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			Eilat

			Day One

			Already September, but Steve could not decide where to go for a vacation. He does not want to spend a lot of money, but nevertheless to spend time with pleasure and good memories. He remembered a friend who had moved to Israel a year ago. He called him. Friend offered to visit him for a week, enjoy leisure of the Mediterranean Sea, and then go to Eilat for a week, on the Red Sea. That was tempting. 

			He met Steve at the airport and drove to small northern city, where he lived, on the shores of the Mediterranean Sea. 

			“Our sea is great, beach is nice, town quiet and lovely.” 

			The next day, they went to the tour agency. 

			“Yes, there’s Eilat. One week, room for one, price is hilarious. The hotel is near the beach, two meal a day. Many local tours, you ask on arrival. The bus is at 5:00 a.m. That is all, congratulations. Be ready in a week.

			Steve comrade even envied. 

			“When you come back, tell me all about it, and then I’ll go for it.” 

			On appointed day, they get up at 4:00 a.m. Suitcase was assembled. They get to appointed location few minutes in advance. Strange, but no one was there. Soon big comfortable bus stopped at place. Driver, spoke Russian, asked the name, and that is all, no formalities.

			“It’s beautiful, driver speak our language.” 

			Steve, as seasoned tourist, had gentleman’s set. Some English, few words in German, and of course native, Russian. With this set, he went all over Europe, and here in Russian . . .

			The bus drove its route, sometimes stopped, picked up some people, and gradually became less available.

			Bypassed four hours. The microphone rasped, and the unknown voice informed the passengers that they are approaching the place of general transfer. Everyone must remember the bus number, according to his direction, and take all belongings. 

			The voice crackling and rasping called to look for the numbers on front windows of the buses.

			There, on the road, were already standing 5 or 6, large tourist buses and a huge crowd of tourists with suitcases, rushed from the bus to the bus trying to run to the windshield and consider the desirable number.

			Jumped out from the bus Steve, pushing, and shoving all, digging into the depths of a bus in a pile of baggage, trying to find his suitcase. Since the same was employed at least 300 people, it was noisy and not just. The sky gave mercy over his loud howling’s and showed his suitcase.

			Inspired by manifested miracle, he entered along the bus line, overtaking losers, and looking at windshields. According to a well-known law, his bus was the very last one. Inside the baggage compartment lay on his back more than a fat man. And grunting, was fixing something in there. Not a good feeling crept Steve on the soul but be proud from his own ingenuity when was looking for the bus number and the unnecessary doubts calm him down.

			Put suitcase at a free of repair space, he gets happy and took seat in front of the back door in case if needed to run fast. 

			The man repairing in the baggage compartment was the driver. After taking the microphone, he introduced himself as Misha (Steve would say: “Misha and Yasha in one body”), and hoarsely and not noticeably clear told about the continuation of today.

			“Firstly, we will go to the Dead Sea, because some of the tourists are heading there. Over there we can rest for an hour and a half, and then we’ll drive to Eilat.”

			As the alternatives were not intended, and on the contrary, a free bath in the Dead Sea, the joy was sincere. There was excitement and stress from dashes with belongings, and gradually most of the tourists went into a dream. 

			The same and not focused voice alert about a new free tour to Jerusalem.

			“Good Lord! To Jerusalem for free.”

			The people truly express joy. Bus slowly crawling up to the hill in a huge traffic jam.

			“Nothing, nothing… To the Eilat we are always will be, but to the Jerusalem maybe not at all.” 

			Happy tourists clicked thru the windows with photo cameras, receiving an unexpected gift and expecting a tour on the capital of Israel. An after one-and-a-half-hour bus crept to town little square, stopped at a hotel. Pick up a couple of older people, Misha-Yasha had a fun, and bus turn back and went away.

			There were no words! There were a lot of letters, but quietly.

			“And for that, we spent two hours in traffic”? Dulled ask someone.

