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SKETCH OF WAR MEMOIRS – FROM 1940 TO 1952

Saul Amarel

These notes are intended to outline some of my memories from the 40’s (Greece, Palestine/Israel), up to the time in ’52 that I left for study at Columbia U in NYC.

Just key events. A framework. 

It could be the basis for a more comprehensive story at a later  time.

(SA, November 1999)

October 28, 1940; winter of 1940-41

Italy presents ultimatum to Greece on October 28. The famous ‘Ochi’ (No) by the Greek dictator, Yoannis Metaxas. 

War starts on the Albanian front.

I remember leaving home in Salonica 

[other spellings – Salonika, Thessaloniki]

with Aba [my father] in the morning of Oct 29th.

Home was in a third floor large apartment in  65 Vasilissis  Olgas, which was one of the main East-West avenues in town, one block away from the seashore.

I was 12 at the time. I was to walk to school (First Gymnasium of Salonica), and he was to take the tramway in the corner for the trip downtown to his business. 

He tells me:  “Everything will change now; you  never know what comes next in a war”. How right he was!

[Comment about the War:

By the time of the Italian attack  on Greece, World War II was already at the end of its first year. The Germans had occupied Poland, Belgium, the Low Lands, France, Norway; and the critical part of the ‘Battle of Britain’ was already behind  us.

In Salonica, as kids, we were following the  war as a ‘spectator sport’, with impressive  front page newspaper pictures of German ‘Stukas’ dive bombing, and war maps changing by the hour.] 

I remember learning a lot about Norwegian fjords from the reports on the German attack of Norway, and the naval attempts by the British to resist the attack.

The Germans looked like an unbeatable force. We didn’t hear much about the Italians, the  partners of the Germans in the Axis  side of the War– until they attacked us in Greece.

As kids, we didn’t know much about German concentration camps and such, but Aba (and, in general, adults in the Salonican Jewish community)  knew about these developments.]

[Comment about my Salonican school experience: 

When I was four [I think], I started one ‘preschool year’ (the ‘enfantine’) at Mademoiselle Djahon’s school, where the instruction was in French, and discipline was most important. 

After that, I spent four years in a private elementary school, Constantinides, where instruction was in Greek. 

Following this, I went to  a public secondary school, the First Gymnasium, and I was starting my fourth  year there when the war with Italy begun.

Much of what remains of my memory of school is reading and interpreting Ancient Greek (in particular, I remember Xenophon and Plato).  I also remember an extremely unpleasant teacher of ancient Greek who delighted in cursing (in modern Greek) ill prepared students  

[his favorite: “to mavro fidhi na sou phai”, which means roughly ‘you should be eaten by the black snake’]. 

He and I were on reasonable good terms.  But I think he resented that I didn’t give him an opportunity to attack me.

I was always an excellent student. 

[Ima (my mother) would boast in her Ladino (the ‘kitchen language’ at home) that I was always ‘primo dela classa’.]

Special memory: At the end of the school year, with excellent grades in hand, the parents (Aba and Ima) would take my sister Sarah and me for dinner and an outdoor movie at the Salonican  quay (the ‘paralia’ in Greek). It was a terrific treat for us, the kids!]

[Comment about Ladino:

Ladino is the medieval Spanish language  which was commonly spoken in the Salonican Jewish community. The language was brought to Salonica (and to many other parts of the Mediterranean)  by the tens of thousands of Spanish Jews  who fled Spain during the Inquisition  at the end of the 15th Century.]

[More comments about my early language experiences:

Ladino and French were my first languages at home. The French derived from my parent’s education in  French schools – that were established in Salonica in the  late 19th century as part of the strong French cultural expansion into the Balkans. Much of the Jewish bourgeoisie in Salonica went to these  schools and identified with French culture. The Greek  language came much later into the Salonican  Jewish community – only after the Balkan War of 1912 that transferred control of Salonica from Turkey (after over four centuries of Ottoman rule) to Greece. 

[Aba went to a Turkish high school in Salonica  (where they studied classical Persian and Arabic also), in preparation for his 

going to Istanbul to study Law;  but the Balkan war intervened, and he had to change course – to learn Greek and to adapt to the new Greek  political/social/business environment in which the  Salonican  Jewish community found itself.]

Thus, at the time of my early  childhood,  the Jewish community of Salonica had of the order of only twenty  years exposure  to the Greek language.

For me, Greek was a third language , not learned/spoken at home, but in elementary school at about age four or five] 

[Our family  - the Amario or Amarillo or Amariglio family [different spellings exist] -  goes back to Castillia, Spain , 13 generations ago- from a famous Rabbi,  Yitzhak Amarillo, who died in 1532,  to my grandfather , Saul Amarillo, another famous Rabbi  [whose name I was given], who died in 1937.]

[I have considerable documentation  about the Amarillo  line, which was left by Aba; and one of these days I should  put some order in this material.]

After the war with Italy began, no more school for me in Salonica.

Italian planes bombed Salonica everyday. 

Much time was spent in shelters. Smell of freshly poured concrete, as underground air-raid shelters were being built all around. We moved a couple of times – to be closer to shelters.

Lots of contact with uncles/aunts and cousins, as  - at times - we lived together in large family groups. 

In this context, I remember  Saul Allalouf, a cousin  (two years older than me) with strong reputation for school performance in math/science.  Everybody expected him to go, and excel, to the ‘Polytechnion’ (the Polytechnic Institute in Athens).

 [He, and his entire family, are among those who were deported/exterminated by the Germans in Auschwitz in the Spring of ’43.] 

I tried to study at home – math, biology, geography – between air-raid sirens. Actually, I discovered that personal study was much more effective than school study!

Euphoria as we follow on maps of Albania Greek military victories over the Italians. Songs making fun of the ‘macaronades’ 

[the ‘spaghetti eaters’, as Greeks called the Italians pejoratively].  

We hear of bitter winter in the Albanian mountains. Much frostbite among the troops, but in general positive spirits.

Feb 1941

I had my Bar-Mitzvah in the ‘Beth Shaul’ temple. My parasha  

[the part of the Bible  which is being read on a Saturday morning at a synagogue , and which, in the case of a Bar-Mitzvah celebration,  is being read usually  by the ‘Bar Mitzvah boy’] 

was   ‘Ve’ele Hamishpatim’.  This is a dry part full of regulations.

Very gray. Between air raids.

We were  not sure up to the last moment if the ceremony will take place. 

Somehow it did!

March 1941

Aba is ill. Decision to move to Athens, to join uncle Joe there. 

I’m not completely clear what were the circumstances of the move <my sister  Sarah may remember>.

**[However, looking back, I’m convinced that this move was crucial for our survival (one of several such crucial moves)!]

[I don’t believe that the move was determined by an assessment of the possible impact of the coming German occupation!]

Going by train to Athens about the end of March. 

Trains going in opposite direction (North) are full of British and Australian troops [from the Allied Expeditionary Force that came to help Greece – to repeal an expected German invasion].  

The allied soldiers look so sturdy and well equipped. I’m impressed by the tommy guns, the multi-blade ‘Swiss knives’ that they carry, and by the fun songs they sing  (‘Waltzing Matilda’).

[They will certainly overpower the Germans, I think. But why this optimistic view??]

 [It is remarkable how  child memories of  such important events are  dominated  by impressions  of ‘small’ everyday things and experiences,  and not by any more general concerns/fears about expected dangers that could be seen by focusing attention on the ‘big picture’.]   

Strong rumors about German advances from the North.

In Athens we stay first in the house of one of uncle Joe’s wealthy Greek friends, in the Patisia area of Athens close to the National Museum. Great luxury; heavy drapes; covered furniture. The house is abandoned by owners 

[probably, they left for Egypt, as many top Greek functionaries and military did]. 

Sirens at night. We spend time in nearby shelters.

German planes are bombing Piraeus and areas surrounding Athens. 

You hear the Stukas screaming as they dive-bomb. Deafening noise!

[Athens, per se, was not bombed during WWII.]

[Germans invade Greece on April 6, 1941.] 

[They enter Salonica  on April 9. They enter Athens on April 27.]

[After the German occupation of Greece, the Italians come in also. Two ‘occupation zones’ are set under different command :

a Northern zone that starts from the northern frontier of Greece and goes South to Thessaly, and it includes Salonica. This zone is under German command; and

a Southern zone, which includes much of the South of Greece and many of the islands. This zone , which includes Athens, is set under Italian command.]

So, we start life in Athens in the Italian occupation  zone.

Summer of 1941

We move to the first floor apartment (and basement) of 24A Kodrigtonon Street in the Patisia region of Athens - at the point in Patisia where the tramway turns to Kipseli.  We the Amarios have two bedrooms and uncle Joe ant aunt Elvira have another one. 

Maria the maid, previously Elvira’s maid,  works for us full time. 

I recall Vasili the gardener/boarder. 

I’m building crystal radios. Reading  about radios, electromagnetic transmission, etc. Also, reading  a lot in several ‘non-natural science’ areas  -  in classical  literature, political science, social science, some philosophy 

I have conjunctivitis.  I should avoid the sun and the bright  outside. Spending time in the dark of the basement.

Doing lots of drawing there - pencil, charcoals, pastels.  This is something I always enjoyed doing.

  Winter 1941-42

Famine in Athens. 

Bitter cold. Extremely hard times. Food rations. ‘Bobota’ bread [corn bread], kharub cake. Black market. 

I travel to Piraeus  [the port city close to Athens at a distance of about 5-8 km] by bike to find  bread, and wild  herbs that island farmers bring there by boat. 

Jungle scenes of fighting for food!

In Omonia  Square, a few blocks from us, the place is full of people huddling on top of the subway grills  that push out warm exhaust air from the subway trains running below into the frozen air outside. 

People dying of starvation in the streets.  Out of our window, day and night, we see carts taking dead off the streets.

Summer of 1942

Aba is in constant communications with Salonica. We learn about all sorts of humiliation and restrictions on the Jewish population of Salonica.  Men are being taken to forced labor camps.  

