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Alice and Lew’s Trip to Israel 

July 29 to August 13, 2007 
 
 
 
 

 
 
Monday morning, July 30.  We have arrived.  This is our big bus.  The sign on the front reads 
 

Keshet Welcomes 
 

Congregation Har Shalom 
Congregation Ohr Kodesh 

 
The Har Shalom group is comprised of ourselves, three generations of the Popkin family, 
Cornelio Blanco, for twenty-seven years an employee at Har Shalom, and Hazzan Henrique 
Ozur-Bass, our leader.  The Ohr Kodesh group is led by Marc Israel, their Rabbi.  Altogether 
we are thirty-one, including six young children, three grandparents, and the Keshet 
personnelKeshet 
 
Keshet: the Center for Educational Tourism in Israel is the organization running our show.  
This organization appears to be associated with the Jewish Federations, and as such will take us a 
bit off the “beaten path’ to show us some of the activities that are supported by Jewish groups 
from the U.S.  
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There are three Keshet staff on our tour: the guide David Solomon, security guard Ayelet, and 
Netta, counselor for the several children in our group.  I think our driver Moshe works for the bus  
company.  
 
 

 
 
Our tour guide is David Solomon.  He is very learned in Biblical history, archaeology, and the 
geography and economics of Israel. The picture above is the usual way we see him, explaining.  
He’s American born, about forty, very religious, has seven children.  His wife Eva, who met us 
when we were in Jerusalem, told me that they already had had six children, but he had been very 
affected leading a tour of the camps in Poland; when he came home he wanted another child.  
Orthodox Jews believe that we have an obligation to repopulate for the six million that were 
slaughtered.   
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Our security guard is a young woman, Ayelet.   She’s quiet, rides in the front of the bus behind 
the driver reading a book in Hebrew, her carbine near at hand.  Whenever we are off the bus she 
walks behind the group, our little shepherd girl.  In our ancient decrepitude Alice and I often fall 
behind.   I tell Alice we must hurry because Ayelet has orders to shoot stragglers.  The weapon 
she carries is a U.S. Army M-1 carbine.  I tell her I carried such a gun in World War II.   
 
 

 
 
 
The other Keshet girl is Netta, counselor for the children.  She has told me she is studying film.  
We have a chat one day, and I tell her that if I was a young person starting out in the arts there 
would be no other place to go than film, a medium that encompasses all the other arts: drama, 
music, the canvas of cinema.  She is very beautiful.  Alice tells her to go to Hollywood.   
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On the first Shabbat we were in Tzfad and attended services at the Carlebach shul.  This city 
teems with black hat orthodox and Chasidic Jews.  I am walking back from dinner with Cornelio 
and Netta.  She tells him that she doesn’t believe in God.  He is surprised to hear this as he 
expected that Jews in Israel were all religious. .   

 
Notice that Ayelet and Netta have large bottles of water.  The atmosphere is hot and dry.  We are 
each given a nylon carrier and 1.5 liter bottle of water, urged to drink, drink, drink-- 3 liters a 
day!   

 
Moshe is our driver.  We have no picture: a short, sturdy, gray-haired man, bronzed complexion.  
He’s taciturn, keeps to himself.  Alice thinks he must have been in the Mossad.  After skirting 
precipices on hairpin mountain roads and watching him squeeze his huge bus into narrow alleys 
and navigate roads that seem designed for mountain goats we have anointed him as the World’s 
Best Bus Driver.   
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Tel-Aviv  
 

 
 
On Monday morning we have arrived in Israel.   Our tour is off to a running start. We drive into 
Tel Aviv, through the old part of town bustling and looking a little bit run down and finally onto 
Rothschild Boulevard, a busy tropical avenue with palm trees in the center dividing strip.  The 
ambience is of a city on the Riviera.   We unload at Independence Hall, where on May 14, 1948 
David Ben-Gurion, before a crowd of 350 members of the provisional People’s Council, jammed 
into a small room in sweltering heat, proclaimed the State of Israel.   
 

 
 
Here we are in front of the building.  Notwithstanding that Alice and I slept zero hours on the 
plane we look quite awake, don’t we?  The crowd behind us is a group of Jewish kids from 
Holland.  I was quite surprised to learn they were from that country, as the Jewish community of 
the Netherlands was nearly exterminated in the Shoah.  The present population of Jews is about 
30,000.  The big man top left is Cornelio.   
 
The building, a shrine in the history of the State of Israel is unimpressive and crowded between 
its neighbors.  It has a history.  In the early days of Palestine, when the land was under the rule of 
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the Ottoman Empire, the Jews lived in cities and towns, cohabiting with other populations.  In 
1909 a group of Jewish settlers in Yafo decided they would like to establish a Jewish town.   They 
bought forty acres of sand from the Arabs, and divided it by lottery among the 60 members who 
had subscribed to the association.  They named it Tel Aviv, a Hebrew interpretation of the title of 
Herzl’s book Altnueland, “Old new.,”  This structure was one of the first houses, later turned into 
an art museum.  Some of the paintings still hang on the walls.  
 

 
 
Across the front of the main hall is the dais from which Ben-Gurion spoke.  Hanging above is a 
portrait of Theodore Herzl, and on either side the banner with the blue Magen David on a white 
field and blue stripes on the borders.  Looking at these banners I wonder what Betsy Ross had 
designed the flag of Israel?  We hear a recording of Ben-Gurion’s proclamation, ending with the 
words 
 

“Placing our trust in the Rock of Israel, we affix our signatures to this proclamation at 
this session of the provisional council of state, on the soil of our homeland, in the city of 
Tel Aviv, on this Sabbath eve, 5th day of Iyar, 5708 (May 14, 1948).”   
 

We hear the loud crack of the gavel.  We rise and put our hats on to sing “Hatikva”  –“Hope”, the 
Israel national anthem.  We are always moved to hear this song, but on this occasion it is 
especially emotional.   We heard the speech in English. Of course, it was actually delivered in 
Hebrew.   
 
Included in the Declaration are these pronouncements—a bill of rights.  

THE STATE OF ISRAEL will be open for Jewish immigration and for the Ingathering of 
the Exiles; it will foster the development of the country for the benefit of all its 
inhabitants; it will be based on freedom, justice and peace as envisaged by the prophets 
of Israel; it will ensure complete equality of social and political rights to all its 
inhabitants irrespective of religion, race or sex; it will guarantee freedom of religion, 
conscience, language, education and culture; it will safeguard the Holy Places of all 
religions; and it will be faithful to the principles of the Charter of the United Nations. 

Later on there were enactments of Basic Laws that would form the constitution of the state.  
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Thelma and I had been here in 1974.  For Alice, this will be all new discovery.  People told us  
that we would be amazed at the transformation since that time.  An understatement.  In 1974 we 
stayed at a small hotel at the beach.  I remember there was one hotel about a mile north, but now 
there’s a stretch of big name brand hotels: we stayed at the Renaissance.  I look down from the 
balcony of our room at a beautiful wide beach with umbrellas, cabanas, a broad promenade and 
park.  Cars, buses, motorcycles, and scooters sweep by on the seashore boulevard.  It could be 
Miami.  
 

