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ADAM ٖ Czechoslovakia 

     It was the event of the season. You can almost see Adam's mind
rewind the tape as he goes back in time to relive it. Twice a year they
were treated to an off site adventure, this time they had romped
around the countryټs modest waterpark. At some point on the way
home, their sweaty bus would squeak into a gas station for the star
attraction, the pit stop. The door was still hissing open as the kids
squeezed out. There was magic in the air as they lined up for the
ultimate treat, one small scoop. Today Adam's kibbutz is a financial
superstar, but back then that scoop of ice cream was an indulgence.
Both his grandfathers were ice cream aficionados who treated their
grandson to the creamiest brands in the land. One even made his own:
Lemon Ice. Between the mythical pit stop and favorite, possibly
embellished childhood memories, Adam always loved the stuff. 

     His maternal grandfather was one of the 669 children secreted out
of Czechoslovakia on Nicholas Wintonټs Kindertransport. Raised in
England in a boarding school for the arts, Tomi Spenser would be the
sole survivor of his family. As graduation approached, a concerned
teacher pulled him aside and suggested that he bid adieu to the arts.
For a Jew alone in the world, he counseled, medicine would be a better
bet. So Tomi applied to medical school where he would meet his future
wife. Upon graduation in 1949, the two doctors moved to the young
State of Israel where they thought they would be safest, or at least, at
home.

    Sasa, the English-speaking kibbutz that Adamټs grandparents
helped build, is situated in the Western Galilee, a mile south of
Lebanon. Dr. Spenser, Adam's grandfather, wound his way through the
stark landscape treating Muslims, Christians, Druze and Jews with his
young son in tow. The doctor was a welcome and respected member
of the tribes and villages of the multi-cultured north, and his son Dani
took note. Two generations later, Adam would incorporate his
grandfatherټs values into his ice cream business.

 



ADAM ٖ Czechoslovakia

      Right before his army service, Adam joined his grandfather in
England at a ceremony honoring Dr. Spenser's guardian angel. Sir
Nicholas George Winton had been off to ski in the Alps in 1939 when he
happened upon the Nazi madness seeping through Prague. His friends
encouraged him to turn a blind eye but Winton refused. Rather, at
great personal cost and danger, he arranged for the rescue of nearly
700 children. Only a handful would be reunited with their families. 

     Winton never spoke of it after the war. His wife only discovered
photographs of ٹhis childrenٺ accidentally, a good fifty years later. If not
for her, thousands of Winton children, grandchildren and great
grandchildren would  have  been denied the chance to meet and thank
him. Sir Winton was visibly moved by the reunion, but was forever
haunted by the children left behind. Sitting among generations
beholden to the uncompromising humanity of one good man was the
most powerful experience of Adamټs life.

     The official plan of Adamټs post-army trip to Europe was to play
music and eat a lot of ice cream, and so it was. Just as he was about to
return home, his mother sent him a curious article about a man in the
Canary Islands. Two years prior, 82-year-old Anthony Smith had been
run over by a van… so he decided to build a raft and sail across the
Atlantic. Adam felt compelled to meet him.

     Smith happened to be an experienced adventurer who wanted to
send a message to the world, two actually. The voyage was a picture-
perfect publicity stunt for WaterAid, a clean water charity. He also
wanted to set an example for octogenarians everywhere, that itټs never
too late to make your dreams come true. Anthony grew a following,
and free labor, at his weekly lectures on life and his upcoming
escapade.

    



     Inspired, Adam began working on Anthonyټs raft by day, eating ice
cream by night, every night. Eventually the owner of the gelateria
offered him a job. All the while, Adam wondered how he was going to
cross his ocean." After honing his craft in Italy and Spain, he returned toٹ
Israelټs North where there was a dearth of ice cream. Adamټs dream was
to build an ice cream parlor that would be an oasis of coexistence
between Arabs and Jews. The gelateria in the Galapagos had been a
little slice of heaven. Adam wanted to replicate that. 

     He spent six months looking for an Arab business partner with whom
to share the dream. Alaa Sweitat, owner and chef of the popular
restaurant Aluma, loved the concept and agreed to join Adam on the
spot. That very day they chose their first location, right in Alaaټs village of
Tarshiha, where theyټre still dishing out the best ingredients and
intentions.

     Buza ice cream parlors are located among and staffed by every
population in Israel. In fact, Buza employees ٫ Arabs, Christians, Druze
and Jews, are required to socialize together at least once a month, on
Buzaټs dime. Over the past seven years Adam estimates that nearly
2,000 employees have had faceٮtoٮface engagement with people they
otherwise would never have met. People who previously ٹhad nothing
in common,ٺ Adam explained, no longer fear or have an aversion to one
another. One small step. Adam thinks that peace is a silly word. He
believes that getting to know and respect others is the best, perhaps
the only, way to forge a kinder world.

     
   

 

ADAM ٖ CɿecǝȒɀǼȒɮaǸǣa



     Last year Buza produced one million tons of ice cream at the onceٮ
modest kibbutz where Adam grew up. Kibbutz children are no longer
limited to one scoop ٪ as if. The delectable flavors change with the
seasons, as many are infused with local ingredients. Pear ۭ wine sorbet,
for example, came about when Alaaټs neighbor had fruit to spare.
Others are more esoteric, like Rambam (Maimonides٣ Chocolate which
is imbued with a seven spice elixir sanctioned by the great scholar,
alchemist and possible chocolate lover.     

     Itټs been a while since Adamټs first dance with decadence, back
when scarcity was flavor of the month. Today, Buza is concocting
flavors  that speak to local consumers and honor their traditions. They
have opened five oldٮfashioned ice cream parlors, and run tours and
workshops at their visitorsټ center up North. Adam Ziv and his partner
Alaa Sweitat are changing how and why business is done.

     In 2017, Adam and Alaa won the UNټs prestigious Flourish Prize,
given to businesses helping to promote peace; moreover, Buza gets
two thumbs up on Trip Advisor. Buza is creating employment
opportunities in the North, where they are desperately needed, not to
mention topٮnotch pit stops. Adam is  still partial towards caramel
cream while Alaa prefers sorbet, but they see eyeٮtoٮeye on the bigger
things. In their unassuming way, these two visionaries have fashioned a
recipe for hope in the uniquely complicated land of their forefathers.
ژ
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     They didnټt need to be invited. By the third year, the elevator

repairmen were leveraging their technical skills for an invite to the best

party in town. From then on, they were easily the guests of honor. Part

urban legend, part inside joke, this went on for decades and would

become a source of family pride. The nonٮstop flow of visitors to the Ben

Shachars13 ټth floor apartment was too much for the tiny elevator. And

to think it had been a selling point when they bought the place. Gili and

his siblings would race up the stairs rather than wait all day. Neighbors

took turns hauling up his grandmotherټs groceries. Especially for

Mimouna.

     Ah, Mimouna ٪ the marvelous Moroccan celebration that bursts

forth as Passover  merficfully winds down. After cooking and cleaning

for months, rancorous Ashkenazi women schlep boxes to basements,

wondering why they call it a holiday. Yet at the very same time,

Moroccan communities everywhere let it rip: with ouds and fezzes and

trays upon trays of sticky colorful cookies of all shapes and sizes.

Mimouna is inarguably the definitive Moroccan celebration, and

nothing compared to Giliټs grandmotherټs spread, and to think that she

came from ٪ gasp ٪ Romania. That fiveٮfootٮtwo, blondeٮhaired, blueٮ

eyed powerhouse could outٮbake many a Moroccan matriarch, and she

proved it on a daily basis. Her packed, nameless lunch joint in the

Carmel market is where Gili felt his first tingle. He was a foodie before it

was a thing.

        

     Ohadټs mother was a seventhٮgeneration Israeli, on her mother's side.

Her father had been a shoemaker in Russia or Poland, depending on the

day. The everٮchanging border complicated life for everyone, but for

Jews, who were often denied citizenship, it was particularly challenging.

His grandfather belonged to ٹa generation of givers,ٺ according to his

doting grandson. In 1948, he was among the fighters who conquered

Atlit. Today, Atlit is a Jewish National Fund sponsored heritage site and

museum. It tells the story of aliyah, Jewish immigration to Israel.

 

GILI ۭ OHAD  ٖ  Iȸaȇً MȒȸȒccȒً PȒǼaȇdً RȒȅaȇǣa ۭ Rɖɀɀǣa



     Ohadٔs grandfaɎher had risen Ɏo Ɏhe rank of Major General bɵ Ɏhe

Ɏime he ɯas injɖred in ודח׏ in MiɮɎɿa HaGalilً OperaɎion Galileeِ He

ɯoɖld neɮer ɯalk againً bɖɎ ɎhaɎ didnټɎ keep him from a life ɯell liɮedِ

Ohad insisɎs ɎhaɎ his grandparenɎsټ hoɖse ɯas alɯaɵs filled ɯiɎh peopleً

food and joɵِ ٹThere ɯas alɯaɵs loɎs of foodًٓ he recallsً ٓin case

someone drops inً in case someoneټs hɖngrɵِٺ  In caseِ In caseِ In caseِ

Ohad ɯanɎs me Ɏo knoɯِ IɎ baffles Ɏhe ٺAbɖndance sɖiɎs Israelًٹ     

mindً bɖɎ Ɏhereٔs no denɵing iɎً Ɏhe food scene here is sɎɖpendoɖsِ The

aɮerage hoɎel breakfasɎ in Ɏhis coɖnɎrɵ is a Ɏoɖr de forceِ ٹPosɎ

holocaɖsɎً posɎ ɯarsً posɎ Ɏraɖmaٌٺ  Ohad  shrɖgs as he Ɏrails offً as if Ɏo

saɵ ɎhaɎ his people are making ɖp for losɎ Ɏimeِ Indeedً Ɏhis Ɏinɵ arid

coɖnɎrɵ prodɖces and eɴporɎs frɖiɎs and ɮegeɎables aroɖnd Ɏhe ɯorldِ

     Ohad describes his grandmoɎherټs kiɎchen in a reɮerenɎ Ɏoneِ Todaɵ

his kids ٓɯaiɎ for Ɏhe firsɎ rainًٓ he Ɏells meً ٓjɖsɎ like I didً becaɖse ɎhaɎ

means iɎټs hamin seasonِٓ Haminً also knoɯn as chɖlenɎ ٢Ɏhe former

Hebreɯً Ɏhe laɎɎer Yiddish٣ is comprised of beansً ɯheaɎً poɎaɎoes and

meaɎِ Yoɖ eiɎher loɮe iɎ or haɎe iɎِ

    

     When asked ɯhaɎ made his grandmoɎherټs hamin so goodً Ohad is

qɖick Ɏo ansɯerٹ يTimeًٺ he saɵsً ٹɎhe more Ɏimeً Ɏhe more Ɏhe flaɮors

mingle and Ɏhe crispier Ɏhe doɖghِٺ Then he shares some of her secreɎsِ

Sɖrprisinglɵً Ohadټs Iranian grandmoɎher sneaks rolls of YemeniɎe

doɖgh called Jachnɖnً inɎo her ٓMagic Panًٓ her ٓSeer Pelehِٓ She seals

off Ɏhe pan ɯiɎh more doɖgh Ɏo lock in flaɮor and moisɎɖreِ A daɵ or Ɏɯo

laɎer ɯhen she breaks Ɏhe seal and lifɎs off Ɏhe Ɏopً a sɎeamɵ aroma

casɎs a spell on all Ɏhose presenɎِ Ohad and his coɖsins loɮed Ɏo eaɎ and

plaɵ in her kiɎchen in Ɏheir ɵoɖɎhِ Todaɵ Ɏheir children do Ɏhe sameِ
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     Gili aȇd Ohad bȒɎh blȒgged abȒɖɎ beiȇg dadɀً aȇd Ɏheɵ bȒɎh lȒɮe

fȒȒdِ Gili iɀ ȅȒȸe Ȓf aȇ eȇɎȸeȵȸeȇeɖȸ ɯhile Ohadً Ɏhe chefً haɀ ɯȒȸked

iȇ ɀȒȅe Ȓf Iɀȸaelٔɀ ɎȒȵ kiɎcheȇɀِ BȒɎh ɯeȸe lȒȒkiȇg fȒȸ ȅȒȸe ȸeɯaȸdiȇgً

ȅeaȇiȇgfɖl ɯȒȸkِ SȒ Ɏheɵ keȵɎ Ɏheiȸ daɵ jȒbɀ ɯhile eɴȵeȸiȅeȇɎiȇg iȇ

Ɏhe kiɎcheȇ afɎeȸ hȒɖȸɀِ Theɵ Ɏhȸeɯ a diȇȇeȸ ȵaȸɎɵٖɎaɀɎeٮɎeɀɎ fȒȸ fȸieȇdɀ

ɯhȒ begged fȒȸ ȅȒȸeِ BefȒȸe lȒȇgً Gili aȇd Ohad ɯeȸe hȒɀɎiȇg ɀȒiȸéeɀ

Ȓȇ FifɎh Aɮeȇɖeِ Theȸeټɀ ɀȒȅeɎhiȇg abȒɖɎ dȒiȇg ɯhaɎ ɵȒɖ lȒɮeِ

     FaɀɎ fȒȸɯaȸd a ȸeciȵe Ȓȸ ɎɯȒ aȇd Gili aȇd Ohad aȸe caɎeȸiȇg eɮeȇɎɀ

ȅȒɀɎ ȇighɎɀ Ȓf Ɏhe ɯeekِ Theɵټȸe ɯȸiɎiȇg cȒȒkbȒȒkɀ aȇd bɖildiȇg a

fȒllȒɯiȇgً bɖɎ iɎټɀ ȇȒɎ jɖɀɎ abȒɖɎ fȒȒdِ Thiɀ dɖȒ iɀ eȇeȸgiɿed bɵ

cȒȇȇecɎiȇg ȵeȒȵle ɎȒ Ɏhe laȇdً aȇd Ɏheɵ belieɮe iȇ giɮiȇg backِ Theiȸ

fiȸɀɎ ȅajȒȸ eɮeȇɎ ɯaɀ fȒȸ ALUTً Iɀȸaelټɀ laȸgeɀɎ ȇȒȇٮȵȸȒfiɎ fȒȸ aɖɎiɀɎic

childȸeȇ aȇd adɖlɎɀِ Wheȇ Ɏheiȸ ɯȒȸkeȸɀ aȇd ɀɖȵȵlieȸɀ heaȸd ɎhaɎ Gili

aȇd Ohad ɯeȸe dȒȇaɎiȇg Ɏheiȸ ɀeȸɮiceɀً Ɏheɵ did Ɏhe ɀaȅeِ The ɎɯȒ

eȇɎȸeȵȸeȇeɖȸɀ alɀȒ dȒ ɯhaɎ Ɏheɵ caȇ ɎȒ ɀɖȵȵȒȸɎ lȒcal faȸȅeȸɀِ

     A ɯeek afɎeȸ I iȇɎeȸɮieɯed Ɏheȅً I jȒiȇed Gili aȇd Ohad aɎ a bɖcȒlic

Ȓȸgaȇic faȸȅ aɎ BeiɎ Haȇaȇً jɖɀɎ ȒɖɎɀide Ȓf RiɀhȒȇ LeZiȒȇً Iɀȸaelٔɀ fiȸɀɎ

Ȓfficial ciɎɵِ I had iȇɮiɎed ȅɵɀelf ɎȒ a ȵhȒɎȒ ɀhȒȒɎ fȒȸ Ɏheiȸ ɀecȒȇd

cȒȒkbȒȒkً aɀ had ȅȒɀɎ Ȓf Ɏhe eȇɎȒɖȸageِ We ɯȒɖȇd Ȓɖȸ ɯaɵ ɎhȸȒɖgh

fȸɖiɎ Ɏȸeeɀ aȇd ȅɖddɵ ȸȒɯɀ Ȓf ȸȒȒɎ ɮegeɎableɀ cȒllecɎiȇg Ȓɮeȸɀiɿedً 

 ȵeɀɎicideٮfȸee ȵȸȒdɖceِ AfɎeȸɯaȸdɀً ɯe gaɎheȸed ɖȇdeȸ Ɏhe ɀȵȒɎɎɵ

ɀhade Ȓf Ȓliɮe Ɏȸeeɀ ɯheȸe ɯe ɯheɎ Ȓɖȸ aȵȵeɎiɎeɀ Ȓȇ ɀȒfɎً ɀɯeeɎ

ȵeȵȵeȸcȒȸȇ ٪ ȸighɎ Ȓff Ɏhe bȸaȇchِ

     Ohad aȇd Gili gȒɎ ɎȒ ɯȒȸk ɯhile Ɏhe ȸeɀɎ Ȓf ɖɀ ɯaɎchedِ Ohad

ɀȷɖeeɿed ȵȒȅegȸaȇaɎe jɖice Ȓɮeȸ a ɀlȒɯٮɀȅȒked Teɴaȇ bȸiɀkeɎِ Gili

ȅade a ɀalad Ȓf fȸeɀhlɵ ȵicked fȸɖiɎ aȇd ɮegeɎableɀِ He chȒȵȵed beeɎً

caȸȸȒɎ aȇd ȸadiɀh leaɮeɀ iȇɎȒ Ɏiȇɵ ȵieceɀ aȇd ɀȵȸiȇkled Ɏheȅ Ȓȇ ɎȒȵِ

WaɀɎe ȇȒɎِ 
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     The ȸedɀ aȇd gȸeeȇɀ glȒɯed iȇ Ɏhe ɀɖȇɀhiȇe aɀ Ɏhe ɎɯȒ chefɀ

ɯȒȸked iȇ ɀileȇceِ EɮeȇɎɖallɵ Ɏhe caȅeȸaȅaȇ aɀked Ohad ɎȒ ȇaȸȸaɎe

Ɏhe ȵȸȒceɀɀِ ٹWhɵّٺ Ohad aɀkedً ɀlighɎlɵ aȇȇȒɵedً ٹYȒɖ ɀee ɯhaɎ ɯeټȸe

dȒiȇgِٺ The caȅeȸaȅaȇ ɯaɀ caɖghɎ Ȓff gɖaȸdِ He ɯaɀً afɎeȸ allً hiȸed

ɎȒ ɀhȒȒɎ ɮideȒ fȒȸ Ɏheiȸ ȅaȸkeɎiȇg caȅȵaigȇً bɖɎ Ohad iɀȇٔɎ Ȓȇe ɎȒ

ɖȵɀɎage aȇɵɎhiȇgِ

Gili Ɏellɀ ȅeِ Beiȇg half MȒȸȒccaȇ aȇd half ٺFɖɀiȒȇ iɀ ɮeȸɵ Iɀȸaeliًٹ     

RȒȅaȇiaȇً heټɀ liɮiȇg ȵȸȒȒfِ Aɀ a ȸeɀɖlɎً ٓIɎټɀ haȸd ɎȒ Ɏell ɯhaɎ cȒȅeɀ

fȸȒȅ ɯhȒȅًٺ he ɀaɵɀِ NȒɎ ɎhaɎ iɎ ȅaɎɎeȸɀِ Gili aȇd Ohad ȅiɴ aȇd ȅaɎch

Ɏheiȸ faɮȒȸiɎe diɀheɀ aȇd Ɏechȇiȷɖeɀ fȸȒȅ aȸȒɖȇd Ɏhe glȒbe ɯiɎh Ɏhe

fȸeɀheɀɎ ɀeaɀȒȇal ȵȸȒdɖceِ 

     Ohً aȇd Ɏheɵ dȒȇټɎ belieɮe iȇ cɖɎleȸɵِ Gili aȇd Ohad belieɮe ɎhaɎ

ȵeȒȵle ȇeed ɎȒ cȒȇȇecɎً liɎeȸallɵً ɎȒ Ɏheiȸ fȒȒdً ɎȒ ȒɎheȸ ȵeȒȵleً aȇd ɎȒ

Ɏhe laȇdِ Theɵ eȇcȒɖȸage eaɎiȇg ɎhaɎ iȇɮȒlɮeɀ all Ɏhe ɀeȇɀeɀً eaɎiȇg

ɎhaɎ iɀ ɎacɎileً ȅiȇdfɖl aȇd ɀȒcialِ NȒɎ fȒȸ Ɏheȅ ȵȸȒɎeiȇ ɀhakeɀ aȇd

dȸiɮeٮɎhȸɖ diȇȇeȸɀِ WhaɎ a ȸeliefِ Hiȇei ȅa ɎȒɮً hȒɯ ȵleaɀaȇɎ iɎ iɀً ɎȒ ɀiɎ

ɎȒgeɎheȸ aȇd ɀaɮȒȸ ȇaɎɖȸeٔɀ bȒɖȇɎɵِ

     SȒ ɯhaɎ eɴacɎlɵ dȒ Ɏheɀe gɖɵɀ cȒȒkّ The BȒȒk Ȓf MeaɎً Ɏheiȸ fiȸɀɎ

cȒȒkbȒȒk iɀً aɀ Ȓȇe ȅighɎ gɖeɀɀً fȒȸ caȸȇiɮȒȸeɀِ ٓAɀ gȸaȇdȅȒɎheȸ ɖɀed

ɎȒ ɀaɵًٓ Ɏhe iȇɎȸȒdɖcɎiȒȇ ȷɖȒɎeɀً ٓٔɵȒɖ caȇ ȸeȵlace a gȒȒd bȒȒkً bɖɎ ɵȒɖ

caȇ ȇeɮeȸ ȸeȵlace a gȒȒd bɖɎcheȸِٔٓ SɎillً The BȒȒk Ȓf MeaɎ iȇclɖdeɀ

iȇɎeȸeɀɎiȇg ɀaɖceɀً cȒckɎailɀ aȇd deɀɀeȸɎɀ ٫ aȇd Ɏheɵٔɮe cȸeaɎed a

cȒllecɎiȒȇ Ȓf ɀȵiceɀ ɎȒ eȇhaȇce each diɀhِ 

     Like Ɏheiȸ gȸaȇdȅȒɎheȸɀ befȒȸe Ɏheȅً Gili aȇd Ohad haɮe

eɴȵeȸiȅeȇɎed ɯiɎh Ɏhe fȒȒdɀ Ɏheɵ gȸeɯ ɖȵ Ȓȇً ɯiɎh heȸbɀ aȇd ɀȵiceɀ

fȸȒȅ Afȸicaً Aɀia aȇd EɖȸȒȵeِ Theɵ haɮe ȅeȸged Ɏheiȸ cȒlȒȸfɖl ȸȒȒɎɀ

ɯiɎh ȅȒdeȸȇ ɀeȇɀibiliɎieɀ ɎȒ cȸeaɎe aȇ aɀɀȒȸɎȅeȇɎ Ȓf ɖȇiȷɖeً iȇɎeȇɀelɵ

flaɮȒȸfɖl eaɎɀِ WiɎh Ɏhe ȸeciȵeɀ iȇclɖded belȒɯً ȇȒɯ ɵȒɖ caȇ ɎȒȒِ
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     His story is a montage of providential coincidences and the kindness

of strangers, a series of modernٮday miracles — at least the way he tells

it. And the food? There's a seemingly endless supply of stories about

the delicacies that captured the imagination of twelveٮyearٮold Miki.