It’s still possible for Salonica  Jews to leave and come to Athens, but not too many do!!

[To move to Athens, they need to cross from  the German to the Italian occupation zone, which is far from easy. In general, the Italian authorities  are facilitators of such crossings.]

[The Italian occupation authorities  are known  not to go along with the German authorities on execution of racial laws.]

Clandestine listening to the BBC (the British Broadcasting Co Radio) 

 [forbidden  by the occupation authorities, but everybody does it].

Fall 1942

I’m going to school again, after about a two years interval – to the 8th Gymnasium of Athens, located in the upper Patisia. 

Mixed experience. 

I read a lot – mostly politics and philosophy.

Also, I recall enrolling in special ‘external’ courses at the University , in central Athens, on French Literature.

[I enjoyed reading Jean Jacques Rousseau, but I enjoyed  also reading Racine; and I enjoyed the smell of old books, and the opportunity  to acquire new ideas and to play with them.

None of this was formally required stuff.]

[In general, little of what I learned during my school years (and after) came out of formal courses of study!! ] 

I have one close Greek friend from school, Yannis Kokkonis,  with whom I have long discussions about ‘deep issues’ as we walk around town. 

Special memory:  escalating the Lycaveetos ( a conical hill in the middle of populated Athens) several times together with Kokkonis. 

Can’t concentrate on studies. Very politicized times. 

Beginnings of EAM activities in school 

[EAM (Ethnicos Apeleutheretico Metopo) [Greek for ‘National Liberation Front’] was an underground resistance organization, primarily formed /led by the Greek Left, which gradually  acquired  a broad base of popular  support.

The military arm of EAM was ELAS [Greek for Elinicos  Laikos Apeleutheroticos Stratos], which means, ‘Greek Popular Liberation Army]. 

This is where the partisan forces were located. ]

Every night students put anti-occupation graffiti on Athens’ walls.

March-April 1943

About 50,000 Salonica Jews were deported to Auschwitz by cattle trains during these two months, and were exterminated there.

This included all of my Salonica relatives, except for grandma Amario and uncle Mair who were saved as ‘Italian citizens’. 

So many of the cousins, uncles, aunts, that defined my family life in Salonica during childhood vanished  permanently so suddenly !!

[The extermination of the Salonican Jews  was the most complete  and thorough destruction of a European Jewish community by the Nazis during WWII. 

From the 50,000 sent to Auschwitz,  only about 1,500 

survived .]

[We knew of the deportation in general, and of the brutal conditions 

of the roundup in the ‘Baron Hirsch’ camp in Salonica,  where people were  brought before being loaded onto the trains, but no details. 

Also, I’m not sure that I had any clear idea of the extermination at that time. I couldn’t possibly conceive it. 

But, I’m quite sure now that Aba knew.]

[Very hard for me to reconstruct my awareness of this terrific event around the time it happened. Clearly, I was not exactly sure what was going on, I couldn’t possibly imagine the roundup and extermination of specific people (kids) who were close to me just 1-2 years ago, and the mind got easily dominated by the everyday goings on of Athens at war.

What prioritizes attention? 

Have general ‘grand events out there’ any chance of competing for attention with the specific, usually  mundane, everyday  ‘nearby’ issues that face us as individuals?]

Aba was extremely active during the Spring of 1943 in trying to do something via official channels to stop the deportation and extermination of Salonican Jews.  

With various Athenian friends [Jews and non-Jews]  he was in  continuous contact with Archbishop Damaskinos (of the Greek Orthodox Church) – an imposing figure of great moral courage who did his outmost to help contain the German killings at the  time. 

Unsuccessful attempts were made  (through the Archbishop) to get the Greek, German-established,  government of Rallis to convince the Germans to change course. 

Attempts were made to contact the Vatican; specific evidence of the events in Salonica were presented with the help of Red Cross officials based in Istanbul.  I recall that Aba was very optimistic that this will have a real effect. 

But there was no Vatican reaction! 

[Another piece of evidence of the indifference of Pius II’s Vatican to the Nazi atrocities against the European Jews!]

September 8, 1943

Italy surrenders to the Allies.

The Germans take over Athens, which until then was being under Italian control. Up to now, the Italians refused to impose racial laws in the territories that they controlled in Greece, including Athens.

On October 3, 1943, all Athens Jews are ordered by the German SS Commander, Stroop, to register in five days, and racial laws go immediately into effect.

Jews who are found in hiding will be shot immediately, and non-Jews who help/hide them will be dealt with ‘most severely’ (concentration camp, possibly execution).

October 1943 to March 1944

At present, I’m fuzzy about the specific timing of events during this most adventurous period of my wartime in Greece.. But I’m quite certain about the sequence  of events, and about the rough duration of each event.

(SA, Nov, 1999)

Even before Italy’s  official surrender, it was clear that the Germans will occupy Athens, and that the time had come to go underground.

We left our Kodrigtonos street apartment at the end of August; and dispersed to different places. We were all in hiding.

This is the last time that I saw my uncle Joe and aunt Elvira.

I spent about one week in hiding at the house of Kokkonis, one of my Greek classmate friends. 

Sleeping on the floor. 

Very proper and decent family. 

I can’t stay there long. They are concerned about the high risks.

I move to the house of Ninios,  a Greek family who were Aba’s good old friends.

Pavlos  Ninios is about my age. Dr. Ninios, the head of the family is a physician. Mrs. Ninios  is very nice. An old grandma lives in the house. They are taking bad risks by hiding me. 

We hear shootings at night. We know of searches in nearby houses.

Through Ninios, it was arranged for me to hide as a worker in a soap factory  of one of his friends. 

In the factory, I was known as one of Ninios’  poor relatives  from the countryside who came to Athens because of the atrocities in ‘my’ village.  

Very hard, dirty, primitive, work conditions.

I slept in the ‘Factory’ at night. 

Rats all over the place.  They make an awful noise at night.  

I slept on a table;  rats jumped on me from the ceiling.

Something went wrong at the soap factory. I’m not completely sure what happened. Nervousness in the air suggested an impending German raid/search. 

I left in time; and I’m back at the Ninios’ house  for a couple of days.

Through my uncle Joe’s friend, the Greek industrialist Stringhos, it was  arranged that I will go  into  hiding at his alcohol factory in Megara, about 20 km West of Athens (on the way to Corinth), as a chemist’s helper. 

At that time, the factory produced alcohol used for propulsion of German submarines. Raw material was kharubs (Saint-John’s bread) brought by caiques (the typical sail+motor boats that criss-cross the Aegean) from Aegean islands. 

Kharubs were put in large containers together with water, where the. key process of fermentation  (that yielded alcohol) took place. 

I was very impressed by the old master who was running the show, with very little formal education, who ‘knew’ fermentation much more intimately than the chief chemist. 

I helped the chemist with various analyses in the lab. I was known there as a relative of the owners  from Athens who was preparing to study Chemistry at the University and who was there to get some practical chemistry education and experience.

I slept in a side shed on the factory grounds; sometime I took the bed out, sleeping under the bright sky, even when cold.

One day the fermentation process was found to be ‘poisoned’. Suspected sabotage by the Greek resistance. 

Several cars with German SS arrive. I’m being used as interpreter by the Germans – via my French – to question various workers in the factory. The Germans take me as an ‘educated Greek boy’.

[Most middle/upper class Greek children studied French as a second language, and were exposed to Western ways through study of French culture.] 

I find that the SS men plan to remain in the factory for several more days for further  ‘detailed investigations’. 

Get out of there! 

I arranged to be taken back to Athens by the German commander, in his command car, who seemed to be convinced that he is helping me ‘to go visit my sick mother’. 

Quite an escape!

**[Without the dedication, the personal courage, and the extraordinary ‘risk taking’  of the several ‘non Jewish’ friends of Aba , uncle Joe, and me - who helped us during this critical time, it would have been impossible for us to survive   

[Kokkonis, Ninios, Stringhos] ]

Going to the mountains – to the ‘antartico’.

Two contacts led to connections with EAM/ELAS: Aba’s Greek friends <lawyers or architects, I’m not sure> Vatsellas, Andronicos, et al; and a classmate of mine in the 8th Gymnasium who was extremely active in resistance matters. 

I’m not completely sure now how the connections were established.

[I learned later that it was an explicit policy of EAM/ELAS to  help Jews fleeing  German persecution /deportation/extermination. 

This was the only organization in occupied Greece with such a policy.]

The first try was to go North to a village in the Levadia region of central Greece where there was a strong ELAS partisan concentration. 

Aba and I took to the road by bus, with fake identity papers, and with instructions on who and where to contact. 

Bus was stopped at a German checkpoint about three hours north of Athens. Major German military operations had started against ELAS partisans of Center Greece. Several villages were burned. Many were executed. Nobody goes through. 

Standing in front of the bus, showing fake papers to German SS soldiers armed with submachine guns.  Good nerves needed! 

Some people were taken out of the lineup.

Probably, the Germans were looking for partisans, and we didn’t look enough like partisans at that time. 

They let us return to Athens by same bus. It was a close call!

I’m quite sure that the ones taken out of the lineup were executed on the spot.

Second try was for Aba and me to go South and to connect with ELAS partisans in Peloponisos (Peloponeese). 

We had instructions about whom to contact in Navplion. 

Going there in back of fruit truck. 

Waiting for good part of a day in a ‘kafenion’ (café) in Navplion. We were asked by locals if we just got out of a well-known nearby prison  (North of Navplion); we  looked the part, and we sort of implied  yes. Finally, we established connection with local underground people at the kafenion. 

They took us to the lower part of a farmer’s house in the outskirts of town – a stable full of hay, empty of animals now – where we were to hide for the night. They locked us in. We are in their hands! 

Above us, people live. We hear them. They shouldn’t know that we are there. 

Incident with Aba snoring. I had to stop him. 

[This is a strong event, that I will always remember, mixed together with the smell of hay.] 

No sleep that night. 

