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The Yizraelite – No 2188   Date: 27.12.24  

Kibbutz Yizrael 

 

Reut’s Editorial:  

"This year, the festivals of light, Hannukah and 

Christmas coincide. The windows of the dining room 

were decorated, and I hoped that we could celebrate 

the return of hostages from the darkness of the Gaza 

Strip even as we lit the candles together. In the 

meantime, as I write these lines, the hostages 

remain in the dark, and three soldiers were killed 

there. And here, in the area near Jenin, several sudden 'booms' resounded, shaking the 

windows. (An ominous warning of things to come…. had Reut written her editorial a 

day later, she would have told us that Ben Gvir went up to pray on the temple mount 

in order to fan the flames of violence even further – Ed)" 
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Congratulations!   

On the birth of grandson for Judy, Peter and Shlomit,  

A son for Julie and Nadav.   

Congratulations to the entire Pezaro family, Markham-Oren, and Julie's family.   

Wishing you an abundance of goodness, joy, health, and lots and lots of love. 

 

 

Thank You from Lulu Kahn  

I want to thank everyone in Yizrael, and of course, first and foremost, Steve and his 

family, who welcomed me with open hearts.   

I also thank Bernie and his family for making me, feel at home during the time I was 

displaced. I really enjoyed my time in Yizrael. Through volunteering for guard duties, 

for example, I rekindled my relationships with many friends from the time I was a 

member of the kibbutz. Thank you all for allowing me to volunteer and do magic in 

Gan Alon and Gan Rimon. The warm welcome I received from the children in the 

dining hall and around the kibbutz warmed my heart.   

I would also like to take this opportunity to thank a few more people: Yifat, who was 

the secretary most of the time; Limor, the new secretary, I wanted to sit with you but 

we couldn't arrange it. To Rachma in the clinic, thank you for all the help. To Oren and 

all the dining hall staff, to Shibli, to Sofi and her daughter Nuras, thank you! I gained a 

few kilograms... Inbal Adler, who kindly welcomed me to the veterans' trips, to Monica 

and Galia for the opportunity to come to the movies and activities at "Or B’Givah," to 

the whole kolbo staff—what would I have done without the ice cream and South 

African wine? To Ronen, the madrich in the “Tlaton”, where I volunteered and donated 

equipment to organise a model electric train club (that's my hobby), even though I'm 

not on the kibbutz, the offer is still on the table.   
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And last but not least, to Stas and Anna, who never stopped trying to introduce me to 

some culture. And to Achi Levin and Shlomit Fink, who never stopped trying to help me 

find a housing unit in the area. Keep trying please! I'm sure many know how hard it 

was for me to leave and return north. Thank you all very much. Love you all... 

Lulu (Aryeh) Kahn 

 H.R. Management Meeting Summary 

December 22, 2024 

Participants: Eddie Solow, Shlomo Cohen, Irit Shemesh, Erez Peleg, Limor Griman, 

Rochele Matalon, Kinneret Govrin   

 

1. Proposal to Update the Outside Workers’ Procedure   

Invited: Members of the Outside Workers Management - Maor Persai, Dima 

Tchernichovsky, Rafi Baum, Inbal Pezaro   

The current procedure from 2022 requires updates and changes. The outside workers’ 

management prepared this for discussion at the H.R. management meeting. The new 

procedure is more comprehensive and addresses issues that were not previously 

considered, such as termination of employment, unemployment benefits, and 

invoicing work. Additionally, it proposes a change in the minimum income threshold, 

clarifies various issues like direct salary transfers to the kibbutz bank account, work 

vehicles, sabbatical years, and more. The H.R. management discussed the procedure's 

sections, and once the work on this topic is completed, it will be brought to the asefa 

for approval. 

2. Public Representatives for the Office Bearers Search Team.  

The HR management recommends the inclusion of Yifat Assaf and Yaniv Shapira in the 

search team.   

Yifat and Yaniv have an in-depth understanding of the kibbutz and its members and 

can contribute to the team with open and creative thinking, helping to engage 

members in filling roles and finding suitable candidates. Thanks to Yifat and Yaniv for 

their willingness to join this significant team in the kibbutz.   

The candidates will be presented at the asefa, and the vote will take place by ballot.   

Summarised by: Kinneret Govrin. 
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 Asefa Summary - 23.12.24 

Attendees: 48 members   

Chairperson: Shlomo Cohen   

Secretary: Uri Gilad 

Agenda:  Distribution of Kibbutz Resources – Private Proposal.  

Assael Mor presented a proposal on behalf of several members regarding the 

distribution of kibbutz resources as an alternative to a proposal approved by the 

Management Committee. Assael outlined the principles and advantages of their 

proposal as he sees it, compared it with the Management Committee's proposal. He 

provided an example of a potential annual budget if their proposal were accepted. 

Main Points of the Proposal:   

1. Setting the bonus for members at 20% of the annual budget sources. 

2. Establishing a policy for profit withdrawal from our controlled corporations of at 

least 70% of the annual net profit (decision of the kibbutz asefa directing our 

representatives at meetings of our controlled corporations). 