			“Well, we’ve been conned. Showed the carrot and gave nothing. So, what? Do they have to ask any-one? Where to go? Why? What for? Who we are? It’s fun.” Commented optimist. 

			A Dead Sea was ahead waiting for desired rest. Two more hours of driving and there it was. For start, Misha-Yasha (so already his name) brought everyone to the Ahav factory, where sold a large variety of cosmetics things produced of local raw materials. Tourists got into the shop to visibly agitated gang of the sellers. Steve was surprised to see the prices of products slightly higher than in small town, found from the place of production at 6 hours driving.

			“Well, in Russia, we all know when we’re being moved to such places of business, restaurants or such. Find out who is profit out of it. Old as a world.” 

			Finally, M-Y (so much simpler) upon arriving at the Dead Sea drove some people to different hotels. When all the arrivals were done, remaining passengers was delivered to the public beach. The passage to the desirable sea strongly blocked a small but a vibrant lady. And once again, there was a small excursion to a local store with Dead Sea brand of cosmetics products. But finally, it all goes. 

			And there it is, the beach! 

			“What kind of tourists are they? Not ready for anything. Of course, the whole coast in pieces of salt. Why did they get without special shoes? Bare feet on sharp pieces of salt. Of course, it’ hurts. And if the water hits the eye, scream for the guard. That’s a laugh.” Commented the cleaning lady.

			Right was M-Y. In an hour, everyone was ready to go further. Ahead was the desert and nothing but the desert. But sometimes they saw Bedouins settlements, look like houses from horror films. Made of all kinds of junk, cardboards, sticks and garbage. In the middle of the sand, lay goats, and the camels. That is how they live. More than 2,000 years.

			On the left and right along the road were the slender columns of palm trees and the plantation of citrus, covered with nets, with irrigation systems. How does it work in a desert wilderness? In the last 30-40 years, how could the Israelis create such a miracle? This is the ability of this amazing country.

			It has only been twelve hours, and bus with tourists is already get into the pearl of Israel, city resort Eilat. Hoarsely but audible driver’s voice, explained the tourist landing system. At every stop, he calls hotel name and those, that are supposed to be, carry their belongings, and go to the reception chosen in un-pretentious paper, issued by the agency. Steve worried to miss his hotel. During the second stop, suddenly, using his crafty set of words, was able to read on the building a name like what he had in his paper. He jumped to M-Y, and he nodded firmer. Jump out of the bus on the harry, Steve got into the baggage chamber, grab suitcase, and bus drove away. A small group of the tourists climbed the stairs, with suitcases and get to reception that did not have a genuinely nice personal. 

			The staff of this...
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			Service In Israel

			Israel is an amazing country! Strange combination of unmatched. Jews and Arabs. Religious and non-believers. Europe and Near East. It is mixed explosive cocktail. And that is about to explode at any moment. 

			Jews Sephardim, Jews Mizrahi from Muslim countries, and Jews Ashkenazim. The last ones are from Central Europe, and therefore, despite everything, their view is infused with the idea of individual freedom and European culture. Sephardim, descendants’ fugitive, expelled in their time from Spain, by order of the Queen Isabella and King Ferdinand from Aragon. They settled in Muslim countries Near East and stayed closer to the spirit of peoples, lived at these countries. Sephardim loud, favor their originally dominant, aggressive, and deeply religious. They insist that their leaders looked to govern the country and, I must say, succeeded in it. 

			Adam moved to Israel a few years ago. The idea came from childhood. As a child, he seems to dream about Israel as not just Promised Land, but amazing, exotic place that fascinated his imagination and called to visit there. Or better to stay permanently.

			The reality was, of course, quite the different. The first couple of years after moving, have traveled a lot over the country. Something he liked, something not. But there was that, most irritated and developed an anger. It is a way of communicating with the Israelis on the verge of perfect obnoxious and galling. Everyone in every situation was convinced that he or she, must be heard first. No one has ever noticed the queues, to the desires and concerns of others. 

