
The Yom Kippur W-ar 
7 A Personal Diary 

Sidra Ezralli 

Sunday, thc Second Doy of U7at. 
Early hlorning 
Jerusalem 
1 am sitting by a cnndlc beneath a shuttered window 
in a city blacked out against aerial attack. There 
is little intelligible news from the front, and the 
long hours between news reports arc filled with old 
Palmach songs mid coded messages calling reservists 
to their units. 

The dimensions of this war are still unclear, but 
I fear that the shrill wail of yestcrday’s siren has. 
shattered our peace for a long time to come. Each 
of us has already fixed in his mind the moment war 
broke in to violate our privatc lives and mock our 
petty dreams of tomorrow. 

Early yesterday morning wc awoke with no great- 
er anxiety than is annuidly generated by an empty 
stomach ilnd a sour taste in the mouth. We heard 
airplanes overhead, and I wondered. “The Air Force 
-just watching over us,” Ya‘ron mumbled, half- 
asleep, Later, during Musfif, I peeked through the 
curtain ?t the men’s scctiori and noticed that it wasn’t 
as full as usual. At 2:OO p.?rr. we had finished giving 
the kids their lunch, and cveryonc WIS l~rdclcd clo\vii 
for a short nap. I tried to seek refuge in sleep from 
the persistent Yom Kippur hcaclaclie. Then came the 
siren. Yaron jumped from bed, stumbled into his 
shoes and ran out of the door before I had let go 
of my dream of fire engines. The siren persisted, 
following me into coiisciousncss. An air-raid drill- 
on Yom Kippur? I ran to the children’s room, picked 
up Ariel, all warm ivith sleep, and woke up  Talya. 
Put on your shoes,” I urged her, and tlien stood 

there in my own stockinged feet, nrith Ariel scream- 
ing in my arms, not having the faintest notion of 
what to do. Yaroii came running in. “It’s war!” he 
blurted out. h3y first thought was that lie was sureIy 
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exaggerating-maybe some terrorist activity or a few 
shots across the Canal . . . . 

Then the siren sounded again. No more time for 
speculation. One had to .act. My own poor reflexes 
are conditioiied by World War I1 movies and stories 
of tlic Six-Day War. “Wliere is the shelter?” I asked 
-and suddenly realized that I had lived in Ramat 
Eslikol for over a year and had never thought to in- 
quire about the air-raid shcltcr. Surely there must 
be one? “ P w ~  a few things mid I’ll find out who 
has the key to the shelter,” Yaron answered-and was 
gone Ltgilin. I extriciltyd a slnall suitcase from the 
storage room with its El-A1 tag still fluttering from 
the Iianclle, and bcgan to pack ranclomly. What docs 
one take to war? Diapers for Arid, first of all. A 
frantic scnrch uncovered only tliree or four clean 
ones. So I clraggecl the cliaper pail iiito the laundry 
room and Ilcgiin to throw the dirty diapers into the 
washing mfichine. “Who knows when I’ll bc able 
to do another wash , . . .” 

A thircl siren. I felt the cliapcrs clripping mid ran 
back to finish packing. Jars of baby food. God ldcss 
Gcrbcr’s. A warm batlirobc for cach chilcl, l>ilj”milS, 
undc~rshirts, s\vcilters. I enlistcd Talyn’s help. She 
had given up thc attempt to fincl some correlative 
in four years of cxpericncc for tlic sound of sircns 
and was tiikillg comfort in 2 sucked thumb. She 
immediately responded to my suggestion that we 
llilck A few of hcr things-and came 1 1 d  cilrrying 
two Dr. Seuss l>ooks and Duhi the tccldp l x w .  