3. Stopping the flow of money to Yizrael Holdings. 

4. The pension fund will cease to be a community resource but rather it will 

accumulate and increases its assets. 

Idan Zelas, CEO of Yizrael Holdings, spoke strongly against the proposal and presented 

several arguments:   

1. The proposal stems from a lack of knowledge of the facts and an unawareness of the 

present reality, presenting a misleading image to the members. In contrast, the 

management committee's proposal (Profit Distribution Key proposal to be discussed in 

the near future - Ed) is a responsibly built from a broader perspective. Even the data 

presented here differs from the background material sent to members before the 

asefa. 

2. The Yizrael Kibbutz asefa has no legal authority to determine the dividend amount 

that a public company must distribute. Only the company's board of directors has the 

authority to make such a decision, and board members have a legal responsibility to 

make decisions in the company's interest. 

3. The kibbutz management is aware of the members' distress due to declining profits 

and is doing everything possible to improve the situation, including the making of 
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adjustments to the personal allowance structure. The proposed solution of 

determining the bonus based on sources is incorrect—bonuses are part of profit 

distribution, not part of managing the current budget. 

In light of these points, Idan Zelas raised a motion to remove the topic from the 

Asefa's agenda.   

Two members spoke in favour of the motion:   

Tamir Blass argued that the proposal presented by Assael Mor reflects a vote of no 

confidence in the kibbutz leadership, adding that it is inappropriate to vote on an 

alternative proposal before the Management Committee's proposal is presented.   

Eddie Solow reinforced Tamir's comments about the lack of trust in the leadership and 

added that the asefa was convened at the request of 30 members, yet very few 

bothered to attend therefore there is no point in discussing the matter. 

Two members spoke against the motion:   

Yisrael Mor Sarid stated that he understands the signatories request to convene the 

asefa and sees great value in a kibbutz member proposing an alternative initiative to 

the management's proposal, calling it a brave act that should continue to be discussed.   

Yisrael noted that he had requested legal advice regarding the asefa's authority to 

determine Maytronics’ dividend amount but did not receive it.   

Asi Mor mentioned that he tried to bring the proposal for discussion within the 

Community Management but was rejected, stating that bringing an alternative 

proposal is neither wrong nor an expression of distrust in the leadership, just as it is 

not wrong for a sick person to seek a second opinion from a different doctor. 

A vote was held through Kehilanet on whether to remove the topic from the agenda.   

Vote Results: 90 in favour, 33 against, 3 abstentions.   

Based on the vote results, the asefa was adjourned. 

Recorded by: Shlomo Cohen and Limor Griman 
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"Chas's Hanukkah sketches." 

 

 

The Young Generation - Dor Tza’ir 

Ofri Sharoni: Congratulations on receiving the division excellence award. 

Ofri serves as an operational sergeant of the medical war room in the 210th 
division on the Syrian – Golan Heights frontier. 

She is responsible for dispatching military medical forces as required throughout 
her designated area and maintains operational control from her base. 

We, in the young generation group are all proud of you. 

To all the young generation group: 

You are all our light. Thanks to you we can look forward to a brighter future. 

Our greatest hope is for the return of the hostages to their families and that we will 
all be witness to the light overcoming the darkness. 

May this year be one of happiness, health and realisation of dreams. 

Happy Channukah 
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Planning Committee Meeting Summary - December 10, 2024 

Attended: Ofir Griman, Vicky Hollander, Revital Zelas, Shachar Levy, Alita Mor, Benny 

Segal, Barry Feldman, Erez Peleg, Axel Levin   

 1. Requests 

A. Request for Temporary Gazebo for Temporary House   

A request was made to establish a gazebo for a temporary seating area in front of a 

temporary ground floor house without private garden space. Shachar and Axel 

assessed the location. The landscaping department will handle the shrubs growing in 

the area. The request was discussed based on a sketch and visualisation. The Planning 

Committee approved the temporary gazebo under certain conditions. 

B. Request for Connecting Paths without Stairs Between Hod and Sadot 

Neighbourhoods  

A request was received from several residents of the Hod and Sadot neighborhoods to 

create a connection between the two neighborhoods with a path without stairs. A 

suitable location was identified: between Hod housing and a parking lot scheduled for 

renovation (west of Hod housing). In this area, it is possible to connect existing paths 

by completing a path of about 10 meters. The Planning Committee recommends 

checking the specified location for height differences, preparing a sketch, and 

obtaining a price quote. 

C. Request for Temporary Fence on Balcony   

A request was received from a family living in a temporary house to fence the entrance 

balcony for dogs. The Planning Committee approved the balcony fencing according to 

the presented plan, on the condition that the fence will be dismantled after use. 