			Another people interest no one cares. All persistently demanded solutions to their own problems, and the rest of the world must wait. No wonder people from USSR, immigrated in to Israel and trained to the same life credo, have been quickly adapted here. To Adam, it was hard to accept, and for him rude neglect of others. But must deal with reality, and patient attitudes towards thus manners has become a payment for the opportunity to enjoy Israel. He had no choice but to stand up and try to protect himself from contacts with these people.

			He did so, living in a quiet town, where many knew each other, and the relationship was friendly and smooth. However, the downside of the residence was that the town was at a decent distance from civilization. And say, if someone wanted to have some entertainment, impressions, or just a quality shopping, or the joys of life, had to travel. Far enough. 

			And this was exactly the moment when Adam did need to buy a new phone. He is been addicted to the Apple firm products for a long time. Five years ago, he bought his first in the life of iPhone, but now it is time to change it. It was outdated to all parameters. 

			In the Israel was a company that occurred itself an official representative of Apple. At least in advertising, they were proudly have been advertise so. The central office was in Tel Aviv, two more affiliates in Haifa and Eilat. Adam decided to go to Haifa, because this town was closer to him. But before that, he thought it would be wise to consult a knowledgeable person. Thank God he had such a specialist in his entourage. Sasha, good with computers and even all, related problem with high tech. 

			“Sasha, I decided to buy a new iPhone. Mine is dying. You know where Haifa store, I’Digital? 

			They’re promoting new SE model.”

			“Yes, I know where they’re. Why do you have to buy from there? You have been traveling abroad a lot. It’s more profitable to buy that phone in duty-free stores.” 

			“As I understood they got promotion, now being carried out on the model SE. They trade in old Apple iPhones and sell the new ones for 1650 shekels. I think it is a nice discount, considering that without it, the new SE iPhone cost 2500 shekels. Savings are clear”.

			“It’s too good to be true. I think you should have called first and check it out. It’s sounds like a fake advertise.” 

			“Who’re you holding me for? Of course, I did. Really, I only got a call from the central office. Apple, in the Tel Aviv, turns out that their branch office in Haifa has not phone. They say go and check on the spot. And as for the deal, it has been confirmed.”

			“Sounds weird. The company with the most advanced phones doesn’t have a phone number?”

			“I also thought it sounds stupid. That’s why I decided to consult you.” 

			“What can I tell you? This, my friend, is called the Israeli business style. They want you to come. It is the salesman’s business, what kind of noodles you got on your ears. Their job is to convince you to buy a phone, but at a different price. 

			“But it’s a cheating. False advertising. In USA, for example, such advertisements are a matter of authority.”

			“We’re not in USA . . . Well, think about it. How to get to their office I will tell you, it’s not a problem. But I would not have dragged to that for iPhone-doubtful business. It’s probably a deceive.”

			But Adam decided to go. He learned from Sasha, “I’Digital” was found at a large shopping mall. In the America, such huge shopping centers call, malls. Here, in the Israel, it called Grand Canyon. Highly likely, in honor of the American Grand Canyon. Multiple canyons scattered throughout the country. Multi-level, with a vast number of shops, offices, entertainments, and dining courts, they are always full of people. In such canyons, it is seeming people don’t work at all, and at any time of day or night, there’re plenty of people. Entertainment.

			The next day, early in the morning, Adam sat on the train and watched the view outside the window. In half an hour, he was already in Haifa. On the one side, sunny blinks of the sea, on the other side, overlooked mountains view like sprinkled with beautiful white houses. The panorama was magnificent, but Adam was not admired this beauty. He was worried how he could find a shop that cannot even call in.

			There were gates at the exit of the platform. Passengers pushed tickets in to slot of gate on one side, and verified ticket, get out the other side. But Adam’s ticket did not come out of the turnstiles. Gate did not open. That winks in red and spit the ticket back. Adam tried to “feed” it with his ticket repeatedly. The result was the same. He saw a man in uniform, and called him:

			“Hello! What about your technique? Why isn’t it working?”