The radio h o k e  its Yom Kippur silence ancl 1)cgnn 
l>roadcasting cryptic messagcs and guarclcd rcports 
nliout enemy troops amassing on thct northern ancl 
southern fronts. Then came instructions to close shut- 
’ ters mcI  fill illI aviiiIaMc containers with witcr. \YC 

f i l I ~ 1  the l>tttlitul, with wntcr SO lxown that I 1>rilyccl 
we would never IIC rcclucccl to clrinking it. Tlien, 
with the compulsivc tlioroughness I a1w:iys muster 
Iicfore going on a journey, I macle the lxds,  wntcrecl 
the plants a11d fcd the fish. Finally wc collcctccl our- 
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. selves and marched down to the shelter. 
There were few people there. Some new Russian 

immigrants who never need convincing that some- 
body is out to get them. The native Israeli veterans 
of past wars straggled in and out again, strangely 
nonchalant, though, when questioned, they acknowl- 
edged that they too had packed small cases and 
placed them by the door in readiness. 

Talya immediately set. up house. She extricated 
a box of crackers from our “emergency supply” and 
designated one comer of the gray cellar as kitchen; 
an old blanket draped over a wooden bench consti-, 
tuted the bedroom. She greeted all newcomers with 
a housewifely smile and an invitation to tea. In the 
meantime the women tried to comfort each other 
with unconvincing shows of bravado. W h y  do you 
look so pale?” Becky asked me, and then blanched 
as the next siren sounded. 

After less than an hour we heard the all-clear. We 
emerged from the shelter and blinked at the daylight. 
The men were disappearing, one by one, from their 
homes or from the synagogue. Still wrapped in 
prayer shawls and shod in tennis shoes, with rifles 
slung over their shoulders, riding down the streets 
of the city in the early afternoon of the Yom Kippur 
Sabbath, these young men will surely provide foreign 
correspondents with poignant front-page photos, 
How many of those prayer shawls have already be- 
come their battlefield shrouds? 

The Second Day 
Eoening 

We hardly slept at all at night-waiting for a call 
to come from Yaron’s unit, waiting for sirens, listen- 
ing to the continuous, but pitifully uninformative, 
news reports. And the incessant, ominous rumble of 
tanks along the road behind our house. After several 
agonizing hours, Yaron finally telephoned headquar- 
ters and asked when he was going to be called up. 
His reserve unit consists of a team of scientists as- 
signed to the office of the General Staff, and it is 
unclear whether they will be activated at all. He was 
told to remain on standby near the phone. 

We awoke before six and I prepared a very carefu1 
list of the staples we absolutely needed for the next 
few days: bread, rice, niilk, a few cans of vegetables. 
There is the danger that hoarding might produce 
real shortages. Yaron was at the supermarket by six 
fifteen-but did not return for three hours. He 
brought a half-dozen items in a broken basket and 
stories of panic-stricken housewives buying random- 
ly and spreading wild rumors of the penetration of 
Syrian forces deep into Israeli territory in the north 
and enormous casualties in the south. 

It’s ‘curious. I am surely closer to death now than 
I have ever been, and yet, in the midst of all this 

enzy and fear, I feel strangely calm. A sense that 

t to all those with whom I cast m’y lot one day 
happens will belong not just to me alone 

several years ago when I bought a ticket in Boston 
and boarded a plane bound for Tel Aviv. I knew 
then that I was leaving behind the comfortable in- 
sulation from the traumas of Jewish history that 
American citizenship provides, and that I would he 
buffeted and probably battered by forces greatcr 
than myself and beyond my control. But it is only 
now that the jealously guarded boundaries of my 
private world have dissolved and I feel Iinked to a 
past that goes as far back as historical memory and 
to a future that extends until the edge of our col- 
lective imagination. . 

The Third Day 
In the streets, in the stores and offices, there are 

practically no men left between the ages of eighteen 
and forty-five. Young men-blond, brunette, bald, 
clean-shaven, bearded, skinny, paunchy-metamor- 
phosed into so many khaki-like chameleons, relin- 
quishing all the differences that insulate them from 
each other during times of peace. 

Yaron has nearly gone crazy waiting to be called 
up. It  seems that his unit, which had such a crucial 
function in the aftermath of the Six-Day War, has 
been in a state of limbo since their commander was 
suddenly called to join General Sharon in Sinai. 
Yaron has already been to headquarters twice, and 
while waiting for some word has signed up as a 
volunteer in nearly every public institution in the 
city that is operating an emergency service. 