(When the dog dies or when the owners move? - Ed) 

2. Master Plan for Infrastructure - Landscape Programme   

As part of the master plan for infrastructure, the landscape programme phase was 

prepared in the form of guidelines for planning and maintenance. The document 

provides a vision for the public spaces in the kibbutz (green areas, paths, roads, and 

parking), in its current form and recommended directions for future development. The 

Planning Committee reviewed the document and discussed several issues, such as 

(lack of) the possibility of establishing a pavement along the kibbutz ring road 

(including in areas of future new neighbourhoods), attention to fruit trees in public 

areas, the possibility of planning large lawns in residential neighbourhoods, and 
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comments regarding the landscape appearance of parking areas and road profiles. 

Regarding comments related to roads and parking, it was stated that, in addition to the 

landscape programme, a traffic programme is being prepared, which should address 

the landscape in terms of vehicles. After completing this programme, both documents 

(landscape and transportation) will be discussed with the committee for a unified 

vision before presenting them to the public. 

3. Future Housing - Demolition and Reconstruction   

In the previous meeting, the committee discussed continuing residential planning in 

the kibbutz in future neighbourhoods and the possibility of rebuilding existing houses. 

In the current meeting, the committee continued discussing rebuilding, possibilities, 

and planning constraints on the subject. The need to renew houses in the kibbutz 

mainly arises from the (poor) quality of construction in older neighbourhoods and from 

structural issues and drainage problems. Additionally, there is a need to regulate and 

renew infrastructure, especially in places where infrastructure has not been updated in 

recent years, in places that have partially renewed infrastructure, and in areas where 

main infrastructures are located in unsuitable places. Previously, the committee 

discussed the implications of renewing old neighbourhoods by replacing buildings: 

what happens when replacing multi-family buildings with single-family homes, and 

whether there is a need for a mix of apartments in the kibbutz. It was stated in the 

previous meeting that it is advisable to maintain a mixed kibbutz structure, which 

currently includes rooms, young generation units up to 50 square metres, small units 

(54, 74, up to 90 square metres), and permanent homes (up to 120 square metres). It 

was also mentioned in the last meeting that it is advisable to maintain mixed 

neighbourhoods, meaning a mix of member families and families in the absorption 

process, along with a mix of older members and younger members. 

In the current meeting, the discussion on the options and implications of rebuilding 

continued. Discussions on the planning of new residential areas will continue in the 

upcoming meetings of the committee, and public discussions will be prepared at a 

pace that aligns with the budget. 
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Delving in the Arcives 

 

More photos from Womens’ Day 1969, from the collection of 

Steve Shulman. 

 

 

 
Gavrush (of blessed memory)               Tsimuk (of blessed memory)                    

                                                                            showers the children 

 

 
Henry and Amos – mitaplot???? 
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New English Library Books 

 
                  A Perfect Day to Be Alone/Nanae Aoyama      

The Women/Kristin Hannah               

The Paris Daughter/Kristin Harmel 

The Invisible Hour/ Alice Hoffman 

Verity/Colleen Hoover 

Losing Hope/ Colleen Hoover 

The Glass Room/Simon Mawer 

Second Act/Danielle Steel 
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 Hanukkah Program  

Tuesday, December 24:       Window Decoration (registration required)   

Wednesday, December 25: The Bar Mitzvah Year Torch Relay - "Narcissus" Group    

                                                          Opening of the Hanukkah Menorah Exhibition  

                                                          Kids' Disco in the Moadon   

Thursday, December 26:   Movie for Adults at the Pub in a Christmas Atmosphere   

Friday, December 27:         Festive Kabbalat Shabbat in Dining room   

                                                 “Schnitzel Borscht" in the Moadon   

Saturday, December 28:     Family Menorah Lighting - Take pictures and send them to          

us                                              us for a collective video   . 

Sunday, December 29:        Latke Night in the dining room   

                                         Hannah Zelda" Show by the Shinshinim   

Monday, December 30:       Soup Night and Lecture at the Club: Meeting with Ze'ev                                                                        

E                                               Engelmair ("Shoshka") about the exciting project "The                

D                                                Daily Postcard   ". 

Tuesday, December 31:        “Exceptional Space Eveninging”  in the dining room   

Thursday, January 2:              Cleaning and Enjoying the Window Cleaning . 

****************************** 
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Steve Shulman was on ulpan in 1969 (With Stella Greenberg) He wrote this article 

for the English language ESRA Magazine.  Here, Steve Shulman tells of the time he 

spent of Yizrael. I have been waiting for an opportunity to print it. Luckily the Alon 

was short this week. Enjoy - Ed  

1969's Mixed Bag of Pickles – Ulpan on Yizrael 

Stephen Schulman 

 

In amongst the lemon trees ... (from left) Brian Kaplan, Livia Edelstein, Stephen Schulman. 
Les Mirkin on the ladder and the upraised hand holding a cigarette would belong to Alan 

Michaels, resting his head on Livia. The picture was taken by Robin, our ulpan 
photographer 

 The morning of the 2nd February 1969 dawned. Amongst all the other bleary eyed and 
drowsy passengers, some fellow ulpaniks and I were bright-eyed and bushy-tailed with 
happy expectations as we descended the stairs of our El Al Boeing 707 to set our feet 
on the tarmac of Ben Gurion Lod Airport. Our new life in the Holy Land was about to 
begin. 