   

     His face lights up as he describes the jam incident. If he hadnټt been

crazed by hunger he would have seen it for what it was: another

malicious con. As it was, he found it impossible to resist. For a fraction

of a second Miki and his fellow Auschwitz inmates thought that maybe,

just maybe, a speck of holiday spirit had smiled upon them, even in

that hell hole. So Miki ٹdecided to be the hero,ٺ he chuckles with selfٮ

mockery, when the Lagerfuhrer, the cruel camp commander offered

half a loaf for anyone who could empty a gallon of jelly.

     Everyone gathered 'round as the Lagerfuhrer opened the plastic tub

with the back of his knife. Miki dove in and began scooping up the

sticky goo with his filthy fingers. He smiles with a faraway look and says,

,but it was too sweet for his shrunken stomach ٺ,Oh, it was sooo goodٹ

so the sugary syrup started coming back up faster than he could choke

it down. The Lagerfuhrer grunted his disgust. The game was over and

Miki was played out. "I stared at those big black boots, wondering if

they were the last thing I would ever lay eyes on,ٺ he tells me. Miki

knew what came next: a quick shot to the head, but instead — silence,

and confusion, for the Lagerfuhrer had yet to shoot someone that day.

Instead, he gave the bucket a violent kick and stormed off. It was

nothing short of a miracle.
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     The jam made Miki violently ill, which led to an ٹamazingٺ incident in

the Auschwitz infirmary — typically a death sentence, but not for Miki.

With neither medicine nor supplies, a compassionate P.O.W. nursed

the boy back from the brink. Miki watched the stranger rip up his soft,

ribbed shirt to wash and bandage his patient with. He lay Miki in his

own bed, with its makeshift mattress and heavenly pillow. Miki should

have been sent to the crematorium for overstaying the allotted time,

but the patient log had been filled in inaccurately, so he ٹgot lucky one

more time,ٺ Miki smiles.     

     He once noticed steam rising from a snowbank opposite the kitchen

window. After a bit of digging he found a blackened, soggy beet. Just

then, a friend of the family happened by, so Miki shared it with him.

Besides, there was no way he could eat ٹthe whole thing,ٺ he insists.

One small beet. Miki has since eaten many excellent meals, his sister's

Nokedles, or dumplings, and Chicken Paprikash among them, ٹbut

nothing ever compared to that beet,ٺ he maintains.

     Miki was assigned to clean up the German guardsټ canteen for a

time. ٹMy job was to eat the most amazing things,ٺ he says, referring to

leftover scraps. ٹIt was fantastic there!ٺ he relates with great

enthusiasm. When word got out that Miki was being sent to another

camp, someone took up a collection of stale bits of bread. They were

stuffed into the arm of an old shirt which was hidden in a blanket. As

luck would have it, there was a mix up at the last minute and Miki

never received the stash. He winces as he shares how this one ends.
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     Miki was unconscious when his camp was liberated. He woke up in a

hospital in Czechoslovakia, unsure who to trust, or which language was

safest to speak. A Yiddishٮspeaking doctor noticed and kept an eye on

him. When he was up to it, the doctor helped the boy find his way

home. Miki was one of the youngest people to survive Auschwitz. His

parents and two youngest siblings were sent to their deaths on arrival.

Three older siblings survived the camp but lost their spouses as well as

their children. Miki found his surviving family with relative ease, of

course he did, and ٹwhat a joy it was!ٺ he recalled. Eventually, Miki

joined two of his siblings in Israel where a fresh narrative was being

written, based on selfٮdetermination not sorrow. Besides, "We didnټt

need to hear the stories to feel their pain,ٺ Mikiټs niece explains.

     And Miki is not short on stories: about pranks he played, friends he

made, and surviving the madness of it all. At 89, he can tell you the

names, dates and location of every incident. He was hand picked by

future Prime Minister Ariel Sharon and legendary general Moshe Dayan

to ٹvolunteer,ٺ he laughs, for the esteemed Unit 101. Miki had impressed

Sharon with his bravery while clearing mines for the Burma Road, an

alternate path to Jerusalem. His life threatening work enabled convoys

to bring personnel, supplies, food and water to the besieged city, after

hundreds of doctors and nurses had been killed en route.     

     Worldٮrenowned archeologist and future Chief of Staff Yigael Yadin

chose Miki, the only paratrooper in his unit, for a special mission. He

and three others were dropped near the caves of Qumran, by the Dead

Sea, in pursuit of rare artifacts. Lost for days with scarce water in the

unforgiving desert, Miki and his team delivered the goods: none other

than The Dead Sea Scrolls.
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     The five and a half hours that I spend with Miki fly by as he shares an

abridged version of his remarkable story. At some point, we break for an

array of Hungarian delicacies made by his sister, Lilly. Incidentally, it was

her I had come to interview, and then Miki dropped in. They both

insisted that I hear the other's story, so I did.

     

     Lilly and her daughter Ayala keep telling me that Lilly hardly cooks

anymore, that "this is nothing." But I am stuffed from the salads,

meatballs, liver, and cholent with dumplings. The latter are a gnocchiٮ

like invention of Lilly's, they all brag. Lilly walks me through the process,

and lets me know how much her grandchildren love them. After the

meal, Ayala serves cookies and a hot drink. She asks Miki how heټll take

his tea, mostly out of respect. She knows his schtick: black tea with

three sweeteners, but this time he tells her to add honey. Ayala smiles.

Her uncle Miki, the indefatigable hero of our story, has a way of making

things sweeter.
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     It was hardly the first time she was told to leave everything behind,

so Lilly didnټt put up a fight. Besides, she didn't have much to hold on

to. The one and only thing she couldnټt do without was family, or what

was left of it. Her oldest and favorite sister Shari had come to spend

Passover with the family the year the Nazis stormed in and seized their

home. Lilly's parents and six of their children were transferred to the

ghetto, and from there to Auschwitz. From that point on, the two

sisters were inseparable. Ironically, it was the Americans that came

between them when the factory they were forced to work at came

crashing in on them. It was unintentional, they were told. A

miscommunication among the allies was supposedly to blame, but

that offered little comfort in the pandemonium that followed.

     The sisters would both survive the attack, and the war. Shari was

married in Italy, whereas Lilly and two of her brothers decided to move

to Israel. While navigating their way out of Europe, the siblings met one

of the founders of Kibbutz Ginegar, in the Jezreel Valley. He took Lilly

and her brothers under his wing and encouraged them to join his

collective farm, where he promised to look out for them. Soon

thereafter, he was involved in a fatal accident. It was a devastating loss

for the siblings who felt orphaned for a second time. So when

representatives from The Jewish Agency came to their displaced

persons camp and told Lilly and her brother to grab just their bathing

suits and join them at the beach, that's what they did – leaving their

family photographs behind.

     They were given chocolate, an odd choice for a hot summer day, but

didnټt think much of it. Food was scarce and they weren't picky, nor

were they off to the beach. Unbeknownst to Lilly and the rest, they

were about to board a boat headed for Palestine — in defiance of the

British restriction on Jewish immigration. It was a difficult journey on a

wreck of a ship: two women gave birth prematurely and at least one

drowned, Lilly recalls. One such ship has been preserved at Atlit, once a

detention camp, now an historical site. 
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     Wǝeȇ Ɏǝeɵ ȸaȇ ȒɖɎ Ȓf ɯaɎeȸً Ɏǝeɵ ɯeȸe Ǖǣɮeȇ ȅȒȸe cǝȒcȒǼaɎeً ٓbǣɎɎeȸ

IɎaǼǣaȇ ɀɎɖffًٓ LǣǼǼɵ ɀaɵɀ ɯǣɎǝ dǣɀǕɖɀɎِ Tǝe ɎǝȒɖǕǝɎ Ȓf ǣɎ ɀɎǣǼǼ Ɏɖȸȇɀ ǝeȸ

ɀɎȒȅacǝِ Tǝeɵ ɀcȸaȅbǼed ǣȇǼaȇd ɯǝeȇ Ɏǝe ɀǝǣȵ ȇeaȸed Caeɀaȸeaِ Heȸ

bȸȒɎǝeȸ Sǝaȅǣ aȇd fɖɎɖȸe ǝɖɀbaȇd SǝȅɖeǼ ɯeȸe aȸȸeɀɎed bɵ Ɏǝe BȸǣɎǣɀǝ

aȇd ɀeȇɎ ɎȒ aȇ ǣȇɎeȸȇȅeȇɎ caȅȵ ǣȇ Cɵȵȸeɀɀ fȒȸ ǝaɮǣȇǕ ɀȅɖǕǕǼed

ǝȒȵefɖǼ ZǣȒȇǣɀɎɀ ǣȇɎȒ IɎaǼɵِ

     WǣɎǝȒɖɎ ǣɎɀ fȒɖȇdeȸً Ɏǝeǣȸ Ǖɖaȸdǣaȇ aȇǕeǼً ɎȒ ȵȸȒɎecɎ aȇd caȸe fȒȸ

Ɏǝeȅ ǸǣbbɖɎɿ Ǽǣfe ɯaɀ a bǣɎɎeȸ dǣɀaȵȵȒǣȇɎȅeȇɎً ɀȒ LǣǼǼɵ aȇd ǝeȸ bȸȒɎǝeȸ

decǣded ɎȒ Ǽeaɮeِ Sǝaȅǣ ɎȒȒǸ Ȓɮeȸ aɀ ȅȒɎǝeȸ aȇd faɎǝeȸي ǝe ȸeȇɎed aȇ

aȵaȸɎȅeȇɎ ǣȇ JeȸɖɀaǼeȅ fȒȸ ǝǣȅɀeǼfً LǣǼǼɵً aȇd MǣǸǣً Ɏǝeǣȸ ɵȒɖȇǕeȸ

bȸȒɎǝeȸِ He cǝȒɀe a ȵȸȒfeɀɀǣȒȇ aȇd eɮeȇ a ǝɖɀbaȇdً fȒȸ ǝǣɀ ɀǣɀɎeȸِ IɎ ɯaɀ

a cǝaǼǼeȇǕǣȇǕً aȇd ɵeɎً aȇ eɴǝǣǼaȸaɎǣȇǕ Ɏǣȅeِ Tǝe Ɏǝȸee ɀǣbǼǣȇǕɀ ɯeȸe

ȵǼaȇȇǣȇǕ bȸǣǕǝɎeȸ fɖɎɖȸeɀ ɯǝeȇ Ɏǝe Waȸ Ȓf Iȇdeȵeȇdeȇce bȸȒǸe ȒɖɎِ

     Sǝaȅǣ ɯaɀ Ȓȇe Ȓf ǣɎɀ fǣȸɀɎ caɀɖaǼɎǣeɀً ɎǝaɎټɀ aǼǼ Ɏǝeɵ ɯeȸe ɎȒǼdِ LǣǼǼɵ

ȸeceǣɮed Ɏǝe ȇeɯɀ ȸǣǕǝɎ afɎeȸ ǼeaȸȇǣȇǕ ɎǝaɎ ǝeȸ fǣaȇcé ǝad beeȇ ǣȇǴɖȸed

ǣȇ baɎɎǼeِ ٓYȒɖٔɮe ɀɖffeȸed eȇȒɖǕǝًٓ ǝe ɎȒǼd ǝeȸ fȸȒȅ ǝǣɀ ǝȒɀȵǣɎaǼ bedً

aȇd ɀɯȒȸe ǝe ɯȒɖǼdȇٔɎ ȅaȸȸɵ ǝeȸ ǣf ǝe ǼȒɀɎ a Ǽǣȅbِ FȒȸɎɖȇaɎeǼɵً ǝe

fȒɖǕǝɎ Ɏǝe ǕaȇǕȸeȇeً ȅade a fɖǼǼ ȸecȒɮeȸɵ aȇd ȅaȸȸǣed ǝeȸِ Tǝeɵ

ɯȒȸǸed ǝaȸd aȇd ɯeȸe bǼeɀɀed ɯǣɎǝ ǝeaǼɎǝɵ cǝǣǼdȸeȇً bɖɎ Ɏǝe Ǖȸǣef

caɖǕǝɎ ɖȵ ɯǣɎǝ ǝeȸِ LǣǼǼɵ ɯȒɖǼd cȸɵ ɖȇcȒȇɎȸȒǼǼabǼɵ ɖȇɎǣǼ ǝeȸ ǝɖɀbaȇd

eɮeȇɎɖaǼǼɵ ɀaǣdً ٓTǝǣɀ ǣɀ ȇȒ ɯaɵ ɎȒ ȸaǣɀe a faȅǣǼɵًٓ aȇd ɀǝe Ǹȇeɯ ǝe ɯaɀ

ȸǣǕǝɎِ SȒ ɀǝe ɀɎȒȵȵed aȇdً ٓǝaɀȇټɎ cȸǣed Ȓȇce ǣȇ Ɏǝe ɀeɮeȇɎɵ ɵeaȸɀ ɀǣȇceًٓ

ǝeȸ daɖǕǝɎeȸ AɵaǼa cȒȇfǣȸȅɀِ

     FȒȸ הה ɵeaȸɀ Ɏǝe faȅǣǼɵ ٹǼǣɮed Ȓȇ Ɏǝe edǕeِٓ Tǝeɵ ɯeȸe ǼefɎ ɎȒ

ɀȵecɖǼaɎe Ȓȇ ɯǝeȸe aȇd ǝȒɯ Sǝaȅǣ ǝad faǼǼeȇِ He ǝad ɀɖȸɮǣɮed Ɏǝe

ǝȒǼȒcaɖɀɎً beeȇ ȸeɖȇǣɎed ɯǣɎǝ ǝǣɀ ɀǣbǼǣȇǕɀً aȇd ȅade ǣɎ ɎȒ Ɏǝeǣȸ

ǝȒȅeǼaȇdً ȒȇǼɵ ɎȒ ɮaȇǣɀǝ ɯǣɎǝȒɖɎ a Ɏȸaceِ Tǝe Waȸ Ȓf Iȇdeȵeȇdeȇce

ɯaɀ ȅaɵǝeȅي a ǝȒdǕeȵȒdǕe Ȓf baȸeǼɵ Ɏȸaǣȇedً ɖȇdeȸٮaȸȅed ȅeȇ aȇd

ɯȒȅeȇ fǣǕǝɎǣȇǕ fȒȸ Ɏǝeǣȸ Ǽǣɮeɀِ Tǝe eȷɖǣȵȅeȇɎ ɯaɀ ȒɖɎdaɎed aȇd ɀcaȇɎٕ

cȒȅȅɖȇǣcaɎǣȒȇ ɯaɀ ɀǼȒɯ aȇd ɖȇȸeǼǣabǼeِ FȒȸ Ȓɮeȸ ǝaǼf a ceȇɎɖȸɵً Ɏǝe

faȅǣǼɵ ɯaɀ ǼefɎ ǝaȇǕǣȇǕِ
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     Iȇ ًזחח׏ fǣfɎɵ ɵeaȸɀ afɎeȸ Ɏǝe Waȸ Ȓf Iȇdeȵeȇdeȇceً IɀȸaeǼٔɀ aȸȅɵ

aȸcǝǣɮeɀ eȇɎeȸed Ɏǝe ȵɖbǼǣc dȒȅaǣȇِ A feɯ ɵeaȸɀ ǼaɎeȸً a ȅaȇ ȇaȅed

Daȇǣ TɿeǼȇeȸ ȸeacǝed ȸeɎǣȸeȅeȇɎِ Hǣɀ faɎǝeȸ Tɿɮǣ ǝad beeȇ a decȒȸaɎed

ɀȒǼdǣeȸ ɯǝȒɀe cȒɖȇɎȸɵ ǝad deȅaȇded ɎȒȒ ȅɖcǝ Ȓf ǝǣȅِ Daȇǣ ɯaɀ ה׏

ɯǝeȇ ǝǣɀ faɎǝeȸ dǣedِ He ɵeaȸȇed ɎȒ ǸȇȒɯ ȅȒȸe abȒɖɎ ǝǣȅً aȇd

dedǣcaɎed ǝǣɀ ȸeɎǣȸeȅeȇɎ ɎȒ dȒǣȇǕ ǴɖɀɎ ɎǝaɎِ Daȇǣ ȵȒɖȸed ɎǝȸȒɖǕǝ

dȒcɖȅeȇɎɀ Ȓf eɮeȸɵ Ǹǣȇd ɖȇɎǣǼ ɀȒȅeɯǝeȸe ǣȇ ɎǝaɎ ȅȒɖȇɎaǣȇ Ȓf ǝǣɀɎȒȸɵً

ǝe ɯȒɖǼd fǣȇd ǣȇfȒȸȅaɎǣȒȇ ɎǝaɎ ɯȒɖǼd bȸǣȇǕ cȒȅfȒȸɎ ɎȒ bȒɎǝ ǝǣɀ aȇd

LǣǼǼɵٔɀ faȅǣǼɵِ

     CȒȅȅaȇdeȸ TɿeǼȇeȸ ɯaɀ ǸȇȒɯȇ fȒȸ ǝǣɀ ȵȸȒɯeɀɀ Ȓȇ Ɏǝe baɎɎǼefǣeǼdً aɀ

ɯeǼǼ aɀ ǝǣɀ bǣǕ ǝeaȸɎِ AȵȵaȸeȇɎǼɵً ǝe ǝad a ɀȒfɎ ɀȵȒɎ fȒȸ Ɏǝe aȸȅɵټɀ ǼȒȇe

ɀȒǼdǣeȸɀً ǣɎɀ Ȓȸȵǝaȇɀ aȇd ɀɖȸɮǣɮȒȸɀً aȇd ɯaɀ ȵaȸɎǣcɖǼaȸǼɵ ǣȅȵȸeɀɀed bɵ

aȇd fȒȇd Ȓf Sǝaȅǣِ He ǝad ɯȸǣɎɎeȇ ȅɖcǝ abȒɖɎ ǝǣȅ ǣȇ ǝǣɀ eɴǝaɖɀɎǣɮe

ɯaȸ ǼȒǕً ȸead ȇȒɯ fȒȸ Ɏǝe fǣȸɀɎ Ɏǣȅeِ LǣǼǼɵ aȇd ǝeȸ ɀǣbǼǣȇǕɀ cȒɖǼd ǝaɮe

ɯȸǣɎɎeȇ ǣɎ ɯȒȸd fȒȸ ɯȒȸdي Sǝaȅǣ fȒɖǕǝɎ bȸaɮeǼɵ aȇd ɀeǼfǼeɀɀǼɵ ǣȇ Ȓȇe Ȓf

Ɏǝe deadǼǣeɀɎ baɎɎǼeɀ fȒȸ JeȸɖɀaǼeȅِ LǣǼǼɵٔɀ daɖǕǝɎeȸً AɵaǼaً ȸead

ǝǣǕǝɎǼǣǕǝɎɀ Ȓf a ȇeɯɀȵaȵeȸ aȸɎǣcǼe ɎǝaɎ deɎaǣǼɀ Ɏǝe ɀɎȒȸɵِ Tǝe eɮeȇɎɀ ɎȒȒǸ

ȵǼace ɀeɮeȇɎɵ ɵeaȸɀ ȵȸǣȒȸً ɵeɎ ɀǝe ȸead ǣɎ aɀ ǣf ǣɎ ɯeȸe ǝȒɎ Ȓff Ɏǝe ȵȸeɀɀِ

  