Schools have been shut down, and having the 
children home increases everybody’s nervousness. 
We have been given explicit instructions on how to 
enforce the blackout, and have taped and covered 
our windows with dark paper (I bought blue con- 
struction paper because it didn’t look quite so ma- 
cabre as the black-and Talya, relieved finally to 
have something to do, drew funny faces on the in- 
side surface). As night approaches we close windows 
and shutters and all the lights except one. Talya 
doesn’t even mind going to bed early these days. ’ 

She’ hides under the covers when the men with bull- 
horns make their rounds at 8:OO P.M. calling to ten- 
ants on “third floor left,” “fourth floor right” to shut 
off lights and close shutters. Their amplified warn- 
ings resound menacingly through the silent night. 
We read Mother Goose this evening, and Talya 
wanted to know if Wee Willie Winkle was one of 
those loud men. . . . 
The Fourth Day 

I had almost weaned Ariel, but today startled him 
by nursing him every two hours to increase my milk 
supply as a hedge against possible food shortage. 

We have just finished painting our car headlights 
blue. There is a fine for driving at night with un- 
shaded headlights. Driving now is extremely haz- 
ardous; there are no lamplights or traffic lights, the 
nights have been overcast, and the general nervous 
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condition of most drivers aggravates the objective 
difficulties. Yaron is now working the night shift as 
volunteer driver for Sha’are Zedek hospital, and 
every time he goes out fear and an overactive imag- 
ination take command of my frayed nerves, 
. Last night he came home shaken by his experience 
on the road. As he drove slowly along one deserted 
street on his way to pick up a doctor who had been 
called to the hospital, he suddenly came upon a 
moving figure and swerved just in time to avoid 
hitting it. He stopped the car and leaned out the 
window, squinting to make out a tall, thin woman 
dressed in black, walking very slowly and apparently 
oblivious to his presence. He called to her: “I near- 
ly killed you! Please-for your own sake-walk on the 
sidewalk.“ She looked at him absently and said in a 
barely audible voice, “It doesn’t matter. I have noth- 
ing to live for anymore . . . .” 

The Fifth Day 
Today is Erev Succoth, and this year the women 

are building the traditional booths of plywood and 
blankets and eucalyptus branches. The children for- 
get their war games for awhile and set themselves 
to pasting long, colored-paper chains and painting 
prophetic signs about tabernacles of peace. 

Chava drove me to the market this morning, and 
I pushed through the crowds of women whose som- 
ber faces belie their holiday purchases. At eleven 
the news came on over hundreds of transistor radios 
-and the cacophonv of hawking vendors and hag- 
gling customers suddenly subsided into an uncanny 
silence. The news is not very comforting. 

I bought grapes, apples and a cluster of dates for 
our succah and then began looking through the 
heaps of palm branches for a lulav. I really didn’t 
know what to look for. “Try to find one that is very 
green,” one old man advised. Another added, “The 
closed ones last throughout the seven days of the 
holiday.” A plump worrktn next to me poked a branch 
in my face and said, “Here’s a nice long one.” Final- 
ly I spied a soldier standing behind one counter. He 
said he had just come from the Canal on twenty-four- 
hour leave and was helping his parents out. I won- 
dered how he had been granted leave in the very 
heat of war, and then, seized by guilt for my suspi- 
cions, I grabbed the lulav he offered me. I didn’t 
notice until I got home that it was brown, open and 
short. 

Chava and I filled her trunk with leafy branches 
that some enterprising boys had pruned from a near- 
by tree, and I arrived home in time to erect our own 
modest tabernacle. The Chief Rabbinate, which is 
busy these days granting dispensations for a war 
fought on holidays and Sabbaths, announced that 
we should hold our Succoth dinner early tonight so 
that we can observe the blackout-and as darkness 
fell, dessert was choked down by the light of flicker- 
ing candles. 

I t  is 1O:OO P.M. now. The succoth have been aban- 
doned for the safety of the home and stand forlom 
under a starry sky, little holiday fortresses against 
despair. 

The Sixth Dag 
Yaron now has an additional job as driver for the 

Kol Yisrael television and radio crews, and between 
that and the hospital shift he is practically never 
at home. 