Our landing was comparatively soft. The group I came with - thirty people of ages 
ranging from eighteen to the early twenties, composed mostly of Habonim youth 
movement graduates and a few other Southern Africans from Cape Town to Bulawayo 
- was whisked off to Kibbutz Yizreel in the Galilee, on the slopes of the Yizreel valley 
near the small agricultural town of Afula. The kibbutz was to serve as our home for the 
next six months while we attended an ulpan to learn Hebrew. We were received with 
open arms and made to feel at home with Arnie Friedman, our former Cape Town 
shaliach and Grace Sloman, another former South African, seeing to our every need. 
Both of them did a great job and their dedication and care were appreciated by each 
and every one of us. 

It is hard to believe that it was a half century ago – yes, fifty years have passed but the 
memories stay very fresh. We were a real mixed bag of pickles: all from different South 
African and Rhodesian backgrounds with many of us straight out of high school. I 

https://magazine.esra.org.il/esramagazine/look-into-it/our-authors/stephenschulman.html
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distinctly recollect the late Shelly Bacher, very prim and proper, in her pink tweed skirt 
suit with matching high heels walking in a most lady-like way, down the muddy path to 
our quarters. She shared a room with two other girls all three just having finished 
matric, who were known to us as "The Three Virgins"! Many other names come to 
mind. I was pleasantly surprised to find two of my cousins from Cape Town, Richard 
and Averill Herman, although not Habonim graduates, they had unexpectedly joined 
the group. Averill, fresh out of school, stayed until the end but Richard after a short 
time, decided to relocate to the WUJS ulpan in Arad. 

All of us were given adopted parents whom we visited on Friday afternoon and then 
went to supper with. Mine was a young couple, Ziva and Gidon Telch who were the 
same age as me. Many former shlichim to the youth movement as well as movement 
graduates and ex South Africans were living there and so we all felt quite at home. 
Indeed, the first evening of our arrival was full of excitement as everyone – new 
arrivals and old timers - congregated in the Moadon to sip coffee, nibble cake, chat, 
renew old friendships and catch up on all the news. There were many delighted shouts 
of joy and assorted squeals of happiness upon meeting old friends after long 
separations. 

Accommodation in the newly built "Youth Corner" quarters was Spartan but 
comfortable: three of us to a room equipped with beds with small shelves above them 
and a kettle on the corner table. I shared a room with the two other "elders" - Sidney 
Engelberg and the late Alan Michaels. "Sharing" was a rather optimistic term as Alan, a 
real macho ladies' man and "fixer", had acquired his own furnishings and organised the 
room around himself, most generously accommodating us other two. The room was 
long and narrow and at the window end Alan had set up his own king size bed and a 
personal cupboard with his stereo on it. He even had a large black shaggy rug next to 
his bed on which he claimed he had deflowered scores of willing maidens. Sidney and I 
made do with being at the other end, opposite each other, next to the door and 
sleeping on the standard narrow Jewish Agency beds, with small shelves on the wall 
above them, on which Alan had kindly consented to place each of his two stereo 
speakers. Still, we all enjoyed the records of Simon and Garfunkel, the Beatles and 
made our acquaintance with Alan's favourite singer, Peter Sarstedt. 

Showers were shared with the two neighbouring rooms. The girls had their own 
buildings. Meals were eaten in the communal dining room together with the kibbutz 
members. The main meal served was lunch but supper was self-service, an exercise in 
acculturation where we studiously observed the kibbutz members and so learnt the art 
and skill of making your own salad. This was a specialised ritual: carefully selecting the 
vegetables from the cart, diligently chopping them up finely and then adding oil, 
yoghurt, herbs, cream cheese, egg and condiments to taste. In order to achieve the 
best results, the process had to be executed with due concentration, in complete 
monastical silence and at a measured pace. 
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Our two classrooms were in a separate building just a few steps away from our living 
quarters. The settlement was blessed with beautiful landscaping (the work of Arnie 
and his team) and our buildings at the bottom end of the kibbutz had a magnificent 
view over the Yizreel valley and Givat Hamoreh opposite. 

The day was divided between work and studies. Afternoons were devoted to 
improving your Hebrew, morning was work and this schedule alternated weekly. Upon 
our arrival, work consisted of mostly picking grapefruit, oranges and lemons. A small 
number of us were later chosen for work in the cowsheds and after a careful 
background check and character references, a select few tended the sheep. Stella 
Marcus, owing to her experience and expertise in the clothing industry was soon 
gainfully employed in the sewing room. Work in the citrus orchards was a bit arduous 
and monotonous, schlepping around a full canvas bag of grapefruits took getting used 
to. Nevertheless, there were diversions. When up on a ladder picking lemons, you 
checked who was in the vicinity, chose your target, checked wind factor, plotted the 
trajectory and then threw a carefully aimed lemon. You then quickly ducked a 
millisecond before hearing the cry of surprise!  