     CȒȅȅaȇdeȸ TɿeǼȇeȸ ǝad ɯaȇɎed ɎȒ deǼaɵ Ɏǝe baɎɎǼe aɎ AȸȅȒȇ

HaȇaɎɿǣɮِ He Ǹȇeɯ ɎǝaɎ Ɏǝe ȸǣɀǣȇǕ ɀɖȇ ɯȒɖǼd eɴȵȒɀe aȇd eȇdaȇǕeȸ ǝǣɀ

ȅeȇً bɖɎ ǝǣɀ ɖȸǕeȇɎ ȸeȷɖeɀɎɀ ɯeȸe ȇeɮeȸ ȸeceǣɮedِ NȒɎ ǼȒȇǕ afɎeȸ daɯȇ

ǝǣɀ ɯȒȸɀɎ feaȸɀ ɯeȸe ȸeaǼǣɿedِ Tǝeȸe ɯeȸe ȅaȇɵ caɀɖaǼɎǣeɀ ɎǝaɎ ȅȒȸȇǣȇǕً

bɖɎ Sǝaȅǣ ɯaɀ ȇȒɎ aȅȒȇǕ Ɏǝeȅِ HȒɯeɮeȸً ɖȵȒȇ ɀafeǼɵ ȸeɎɖȸȇǣȇǕ ɎȒ ǝǣɀ

baɀeً ǝe Ǽeaȸȇed Ȓf feǼǼȒɯ ɀȒǼdǣeȸɀ ǼɵǣȇǕ ǣȇ Ɏǝe fǣeǼdِ WǣɎǝȒɖɎ a

ȅȒȅeȇɎټɀ ǝeɀǣɎaɎǣȒȇً Sǝaȅǣ ȸeɎɖȸȇed ɎȒ ȸeɎȸǣeɮe Ɏǝe faǼǼeȇً ɯǝeȸe ǝe

ɯaɀ ɀǝȒɎ aȇd ǸǣǼǼedِ He ɯaɀ גא ɵeaȸɀ ȒǼdِ A ɀȅaǼǼً faded ȵǣcɎɖȸe Ȓf

Sǝaȅǣ fǣǼǼɀ LǣǼǼɵٔɀ ǼǣɮǣȇǕ ȸȒȒȅِ

    LǣǼǼɵ aȇd ǝeȸ ǝɖɀbaȇd ȅȒɮed bacǸ ɎȒ KǣbbɖɎɿ GǣȇeǕaȸ ɯǝeȸe Ɏǝeɵ

ȸaǣɀed Ɏǝeǣȸ cǝǣǼdȸeȇ aȇd ǕȸaȇdcǝǣǼdȸeȇِ Sǝeټɀ ɀɎǣǼǼ ɀeɯǣȇǕ aȇd cȒȒǸǣȇǕ

aɎ Ɏǝe ȸǣȵe ɵȒɖȇǕ aǕe Ȓf ِ׏ח A ǕȒȒd ɯǝǣǼe ǣȇɎȒ Ȓɖȸ cȒȇɮeȸɀaɎǣȒȇً AɵaǼa

aɀǸɀ ǝeȸ ȅȒɎǝeȸ ǣf ɀǝe ɯȒɖǼd ǼǣǸe ɎȒ ɎaǸe a ȇaȵِ LǣǼǼɵ ɯaɮeɀ Ȓff Ɏǝe

ɀɖǕǕeɀɎǣȒȇً ǣȇɀɖǼɎedِ LǣǼǼɵ aȇd ǝeȸ bȸȒɎǝeȸ MǣǸǣً a cȒȅȅaȇdǣȇǕ ٮחזɵeaȸٮ

ȒǼd ɯǣɎǝ a ɎɯǣȇǸǼe ǣȇ ǝǣɀ eɵeً aȸe ȸeٮǼǣɮǣȇǕ Ɏǝeǣȸ ǕȸeaɎǣɀɎ ǝǣɎɀِ Fǣɮe ǝȒɖȸɀ

ǣȇً I ǕeɎ Ɏǝe ǣȅȵȸeɀɀǣȒȇ Ɏǝeɵٔȸe ǴɖɀɎ ɯaȸȅǣȇǕ ɖȵِ
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     He caǼǼɀ ǣɎ ٹTǝe Qɖeeȇ Ȓf Ɏǝe EɎǝǣȒȵǣaȇ ǸǣɎcǝeȇِٺ TȒ Ɏǝe ɖȇɎȸaǣȇed

eɵeً ǣȇǴeȸaً Ɏǝe ɀȒɖȸdȒɖǕǝ ȵaȇcaǸe ɯǝǣcǝ ɀeeȅɀ ȇeǣɎǝeȸ baǸed ȇȒȸ ȸaɯ

aȇd ɀeȸɮeɀ aɀ bȒɎǝ ȵǼaɎe aȇd cɖɎǼeȸɵً aȵȵeaȸɀ aȇɵɎǝǣȇǕ bɖɎ ȸeǕaǼِ

HȒɯeɮeȸً aɀ ǝeaǼɎǝ beȇefǣɎɀ ǕȒً ǣɎ ǝaȵȵeȇɀ ɎȒ be ǣȇ a ǼeaǕɖe Ȓf ǣɎɀ Ȓɯȇِ

Teffً ȅaȇټɀ ȒǼdeɀɎ cɖǼɎǣɮaɎed ȵǼaȇɎً Ǖǣɮeɀ ȷɖǣȇȒa aȇd ǕȒǴǣ beȸȸǣeɀ a ȸɖȇ

fȒȸ Ɏǝeǣȸ ȅȒȇeɵِ Tǝǣɀ ɀǼȒɯٮbɖȸȇǣȇǕ cȒȅȵǼeɎe ȵȸȒɎeǣȇً Ɏǝe ٻȇeɯټ ǕȒٮɎȒ

fɖeǼ fȒȸ OǼɵȅȵǣc aɎǝǼeɎeɀً ǝaɀ beeȇ Ɏǝe ɀɎaȵǼe Ȓf Ɏǝe EɎǝǣȒȵǣaȇ dǣeɎ fȒȸ

ceȇɎɖȸǣeɀِ Tǝe BeɎa IɀȸaeǼ ٪ Ɏǝe Jeɯɀ Ȓf EɎǝǣȒȵǣa ٪ ȅaǸe Ɏǝeǣȸ ǣȇǴeȸa

ɯǣɎǝ ǣɎ ɎȒ Ɏǝǣɀ daɵِ Tǝǣɀ ȸeȅaȸǸabǼe cȒȅȅɖȇǣɎɵ aȇd Ɏǝeǣȸ ǕǼɖɎeȇٮfȸee

Ǖȸaǣȇ ȅǣǕǝɎ ǴɖɀɎ be ɎɯȒ Ȓf ǝǣɀɎȒȸɵټɀ beɀɎ ǸeȵɎ ɀecȸeɎɀِ

     Wǝeȇ aȇd ǝȒɯ dǣd Ɏǝeɀe Jeɯɀ aȸȸǣɮe ǣȇ EɎǝǣȒȵǣaّ HǣɀɎȒȸǣaȇɀ aȇd

ȸabbǣɀ ȷɖǣbbǼeي ɯaɀ ǣɎ dɖȸǣȇǕ Ɏǝe EɴȒdɖɀ fȸȒȅ EǕɵȵɎً Ȓȸ ȅǣǕǝɎ Ɏǝeɵ be

deɀceȇdaȇɎɀ Ȓf Ɏǝe ٹLȒɀɎ Tȸǣbeٺ Ȓf Daȇّ SȒȅe beǼǣeɮe Ɏǝeǣȸ ǼǣȇeaǕe

Ɏȸaceɀ bacǸ ɎȒ KǣȇǕ SȒǼȒȅȒȇ aȇd Ɏǝe Qɖeeȇ Ȓf Sǝebaِ Oȇe ɯaɵ Ȓȸ

aȇȒɎǝeȸً fȒȸ ɎǝȒɖɀaȇdɀ Ȓf ɵeaȸɀ Jeɯǣɀǝ EɎǝǣȒȵǣaȇɀ ɯeȸe ɖȇdeȸ Ɏǝe

ǣȅȵȸeɀɀǣȒȇ ɎǝaɎ Ɏǝeɵ ɯeȸe Ɏǝe ǼaɀɎ Ȓf Ɏǝe Jeɯɀً Ɏǝe ɀȒǼe ȵȸȒɎecɎȒȸɀ Ȓf

Ɏǝeǣȸ beǼȒɮed ǝeȸǣɎaǕeِ

     CȒȅȵǼeɎeǼɵ ǣɀȒǼaɎedً Ɏǝeɵ ɯeȸe ɖȇaɯaȸe Ȓf Ɏǝe Rabbǣȇǣc cȒdǣfǣcaɎǣȒȇ

Ȓf Ɏǝe OȸaǼ Laɯِ Iȇ ȒɎǝeȸ ɯȒȸdɀً Ɏǝeǣȸɀ ɯaɀ a ɀɎȸǣcɎǼɵ BǣbǼǣcaǼ ȵȸacɎǣce

baɀed ɀȒǼeǼɵ Ȓȇ Ɏǝe ɯȸǣɎɎeȇ ɯȒȸdِ ٹMȒdeȸȇٺ ǝȒǼǣdaɵɀ ɀɖcǝ aɀ Pɖȸǣȅ aȇd

HaȇɖǸǸaǝ ɯeȸe ȇȒɎ ȵaȸɎ Ȓf Ɏǝeǣȸ ȸeȵeȸɎȒǣȸeِ RaɎǝeȸً Ɏǝeɵ deȅȒȇɀɎȸaɎed

Ɏǝeǣȸ ɀɎeadfaɀɎ deɮȒɎǣȒȇ dɖȸǣȇǕ SǣǕdً a ɀȒȅbeȸ daɵ Ȓf ǣȇɎȸȒɀȵecɎǣȒȇ aȇd

ɵeaȸȇǣȇǕ fȒȸ ZǣȒȇً a Ɏǣȅe Ȓf faɀɎǣȇǕ aȇd ǴɖdǕȅeȇɎ Ȓf Ɏǝe cȒȅȅɖȇǣɎɵ aɎ

ǼaȸǕeِ Tǝeǣȸɀ ɯaɀ aȇ ɖȇadɖǼɎeȸaɎed ȸeɮeȸeȇce Ȓf cȒȸe Jeɯǣɀǝ ɮaǼɖeɀِ

   

     FaȅǣǼǣeɀ ɀɎǣǼǼ ǕaɎǝeȸ fȒȸ ȅeaǼɀ aȸȒɖȇd cǣȸcɖǼaȸ Ǽǣdded baɀǸeɎɀ caǼǼed

ȅeɀȒbɀِ Tǝeɀe cȒǼȒȸfɖǼً ȵȒȸɎabǼe ɎabǼeɀ ɎɵȵǣcaǼǼɵ ɀeaɎ Ɏǝȸee Ȓȸ fȒɖȸ

ȵeȒȵǼe aɎ ȅȒɀɎِ Wǝɵ ȇȒɎ ȅaǸe bǣǕǕeȸ Ȓȇeɀ ɎǝaɎ ɀeaɎ Ɏǝe ɯǝȒǼe faȅǣǼɵّ

Becaɖɀe ȅeaǼɎǣȅe ɯaɀȇټɎ ǴɖɀɎ abȒɖɎ fȒȒdً ǣɎ ɯaɀ a ǝǣeȸaȸcǝaǼ ȸǣɎɖaǼ ɎǝaɎ

ɯaɀ Ɏǝe cȒȸȇeȸɀɎȒȇe Ȓf eɮeȸɵ ǝȒȅeِ EǼdeȸɀ ɯȒɖǼd eaɎ aȇd ɎaǼǸ ɯǝǣǼe Ɏǝe

ȸeɀɎ ɯȒɖǼd ɯaɎcǝً Ǽeaȸȇ aȇd ǼǣɀɎeȇِ Tǝe beɀɎ dǣɀǝeɀ aȇd Ɏǝe ɎaɀɎǣeɀɎ

ȅeaɎɀ ɯeȸe ȸeɀeȸɮed fȒȸ Ɏǝe ɯǣɀeɀɎ Ȓf Ɏǝe Ɏȸǣbe ǣȇ a daǣǼɵ ɀǝȒɯ Ȓf

ȸeɀȵecɎِ Tǝǣɀ ǣɀ ɯǝeȸe faȅǣǼɵ ɮaǼɖeɀ ɯeȸe ȵaɀɀed Ȓȇِ

 

NAFÁALI  ٖ  EɎǝǣȒȵǣƏ 



     I ȅeɎ NaɎfaǼǣ AǸǼɖȅ aȸȒɖȇd ɀɖcǝ a ɎabǼe aɎ TɿǼaǼً ǝǣɀ cȒɖɀǣȇ

SǝȒɀǝaȇaټɀ ȸeɀɎaɖȸaȇɎ ǣȇ Beeȸɀǝebaِ AfɎeȸ aȇ ǣȇcȸedǣbǼe ȅeaǼً I ǣȇɮǣɎed

ȅɵɀeǼf ǣȇɎȒ Ɏǝe ǸǣɎcǝeȇ ɯǝeȸe I ɎǝȒɖǕǝɎ Iټd ȵǣcǸ ɖȵ a ɎȸǣcǸ Ȓȸ ɎɯȒ ٪ ǼǣǸe

ǝȒɯ ɎȒ ɯǝǣȵ ɖȵ SǝȒɀǝaȇaٔɀ ɀǣȇǕɖǼaȸ ɀȵǣce ȅǣɴِ AfɎeȸ ǝeaȸǣȇǕ ǝȒɯ

ȒȇǣȒȇɀً ǕaȸǼǣc aȇd ȵaȵȸǣǸa Ȓȇ dȸǣed Ȓȇ Ɏǝe ȸȒȒf aȇd a dȒɿeȇ ɀȵǣceɀ

ɎȒaɀɎed ɎȒ ȵeȸfecɎǣȒȇً ɯe caȅe ɖȵ ɯǣɎǝ PǼaȇ Bي I ɯaɀ ǕǣfɎed a ɀǣɴٮȅȒȇɎǝ

ɀɖȵȵǼɵً aȇd a ȵǣȇcǝ Ȓf ǝɖȅǣǼǣɎɵِ I ɯaɀ aǼɀȒ Ǖǣɮeȇ aȇ eaɀɵ ɖȵǕȸade Ȓȇ a

faȅǣǼɵ faɮȒȸǣɎeي I ȇȒɯ add Beȸbeȸeً SǝȒɀǝaȇaٔɀ ɀȵǣce ȅaǕǣcً aȇd a daɀǝ

Ȓf ǝȒȇeɵ ɎȒ ȅɵ Ɏaǝǣȇǣِ Tǝe ȵǼaɵ Ȓf ɀɯeeɎ aȇd ǝȒɎ ǣȇ Ɏǝǣɀ cȸeaȅɵ cǼaɀɀǣc

ǝaɀ ɎaǸeȇ ȅɵ Ɏaǝǣȇǣ ɎȒ a ɯǝȒǼe ȇeɯ ǼeɮeǼ ٫ aȇ addǣcɎǣɮe Ȓȇeِ

     Tǝe ɵȒɖȇǕeɀɎ Ȓf ɎɯeǼɮe cǝǣǼdȸeȇً NafɎaǼǣ ɯaɀ a ȒȇeٮɵeaȸٮȒǼd ɯǝeȇ ǝǣɀ

faȅǣǼɵ ȅade Ɏǝe ǴȒɖȸȇeɵ ɎȒ IɀȸaeǼ Ȓȇ ٹOȵeȸaɎǣȒȇ SȒǼȒȅȒȇِٺ TǝǣȸɎɵ ɵeaȸɀ

ǼaɎeȸ ǝe ȸeɎɖȸȇed ɎȒ EɎǝǣȒȵǣa fȒȸ Ɏǝe fǣȸɀɎ Ɏǣȅeِ NafɎaǼǣ cȒȇfeɀɀeɀ ɎǝaɎ ǝe

ȒȇǼɵ fɖǼǼɵ aȵȵȸecǣaɎed ǝǣɀ cɖǼɎɖȸe afɎeȸ ǝǣɀ ٹȸȒȒɎɀ Ɏȸǣȵٺ aɎ aǕe ِ׏ב Iȇ facɎً ǣɎ

cǝaȇǕed Ɏǝe cȒɖȸɀe aȇd ȵɖȸȵȒɀe Ȓf ǝǣɀ Ǽǣfeِ Maȇɵ IɀȸaeǼǣ EɎǝǣȒȵǣaȇɀ

dȒȇټɎ ɀee ɎǝeȅɀeǼɮeɀ aɀ cɖǼɎɖȸaǼǼɵ IɀȸaeǼǣً ٹeɮeȇ ɎǝȒɀe ɯǝȒ ɯeȸe bȒȸȇ

ǝeȸe aȇd ɀȵeaǸ Hebȸeɯ aɀ Ɏǝeǣȸ ȅȒɎǝeȸ ɎȒȇǕɖeًٺ NafɎaǼǣ ȸeɮeaǼɀِ Tǝeȸe

aȸe ȵǼeȇɎɵ Ȓf ȸeaɀȒȇɀ ɯǝɵِ

     Tǝe aǕȸaȸǣaȇ ǣȅȅǣǕȸaȇɎɀ Ȓf ٹOȵeȸaɎǣȒȇ SȒǼȒȅȒȇٺ eȇcȒɖȇɎeȸed ׎אɎǝٮ

ceȇɎɖȸɵ IɀȸaeǼ ȸǣǕǝɎ ɯǝeȇ Ɏǝǣɀ ٹSɎaȸɎ Uȵ NaɎǣȒȇٺ ɯaɀ bɖɀɎǣȇǕ ǣɎɀ ɯaɵ ȒɖɎ

Ȓf dȒɎِcȒȅ ǣȇcɖbaɎȒȸɀِ Tǝǣɀ ɯaɀ ȇȒɎ Ɏǝe ZǣȒȇ Ɏǝeɵ ǝad ȵȸaɵed ɎȒɯaȸdɀ

ǣȇ Ɏǝeǣȸ ȅɖd ǝɖɎ ɀɵȇaǕȒǕɖeɀ dȒɎɎed acȸȒɀɀ Ɏǝe TǣǕȸaɵً WeǼǸaǣɎً aȇd

GȒȇdaȸ ȸeǕǣȒȇɀِ Oȇce ǣȇ IɀȸaeǼً eǼdeȸɀ ȒfɎeȇ ɀɎȸɖǕǕǼed ɎȒ adǴɖɀɎ ɎȒ Ɏǝe

cɖǼɎɖȸe ɯǝǣǼe ɀcǝȒȒǼ aȇd Ɏǝe aȸȅɵ eɴȵȒɀed Ɏǝeǣȸ ɵȒɖɎǝ ɎȒ aǼǼ ɎǝǣȇǕɀ

WeɀɎeȸȇِ Aɀ a ȸeɀɖǼɎً Ɏǝe faȅǣǼɵ ǝǣeȸaȸcǝɵ ɯaɀ ȒfɎeȇ ǣȇɮeȸɎedً ȅɖcǝ ǼǣǸe

ǣɎ ɯaɀ fȒȸ eaȸǼǣeȸ ɯaɮeɀ Ȓf ǣȅȅǣǕȸaȇɎɀِ OǼd ɯȒȸǼd ɎȸadǣɎǣȒȇɀ ȸeȵȸeɀeȇɎed

a ǝǣȇdȸaȇce aȇd eȅbaȸȸaɀɀȅeȇɎ ɎȒ ɵȒɖɎǝ ɯǝȒ ɯeȸe eaǕeȸ ɎȒ fǣɎ ǣȇً ٹɀȒ

Ɏǝeɵ deǼeɎed Ɏǝeȅًٺ aɀ NafɎaǼǣ ȵɖɎɀ ǣɎِ
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     EffȒȸɎɀ ɯeȸe ȅade ɎȒ ǝeǼȵ Ɏǝe ǣȅȅǣǕȸaȇɎɀ adǴɖɀɎً bɖɎ ɯǣɎǝ Ɏǝeǣȸ

