in London.  “My husband loved me” she tells “but he
had a problem, he was unable to be with a woman inti-
mately easily.  He was extremely shy; he had finished
school at 14, being extremely bright and had been sent to
learn at university, where he consequently had had a
nervous breakdown.  He was frustrated and only wanted
me for himself totally, with no children.  He was always
afraid that I would tell others of his impotency and forbade
me to answer the telephone or open the door to visitors.
When I told him that I had heard of a discreet Doctor that
specialized in his kind of problem, he told me that if I ever
brought up the subject again, he would never forgive me”
she says.

“In truth, he kept me as a prisoner - he would take me and
fetch me from work.  I wasn’t even allowed to go out alone
nor to be in contact with family or friends in person or by
phone” she continues.

She was married in London to an impotent and violent husband – but managed to escape with
four young children, to Israel.  The contractor that promised to build the house of her dreams
disappeared and left her with enormous debts - she managed to pay them all back and started
again from scratch!
Today she is a life coach that gives strength to others, especially women.  Beverley’s story is one
of not ever giving up!

How
Many
Blows?



Even though he was impotent, you still had four
children together!

“In the ten years of marriage that we were together, we had
maybe 10 times sex together.  I can count the times on two
hands.  Four times out of ten, I managed to get pregnant.
After the birth of our first child, our daughter, he was happy
for a while, but after a few months, I fell pregnant again and
he started again to hit me”.

I believed this was my fate!

“The hitting” she says, “began after the first 9 months after
the wedding.  I told a Rabbi of the community, but was told
that I had probably done something wrong and deserved it.
To my mother I could not talk, for it was she who had forced
me into the marriage, besides that she was very ill and
dying of cancer; as to my father, we had never had such
conversations”.

Why didn’t you leave?

“I was a very religious young woman and believed that this
was my fate.  There was an additional problem - his attitude
to religion.  Everyone who knew me, believed that I was
married to a learned man, a Hassid (a Jewish man of ultra
orthodox sect), but in truth he didn’t even pray in the
mornings and did not go to the synagogue on a weekly
basis!  (Generally required by the faith).  When people
asked me where he was that particular day, I would answer
that he had gone to another synagogue instead.  For me, a
very religious woman, that was a real embarrassment.
Also on Friday evenings, a family time full of tradition, he
would not come to the table, but preferred to lie in bed.  He
was suffering from depression again.  His father had died
of cancer at that time and he was incapable of working so
consequently was fired from his job”.

“We lived off my dowry, I didn’t even have money of my
own for clothes.  I had two dresses, one I wore, the other I
washed.  Meanwhile he continued to abuse me mentally
and physically – at some point I went to talk to the Rabbi,
he bade my husband to come, but he refused.

During the third pregnancy, he hit me again – this time I just
lost it and threw at him my perfume bottle.  I shouted at him
that he had better never ever lift a finger against me again!
I don’t know from where I suddenly had the courage” she
says.  I did not want anything to happen to the baby.  In
truth, for a short while, he made an effort, but by the birth
of our fourth child, I knew it was time to leave”.

With the influence of her sister, who lived in Israel, Beverley
went to visit a very important spiritualist, a Rabbi of some
renown – who told her that she should divorce her hus-
band.  But upon her return to England, her husband again
attempted reconciliation with promises of better behavior.
“He made an attempt that didn’t last long, he wasn’t a
husband, he was not a friend or a father to the children – I
had no respect for him and when I saw that the children
were afraid of him, I sent him a letter through a lawyer.  I
wrote saying that I gave him 3 months in which to leave the
house and after another 3 months, I was leaving for Israel.
When he opened the letter, he was shocked, he had never
expected me to do that, but at the same time he went and
removed all our funds from the Bank account and told me
that he was going to return to France.  I requested that
before he did that he agreed to sign permission for me to
take the children with me to Israel and in return waved
alimony rights for myself, agreeing only to take the family
home that had been bought by my parents.  Besides this
agreement, he also was to make a request for a Jewish
divorce, but despite all promises he only gave me the
divorce 15 years later!

Members of the immigration office helped me with the
arrangements to move and in April 1986 we all landed in
Tel Aviv, minus my husband.  I was the first woman in the

ultra-orthodox community to have run away from her hus-
band.  It was an enormous embarrassment.  My father who
had by now remarried, family members and friends, were
angry with me; only me sister and brother were for my
actions”.

The builder demanded all the money up front!

She moved to live near her sister, near the community in
Petach Tikva, Israel for 2 years, after that she met a man
and began to live with him.  The community demanded that
he was to leave the house as she was not yet divorced.
Friends stopped speaking and visiting her and her family
would not allow her to visit her niece and nephew.

Even the man she fell in love with had problems, he was in
debt from a previous business venture and on top of that
was secular (non religious).  But he agreed to become an
orthodox man and in time even became fanatical, but this
did not change the situation with her family and friends.