At dawn, the resistance contact people come, and they take us to a point in the nearby hills to wait until dark. 

After sunset, two locals and a mule come; we walk at night through fields.

We pass Tiryns and get to a village called Midea. This was already part of ‘Free Greece’; villagers sat around and sang ‘antartica’, patriotic, songs. Some were well known Greek popular songs with new revolutionary lyrics, some were new to me  [the tunes reminded me Russian revolutionary songs] with lyrics  full of ‘freedom’ themes.   

What a strong impression!

[‘Free Greece’ was the set of rural regions that were essentially under the control of Greek partisans at the time. In many villages  of ‘Free Greece’, EAM established local councils, local educational programs, etc.  ELAS partisans would move freely  in villages of these regions. German soldiers  would raid the regions from time to time,  they would destroy houses, they would execute villagers indiscriminately; but usually they wouldn’t stay there long.]

We walked during the next night (with our guides) from Midea through Mycenae to the village of Fichthia.

From Fichtia, next night we walked to Nemea. 

Mountains. It’s getting cold.

[We were going at night through parts of Greece that were well known to me from ancient Greek history and from mythology readings.  Mycenae was so famous for its archaic Greek civilization in the Argos region, for Agamemnon and for its part in Homer’s Trojan wars.. Nemea was so well known because of the lion that Hercules overpowered there.! ]

[I remember as a younger kid making several drawings of a super-muscular Hercules killing the Nemea lion.]

[I enjoyed drawing from an early age]. 

[Very odd feeling to go through these areas at night, quietly, trying to avoid discovery.]

From Nemea, next night we went on a long, difficult trek – through Asprocampos, through the valley of Stymphalia  (next to lake Stymphalia, again a mythological site), through the village of Kastania, and then through a steep rise in the mountain toward the village of Kalivia, which we reached before dawn. 

Slow progress in getting to the village. Signals.  A sense of crossing military lines. Armed men around. We arrived at the local headquarters of the ELAS partisans. Strong impressions. Beards, rifles; bandoleers. We meet the Capitanios (Captain) of the place (Chief of this group of andartes), called Agisilaos.  

[Most of the partisans were known by their ‘nom de guerre’, which in many cases was a name from Ancient Greek history or mythology or from leaders of the 1821 Greek war of independence against the Turks – after about 400-years of Turkish occupation since the fall of Constantinople into the hands of the ‘infidels’].  

Agisilaos  had delicate features, long black beard, obviously well educated, fairly courteous to Aba and me; clearly, he was highly respected by the partisans around him. 

We were assigned to stay at a villager’s house. 

[Most partisans were similarly assigned individually 

to villager’s houses – for lodging and for most of the meals also.] 

I don’t recall ‘our’  villager’s family well. They sheltered us under partisans’ orders, but I got the impression that they were reluctant, and they made it clear that they are doing this under duress.

We were centered in Kalivia for about one and a half months. The partisan fighters in the village numbered about  50 men – mostly young, mostly  villagers but also  some industrial workers, few with war experience from the Albanian front, and armed with a wide assortment of rifles (many from WWI) and knives. Some sten guns, and a few Bren machine guns; lots of grenades of all types; and lots of cases of explosives taken out of civilian mines.

I worked at partisan headquarters  (the school house in the village square, which was dominated by an enormous ‘platanos’ tree). 

I helped with communications. Telephones were in my domain. I helped to establish telephone links with nearby villages. 

It’s extremely cold. We are surrounded by forests. Packs of wolves entering the village at night. Partisans were killing wolves and hanging them at the outskirts of the forest to contain their attacks. 

I organized  putting together a ‘phone line’ made of barbed wire and of requisitioned water glasses placed on tree branches.  

I became fairly ‘visible’ in the village and with the partisans. I got involved in preparing explosives, and I participated in planning attacks against German convoys in the Navplion-Argos-Corinth  region..

In partisan headquarters in Kalivia, I developed a close tie with a young partisan who was the ‘political’ second in command there <name?>. Curly  hair,  urban background. He was very concerned with education of the partisans and of the locals in the village. 

Clearly of leftist ideology, but he had strong desire to hide this and to project broad patriotic, resistance, attitudes. 

As part of the partisan’s local ‘educational program’, I was asked to ‘lecture’ about all sorts of general things, including how submarines work, etc.

[Enormous schism in the level of education between town and village!

Family and religion are very important at the village level. Issues of ‘honor’ prevail. Great hatred of the outside invaders of the homeland – Italians and Germans in that order, but Germans becoming the principal enemy  as news of villages being destroyed, and villagers  being  executed by German troops, spread around. 

Considerable illiteracy among older village people.]

Lots of patriotic songs. Some old Greek ‘kleftica’ tunes; some Russian revolutionary tunes.

Often, we ate together with groups of partisans at night. Heavy bean soup (lots of flour added to the beans) and peasant black bread. 

It was great!

I was strongly impressed by several internal events, in particular,  

by a couple of very quick ‘field trials’ and executions of young partisans who were accused of various ‘crimes’ – in particular, ‘taking advantage’ of a local woman, and of stealing local sheep. 

Very harsh concept of ‘justice’. It was interesting to see how the village people begged the partisan commanders/judges  to be more lenient in such cases.

I fell sick for a few days. A local young village girl about my age took care of me.

Few news from the ‘outside world’.  Very vague idea about developments in the war at large  (Italy, the Russian front). 

Major local war events were the airdrops by the British. 

In such events,  a field got prepared in a mountain clearing for the night drop, lights went on, and materiel was parachuted there (food, money, some radios, ammunition, sten guns) under the supervision of British liaison officers who had parachuted previously and maintained – weak, tenuous – connections with the partisans.  

[The liaison officers that I met  were Greek Cypriots serving in the British army]. 

The villagers loved the parachutes, which they used for dresses, sheets, etc. 

Always tensions between the British liaison people and the partisans.

We heard about goings on in the ‘German occupied zone’  (outside ‘Free Greece’) from  rural travelling salesmen who got to Kalivia from time to time in little mule caravans.  Clearly, they conveyed info to both the partisans and the Germans.  Some were known to be spies/collaborators, but they were tolerated somehow because they brought some useful general information about what goes on in nearby towns - Corinth, Argos, Navplion. 

Our news were very sparse about life in the occupied towns. 

We knew very little about what goes on in Athens. 

Also, there was very little information about partisan activities in other parts of the country. 

[This was not a resistance movement with lots of national coordination. Clearly, the activities  were primarily local. 

In this sense,  the Greek partisan movement that  I knew at that time was very different (and weaker) from Tito’s much better organized  partisan movement in Yugoslavia.] 

Suddenly, one day in early December, around noon time, we learn that a major German raid is shaping up, and the Germans are expected to arrive in a few hours. 

I’m quite sure that the day was Dec 12, 1943. 

[Dec 12, 1943 was the day of the ‘massacre of Kalavryta’. In that day, the Germans rounded up the entire male population of this small town and they proceeded to shoot about 700 people.

Kalavryta is about 15 km North West of Kalivia where we were staying, lower down in the mountain. 

The Kalavryta massacre was part of a brutal series of German reprisal raids in the mountains, which ended with savage destruction in about 25 villages of the region. ]

[Later I learned that Kalivia, the village in which we were staying,  was one of these villages].

When word of the German advance came up, within less than an hour Kalivia was evacuated. The locals went to hide into the surrounding forests, and the partisans took off for a place much higher in the mountain, in a general southern direction. 

Aba and I joined the partisans in their trek over the mountains.

Extremely difficult march at night in the dark over narrow, dangerous,  mountain paths. Silence was important. German patrols were not far behind.

I fell into a deep ravine.  I came out of this almost without a scratch -  mainly because of the layers of clothing that I was wearing.  Aba was extremely concerned!  He came after me all the way down in the dark, and we made our way together back to the tail end of the partisan column.

At some point, about 4 AM, Aba tells me that he can’t go on. He is exhausted. He is  extremely  pale;  almost not breathing.  He asks me to leave him  behind and to continue with the partisan column. 

No way! I stay with him. 

When he felt a bit stronger, we follow the path that we saw the partisans take. We arrive at dawn above the village of Frousouna, which was the destination of the partisan’s night march.

[In many of the events since the beginning of the war, I don’t recall having strong personal feelings (fear, hate) against Germans. I did things that ’had to be done’, period, without much emotion or even analysis. Germans were something else, out there, very active all around, part of the environment; but they had no ‘human’ connection with me (!!)]  

[That night march to Frousouna, which brought a clear sense of personal suffering, and a real perception of threat to Aba, made me feel a tremendous amount of hate for the Germans, and for Hitler; also, more general questions started coming up (they became more pressing later) about why do I find myself in such a relationship of the persecuted/hunted vis-a-vis the Germans.]

[Also, I was convinced that night that I will die before the age of 20!  I believed that there was no issue of courage and such involved in trying to avoid capture by the Germans. I got to do the best I can, but I had a sense that I had very little to do with determining my fate. I live in a world of random events, and somehow things will catch up with me before I make 20.]

The image of the village square in Frousouna that morning after the night march will remain clear in my mind always. 

Church nearby. Local villagers take partisans to their houses. 

Alekos Moros, a local,  is there in the square. He invites us to his house. They give us warm food and a warm bed. 

We are revived!

We stay with the Moros family in Frousouna for several days.

Spiros, the head of the family, is a  tall old man (roughly Aba’s age (fiftyish at the time) but looks much older); Spiraina, his wife; Alekos (about twenty at the time) and Dimitrios (Mitsos) (about my age), the two sons; and two younger daughters <I don’t recall their names>. 

Initially, they didn’t know that we are Jews.  For them, we were ‘katadhiokomenai’ from the Germans,  i.e., people in flight for their lives from the Germans. It’s a matter of patriotic honor for them to help us, even at a clear risk to their lives.

[I think also that this involved a deep-seated sense of individual honor for them, something that ‘they needed to do’, a clear moral imperative for them.]