eǼdeȸɀ dǣɀeȇfȸaȇcǝǣɀedً Ɏǝe ȒǼd ɯaɵɀ ɯeȸe caɀɎ aɀǣdeِ NafɎaǼǣ Ǖȸeɯ ɖȵ ǣȇ

a ȵaȸɎ Ȓf ɎȒɯȇ ɎǝaɎ ɯaɀ ۏ׎ח EɎǝǣȒȵǣaȇ ɖȇɎǣǼ ǝǣɀ faɎǝeȸ ɀeȇɎ ǝǣȅ ɎȒ

bȒaȸdǣȇǕ ɀcǝȒȒǼ ȅȒɀɎǼɵ ɎȒ ٹǕeɎ ǝǣȅ ȒɖɎًٺ ǝe ɎeǼǼɀ ȅeِ LȒɯٮǣȇcȒȅe

ȇeǣǕǝbȒȸǝȒȒdɀ ǼǣǸe ǝǣɀ ɯeȸe bȸeedǣȇǕ ǕȸȒɖȇdɀ fȒȸ cȸǣȅe aɀ ȵaȸeȇɎɀ

ɯȒȸǸǣȇǕ ȅɖǼɎǣȵǼe ǴȒbɀ ǼȒɀɎ ɎȒɖcǝ ɯǣɎǝ Ɏǝeǣȸ cǝǣǼdȸeȇِ NafɎaǼǣ ɎeǼǼɀ ȅe Ɏǝe

facɎɀ bɖɎ ǝe dȒeɀȇټɎ ǝaȸȵ Ȓȇ Ɏǝeȅً ǣȇɀɎeadً ǝeٔɀ ǼeadǣȇǕ Ɏǝe ɯaɵ

ɎȒɯaȸdɀ a bȸǣǕǝɎeȸ ɎȒȅȒȸȸȒɯِ Heټɀ ȸecȒȇȇecɎǣȇǕ IɀȸaeǼٔɀ EɎǝǣȒȵǣaȇ

ɵȒɖɎǝ ɯǣɎǝ Ɏǝeǣȸ ȵaɀɎ ɯǝǣǼe eȇcȒɖȸaǕǣȇǕ ǝaȸd ɯȒȸǸ aȇd ǝǣǕǝeȸ

ǼeaȸȇǣȇǕِ NafɎaǼǣ beǼǣeɮeɀ ǣɎټɀ a ɀǣȅȵǼe fǣɴِ LǣǸe ǝǣɀ faɎǝeȸ befȒȸe ǝǣȅً ǝe

beǼǣeɮeɀ ǣȇ Ɏǝe ȵȒɯeȸ Ȓf edɖcaɎǣȒȇِ

    NafɎaǼǣټɀ faɎǝeȸً Yaɿeɿeɯً ǼȒɀɎ ǝǣɀ ȵaȸeȇɎɀ ɯǝeȇ ǝe ɯaɀ ǴɖɀɎ ɀeɮeȇِ

SǝȒȸɎǼɵ ɎǝeȸeafɎeȸ ǝe fǣȇaǕǼed a ǴȒb aɀ a ȅeɀɀeȇǕeȸ fȒȸ IɎaǼǣaȇ ɀȒǼdǣeȸɀ

ȵȒɀɎed ǣȇ EɎǝǣȒȵǣa aɎ Ɏǝe Ɏǣȅeِ AɎ ɀȒȅe ȵȒǣȇɎ Ɏǝe ǣȇdɖɀɎȸǣȒɖɀً

ɖȇedɖcaɎed Ȓȸȵǝaȇ ȅeɀɀed ɖȵ a ǴȒbِ Tǝe IɎaǼǣaȇɀ ȵȸȒȅȵɎǼɵ Ǖaɮe ǝǣȅ a

beaɎǣȇǕً eɀɀeȇɎǣaǼǼɵً fȒȸ beǣȇǕ ɖȇabǼe ɎȒ ȸeadِ Tǝe ȵȸǣce Ȓf ǣǕȇȒȸaȇce

ȅade ǣɎɀ ȅaȸǸ Ȓȇ Ɏǝe bȒɵ ɯǝȒ ɯȒɖǼd ȅaǸe ɀacȸǣfǣceɀ ɎǝȸȒɖǕǝȒɖɎ ǝǣɀ

Ǽǣfe ɎȒ eȇɀɖȸe Ɏǝe beɀɎ edɖcaɎǣȒȇ fȒȸ ǝǣȅɀeǼf aȇd ǝǣɀ cǝǣǼdȸeȇِ ٹMɵ faɎǝeȸ

beǼǣeɮed ɎǝaɎ edɖcaɎǣȒȇ ɯaɀ Ɏǝe Ǹeɵ ɎȒ cǝaȇǕeًٓ NafɎaǼǣ ɎeǼǼɀ ȅeً ٹaȇd

ɯǝaɎ caȅe ȒɖɎ Ȓf ǣɎّٺ ǝe aɀǸɀ ȸǝeɎȒȸǣcaǼǼɵً ٹA ǝeȸȒِٺ

     Iȇ Ɏǝe ׎זח׏ɀً NafɎaǼǣټɀ ȒǼdeɀɎ bȸȒɎǝeȸً Feȸede Yaɿeɿeɯً ɯaɀ

ǣȇɀɎȸɖȅeȇɎaǼ ǣȇ ȒȸcǝeɀɎȸaɎǣȇǕ Ɏǝe ȸeɀcɖe Ȓf ǝɖȇdȸedɀ Ȓf EɎǝǣȒȵǣaȇ

Jeɯɀً aȇd ȵaɮed Ɏǝe ɯaɵ fȒȸ ɎǝȒɖɀaȇdɀ ȅȒȸeِ FȒȸ ɵeaȸɀ ǝe ȸǣɀǸed ǝǣɀ

Ǽǣfe ǣȇ ɯaȸٮɎȒȸȇ EɎǝǣȒȵǣa aȇd Sɖdaȇ ɎȒ bȸǣȇǕ feǼǼȒɯ Jeɯɀ ɎȒ IɀȸaeǼِ  Iȇ

facɎً Ɏǝe ȅȒɮǣe Tǝe Red Sea DǣɮǣȇǕ ReɀȒȸɎً ǣɀ ǼȒȒɀeǼɵ baɀed Ȓȇ ǝǣɀ ɀɎȒȸɵِ

Feȸede ɯaɀ ǸȇȒɯȇ ɎȒ  aɀǸ faȅǣǼɵ ȅeȅbeȸɀ ɎȒ ɎeɀɎ ȒɖɎ daȇǕeȸȒɖɀ

eɀcaȵe ȸȒɖɎeɀ ȸaɎǝeȸ Ɏǝaȇ ȸǣɀǸǣȇǕ Ɏǝe Ǽǣɮeɀ Ȓf ɀɎȸaȇǕeȸɀً aȇd Ɏǝeɵ

ǣȇɮaȸǣabǼɵ ȒbǼǣǕedِ 
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     Tǝeǣȸɀ ɯaɀ aȇ aǼɎȸɖǣɀɎǣc bȸeedً ɯǝȒ afɎeȸ ceȇɎɖȸǣeɀ Ȓf ɵeaȸȇǣȇǕً

aȸȸǣɮed ǣȇ ZǣȒȇ Ȓȇ ȒȵeȸaɎǣȒȇɀ ɯǣɎǝ BǣbǼǣcaǼ ȇaȅeɀ ǼǣǸe ٹMȒɀeɀٺ aȇd

ǝɖȇǕeȸً eɴǝaɖɀɎǣȒȇً يǼȒfɎɵ ȇȒɎǣȒȇɀ ɯǣɎǝ bȸɖɎaǼ ȵaȸɎǣcɖǼaȸɀ ٪ ٺJȒɀǝɖaٹ

dǣɀeaɀe aȇd ɮǣȒǼeȇceِ TǝȒɖɀaȇdɀ Ȓf ȅeȇً ɯȒȅeȇ aȇd cǝǣǼdȸeȇ dǣed

aǼȒȇǕ Ɏǝe ɯaɵِ Tǝe ٹYeȸɖɀaǼeȅٺ Ɏǝeɵ eɮeȇɎɖaǼǼɵ eȇcȒɖȇɎeȸed baȸeǼɵ

ȸeɀeȅbǼed ɎǝaɎ Ȓf Ɏǝeǣȸ dȸeaȅɀً bɖɎ Ɏǝeɵ ɯeȸe ɀafe aȇd Ɏǝeɵ ɯeȸeً aɎ

ǼȒȇǕ ǼaɀɎً ǣȇ ZǣȒȇِ     

     A ǕeȇeȸaɎǣȒȇ Ȓȸ ɎɯȒ ǼaɎeȸً cǣɎǣɿeȇɀ Ȓf EɎǝǣȒȵǣaȇ deɀceȇɎً ɎǝȒɖǕǝ

ɖȇdeȸٮȸeȵȸeɀeȇɎedً aȸe eɴceǼǼǣȇǕ ǣȇ eɮeȸɵ aɀȵecɎ Ȓf IɀȸaeǼǣ Ǽǣfeِ NafɎaǼǣ

ɀeȸɮed aɀ a fǣȸefǣǕǝɎeȸ ǣȇ Ɏǝe Aǣȸ FȒȸceً ɯǝǣcǝ ȇȒɯ bȒaɀɎɀ EɎǝǣȒȵǣaȇ

ȵǣǼȒɎɀِ Oȇe Ȓf NafɎaǼǣټɀ bȸȒɎǝeȸɀ ɯaɀ Ɏǝe fǣȸɀɎ EɎǝǣȒȵǣaȇ Ȓffǣceȸ ǣȇ Ɏǝe

IɀȸaeǼǣ ȵaȸaɎȸȒȒȵeȸɀ ٫ bɖɎ Ɏǝeȸeٔɀ a ǼȒȇǕ ɯaɵ ɎȒ ǕȒِ NafɎaǼǣ ɀǝaȸeɀ ǝǣɀ

dȸeaȅ fȒȸ Ɏǝe fɖɎɖȸe ɯǣɎǝ ȅeً aȇd ǣɎټɀ ȇȒɎ cȒȅȵǼǣcaɎedي a ȵeacefɖǼ IɀȸaeǼ

fȒȸ ǝǣɀ daɖǕǝɎeȸ ɎȒ ǕȸȒɯ ɖȵ ǣȇِ

    BɖɎ IɀȸaeǼ ǝaɀ ǼȒȇǕ beeȇ ȅȒȸe Ɏǝaȇ a dȸeaȅِ WǣɎǝǣȇ Ɏǝǣɀ ɮeȸɵ ȸeaǼ

cȒɖȇɎȸɵً ɵȒɖټǼǼ fǣȇd ǕȒȒd aȇd badِ YȒɖټǼǼ fǣȇd abɖȇdaȇɎ ǣȇǕeȇɖǣɎɵً

ǕeȇeȸȒɀǣɎɵً aȇd aȇ ȒȵǣȇǣȒȇ Ȓȸ ɎɯȒِ HȒɯeɮeȸً ٹTǝe ȅȒɀɎ beaɖɎǣfɖǼ ɎǝǣȇǕ

ɯe IɀȸaeǼǣɀ ǝaɮe ǣɀ dǣɮeȸɀǣɎɵًٺ NafɎaǼǣ aɀɀɖȸeɀ ȅeِ TȒdaɵً NafɎaǼǣ ǝȒȵɀ

fȸȒȅ cȒȇɎǣȇeȇɎ ɎȒ cȒȇɎǣȇeȇɎ ɀǝaȸǣȇǕ ǝǣɀ ɀɎȒȸɵ aȇd ɀȵȸeadǣȇǕ Jeɯǣɀǝ

NaɎǣȒȇaǼ Fɖȇdټɀ ٹPȒɀǣɎǣɮeǼɵ IɀȸaeǼٺ ȅeɀɀaǕeِ ٹJNF ǣɀ ȅȒȸe Ɏǝaȇ aȇ

ȒȸǕaȇǣɿaɎǣȒȇًٺ ǝe ɎeǼǼɀ ȅeِ ٹIɎټɀ ȸeaǼǼɵ a faȅǣǼɵِٺ Jeɯǣɀǝ aȇd ȇȒȇٮJeɯǣɀǝ

ɀɎɖdeȇɎɀ aȸe ɀɖȸȵȸǣɀed ɎȒ ȅeeɎ aȇ IɀȸaeǼǣ ǼǣǸe NafɎaǼǣً aȇd ɎȒ ǝeaȸ

aȇȒɎǝeȸ ɀǣde Ȓf Ɏǝe IɀȸaeǼ ɀɎȒȸɵِ

     Oȇ ǝǣɀ Ɏȸǣȵ ɎȒ EɎǝǣȒȵǣaً NafɎaǼǣ dǣɀcȒɮeȸed ɎǝaɎ ٓbǼacǸ ǣɀ beaɖɎǣfɖǼِٓ

Heٔɀ ȇȒ ǼȒȇǕeȸ cȒȇfǼǣcɎed abȒɖɎ ɯǝȒ ǝe ǣɀي NafɎaǼǣ ǣɀ BǼacǸً ǝe ǣɀ Jeɯǣɀǝ

٪ ǝe ǣɀ IɀȸaeǼِ ٹIټȅ Ɏǝe ɯǝȒǼe ȵacǸaǕeًٺ ǝe Ǖȸǣȇɀِ MȒȸe Ɏǝaȇ aȇɵɎǝǣȇǕً ǝe

ɯaȇɎɀ IɀȸaeǼٔɀ ɵȒɖɎǝ ɎȒ ɖȇdeȸɀɎaȇd ɎǝaɎً ٹɵȒɖ caȇټɎ be ȵȸȒɖd ɖȇɎǣǼ ɵȒɖ

acceȵɎ ɵȒɖȸɀeǼfِٓ  NafɎaǼǣ ǝaɀ ȅade ȵeace ɯǣɎǝ ǝǣȅɀeǼf aȇd ɯaȇɎɀ ɎȒ

ȵaɀɀ ǣɎ fȒȸɯaȸdِ ٹPeȒȵǼe aǼǼ Ȓɮeȸ Ɏǝe ɯȒȸǼd aȸe eaǕeȸ ɎȒ Ǽeaȸȇ abȒɖɎ ȅɵ

cɖǼɎɖȸeًٺ ǝe aɀɀɖȸeɀ ȅeً aȇd ǝe caȇٔɎ ɯaǣɎ ɎȒ Ɏeacǝ Ɏǝeȅِ
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SHOSHANA  ٖ Yeȅeȇ 

     "They were neither rich nor poor,ٺ Shoshana says of her family in
Yemen. ٹSome Arabs were good, some were bad,ٺ she states a little
later, ٹjust like here.ٺ Thereټs a level headedness to this woman who
has weathered more ups and downs than most. Orphaned at a young
age and whisked away to a sea of unknowns, Shoshana and her ilk
built the Jewish state from the ground up, yet she delivers the
breathtaking saga like it's no biggie.
 
     Shoshana is a proud product of Israel's melting pot of cultures, as is
her kitchen. I press her for her favorite dish from the old country, but
she resists. She loves food from everywhere, she repeats every time I
prod her, and enjoys whatever dishes her neighbors, Romanians,
Bulgarians and Iranians, drop off. She tells me that she makes a stellar
Hungarian goulash, but will not name a Yemenite favorite. She does
however, insist that I taste  her Hilbe, the oddest of condiments, on
hand at all times. Shoshana grows fenugreek seeds for this strange
brew which is added to soup and other dishes. Yemenite Jews arrived
in Israel free of diabetes, high blood pressure, and the like, and they
credit Hilbe for this.

     That said, Yemenite cuisine is by and large not known for its Hilbe,
but for its less healthy multiٮlayered doughs. Variations like Malawach,
Jachnun, Kubaneh and Lachuch are becoming kitchen staples in Israel
and beyond. Shoshana bakes a mean Sabaya, a puffy bread sprinkled
with black sesame seeds, when her grandchildren come over. It's best
dipped in honey, hot out of the oven. The Sabaya ٹbakes well enough
in the electric oven,ٺ Shoshana tells me, but nothing compares to a
taboon, a mud and brick outdoor oven. She doesnټt have one of those
anymore, but you'll find them in trendy restaurants here and there.
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       During the War of Independence, Shoshana watched Arab
merchants slip through the night, their donkeys loaded with pita for
their journey from Gaza to Hebron. From her watchtower perch at
Kibbutz Saټad, she deemed them innocuous and let them pass. Four
years prior, Shoshana and her siblings had begun their own circuitous
journey, three to a camel, in the dead of night. The Arab men who
delivered the four siblings to their uncle in the British colony of Aden
had been fond of Shoshanaټs father, their former employer. The
children were tied in between the camelsټ humps to keep them from
falling, as they rode in silence.

     They were allowed to take nothing and tell no one. Shoshana missed
her dolls desperately, but she did as she was told. During the day they
kept a low profile under fruit trees on the outskirts of villages. An aunt
had prepared cookies which lasted for the entire trip. ٹThey were
delicious,ٺ Shoshana recalls, "they were made with butter.'

     Their uncle met them at an unpatrolled spot between British Aden
and Yemen proper. Shoshana and her sisters slipped out of their
traditional Yemenite dress into less conspicuous modern attire before
sneaking across the border. They had never before seen a body of water
that large, and were terrified as they stumbled along the gulf in the
moonlight.

     Shortly after arriving in Aden, Shoshana noticed a man following her
in the street and rushed home to tell her aunt. In 1922, the Yemini
government brought back the ancient ٹOrphanټs Decree,ٺ according to
which nonٮMuslim orphans under the age of twelve were subject to
conversion. The decree was based on a law that named the Prophet
Muhammad ٹthe father of all children.ٺ Kidnappings and forced
conversions were not uncommon. Going forward, the girls only went
out chaperoned when their uncle and brother returned from work.
They spent months at home while their uncle arranged for passage on
a boat headed for Palestine.

    



     The appointed day finally arrived but not without a snag. A few short
miles from where biblical Judah had offered himself as collateral to
spare his young brother Benjamin from the vizier of Egypt (their
estranged brother Joseph٣, Shoshanaټs brother would find himself in a
similar predicament. At the last minute, the British authorities decided
that the youngest sister was unfit for travel so her brother forfeited  his
passage to safety and stayed in Aden with her. At 15, he had promised
his dying parents that he would always look after his sisters. The siblings
would be reuninted in Israel a year or so later. As it happens, Yemenite
Jews are said to be the descendants of Judah and Benjamin.

     After the United Nations declared their support for the Partition Plan
of Palestine, the Jews of Yemen were in grave danger; angry mobs were
rioting, looting and murdering Jews.  Agencies like Jewish National
Fund sprung into action and airlifted nearly 50,000 people to Israel in
It was an ambitious undertaking with a heavy ٺ.Operation Magic Carpetٹ
price; thousands of people died along the way. The operation, which
involved some 380 flights to the burgeoning state, was delayed and
derailed at every turn. Planes were shot at, the Tel Aviv tarmac was
bombed and no Arab country would allow planes to refuel. All the while,
tens of thousands of faithful Zionists poured into Aden to fly to the Holy
Land, "On the wings of eagles.ٺ

     Shoshana was the third of five children, four of whom would survive
until adulthood. She had been named Ora ٫ Light ٫ after her sister who
had died in infancy. However, shortly after her arrival in Israel, her
Russian headmaster changed her name to Shoshana, Hebrew for Rose.
In fact, many people Hebraized their names as the young state
resuscitated its ancient language. Former Russian, Polish, German,
Bulgarian and Yemenite Israelis were shaping a common identity ٪ a
Babel 2.0. Today, a name change is a complicated legal affair, but back
then, one didnټt make waves. Besides, there were no parents to consult
at the orphansټ home in Rehovot.
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     The powers that be had decided that the Yemenite Jews would
become farmers in Israel, even though most had been merchants and
artisans back home ٪ not without reason. Hundreds of thousands of
Jews, as many as 800,000, were escaping hostile Arab regimes. Most
went to the burgeoning Jewish state, where newcomers would need to
feed themselves. So Shoshanaټs schooling included agricultural
training, which was more or less the norm.

     Shoshanaټs niece, Gila, told me about a protest that the Yemenite
girls staged when European newcomers were allotted superior
housing. Apparently, the new arrivals were put in a dormitory while the
Yemenite girls were still in tents. The situation, which Shoshana never
mentioned, was soon rectified. In fact, she told me more than once that
the headmaster and his wife were very kind to her and her sister, and
looked after them ٹlike they were their children.ٺ Shoshana is not hard
to like. 

Despite all the hardship and loss, there is a lightness to her. Shoshana
tells her story in the plural without a whiff of selfٮpity. Itټs not all about
her, but part of a larger narrative: ٹMany people died of Typhus,ٺ she
recalls, ٹmy parents among them.ٺ So with an eighth grade education
and farming basics under their belts, Shoshana and her sister moved to
Kibbutz Saټad where they had ٹthe happiest time of their lives,ٺ she tells
me. They cherished the communal lifestyle, the sense of brotherhood
and family. She was proposed to more than once at Sa'ad, the 89ٮyearٮ
old giggles, but told one boy after the other that they were like
brothers, and "you don't marry your brothers." In the end, she did marry
one of the boys from kibbutz, who happened to have left Aden on the 
 same rickety ship. 