 
 
We visit the Azriel Tower, one of the tallest buildings on the Tel Aviv skyline.  Entering public 
spaces in Israel requires passing through a security check: armed guards, magnetic portal, bag 
search.  The first three floors are a shopping mall; there are many American franchises.  
   

 
 
Then we go to the observation deck.  I look down at the busy boulevards, the rising skyline, still 
in process.  Ninety-eight years ago, 60 acres of sand.  Even in 1974, nothing like this.  The 
vitality of the city is palpable.    
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It is hard to imagine that this country is in a state of semi-war.   There are many soldiers about.  
Across the road is the IDF headquarters, Israel’s Pentagon. On the way down I meet two soldiers 
on the elevator.  I ask them, “How’s the war going?”  They say, “From here, not bad.”   
 
Our next stop was the Palmach Museum.  The description is from the Keshet handbook.  
 
The Palmach  was organized the Hagana as an  elite“ Striking Force,” of fighting groups drawn 
from young men and women kibbutzim, who worked the farms and trained in military exercises. 
The museum presents the history as it was experienced by a small group.    

The Palmach was not a merely a military organization - it was the way of life of a social 
organization, based on the values of pioneering settlement The Palmach bases were situated on 
Kibbutzim. Palmach volunteers participated in military training exercises alongside their 
agricultural chores, and created a social frame work that was perceived as the core essence of 
the Sabra (native bom Israeli) 

The height of Palmach activity was during the War of Independence, during which they played a 
central role. From among the "Hagana"s 12 brigades, three were Palmach brigades, which 
constituted the "tip of the spear" during the war and in the establishment of the Israeli Defense 
Forces. 
 
The Palmach Museum is an experiential museum, conveying the Palmach legacy through the 
stories of individuals and groups. Visitors to the Museum join the group of young Palmach 
recruits from its establishment, and advance through the story of the Palmach until the end of the 
War of Independence. 

The manner of presentation is extremely innovative. There are no displays or documents, but 
rather an account of a fascinating personal story accompanied by three-dimensional decor, films 
and various effects incorporating documentary materials. 

The visit, which is conducted in groups, correlates with the structure of the presentation, set out 
as a series of events, and symbolizing the Palmach team spirit. 

The tour commences and ends in the commemorative hall for Palmach victims who died fighting 
for establishment of the State of Israel.  

The Palmach Museum is adjacent to Tel Aviv University.   Israel’s schools of higher learning and  
research  are world renown.   The next morning (Tuesday) we visited the campus of the Weizmann 
Institute and tour the Clore Science Garden  an outdoor museum with hands-on  physics 
experiments—mechanics, acoustics, thermodynamics, hydraulics.  Not far away is a tall tower-like 
structure, a particle accelerator in which is enacted somewhat more sophisticated research.   

In response to those who say Moses should have turned right into the lands of oil rather than left 
towards the land milk and honey, Thomas Friedman replies, “I say no, Moses went just the right 
way because Israel’s got oil wells that never run dry.  They’re called Ben Gurion University and 
Hebrew University and the Technion, and the Weizmann Institute and Tel Aviv University—those 
are oil wells that never run dry.  I’d much rather have those than the other kind.” [Moment, 
September 2007] 
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Ayalon Institute-- The Bullet Factory  
 
In 1945 the Yishuv-- the Jews in Israel— were engaged against the British army and local Arabs.  
The possible establishment of a Jewish state was on the horizon, and it was rightly believed that 
the surrounding Arab nations would attempt to destroy it.  The British considered the possession 
of firearms a capital crime.  Arms were needed for defense.  The Haganah was manufacturing 
Sten sub-machine guns and other arms, but were desperate for ammunition.  They had imported 
machinery for making bullets from Poland, but needed a factory.   
 

 
 
This kibbutz, on a hill near Rehovot, was established in 1932 as a training base for new settlers.  
The bullet factory was built between and under the laundry (near building) and bakery (behind 
the mast).  It was a secret even to the members of the kibbutz who were not involved, who came 
to be called “giraffes.”  Entrances were hidden under a clothes washer in the laundry and a two-
ton oven in the bakery mechanized so they could be easily moved.  Noise was masked by the 
laundry machinery and specially made mattresses under the entrance ways. 
    
The importation of the equipment and the ongoing operations were risky business.1   A British 
army post was quite close.  They tell the story of a great alarm when a Tommy came to pay a 
neighborly call.   He was made welcome and to be hospitable the kibbutzim offered him a beer, 
but they could only find a warm bottle.  The soldier was told he was welcome to come anytime 
and could bring friends, but to call first so they would be sure to have cold beer.   
 
The kibbutz buildings and the factory remain as they were.  Alice and I climbed down the narrow 
and steep spiral staircases.  The factory space is about 110 x 25 x 10 ft high with about 14 feet of 
earth cover so it couldn’t be discovered by mine detectors.  
 
Working conditions were very hard.  First of all were the secrecy, isolation and ever-present 
danger. The underground factory was hot and noisy.  People got sick from a lack of exposure to 
the sun, so they installed ultra-violet lamps in the bathrooms. Nevertheless, from 1945 to 1948 
they manufactured over two million bullets without blowing the place up, and successfully 
smuggled  the ammunition to the Haganah.  

                                                 
1 We brought back the book The Ayalon Institute: Kibbutzim Hill Rehovat which tells the fascinating story.  
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.   
Atlit 
 
On Wednesday morning we leave Tel Aviv, driving north along the coastal plain, the Sharon, the 
Mediterranean on our left, pass cities Natanya and Herziliya , and further north Mount Carmel on 
our right.   
 
Along the coast I observe two very large power plants.  These plants are coal-fueled, and I 
assume they are the main source of electrical energy for the whole country, andas the coal is 
brought in by ships, the plants need to be at the coast . One of the demonstrations at the 
Weitzman Institute Technology Park was a 6 foot parabolic dish for gathering solar radiation.  
The intense heat at the focus lit off a 2x2 wooden bar like a match.  With the unclouded sun 
available six months of the year we questioned our docent as to the progress of using solar 
energy.  He was quite perturbed that the influential power industry had been an impediment to the 
development of clean energy sources,  Notwithstanding I had noticed way back in 1974, and now, 
on many houses and apartment buildings a crude hot-water supply system consisting of a water 
barrel and tubular heat exchanger tilted up to catch the sun’s rays.   