[Spiros Moros had an interesting history. During a major period of famine in his village, in about 1910, he went to the US to work in mines near Chicago. Many Greek villagers came to the States this way around that time. Before the 1912 ‘Balkan Wars’, (which involved Greece and Turkey), Greeks in the US were induced to return home and to serve in the Greek Army. He was one of those who returned to Greece this way. 

When we got to know him, we found that he knows some English 

(he even read and wrote it);  and his attitude was broader and more cosmopolitan than many of the mountain people that we met.]

The partisan group gets dispersed after arriving in Frousouna. We can no longer count on their support/protection in the mountain, with the Germans coming into the villages.

We must find a way of ‘crossing the German lines’  by going North somehow in the direction of Corinth, crossing back the Corinth  canal and eventually getting to Athens – to try something else.

**[Since Aba and I went to ‘the  mountain’ , the support and protection of the EAM/ELAS partisan movement were crucial for our survival.]

[When Aba and I left for the mountains we left the rest of our small family in Athens. 

Ima, Sarah (whose Greek name was Fula) and Moshe (who was simply called ‘Bebbis’) stayed in hiding in the house of great Greek friends, the Kokkevis. The head of the family, Colonel Kokkevis was a Greek Army officer who left for Egypt after the German invasion of Greece. His wife, Despina, was master of the house. Despina’s mother lived there also. They took mortal risks by hiding our family.

This is an interesting variant of the ‘Anne-Frank’ story. 

<Sarah knows details of the many adventures, and close calls, of the hiding in Athens.>]

After staying a few days at the Moros’ house in Frousouna, Aba and I learned that the Moros were planning to take their sheep lower down in the mountain to a place where they usually spend part of the hard winter. They agreed to have us join them in this move.

Aba and I, dressed as shepherds, together with the Moros and a bunch of sheep, move over mountain paths from Frousouna to Chelimi.  At Chelimi,  the Moros  have a stone cabin  on the side of the Argos foothills  (less than 5 km to the west of Argos) . 

Closest village is Schinochori.

One ‘room’ where everybody lives, fire in the middle of the room, big hole on the roof to get the smoke out; some sort of basement, where the sheep are sheltered.

All of us sleep in the one small, smoky, room – the six  Moros on one side of the fire; Aba and I on the other side.

When a newborn lamb is expected, the ‘sheep mother’ spends the night with us also.

Going out to tend the sheep with Alecos and Mitsos. How pastoral!

I remember a delicious goat milk preparation – korkofinghi. The taste is a unique combination of sharp yogurt and cream , and the texture is  smooth and heavy. 

Having korkofinghi with  a slab of dark hard bread, surrounded by the sound of sheep mountain bells, next to the stone cabin, under a very clear, but cold, sky – that was being in a very different world, far from the atrocities and misery that we knew existed just a few kilometers away from us!

Aba and I agree, after much discussion, that I should try to go to Athens, to establish contact with friends, to see if something can be done about leaving Greece;  and then I should come back and pick up Aba from the mountain. 

Very dangerous mission!  Full of uncertainties! 

[It is much later that it dawned on me how extremely difficult decision this must have been for Aba – to agree that I should go into this uncertain mission !! 

I didn’t understand this fully at the time!

On the other hand, even in retrospect, I don’t see what other options we had at that time, given the pressure of the circumstances. ]

[Extremely close relationship between Aba and me. We relied on each other constantly on issues of life and death. Actually, since our night march to Frousouna and the move to Chelimi, it is I who felt responsible for him.]

[I visited  Frousouna  (together with Irene) in 1998 (about 55 years later!), and met Mitsos there. His strongest memory of that time was Aba’s concern/anguish as he waited with them for my return from Athens  (It took about three weeks for me to return.)]

The Moros have distant relatives in Old Corinth. The plan was for me to go to them and see if they can help me to get across the Corinth Canal (a major strategic point for the Germans) in my way to Athens.

Long walk from Chelimi to Argos, and from Argos to Old Corinth, mostly on the main Argos-Corinth highway. 

I did it in two days.

I stayed the first night outside a farmer’s house not far from the highway, where the farmer’s animals were kept.  

Vicious dogs. Farmer didn’t want to rein them. 

I had to keep them at bay by swinging my shepherd’s  stick/cane (called ‘glitza’ in Greek)  around for almost half an hour while I was being questioned  by the farmer . 

[Clearly this incident, didn’t contribute much to my trust/love of dogs.] 

The farmer was very suspicious of me. Didn’t want to have anything to do with partisans. He thought I was one of them. Eventually, he let me stay in his animal shed  for a few hours until dawn.

[Walking on an asphalt highway is so different/hard from walking on mountain paths, on soft  earth!  It’s very hard on the feet.]

I reached the Moros relatives in Old Corinth the second night. Friendly attitude, but very suspicious. They were convinced that I was a partisan. They were afraid of German reprisals. Although courteous, and convinced that I was sent there  by their Moros relatives, they didn’t really buy my cover story  [that I was passing by en route to a suburb of Athens where I was invited to visit by sick relatives.]

I stayed a couple of days with them. 

I helped them in some construction around the house. They were using ancient stones (antiquities) strewn around in the Ancient Corinth site to build an extension to their basement.

I knew that archeologists, and keepers of the culture, would cringe at this sacrilege; but this was not the time for me to lecture them!

I visited the German police headquarters in Corinth to get a pass for crossing the Canal. My false papers show that I’m member of the Moros family  (name of Pavlos  Moros) going to a Athens suburb to visit a sick relative.

At first, no problems with the German ‘Oberleutnant’ in charge. He asked me to return the next day to get the permit.

As I was going out, a Greek ‘traveling salesman’ (a spy!) among those whom I remember from the times that he visited  Kalivia, where I was clearly known to work with the partisans, was standing in the waiting area. 

He had spotted me. I’m lost!

I left the police station. Night. Waited in a ditch next to the main road. When a truck full of orange crates passed slowly going North in the direction of the canal, I climbed on top and hid among crates. 

There was a light , dusty, snow,  which was blown  hard on me by the wind. Very cold night!

The truck crossed the canal and arrived in Athens on Christmas night 1943.  

Bells ringing all over the place. I still hear them!

Walked to the Kokkevis house at night. Ima opens the door!

Lice, lice, lice; dirt. First bath for months.

Everyone seems to be OK there. 

Ima very concerned about Aba who was left alone in the mountain.

I contacted Vatselas, Andronicos et al re possibilities of arranging a small boat to leave Greece by crossing the Aegean.

After it looked like  some possibilities existed,  I decided to  go back to the Peloponeese and to bring  Aba down from the mountain.

I recall an interesting ‘daring event’ during my stay in Athens during   that time. One afternoon, I went to see a German movie  (about how a glorious German submarine sunk lots of enemy ships in the Atlantic), which was showing in a major theatre in Stadiou  Boulevard in town. Movie in German, with Greek subtitles.  Theatre full of German military .

 [Very odd sensation!]

From Athens, I traveled  on the back of a truck all the way to Argos; and then by foot I climbed to the Moros stone cabin in Chelimi.

Emotional encounter with Aba!

Emotional Good-byes with the Moros. 

[They became especially attached to Aba during the time that he stayed alone with them, while I was  away.]

[I recall the  great hunk of black bread and cheese that they gave us for our trip  to Corinth-Athens!]

**{Without the friendship, the genuine hospitality, the risk-taking, the courage, and generosity of the Moros, we wouldn’t have survived.]

At Corinth, I did the talking in arranging Aba’s papers for crossing the canal.  He looked very much like a local shepherd at the time, with a bushy mustache, poorly shaven, and dressed very much like a ‘local’. 

[Aba, the fluent speaker and clear thinker, was supposed to be afflicted with some kind of mental and speech problems, so I had to speak for him!  The idea was to avoid for Aba’s Greek accent to be heard; there was a foreign tinge in it, while my accent at the time – one of a regular Greek schoolboy -  didn’t present any problems. ] 

Things went smoothly. 

Aba and I on the back of a truck arrive  in Athens sometime in mid-January.

Quite an emotional encounter between Aba and the rest of our family in Athens!

Immediate effort to implement the ‘Aegean crossing’ plan. 

Suggestion  (by Vatselas et al) that I meet a ‘captain’ in Piraeus. Discussion of payment. Just for our small family. 

Agreement – part of the money to be paid immediately,  part when we arrive at point of departure. 

[All in gold coins (Napoleons) <but I have no memory whatsoever of the amounts involved>.]

We were to meet with the Captain’s ‘agent’ in Nea Makri,  close to Marathon,  about 3 1/2 miles across from the island of Evia , (the five of us - Aba, Ima. Sarah, Moshe and I). The boat was to ‘rendez-vous’ us someplace in the east coast of Evia – for the Aegean crossing. 

[Evia (also spelled Euboia) is a long island that hugs the Greek mainland from the East, and extends all the way from  Thessaly in the north to the Attica region  (East of Athens) in the south. Rocky, rough.]

[Marathon is a very famous site for students of ancient Greek history. A great battle took place there around 500 BC between a huge invading Persian Army and a small Army of defending Athenians and their Allies.  Results of the battle  (defeat of the Athenians) were  communicated to Athens by a runner who ran all the distance from Marathon; and this event is behind the famous  Marathon runs of today.]

The plan was to cross by small boat from Nea Makri to Evia, and then to be taken by mule to the other (eastern) side of the island where the boat for the crossing was to meet us. 

When we arrived in Nea Makri, at the back of a small truck, we were met there by a couple of (unsavory looking) people. They put us in a stable. Mountains of hay. 

Money paid/committed so far was not considered enough for them. I should go to Athens to bring some more. 

Brought some more money by next day. 

Ima extremely worried about the danger that I run in bringing the extra  money. 

Waiting under torrential rain, the five of us, for a small boat to take us across from Nea Makri to Evia. Nobody came! 

[This was an extremely memorable night. Deceived, abandoned, open to capture/execution at any moment.]

Later that night, we were given help by a Greek Orthodox priest 

(a ‘papas’), who took us to his house in Nea Makri for a few days.