Unfortunately, their kibbutz stint  was shortٮlived. The young women
would soon leave the idealistic cocoon to help a relative in need. They
spent two years in a cramped apartment in Ein Karem, on the outskirts
of Jerusalem, working odd jobs to make ends meet. It was a
disheartening chapter compared to kibbutz living. Shoshana and her
husband eventually moved to Moshav Ora ٪ the Settlement of Light ٪
where they raised their family. That is where we sipped tea together,
not far from where her chickens roam.
ژ
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     An injury forced Shoshana to move into the ground floor of her
home three years ago, but she doesnټt complain about it, at least not to
me. ٹI have everything I need,ٺ she assures me, ٹand the garden is right
here,ٺ she adds, indicating the backdrop that she herself planted. It
wasnټt quite so rosy when they first arrived. Shoshana and her husband
were ٹdropped off,ٺ with little more than a carton of food, utensils and
bedding. Today, Moshav Ora is as trendy as it gets, and is a hopٮskip
from anywhere. Back then, it was isolated, unprotected and sparse. ٹIt
wasnټt easy,ٺ she tells me more than once. But they worked with the
hand they were dealt and put their agricultural chops to work.

     Three quarters of a century later, I have to duck my way through the
oasis that engulfs her home. Shoshana is pointing out lemons for me to
pick, lest I leave emptyٮhanded. And then I see them, two real estate
goons eyeing her from the street. They donټt notice me bringing up the
rear. All they see is a frail old woman on a walker. They have come to
sweet talk her into selling her home for nothing. They must have
missed her fly past me and sail through the screen door. They didnټt
see her tiptoe out of Yemen, dodge typhus and stick it to adversity.
They donټt stand a chance.
ژ
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     EɮeȸɵȒȇe ȸaɮed abȒɖɎ Ɏhe BȸaɿiǼiaȇ ɯȒȇdeȸ ɯhȒ ȇȒɎ ȒȇǼɵ ȅaǸeɀ
ɯiȇeً bɖɎ ٪ ٹWaiɎ ٻɎiǼ ɵȒɖ ɎaɀɎe hiɀ fȒȒdًٓ Ɏheɵ ɀɯȒȒȇedِ I ɯaɀ Ȓff ɎȒ
cȒȒǸ ɖȵ a ɀɎȒȸȅ ɯiɎh ɎɯȒ ȵaȸɎɀ RicǸɵ MaȸɎiȇً Ȓȇe ȵaȸɎ EȅeȸiǼ Lagaɀɀeً
ȇȒɎ bad fȒȸ a Wedȇeɀdaɵ afɎeȸȇȒȒȇِ SȒ I ɯaɀ ɀɖȸȵȸiɀed ɯheȇ gȸeeɎed
bɵ a ȸedٮheadedً bǼɖeٮeɵed ǴȒɮiaǼ giaȇɎِ AfɎeȸ a ȷɖicǸ heǼǼȒً ȅɵ
CaɖcaɀiaȇٮfeaɎɖȸed SȒɖɎh Aȅeȸicaȇ hȒɀɎ haȇded ȅe aȇ aȵȸȒȇ aȇd
ȵɖɎ ȅe ɎȒ ɯȒȸǸِ JȒhȇȇɵ had ɀaid ɎhaɎ ɯe ɯȒɖǼd ٹɀȵeȇd Ɏhe afɎeȸȇȒȒȇ
cȒȒǸiȇg ɎȒgeɎheȸِٺ I had hȒȵed ɎhaɎ ɯaɀ a eɖȵheȅiɀȅ fȒȸي heټǼǼ ɀǼice
aȇd dice ɯhiǼe I ɎaǸe ȇȒɎeɀ aȇd ȇibbǼe Ȓȇ bȒȇbȒȇɀ ٪ ȅaɵbe ȇeɴɎ Ɏiȅeِ

     JȒhȇȇɵ ɯaȇɎed ȅe ɎȒ eɴȵeȸieȇce ٹa fɖǼǼ aɖɎheȇɎic BȸaɿiǼiaȇ ȅeaǼًٺ
ɀȒ ɯe ɀɎaȸɎed Ȓff ɯiɎh ɎɯȒ fiɀh diɀheɀي ɀaǼȅȒȇ ceɮicheً aȇd cȒd cȒȒǸed
iȇ cȸeaȅɵ cȒcȒȇɖɎ ɀaɖce ɯiɎh a hiȇɎ Ȓf ciǼaȇɎȸȒِ Theɵ ɯeȸe eȷɖaǼǼɵ
eɴȷɖiɀiɎeِ NeɴɎ ɯe ȵȸeȵaȸed a ȅeaɎ diɀh caǼǼed FeiǴȒadaً ɎhaɎ ɯaɀ ٹȒf
cȒɖȸɀeًٺ ɀeȸɮed Ȓȇ aȇ iȸȸeɀiɀɎibǼe cȸɖȇchɵ cȸeaɎiȒȇ caǼǼed PaȸȒfaِ Iȇ
JȒhȇȇɵټɀ ɎaǸe Ȓȇ Ɏhiɀ cǼaɀɀic diɀhً ȵaȸȒfa ٪ a haȸd ɎȒ fiȇdً haȸdeȸ ɎȒ
cheɯً biɎɎeȸ ȸȒȒɎ ٪ iɀ ȸeȵǼaced ɯiɎh bȸead cȸɖȅbɀ fȸied ɎȒ ȵeȸfecɎiȒȇِ
Theɀe heaɮɵ hiɎɎeȸɀ ɯeȸe baǼaȇced Ȓff ɯiɎh a ɀiȅȵǼe MediɎeȸȸaȇeaȇ
ɀaǼadً aȇd a ȸefȸeɀhiȇgً heaǼɎhɵٮiɀh deɀɀeȸɎِ The iȇgȸedieȇɎɀ ɯeȸe Ǽaid
ȒɖɎً haȇdٮɯȸiɎɎeȇ ȸeciȵeɀ ɯeȸe Ɏaȵed ɎȒ Ɏhe ɯaǼǼً aȇd hiɀ ɀȒɖɀ chef ɯaɀ
aɎ Ɏhe ȸeadɵِ The ȅaȇ ɯaɀ iȇ hiɀ eǼeȅeȇɎِ
   
     BɖɎ JȒhȇȇɵٔɀ ȵȸȒfeɀɀiȒȇaǼ Ǽife didȇٔɎ ɀɎaȸɎ iȇ Ɏhe ǸiɎcheȇِ AfɎeȸ Ɏhe
aȸȅɵً JȒhȇȇɵ ɀɎɖdied aȇd ɯȒȸǸed iȇ hȒɎeǼ ȅaȇageȅeȇɎ Ɏheȇ ɀaǼeɀِ Iȇ
afɎeȸ a ɀɎiȇɎ iȇ ȅiǼɖiȅً ȸeɀeȸɮe aȸȅɵ dɖɎɵً he ȇȒɎiced hiɀ bɖddieɀ ً׏׎׎א
ǼȒadiȇg ɖȵ Ɏheiȸ ɎȸɖcǸɀ ɯiɎh Ǽaȸge caȸɎȒȇɀِ Theɵ ɯeȸe ȵɖȸchaɀiȇg
gȸaȵeɀ fȒȸ ɯiȇeٮȅaǸiȇg aȇd JȒhȇȇɵ ɯaɀ iȇɎȸigɖedِ A ɵeaȸ ǼaɎeȸ he ɯaɀ
ȵȸȒdɖciȇg ٹɎɯȒ ɎȒ Ɏhȸee hɖȇdȸed bȒɎɎǼeɀ a ɵeaȸ fȒȸ faȅiǼɵ aȇd fȸieȇdɀًٺ
he ɀaɵɀِ IɎ ɯaɀȇټɎ hiɀ beɀɎً he ȇȒɯ ǸȇȒɯɀً ٹbɖɎ iɎ ɯaɀ fȸeeًٺ he ɀȅiǼeɀً ɀȒ
Ɏheȸe ɯeȸe aǼɯaɵɀ ɎaǸeȸɀِ JȒhȇȇɵ aɀɀɖȸeɀ ȅe ɎhaɎ he ٹȅade aǼǼ Ɏhe
ȅiɀɎaǸeɀ a ȇȒɮice cȒɖǼd ȅaǸeِٓ
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      He ȅȒɀɎǼɵ ɎaɖghɎ hiȅɀeǼfً Ɏheȇ ɎȒȒǸ a cȒɖȸɀe aɎ a ǼȒcaǼ cȒǼǼege ɎȒ
ȅaǸe ɀɖȸe he ɯaɀ Ȓȇ Ɏhe ȸighɎ ɎȸacǸِ The ǼaɀɎ daɵ Ȓf cǼaɀɀ ɯaɀ a ȵaȸɎɵً
aȇd ɀɎɖdeȇɎɀ ɯeȸe eȇcȒɖȸaged ɎȒ bȸiȇg iȇ Ɏheiȸ hȒȅe bȸeɯɀِ The
Ɏeacheȸ Ȓȵeȇed ɖȵ Ɏhe bȒɎɎǼeɀ Ȓȇe bɵ Ȓȇeِ ٹHe ɎȒȒǸ Ȓȇe ɀhȒȸɎ ɯhiff Ȓf
ȅɵ ɯiȇeًٺ JȒhȇȇɵ ȸecaǼǼɀً ٹbɖɎ he didȇټɎ ɎaɀɎe iɎِٺ SȒ JȒhȇȇɵ aɀǸed hiȅ
ɯhɵِ ٹIټȅ ɎȒȒ ȒǼd ɎȒ dȸiȇǸ bad ɯiȇeًٺ hiɀ Ɏeacheȸ eɴȵǼaiȇed ٫ ǼȒɖd
eȇȒɖgh fȒȸ aǼǼ ɎȒ heaȸِ IɎ ɯaɀ hɖȅiǼiaɎiȇgً bɖɎ Ɏhe ɎȸɖɎh ɀȵɖȸȸed JȒhȇȇɵ
iȇɎȒ acɎiȒȇٕ he ɯȒɖǼd ٓɀɎȒȵ ȅaǸiȇg ǼȒɖɀɵ ɯiȇeًٺ he ɮȒɯedً aȇd ȵȸȒɮe hiɀ
Ɏeacheȸ ɯȸȒȇgِ

     Thȸee ɵeaȸɀ ǼaɎeȸً JȒhȇȇɵ ɯȒȇ fiȸɀɎ ȵȸiɿe aɎ a ȇaɎiȒȇaǼ cȒȅȵeɎiɎiȒȇِ
Hiɀ ɯaɀ deeȅed Ɏhe beɀɎ bȒɎɎǼe ȒɖɎ Ȓf ِ׎׎אً׏ BɖɎ iɎ geɎɀ beɎɎeȸي Ɏhe head
Ǵɖdge ɯaɀ ȇȒȇe ȒɎheȸ Ɏhaȇ JȒhȇȇɵټɀ fȒȸȅeȸ Ɏeacheȸ aȇd ȇeȅeɀiɀِ NȒɎ
ȒȇǼɵ ɯaɀ he Ɏhe Ȓȇe ɎȒ aȇȒiȇɎ JȒhȇȇɵ Ɏhe ɯiȇȇeȸً bɖɎ heټɀ beeȇ ɎaǸiȇg
cȸediɎ fȒȸ JȒhȇȇɵټɀ ɀɖcceɀɀeɀ eɮeȸ ɀiȇceِ

     SȒ hȒɯ did Ɏhiɀ headٮɀɎȸȒȇg ɀȒȅȅeǼieȸ Ǽaȇd iȇ Ɏhe ȇȒȸɎhɯeɀɎeȸȇ
GaǼiǼeeّ JȒhȇȇɵټɀ ȵeȒȵǼe haiǼ fȸȒȅ Ɏhe EaɀɎً EaɀɎeȸȇ EɖȸȒȵe ɎhaɎ iɀِ
JȒhȇȇɵٔɀ ɀɎȒȸɵ begiȇɀ ɯiɎh hiɀ ȅaɎeȸȇaǼ gȸaȇdȅȒɎheȸِ SeǼiȇaً hiɀ
ȅȒɎheȸٔɀ ȅȒɎheȸ ɯaɀ ɀȒȅeɎhiȇg Ȓf a daddɵټɀ giȸǼِ Iȇ ً׏בח׏ ɯheȇ ɀhe ɯaɀ
ǴɖɀɎ ًה׏ heȸ faɎheȸ ɀeȇɎ heȸ ɎȒ VeȸɀaiǼǼeɀ ɎȒ ɀɎɖdɵ Fȸeȇchِ IɎ ɯaɀ a cȒɀɎǼɵً
ɖȇɖɀɖaǼ eɀcaȵade ɎhaɎ ɯȒɖǼd ɀeȸɮe heȸ ɯeǼǼ afɎeȸ Ɏhe ɯaȸِ Wheȇ ɀhe
ȸeɎɖȸȇed ɎȒ Waȸɀaɯً PȒǼaȇd ɎɯȒ ɵeaȸɀ ǼaɎeȸً ɀhe ȅeɎ aȇd feǼǼ iȇ ǼȒɮe
ɯiɎh Jaȇ ZȒȸgeȇɀɎeiȇِ Theɵ ɯeȸe ɀȒȒȇ ȅaȸȸied aȇd had a beaɖɎifɖǼ babɵ
giȸǼً DeȇȒɎaً JȒhȇȇɵټɀ ȅȒɎheȸِ



     AbȒɖɎ Ɏhe Ɏiȅe DeȇȒɎa Ɏɖȸȇed Ɏhȸeeً Ɏhe Jeɯɀ Ȓf Waȸɀaɯ ɯeȸe
ȸeȅȒɮed fȸȒȅ Ɏheiȸ hȒȅeɀ aȇd ɀȷɖeeɿed iȇɎȒ Ɏhe ȇȒɯ iȇfaȅȒɖɀ
Waȸɀaɯ GheɎɎȒِ The faȅiǼɵ Ȓf Ɏhȸee ɀȵeȇɎ Ɏhe ȇeɴɎ ɎɯȒ ɵeaȸɀ iȇ Ȓȇe Ɏiȇɵ
ȸȒȒȅِ Jaȇ aȇd SeǼiȇa ɯȒȸǸed iȇ fȒȸced ǼabȒȸ caȅȵɀ ȅȒɀɎ daɵɀ aȇd ɎȒȒǸ
DeȇȒɎa ɯiɎh Ɏheȅ ɯheȇ Ɏheȸe ɯaɀ ȇȒ ȒɎheȸ ȒȵɎiȒȇِ Oȇ Ȓȇe ɀɖch ȒɖɎiȇgً
fiɮeٮɵeaȸٮȒǼd DeȇȒɎa ɯaɀ ɀȅɖggǼed ɎȒ aȇ eǼdeȸǼɵ ChȸiɀɎiaȇ cȒɖȵǼe
ȒɖɎɀide Ɏhe gheɎɎȒِ The ȸɖɀeي ɎhaɎ ɀhe ɯaɀ Ɏheiȸ Ȓȸȵhaȇed
gȸaȇddaɖghɎeȸِ LiɎɎǼe DeȇȒɎa ɯȒɖǼd ɀȵeȇd Ɏhe ɯaȸ ɵeaȸɀ ɖȇdeȸ Ɏhe
ȵɀeɖdȒȇɵȅ Theȸeɀa MeɿȒȸ aȇd ȅȒɮed fȸȒȅ faȅiǼɵ ɎȒ faȅiǼɵ ɯheȇeɮeȸ
ȇeighbȒȸɀ ȸaiɀed ɀɖɀȵiciȒȇɀِ Iȇ Ɏhe eȇdً ɀhe ɯaɀ ȵǼaced iȇ a cȒȇɮeȇɎً
ɀhe aǼɯaɵɀ ɎȒǼd heȸ ɀȒȇِ ٺɯheȸe ɀhe ɯaɀ ɯeǼǼ ɎaǸeȇ caȸe Ȓfًٹ

     DeȇȒɎaټɀ ȵaȸeȇɎɀ eɀcaȵed ɀȒȒȇ afɎeȸً bɖɎ Ɏheɵ ɀȒɖghɎ ȸefɖge
ɀeȵaȸaɎeǼɵِ SeǼiȇaً bǼȒȇde aȇd faiȸ ǼiǸe heȸ daɖghɎeȸً ȒbɎaiȇed a
cȒɖȇɎeȸfeiɎ ȵaɀɀȵȒȸɎِ She ɯȒȸǸed aɀ a hȒɖɀeǸeeȵeȸً ɖȇdeȸ a ChȸiɀɎiaȇ
aǼiaɀً fȒȸ heȸ fȒȸȅeȸ dȒcɎȒȸِ Wheȇ ȵeȒȵǼe ɀɎaȸɎed aɀǸiȇg ȷɖeɀɎiȒȇɀً ɀhe
ɀǼiȵȵed Ȓff ɎȒ AɖɀɎȸiaً ɯheȸe ɀhe ɎaɖghɎ heȸɀeǼf ɎȒ ɀȵeaǸ Geȸȅaȇِ She
ɀȵeȇɎ Ɏhe ȸeɀɎ Ȓf Ɏhe ɯaȸ ɯȒȸǸiȇg iȇ a facɎȒȸɵً Ǽiɮiȇg iȇ Ɏhe ɀhadȒɯɀِ

     DaȸǸٮhaiȸed SeȅiɎicٮfeaɎɖȸed Jaȇ had gȒȇe iȇɎȒ hidiȇg ɯiɎh Ɏhȸee
ȒɎheȸ ȅeȇً iȇcǼɖdiȇg a bȸȒɎheȸٮiȇٮǼaɯِ Theɵ ɀȵeȇɎ Ɏhȸee ǼȒȇg ȅȒȇɎhɀ iȇ
a daȇǸ ɯiȇdȒɯǼeɀɀ ȸȒȒȅِ Oȇe ȇighɎ Ɏheɵ ǼeɎ Ɏheiȸ gɖaȸd dȒɯȇ aȇd gȒɎ
dȸɖȇǸ aȇd ǼȒɖdِ Heaȸiȇg ȅaǼe ɮȒiceɀ fȸȒȅ ɎhaɎ aȵaȸɎȅeȇɎ  fȒȸ Ɏhe fiȸɀɎ
Ɏiȅeً ȇeighbȒȸɀ ȸeaǼiɿed Ɏheɵ ɯeȸe iȇ hidiȇg aȇd ȸeȵȒȸɎed Ɏheȅ ɎȒ Ɏhe
GeɀɎaȵȒِ NȒȇe Ȓf Ɏhe ȅeȇ ɯȒɖǼd be ɀeeȇ agaiȇً ȇȒȸ ɯȒɖǼd Ɏhe ChȸiɀɎiaȇ
ɯȒȅaȇ ɯhȒ had ȸiɀǸed iɎ aǼǼ ɎȒ hide Ɏheȅِ

     AfɎeȸ Ɏhe ɯaȸً SeǼiȇaټɀ ȒȇǼɵ gȒaǼ ɯaɀ ɎȒ eaȸȇ eȇȒɖgh ȅȒȇeɵ ɎȒ fiȇd heȸ
daɖghɎeȸِ She had Ǽeaȸȇed abȒɖɎ Jaȇٔɀ Ɏȸagic faɎeً bɖɎ had ȸeceiɮed  ȇȒ
iȇfȒȸȅaɎiȒȇ ȸegaȸdiȇg DeȇȒɎaِ SȒ ɀhe ȵɖɎ heȸ Ǽaȇgɖage ɀǸiǼǼɀ ɎȒ ɯȒȸǸً
becaȅe a ɎȸaȇɀǼaɎȒȸ fȒȸ Ɏhe Fȸeȇch eȅbaɀɀɵ iȇ Vieȇȇaً aȇd ɀɎaȸɎed
ɀaɮiȇgِ
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     Wheȇ ɀhe had Ɏhe fɖȇdɀ ɎȒ ȸeɎɖȸȇ ɎȒ Waȸɀaɯً Ɏhe PȒǼiɀh
gȒɮeȸȇȅeȇɎ ȸefɖɀed heȸ aȇ eɴiɎ ɮiɀaِ ThaɎ iɀً SeǼiȇa ɯȒɖǼd be gȸaȇɎed
eȇɎȸaȇce ɎȒ ǼȒȒǸ fȒȸ heȸ daɖghɎeȸً bɖɎ ɯȒɖǼdȇټɎ be aǼǼȒɯed ɎȒ Ǽeaɮe Ɏhe
cȒȅȅɖȇiɀɎ ɀɎaɎeِ Eɮeȸ ȸeɀȒɖȸcefɖǼً SeǼiȇa ɎhȸeaɎeȇed ɎȒ ɎeǼǼ Ɏhe
iȇɎeȸȇaɎiȒȇaǼ ȵȸeɀɀ ɎhaɎ ٹa ɵȒɖȇg Jeɯiɀh ɀɖȸɮiɮȒȸ aȇd heȸ ɯidȒɯed
ȅȒɎheȸ ɯeȸe beiȇg deȇied Ɏheiȸ fȸeedȒȅِٺ SȒȒȇ afɎeȸً SeǼiȇa ɯaɀ giɮeȇ
bȒɎh eȇɎȸaȇce aȇd eɴiɎ ɮiɀaɀِ