We stop south of Haifa, at Atlit, the preserved historical site of a typical British detention camp 
for refugees, “illegal” immigrants attempting to enter Israel during the Mandate.  They came, 
often by great struggle, and in flimsy ships, for liberation in Israel, only to be caught by British 
soldiers and thrown into camps like this.  We were shown the building where the newly arriving 
detainees were brought for cleansing and delousing.  One can imagine their panic when they were 
ordered to undress and enter the showers!  A “Great Escape’ occurred on the night of October 9, 
1945, when Palmach fighters raided the camp and freed the detainees.  They scattered to nearby 
towns, were sheltered and hidden, and eventually absorbed among the Jewish population. 
(The Yishuv)   

 

The barracks at Atlit.  The bags overhead are where the detainees stored their personal 
belongings.  
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Some of the Har Shalom/ Ohr Kodesh gang.  
Alan Kahan.  His wife Helene in the strawhat, blue shirt and shorts.  
Jeff Popkin. Divorced, lives in Sheffield, England in proximity to ex.  Has two young children 
with him, little girl Brook, about 8 and son Oscar about 5.  Manages marvelously with the two 
kids.  Carries a very expensive camera, takes lots of film, his pics will be the real documentary of 
this trip. Kids have cute Brit accents.  
Our Cantor Henrique Ozur Bass.  Leader of the delegation from Har Shalom.  Left his family 
home, but brought his guitar.    
Cornelio.  Carries Dominican passport.  Not married, but was. Has two grown well-educated 
children.  Parents were Seventh Day Adventists.  Been working Har Shalom for 27 years.  
Alice, my loving companion.  Was suffering from much from bursitis during the trip. but gamely 
carried one.    
Jerry Frank.  Father-in-law of (Rabbi) Marc Israel, leader of the Ohr Kodesh group.  The whole 
family is here: Jerry’s wife Judy, Marc and his wife Jane, and 3 little children.   
Carol Sobel.  Traveling with Pam, rightmost lady.  Both ladies have husbands at home, unable to 
accompany them.   Carol’s son Daniel (not in pic) is with us.   
Nearly hidden lady is Jane Popkin, also traveling with family.   
Herschel Shostek is the man in the safari suit.  He’s an amateur archaeologist has been on 
previous expeditions to Negev.  His companion is Jeanne (not in the pic) red-headed lady from 
Riverside, California.  Belongs to a Reform temple.  Coming over the plane is full of black hats.  
In the morning they stand at the bulkhead, facing east davening, putting on tefillin, a part of the 
Jewish world that to her is a revelation.  (Oy! Wait till we get to Tzfad)   She widowed, he 
divorced.  Newlies, met on the internet in March.   This may be their first big date.    
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Here’s another shot, same place.  Left is David, whom you’ve already met, Rabbi Marc Israel, 
myself.  Far right is Hinde, mother of Jeff, the young Brit. 
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Tiberias 
 
After Atlit we drive east over Mount Carmel and through the fertile valley of the Galillee.  The 
agricultural development in Israel is impressive.  They grow everything: bananas pineapple citrus 
olives vegetables.  In the south wheat is grown in winter.  For six months there is no rain.  Last 
May there was a heavy downpour, but this was a very unusual exception.  We had needlessly  
packed an umbrella and ponchos.   
 
Israel imports no produce.  If it’s not in season you don’t get it.  I missed my breakfast orange.  In  
Tzfad and in Jerusalem I encountered orange juice vendors, so I bought juice and told them not to 
squeeze the oranges.  Where they got the fruit I don’t know.  The farmers are required to observe 
biblical commandments about resting the fields every seven years and leaving portions of the 
harvest for the poor. 
  

 
 

The entrance to Zichron Yaakov 
 

We stop at Zichron Yaakov, a lovely pioneer town, now a center for arty shops with a museum 
dedicated to the NILI Zionist underground.  It’s a bit too hilly for Alice and I but we do make our 
way to a restaurant on top of the hill.  We dine outdoors.  An elderly man sits at the entrance 
packing a pistol. Every restaurant has a security guard.  The NRA would love Israel!  
 
In late afternoon we arrive at Nof Ginosar Hotel, run by Kibbutz Ginosar, on the shore of Yam 
Kineret, the Sea of Galilee.  After settling in we drive into Tiberias, a Roman city with the ruins 
of  Roman buildings and ancient synagogues.  It’s an important site for Christian tourists as the 
Sea of Galillee figures in the life of Jesus as fisherman. There are huge crowds here, and a bit of 
amusement park atmosphere. We are below sea level, the elevation of the lake -209 m.=-688 ft.  
(Lowest point in Death Valley, U.S. is -282 ft.).   
 
At twilight we sail on the “Jesus Boat,” a wooden craft modeled on the remains of a boat found in 
1985 when the lake was at a low level, dated as about 2000 years old, and believed to be the kind 
of  boat the Galilee fisherman sailed on in Jesus’ time.  Our boat is a bit bigger and will come 
equipped with an engine and a skipper/disk jockey.   
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Here is Alice waiting to go aboard. 
 
It is a beautiful evening as we leave the dock and set out onto the lake.  Then we have music, 
middle-eastern with a very lively tempo.  We have drums.  Everyone gets wild with the music 
and dancing.  Later I did a little research and believe that the drum species is djemba, originally 
from North Africa. 
 
 

 

 
 

Pam goes at it, dancing and pounding the drum. 
  



15 

 
 

Alice with a neat beat. Too bad I don’t have a sound track 
 

 
 

 
The Hazzan and Rabbi have neat beats too.  
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Sunset on the Kineret 
 

We conclude the day with dinner at “The Deck,” a restaurant built out over the water where the  
meat and fish are roasted in ancient style ovens.  We had a lamb chop.  
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IDF 
 
On Thursday we drive up into Israel’s northern “finger” through Kiryat Shimona, the 
northernmost city.  We see the scars of forest fires caused by last summer’s Hezbollah rockets, 
then on to Tel Dan, archaeological dig of the ancient city of Dan.   We continue up mountain 
roads along the Lebanese border finally arriving at an Army outpost, where a visit has been 
arranged.   

 
 

We settle down in the briefing room.   We visitors sit on folding metal chairs, but the usual 
furnishings are some dilapidated sofas and chairs that look like they were recovered from a junk 
yard.  The tall fellow is Dan—I don’t remember the name of the fellow with the sharp beard-- I 
think Avigdor.  They told us about their mission, which is to patrol the border.  A fence borders 
the camp: the other side is Lebanon, a buffer zone now patrolled by the U.N.   Outside they 
showed us their weapons, the armored vests and gear they wear in combat.  Looks very much like 
the equipment of the American army.  They had an outside rec room, a big tent with the sides 
rolled up, soldiers lolling on more decrepit sofas and chairs.  There’s an indoor rec room, but it’s 
too hot.    
 
Obviously it’s a pretty boring job.  We had been asked to bring gifts for the soldiers; socks tee-
shirts CDs books games.  I brought my book, gave it to Avigdor who likes poetry.  I read the 
inscription—“To the brave young soldiers of the IDF.  With gratitude and appreciation.”  I 
thought of our own soldiers in the Middle-East, and would thank them in the same way.    
 
Israel has universal conscription, three years for the boys, two years for the girls.  The latter have 
a choice of the IDF or community service.  They don’t draft Israeli Arabs or the ultra-Orthodox.  
As they near high school graduation, a time when American kids are thinking about college, these 
kids are thinking about in what branch of the military they would prefer to serve.  
 
During the time of our visit there was an incident in which a group of the settlers in Hebron had 
gone into an Arab market area causing some kind of provocation.  They refused to leave and the 
police and army were brought in.  Some of the Israeli troops refused to obey orders.  They were 
told to obey or go to jail.  Most of them finally complied, but 7 remained adamant and were 
sentenced to 28 days.  An article in the Jerusalem Post told of problems in the army, and the 
appointment of a new general to improve the situation.  
 