“I have no regrets, for at last I have many albums with
pictures of a couple in love, also the children had an
example of two people living as a couple should and have
good memories of that period till today” she tells.

How did it end?

He began to get too involved in religion and the ultra-
orthodox community of B’nei B’rak (a religious part of the
greater Tel Aviv area) and they encouraged him to treat me
shabbily, without respect.  He became another person, one
that I could not live with, I was unable to be in that movie a
second time, so I asked him to leave”.

Did the community forgive you?

“On the Jewish holiday, the Day of Atonement, I went to the
synagogue to pray and one of the women shouted at me



‘that in a house of worship there was no place for women
like me’.  I went home in shame and on the way through my
wig (a requirement for Jewish orthodox women) into the
garbage and continued on bareheaded.  I decided that I
believed in God, but not in the community.  My feelings
toward religion had changed.

The first time I went in a car on the Sabbath day, I was sure
that lightening would strike me down, but I also knew that I
had received enough hits in my life, that it was my time to
start a new page.  I left Petach Tikva and moved further
north to Rahnana,

There I opened my own matchmaking bureau; it did well
and I too met a new man”.

And here she goes on to say, “opened another sad period
in my life”.  Beverley and her partner, bought two pieces of
land, next to each other and began to build two houses one
for each of them.. The builder, a half Israeli/American, a
smooth talker, promised to build their houses from wood,
brought in from America and demanded all the money up
front.  Beverley paid, but her partner only in part as his
money was still tied up and his building would wait.  In time
the money was not enough and the contractor demanded
more.

The contract had been signed through and with the
builder’s lawyer and when the money ran out, the he
consequently sent her to his own Bank manager who
secured her a mortgage of seventy thousand dollars, that
was paid directly to the builder himself.  At this point, the
contractor stopped building and disappeared.  Only then
did she realize the size of the problem.  The contract she
ha d made with the builder was not in fact with his compa-
ny, but with a body called ‘Beverley’s House’.

The house not only had no electricity or hot water, but the
roof leaked and fell in, the walls had holes in them and she
was now liable to pay all the employees that had been
contracted by the builder to work on her house as the
contract had been with her!  Her relationship with her new
man disintegrated and she found herself facing court
charges and sanctions from all sides for un- paid jobs done
on her house.  She sold her jeep, furniture and possessions
to pay them.  She met with four lawyers, all of whom who
promised to help release her from the debts.  “But they all
said in the end, that it was now too late, that I should have
come to them before I signed the contract with the builder
and his lawyer” she says.

We left just with our clothes!

She began to work at a diamond factory, giving tours to the
public, working as many hours as she could, but after the
court took away sums of money for payment of debts, she
was left with only 600 shekels (seventy pounds) per month
to support herself and her family of four   To her good
fortune, she met kind people on the way; her friends at
work left her bags of food next to her door and when her

son reached the age of 13 (the boy’s coming of age under
Jewish law), her friends at work held a party for him!  Her
boss told her that she should go and learn to become a tour
guide, as she would be able to earn a better income and so
did.  She managed to complete the one and a half year
course, received a license and the right to guide.

There was a period that I contemplated suicide, how
many falls can a person suffer?  One night, my daugh-
ter literally sat next to the door, till the morning, in fear
of my life – I gave myself a year to be depressed and
mourn my home.

But her good fortune did not last long.  “I paid back all the
debts of the house over a two year period, but then came
terrorism and all tourism dried up.  At the same time, the
Bank demanded backlog mortgage payments of 20,000
shekels (two and a half thousand pounds), but she had no
money left to pay.  After some months, the bank decided to
sell the property for a ridiculous amount and she and the
children had to leave their home, almost only with their
clothes.

How does one cope with so much hardship?

“There was a period when I felt suicidal.  How many blows
can a person suffer?”  She goes on to tell.  “One night my
daughter literally sat next to the door till morning, afraid for
my life.  She spoke to me and told me that they could not
manage without me.  The following day she bought me a
notebook and told me to write it all down, as a record and
story of what was happening.  I did and allowed myself a
whole year to mourn the loss of our home.

Since then, we have moved at least 4 times to various
rented apartments and have become very careful and
wary.  I made a decision that my children would not suffer
the consequences of our loss and today they tell that it was
probably the best thing that ever happened to us, as they
have all come out of the experience strong and unafraid”.

With no guiding work, Beverley decided to teach Business
English in a school of languages, teaching both spoken
and written English.  Today she teaches in banks, hi tech,
business people private and in groups.  In 2001, after 15
years, she finally received her (Jewish) divorce.

Today, after having completed a course in Life Coaching,
she had decided to change her path and help others,
especially women and couples.  “I learnt in a special project
of Life Coaching, what it means to coach others.  It is to
give encouragement and strength.

I made it, but paid in blood to be the person that I am today.
I still get emotional when someone tells me that I have
helped them change their lives, God gave me a gift, my
strength and ability to cope and to use this energy to help
others too” she concludes.