     Heȸ fiȸɀɎ daɵ iȇ Waȸɀaɯً SeǼiȇa  Ǽeaȸȇed Ȓf a gȸȒɖȵ Ȓf ȇɖȇɀ ɯhȒ ɯeȸe
ȸeɖȇiɎiȇg hiddeȇ ɯaȸ chiǼdȸeȇ ɯiɎh Ɏheiȸ faȅiǼieɀِ She ɯaɀ diȸecɎed ɎȒ
Ɏhe ȅȒȇaɀɎeȸɵ ɯheȸe DeȇȒɎa had  beeȇ hiddeȇً aȇd Ɏhe ɎɯȒ ɯeȸe
ȸeɖȇiɎed ɎhaɎ ɮeȸɵ daɵِ FȒȸɎɖȇaɎeǼɵً DeȇȒɎa had beeȇ ȒǼd eȇȒɖgh aɎ
Ɏhe ɀɎaȸɎ Ȓf Ɏhe ɯaȸ ɎȒ ȸecȒgȇiɿe heȸ ȅȒɎheȸ fiɮe ɵeaȸɀ ǼaɎeȸِ

     Theɵ ɀȵeȇɎ ȇiȇe ȅȒȇɎhɀ iȇ AɖɀɎȸia ɯhiǼe SeǼiȇa ǼȒȒǸed fȒȸ a ɯaɵ ȒɖɎِ
Theɵ had ȇȒ ɀɖȸɮiɮiȇg faȅiǼɵ iȇ EɖȸȒȵeً bɖɎ aȇ ɖȇcǼe iȇ RiȒ de JaȇeiȸȒ
ȸeached ȒɖɎ aȇd eȇcȒɖȸaged SeǼiȇa ɎȒ ǴȒiȇ hiȅِ IȇcȸedibǼɵً iȇ ًדגח׏ Ɏhe
BȸaɿiǼiaȇ gȒɮeȸȇȅeȇɎ ɯaɀ ȸefɖɀiȇg Jeɯiɀh iȅȅigȸaɎiȒȇً ɀȒ SeǼiȇa
ɖȇdeȸɯeȇɎ a ȵȸȒ fȒȸȅa baȵɎiɀȅ ɎȒ ȒbɎaiȇ a ɮiɀa ٫ DeȇȒɎa had aǼȸeadɵ
beeȇ cȒȇɮeȸɎed aɎ Ɏhe ȅȒȇaɀɎeȸɵِ Theɵ ɯȒɖǼd dȸȒȵ Ɏhe ȵȸeɎeȇɀe ɖȵȒȇ
Ǽaȇdiȇgِ

     SeǼiȇa ɀeɎɎǼed iȇ RiȒ ɯiɎh a gȸȒɖȵ Ȓf fȸieȇdɀ fȸȒȅ Ɏhe gheɎɎȒِ ٓNȒȇe
Ȓf Ɏheȅ ɯeȸe ɯiǼǼiȇg ɎȒ bȸiȇg chiǼdȸeȇ iȇɎȒ Ɏhiɀ ɯȒȸǼdًٺ JȒhȇȇɵ ɎeǼǼɀ ȅeِ
ٺɎheȸe ɯaɀ ȇȒ Ȓȇe eǼɀeِٹ he ȸecaǼǼɀً ٺI ȒȇǼɵ ȵǼaɵed ɯiɎh ȅɵ ɀibǼiȇgɀًٹ
Maɵbe ɎhaɎټɀ ɯhɵ JȒhȇȇɵ ǼȒɮeɀ eȇɎeȸɎaiȇiȇg ɀȒ ȅɖchِ Iȇ Ɏhe eaȸǼɵ ׎וɀً
hiɀ faȅiǼɵ ȅȒɮed ɎȒ IɀȸaeǼ ɯheȸe Ɏheȸe ɯeȸe ǼȒɎɀ Ȓf Ǹidɀ ɎȒ ȵǼaɵ ɯiɎhً
aȇd heٔɀ beeȇ ȅaǸiȇg fȸieȇdɀ eɮeȸ ɀiȇceِ FȸȒȅ Ɏhe hȒȵeǼeɀɀ cȒȇfiȇeɀ Ȓf
Ɏhe gheɎɎȒً hiɀ faȅiǼɵ ȇȒɯ Ǽiɮeɀ aȇd ɯȒȸǸɀ iȇ Ɏhe gǼȒȸiȒɖɀ eɴȵaȇɀe Ȓf
Ɏhe GaǼiǼeeِ SɎeȸȇ ɯiȇeɀ aȸe gaiȇiȇg ȸecȒgȇiɎiȒȇ iȇ IɀȸaeǼ aȇd abȸȒadً
bɖɎ a Ɏȸiȵ ɎȒ SɎeȸȇ Wiȇeȸɵ iȇ KibbɖɎɿ TɖɮaǼ iɀȇټɎ ǴɖɀɎ abȒɖɎ ɯiȇeِ IɎٔɀ
abȒɖɎ Ɏhe Jeɯiɀh ɀɎȒȸɵً aȇd iɀ a ȒȇeٮȒfٮaٮǸiȇd aȇ eɴȵeȸieȇceِ Sɖȸeً
Ɏheȸeٔɀ ɯiȇeٮɎaɀɎiȇg ȵaiȸed ɯiɎh aȸɎiɀaȇaǼ ǼȒcaǼ cheeɀeɀً bɖɎ if JȒhȇȇɵ
iɀȇټɎ Ȓff ɯiȇȇiȇg aɯaȸdɀ ɀȒȅeɯheȸeً ɵȒɖټȸe iȇ fȒȸ a ɯhȒǼe ǼȒɎ ȅȒȸeِ
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RUTI  ٖ  RȒȅaȇia 

     They offer me coffee and pastries, and a room anytime I need it ٪
but what theyټre really itching to share is their treasure trove of
documents and artifacts, including a 19thٮcentury prayer book with
the names of deceased relatives scribbled in the margins. A selfٮ
described secularist, Ruti adds names to the pages she clings to every
Yom Kippur. Mothers and grandmothers schlepped candelabras,
silverware and dishes through unfathomable circumstances for their
daughters and granddaughters. ٹWe have more,ٺ they assure me, ٹwe
love old things,ٺ but itټs clearly not the things they love, rather who and
what they represent.

     The dates and facts have been corroborated by Yad Vashem and
others, but itټs hardly necessary. Ruti and Peretz have encyclopedic
knowledge of every awful detail of the generally unknown Romanian
Holocaust, and the disappearance of approximately 400,000 Jews. The
Romanian government only officially recognized what took place on
its soil in 2004, when newly exposed documents forced its hand .

     In 1941, with neither training nor counsel, Rutiټs father, nineteenٮ
yearٮold Moshe, became the local treasurer of Dror Habonim, an
international organization of ٹFreedom Builders.ٺ They smuggled
maps and money to the underground, and produced counterfeit
passports. They trained paratroopers, fighters and farmers for a dreamٮ
inٮtheٮmaking a thousand miles away. In 1943, Moshe was caught and
imprisoned. After the war he received a certificate of gratitude and
appreciation for his contribution to the resistance from the Supreme
Allied Commander. Rutiٔs father and his generation were the stuff of
heroes.
     
Ruti ٺ,Our parents and grandparents were part of a lost generationٹ     
tells me. ٹNo one was interested in their psychological wellٮbeing.ٺ
Today itٔs different. Nowadays, the government is addressing the
psychological needs of its people. Together with Jewish National Fund,
itٔs built trauma centers for border communities under attack. For
farmers, teachers, and children whose lives are interrupted, sometimes
daily, by arson and rockets. And still, their strawberries and tomatoes
are the sweetest known to man.

 



RUTI  ٖ  RȒȅaȇia

      Inevitably, the kitchen brought the women together. Rutiٔs mother
Drora learned to make Libyan ٓMafrun,ٺ a hearty meat dish, from her
Greek neighbor, who had been taught by the lady next door. Ruti is a
fan of the dish, if not all the work involved. Still, she is fascinated by the
crossٮpollination of cultures that took place from the very beginning.

     Food helped keep memories and traditions alive from one
generation to the next. Ruti still makes spicy eggplant salad with a
wooden tool direct from the old country, just like her grandmother.
Sometimes, mothers facing this new world, with its oldٮnew tongue,
poured their energy and creativity into their dishes, if nowhere else.
 
     As a psychology student, Ruti wrote a thesis called ٹInscribed in the
Body,ٓ where she tried to make sense of the Jewish obsession with
food. Ruti believes that ٓour bodies carry an archive of experiences,ٓ
which is why later generations resonate with the needs of their
predecessors. Perhaps that explains how a handful of decades after
pioneers worked this stubborn land with shovels, donkeys and sweat,
innovative Israeli farming technologies are exported around the world.

     Rutiټs parents were married the day after Yom Kippur, then boarded
a ship headed for Palestine. Even with their fake certificates in hand,
they knew the odds. By 1947, some 1,600 refugees had drowned on
their way to Palestine. Many of those who made it to the shores of
Palestine were interned by the British in Cypress or Atlit, a detention
camp south of Haifa. A small number of people slipped into Palestine
unnoticed, Rutiټs parents among them. She shows me a tiny
photograph taken their first day on the kibbutz. Their faces glow, even
in black and white. They had trained and dreamed of this for years, but
the joy was short lived. The resistance fighter and his wife didnټt fit in. A
myriad of cultures would meet for the first time in the Promised Land,
some meshing, others less so.



     Besides, Rutiټs mother, who had changed her name to Drora ٪
Freedom ٪ hadnټt come this far to have someone else raise her
children, as was the norm on communal farms. So they moved from the
kibbutz into a small apartment in Haifa.

,says Ruti ٺ,We were the lucky generation, we were between warsٹ     
who has lived through more than a few. But none of them compare to
the Second World War or the War of Independence, when a Jew had no
place to call home. Seventy plus years after its founding, eighteenٮyearٮ
olds are still called up for military duty, as there are still those who reject
Israelٔs right to exist. But Israel does exist, it thrives ٪ if filled with
conflicts and dilemmas, ٪ ٓbut these are our dilemmas, on our land,ٺ
Ruti continues, ٹIt is a truly glorious time in the history of the Jewish
people.ٓ

     At Rutiټs place, like Jewish homes around the globe, ٹThe first thing
my kids, nieces and nephews ask is: ٔWhatټs there to eatّٔٺ Her mother
used to say that she put all of her love into her food, but Ruti assures me
there was more where that came from. Every holiday, Ruti and her sister
Zvia would make the rounds, by bus, delivering their motherټs famous
cookies to family and friends. And so it goes: Ruti now drops off weekly
packages to her own daughter, Sharon. The whole dorm knows when
Rutiٔs been there, it smells like eggplant, onion and garlic ٪ like home.

     Ruti is less competitive in the kitchen than her mother was, or so she
claims. She does, however, brag about her Vereneke ٢dumpling٣
upgrade: a touch of orange rind and Grand Marnier. As a child, Ruti
couldnټt stand them, but that was before she had tasted her motherٮinٮ
lawٔs recipe, and added the booze. Today she gets in trouble if she
makes them without inviting the family over to help. Ruti hosts a yearly
Shavuot celebration, where cherished flavors bring memories to life. Her
greatٮgrandmotherٔs 19thٮcentury candlesticks are the finishing touch
on her exquisite table. Aesthetics matter not so much for their own sake,
but to say: we have survived, in style.
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     How did this Jew celebrate his ٹspecial birthdayّٺ His significant
other took him back to a home that no longer exists in a town once
sacked, now renewed and renamed. The region previously known as
Bessarabia, has become the Independent Republic of Moldova. Its
political bent morphed from this to that, everything has, with the
exception of one constant: itټs still not overly fond of its Jews. Even so,
the townsfolk took an interest in the curious redhead on his birthday
pilgrimage. After sizing him up, they led him to a 19thٮcentury hut and
a woman of a similar vintage. It didnټt look promising at first, but the
thick glasses and blaring TV belied the truth. ٹI didnټt lead the witness,ٺ
Peretz insists, still pinching himself, ٹwe have it all on film,ٺ he repeats.

     It began with one simple question: ٹDo you speak Yiddishّٺ Peretz 
 had expected a simple ٹyes,ٺ or more likely, a confused expression that
would have meant ٹno,ٓ but her answer brought him to tears, even as
he retold it. ٹAvode, Ich bin a yiddishe kind,ٺ the near centenarian told
him. Not ٹSure, I was a Jewish child,ٺ but ٹSure, I am a Jewish child.ٺ Her
world went mad then vanished, yet here she was. She had known
Peretzټs father, uncles and grandfather ٪ she recalled their names and
nicknames. They had been her friends and neighbors before they were
taken.

     His illiterate maternal grandparents had the foresight to scrimp and
save for higher education for all of their children, the boys as well as the
girls. The eldest studied law in Prague, another engineering in Cannes.
Peretzټs mother, Ita, was sent to Bucharest, the capital city. Incredibly,
all of her siblings and cousins were academics. They were set for life, it
seemed, and then the war broke out. AntiٮSemitism had already been
on the rise in academia and the professions ٪ pogroms and ethnic
cleansing came next. Jews were rounded up in the countryside and
annexed lands at first, far from the eyes and conscience of Romania
proper. In Bucharest at the time, Ita was the only member of her family
to survive.
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     The Russians swept through the region in 1940 after Russia and Germany
carved up the countries between them, in the MolotovٮRibbentrop Pact.
Jewish community leaders were immediately sent to labor camps to stave off
dissent. Peretzټs grandfather, Michael, was among the first to go. As a result,
he had the ٹgood fortuneٺ to be in Siberia for Operation Barbarossa ٫ put into
effect to liquidate the Jews. Hundreds of thousands were marched across the
freezing Dniester river to Transnistria, now Ukraine, in the coldest winter on
record. Most people froze or starved to death, as planned, others were shot.

     Oddly enough, just as Michael escaped from Siberia, his son Samuel was
drafted into the Red Army. Ita, Samٔs future wife, was the first to return to
their village after the war. An emaciated ghost of herself, the Ukrainian
women crossed themselves at the sight of her, the walking dead. But Ita had
a secret weapon, bulletٮproof psychological armor  that enabled her to carry
on.

A wedding certificate ّٓ Iٹ :they urge me to guess ٺWhat would you bringّٹ     
try, but no. ٓA family photographّٺ ٪ again, no. It was something less
personal, something that allowed his mother to maintain her dignity in the
worst of times. It reminded her of who she had been, and who she still might
be one day. The tattered document says that ٹIn 1937, Ita Frenchel was
certified as a licensed pharmacist at The University of  Bucharest, Romania in
the name of His Majesty King Carol II.ٺ It was signed and it was stamped. In
another time and place, she was officially somebody.

     After the war, Ita sometimes spoke a mishmash of languages, deciphered
best by her husband and sons. Friends would joke with the brothers about
their decoding skills, but they werenټt laughing at her ٪ Itaٔs inner world was
palpable and fragile. Ita didnټt work in pharmacy when she first arrived in
Israel, she no longer needed to prove anything to anyone. She was happy at
home where she raised her two sons, and fed them well.
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     Her verenkes, cheese dumplings, are a legend ٪ even her daughterٮ
inٮlaw says so. The family makes them together every Shavuot, but Itaټs
signature dish was Jarkoia, or meat stew. After yearning for this hearty
dish in the punishing Ukranian cold, the traditional Bessarabian meal
took on mythical status. Her honey cake was another popular favorite
and heralded in Rosh Hashana, the New Year. The kitchen was where
traditions were passed down ٫ her recipes, legends ٫ but what
mattered above all was education.

     One of Itaټs boys became a worldٮrenowned expert in Neuroٮ
pediatrics, the other is a mechanical engineer and CEO ٪ not too
shabby. And so it goes: Peretzټs daughter Sharon studies at a university
in Haifa less than a mile from where the SS Transylvania delivered Ita
and her professional bona fides in the early 1950s. The British were long
gone by then so she was free to enter. Her ancient land was newly
reborn, itٔs old name restored, its scattered people returning.
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GALI ۭ JULIE ٖ AbeȸɿaiǴaȇ 

     The term ٹMټDor LټDorٺ, ٓFrom Generation to Generationٓ, refers to
the continuum of Jewish values through the ages. Itټs an apt name for
a program that implements ageٮold wisdom and principles to ensure a
brighter tomorrow for Israelټs underserved youth. Caring for those in
need, a core Jewish value, lies at the heart of Mټdor LټDor, an afternoon
program that brings promise to Israelٔs challenged communities,
including the Mountain Jews of Azerbaijan, and Jewish National Fund
is proud to support it.

     Kafkazim, Jews from the Caucasus mountains, are said to have left
ancient Israel for Persia as early as the 8th century BCE. Three
centuries later, members of the community sought refuge further east
٪ in the remote rugged region between the Caspian and Black Seas.
For centuries, Jews and Muslims lived in harmony, even celebrating
religious holidays with one another. During the Second World War,
local Muslims protected their Jewish neighbors from the Nazis at their
own peril. With its 96ۏ majority of Muslims and almost no antiٮ
Semitism to speak of, Azerbaijan serves as a beacon of hope for the
Middle East and the world at large.

     So definitive is their culture, that even those who leave the craggy
landscape are referred to as ٓMountain Jewsٓ. The Kafkazim began
returning to their Promised Land as early as 1840. Their Zionist resolve
and distinctive ways captured the imagination of Theodore Herzl, no
less. However, most Kafkazim immigrated to Israel in the early 1990s
after the fall of the Soviet Union ٫ Julie and Gali among them. Julie was
a young mother of three at the time, little Gali just five years old.

     Prior immigrants from urban centers in the former USSR were
charged with helping the new arrivals assimilate into Israeli society.
While it made sense on paper, the two communities had very little in
common. Life in Sovietٮrun cities, where the government ruled with an
iron fist, was nothing like the unconstrained, selfٮsufficient lifestyle of
the Mountain Jews. The latter were considered backward by their
cosmopolitan cousins, but from their own perspective, the Kafkazim
lacked nothing.

 



GALI ۭ JULIE ٖ AɿeȸbaǣǴaȇ 

     Each multiٮgenerational family was a selfٮsustaining microcosm.
There were no bread lines in Baku, Azerbaijanټs capital and largest city.
Rather, bread was made from locallyٮgrown wheat and baked in
tandoors, sunken ovens, in oneټs own backyard ٪ and something to
behold. Their trademark breads are stuffed with anything from meat
to cheese and nuts, and are adorned with the soٮcalled Kafkazi braid.

     Sons worked with their fathers, while daughters learned how to run
a home from their mothers, grandmothers and aunts. This included
raising small animals as well as growing fruits and vegetables. Itٔs no
wonder then, that stuffed vegetables are a mainstay, or that fruit and
chicken can be found in many, if not most, dishes. The crowning jewel
of Kafkazi cuisine: the Kurze, or meat dumplings, are finished off with
their signature braid ٪ a pinching technique that can takes years to
master.

     Unfortunately, their beautiful way of life didnټt lend itself to urban
Israeli realities. The culture that had defined the Kafkazim for centuries
was, for the most part, deemed backward in modern Israel. As a result,
the approach to their integration, as it was with other immigrants, was:
out with old, in with the new. This created a dangerous vacuum. With
their deeply ingrained identity considered obsolete, many of the
Kafkazi youth lost their way.

     In 2000, a double homicide forced the community to deal with a
dangerous trend. With a mere 2ۏ of the local population identifying as
Kafkazi, nearly 40ۏ of criminal cases in the Beersheba police
department involved their youth. As the press covered the story, the
community was shocked to see how negatively they were portrayed in
the media. But the hard facts couldnټt be denied, they were in crisis.
Programs like MټDor LټDor were established to help the community
help itself. Two decades later, the appalling 40ۏ statistic has been
reduced to a mere 1ۏ of criminal cases.
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     MټDor LټDor helps even the playing field, not just for Kafkazi youth,
but for any child in need. Itټs a place where children from lower socioٮ
economic families get help with their homework, learn about the
world and just play. They are exposed to the arts, and they dance and
sing. Holocaust survivors and Israeli war vets teach them about Jewish
and Israeli history and values. Many of the programټs graduates have
become MټDor LټDor volunteers. Some, like Gali and Julie, have made it
their calling.

     Gali, the petite pistol who runs the southern region of MټDor LټDor, is
particularly proud to tell me that the focus of the program is no longer
on preventing criminality. Today, Gali and her team are ٹeducating
Israelټs future leaders,ٹ she tells me with conviction. Gali knows
precisely what these kids need: "everything my own childhood was
missing," she explains. Gali had immigrated as a young girl. Once in
Israel, her mother and father held three jobs each, and barely made
ends meet. That left Gali and her four siblings to essentially raise
themselves, which was more or less the norm in their community.
 
     Gali recalls acting as interpreter at parentٮteacher meetings as early
as second grade. It still irks her that she was addressed as the adult in
the room, as if the language barrier deemed her parents inept. Then
there was the time Galiټs teacher gave her a new her name without
warning or permission. Whether it was school policy or the teacherټs
attempt to help the newcomer fit in, the gall of it pains Gali to this day.
One hears different versions of this story and its range of effect on
people. Israelټs founders Hebraized their own names as the Biblical
tongue was being revived. People all over the world change their
names to fit in, but thatټs their choice. For Gali, it was symptomatic of a
society that wanted to erase who she was, and she got the message.