  
Before going out to the orchards for the morning citrus picking, Brian Kaplan and 

Stephen Schulman, with the ‘infamous’ Flash, relax on the kibbutz lawns 

There were also those stints of helping in the large chicken coop. There, under the able 
command of Hillel, we tended to the chicks and the laying batteries. I never liked this 
job, being unable to bond with our feathered fellow creatures and preferring to meet 
them in the guise of schnitzels or drumsticks. A particularly unpleasant task was being 
part of the team catching the chickens to send to market. You had to run after and 
grab the unwilling birdies, push them into cages and then help load them onto a truck 
– all hard, dirty, smelly and unpleasant work that covered you with feathers and 
decorated you with their droppings. Thankfully this only occurred every few months. 
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Being part of the kibbutz, we were included in the daily duty roster in the kitchen and 
dining room. All of us did our fair share of serving, cleaning up, floor cleaning and dish 
washing. This was the pre-dish washing machine era and consequently there were 
always generous quantities of dishes and cutlery happily multiplying and waiting for us 
in the sink. 

When Pesach came around, the children of Israel, following this time-honoured 
national tradition, forsook their city homes, took to the roads and travelled in hordes 
to their relations on the kibbutzim (of whom just about everybody had at least one) to 
be with them for the Seder evening meal. On Yizreel, this necessitated and constituted 
a major logistical exercise. The dining room was quite small and to accommodate the 
large numbers of guests, tables, chairs, trestle tables, plates, cutlery and all sundry had 
to be moved out to the nearby barn. Then come the evening, food had to be 
transported from the kitchen and served on the long tables. Of course, not to mention 
everything had to be returned to normal after the meal. It then being my turn on the 
roster, I was part of the moving and serving team and that day and evening remain in 
my memory as being both arduous and seemingly interminable. 

Morning lessons were fine. Less so in the afternoon. Unfortunately, the kibbutz had 
not consulted with me concerning my biological clock. After rising early, working in the 
morning and having eaten lunch, the main meal of the day, I was not at my post 
prandial attentive best, being busy digesting my food and also feeling a little bit tired. 
Consequently, in the early hours of the afternoon I developed the habit of sleeping 
with my eyes open during the first part of the lessons. The end result was that after six 
months being taught by the devoted Mirik, my Hebrew, while adequate, could have 
been better. 

Our first acquaintance with the stark realities of life in Israel and a sobering reminder 
that we lived in the Middle East where hatreds of the Jewish state ran deep came 
when we heard the terrible news that Eddie Joffe and a fellow student had been 
murdered in a terrorist attack in the Jerusalem “Supersol” supermarket. A few of us 
bundled into the back of the kibbutz's Sussita light van and travelled to Jerusalem to 
his funeral. I knew his family intimately, having grown up together in the same suburb 
of Capetown and my brother was a good friend of his. A few years previously, the 
whole family had come on aliyah. A short time ago, we had met in Jerusalem. Eddie 
had just finished his army service and was looking forward to his studies at the Hebrew 
University. He was a lovely and talented person and the shock was great. May his 
memory be blessed. 

Our half year sojourn was not all work and studies. We went on Saturday trips around 
the country and participated in the festivals. When the annual kibbutz Purim party 
took place, two of our ulpan carried off the first prize in the fancy dress competition. I 
was less successful. In an effort to be most original, I decided to go as a pyramid. After 
painstakingly constructing the framework, papering it over and fitting it over me for 
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the grand evening, I too late discovered that it was just that little bit too wide to get 
through the dining room doors! The talented Shelley successfully exploited her 
accumulated years of ballet dancing to diligently train a group of the guys in executing 
the Dance of the Swans from Swan Lake. The troupe performed admirably and did her 
and the rest of us proud. 

Those were halcyon days. Freed from the responsibilities and cares of neither yet 
earning a living nor carrying the load of academic studies, minus the restraints of close 
proximity of next of kin, we were cossetted in a warm and supportive environment. 
There was plenty of after-hours’ socialising. We enjoyed the unique experience of 
being completely away from home in each other's company, revelling in the new-
found freedom, mixing with the kibbutz members and meeting volunteers from other 
countries who had come to work there. Friendships were made, romances started and 
sometimes hearts broken. 

Many of the people who had come to Israel straight after completing high school and 
after being cossetted at home had to adjust to being independent and orderly. Some 
of them found it hard and some put on weight. One day, Stella, a fellow Habonim 
graduate and an "elder", waylaid me, led me by the arm to the room she shared with 
Averill and pointed to the large disorderly pile of belongings on her bed. "Stephen, 
she's your cousin," she implored with an especially doleful expression on her face. 
"Speak to her. Do something!" I commiserated but explained that by not having been 
granted in loco parentis my familial influence was strictly limited. 

Friday nights were for parties and late nights, Saturday mornings were reserved for the 
luxury of late rising. When lunch time came around, it often wasn't worth the trouble 
of making it to the dining room as the food (with the aim of not encouraging too many 
outside guests) was mediocre.  