I went to Athens to explore with Vatselas et al other boat possibilities. The other members of our family remained with the papas family.

<Sarah must remember this part of the story (which has some interesting wrinkles re relationships with the priest)  much better.>

After seeing  (through Vatselas et al) that other opportunities of crossing the Aegean exist,  and they need some time to be explored,  I got back to Nea Makri  and took the family back to Athens.  

We are now staying/hiding with the Greek Ghiotis family – hard working small industrialists who were manufacturing cereals and such. Friends of Joe and Aba. 

Grandma Sarah Amario and uncle Mair are staying with them also 

[they came from Salonica, as part of a ‘release’ of Jews who were found to be Italian citizens].

I’m engaged in a major effort to organize a ‘large’ group of Jews who are currently in hiding in the Athens region to go to Evia, and to try to cross the Aegean by small boat. 

Large sum of money is needed, and I need to raise it while contacting prospective group members – who are all in hiding.

Finally, I put together a group of about 40 people:

Our Amario family [Aba, Ima, Sarah, Moshe and I] (5)

Aaron Cohen, his wife Buena (sister of Elvira, Joe’s wife), +  children , + brother’s children (9) 

[Elvira and Buena are from the Pipano family]

The Romanos (5)

The Ovadias (4)

Booby Nissim (1)

Haym Benouziglio (1)

Molhos (2)

Hanens (4)

Matarassos (2)

<and at least 4 others; probably, Sarah remembers them>

The group traveled from Athens by covered truck to Nea Makri.  Night. 

This time, we were able to cross the water to Evia in small row boats. Night march, with help of mules, from West to East side of Evia. 

Very hard on Ima.  

[This was one of her first exposures to physical hardship, and her background, etc. didn’t prepare her for this.]

I carry Moshe on my shoulders. 

We arrive at a beach in the East Coast of Evia  near the village of Tsakeous.

We waited for boat to pick us up from there. 

No one came; and it soon became obvious that the ‘planned’ boat + captain’ would never materialize.

[This was the second time  that criminally  unscrupulous ‘sea captains’ and their agents took advantage of our plight, and left us totally exposed to capture and death!]

Our group lived in caves around Tsakeous for about 2-3 weeks.

A local ELAS partisan joined us, and stayed with us most of the time. 

He told us about boats that come from Turkey with supplies, etc for the Resistance; and we started discussing  with him a ‘plan’ to board such a boat for its trip back to Turkey when the opportunity comes up. 

Actually, this was the only plan that gave us any chance of escape/survival! 

I talked with the partisan  (tall young guy, rifle, shifting moods) about our experience with the Peloponeese  ELAS partisans; and this helped somewhat in developing a friendly relationship. 

It was up to this local partisan to decide whether we could board a boat to Turkey. 

We went to buy/gather food from adjacent villages!

Mood:  Sometimes very dark, sometimes like in a picnic.

Most of the days were sunny and cold.

It was Jan-Feb, and I remember going for a swim one afternoon in the gulf of Tsakeous in the cold water. I wouldn’t come back quickly enough when they called me for dinner, and they got concerned.

Benouziglio and the flag!

Haym Benouziglio was fiftiesh, and full of good cheer and wit. He would take a few children with him in a foray for food at a nearby village; and when successful he would return marching in ‘military formation’ over the mountain path to our caves with a ‘flag’ (a handkerchief on a stick) to make known to all that a successful operation was completed, and food is coming. 

Rumors that Germans are coming to the caves. 

We leave to sea in small row boats in a very stormy night - to hide among rocks further south. We were helped by local villagers ‘mobilized’ by ‘our’ partisan. 

Very close to drowning!

[We learned later that Evia was a very dangerous place to be in at the time that we were staying in the Tsakeous caves - in early 1944. There were many German raids on ELAS partisan concentrations and on villages. Also,  there was increased activity by Greek collaborators helping the Germans,  including deployment of newly created Greek ‘security battalions’ to police German-held regions in support of occupation forces. 

We learned  (after we left Evia) that uncle Joe and aunt Elvira , who were  hiding in  the north of Evia , and were waiting for a possible Aegean crossing, were reported by locals to the Germans and were immediately sent to Auschwitz.]

Lots of interesting social interactions in the group at the cave. 

Clear schism between the ‘optimists’ and the ‘pessimists’.

At night, everybody slept on the sandy floor of the cave.

Relationships with the partisan were mixed. 

At some point, ‘advances’ by the partisan to one of the girls in our group resulted in quite a bit of tension.

Finally, one morning a little boat (caique) is spotted. Bringing some supplies to the ELAS partisans.

 Local partisan agrees at the last moment for us to board later at night and to use it for crossing to Turkey. 

It’s about time!

Partisan tries to get money & jewelry from everyone before we leave. Tension!

Great disappointment for me, trying to believe in the ideological  and humanistic purity  of the partisan movement. 

Another push toward a more cynical  (realistic?) view of humanity!

Crossing the Aegean in one night.

Everyone awake on the caique, and hidden under a large piece of canvass. 

Morning brings us to the south of the island of Chios, just below German coastal gun batteries that were visible in the tall cliffs.  

A little more, and we disembark on rocks close to the village of Tsesme, in Turkey. 

Turkish soldiers with bayoneted rifles. They take us to a camp in Izmir.

So much light over there! So much food! 

A different world from the life in Greece, from the war famine and from the darkness at night.

It’s such a shock!

In Izmir, the adults are in charge – contacting authorities, etc. 

Up  to now, in the last several months, I was responsible for decisions and for interactions with the outside world !!   

I got used to this type of independence and to the sense of being responsible for others.  I didn’t know how to handle this change in roles. 

It was hard!

**[We wouldn’t be able to reach this point alive without the extreme dedication , risk-taking,  hospitality and personal support of several of Aba’s good Greek friends (Kokkevis, Ghiotis, Vatselas, Andronicos,), as well as of the Greek Orthodox cleric in  Nea Makri. 

Also, crossing of the Aegean would have been impossible without the support of the Evia ELAS partisans.]

The Turkish authorities turn us over to a British representative , who arranges for our entire group to move to Chalepo, Syria, by cattle train. 

In Chalepo, we stay in a British military camp. 

Main strong impressions: 

health exam by a British female military doctor 

[first time that I saw a woman doctor]; 

tea with milk!

Late April 1944

From Chalepo, we travel by train to Gaza, the largest British camp in the middle East – full of prisoners of war as well as of ‘political prisoners’, including civilians coming out from Nazi Europe.

Living in tents. 

Tea with milk!

We were taken in small family groups out of the Gaza camp.

<I’m not exactly sure how this was arranged and by whom. Most probably, the Jewish underground (the “Hagannah”) was involved.>

[The ‘Hagannah’ (meaning ‘Defense’ in Hebrew) organization , which grew in Jewish Palestine  in the thirties in reaction to attacks by Arab bands on Jewish settlements, continued to provide much of the underground defense capability of the Jewish community through WWII and immediately after.

It arranged for arms purchases in Europe and elsewhere,  for  quasi-military (and military) training of Jewish youth,  for special commando operations,  for defense against Arab violence,  for organization of Jewish refugee ships from European ports to Palestine after the War, and for resistance to British  limitations on Jewish immigration, etc., that were based on the ‘White Paper’ doctrine of the British Foreign Office.

This organization  played a crucial role in enabling the establishment and  the early survival of the State of Israel.]   

Our (Amario) family traveled by train North to Tel Aviv.

We had no papers of any sort. 

But terrific feeling of optimism and freedom.

Such an abundance of oranges! We’ll never go hungry anymore. 

One orange costs just one mil (a thousandth of a local pound)!

[At this point in time it was illegal for Jews to enter/stay in Palestine, which was administered by the British under a League of Nations Mandate, which was established after WWI.

So, “officially”, we were illegals in the country.]

Our train passed by the large kibbutz ‘Giveat Brenner’, about 20 km south of Tel Aviv. Young men and women in blue shorts, open white shirts, and so healthy looking.   

Such a different world from the one we left in the Greek mountains!

We had quite a bit of family in Tel Aviv. 

[Several Pelossofs from Ima’s side of the family – grandma Oro, uncle Raphael & Renee with their son Avi (same age as Moshe), uncle David and Vicky [I never did get to know their children], aunt Flora, her husband Moshe Attias and their two daughters (Hanna, Ora), and uncle Levy. 

Except for Raphael’s family who arrived there fairly recently, leaving Greece via the Evia route like us, everyone else was there since the mid thirties – attracted to a great extent by Zionist ideology. 

Levy was very much a ‘local pioneer’; he went to Agricultural School (Mikveh Israel), and he was an early insider of Jewish activism in the country  -  helping  Jewish illegal immigration, involved in early ‘Hagannah’ work.  When we arrived in Palestine in 1944, Levy was 26 years old.]

[Later, during  the Israeli War of Independence, Levy assumed various  high-level Defense positions, including participation in international deals for arms purchases ,which was a highly critical task for survival at that time.  In the fifties, and later, he engaged in wide ranging international private business, which included construction  enterprises  that were based in Spain. In some of his businesses, he partnered with Sammy Yohananof, brother of Vicky, David  Pelossof’s wife.  One of Sammy’s businesses was oil tankers. 

Despite his modest educational level, and no major initial financial backing that I know of, Levy turned out to be the wealthiest  member of ‘my family’. 

I maintained reasonably cordial relations with  Levy and Sammy when we had the occasion to meet later on in  NYC during their business trips there.  

Through Levy, I met the magazine editor Laura  Berquist in 1953, and later, through  her  - in Princeton – I met the man she married, the fiction writer  Fletcher  Knebell  , who used my name in a couple of his books.] 

[There was one Amario in Tel Aviv at the time – Shmuel, Aba’s younger brother who moved from Greece in the early thirties as part of the immigration which was stimulated by the Zionist movement in Greece. Shmuel was unmarried. He was 44 when we arrived [I think]. He was running a small, fairly modest, haberdashery business in Gruzenberg street, across from a well-known Tel Aviv movie theatre. He was living in a rented room in a Tel Aviv apartment.]