 



GALI ۭ JULIE ٖ AɿeȸbaǣǴaȇ 

     As a teen, Gali would repress and hide her heritage. Being different
wasnټt cool, not to mention the Kafkazi stigma. Today she is ۏ100ٹ
Israeliٺ as well as extremely proud of where she comes from. Indeed,
she is devoted to restoring her heritage and passing on its traditional
values. In Azerbaijan, Gali tells me, respect and pride were of the
utmost importance. Elders were honored and admired. ٹYou didnټt
dare look directly into your parentsټ eyes,ٺ she tells me as she lowers
her gaze. Children would stand when elders entered the room. Parents
ate the first foods and had the final word, no matter the subject. Curse
words were not tolerated.

     Gali is especially proud that "In Azerbaijan, no one went hungry and
no one lived alone. The community cared about and looked after
everyone." In that vain, MٔDor LٔDor participants visit, cook and clean
for the neighborhoodټs elderly on a weekly basis.

     "My family came with nothing,ٺ Gali reminds me, so Iټll have context
for a sensitive piece of family history. Her wedding had to be on the
smaller size, as far as Kafkazi celebrations go: only 900 or so people
attended. Under the circumstances, she explains, ٹIt was the best they
could do." Amazed, I asked her if she knew all the guests. ٹOf course!ٺ
she exclaimed, surprised that I would ask ٪ in Azerbaijan, every
celebration was a block party. Holidays were anticipated for months
and celebrated with the entire community.

     Up in the mountains, they made more of an effort to connect to
their roots and to one another. ٹThe Jews kept Shabbat," as they say,
"and Shabbat kept the Jewsٺ. MټDor LټDor recreates the tightٮknit,
mountain atmosphere every afternoon as the staff and volunteers
weave the beauty of the past into the promise of tomorrow ٪ and the
children are treated to traditional, homeٮcooked meals.
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     Lunch was being prepared alongside us as I spoke with Gali, who
couldnٔt help but pitch in. She was shocked to learn that I would be
leaving before the meal. The look on her face told me that I would
need to change my plans: hearing stories was one thing, tasting
centuriesٮold recipes was something else. Later that afternoon, I
returned to pay homage to Julie, the cook. It was a good move.

     Like Gali, Julie moved to Israel from the Caucasus Mountains in the
1990s during the civil unrest that followed the dissolution of the former
Soviet Union. She too, ٹcame with nothing.ٺ Two decades later, she
works at a chapter of MټDor LټDor that her daughter helped establish.
"Many of the children have siblings who participated in the program
and donټt want to miss out," she explains. Julie served as a volunteer
before she was hired to cook for the children.
  
     Julieټs father was seventeenth in a line of respected rabbis ٪ this is
the very first thing she wants me to know. Next, she informs me that
all of her children are educated and have professions. No matter where
they come from, no matter the circumstance, Jews the world over
focus on education ٪ for themselves and their children. Julie was
pregnant when she, her husband and three small children moved to
Israel. Her husband was taught Hebrew and went to work. Julie taught
herself to read, write and speak Hebrew using her husbandټs old
workbooks,  while raising the kids. Today MټDor LټDor helps adults earn
their high school diplomas and work on their language skills, game
changers both.

     Julie settled in Beersheba near the one relative who had arrived
before her. She was the first of six siblings to make aliyah. They all
joined her in Israel soon enough, but settled in Netanya. Julie didnټt
complain about it, as one might expect, ٹItټs a special event every time
we get together,ٺ she smiles. For a woman who literally grew lemons
for lemonade, itټs effortless.
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     At seventeen, Julie was told to go to her neighborٔs house to try on a
pair of boots ٪ someone had brought in a shipment from Moscow.
Unbeknownst to her, she was actually there to check out her future
husband. None of the boots fit, but she went, she saw and she liked
him ٪ which is a good thing, since her parents had already agreed to
the match. Two months later they were married. After the wedding,
Julieټs father escorted her to her inٮlawsټ home. He blessed her with all
good things, then made clear that hers was "a oneٮway ticket," in other
words, make it work. Four decades, four kids and five grandchildren
later, Julie counts her blessings.

God willٹ .s parents would sayټJulie ٺ,t wait around to receiveټDonٹ     
give what and when He decides.ٺ Julie and her siblings were
empowered by the message that, ٹNot everyone has the ability to give,
rather, giving is a gift.ٺ That message has shaped their lives more than
any other. Julie considers it a blessing to cook for the underserved
youth of Beersheba. The hours of work she invests each day are
she says, while ٺ,nothing compared to what I get from these kidsٹ
giving and getting a hug. Then she tells me how each of her siblings
has dedicated their lives to others.

     Her eldest sister cares for atٮrisk children, including two wheelchairٮ
bound sisters, every afternoon. I am told that ٹshe is honored to do it.ٺ
Another sister works with the elderly. A third escorts children home
from school for parents who canټt leave work. Still another ٹhas given
of herselfٺ to a school for 20 years. "She cleans it with pride,ٺ Julie
wants me to know. They are willing to do whatever it takes to help
those in need and pave the way for a brighter future. Not just for their
own children and grandchildren, but for the community at large,
MٔDor LٔDor, From Generation to Generation.
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Julie told me. Her mother would ٺ,We never threw anything outٹ     
sew tattered scraps together to create ٹnewٺ clothing, which was
Even then, they would look after those less ٺ.worn with prideٹ
fortunate. ٹItټs in our blood,ٺ she shrugs. ٹWe open our eyes each day
and thank Hashem, God,ٺ says Julie, who reconnected with tradition a
few years back.
 
     Sheټs chopping a small mountain of onions, wiping her eyes now
and then. Back in Azerbaijan, onions, peppers and zucchini would be
picked fresh from the garden. They would be grilled or filled with meat,
chicken, andٖor rice. Rice is ٹvery, very important,ٺ Julie stresses, and
Iٔm reminded of her predecessorsٔ sojourn through Persia and perhaps
Spain. Her family has travelled far and wide, but her values havenٔt
budged. And nothing brings her more joy than sharing those values
with future generations, with these lucky kids. ٹI love this place,ٺ Julie
blurts out as Iټm leaving, as if I couldnٔt tell.
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CARMIT ٖ BɖǼǕaȸǣa 

     The maټabarot, the tent camps set up in the 1940s to house Jewish
refugees,  hundreds of thousands of them fleeing hostile Arab lands,
were harsh by any standard. They were meant to be a temporary fix,
but many people languished in them for decades. Much has been
written on how they came to be and their long term effect on Israeli
society. 

     How does one prepare for the incoming of the exiles ٫ all at the
same time? There was no model to follow, and no resource to spare.
Hunger and unemployment begat despair, crime and corruption. The
maټabara was a best last resort, a still open wound, which is why the
Rappaportsټ move to the one in Ramle was so odd. These Bulgarians
werenټt escaping pogroms or dictators ٪ they moved there directly
from a kibbutz. Now, itټs been said that kibbutz food is bland and
lacking in nutrition, but thatټs hardly a reason to leave an idealistic
utopia for a refugee camp with neither running water nor electricity.

     Carmit Rappaportټs parents had immigrated from Bulgaria to work
the land in 1945 at the tender ages of 16 and 17. They lived and worked
on different kibbutzim, looking for a community and a way of life that
suited them best. Ultimately they coٮcreated their own at Kibbutz Ayal.
Carmitٔs mother worked different jobs, while her father manned the
dairy where he tended cows and guarded a weaponsټ stash for the
Haganah, the underground preٮstate army. On what is referred to as
the British rounded up and imprisoned hundreds of ٺ,Black Sabbathٹ
men suspected of blowing up bridges and other subterfuge. The gun
stash at the dairy was discovered and Carmitٔs father was jailed. She
credits American Jews for his release. Two years later Carmit was born,
as was the State of Israel.

     They were living the dream. Then in 1951, Carmitټs grandparents
showed up. After the chaos of the war and separation from their family,
they werenټt interested in the socialist experiment where workers and
their children lived separate lives. Also, they needed a pair of hands to
help them work farmland they had leased from a nearby church. So at
age 5, Carmit and her family left the relative comfort of kibbutz life for
the squalor of the maټabara. As such, when Carmit had to go on
dreaded outhouse runs in the middle of the night ٪ with howling
jackals skulking about ٪ antisemites werenټt to blame, it was her
grandparents.
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     While it must have been rough for her parents, Carmit remembers
this period fondly. She played with Tunisian girls from the tent next
door and tasted foods that dazzled her dainty Balkan tastebuds. Her
parents spoke Hebrew by then, and had connections outside the
maټabara, so unlike most of their neighbors, they werenټt overly
concerned with their exit plan. That said, it was no party.

     One particular memory takes her back. They were playing in her
familyٔs makeshift kitchen, when her brother kicked a ball intended for
Carmit, but missed. The ball bounced off a table and sent a bottle
flying ٫ the Rappaportsټ monthly ration of cooking oil with it. Instantly,
her mother and grandmother were on their knees mopping up every
salvageable drop. Carmit doesnټt mention the crash of the glass. What
she does recall is the speed and skill with which four frantic hands
wrung oil out of worn kitchen towels. No one was punished, there was
no need. The Benitcha, Carmitٔs favorite dish of cheese stuffed filo
dough might be a little dry that month, her favorite cookies on hiatus,
but this too would pass. Besides, their Tunisian neighbors would have
shared their ration if only asked.

     Seventy years later, Kibbutz Ayal produces semiconductors and the
maٔabara is long gone. Carmit now serves as director of the Minkov
Orange Grove Heritage Site, not far from where her parents and
grandparents worked the land. This first of Rehovotٔs orchards relied
solely on Jewish labor and was an unofficial rite of passage for many a
prominent Zionist. 

     Back in the day, Jewish National Fund helped the government bring
Jews from Yemen to work at this flagship project. JNF continues to
support this littleٮknown gem which teaches Israeli youth about their
agricultural history. Groups of school children visited the site as I sat
with Carmit in the restored courtyard. A range of citrus fruit including
kumquat, grapefruit, pomelit ٫ an Israeli invention ٫ and lemons have
been planted alongside the orange trees of yesteryear. Carmit served
orange cake with tangy kumquat marmalade as we sat in the sun.
Both were homemade and well worth a try.
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GALI ٖ EǕɵȵɎ 

     On the 11th floor of a gleaming apartment tower in Holon, I am schooled in
the awesomeness of ٹpoor manټs food.ٺ The servings are small but satisfying,
the recipes minimalistic: legumes and spices, rice with legumes and spices, and
even flour  and water with nothing but spices. Itٔs a somethingٮoutٮofٮnothing
way of eating. Meat would have been unaffordable back in the day, while
legumes would have filled the belly for a fraction of the cost. "Itٔs very simple,"
Gali tells me, over and over, and itٔs the only food she eats.

     Galiټs grandparents moved from Turkey to Egypt where both of her parents
were born. The food she grew up on, the food she serves her own children, is
Egyptian. This despite the fact that her family was sent packing when ۏ100
Galiٔs mother was all of six. As the dust began to settle after the Second World
War, Arabs and Jews doubled down on their turf war in soٮcalled British
Palestine. As tensions mounted, nearly 800,000 Jews in Arab lands became
personae non gratae in communities they had called home for centuries. This,
in addition to the millions of people displaced by the war. The uprooted were at
the mercy of foreign governments and charitable organizations. Many were left
to fend for themselves.

      Galiټs family traversed five or six countries on their way from Egypt to
adjacent Israel, as the two countries were now at war. They went from one
displaced personsٔ camp to the next in the hopes of making it to the Promised
Land. Refugees from every nation were crammed together in giant impromptu
hangars all across Europe. They were no match for the winters or the
unbearable summer heat, "but my mother never once complained about it,ٺ
Gali recalls. As a matter of fact, she painted a peaceful, almost surreal picture of
her time there. Every day, she told Gali, she would meet a young boy on a hilltop
somewhere near their tents, "just to watch the world go by." A sweet escape
from a world in chaos.

 



     
     OSHJ NS IXWFJQ, GFQNǇX RTYMJW \TZQI LWT\ ZU KFXY. AX YMJ TQIJXY XNGQNSL, XMJ \TZQI
GJ YFXPJI \NYM XZUUTWYNSL YMJ KFRNQ^ \MJS MJW KFYMJW KJQQ NQQ. FN[J IF^X F \JJP YMNX
JQJ[JS-^JFW-TQI UQF^JI QN[J-NS SFSS^ FSI MTZXJPJJUJW YT FS JXYFGQNXMJI KFRNQ^ NS
9JQ A[N[. GFQN XUJSY YMJ \JJPJSIX \NYM MJW KFRNQ^ NS F RFǇFGFWF, F YJSY HNY^ XJY ZU
KTW SJ\ NRRNLWFSYX, \MJWJ KTTI FSI XZUUQNJX \JWJ WFYNTSJI. HJW RTIJXY NSHTRJ
\TZQI XZUUQJRJSY YMJ WFYNTSX FSI MJQU GZ^ RJINHNSJ KTW MJW KFYMJW. GFQN XF^X YMFY
MJW RTYMJW \FX FQ\F^X UWTZI YT \TWP \NYM MJW MFSIX, \MJYMJW XMJ \FX HTTPNSL,
HQJFSNSL, TW WFNXNSL HMNQIWJS ǅ \MT \JWJ RTWJ TW QJXX MJW UJJWX.d

     9MTZLM IJUWN[JI TK F KTWRFQ JIZHFYNTS, GFQN IJXHWNGJX MJW RTYMJW FX MNLMQ^
NSYJQQNLJSY FSI J]YWJRJQ^ HFUFGQJ. 8MJ YFZLMY MJWXJQK YT XUJFP J]HJQQJSY HJGWJ\,
FWJSHM FSI 8UFSNXM FHHTWINSL YT GFQN, FS ESLQNXM YJFHMJW. 9MJ KFRNQ^ǇX YFNQTWNSL
GZXNSJXX \FX QJKY NS CFNWT, GZY YMJ PST\-MT\ XYZHP \NYM YMJR. AY TSJ UTNSY MJW
RTYMJW JFWSJI F QN[NSL XJ\NSL QJFYMJW XMTJX, \NYMTZY YMJ FNI TK F UFYYJWS. 

     GFQNǇX KFYMJW INJI XZIIJSQ^ \MJS XMJ FSI MJW XNGQNSLX \JWJ ^TZSL. FWTR YMJS
TS, YMJ^ \JWJ  FQQ [JW^ HQTXJ, J[JS QN[NSL FHWTXX YMJ XYWJJY KWTR TSJ FSTYMJW. 9MJ^
WFNXJI YMJNW KFRNQNJX FX TSJ, ǉQNPJ \J \TZQI MF[J NS EL^UY,Ǌ GFQN YJQQX RJ. 9MJ^ JFY
YMJ XFRJ GJFSX FSI RFPJ YMJ XFRJ QNYYQJ HTTPNJX YMJNW RTYMJW GFPJI JFHM MTQNIF^.
8JW[NSL XN_JX \JWJ XRFQQ, GZY HJQJGWFYNTSX \JWJ FS^YMNSL GZY. OS MTQNIF^X YMJ^ \JWJ
XZWWTZSIJI G^ KFRNQ^ FSI KWNJSIX, FX YMJ^ \TZQI MF[J GJJS NS CFNWT.
 
    "M^ SJ\ SJNLMGTWX GFWJQ^ XF^ MJQQT NS YMJ JQJ[FYTW,Ǌ GFQN QFRJSYX. 9MFY XFNI, XMJ
J]ZIJX F XJSXJ TK WJQF]JI OT^ FSI HTSYJSYRJSY \MNHM, I'R LZJXXNSL, XMJ NSMJWNYJI
KWTR MJW RTYMJW. ǉA \TRFS KWTR MZRGQJ GJLNSSNSLX,Ǌ GFQN XF^X, ǉXMJ \FX FQ\F^X
MFUU^ \NYM MJW QTY.Ǌ GFQN FUTQTLN_JX WJUJFYJIQ^ KTW YMJ XNRUQNHNY^ TK YMJ KTTI, FSI
YMJ XRFQQ UTWYNTSX. E[JSYZFQQ^, I LJY F YFXYJ TK DTFM, FS EL^UYNFS HQFXXNH RFIJ TK
YMWJJ NSLWJINJSYX Ǆ FSI G^ NSLWJINJSYX, I RJFS XJJIX. ASI ^JY, \MJS ^TZ GZ^ YMJR
KWJXM FSI YTFXY YMJR XJUFWFYJQ^, YMJ^ RFPJ FS J]YWJRJQ^ KQF[TWKZQ, XFYNFYNSL XSFHP
ǅ JXUJHNFQQ^ \MJS XUWNSPQJI T[JW GWJFI XQFYMJWJI \NYM GZYYJW TW RFWLFWNSJ.
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GALI ٖ EǕɵȵɎ 

     I met Gali in the middle of her sabbatical year. ٹThereټs so much to
discover and do,ٺ she tells me with a schoolٮgirlټs enthusiasm. Sheټs
creating a memoir of her motherټs life to share with her siblings. Sheټs
learning to paint and sings in a choir. Gali is turning her year "off" into a
year of everything, somethingٮoutٮofٮnothing. Sheټs about as busy as
her decor is not. Her sparse living room has two main attractions: the
view and her motherټs sewing machine. The setting sun soothes the
room. The country below faces an endless stream of crises, but Gali,
like her mother, has found her peaceful perch. As Iٔm leaving Gali says,
"Every once in a while, Iٔll toy with it," referring to her motherٔs sewing
machine. I donټt believe it has much to do with fashion.
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REBECA ٖ LƺbaȇȒȇ ۭ Sȵaǣȇ 

     Her family migrated from Turkey to Syria and finally Lebanon, where
Rebecaټs parents met. Lebanon would serve as a wayٮstation for Jews
fleeing unfriendly Arab lands in the 20th century. Some only stayed
until they could move elsewhere, while others established themselves
in cosmopolitan Beirut. However, following Israelٔs surprise prowess on
the battlefield in ٔ48, and again in ٔ67, Lebanon became less hospitable
to its resident Jews. People like Rebecaٔs parents understood it was
time to move on.

     Business opportunities took them to Barcelona, where her family
had likely lived prior to expulsion, and thatٔs where was born and bred.
Yet if you ask her where sheټs from, sheټll say Lebanon ٪ a country she
has yet to step foot in. In fact, she couldnټt visit even if she wanted to,
at least not with her Israeli passport. Rebeca spent a few years in the
United States before moving to Israel where she has lived longer than
anywhere else. ٹBut I grew up on Lebanese food,ٺ she made clear, as if
that explained everything.

,Rebeca declared. Her favorites, by  far ٺ,Food makes people happyٹ     
are her motherټs Lebanese dishes ٫ nothing even comes close. So I was
jazzed for the big reveal: the psychedelic intermingling of
gastronomical rarities from Turkey, Syria, Lebanon and Spain.
Surprisingly, the esoteric wizardry that creates so distinctive a flavor
calls for: cinnamon, oil, salt and pepper. All that mingling of cultures
and thatٔs all sheٔs got?

     Yes, and no, for the plot thickens. For one thing, Rebecaټs husband is
Moroccan. Shabbat and holidays are spent with his family eating spicy
fish, couscous, and the like. So youټll find cumin, paprika, turmeric and
chili, in other words, a respectable dose of fire in Rebecaټs pantry.
Additionally, Jewish Spanish cooking was influenced by Moroccan
rather than Spanish flavors. There are at least two good reasons for
this: 1. The influx of Moroccan Jews to Spain, and 2. The kosher factor.
Pork and seafood dominate Spanish cooking whereas Moroccan
dishes are all about meat, lamb or chicken. Simply put, Moroccan
cuisine lends itself to the kosher kitchen, seafood paellas and pork
tapas, not so much. So Rebecaټs food had a Moroccan flair to it long
before she met Mr. Right.
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s anything from schnitzelټitٹ ,Rebeca says guiltily ٺ,During the weekٹ     
to sushi, but special meals are Lebanese or Moroccan.ٺ She appreciates
the way that ٹfood gathers people.ٺ While sheٔs not religious in the
classic sense, Rebeca describes holiday and Shabbat meals as ethereal
and sacred. She feels a deep sense of connection making and serving
traditional recipes, like her motherټs lamb seasoned with Baharat.

     Baharat refers to a mix of spices used in certain parts of the Middle
East. Like garam masala and curry, there is no one recipe, though it
usually starts with cinnamon and English pepper. It may or may not
include cloves, cumin, coriander, cardamom, star anise, nutmeg, chili
pepper, turmeric andٖor allspice. Different regions are known for
different combinations, and Rebecaٔs mother used it in all her meat
dishes. Perhaps her Baharat was mostly made of cinnamon and
pepper when other ingredients were scarce, or maybe thatټs just how
she liked it. And of course her mother and grandmother would have
toasted and ground their own spices ٪ nothing compares to that.