Then, there were the occasional Saturday afternoon "High Teas" in our room, often 
presided over by Livia Edelstein, when, after purchasing the necessary ingredients at 
the kibbutz store, my roommates and I prepared pancakes and tea and invited one and 
all. Each of us had been given a green page of coupons with which we could purchase 
the basic necessities at the kibbutz store. This modest establishment was managed by 
"Safta" Chana, an irascible, portly old lady not overly endowed with patience and who 
did the accounting in her native Hungarian. Flour, jam, sugar, tea plus other 
ingredients needed to be purchased from her for High Tea hosting. To this end both 
Alan and I used our coupons. Sidney, being Sidney, was loath to part from his personal 
hoard and I remember Alan consulting with me on various strategies of prising them 
away from him. 

Birthdays were also celebrated with parties, my 24th on the 1st March being a 
memorable one. This being my first birthday away from home, I decided that my 
baptism would be completed by getting first time drunk. Come Saturday morning, I 
hopped onto the back of Alan's blue Vespa and off the two of us went, buzzing down 
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the road into nearby Jenin (it being Saturday and in Afula, that throbbing cultural hub 
of the Yizreel valley, all shops were closed) to procure some alcohol. At that time, it 
was comparatively "safe" to venture into that town, but in retrospect it definitely 
wasn't the wisest thing to do. We returned in one piece with me clutching my bottle of 
777 Brandy, a well-known local brew that could be imbibed neat or else used to 
unblock the drains! In short, the party was a success, everyone enjoyed it and “petit 
moi” got tipsy. Bacchus and Israeli brandy took their toll. Sunday morning dawned with 
the orchards beckoning but I had a terrible hangover and was unable to lift my head 
off the pillow. I vaguely remember Grace coming in, offering sympathy and leaving me 
lolling helplessly in bed. This was my first and last attempt at inebriation as for a long 
time after that I could not look at a brandy bottle without feeling nauseous. 

Life was never dull. My younger cousin Averill had come here straight after matric and 
was apparently under the influence of the film Born Free where Joyce Adamson cared 
for the lioness Elsa before releasing her in the wild. Averill, bursting with the same 
missionary spirit, had gone to the chicken battery, taken a chicken protégé under her 
wing (excuse the pun) and put her in her own free-range coop behind her room where 
the impressionable young bird could feel at one with nature and realise her full 
potential. Poor unknowing Georgie Girl (newly christened) was yanked out of the 
warmth and security of the battery where she had full board and lodging, social 
security, health insurance, a pension scheme and the comforting presence of her 
peers. She broke out of her windy, improvised coop under the rooms and now 
wandered around cold and emaciated with a haunted look upon her face. Fortunately, 
her misery was put to a quick end by "Flash" the Alsatian dog of Sidney our roommate. 
Flash had come on aliyah with Sidney's brother and for a while shared the room with 
us. For health reasons he had been put on a strict meatless regimen and now keenly 
felt the need to supplement his meagre diet. One day, Georgy Girl vanished and Flash 
with his belly suspiciously bulging lay on our floor looking distinctly pleased with 
himself. Fowl play was suspected and the reprimanded errant canine, who was above 
it all, certainly had nothing to crow about (my sincerest apologies but I couldn't resist 
this). 

My cousin Averill, now living in Tel Aviv, whenever we meet hotly and most indignantly 
disputes my account and asserts that the unfortunate bird was living a life of comfort 
and ease, on the path to self-fulfilment and professional actualisation before she met 
her undeserved and untimely end. 

Our building was at the bottom end of the kibbutz and on the winding path between 
us and the dining room was the 'Live Animals Corner" where various farm animals 
were kept that the kibbutz children tended. Amongst its many inhabitants was an 
extremely sociable billy goat that wandered freely around and loved nothing more 
than to have its nose scratched. 
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An oddity amongst our ulpan inhabitants were Doug and Paula Piles (the name is 
genuine, I kiddeth you not), a strange young American Gentile couple who had 
somehow landed in Israel and wound up on the kibbutz. Chana Tzisling, who taught 
the other Hebrew class and who came from another kibbutz in the valley, would only 
teach at our ulpan on the condition that this odd couple leave her class stay on ours. (I 
wonder why!) Paula would regularly come to morning classes with her hair in curlers 
and covered with a kerchief (an apparently ancient and revered American custom) – 
something that neither added to her pulchritude nor removed her customary dolorous 
expression and altogether made her resemble the cat's breakfast. One morning while 
waiting for classes to begin, we heard a terrified scream. We rushed outside to see 
Paula sans kerchief, curlers and all flying in the wind, arms akimbo and knees up high, 
galloping full speed down the path with the goat close behind her hoofing in hot 
pursuit. It transpired that the amiable lonely beast feeling in need of a nose scratch 
and some close, empathetic human company had hopefully approached our Paula on 
her way down to Hebrew studies. She, misreading his advances and misunderstanding 
his personal emotional needs, increased her speed down the path and following 
closely, so did he. This reciprocal process continued until both of them had built up a 
full head of steam. Had only Dr. Doolittle been around, he would have instantly solved 
this lamentable lack of communication. 