			“Let me see your ticket . . . Uh, well, go ahead. I’ll let you go.”

			“But why is that? Why me? Can you tell me why?” 

			“Listen, man. You already gone! What is the problem? Go.”

			Adam was mad but realized nothing can be done here.

			Now he must find a bus stop that will take him to the Grand Canyon. He asked passersby, and those waved hand and shouting loud as if he was dam or deaf. He was grateful for this help, thought he could never get used to these strange, rough manners of Israelis. He finally went to the central bus station, catching a man in the uniform. An employee at the bus station explained how Adam needed to go. He muttered indistinctly said: “Need a bus route No. 104 and stop No. 14 . . . Or vice versa?” 

			Adam asked again, but the answer was snapped. 

			Finally, Adam get to this stop, the bus was just about to go away. Behind the wheel was a gloomy fat man with a lush beard. 

			“The Grand Canyon?” Asked Adam hopefully.

			Driver nodded, took a handful of minor change and extended him a ticket. Adam want to be clarified it again.

			“Grand Canyon?” And to be credible, he stuck himself with a finger in the chest.

			Driver nodded again, and the bus moved. They drove down the driveway, then the road went uphill and get in-depth of the tunnel. When bus come out of the tunnel, Adam suddenly saw a big shopping mall with huge English letters on the wall: Grand Canyon. That is, it! He jumped to the door, fearing to skip the stop, and he had a fight with a driver who was sitting with a former philosopher face, and it was not like he was going to open his mouth and tell what the next stop will be. Adam jumped off a bus, and bus sneezed cloud smoke, left. 

			Only now Adam realized that he was standing on highway where on both sides were racing cars. Grand Canyon was across the street. 

			“And how do I get on the other side? I cannot see the transition. But how does a people get there?”

			Turned his head, Adam noticed a people, going somewhere downstairs. Looks like there was an underground pass. As he got closer, he saw a woman sitting on a chair at a staircase that led to the ground.

			“A Grand Canyon?” He asked as password of the day.

			The woman at once picked up and hit Adam with huge wave of information. Unfortunately, he did not get anything. But she was stubborn. Pointing down and convincingly waving her hands. 

			“Oh, okay. Down that way.” 

			He went down the stairs and ended up in a big parking lot with many cars. He walked down the garage a couple of times, walked around, but he did not find anything except for the entrance and exit for the cars. People, who park the cars went to the staircase. 

			“What’s this the mousetrap? Where’s the exit?” 

			He returned to the woman on the chair, and she again struck him with a stream of expression, clearly suggesting that he must go down again. 

			“Yes, I was over there. It is a garage. I need to go to the Grand Canyon. Understand?”

			And there came salvation in the image of a young Russian talking mommy with the baby in the stroller. She walked by and accidentally heard the plea. Adam’s help that was clearly someone who understand. 

			“Mister, that’s how you go. Go straight there, behind the freeway turn. There’re the traffic lights.” 

			Adam thankfully hurried into shown direction. Soon a traffic light appeared, and he finally crossed the doomed highway.

			At the entrance to the Grand Canyon was the usual and inevitable way of security. All the visitors were needed to undergo a search, and the items and bags were checked by metal detector. Adam took the roadblock safely, went up to the third floor and a miracle! He saw the sign of I’Digital shop.

			The store’s large light space was filled with different accessories from Apple. The full range of technical wonders and innovations, just to choose. 

			At one of the booths, a staff member effusively spoke to the lady of the middle age about the merits of a phone. Adam assumed that will be for a long time. Both the saleswoman and customer belonged to the special breed of women, who pleasant with the process of talking, does not matter, about what. These are always amazing ways to communicate.

			Deep in the shop behind the counter another employee sat down. He seemed week and fragile compared to giant client who is bend over on him and loudly expressed his dissatisfaction. No one else was at the store. 