I’m not quite sure what went on with the family in those early days of our arrival in Tel Aviv.  Clearly, lots of tensions between Aba and the Pelossofs.  I get the sense that important expectations were perceived as broken, and financial commitments not kept. And the relationship remained poisoned in the following years!

[After my war experience, I developed a strong aversion to family matters, and what I considered to be petty (financially motivated) disputes. I actively blocked any information about family goings on; and I wanted to move away from all that.

<Sarah probably has a good view of family goings on at that time, and how matters developed.>]

I stayed for several days with Shmuel in his rented room in Tel Aviv. Slept on the floor.

 Memories of Shmuel as a very decent and delightful guy. 

We had omelet for breakfast together at a nearby café.

It was arranged <how?>for me to join a group of ‘Aliat Hanoar’  who was staying in the kibbutz Ramat Hakovesh, near the small Jewish town of Kfar Sabah and the Arab village of Qualquillia.  The kibbutz was roughly  25 km north-east of Tel Aviv.

[Aliat Hanoar was an organization focusing on Jewish youth immigrating to Palestine. At that time, it placed them in various kibbutzim where they spent half day working and the rest learning Hebrew.]

Sarah was placed at an agricultural school in Jerusalem (called ‘Chavat Halimud’) which was run by Esther Ben Zvi, the wife of Itzhak Ben Zvi who became later the second President of Israel.

I have very dim memories of how Aba, Ima and Moshe, lived during their early few months in ‘pre-Israel’ Palestine.  

I know that they moved to Haifa  by the end of summer 1944, living in a small hotel room  (in Hehalutz street). 

At the kibbutz, I lived with a group of sephardic Jewish youths from Turkey. 

We had Ladino  as a common language.  Ladino is a version of medieval (Cervantes) Spanish spoken in many Mediterranean Jewish communities (including Salonica), whose history goes back to the 15th century expulsion of Jews from Spain during the Inquisition. 

Here is where I learned Hebrew in the afternoons.

Mornings I worked on irrigation of banana fields, and later as a mechanic (‘mazger’ in Hebrew) fixing irrigation lines and equipment. 

Heavy physical work; but I enjoyed it.

I was so impressed by the automatic irrigation devices (the ‘mamterot’). 

I spent many hours under the burning sun. 

I acquired a reputation for strength and toughness. 

Most of the time I was by myself. I didn’t feel that I have anything in common with kids my age. I felt much older than they are. I didn’t join dances and song at night. How could they be so merry, etc., with the misery going on in Europe! 

I was very alienated socially, but happy to be part of the kibbutz life and dream.

Betty, a girl from Turkey, tried to get close to me. It didn’t work.

I was very impressed by the educational level, the independence of thought, and the artistic/literary knowledge of local ‘kibbutz kids’ of my age. These were kids born in the kibbutz, and educated there. 

The degree of contact between them and our ‘Aliat Hanoar’ group was quite small. 

First contacts with local defense issues. 

Just before I arrived at the kibbutz (in April), the British raided Ramat Hakovesh  in search of illegal weapons – thought to be hidden there by the Jewish resistance. [They were.]

Nothing was found; but the raid was being much discussed!

As part of our quasi military training, we (the Aliat Hanoar group) went for long marches over the weekends (in one march we went to the sources of the Alemby river), we did lots of physical exercise, we climbed stone walls with ropes, etc., and trained with heavy wooden staffs  - the ‘makel’, which was the typical hand-to-hand combat weapon of the Palestinian countryside at that time. 

No guns! 

Sometime in Sept 1944, Aba came to visit at my kibbutz. He told me that he has been exploring with friends the possibility of my being admitted to the Technion (the Israel Institute of Technology in Haifa). They knew that I needed a high school diploma and such, but since war was going on I could say that papers were left behind in Greece, I could lie about my age, and perhaps I could get admitted. 

A great surprise for me.

I didn’t want to leave the kibbutz. After the war experience in Greece, it seemed to me that I found the ideal society to live in!

Aba was extremely persuasive in his own quiet way. Despite the fact that I was only 16, that I had almost no high school background and little of the math and science background needed for the Technion, and that my Hebrew at the time was very rudimentary (the language of instruction at the Technion), he convinced me that I should try; and he conveyed a sense of great confidence that I will succeed.

**[Aba’s bold move to get me to the Technion had an enormous impact on the course of my life. Things would  have been very different if he didn’t push me in this direction at that time!!]

Aba and a friend  of his from Haifa < probably, Maurice Raphael, but I’m not sure>, together with  me, went to see the Technion  President, Kaplansky, and the Technion Academic VP, Levy, sometime in late September. 

Eventually, they decided to admit me to the Technion  conditionally – with the promise that I would bring my previous academic credentials from Greece as soon as developments in the war would permit it, and with the understanding that my first year’s academic performance at the Technion will be reviewed closely, and only if it is considered to be satisfactory I will be permitted to continue. 

Also, at that time I went through another bit of taking liberties with my identity papers. I needed to appear older on paper. So my year of birth became 1927.

This was only temporary. I changed it back to 1928 later.

October 1944 to May 1945

This is my first academic year at the Technion.

Lectures, labs, etc. at the old Technion site in Hadar Hacarmel.

I was very impressed with the first lecture one October morning - on descriptive geometry (‘Andasa Tiurit’ in Hebrew);  multicolored figures all over an enormous blackboard. Prof <name?> lectured in a language that I couldn’t understand – Hebrew with a heavy Polish accent.

Other memorable Professors:

Math (bald Prof., strong German accent, sense of humor, reputed as having escaped Germany in early thirties and having worked as shoe repairman in a kibbutz before coming to the Technion <why don’t I remember his name?>); 

Physics (Tchernyavsky -  excellent lecturer, pompous); 

Dynamics (Schwerin - impressive, interesting material);

Chemistry < I remember very little of this>; 

Architecture (Rattner -  reputed to have a high command position in the Haganah); 

Machine Design (<Neuman – no-nonsense guy, interesting stuff);   etc.

All professors were formally dressed. A variety of Hebrew accents. 

Students with excellent Hebrew High School backgrounds, many ‘sabras’ (born in Palestine), most with central or east European roots. Virtually all students are Jewish. 

There is one Arab student, whose concentration is Architecture.

I’m the only Jewish student of Sephardic (non-Ashkenazi) background. 

[Ashkenazi Jews  originate mainly from the Central and Eastern Europe Diaspora. For the most, they spoke Yiddish  (a medieval form of German mixed with some Hebrew), which is the rough analog to the Ladino spoken by Sephardic Jews.  Cultural traditions differ from  those of Sephardic  Jews.  The  early Zionist settlers of Palestine at the end of the 19th century,  the real pioneers of the new Jewish homeland, were  mostly from Ashkenazi background. Therefore, the early  ‘Jewish establishment’ in Palestine had clearly Ashkenazi roots.]

[I was not aware of the Sephardic-Askenazi  distinctions  up to that time, and this didn’t have any real significance in our various interactions at school. 

I was mostly identified, singled out, for my adventures in the escape from German-occupied Europe. 

However, thinking about this later I realize that I was the only person of Sephardic background (certainly the only one of Greek background) in the Technion over the four years that I was there!]

The first year at the Technion was  an extremely intense period of study for me. Also, I had to study under extremely difficult conditions.

Working every night very late –  on a little desk in the small hotel room of Hotel Eden in Haifa’s Hehalutz street where Aba, Ima, Moshe and I lived together.

The bathroom was down in the corridor, and it was shared by all the rooms in the floor.

[Frequently, noises and fights that emanated from rooms that were occupied for small periods of time by British soldiers and their girls, made the situation close to unbearable.]

 [Thinking back to that time, I find it difficult to imagine how living/studying under this sort of conditions was possible!]

I was completely immersed in my Technion studies, learning from scratch material that people know from High School.

Very little attention to the war that was still raging in the world outside.

In particular, no attention whatsoever, and no interest, in what was going on in Greece – even though Greece was in the middle of a bitter civil war at that time, where ELAS partisans (who were so important to our survival during the German occupation) played a central role.

My attention was fixed ahead. No looking back!

By  the end of this first academic year at the Technion, my academic performance was quite good. I was awarded a fellowship for my second year !

Nobody seemed to ask me for my previous academic credentials any more!!

[Even though this problem of ‘academic deception’ was behind me, I continued to be somehow concerned about it throughout my further University studies, until  I received my Doctorate from Columbia University in 1955. ]

Summer of 1945

I worked all that summer as a construction worker at the kibbutz Bet Hashita in Emek Izrael, East of Haifa.

I was part of a ‘Solel Boneh’ construction team building a new dining room at the kibbutz. I was probably the youngest member of the team. 

I worked in preparing the iron for reinforced concrete, and also in mixing and pouring concrete.

Hours working under a hot sun. Demanding physical work.

Great satisfaction in preparing the iron, and pouring the concrete, of the elliptic coupola that was part of the dining room roof.

Complete separation between the kibbutz insiders and our team of outside workers. Eating separately. Not invited to kibbutz lectures and social events. 

I met Hayuta, a kibbutz girl,  who shared with me a resentment for this sort of segregation. Tall and lean, high cheekbones, striking and aloof,  such different background from mine, but still many common concerns. Long conversations in random encounters – in kibbutz lawns  and in freshly planted, young, forests in outskirts of the kibbutz. 

That summer I had time to think about (and became sensitive) to all kinds of social differentiation: 

workers who were kibbutz members vs ‘outside’ workers who were not members [basically, all sharing various shades of socialist ideology, but seeing each other as being different];

newcomers to Palestine vs old-time pioneers;

Ashkenazi Jews vs. Sephardic Jews  [different customs, many prejudices and biases both ways].

[It is interesting that at that time I didn’t notice the distinctions across the Jewish religious spectrum, that today loom as so extremely important. In 1944, the Jewish culture that I observed around me in Palestine was primarily secular.]