I noticed that the soldiers wore their pants very low on their hips.  It’s the style, looking ‘cool” 
they say.   
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Golan Heights 
 
We drove up to Mt. Bental on the Golan Heights.  Prior to the 1967 Six-Day War Syrian artillery 
was dug in on this elevated position overlooking the whole valley of the Galilee, and bombarding 
the cities and farms.  As our guide David explained, it had actually been a three-day war—Egypt, 
Jordan and Iraqi forces had been defeated--  but the populace in  the valley under the Heights 
threatened to evacuate the area if the IDF did not displace the Syrian guns.  It was a formidable 
challenge but the Israeli forces prevailed and subsequently occupied the Golan until 1981, when 
the territory was annexed to Israel.  
 
 In the Yom Kippur War of 1973,  a fierce tank battle was fought in the plain below Mount 
Bental, one of the largest tank battles in history.   
“The Syrians attacked the Golan with 1,500 tanks and 1,000 artillery pieces. Israel countered with 
only 160 tanks and 60 artillery pieces. The long stretch of valley in between Mount Bental and 
Mount Hermon became known as the Valley of Tears. The 100 Israeli tanks were reduced to 
seven under extreme enemy fire. However, the Israelis managed to take down 600 Syrian tanks in 
the process. The Syrians eventually retreated, but not without inflicting heavy casualties on 
Israel.”  (from Wikipedia)  
 
There’s a monument at the top of the mountain. 
 

 
 

and a whimsical road sign indicating the distance to Washington as 11,600 km. and 158 km. to 
the Prime Minister’s office.   

 
I was up here in February of ’74.  There were burned out tanks and military vehicles all over the 
place.  We picked up soldiers hitching rides, some of them still in bandages.  A cease-fire was in 
effect, but during the night we heard cannon fire. Now the land is green, there are new Israeli 
towns, and a thriving wine industry.  Our tour of the Yarden winery offered lessons in wine-
tasting and the varieties of wine grown in the Golan.  This is good stuff.  It ain’t Manischevitz. 
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Tzipori and River Jordan  
 
Tzipori was an ancient Roman and Jewish city, at one time the capital of Galilee . After the 
destruction of the Temple in Jerusalem it became the main center of Jewish learning.  Around the 
year 200 the Mishna was compiled here, the life work of Rabbi Yehuda Hanassi.  Also the 
Sanhedrin, the Jewish court of justice, was moved to Zippori.  This is an extensive 
archaeological site with ruins of a Roman theater, synagogue, and fort.  We visited the 
synagogue, of which three walls and a colonnade remain and a well preserved mosaic floor 
depicting biblical stories and a large zodiac calendar.  Notwithstanding the prohibition of graven 
images, the mosaic depicts animals and has both Greek and Hebrew inscriptions.  
 

 
 

Alice admiring the mosaics 
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Our travels we continue westward, crossing the Jordan River.  Entering Park Hayarden, we meet  
the river near its source.  The famous river, sung in Gospel 

I looked over Jordan, 
And WHAT did I see, 
Comin' for to carry me home, 
A band of angels comin' after me, 
Comin' for to carry me home. 

is here only about 25 feet wide.  In Maryland we would call it a creek.  And yet, this small stream 
is a major source of Israel’s water, contributing about one-third of requirements.  Most of the 
balance is from groundwater, pumped from deep limestone aquifers.  

 
Our company will float down the river on rubber rafts 
 

 
 

Our brave comrades waiting to set out.   
 

.  
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The boaters float down in the strong current. 
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Tzfad    
 
The old city of Tzfad is renowned as a center of Jewish mysticism-- I think Madonna came here 
when she embraced Kabala—and an artists colony.  On Friday night, Erev Shabbat, we made our 
ways to shul, men and women separately. 
 
Alice attended the women’s service.  The service was in a house, the women sat around the room 
on pillows on the carpeted floor.  The room was lit by a single candle. Around the room were 
paintings and woven wall hangings of mid-eastern design. In the introduction to the service they 
sang L’cha Dodi, standing with their arms about each others shoulders. Alice described it as 
joyous, but not rapturous.  Ayelet and Netta had their hair combed out.  Alice thought they looked 
very pretty. Ayelet carried her carbine.  
 
The men were going to the Carlebach shul.  I knew of Carlebach; here’s an excerpt from my 
memoir, “How Shlomo Carlebach was the World’s Greatest Hugger.”   
 

My wife and I, at that time new arrivals in Maryland, accepted all invitations, and dared 
to go everywhere to divert ourselves from our ten-thousand-point gin game.  So one 
weekday evening we found ourselves at the periphery of a crowd of young people sitting 
on the floor watching a Carlebach concert.  We had never heard of Carlebach before. 
 
     What can I say?  He sang.  They sang with him, they swayed they rocked, and the 
music went on and on and then people began rising from the floor and swaying and then 
joining hands and becoming a great snake line of undulating dancers.   And there we 
were-- and how it came to be I can't remember-- but there we were in this youthy, sweaty, 
wild-haired frenzy of dancers, circling around the room and across the stage.  Then the 
dancing ended and Shlomo began to say goodbye to every young girl in the room.  They 
came up offering themselves and he enclosed them for minutes in his great ursine 
embrace, two locked figures as one, immobile in voluptuary rapture….  he loved the 
world and if his arms were wide enough he would have encompassed the globe.  But his 
arms weren't that wide, so he embraced the world one person at a time. Here in Shlomo 
was the true artist, the nonpareil virtuoso of hugging…..  
 

That was in the early seventies.  From our hotel to the shul was a rather long walk, through the 
narrow alleys of the old city, up and down hills.  I have trouble walking, needing to stop from 
time to time to rest out the pain in my back, and soon fell behind the crowd.  Henrique, the good 
shepherd, stayed with me, and eventually we arrived at our destination.  The shul is a small 
building, the services on the second floor, crowded with the congregation, men with beards and 
black hats, and below them other worshippers jammed wall-to-wall in the narrow medieval street.   
I am surprised to see that they are mostly young men.  The wives, dressed for Shabbat stand with 
babies in their arms at a respectful distance.  The service is riotous with joyful singing and 
wordless chanting.  Henrique has provided us with siddurs but I find it difficult to follow the 
service.  Next to me in the crowded alley jammed against the wall are Cornelio and Jeanne, who 
belongs to a Reform congregation in California.  She was curious and joined the men, 
notwithstanding the segregation of the sexes in Orthodox worship. I ask Jeanne about Hershel.  
She tells me that he’s resting, but then goes on that he has cancer, widely metastasized, he’s 
undergoing chemo and has made special arrangements with his doctor to go on this trip. I am 
surprised that she has confided with me about this; after all, we are relatively strangers.  
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This scene is quite a revelation to her.  It’s also a surprise to me, as what I had expected was a 
reenactment of the Carlebach “service” that I had witnessed long ago.  Later it was explained to 
me by Henrique that the Carlebach legacy was the music and enlivened liturgy.  
 