			Adam went to the far side of the store and decided to wait until “Goliath” will be done screaming and leave. But he seems to have just started his statement, and his voice went to thunder. Looks like the storm just started, and it was forerunner. The lightning was soon to follow. 

			And exactly, “Goliath” was agitated back and forth, and then began to go to the window, scaring the kid behind the counter and waving huge hands. His muscles could argue with Schwarzenegger’s. Massive they were whooping, from shirt sleeve. Thin shirt stressed the mighty torso and the huge shoulders. Black curly beard and one earring made the face of the giant cartoonish wild character and grotesque. 

			Rang phone, and the mighty bodybuilder switched on to someone’s phone. The ladies were doubtful. The skinny scary guy at the counter looked over Adam. They seemed to understand that they had to do something, but what? Nobody wanted to talk to wrath gorilla. It is not like any of them can reach this mountain of muscle. 

			Finally, Adam lost his patience. He resolutely approached the talking ladies and interrupted their fascinating babble with question: 

			“Do you have any more consultants? I’ve been waiting for 20 minutes for someone to pay attention.”

			That helps, salesgirl dispersed. And soon returned from the back, bringing in one more employee. Adam’s relieved exhaled.

			“Thanks God! Hello, do you speak English or Russian?”

			“I do both of that languages.”

			“Wonderful, so that’s what I’ve been waiting for… Let me tell you what led me in here.” 

			Adam told his story about promotions and willingness to trade in his iPhone. Salesman listened attentively and confirmed:

			“Yes, we have a promotion, but first I have to look at your iPhone.” 

			“Please, here it is. Unharmed. I just want to change it to a new model.”

			“I can give you 135 shekels for your iPhone.”

			“Are you for real? I am supposed to buy a new SE iPhone for 2500 shekels, and you are just subtracting a 150? That’s it?”

			“Absolutely right. Your iPhone is incredibly old. It’s not worth more.”

			“Maybe I should buy a new iPhone and change it to another new one? This’s fraud. I must travel so far from another town, for what? To hear, this is just a marketing move? Who is it designed for? Mentally retarded? And you do not have a phone number to call? To check before travel?”

			“Yes, we don’t really have a store phone. But you couldn’t expect us to buy your antiques iPhone for 850 shekels?”

			“You give the false ads and false information. I’m going to sue you, I can have promised you that.”

			“Please do.” Salesman shook his shoulders. “You have enough time and money, entertain yourself.” 

			Adam realized that battle was lost. He wanted to incinerate this seller and his colleagues, who took away his working day for chitchat. He has no time or willingness to go to court, to proof anything. Only Goliath continued loud and furiously called to someone on a phone, from time to time, looking at direction on staff of I’Digital store, show his anger. And now Adam was completely on his side. But neither he nor a thug in the summer T-shirt would win over rudeness that lived in this country. 
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			Memory of E. Hemingway

			Old Man

			He was incredibly old. No one ever remembered how old he was and what his name is. There was no one to remember. He survived many he used to be friends with.

			Before, they were four, those, who moved to Israel from Soviet Union in the 1990s. They emigrated here with families, with children. Children grew up and flew away. Some to United State or Canada, and some just to another city. Wife’s was gone one after another, tearful of missing beloved children. 

			Old friends kept together, gather outside of the house. And it was only occasionally when children wrote short letters to their native house about the difficulties of life. They called old fathers come to stay or visit, but they do not want to go, so tired of moving, or getting used to the unfamiliar places. At old age, was no desire to start life over again. Would be better and easy to be another few years they have.

			If the weather was warm, all four friends gathered on the bench outside the house and waited for the mailman to appear. That is how it was. Three of them received letters rarely but come. They rejoiced of the messages of their loved ones and read it aloud to each other. The fourth old man get no letters. The mail he received was an exceptional event, and it was just junk. He did not have any children.