[Another personal comment on religion:

For some time now, since my Greek war experiences,  I find myself  completely  ‘disconnected’ from things religious – both at the theological/ideological level and a t the liturgical/social level. 

I can understand that people have religious feelings; but I do not.]

Also, that summer of ’45 I pondered at the kibbutz about other, stronger, distinctions:

Jew vs. Arab – from the beginning I sensed a powerful ‘otherness’, and lack of trust, in this divide;

Jew vs. German; I gave a lot of thought to my Greek experience of the last few years that summer, and I put together many notes about this (in Greek, which was still my ‘best’ language at that time) in the back of a book of classnotes in Architecture from the Technion that I had with me; 

<I can’t find that book of notes> (!!)

Palestine Jew vs. British.

I was very much of a loner in the kibbutz that summer. 

I tried to think through many of these issues of social differentiation and their meaning/impact on the individual. 

Lots of ideas. Little consistence and clarity. 

[I tried to understand the German extermination of Jews in terms of the internal political needs of the Nazi State; but always something was missing in any rationalization of such type. 

Increased awareness of how power, and being in control, determine events.

Cynicism about human motives, and about the real role of ideology in determining behavior.]

Extreme mistrust of the British at that time. 

Arrogant, imperial power that is unlikely to change its ways unless forced to do so – by one ‘local population’ of the empire at a time.

[It is interesting that the summer of 1945 was the last time that ‘I looked back’ into life/war experiences in Greece, and into  related things, even so briefly. After that, the attention was fully on the present, on life in Palestine, on Hebrew. ]

I didn’t speak/read/write Greek since that summer of 1945.

Fall of 1945 and Spring of 1946

This is my second academic year at the Technion.

Less pressure to catch up with background academic material.

 Enjoying new material. Doing well.

We no longer live in the hotel room at the famous Hotel Eden in Rhov Hehalutz. I live with Aba, Ima and Moshe in a 2-room apartment in the 3rd floor of a building in the East side of the main street in Hadar Hakarmel  (Rhov Herzl 89) in Haifa.

What a luxury compared to the previous year in the Rhov Hehalutz hotel room!

Sarah continues to be away at the Chavat Halimud in Jerusalem.

I’m getting increasingly involved in Hagannah matters. 

My ‘war experience’ in Greece is partly responsible for this. 

No such experience among my classmates.

Military training, based on experience, comes mainly from those who served in the British Army (including those who volunteered to the Jewish Brigade).

Marches in open country, physical training, hand-to-hand combat. 

‘Excursions’ to the far  North of the country , close to the sources of the Jordan river, near the Syrian and Lebanese borders (Mettulah);  and to the Judean desert East of Jerusalem.

No guns. 

I’m getting to be an expert in scouting and in map making. Becoming quite familiar with the Carmel mountain and  with its villages (including Arab villages) and with the hills that border Emek Izrael  (the valley of Izrael) from the North. One of our important bases is the village of Alonim.

[At Alonim,  there is quite a bit of interaction with the local kibbutz youth, and with  quasi-military groups from other places who come here for training. Singing and dancing at night around a big fire  (‘medurah’ in Hebrew) after a hard day in the hills. This is where I learned ‘Nagila Hava…’ and other similar classics of the Zionist youth movement.]

My colleagues in these operations include Yeruham  [our squad leader]; Uzi Sherizli  [we became good friends, and did lots of swimming together  in the bay of Haifa]; the ‘Djindji’ (‘Red haired’ in Hebrew) [full of bombast, you couldn’t trust  him much, but he was great fun];  Boaz [terrific guy,  serious and to the point;  was killed early in the War of Independence]; Itzik [he lived close to the beach in Tel Aviv; frequently, we went for a swim together on weekends] ; <others?>.

I’m becoming increasingly a part of the local group and culture.

Tensions with the British are growing. After the horrors of the war in Europe, the British are enforcing a strict policy of not allowing Jewish refugees from Europe to enter Palestine. Searches. 

British ‘red  berets’ (special troops) visible all over in searches, curfews, etc. 

Song in Hebrew about the ‘kalaniot’ (Hebrew for ‘poppies’, the well known wild  red flowers)  referring to the ‘red berets’.

We heard about the nuclear explosions in Hiroshima and Nagasaki on one of our treks in the Carmel mountain. I remember discussing the meaning of the atomic bomb with Arab shepherds that we met in the way <in Hebrew?>. The conversation was cordial. 

America was changing the world; it looked so far away, and so powerful!

Summer of 1946

I worked throughout the summer in a construction site in Haifa. Building a large apartment complex in Hadar Hacarmel. I’m working mainly in mixing and pouring concrete. 

I’m becoming more ‘specialized’ in preparing the iron beams that go into the reinforced concrete. This is the job of a ‘barzelan’ (Hebrew for ‘iron man’). I was admitted to the union of ‘barzelanim’ at that time

[I never resigned, so I must be still a member!]

Hard work under a burning sun!

I remember Herman, the construction boss, a tough, but fair, man of about 45, of Polish background. 

Another Technion student worked with me there – Hevron Parviz – dark, Persian background, very ‘street smart’. 

From Hevron I learned for the first time about life in Iran and Iraq, and I appreciated the fact that there is a lot of culture and ‘educated  and intelligent life’ in those parts of the world.

From Herman I learned that ‘muscle’ is not the key ingredient of good work – including  the basic physical work needed in construction ; dedication, sense of responsibility, resourcefulness  (all, ‘non-physical’, mental,  qualities) are.

Fall of 1946 and Spring of 1947

Aba, Ima and Moshe moved to an apartment in downtown Tel Aviv Rhov Peretz 25), not far from Alemby street and from the Central Bus Station. 

I rented a room in Haifa close to the Technion (Rhov Hehalutz 16), which I shared with a young man who was clerk in a local bank. 

I decided to specialize in Electrical Engineering, with Electronics as my main concentration.

Prof. Olendorf’s lectures (Electrical Science) are memorable. His approach to problems is always very abstract.  He is a most interesting man. 

His Teaching/Lab  Assistants were Garfunkel <first name?> and Yedidiah Shamir. 

Despite heavy interest in my studies, I spent much time in Hagannah activities and in other physical work.

Throughout this academic year, I worked as ‘stevedore’ in the port of Haifa, loading orange crates on ships. We worked as a team of 4-5 Technion students – two to three of us removing orange crates from a warehouse on shore, and loading them on tractor-pulled wagons; and  the remaining two of us maneuvering the wagons below the ship winches and making sure that the crates on the wagon are pulled up properly by the winches and lowered into the ship hold.

Close coordination in the student team. Much strength and endurance needed to pull down the crates from the stored ‘mountains of crates’ in the warehouse and placing them on the wagon. 

The standard was 50 kg crates, roughly 2,000 crates per night session, from about 8 PM to midnight! This was piece work. Sometimes we did it for three nights a week.

At times we had competition for speed (and minimum breakage) between our student team and other teams of ‘regulars’ working there. 

We did pretty well. 

When competition developed with an Arab team, tensions were high!

[At the time, I gave much thought to the difference in mental state between us, students, doing this hard work at the waterfront, and the ‘regular’ port workers for whom this was necessary work for their livelihood. For us this was temporary. We expected (we were working toward) a different type of life in the future. The situation was very different for the regular waterfront workers!

Mental state and expectations make a lot of difference!]

Another interesting construction activity during this year was the building of an extension to the hydraulics lab at the Technion. Again, I worked on reinforced concrete. 

The structures involved were unusual and interesting.

I was involved more and more in  Hagannah activities. Much running over the countryside, scouting, and mapping. 

Cat and mouse games with British troops. 

I got involved in operations of bringing Jewish refugee ships illegally to shore and having to evacuate the refugees quickly,  and to disperse them to hiding places in various Jewish settlements. 

In particular, I recall an operation with  such a ship that arrived in the coast of Atlit, south of Haifa.  My squad of 4-5 nearly avoided being captured by the British in the course of this operation.

[This was a time, where several Haganah squads were taken as prisoners by the British Army, and they remained confined  for up to one year.]

Summer of 1947

I worked throughout the summer in various jobs. 

The most memorable was a construction job involving building the basement of a large warehouse to the East of the port of Haifa, not far from the tall refinery towers that dominate this region, on the highway from Haifa to Acco and Nahariah. The water table here was very high there. So the work involved drilling deep cylindrical holes, pumping out vast amounts of water from the holes, placing quickly in the holes the iron structures needed for reinforced concrete and pouring the concrete.

I also had a taste of some work in a factory (located in the industrial region of the Gulf of Haifa (the ‘Mifratz’)) where small mechanical parts (made of metal and plastic) were manufactured.  I got interested in that because it involved some participation in design of the parts, and in the design of the manufacturing process, which I enjoyed. 

This was my first exposure to a ‘real world’ work situation that was related to my Technion studies.

Continued  Hagganah activities. Increased tensions with the British.

Fall of 1947

Advanced 4th year courses at the Technion.

Difficult to concentrate on studies as political/military tensions mount.

As British are preparing to leave,  a growing number of quasi military operations are underway. Jewish underground preparing to take control. Arab raids on Jewish settlements, on various other Jewish concentrations, and on Jewish traffic, including convoys. 

Jewish workers attacked/slain at the Haifa refineries.

On New Year’s Eve ’48 (night of Dec 31, 1947) I participated in the Havasa Operation. 

In this operation, a fully armed Hagganah unit of company strength, took off from Haifa and raided the Arab village of Havasa on a Mount Carmel ridge. 

In previous days, there were shootings from that village on Jewish traffic between  Haifa  and points to the East and North. There was information that armed bands responsible for the attacks were hidden in the village. Havasa was just to the south of the Haifa  refineries, on strategic high ground, overlooking the industrial region of the Gulf of Haifa. The attack on the village took place immediately after midnight. 

[I recall the sound of all the ship sirens in the port of Haifa blowing on New Year’s Eve exactly at midnight.] 