By 8:30 the service was still in the preliminaries, lost in L’cha Dodi, welcoming the Sabbath 
Bride, but it being already time for dinner our group broke away.  We trekked to a house in the art 
colony, joined our women and enjoyed a festive Shabbat meal on our host’s rooftop terrace.  
   

 
 
This house in this picture looks like the place we had dinner.  It was dark at the time, so I don’t 
think this was the actual place, but you get the idea.  (Picture from http://good-
times.webshots.com/photo/2531728500084882056itQkpc)  

 

 
 

A house on the hillside 
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It has been very hot, but here in Tzfad we are atop a mountain, elevation about 2900 feet, so it is 
cool at night and we have the windows open.  I waken Saturday morning to what I take to be the 
sound of distant thunder.  It never rains here in the summertime, so it is probably just someone 
trundling something through the courtyard below.  Thelma and I were at a kibbutz in the Galilee 
in February of 1974, after the Yom Kippur War.  This was a time of ceasefire--the battles had 
raged the previous October.  During the night we heard, not so far away, the rumbling of cannons.  
In the morning we were told that it was gunfire, but the army was just practicing.  Later we read 
in the newspaper that it was an actual exchange of fire with the Syrians.  
 
On Shabbat we ambled up and down through the narrow alleyways of the old city, exploring the 
shops and old synagogues.   
 

 
 

This is the ark in a synagogue that was founded in the 16th century by Sephardic Jews from 
Greece.  It was destroyed by an earthquake in 1837, rebuilt and became the Ashkenazi Ari 
Synagogue.  (Picture from/www.safed.co.il/Synagogues/Ashkenazi%20Ari.htm) 
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Alice resting in front of the synagogue.  We rest much in this city built for mystics and billy 
goats.     
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Archaeology 
 
Tel Beit Guvrin is an on-going archaeological dig.  The hill on which the city was built is chalk.   
In this easily excavated material were dug hundreds of caves used for storage, burial grounds, 
workrooms, and even raising doves.  The caves are interconnected by tunnels, and holes in the 
walls between the large chambers. .   
 

 
 
A typical cave.  Entry is through the narrow opening at the top.  The brave explorers among us 
climbed down the ladders.  On the surface the temperature was about 95 degrees, but down here 
it’s pleasantly cool.  The original inhabitants may have come down into the caves to chill out. 
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We are provided with pails, picks, and trowels, and dig away.  
 

 
 
 

The floors are rich with remnants—pottery, bones of animals, and artifacts.  Cornelio has a shard.  
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At the surface the pails are carefully sifted.  Out guide tells us that earlier in the day a small idol 
was found on the screen, a very significant relic.   
 

 
 
 

David’s t-shirt “Archaeological Seminars.  We Dig Israel.”   
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Sde-Boker 
 
It is surprising to be driving through the Negev and see in the arid wilderness a green oasis.   The 
strory we were told was that many years ago David Ben-Gurion came here and found a group of 
young pioneer hard at work building a settlement.   He said it was such a beautiful place he would 
like to live there, and they said, “Why don’t you?”  Ben-Gurion dreamed of making the desert 
bloom. He came here to join the Sde-Boker Kibbuttz, retired here and finally rests here.    
 

 
 

The inscription on the stone reads— National Park, Containing the Graves of Pola and David 
Ben-Gurion  

 

 
 

It was too hot for Alice and I to walk out to the actual grave site, so we found a shady spot under 
a tree and watched the grazing ibex.  They are wild goats. Here’s one in a tree watching us.  
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. 
 

The actual gravesite sits on the edge of a cliff overlooking the Negev. 
 

 
 

The view from the grave site.  The last two pictures are courtesy butterflydi 100 
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Makhtesh Ramon 
 

 
 
The Makhtesh Ramon is located in the central Negev.  It’s a quite spectacular hole in the ground, 
much like the Grand Canyon, but at 1600 feet not as deep.  In English it’s called “Ramon Crater;”  
however  it’s not a volcano or the result of a meteor impact. 
 
  “A makhtesh is a phenomenon in which a hard outer layer of rock covers softer rocks. The 
erosion destroys the soft minerals relatively fast, and they are washed away from under the harder 
ones. The harder rocks eventually collapse under their own weight — the result is a crater-like 
valley structure.” (en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Makhtesh)  
 

 
 

We have arrived at another crater, I believe this is Hamahtesh Hakatan (The Small Crater).  There 
are three large craters in theNegev: Ramon, Hamahtesh Godola (The Big Crater), and this one.  
The road up here is very hazardous with narrow shoulders and no guard rails.  We glide around th 
hairpin curves skirting the edges of abysses.  Here we have stopped to admire the view.  The 



32 

viewers are Herschel, our guide David, Henrique (catching the wind), Ayelet, Jeff, and Carol.  
Herschel, our brave explorer leaning over the edge tells us that there are six cars down at the 
bottom. No one else is courageous enough to verify his observation; he may be pulling our 
collective leg.  In any case, we are grateful for the skill of our wonderful driver Moshe, whereby 
our bus did not join Herschel’s cars in the bottom of the crater.   
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Beduoin Ranch 
 

 
 
We saw a few of these Bedouin camps, mostly in the West Bank.  This isn’t where we stayed.  
  
As contrasted to the picture above, the Bedouin Ranch at Kfar HaNokdim might represent the 
camp of a sheik.  The arrangement is a wide open area, encircled by big tents and palm trees.  
Waiting as we arrived was a caravan of camels waiting to take us out on rides.  Alice and I sat 
that one out.  Accommodations for most of the guests were carpets in big open sleeping tents.  
This was a popular stay-over for many groups of kids. At bed-time I wasn’t sure whether the 
young girls were parading around in bikini bathing outfits or their undies. Oh, well. For those of 
us too old for a pajama party there were cabins.  
 

 
 

Dinner was served in the dining tents, the diners lolling on carpets.  Here are Alice and Cornelio, 
not lolling.   
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The next day we were to visit Masada.  The group left at 4:30 am to walk the Roman Ramp to the 
top of the mountain before the heat of the day.  Masada is at the shore of the Dead Sea, the lowest 
point on Earth below sea level. Needless to tell you, we two didn’t feel up to it.  It was arranged 
that for those who didn’t make the climb, the bus would return at 6.   
 
We arose and walked out in the dawn into the center of the camp.  The place was completely 
deserted, cool and quiet except for the huge volume of birdsongs of every melody-- chirps, hoots, 
cooing, and whistling.   We were amazed that in this desert landscape, in this small island of palm 
trees, there could be such a profusion of birds. Outside the camp we could see the mountains 
stretching away, totally barren, quite beautiful in the early light.  A long distance away a small 
light appeared, slowly getting larger—the bus.   If we had known that that great big bus would 
have to make the round trip just for the two of us, we would have gone along with the group and 
camped out in the Masada visitor’s center for a couple of hours.  
 
We had breakfast at the hostel and waited for the hikers to come down.  We got to see Masada, 
but only from the bottom.  I have been here before, and maybe someday we’ll come again, ride 
up on the cable car, so Alice can get to see Masada from the top.   
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Yerucham 
 
 
Traveling north through the Negev we arrive at the town of Yerucham.  The population of this 
town are mostly immigrants from North Africa.  It is time for lunch.  Our bus pulls up behind a 
private house, wherein we are served a Moroccan meal, consisting of a great variety of appetizers 
and main courses of chicken and lamb, washed down with orange soda.  The soda is probably an 
Israeli innovation.   
  