While on ulpan, to the great surprise of them both, Paula became pregnant and went 
panic stricken to seek the counsel of the young kibbutz mothers, anxiously enquiring 
whether she should now wear a corset. There was much speculation amongst us that 
wind pollination might have played a part. 

Yizreel, like so many other kibbutzim, had attracted its fair share of unusual characters 
who after staying a while would then pass on their way. Bart, a devout Christian hailing 
from the southern antipodes, had been imbued with the Holy Spirit and so every 
evening he would duly anoint himself with oil and immerse himself in the Holy Bible. 
With his prophecies of the imminent Second Coming, apocalyptic predictions of fire 
and brimstone and us being in proximity to Meggido, he had managed to scare the 
living daylights out of Anne and Frances the two English nurses then volunteering on 
the kibbutz. 

The three-day Passover trip down south to Eilat was the highlight of our ulpan. Sitting 
cramped like sardines on long wooden bench seats, in the back of a covered truck with 
boxes of provisions and our personal kit stowed on the roof and in every available 
nook and cranny – the situation being exacerbated by the lorry driver selfishly insisting 
on bringing his wife and sister along and refusing to part with them - we left the green 
of the Galilee and travelled down through the Negev desert to reach our destination 
on the shores of the Red Sea. We prepared our own meals, enjoyed the swimming 
(including a nocturnal skinny dip) and snorkelling around the corals, sunbathed and 
made excursions to view the unique desert scenery. As Sinai was then still in our 
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hands, we were able to safely see places that are now across the border and visited at 
your peril. 

The spring weather was warm and balmy and so sleeping on the beach under the stars 
was in order. The one exception to this rule was executed by a singular character in 
our ulpan group by the name of Neville. Come evening, he pitched his low pup tent 
parallel to the sea in preparation for receiving his girlfriend (one of the Australian 
volunteers who came with us) and thus ensuring a bit of privacy. Once "The Temple of 
Earthly Delights" had been erected, the invitation was issued. It was duly accepted and 
the two of them crawled into their modest bower of bliss. Neville was a large six foot 
plus individual and even though his ladylove was quite petite, with manoeuvring space 
severely limited, it was a tight squeeze in that narrow accommodation designed for 
one. All of us sat around patiently and waited for the entertainment to commence – 
which it soon did. There were many interesting, varied and increasingly frequent 
bulges in the canvas and with much mirth and merriment the audience was enjoying 
the show. Unfortunately, it was brought to a premature end, when under the strain of 
watching so much whoopee, Neville's sweetheart's twin brother who could not bear 
the sight of his sibling's amorous swain nor could his imagination further suffer what 
was taking place, pulled out the tent poles. That nest of depravity and carnal lust then 
folded over and to the chagrin of the audience, the whole performance was 
prematurely terminated. 

All too soon summer arrived, our half year of studies came to an end and the 
remaining members of the ulpan went on their separate ways. Some returned to South 
Africa, a group went to the Israeli army, a few to Europe and some gravitated to 
Jerusalem to pursue studies, a group of us staying in Beit Habonim in Katamon Tet. 

As there were a few months before pre-academic Hebrew studies started at the 
Hebrew University ulpan, I elected to stay on the kibbutz and joined the citrus orchard 
crew full time. Rising at four in the morning to maximize the dawn coolness, I joined 
the team for a quick sandwich and tea and then trudged to the orchards where, 
amongst other tasks, we proceeded to shift long lines of aluminium irrigation pipes 
that had to be moved daily between alternate rows of trees. The work involved much 
walking and carrying but had its benefits. We became fit and acquired the orchard 
workers' tan, on our legs starting just above the boot line and ending a few inches 
above the knee. After lunch, we knocked off for a well-earned rest and respite from 
the afternoon heat. 

The citrus orchard team was great and we worked well together. The permanent 
kibbutz members were Stephen Blass, Mike Sheideman and Jerry Agmon from 
England. Mike was a poetic soul and a genuine luftmensch who was continually 
spouting verse and many unusual theories to which the down-to-earth Jerry would 
inevitably respond with: "Mike, for a grown man, how can you talk so much crap?" I 
recall that the good-hearted Mike would never take offense. 
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A few years ago, returning for a visit to the kibbutz, I was shocked and mortified to find 
that the orchard, without prior consultation, regard for my feelings or my consent, had 
been heartlessly uprooted. Are economic considerations all that matter? Nevertheless, 
even after so many years, I still feel a link to the kibbutz and have great pleasure in 
knowing that today, after having gone through some rough patches, it is an economic 
success and thriving. 

Life wasn't all work and no play. There was the kibbutz pool, the coffee club and plenty 
of recreational activities. Friday night dinners were special, good food, all the families 
sitting together and before the communal meal started, one of them would read or 
enact a short piece to contribute to the Sabbath atmosphere. Every Wednesday night, 
a film was screened in the dining room. Kibbutz life was theoretically egalitarian, but 
heaven help you if you accidently sat in seats which the old timers had long annexed as 
their very own. I remember Chezi Harpaz indignantly evicting intruding squatters to 
reclaim her rightful place. Seniority had its privileges! 