I spend the early moming hours devouring news- 
papers whose headlines are stale even before they 
are off the press. But I am unable to read anything 
else. The novels and books of poetry that are piled 
up on my desk used to appear: to me at times more 
real than life itself. Suddenly I seem to have nothing 
to learn from them. 

During the interminable sleepless hburs of the 
night I am sustained by the round-the-clock radio 
broadcasts and extensive television reports from the 
front. But even when these reports tell of victories on 
the battlefield, there is something so alien and omi- 
nous about the new vocabulary of laconic technical 
terms and .acronyms for weapons systems, military 
corps and troop movements-a portentous language 
that has usurped the intimate world of words that are 
familiar with experience. Occasionally radio pro- 
grams are still interrupted by the ear-shattering 
bleeps which precede coded messages to army units. 
One password which has been repented frequently 
-“fleshpot”-reminds us that the history of our strug- 
gles with Egypt is an ancient one . . . . 
The Seoenth Day 

Today is the seventh day of the war that will never 
lie known as the six-day war. 

Eva and I have volunteered to help organize a task 
force in the poor neighborhood of Shmuel Ha-navi, 
to explain about blackouts and shelters to those 
women who have been disoriented by the sudden 
disappearance of their husbands and bewildered by 
the news, which is only partly comprehensible to 
them. Our task is especially difficult because of the 
panic that the very presence of strangers generates 
in the neighborhood. The Army notifies families of 
casualties by sending two or three people to their 
home-and until we manage to blurt out something 
about “civil defense,” frightened heads have already 
popped in and out of numerous windows and a keen- 
ing wail has gone up from the throats of women who 
are intimately acquainted, it seems, with disaster. 

Yesterday one terrified woman assured me that 
she observes a total blackout, “When night comes,” 
she said, “I close the shutters, turn off all the lights, 
and sit in the dark with a blanket over my head 
until moming . , . .” 

As we made our rounds today, we decided to ex- 
pedite the process by gathering five or six women 
who live in the same shikkun into the living room of 
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one of their neighbors. They came wiping their 
hands on aprons, a few holding babies and the others 
mixing bowls. These are the women whose routine 
lives have been punctuated by the regular recur- 
rence of war. One of them has given birth to a soil 
on the eve of every one of Israel’s first three wars. 
She told us how in ’48 food was scarce in beseiked 
Jerusalem and fear dried up the milk in her breasts; 
how in ’56 her husband fought in Sinai while his 
infant son was being circumcised; how in ’67 she 
was sent home from the hospital the day after child- 
birth to make room for wounded soldiers. She seems 
to have had enough of wars-and of childbearing. . . . 
The Eighth Day 

There was another air-raid scare today. We wander 
through these days as through a dream, arouscd 
regularly by the ritual signals of war: the hourly 
pips call us to the radio for news, the sirens call us 
to the shelter, and the 8:OO P.nx. crier calls 11s to 
turn off lights and close shutters as the night and 
its dangers descend. 

It turns out that some of the forbidding voices in 
the bullhorns belong to boys no older than twelve or 
fourteen. One boy nearly shouted his lungs out last 
night at the residents of the top floor of a neighbor- 
ing apartment building who had left all their lights 
burning. When nothing availed, he finally climbed 
tlie five flights of stairs and pounded on the front 
door until it opened a crack. A teary face poked out 
and a small voice said, “I’m alone-and I’m afraid 
to turn out the lights and stay in the dark.” The lad 
entered the house, put down his bullhorn, turned 
off the lights and closed the shutters. Then he sat 
down on the sofa and waited in the dark with the 
little girl until her parents returned. 

The N i n t h  Day 
The Succoth vacation has been canceled, and the 

children returned to school today+ 
. We were watching television last night, and when 
the newsreel from the battlefront came on, I began 
to remind Talya of bedtime: “Nursery school starts 
again tomorrow.” 3ut she was transfixed by the tanks 
and the smoke. “It’s just a game, anyway,’’ Yaron 
said, rather nervously. “No it isn’t,’’ Talya answered. 
“You can get kilIed out there.” She watched silently 
for a’few minutes until the shells started exploding- 
and then sheoran over to the set and screamed at the 
soldiers to “run to the shelter.” 