			Friends spend time, sitting on the bench, and usually silent.

			What are they have talk about after so many years of friendship? They knew everything about each other. Even ailments to discuss it is not fanned a long time ago. All four old men had a typical set of age-related problems. 

			Our old man has same bunch of health issues, but he rarely went to the doctors. That is why he has been alive longer than comrades. They gone, one after the other. And he, said farewell them to the last way, was left alone. He watched television all day, or just look in a window. Although there was nothing to see. Silent, quiet alley in a small town lost in the hills of the north the country.

			Although the population of people have grown in recent years, and the town has spread from 10 to 50,000 inhabitants, it has not affected its existence. Many of the Russian emigrants were settled there. So, there were Russian shops, Russian speeches everywhere, and television broadcasts Russian programs. Russians immigrants, mostly old, who have lived there for decades, have not been able to learn local language, Hebrew. 

			There were almost no youth in town because a lack of work. And after the army, they moved where they can be employed and earn good money. In town were many synagogues that attended native people. The former Russians, indifferent to any religion, never went anywhere. However, both believers and unbelievers were evenly treated; neither the others exchanged their worldview, everyone lived their own lives with little or no distinction.

			The old man often talked to himself. And often to the God, in the existence of whom sometimes doubted. Although at his age even critical atheists were starting to believe, just in case. The question the old man did ask was simple and always the same: “Why do You forgot about me? You took all the people I knew. Well, take me too. It is time already have passed . . . Please remember me.”

			The old man did not complain, he just asked. But God seems did not hear him. Old man stopped going to doctors, taking medicines, hopefully waiting for death. But it seemed as even death had forgotten about him. Sometimes he woke up at night and lying with his eyes open until the morning. And when sun looked in the window reminded him to get up and live thru another day. 

			Then he complained to God: “At least tell me why? Yes, I was not a saint in this life, this is true. But many sinned more than me, and you’ve taking them a long time ago. Oh, I understand it. You, the Lord, just do not exist?”

			Thinking like that, he gets scared of this thoughts and forces of forgiveness for sacrilege: “Probably, that’s why I’m being punished. For doubt in Your power.”

			He regrets, but eventually, the doubt came again. Life was flowing slowly, figuratively, grey. Once a month, the old man must go to the city center. Withdrew from bank account money, deposited as benefit for elderly. Usually after the bank, he goes to the post office, paid his rent, electricity, and other bills. And the rest of the money distributed for a month ahead. Twice a week he must leave the house. Ones for the grocery store, the other time for the market. Farmers markets were held every sevens day, and if man came at late afternoon, he could buy everything needed at lower prices. That was understandable. The sellers wanted to get rid of the merchandise. They agreed to sell cheaper. Young Arabs had been selling vegetables and fruits, and the buyers were mostly elderly Russians. Although they were mostly spoken in different languages, they understood each other. 

			The old man saw some poor aged sometimes sneaking onion or fruit. He understood them, but he did not do that. The Arabs, too, sometimes noticed these “thefts” but closed their eyes. They were interested in sell as much as possible. In Israel is accepted to buy and sell everything in huge chunks and lots. And if, for example, someone take a bundle of greens, that bundle is thickness of a man’s leg. 

			The old man has so much to eat in a month. And he always resisted when some Arab sellers add on the scales, allegedly “for a flat score.”

			The old man cooked the food, two to three days ahead. And usually the unassuming menus were: soup with water and vegetables. He has not an appetite but needs to eat. It is also a shame to throw away food that is paid for.

			The day came when it was time to go to the store to replenish the provisions. The old man has been out of meat a long time ago, and only at the day receiving an old-age allowance, let himself buy some fresh fish. But today, had little money to spend, so a trip to the store with almost empty purse. He wanted to buy the essentials to hold until the benefits will be received. The old man recounted the rest of the change, sighed, and dragged an empty wheel bag to the store. He moved along the familiar road, thinking about the same and talking to God: “Look, there’s no money. Life is not fun. It does not make sense. Why do I need here? If You hear it, then take me. Give me a sign that You’re exist! It’ll be easier to wait . . .”