With the passage of the years, fate has deposited each of us in all corners of the globe 
– from the USA and Canada to Ireland. Sadly, Shelley and Alan are no longer with us 
having tragically passed away at an early age. A relatively small number of us have 
remained here. My two cousins, Richard and Averill, are living in Tel Aviv, myself in 
Ramat Hasharon and a few others are still in the Holyland. Stella, the doyen of our 
group, after marrying Keith Greenberg has remained on the kibbutz. She has been the 
anchor, staying in touch with many of us. 

In retrospect, the ulpan period had been a good and beneficial one. It was a welcome 
break from years of studies and the first time I had left home for such an extended 
period (not forgetting my glorious service in the South African Defence Force). It was a 
rite of passage, a time of release and revelling in the novel sensation of being part of 
and involved with a group of young people twenty-four hours a day. With three of us 
in close proximity in one small room you soon learned to become more tolerant, 
flexible and accommodating. Moving from one country to another is a complicated and 
lengthy process and involves far more than the learning of another language. It is 
adjusting to a different culture with its own ethos, customs, conventions and resultant 
sociolinguistics, getting used to a different way of relating to others and consequently 
adjusting your attitudes and social deportment. We all acquire our own cultural 
baggage from our native countries. My conservative and punctilious South African 
upbringing met head on with Israel where informality, equality and directness were 
the norm. The ulpan period performed a vital bridging function. We had the security of 
our own cultural group, were graciously received into the kibbutz and well looked after 
thus enabling us to make a relatively comfortable transition to our new country and 
home.  
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 English is Fun    -    with Rahel 

 

AN AMAZING SENTENCE IN ENGLISH: 

“I do not know where family doctors acquired illegibly perplexing 

handrwriting, nevertheless, exraordinary pharmacuetical intellectuality 

counterbalancing indecipherability, transendentalizes intercommunications’ 

incomprehensibleness?” 

Reason:  This is the sentence where the first word is one letter long, the 

second word is two letters; the third word is three letters long…the eighth 

word is eight letters long, and so on…the twentieth word is twenty letters 

long! 
 

THE TEN PRONOUNCIATIONS OF -  OUGH 

I thought it would 

                                  be rough 

              to plough 

            through the 

         slough  (slew) 

         though it was falling 

    into the lough that 

            left me thoroughly  

                            coughing and 

          hiccouging. 

 

Another sentence containing the OUGH words: 

“A rough-coated, dough-faced ploughman strode through the streets of 

Scarborough, coughing and hiccoughing thoughtfully.” 

 

 

 

 

FIVE ODDITIES OF THE ENGLISH LANGUAGE 
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• The two longest words containing only one of the six vowels (including 

Y) are the 15-letter defenselessness and respectlessness. 

 

• “Forty” is the only number which has its letters in alphabetical order.  

“One” is the only number with its letters in reverse alphabetical order. 

 

• Bookkeeper is the only word that has three consecutive doubled 

letters. 

 

• Despite the assertions of a well-known puzzle, modern English does not 

have three common words ending in -gry.  Angry and hungry are the only 

ones. 

 

• Number one - nine hundred and ninety-nine – you can’t find the letter 

A.  (one thousand!) 

 

IT MAKES ME REALLY UNCOMFORTABLE THAT THE WORD AUSTRALIA 

CONTAINS THREE A’S AND ALL OF THEM ARE PRONOUNCED 

DIFFERENTLY. 

 

The word ANANAS is in Arabic, Armenian, Danish, Dutch, Esperanto, Finnish, 

French, German, Georgian, Greek, Hebrew, Hindi, Hungarian, Icelandic, 

Italian, Latin, Macedonian, Norwegian, Persian, Polish, Romanian, Russian, 

Swedish and Turkish….BUT in English  it is PINEAPPLE. 

 

   ………………….more next week 
  

 

 

 

+ 
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Programme for 29/12/24 – 02/01/24 

Daily 08:30 – 12:00 – coffee, cake, chats, board games 

 

Sunday 29 December  

10:00 Visit from members of the Moadon “Pnai Li” from Beit Alfa – lighting the 5th candle 

Monday 30 December  

08:00 Pedicure – Limor Mualem – by appointment only 

09:00 A Sweet Chanukah with Monica and Noa 

10:30 A visit from the Tavor children’s group – lighting the 6th candle 

18:00 Senior members lighting the 6th candle in the dining room 

Tuesday 31 December  

09:00 Round table discussion with Inbal Adler – lighting the 7th candle 

10:00 Movie screening – with Galia 

 

Wednesday 01 December  

09:30 Nature is Blooming – with Hammutal  

11:00 Hannukah meeting with Maytronics – lighting the 8th candle – with Hammutal 

Thursday 02 December  

09:30 “Flora”  

09:30 “HaNogariah” – creative woodwork with Noga Harpaz 

10:30 A visit from the children of Ganon Rimon 

17:15 Exercises on chairs with Michal Sha’anan 
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Home Made Hanukkiah Exhibition – Tzafnat Mor  
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