. 

. .  

The Tenth Day 
Today is Monday, the tenth day of the war. I 

don’t know what the date is by the Gregorian calen- 
dar. It is hard at times to remember that there is a 
world out there, beyond the Golan Heights and the 
sixth of October. A world at peace. A world that 
butters its toast for breakfast and opens its shutters 
i1t night without fear. 

The Eleventh .Day 
The children have called up their own reserve 

army in war games that are no less grim for all that 
the generals are midgets and the soldiers stuffed 
with straw. Chava waiked into her ten-year-old 
daughter’s room yesterday to clean up, and discov- 
ered all of Shira’s dolls decapitated and dismembered 
and strewn on the floor as on some hideous plastic 
battlefield. 

Mother called from Chicago this evening and sug- 
gested, somewhat sheepishly, that we send the chil- 
dren to’ the States for safekeeping. I think that’s what 
Jews are used to doing-running through two thou- 
sand years of exile from one “safe haven” to an- 
other. We are through running. The coordinates of 
life and death are enclosed in a specific space be- 
tween these mountains, this desert and that sea . , . . 
The Twelfth Day 

Golda delivered a televised address last night, She 
kept her nose buried in her papers and seemed to 
deiiberately avoid looking at her people. The barom- 
eter of confidence dropped simuItaneously in every 
home in the country. It is amazing what a degree of 
personal involvement is generated by broadcasts 
over the “cool” media. TV interviews with battle- 
weary soldiers and greetings conveyed by the radio’s 
army channel from families to their boys at. the 
front are the electronic arteries of a whole people. 
Reports from the front often include pictures of 
soldiers listening to transistor radios-completing a 
closed circuit in which those who make the news 
are also its audience. The soldiers listen for the re- 
gards from home that conjure up visions of mother, 
of wife, of children or pea soup or hot showers: 
“Moshe, you have a baby boy. Maze1 Tov. Please 
write home.” Yesterday “Yigal” was informed that his 
father is well enough now to be released from the 
hospital. But who knows whether Yigal is still alive 
to hear the report of his father’s improved health. 

The Thirfeanth Day 
Yaron has helped set up an emergency task force 

at the Hebrew University, and he has quit his driv- 
ing jobs to spend all his time there. They have estab- 
lished contacts with academics all over the world 
and are publishing bulletins and position papers, as 
well as meeting with foreign correspondents. Their 
work has already brought palpable results in the 
form of expressions of interest and solidarity and, in 
Europe especially, individual and group protests 
against the anti-Israel stand of the local govem- 
ments. But Yaron still curses the fate that has him 
sitting in a th’ink tank instead of a Centurion. “As 
long as my life is not on the line I am not fighting 
the real fight,” he complained this morning. 

At night I think guiltily of all the wives who sleep 
alone in cold double beds. 
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The Fourteenth Day 
I have been sitting at my desk for some time now, 

weighed down by a terrible sense of the magnitude 
of what is happening to us, trying to discipline my 
fears and make some sense of it all. But I think I 
shall have to admit that the effort is futile. We can- 
not hamess our emotions to one center. There is no 
sense to this war, there are no missions. No shofars 
will be blown on any Mt. Sinais. There are no more 
wailing walls to be liberated. Every war that Israel 
has fought has been forced on her-but the battles 
of ‘48 were the labor pains of national rebirth; in 
’67 the alchemy of war transfigured bullets and 
armor into gold for the latter-day psalmist. This 
time we are just fighting for our lives. And what we 
are experiencing is so basic, so elemental, that it 
eludes metaphor and defies sanctification. 

The Fifteenth Dag 
The television news this evening included a report 

on the attempts made in the schools to cope with 
current issues relating to the war. One zealous teach- 
er was shown instructing her third-grade class in the 
vital services of the Air Force. Finally, she concluded 
lier lecture with a summary question: “Who guards 
the skies?” One little boy, who obviously had not 
learned the right lesson, raised his hand: “God.” 