			But the cloudless sky only grew the earth with hot rays.

			Before entrance to the store he had seen someone left behind a forgotten food cart, in which could be, a coin. Normally need to put in money acceptor five shekels, unfasten the cart from the common circuit and roll to the counter. To get a coin back, need to drive the cart to the parking lot, fasten the chain of other cart’s and get the bail.

			This cart stood alone, abandoned by all. The old man checks it out. Coin acceptor was locked, means there is a coin of five shekels. The old man waved his hands trying to get someone’s attention. There were a few cars in the parking lot, but no one rushed to the cart. 

			“Someone overloaded the food in the car and left, forgetting the deposit. Maybe was on a harry or forgot about five shekels. Anything can happen,” thought the old man. “What if it’s God sent me a sign? I asked him to do it! Here is the sign! God knows I do not have the money and sent five shekels. Thank You, God! I am sorry, old fool, for unbelief . . . You remember, You did not forget me. Maybe you’ll send for me soon.”

			The old man was happy and well. Once again, the point is to stand and wait. He, encouraged, took the cart, and picked up the groceries in the store for all the change that was in his pocket. Enabling at the cash register, he went outside, put simple pack in a wheel bag, and drove the cart to the parking lot to be attached to others and receive the five-shekel covenants. But there was waiting for him a bitter disappointment. When coin acceptor was opened, the old man saw two small coins in it, a worthiness of ten agorot. They were old and worn pebbles to fit in coin box.

			“Why You’re laughing at me, Lord? First You gave me a hope, and I loved the spirit, I was hoping You were. Why are you do so? Or You’re not exist? And hope for you, fate is a villain?”

			The old man, almost weeping of disappointment and bitterness, dragged a bag of groceries home. 

			The return journey was up to the hill. Hot, dusty, slippery . . . And it really pains. The old man was hurts and insulted. It is not five shekels he needs. Faith. He needs faith! And God, it looks like he is laughing. 

			Suddenly, there is something flashed in the roadside dust. The old man bends over and picked up a new, shiny coin. Five shekels. The old man looked on it for a minute and then raised his eyes to the sky, smiled. 

			He returned home happy. He is not forgotten. Lord will send for him.
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			ISRAEL—70 YEARS



			Annotation

			My dear friend!

			Thank you for opening this book. It is dedicated to 70 years of existence modern state of Israel.

			This country in 70 years has gathered many millions of Jews from all countries of the world. The first generation of immigrants raised up this country out of ruins, taught the ancient language, engage in battles with countless enemies, many times superior forces and raised their children. They did not have 40 years, as Moses once had, drove people through the wilderness, to weed out the spirit of the born in slavery. Everything had to be done now and at once. Completely different in culture, upbringing, education, they gathered driven by one single idea. Return to the land of their ancient ancestors after two thousand years of exile and re-establish their own country.

			These people were able to achieve more than the founding fathers could hope for. This small democratic country today is not falling behind from the most developed countries of the world, but in creating modern technologies, many of them surpasses. 

			Israel is a complex demographic country. Population from ultra-orthodox, up to atheistically minded who want to live by their own rules. These raging passions are constantly faced in the definition of laws. But no matter what, the country is developing successfully.

			New generations, grown up in this country, the object of love and pride of the older generation, allow confidently, with hope to look forward.

			Together with the characters in stories, we can plunge into three different seas, visit three different weddings, and attend the ancient tradition of the Jewish people, circumcision on the male child.

			We will together visit the cities: Jerusalem, Tiberias, Caesarea. Sample national cuisine and get acquainted with peculiar and not always easy, relationships of so different people, gathered from every end of our planet.

			The last chapter of this book is the author’s essay, reflecting on the more than uneasy fate of the people who get their own this land again today.
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