Our hosts tell the story of how they came here many years ago, by way of Italy, arriving with a 
large group of fellow immigrants from North African countries.  They were asked where they 
would like to go.  “Haifa.,” they said.  They boarded buses and when they arrived here in the 
desert, they asked the driver, “Where are we?” “Haifa,” he said. 
 
The town is modern with tracts of concrete houses and clean streets.  After lunch we stop at the 
library of the Bamidbar Institute (see below) where we gather around to be educated about 
Yerucham.  Our instructor is Michael Biton, who had come here from a village in the Atlas 
Mountains. At the institute, among other roles. he is coordinator for planning and development 
with UIAC (United Israel Appeal of Canada). Yerucham was founded in 1951 as a Development 
Town, part of a project by the government to settle previously unsettled areas or insert Jews into 
areas with large Arab populations, and spread new immigrants about the country rather than 
concentrated in the large cities.  Economic development has been difficult.  In the beginning the 
state induced industries to set up plants here by offering tax exemptions.  After ten years, the 
preferential exemptions expired, and some of the industries moved elsewhere, resulting in 
unemployment, the drifting away of the younger generation, and other attendant social problems.  
Some other development towns have done well, but not this one.  It may still be an experiment.  
Many social workers and others come to help out, but they don’t stay.  What the town needs, 
pleaded Mr. Biton, are people who are committed and stay.   
 
Driving through town we see areas staked out for new houses, but they are not yet being built.  
The present population is about 9500.  
 
The mayor is Avrom Mitzna..  He is a former general, was mayor of Haifa, was a member of 
Knesset, leader of the Labor Party, superseded by Shimon Peres, and after the previous mayor of 
Yerucham was dismissed for incompetence, asked by the Interior Minister to take over the 
administration of this troubled town.  He resigned from the Knesset to take this job.  My friend 
Joe Fenton, a member of Har Shalom, who happens to be a cousin of the general, was told by 
Avrom that he really doesn’t like politics that much.   
 
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
Yoram Zvik 
Bamidbar groups coordinator.  From: "��������� " <yzvik@netvision.net.il> 
To: <scribblew@verizon.net> 
Subject: your visit to Yeruham 
Date: Sunday, October 21, 2007 4:28 AM 
 
Hi.Thank you for the interest you show in your visit to Yeruham. Your keynote speaker was 
Michael Biton. Michael is the UIAC coordinator for planning and development as well as a 
handful of volunteering positions which among is: The New Yeruham Fund, the TSVI - Students 
local leadership, the Miami-Yeruham partnership and more. 
 



36 

I hope you find this information satisfactory.  
B'SHALOM, Yoram Zvik 
Bamidbar groups coordinator. 
 
Bamidbar Institute 
A center of Jewish study and celebration in the Negev. Since its establishment in Yerucham in 
1996, BaMidbar has grown into a significant Jewish cultural center that attracts the region's 
diverse population. BaMidbar programs span a wide spectrum of activities, including a creative 
beit midrash for BaMidbar's leadership, a beit midrash for children, various study programs for 
high school and post-high school youth, a program on parashat hashavuah, a dance midrash 
group, a program of Jewish studies for workers in nearby factories, and community-wide events. 
During 2005/06, BaMidbar operates 17 different educational programs, most meeting on a 
weekly basis, for more than 1,300 participants - children, youth, adults, and seniors. Tzav Pius 
supported BaMidbar for six years since its inception; since 2002, AVI CHAI  
  
[http://www.avi-chai.org/bin/en.jsp?enPage=BlankPage&enZone=EJSIJS] 
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Jerusalem 
 
Yerushalayim— We get into the city in the late afternoon, stopping at the promenade on Mount 
Scopus for our first look over the city.  It is Tuesday, August 6th.  Henrique brings out his guitar.  
David brings forth wine.  We dance and sing, celebrating our arrival in Jerusalem, Navel of the 
World.  Shehechiyanu-- We bless the Lord for having enabled us to live this day 
 

. 
 

      We arrive at the King Solomon Hotel.  That evening we are on our own for dinner.  On the 
bus, Marc had read off a list of good restaurants, but we hadn’t paid attention, and in the evening, 
after we’ve unpacked and rested a bit we set off in a taxicab telling the driver we think there’s a 
restaurant on Ben Yehuda Street, and set off.  He hasn’t a clue.  We don’t find a place, and after 
cruising a bit, and being by that time tired and hungry, we disembark.  We find a brightly lit 
open-air cafe, quite busy, with an appetizing display of pastries, nice sandwiches and salads.  The 
security guard, an elderly gentleman with a pistol on his hip sits on a stool at the entrance.  We 
have been cautioned not to enter an establishment that doesn’t have a security guard.  In America 
we wouldn’t have much confidence in the protection such an old fellow could provide, but I’m 
sure this gentleman has seen his days of battle, and is adept with his firearm.  It’s a neighborhood 
establishment; we are the only tourists and we enjoy being there among the amcha Yerushalayim.    
 
     The next day, we are exhausted, and need a break.  We send the bus off without us.  In the 
morning I explore, find an ATM machine and get some shekels, and just down the street the King 
David Hotel.  Although there are many deluxe hotels in Jerusalem, this is the King, visited by 
stars, celebrities, and world leaders.  On the floor of the main corridor is a wide white stripe with 
reproductions of the signatures of many celebrities and world-renown statesmen and women. 
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Over the next few days we became frequent patrons for lunch and afternoon refreshments at King 
David’s patio restaurant over-looking the pool and lawns, and beyond these, the ancient wall of 
the Old City.   
 
My niece Ellen with her family live in Ramat Bet Shemesh, not far from Jerusalem.  We are 
invited for dinner.  In the late afternoon we embark by taxi. It turns out to be quite a long ride, 
and our Arab driver takes us on a route passing through checkpoints into and out of the 
Palestinian zone.  We have no problems and do not encounter waiting lines.  The area we are 
passing through is well-forested with trees planted by the Jewish National Fund.  I look for the 
trees that were planted in honor of my Bar-Mitzvah, but can’t see them because of the forest.  The 
ride is quite a bit longer than I had expected, and I begin to wonder if our driver is not kidnapping 
us.   
 
My family in Israel is Ellen, her husband David, and their children: Meira Leah, Elchanan 
Nachum Ezra, and Jacob.  Meira was Bat-Mitzvah last year, and seems so grown up and a lovely 
young lady.  When we arrived the boys were sitting out on the deck, engrossed in their books.  I 
had offered to bring Harry Potter, but they were up-to-date on the young wizard.  I brought my 
poetry book, and at dinner read some poems about their father and grandfather.   
 
Ramat Bet Shameesh is a New Town, on a hilltop between Jerusalem and Tev Aviv.  Most of the 
houses appear to be three- or four- family dwellings, of a familiar yellowish masonry 
construction.  Each apartment has a wide terrace at the rear.  From Ellen’s terrace we can see Tel 
Aviv and the sea.  Her husband was attempting to lay a tablecloth for dinner, but it was too windy 
so we dined inside.  My cousins Lila and Bill who had made Aliyah many years ago came from 
their home in Herzliya Ptuah to join us.  What a delightful family reunion it was!  
 