For the past two weeks the 8:30 news has been 
followed each evenin$ by a full-length suspense 
movie. Ironsides, Cannon, Mannix and Simon Temp- 
lar have become a regular part of our wartime fare. 
The first few nights I felt guilty and embarrasscd 
at my own addiction to these thrillers-riding reck- 
lessly over the papier-mac116 deserts and plunging 
into two-foot-deep canyons, the villains of Holly- 
wood are killed and then return to their drcssing 
rooms. But last night I took conscious measurc of 
my physiological reaction to the evening movie and 
became convinced of the cathartic value of such 
entertainment in wartime. The tension that is our 
constant companion these days is channeled into 
concern for the safety of the 26” hero and is re- 
leased with the ultimate capture of the murdercr and 
the restoration of justice. Of course relief lasts only 
as long as the suspension of disbelief-in any event 
no later than 11:30, when the real world of the un- 
resurrected dead, of blood with ‘no food coloring 
added, rushes in with the midnight news report. 

The Sixteenth Day 
A ‘young man named Neil Weisbrod arrived from 

Boston yesterday with a videotape machine and 31; 
assignment from the Institute of Jewish Life to film 
our community “in crisis.” I have been asked to 
accompany him during his two-week mission. It is 
with some apprehension that I anticipate this new 
role of “observer” of events of which I am so much 
a part. 

Talya keeps pestering me to take our succah down. 

. 

She believes that the war started because of “the 
noise” (the siren) and that there is some connection 
between our succah, which appeared a few days 
later, and the fighting-so that when we dismantle 
the succah, the war will be over. If the rotting fruit 
weren’t enough of an incentive, Talya’s belief in the 
causal relationship between our holidays and our 
wars would be. I think I’ll take the succah down to- 
night, Maybe she’s right . , , . 
The Setjoiteeiith Day 

NeiI and I visited the workshop of the “Lifeline 
for the A g e d  this morning and photographed the 
old people who have given their life’s savings and 
several months’ pension to the voluntary war loan, 
and devoted every minute of their waking hours to 
knitting hats, socks and scarves for the soldiers, 

I just received a letter from Anita in Canada with 
news about a mortgaged home and a kindergarten 
and a newborn baby. I try to recall a time when 
home was not a shuttered refug? against the dangers 
of nighttime attack; when kindergarten was not a 
shelter with taped windows and children who make 
toy tanks out of egg cartons; when the celebration of 
a newborn baby’s briss could not be sabotaged liy 
the wailing of the widowed mother. 

For over a week now, rumors haie been circulat- 
ing about a massacre of the boys who had held the 
Israeli fort on &It, Heimon. Today the rumors were 
confirmed. Yesterday -the fort was retaken by our 
forces, and this battle, it seems, was also horribly 
bloody, The fate of the forty boys who were up 
there when the war started is still unknown, but we 
suspect the worst. We have been taught by the bit- 
ter experience of past wars that even those who 
might have survived and had the “good fortune” to 
fall into Syrian captivity are undoubtedly being 
tortured brutally. Strange, for six years we have 
thought of the white-capped peaks of Mt. Hermon 
and planncd winter ski trips. Now the only color that 
comes to mind when we think of those steep slopes 
is red . . . . 

The Eighteenth Day 
Without even realizing how totally our lives have 

lieen transformed, we perform the little acts that 
have come to replace our normal routine. Yesterday 
1 gave blood at  Magen David Adom; Talya has 
drawn pictures, each afternoon this week of stick 
soldiers returning home to lopsided houses land- 
scaped with anthropomorphic flowers-and we have 
put the drawings in packages together with sun- 
flower seeds and dried fruit and sent them to the 
front. 

Neil and I visited wounded soldiers in hospitals 
today, and I held the microphone to bandaged faces 
like a shield agqinst the onslaught of my own raw 
reactions. 
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The Nirietcenth Day 
The poet might have surveyed the sober crowds 

of women and children and old men who populate 
the cities these days and concluded, “that is no coun- 
try for young men.” Each generation sends it sons 
into the jaws of an insatiable Moloch. This morning 
Neil and I visted the military cemetery on Mt. Herzl 
and stood beside the graves of the casualties of the 
war of ’48-those eighteen- and nineteen-year-olds 
who, if they had Iived, might have been the fathers 
of those who are dying in ’73. 

