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mous “magiccrpe” rescue of Yemenite
Jews a generation ago: “What are you
fighting for?”

He is cradling his Uz submachine gun
in his Lip and answers sleepily, “Peace,”
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Tel Avie, Night, No Secp, October 22

I spent an hour, e a sandwich. had
an espresso at the press bailding on Kap-
lan Swreer in Tel Aviv. N khamsin, that
blistering wind from the southenst, was
sweeping the country: evaryone looked a
little haggard, even the new war cornve-
spondents. freshly arrived in Abcrcrom-
bie foreign-corespondent shirts with the
beige epaulers of the activeverh nuan.
Istachi oficers and cowviers diashed in
and out of the building with its snakes of
television cables in front; the canteen
was crowded with hands reaching  Tor
food and drink; a aowd of Olivenis
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world press rewriting many of its dis
patches from “our man in Iseael™ straight
off BBC London or Radio Amman.

Two Isvach combat  conespondents
were sleeping exhbausted on the grass;
one was on his bedvoll stning straight
up into the sky Iike a dead man. Neaoby,
A plump blond-bearded German, modic
hed middleaged hippic. was anlded on
his side pear his typewriter. his transisto
and an Israeli girl in uniform. Every wig-
gle expressed delight, the dream come
vue: o wi, a wanm day, a sandwich with
beer, a preuy Isiacli. She was nodding
agrecably as he old s story, and when
she smiled, she really dud have perlect
small white buds of weeth,. War alwavs
makes it for some.

“Brichng, gentdemen, in five
utes!™  a colonel  announced
capped hands, A lew stirved. One, who

min-
through

“Suck, Mars-Bethset! Blow is just a figure of speech!”
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Oloncl o e nuap-lostooncd bncang
room. I talked with an English reporer
about our friend Nidholas  Tomalin
killed & few days ago by a suav Svrian
shell in the Golan. The last time T sim
Nick Tomalin, he talked in that puszled
English way about the oddness of Jows
Fhey didn’t readly seem so odd 1o him
His death is like many of their deahs
How,

Moshe Do, poet. He looked like an
exhansted owl bheliind hus glasses. " Tragi-
cal sitwation i is.” he said. “Yes, we won
this time the batde again——at all the cost.
But they intended o desmov us. Now
cither we remain strong and fight these
wars every six or seven years until the
bleed us o death or ruin owr Jewish spin
i O we give up to international pres-
sme, squeczed and chewed ap and spit
out—and bleed 1o death just now. It is
tragical situanion for three million people
who only wish to hive on this sandy bar ol
Lind. yet here we are”

Gashon Shaked, professor ol dama
and  Hreratore ar Hebrew  University:
“Seventy thousand men and tnks over-
whelmed four huadred boys at the Sues
Canal—a great victory! They should be
proud! And we held them. and three
davy Later we were heating them again!
But now. il they say they have a et
demonstration of pride. will they walk 1o
s andd make a peace? Oh, a pleasure. et
them deckue a victory, Only let them
now talk and make a peace.”
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Night and solitude. The babics must
miss their daddies. Bautles are the busi-
est human activity, just as the garrison
waiting Trecall from my Army divs is the
most glacially slow. Howling jots aver
head, heading 1o the Sinai and  back,
Deatli’s solation, its solitude, here a few
miles from the baule. Pumping explo-
sions, dull kettles pounded together. Men
who feel Jonely are bombing bridges,
missile sites, the cmal; men who el
loncly are sending Russian SANM s up 1o
knodk down these young men

Sleepless. “Tanks  aaoking by, Jes.
Frucks. Julic Munshin used to rell me,
“The important thing is to lose desive,”
He's dead now; he's lost it

What he meant was deeper, more teni
ble: 1o lose Guing, 1o stop caring. It's the
wav ont, all the way out,

Millicent, a fat, heavy featured. fJume
bering givl of 23, worked in a hospital
with a ward of skinacared tankers. A hi
tunk explodes, the gas burning, blacken-
ing. shriveling, They sent her away when
they saw what was happening 1o her. She
micd 1o tell me about i, but her eves
hiled with teas,

“IUs rather difficult o oxplain,” she
saidd, her wvoice very British and con
wolled as the face Rushed and darkenead.

Again Last might 1 watched the war on

Elise, Kristi, Hair-less, Dick-less, Trump-Sniffing GOP Girly Men* (And Manly Women.)
* Thx, Ahnold. You Da Man!