Our cab ride home was rapid.  I don’t think our Arab driver knew the English words “A little 
slower. please!” 
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The bombing of the King David Hotel was an important event in the history of Israel.  Walking 
along the sidewalk in front of the hotel I encountered a plaque describing the incident.  
 

“The hotel housed the British Mandate Secretariat as well as the Army Headquarters.   
On July 22, 1946, Irgun fighters, at the order of the Hebrew Resistance Movement, 
planted expolsives in the basement.  Warning phone calls had been made, to the hotel’s 
dispatch, the “Palestine Post” and the French Consulate,urging the hotel’s occupants to 
leave immediately.  The hotel was not evacuated, and after 25 minutes, the bombs 
exploded.  The entire western wing was destroyed, and to the Irgun’s regret 92 persons 
were killed.”    

I was interested in finding out a little more, discovered that Irgun Zvai Le'umi (National Military 
Organization) was a militant group which had spun off in 1931 from Haganah, the established 
defense force.  During the years preceding and during World war II, there was much anger at 
British policies denying immigration to Jewish refugees from Europe, sometimes even forcing 
them to return to inevitable fate in the countries they had fled,   On February 1, 1944, the leaders 
of Irgun had had enough, mounted a proclamation, broadcast on handbills, To the Hebrew Nation 
in Zion!, directed to the youth of Eretz Israel, declaring war against British authority, and 
concluding:. 
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Jews!   
Our fighting youth will not be deterred by victims, blood and suffering. They will not 
surrender, will not rest until they restore our past glory, until they ensure our people of a 
homeland, freedom, honor, bread, justice and law. And if you help them, then your own 
eyes will soon behold the return to Zion and the rebirth of Israel.  
May God be with us and aid us!  

At the time Menachem Begin was Irgun Chief Commander.  

 

This was the view from our balcony on the 11th floor of the King Solomon Hotel. We are looking 
east.  The security fence, not discernible in this small photograph, runs along the crest of the 
distant hill.  On Saturday Cornelio went through the fence on a Christian tour, visiting Bethlehem 
and the holy sites in Jerusalem.  The merchants in Bethlehem complained that only a few buses 
came there now, and the Arabs who worked in the hotel were bitter about having to leave home at 
430 in the morning to get to their jobs.  In America we build fences to keep out guys who want to 
pick lettuce.  Israel builds a fence to keep out people with explosives wrapped around their 
bodies.  
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Here’s a pretty view looking to the south. 

I wore my sneakers when I swam in the Dead Sea, left them on the balcony to dry.  I hadn’t 
rinsed off all the minerals.  After five days, they never got dry.  They remain in Jerusalem.   

On Thursday we were on the bus again, headed to the Old City.  We enter through the Dung Gate, 
and gather outside the entrance to the Davidson Visitor Center, an outdoor archaeological 
museum.  Throngs of people are coming up through the gate, and as we are waiting we are roused 
by the sound of shofars and drums.  It is a bar-mitzvah gathering proceeding up to the Wall—in 
Hebrew “Kotel.”  I can’t get close, but I see in the center of the procession a pretty woman in 
brown dress and picture hat, no doubt the mother of the bar/bat mitzvah, her arms upraised, 
rapturously dancing.   

Inside the museum we walk on a 3000 year old street, which had been buried under centuries of 
accumulation of newer construction.  There are remnants of the walls of shops that once lined this 
street.  As we stand at the base of the wall David points out the layers that were built up from 
ancient times and the buttresses of Robinson’s Arch which once bridged over this street.  Nearby 
is a small crowd celebrating a bar/bat mitzvah.   They can do it here, but not at the holy Kotel, 
where men and women cannot commingle. 

The archaeological area is quite large.   We go on around to the south wall, and by now it is late 
morning, the sun is high and we are tired and hot.  As our group gathers on the steps leading up to 
the south wall, Alice finds a chair alongside the Ethiopian security guard, and engages in 
conversation with him.  I lean with Herschel in a narrow patch of shade. .  
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We go up to the Kotel, the Western Wall of the Temple Mount.  When we came there was a great 
crowd.  This is a picture on a quiet day  

 

Women are restricted to the women’s side. Here they stand on chairs looking at the men 
worshipping on the other side.   (Pictures from http://www.sacred-
destinations.com/israel/jerusalem-western-wall.htm) 

On top of the Mount are two mosques, the Dome of the Rock and the more modern Al-Aqsa.  
Inside the former is a great rock from which Allah is believed to have ascended to heaven.  The 
great golden dome is a distinguishing feature of Jerusalem’s landscape.  Thelma and I were able 
to enter it on our visit in 1974; now it’s closed to infidels.  
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Next on the agenda the group was to spend the afternoon in the souk (Arab bazaars),of the Old 
City.  They would be trekking over, but Alice and I weren’t up to a long walk, and decided to 
take a taxi, meeting the bus at Zion’s Gate.  Herschel was also quite played out, so he and Jeanne 
were going to return to the hotel.  Netta guided us to the place where we could catch a cab, which 
turned out to be a rather competitive exercise. With Netta’s help, we did finally nab a cab.  
Attempting without success to instruct the driver to drop Alice and me at Zion’s Gate and 
continue on to the hotel with the others, we finally gave up and all went back to the hotel.   We 
phoned David at the bus and told him not to worry about us.  We would have another opportunity 
to visit the souk.   

The next day, Friday, we again let the bus go off without us.  We needed to go at our own pace. 
We took a cab out to Yad Meshem, Israel’s memorial to the Holocaust.  The main museum is 
constructed as a long triangular prism, embedded in a hillside, Har Hazikaron, The Hill of 
Remembrance.  We walk silently through the exhibit halls, and although the photographs, 
artifacts and documentary materials are much like we wave seen in our own Holocaust Museum 
in Washington, it is still a very emotional experience.  On the way out we walk through the 
garden dedicated to the Righteous Among the Nations, and then, of course, the gift shop.  

In the evening w attend services at Kahilat Shira Hadasha, an “innovative” synagogue,’ 
embracing “halakhah (tradition adapted to modern times), tefillah (prayer), and feminism.”   In 
accordance with the last of these attributes, the service is led by a female rabbi and hazzan.  
Notwithstanding, the room is divided by a curtain separating the sexes. 

The synagogue is located in the German Quarter, a pleasant section of the city. It wasn’t far from 
the hotel; most everyone walked, but as was a little bit far for us we took a taxi.    Most of the 
cabs are driven by Arabs.  We arranged to have out driver Suleiman pick us up after the services.  
Back at the hotel we joined the group for a festive Shabbat dinner.  

On Shabbat morning the hotel is crowded with young people, mostly Americans on Birthright 
tours.  All systems are in Shabbat mode; the elevators are set to automatically stop at every floor 
and no hot food is served in the dining room.   