A grim responsibility for running the home and the 
economy falls on the women-the liberated and the 
domesticated alike-and at times I feel bewildered 
by, and resentful of, this arbitrary, if ancient, division 
of labor. 

October 24, 1973 
Cease-fire! Precarious, provisional, but the guns 

are silent tonight. There is a bare whisper of hope in 
the air. The lights just went on again all over the 
country-and faces used to hiding in the shadows 
revealed the ravages of these three weeks. It is still 
unclear where the demarcation lines are that separate 
our forces from the armies of Syria and Egypt, but 
the lines on the gaunt faces of the women are a map 
of the spiritual terrain that ohr people have crossed 
since the war began. 

For. the.first time in many nights I went outside 
for a breath of air. As I began to pick up snatches 
of street-comer conversations: I increased my pace. 
But it was too late. There is no escape from the sound 
of mouming: ‘‘ . . . In his last letter he sent his wife 
a list of his debts , , ”; “ . , . His wife is in her 
eighth month . . . .” At times I fear that there must be 
thousands of casualties, but I know there is no pro- 
portion between the numbers of dead and the quan- 
tity of grief. In this country where everybody knows 
nearly everybody else, each soldier falls like a pebble 
in a srnall lake, sending ripples shuddering through 
the entire community. 
October 25 

Yaron has been drafted, His unit has been recon- 
stituted and has already gone into full gear, working 
eighteen hours a day, I can’t get used to keeping the 
lights on and the shutters open at night. I feel sud- 
denly so exposed, so vulnerable. 

October 27 
.To the fourLyear-old whose fantasy has been vio- 

lated by war, belief in metempsychosis is one of the 
few consolations left. “The children told me that 
soon th‘ere will be war again,” Talya told me over 
cereal this morning, “and they said that I would be 
killed again.” 

October 30 
Today the ice-cream vendor in his white-and-or- 

ange truck returned to our street, dispensing mocha 
and strawberry cones to sad-faced children. The gay 

music of the hurdy-gurdy seems so out of tune with 
our mood. When will the children begin to skip 

, along sidewalks again, and whine their appetites at 
their mothers’ skirts again? 

October 31 
The “Yoreh-first rains of the winter season-fell 

today, and I stood outside for a long time and al- 
lowed the water to drench me. Today is my birth- 
day, but there will be no celebrations. I caught a 
glimpse of a neighbor who lost her husband in Syria 
last week-standing quietly outside her front door, 
like myself, making no effort to open the umbrella 
in her hand. Rain tastes sweet on lips parched by 
tears. 

The rain was orchestrated by a thunderstorm last 
night and the first claps of thunder jolted us out of 
bed and halfway to the shelter i . . , 

The farmers welcomed the precipitation, which 
will save the crops from drought-but the soldiers on 
the Golan Heights are sleeping in muddy trenches 
tonight. I gave Gorgia IL 20 to knit woolen caps for 
two soldiers. Her needles are going constantly) and 
she manages to tum out about five hats a day. 

Nooember 3 
I was watching television last night, praying that 

I would not find a familiar face among the anony- 
mous mourners, the wounded, the prisoners who had 
made yesterday’s news. Suddenly there she was- 
Shula, our former neighbor, holding a poster in a 
demonstration of parents of missing boys in front of 
the Knesset. Quick mental calculus: Were her boys 
old enough to have fought? Time mocked my ques- 
tion: Ten years have passed since those two curly- 
headed youngsters used to carry bottles of milk and 
loaves of bread up an interminable flight of stairs 
to their top-floor apartment on Metudela Street. The 
coward in me tried to hide from knowledge which 
is inevitably a tragic commodity these days- but my 
conscience steered me to the telephone and I dialed 
her number. Yes, her older boy, Ami, is missing. 
Hasn’t been heard from since Yom Kippur. Her only 
hope is that maybe he was taken prisoner in Egypt. 
She spends all her waking hours poring over photo- 
graphs of Idaeli prisoners ppblished in the Cairo 
newspapers. So far, nothing. 