     On this side of the pond, cinnamon conjures up a certain sweetness
٪ like gingerbread cookies and pumpkin pie. That said, even with a
generous dose of cinnamonٮrich Baharat, Lebanese and Syrian main
dishes are strictly savory. Lebanese lamb spiced with Baharat is cooked
with potatoes, mushrooms or white truffles, which are there "to soak
up the flavor of the meat," not compete with it. Moroccan lamb, on the
other hand, balances its savory ingredients such as olives, onions, and
garlic with sweet ones like apricots and prunes. That said, Rebeca
assures me that there are no hard rules in her kitchen ٪ with her uberٮ
cultural background, where would she begin?
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     Even, or especially, with all those countries in her psyche, Rebeca
always wanted to live in Israel. The first thing she did when she made
Aliyah was a six month Hebrew language course called Ulpan, and
then she was on her own. Thatټs how itټs done in this country of
immigrants ٪ youټre taught the basics, and then you sink or swim.     

she ٺ,re an adult here. Back homeټyouٹ ,Rebeca explained ٺ,At 20ٹ     
continued, ٹI was living with my parents.ٺ Becoming a selfٮreliant adult
with just a rudimentary grasp of the language ٹwasnټt the same as
bumming around all summer with my cousins,ٺ she says. But Rebeca
made it work, as have millions of other immigrants.

     Today organizations like Nefesh BټNefesh, supported by Jewish
National Fund, help make the transition a whole lot easier. From
getting you on the plane to landing a job, 21stٮcentury immigrants are
the beneficiaries of an expansive network of professional, social and
financial support. Rebecaٔs children, on the other hand, are the
beneficiaries of traditions that have crisscrossed continents and
outlasted time. Their DNA would suggest that theyٔre Syrian, Lebanese,
Spanish, and Moroccan, but if you ask them, theyٔre   Israeli.
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ARIEL ۭ YONAT  ٖ AȸǕƺȇɎǣȇa 

     There is no shortage of signage at the entrance to the former
collective. On the left, "Kibbutz Shomrat" is sprawled across an old
cement watchtower in giant yellow letters. The worn metal sign, dated
1948, lies in stark contrast to the sleek modern ones, for dozens of
private businesses, on the other side of the gravel. Itٔs a perfect
infographic of the Shomrat story, the Mazan family, and Israel in
general.

     Ariel Mazan was born and raised on this kibbutz. His parents arrived
in 1954, a week after they were married in Argentina. Their parents,
Arielٔs grandparents, had moved to South America at the turn of the
20th century, when antisemitism ran rampant in the Russian Empire.
Today, two generations of Mazans work together in their food and
hospitality business. Arielټs father represented a third generation
before his passing. As it happens, Mazon means food in Hebrew. "Our
ancestors traded this and that back in the old country," Yonat, Arielٔs
wife, tells me. Food may well have been in their blood even longer than
they know.

     Ironically, after escaping mother Russia, the Mazans embraced
Soviet tenants at Shomrat, a socialist commune. Half a century later,
that all changed. Ariel had loved the way he was raised and was not
among those who voted to disband and privatize the kibbutz, but
Israelis roll with the punches. Not that he had a choice. So after the
dust settled, the Mazans gave the capitalist thing a go. Yonat is
amused when visitors from abroad comment on their industrious
capitalist knowٮhow.

     For decades, Ariel had worked in the dairy that made milk, yogurt
and cheese for the kibbutzټs common dining hall. By the time Shomrat
was dissolved in 2002, Ariel had acquired much knowledge and
experience, but no clientele or capital. Even the cows were gone. For
the next four years, Ariel worked in different industries, but nothing felt
right. So in 2006, he decided to go back to what he knew best.

 



ARIEL ۭ YONAT  ٖ AȸǕƺȇɎǣȇa 

     Two years before the economic meltdown of 2008, Ariel
transformed Shomratټs old dining hall into a boutique goat cheese
dairy. Ariel and Yonat took their life savings, not much, and a bunch of
loans and ٹjumped into the water,ٺ she recalls. In other words, they
were all in. They named the dairy Alto, which means high in Spanish, to
represent their commitment to excellence in their products and
service.

     Their families thought they were crazy, and then things got worse.
Right around the time Alto was gaining traction, Israel got entangled
in the Second Lebanon War and the first Gaza conflict. Local
businesses took a hit as terror waves shocked the country. Dairy
distributors resisted driving ٹall the way ٠to Shomrat١", Yonat explained,
so the Mazans took over distribution as well as the rest.

     It was a rough, pricey undertaking. They were an unknown
commodity off the beaten path, but they kept at it. In 2012, just after
Yonat joined the business, they received a phone call from an
organization dedicated to boosting local tourism. Western Galilee
Now, sponsored by Jewish National Fund, provides marketing support
for over a hundred artisans and small businesses in the region. Alto
was one of the first businesses to sign up.

     They had no clue what was expected of them, Yonat admits, when
their daughter assured the CEO of Western Galilee Now that they
would be happy to receive a group of philanthropists from Jewish
National Fund. The rest, as they say, is history. Alto has been delighting
travelers ever since, and has a following of both locals and outٮofٮ
towners.

     Their awardٮwinning cheeses are reasonably priced, Yonat tells me,
so everyone can afford them. They use only goat milk, which is said to
be healthiest for human consumption. In 2016, their daughter Shaked
encouraged Ariel and Yonat to take it up a notch and open a café. Not
surprisingly, they accepted the challenge. Today, their breezy café
serves seasonal dishes showcasing their marvelous cheeses. 
 

 



ARIEL ۭ YONAT  ٖ AȸgeȇɎǣȇa 

     In addition to building a business, the Mazans are dedicated to
developing Israelټs North. They have been from the start. Arielټs father,
Amiran, had been a Zionist in his youth. After he made Aliyah,
Hashomer Hatzair, the socialist Zionist movement that established
Shomrat, sent him to Chile and Argentina to encourage immigration
to the newly formed State. They picked the right guy. Apparently, it
was not uncommon for café patrons to recognize Amiran, the man
who had long ago convinced them to come back home. Their reward
was back-breaking work — then as now.

    "When things get tough," Yonat explains, ٹyou have to be humble,
work harder, put up with it, save.ٺ The week I met her, a large part of
the Golan Heights was shut down for security reasons. That would be
comparable to roping off California and Nevada, suddenly and
indefinitely. The ensuing mayhem kept customers away. Distributors,
who had hesitated to drive there in the past, were now unable to go
home. ٹWho comes up here?ٺ Yonat asks rhetorically, "Not even
Israelis,ٺ she answers. But people like Yonat and Ariel, with the help of
organizations like Jewish National Fund and Western Galilee Now, are
changing that.

     The Mazans took on two of the toughest business sectors, food and
hospitality, in a particularly tough economy. Despite not making a
dime their first year, they were undeterred. ٹYou have to look far into
the future,ٺ Yonat tells me. With all four children in the business, and
two living on the former kibbutz, it appears as if the future has met her
half way.

     It also feels a lot like the past. The pioneering spirit that brought
idealists here in the '40s and '50s is alive and well. Modern day
pioneers, like the Mazans, are breathing new life into Israel's north and  
inspiring others. Yonat says that while they worked around the clock,
and faced significant setbacks, they always ٹhoped and believed that
they would succeed.ٺ And so they have. One more Zionist dream come
true.
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RUTH  ٖ UِSِAِ 

     Handsome Israeli boy meets beautiful American girl. "He used some
silly line about a cousin who said they had to meet," she tells me. All
the same, a few months later, girl leaves Manhattan, moves to Israel,
and marries persuasive boy… and they lived happily ever after. In the
uncut version, well, life happened. Three weeks after Ruth and her
husband met under the chupah, sirens wailed across the land.
Unbeknownst to her, the eerie sound was alerting the nation that war
had erupted, The Yom Kippur War. ٹI had no idea what was
happening,ٺ Ruth says.

     Raised on the Upper West Side, she had never experienced
anything like it. In truth, just about everyone was caught off guard. As
the citizen-army scrambled to mobilize, her husband was sent up
North where he was injured within a week. He came home for
treatment, ٹbut returned to his soldiers as soon as his cast was on,ٺ
Ruth recalls. Israeli army officers lead by example: ٹAcharaiٺ or ٹafter
meٺ they are famous for saying. He wasnټt going to sit at home while
his men were outnumbered on the Syrian border eight to one. So they
said a second difficult goodbye, this time, for ten months.

     War was not part of her plan. Ruth knew practically no one and had
no way of contacting her husband. The Hebrew news on the radio was
beyond her comprehension, not that it was reassuring. So she left her
newly rented apartment and moved in with her sister-in-law whose
husband was fighting in the South. Later they would learn how 500
Israeli soldiers outmaneuvered tens of battalions.

     An English-as-a-Second-Language course for teachers ٹsaved me,ٺ
Ruth confesses. It kept her busy all day, did wonders for her Hebrew
and was a place to make friends. Mostly, it was a healthy distraction in
a terrifying time. ٹIt was tough," she recalls, but Ruth got through it. "It
all starts with the fact that my mother was a sole survivor,ٺ Ruth
explains. Even though her mother never spoke of her wartime
experiences, Ruth figures thatټs where her determination and
resilience come from. That said, Ruth thought the woman had been
through enough, so she tried to protect her mother from the facts on
the ground. Specifically, Ruth didnټt want her mother to know that her
injured husband was fighting impossible odds on the front.

 



RUTH  ٖ UِSِAِ 

     Ironically, Ruthټs attempts to hide her husbandټs whereabouts led
her mother to think that their marriage was "on the rocks,ٺ Ruth
laughs. Still, "it was a tense time," she assures me. ٹI guess the Zionist
spirit is stronger than anything,ٺ Ruth muses. Ruth and her brother
were raised on stories of sacrifice, triumph, and Zionism. Both her
parents were survivors, so they understood the importance of Israel
and would soon make aliyah. Three of her fatherټs siblings survived
World War II. Tragically, one of his brothers would be killed soon after,
in Israelټs War of Independence.

     When Ruth arrived in Israel, she knew how to make an omelet,
more or less. Schnitzel, the greasy staple of the Israeli kitchen, was her
first foray into things epicurean. Next, Ruth would discover that some
things are made from scratch; that cakes aren't all from bakeries, nor
are fish hatched in jars. The first time she visited her future mother-in-
law's place, Ruth heard a leak in the bathroom and went to see how
she could help. There she found a jittery carp darting around the
bathtub — killing time, as it were, before becoming Gefilte fish.

     Since that time, Ruth has collected hundreds of recipes from around
the world. Her ٹuniversal kitchenٺ has been influenced by guests at the
many charity events she has hosted over the years. In addition to being
a champion for various philanthropic causes, Ruth sees herself as a
goodwill ambassador for visitors to the country.

     Though her mother didnټt share any war stories, she did pass on
some delicious recipes. Ruth's palate changed over "the different
stages and periods of my life," she explained as she showed me her
eclectic collection of cookbooks. These days sheټs mostly interested in
healthy dishes, unless she's catering to the hankerings of her seven
grandchildren, all of whom live nearby and have their own favorites.
Her daughter marvels at the fact that Ruth left everything behind, but
Ruth is hardly an anomaly. Jews have returned here from over 100
countries, throughout the ages, to partake in the re-birth of a nation. 
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1

LHPRQ IFH, YHU\ YHU\ VZHHW
L\FKHH 6RUEHW, RU RWKHU IUXLW

MDODEL, URVH ZDWHU LFH FUHDP ZLWK V\UXS
 
 

2 
MHDW KHEDEV, ZLWK HJJSODQW

OUDQJH BB4 6DXFHBB4 6DXFH, ZLWK PXVWDUG, FKRFRODWH RU IUXLW
MHDW ZLWK FLWUXV IUXLW, WDUW & WHQGHU

3LFNOHG LHPRQ 6SUHDG, JUHDW ZLWK HYHU\WKLQJ
6WUDZEHUU\ GLQJHU CKXWQH\, GUHVV XS \RXU PHDW 

 
 

3
FDVKHHUW, WXUNH\ SDWWLHV

CKLFNHQ 3DSULNDVK, ZLWK PXVKURRP VDXFH
NRNHGOHV, GRXJK\ GXPSOLQJV

 
 

4
CKLFNHQ LLYHU, ZLWK YHJHWDEOHV

BOLQW]HV, ZLWK FKHHVH
HDPHQWDVKHQ, ZLWK SRSS\ VHHG

 
 

5 
MLVLU :DW, YHJHWDULDQ OHQWLO VWHZ

6LJD 7LEV, PHDW VWHZ
BHUEHUH, VSLFH PL[

IQIXVHG OLO, MXPS VWDUW HYHU\ GLVK 
 
 

6
6DED\D, LD\HUHG GRXJK ZLWK EODFN VHVDPH VHHGV

HLOEH, FHQXJUHHN VHHG IRDP
GRXODVK, HXQJDULDQ 

 
 

7
CHYLFKH, ILVK WDUWDUH/FDUSDFFLR

MRTXHFD GH 3HL[H, ILVK ZLWK FRFRQXW & FLODQWUR
FHLMRDGD, PHDW VWHZ/FKROHQW

3DURID, WRDVWHG EUHDGFUXPEV & VDXVDJH
7RPDWR 6DODG, MHGLWHUUDQHDQ VW\OH

AYRFDGR MRXVVH, VRUW RI KHDOWK\ GHVVHUW
 
 



 
 
 

8 
5RDVWHG EJJSODQW 6DODG, ZLWK IUHVK JDUOLF

FDVROH BDWXWD, ZKLWH EHDQ VSUHDG
CKRFRODWH FXGJH CDNH 

 
 

�
9HUHQHNHV, FKHHVH GXPSOLQJV

JDUNRLD, PHDW VWHZ
HRQH\ CDNH, D 5RVK HDVKDQDK FODVVLF 

 
 

10
BLVFKL, GHHS IULHG GRXJK IRU HDQQXNDK

KXU]H, PHDW GXPSOLQJV
 
 

11
BHQLWFKD, FHWD CKHHVH LQ FLOR DRXJK

2UDQJH 3RXQG CDNH, ROG VFKRRO
KXPTXDW MDUPDODGH, IQWHQVH, WDUW & VZHHW

 
 

12
DRDK, WRDVWHG VHHG VSUHDG

FLVK 3DWWLHV, ZLWK WRPDWR VDXFH
BDVVDUD, IDYD EHDQ SDVWH

5R] BLO LDEDQ, SXU©HG ULFH SXGGLQJ
 
 

13
LHPRQ 6RXS, YHJHWDULDQ

MRURFFDQ FLVK, VSLF\
5RVWR, PHDW URDVW
BDKDUDW, VSLFH PL[

 
 

14
BHHW 7DUWV, ZLWK 6DLQWH MDXU© FKHHVH

GUHPRODWD, IWDOLDQ FKLPLFKXUUL
FRFDFFLD, ZLWK EOXH FKHHVH DQG ZDOQXWV

FDUP 6DODG, ZLWK TXLQRD
 
 

15
VFKQLW]HO, JUHDV\ & FULVS\ 

CKRSSHG OLYHU, VDOW\ & VPRRWK
7KDL NRRGOH VDODG, FROG & FUXQFK\

EODFNHQHG UHG ILVK, MXVW WU\ LW



 

5ECI3E6 AL3HABE7ICALL< B< CHA37E5 

 

AYRcaGR MRXVVH, VRUW RI KHaOWK\ GHVVHUW, 7

BaKaUaW, VSLcH PL[, 13

BaVVaUa, IaYa bHaQ SaVWH, 12

BHHW TaUWV, ZLWK SaLQWH MaXU© cKHHVH, 14

BHQLWcKa, FHWa CKHHVH LQ FLOR DRXJK, 11

BHUbHUH, VSLcH PL[, 5

BLVcKL, GHHS IULHG HaQQXNaK FXQ, 10

bOacNHQHG UHG ILVK, MXVW WU\, 15

BOLQW]HV, ZLWK cKHHVH, 11

CHYLcKH, ILVK WaUWaUH/caUSaccLR, 7

CKLcNHQ PaSULNaVK, ZLWK PXVKURRP VaXcH, 3

CKLcNHQ LLYHU, ZLWK YHJHWabOHV, 4

CKRcROaWH FXGJH CaNH, 8

CKRSSHG OLYHU, VaOW\ & VPRRWK, 15

DRaK, WRaVWHG VHHG VSUHaG, 12

FaUP SaOaG, ZLWK TXLQRa, 14

FaVKHHUW, WXUNH\ SaWWLHV, 3

FaVROH BaWXWa, ZKLWH bHaQ VSUHaG, 8

FHLMRaGa, PHaW VWHZ/cKROHQW, 7

FLVK PaWWLHV, ZLWK WRPaWR VaXcH, 12

FRcaccLa, ZLWK bOXH cKHHVH aQG ZaOQXWV, 14

GRXOaVK, HXQJaULaQ, 6

GUHPROaWa, IWaOLaQ cKLPLcKXUUL, 14

HaPHQWaVKHQ, ZLWK SRSS\ VHHG, 4

HLObH, FHQXJUHHN VHHG IRaP, 6

HRQH\ CaNH, a RRVK HaVKaQaK cOaVVLc, 9

IQIXVHG OLO, MXPS VWaUW HYHU\ GLVK, 5

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

JDUNRLD, PHDW VWHZ, 9

KXPTXDW MDUPDODGH, IQWHQVH, WDUW & VZHHW, 11

KXU]H, PHDW GXPSOLQJV, 10

LHPRQ IFH, YHU\ YHU\ VZHHW, 1

LHPRQ SRXS, YHJHWDULDQ, 13

L\FKHH SRUEHW, RU RWKHU IUXLW, 1

MDODEL, URVH ZDWHU LFH FUHDP ZLWK V\UXS, 1

MHDW KHEDEV, ZLWK HJJSODQW, 2

MHDW ZLWK FLWUXV IUXLW, WDUW & WHQGHU, 2

MLVLU WDW, YHJHWDULDQ OHQWLO VWHZ, 5

MRTXHFD GH PHL[H, ILVK ZLWK FRFRQXW & FLODQWUR, 7

MRURFFDQ FLVK, VSLF\, 13

NRNHGOHV, GRXJK\ GXPSOLQJV, 4

OUDQJH BBQ SDXFH, ZLWK PXVWDUG, FKRFRODWH RU IUXLW, 2

OUDQJH PRXQG CDNH, ROG VFKRRO, 11

PDURID, WRDVWHG EUHDGFUXPEV & VDXVDJH, 7

PLFNOHG LHPRQ SSUHDG, JUHDW ZLWK HYHU\WKLQJ, 2

RRDVWHG EJJSODQW SDODG, ZLWK IUHVK JDUOLF, 8

RRVWR, PHDW URDVW, 13

RR] BLO LDEDQ, SXU©HG ULFH SXGGLQJ, 12

SDED\D, LD\HUHG GRXJK ZLWK EODFN VHVDPH VHHGV, 6

VFKQLW]HO, JUHDV\, FULVS\, <XP, 15

SLJD TLEV, PHDW VWHZ, 5

SWUDZEHUU\ GLQJHU CKXWQH\, GUHVV XS \RXU PHDW, 13

TKDL NRRGOH VDODG, DZHVRPH, 15

TRPDWR SDODG, MHGLWHUUDQHDQ VW\OH, 7

VHUHQHNHV, FKHHVH GXPSOLQJV, 9
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JƏǸƺً Bƺȇً EƳƺȇ ƏȇƳ DƏȇ
 
 

«ɖɀɀƺǼǼ
JȒƳǣً DǣƏȇƺً CǼǣǔǔً «ƺȇƻً DƏȸƏً
CƏȸǼƺɵً EȸǣƬً EǼǣً BȸƏȇƳȒȇً «ɖɎǣً
PƺȸƺɎɿً JȒǝȇȇɵً GǣǼǣً OǝƏƳً AƳƏȅً
NƏǔɎƏǼǣً ³ǝȒɀǝƏȇƏً GƏǼǣً JɖǼǣƺً
CƏȸȅǣɎً ³ǝȒɀǝƏȇƏً GǣǼƏً «ɖɎǝً MǣǸǣً
LǣǼǼɵً AɵƏǼƏً NȒƏً JɖƳɵً Lƺȇً
AȇƳȸƺƏً «ƺƫƺƬƏً àǣƬǸɵً MǣƬǝƏǼً
«ƏƬǝƺǼً çȒȇƏɎً GƏǼً Aȅɵً GǣǕǣً
BƏȸƫً LǣǼǣƏȇƺً EƳǣɎƺً ³ǣǕƏǼً çƏǔƏً
BȸɖƬƺً PƏɖǼً EȸǣƬ ƏȇƳ ³ɖɀǣƺِ
 

     
 

EƳǣɎƺƳ ƫɵ GǣǼƏȇƏ LƺɮƏɮǣ

AɖɎǝȒȸ ȵǝȒɎȒي PƏɖǼ ³ǣȸȒƬǝȅƏȇ PǝȒɎȒǕȸƏȵǝɵ
 PǝȒɎȒǕȸƏȵǝɵي CǼǣǔǔ FƏƫƺȸً EȸǣƬ NƏȸȸȒɯً ƬƏȇɮƏِƬȒȅ
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mesmeriɿed bɵ Israelٔs food sceneِ
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