After breakfast we summon Suleiman to take us to the Israel Museum.  There is much to see here.  
Our first visit is to the Shrine of the Book, containing the Dead Sea Scrolls and other ancient 
manuscripts.   
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 “The Shrine of the Book was built as a repository for the first seven scrolls discovered at 
Qumran in 1947. This symbolic building, a kind of sanctuary intended to express profound 
spiritual meaning, is considered an international landmark of modern architecture. Designed by 
American Jewish architects Armand P. Bartos and Frederic J. Kiesler, it was dedicated in an 
impressive ceremony on April 20, 1965. Its location next to official institutions of the State of 
Israel – the Knesset (Israeli Parliament), key government offices, and the Jewish National and 
University Library – attests to the degree of national importance that has been accorded the 
ancient texts and the building that preserves them. 

The white dome symbolizes the lids of the jars in which the first scrolls were found; the contrast 
between the white dome and the black wall alongside it alludes to the tension evident in the 
scrolls between the spiritual world of the “Sons of Light” (as the Judean Desert sectarians called 
themselves) and the “Sons of Darkness” (the sect’s enemies). The corridor leading into the 
Shrine resembles a cave, recalling the site where the ancient manuscripts were discovered.” Text 
and picture from the Israel Museum web site.  

Now we can go to the Old City.  Suleiman, of course, has a relative with wonderful bargains    
Unfortunately, the narrow, steep cobblestone alleys are too arduous for us, sop we are unable to 
penetrate very deeply into the bazaars.  We look down on a huge model of the city of Jerusalem 
as it appeared at the time of the Second Temple. (The people in the picture aren’t us.)  The size of 
the city seems to be quite immense.   . 

 

 

The Temple. The grandeur of the architecture rivals the other famous ancient cities.  I dare 
include Athens and Rome 

After the Museum, we summon Suleiman to take us to the Old City.  He has a relative who owns 
a shop with wonderful bargains, but alas, the narrow, steep cobblestone alleys are too arduous for 
us, so we are unable to penetrate very far into the Arab market.  We forgo the relative’s bargains, 
but find some of our own. . 
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Just inside of the gate.  The two figures at the right lounging against the wall are IDF soldiers. 

 

A view of the Old City just inside the gate.  
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We return to the hotel, bid farewell to Suleiman, then stroll up to the King David to enjoy our last 
afternoon refreshment on the now-familiar patio.   Here’s the view.  

Sunday will be our last day in Israel. We are back on the bus.  First stop is the workshops of Yad 
L’Kadish, an institution providing a place for community and useful occupation for elderly 
people.  Here the artisans, mostly immigrants, are employed at bookbinding, printing, paper-
making, textile arts, toy making and handmade stationery, the work beautifully designed and 
lovingly crafted.     

 

This gentleman was hungry to converse in Yiddish.  Alice complied.  
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Getting instruction in needlework 

 

We brought home this silk wall hanging depicting the Biblical seven species. 
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The next stop is the Herzl Museum, locatd, of course, on Mount Herzl. (Every topographic 
eminence in Jerusalem is a “Mount.”)   

 

Theodore Herzl, 1860-1904  

In the Museum episodes of Herzl’s life are narrated through a film. We pass through a chamber 
depicting his early life in Vienna as he studies law, becomes a journalist.  During part of this 
episode we see a ball, and hear the music of a waltz.  In the back of the room, in semi-darkness, 
mostly unnoticed by others, I see Herschel and Jeanne dancing.  A memory of this episode, 
touching at the time, came back to me a year later, when I learned of Herschel’s passing.    

Then we are in Paris with Herzl, covering the Dreyfuss trial.  He was experienced in the anti-
Semitism of Vienna, and here he witnesses the virulent anti-Semitism of the French people. He 
comes to the realization that the Jews of Europe cannot really be assimilated, that their only hope 
for freedom is a Jewish nation. The idea isn’t new.  This is a time of nationalistic revolution 
throughout Europe, including Zionism.  But for Herzl, this is a turning point; the rest of his all-
too-short life will be dedicated toward the creation of the Jewish State.  He founds a newspaper, 
writes Altneuland and other books, dreams a new society, organizes the movement, and in 1897 
assembles the first Zionist Congress in Basel, Switzerland.  Over the ensuing years as the Zionist 
movement grows, he travels among the ministers of nations to get their support; as the homeland 
is to be in Palestine he beseeches the Sultan of Turkey to permit the Jews to settle in that land.    

Now we are in a chamber sitting among the delegates to the Zionist Congress in Basel in 1903. 
Herzl presents an offer from the British government to allow the Jews to settle in Uganda.  The 
delegates shout him down; it is unacceptable; it must be Palestine.  Herzl, in discouragement, dies 
the following year; he is only forty-four.  But the movement lives on, and the dreamer’s dream 
will become real.   

In accordance with his wish to be buried in the Jewish Homeland if it ever came into existence, 
he is buried here, his grave moved from Vienna in 1949.  These grounds are also the site of the 
Israel military cemetery, and the graves of Golda Meir and Levi Ashkol.  
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 We see groups of soldiers touring here.  I believe they are the new draftees, and this is part of 
their basic training.  They wear their pants low on their hips.   

 

Aboard the bus again we proceed to a busy shopping area.  We have lunch at the New York 
Delicatessen and afterwards find a pleasant shady spot to imbibe cold drinks and watch the 
crowds go by 
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Neot Kedunim  

Then it is farewell to Jerusalem.  Next stop is a National Park—I think there are 97 national parks 
in Israel— not bad for such a small country-- the Neot Kedumin Biblical Nature Reserve, which 
intends to preserve the land as it was believed to be in Biblical times.  We observe the vegetation, 
and see how water was preserved in this arid place using drainage ditches to collect rainfall and 
gather it in cisterns.  There are olive trees, and our guide demonstrates a press using a big timber 
lever to squeeze the fruit.  How about that, Archimedes?    

There is also a large mosaic depicting the lunar calendar.  It’s set on rollers so it could have been  
rotated to a pointer to indicate the current month.  Things get complicated because many festivals 
are dated according to the calendar.  The months are 29 or 30 days, totaling 344 days, 11 short of 
the solar year.  In three years the seasons are a month out of sync.  The rabbis added leap months 
and leap years.  Very complicated.  It always bothered me that if the Jews were so smart, why 
didn’t they figure out the solar calendar.  A lot of other ancient people did.   

 

Actually, they had it nailed.  Here is Henrique acting like the stylus on a sundial.  Behind him 
there’s a time-reckoning device, in principle like a sundial, but instead of the stylus casting its 
shadow on a flat surface, the Hebrews had a device like half a bowl, a quarter sphere ruled with 
radial lines indicating the time of day, and latitudinal lines whereby the length of the shadow 
could be accurately measured.   So the priests or rabbis, or whoever was in charge in those days 
could have fixed the problem, but I suppose they preferred the esoteric complications of our 
ancient calendar.   

From the length of Henrique’s shadow you can see it’s late in the day.  We will have our farewell 
dinner in the park and then head to Ben-Gurion Airport,  Before parting we gather for our group 
picture.    
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Photo from Jeff Popkin’s album 

Shalom, Eretz Ysroel ! 





 



 



 



 

 
 
 
 
 