This morning, my little coward still in tow, I went 
to visit Shula. She is very brave-and very realistic. 
“I have faith that he is still alive,” she said. And then 
she began to cry, “But sometimes I think that I have. 
no more son-that he is lying, still unidentified and 
unburied, in one of those burned-out tanks in Sinai.” 

“You know,” she continued, “twenty-four years 
ago, when Ami was born, the woman next to me in 
the maternity ward complained that’she had given 
birth to a girl when she had longed for a boy. Yes,’ 
I reminded her, ?;ut sons go to war.’ They all laughed 
at me-veterans of the War of Liberation-and as- 

) 
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sured me that by the time our children would come 
of age there would surely be peace . . . .” 

I ran home to Ariel, and held him so hard he 
cried. These mothers who lose their sons are losing 
not only their young men who have gone off to war, 
but also the babes they held in their arms-for even 
memory of past joys cannot survive when death has 
claimed the present and there is no more future. 

Each of us sees death from his own heights. We 
talked yesterday of a local correspondent who was 
killed at the Canal, and Talya, who had been listen- 

, ing unnoticed, suddenly interrupted: “He was some- 
body’s father, right?” 

November 5 
The cease-fire is so fragile that there are repeated 

warnings on both sides of possible renewal of hos- 
tilities, and a state of alert continues on the front 

.and a state of emergency at home. The wartime 
economy manifests itself in little ways: sugar ap- 
peared in improvised brown paper bags today, and 
there was no coffee at the supermarket. Eggs ar.e 
being rationed; the chickens were so frightened by 
the blackout that they have not been laying at their 
normal rate. 

Talya made up a .  song tonight before going to 
bed: “Let everyone come home and live together.. . 
and let the Arabs and the Russians not hit the 
Jews . . . and let Yossi not hit me . . . .” 
November 6 

The number of fallen soldiers has finalry been re- 
leased: 1,854. And there are hundreds of missing 
soldiers still unaccounted for. We thought we were 
prepared for the worst, but we are stunned at the 
dimensions of the loss. And even as the tragic sta- 
tistics are announced, there continues to be a con- 
spiracy of silence about the identity of the soldiers 
who have fallen. No names have been published, 
and one stumbles clumsily over death. 

This morning I called Mrs. Rayman, a woman for 
whom I have an unclaimed package that Trudy had 
left during her visit in Israel just before the war. My 
perfunctory inquiries about her health were met with, 
“Not very well . . . . Our son was killed two weeks 
ago on the Golan.” I was suddenly enraged, I felt 
cheated, violated. I wanted to retreat, to shout, “But 
I called about two pairs of panty hose and eight 
Ever-Ready batteries!” 

I am afraid to make any more phone calls. 

November 9 
Five-year-old Yoav came up at noon to solicit my 

help in unlocking his front door. As we struggled 
with the lock, a little friend of his came over, leaned 
his school satchel against the door and invited Yoav 
to play “hide and seek.” He ran off to find a good 
hiding place and then stopped, as if he had forgot- 
ten something, looked over his shoulder at me and 
called out, “My father will be killed today. They said 
on the radio that there is shooting again on the 
Golan Heights, and he is on the Golan . . . .” 

November 14 * 

The radio has just announced the imminent re- 
lease of the prisoners of war, and there are continu- 
ous reports detailing the. procedure of the exchange: 
airplanes ready for takeoff, ambulances beginning 
to deliver wounded Egyptian POWs from Israeli 
hospitals and waiting to take the Israeli wounded 
back to the same hospitals; doctors, nurses, families 
already in impatient attendance at the airport . . . . 

Is Shula’s Ami among the prisoners? Yesterda‘y I 
talked to her on the telephone, and she grasped at 
straws of rumored surrender and at desperate pray- 
ers: “Maybe God will perform n small miracle for 
me, too-just this once?” 

Soon the agonizing period of uncertainty will be 
over. 