I manned a machine gun position in our left wing (together with Yehuda Cohan, a Technion classmate), facing  units of the Jordanian  Legion 

that were based now in the Haifa refineries. Our orders  were to defend the main raiding group from a possible Jordanian counter-attack. 

[The Jordanian Legion was a powerful/disciplined and well armed force , which was built by the British in support of the Jordanian kingdom.  At the time of the ‘47-’48  military operations,  it was probably the force that posed the most military threat to Israel.]

Chavasa was completely destroyed; no dwelling  remained standing, and many inhabitants perished. 

It was a strong experience for me!

Spring 1948

Almost no regular studies at the Technion anymore. A continuous sequence of military preparations and operations.

In February 1948, I participated in Operation  Jabur – a bombing attack on an Arab transportation Center in lower Haifa, which was known to provide a basis for disrupting Jewish traffic in the key Haifa – Tel Aviv highway artery.  

Our small group of ‘chablanim’ (Hebrew for saboteurs/bombers) placed explosives and incendiary devices on vehicles and equipment; and the plan was for us to withdraw quickly to a nearby Jewish neighborhood on the other side of the Haifa-Tel-Aviv highway after the job was done. 

We only had small arms. 

Suddenly, as explosions went off, several British armored vehicles appeared firing away with their heavy machine guns. I found myself in the silly situation of firing a pistol (a 9mm Beretta) at an armored vehicle! 

I was lucky to get out of there. Several of my colleagues got hit – one of them, Yaloki (a sweet guy, full of wit and life, who liked to sing Mexican songs), was killed.

[After Jabur, I recall that one of the meeting points in the region for us -  active,  but underground, soldiers - was a bar at the top of a Carmel peak overlooking Haifa,  near the ‘Stella  Maris’ monastery. There we met with other saboteurs from all over, with newly volunteering American, South African and Australian fighter  pilots, and with all sorts of ‘soldiers of fortune’ who came to contribute to the War of Independence. 

For me, smoking a (curved) pipe, and drinking scotch, started there.]

Around that time , I met Dida BenDov. Dark hair, blue eyes. Last year of High School. Born in Haifa, raised in  an independent (non-Diaspora) Jewish  urban environment, full of optimism and ‘joie de vivre’.  Not really interested  in the War, in Europe, and in all the ‘outside’ atrocities.  Sunny,  self-assured, mentality of the ‘sabra’,  positive about the future.  In many ways, we are so different!   Lots of classical music – an important part of the local culture.  Vivaldi, Lalo.  

Dida’s father was a British-trained communications engineer in the Post Office.  From him I heard about the recent invention of the transistor at Bell Labs. Impressive! 

The main electronic component that we knew about at the time was the thermionic valve, bulky, consuming lots of power.

I spent several days in kibbutz Michmar Hahemek, just East of Haifa, as part of an operation to strengthen the kibbutz’ defenses.  Dida was  already  ‘mobilized’  by the Hagannah for a longuish  stay at the kibbutz.

I was part of a unit that was sent (for a couple of weeks) to Jewish settlements just south of the lake Hula along the Jordan River – to face possible attack by the Jordanian Legion there. 

Helping in the tomato fields during the day. 

On guard duty on the west bank of the (very narrow) Jordan River at night.

[By February of 1948 (several months before the official declaration of Independence in May), Jewish Palestine was completely mobilized;

it was already involved in several battles with raiding Arab army units (Jordanian, Syrian, Egyptian, Iraqi), as well as with various armed bands - all over the map.]

In the middle of all this,  in March of 1948, I was asked to join a special unit called ‘Hemed’ (for ‘Heil Madah’, which in Hebrew means roughly ‘Science Force’ – analogous to ‘Heil Avir’ for ‘Air Force’).

[The formation of ‘Hemed’ in the very early stages of the Israeli military buildup was Ben Gurion’s (BG) initiative – at the suggestion of Aaron Katchalski (later, Aaron Kazir) and Yohanan Rattner,  both top-level people in the Hagannah. ]

[David Ben Gurion,  (who was widely known as ‘Hazaken’ (Hebrew for ‘Old Man)), the founding Prime Minister of Israel, was a strong visionary  who believed that security/survival would be  a  key priority of the Israeli State for some time, that it would be unrealistic to rely on outside aid, that it is essential to become  self-sufficient and independent on matters of armaments, that Israel needs to rely on quality to counteract its numerical inferiority relative  to the surrounding hostile Arab world,  that developing effective means of deterrence is essential for the survival of the new State, and that nurturing of science and technology is an important means of advancing the interests of the State both in the short term and in the longer term. 

Also, in many of his speeches, he expressed his confidence in the ‘Jewish genius’, especially on matters scientific/technical.

In the short term, with a view of developing immediate defenses, Hemed was intended to help with  the quick adaptation of any type of advanced military technology that could be acquired from abroad.  

For example, in late Spring of 1948, twenty-five  Messerschmidt bomber/fighter  planes were acquired in Czechoslovakia.  Hemed people  (among them some of my Technion classmates) were immediately involved in trying to understand/use some of the advanced technology  embedded in these planes.

Hemed started with about a dozen Technion  people (mainly 4rth year students in Electrical Engineering and Mechanical Engineering), and a dozen Hebrew University people (again,  mainly upperclassmen in physics and chemistry). ]

I was one of the Hemed ‘pioneers’ from the Technion  group.

**[The invitation that I join Hemed  was another crucial event that affected the course of future events in my life]

[Other early  Hemed Technion  people had included : 

Zeev Fraenkel  [was heavily involved in missile electromagnetic ‘homing’ developments in the early years of Hemed, later studied Physics at Columbia U. [we were at Columbia in NYC around the same time], later,  became physicist at the Weizman  Institute]; 

Yeoshuah Spector  (later Shefer) [served as Israeli Scientific Attache in London, joined  RCA Labs in Princeton, concentrated on communications research]; 

Meir Birk,  [researcher at the Weizman Institute];

Moya [a superb mechanical engineer, who had a tremendous impact on the development of Israeli advanced military technology]; <others?>. 

The Hebrew University early  Hemed group included :

Israel Falchovits (later Felach, with his wife Hanna) [very broad involvement in leadership of several technical tasks in early Hemed (including  my tasks on missile development) , later became key person in the development of an Israeli nuclear reactor;

his brother  Zvi Falchovits (a chemist) ; 

Gideon Yekutieli,  Igal Talmi, Israel Goldrig (physicists) [became senior  researchers at the Weizman Institute];

Amos De Shalit (physicist)  [top-level scientific figure in Israel; became Head of the Weizman Institute];

Abraham Kogan (applied physicist) [did key research in rocket propulsion at Hemed, major expert in aerodynamics,   pioneer in development of wind energy and solar energy,  became Technion Professor];

Shula Velikowski   (physicist, she married Abraham  Kogan,  daughter of Princeton’s Velikowski, [heavily involved in explosives research  [detonators in her purse!]]; 

Benyamin Sturlezi  (applied physicist) [strong leadership in acoustics developments in early Hemed days]; 

Alex Hessel (applied physicist) [worked on electromagnetic problems in early Hemed projects; became Professor at the Brooklyn Polytechnic  Institute]; 

<others?>.]

[The Scientific Head of Hemed unit was Dr. David  Ernest Bergman (Science Advisor to Ben Gurion  (BG), a chemist).  Two other top scientific leaders of the unit were the brothers Katchalsky  (Aaron and Ephraim, both biochemists).]

[The name ‘Katchalsky’ was later  hebraisized to ‘Kazir’.] 

[Aaron was killed a few years later in a terrorist attack at Lod Airport.]

[Ephraim  Kazir became a President of Israel at a later time.] 

[Shlomo Grozowsky  [Shlomo Gur was his hebraisized  name]  (a Tel Aviv architect) was the first Commander of Hemed. He played an important role in administration of research in the early  Hemed days.]

[Another key person in the early Hemed days was  Ephraim  Frei, an applied physicist and electronics expert, who directed  the Electronics area of the unit, in which my group was located.

[Frei had a major interest in medical electronics and in computers. He went to the Princeton Institute for Advanced Study in late 1951 to work on the Von Neumann computer there; and, through him computer development activities entered the Weizman Institute in the mid-fifties.]

My first  couple of months in Hemed were at Haifa, at the Technion.

 After Haifa was  freed (it came under complete Jewish control) in April 1948,  our Hemed operation moved to the Weizman  Institute in  Rehovot, a small town which is about 10 km South of Tel Aviv.

[When Hemed arrived at the Weizman Institute, there were just two buildings there – the old Chemistry building housing Dr. Haym Weizman’s lab, and the ‘new’ Physical Chemistry building (also known as the Ziv Institute), which was where most of us worked. 

Today, these two buildings are the oldest in the Weizman Institute campus; and the place is now enormous, with tens of buildings.] 

Going on the highway south from Tel Aviv, the Weizman Institute could be seen at left, about half a mile before reaching the Rehovot center. Across the highway from the Institute, there was an Agricultural Research Center. 

Our initial Hemed group lived at the Agricultural Center and worked across the highway at the Institute..

The place was full of exotic fruit trees – guavas, mangos, etc.

I was exposed to them for the first time! 

What a fragrance at night!

[In addition to our group in Rehovot, Hemed groups were also located, almost from the beginning, in other places – especially, in sites next to Tel Aviv, Jerusalem,  and Haifa.]

From the beginning, my main projects at Hemed were in the general area of ‘remote control’, which  is closely related to the development of missile guidance.

My first remote control project was the ‘Kelev’  (more specifically, the Kelev Yabashti’ , Hebrew  for Land Dog) – a three wheeled land vehicle loaded with four car batteries and with space for half a ton of explosives, controlled by two electric motors, one for motion forward  and the other for steering  (by turning the rear wheel as needed). In the back of the vehicle; there was a 1Km long cable wound around a drum. One end of the cable was connected to the ‘control box’ in the hands of a remote driver, who controlled the vehicle, and the other was connected to the vehicle’s motors. As the vehicle moved forward, cable was unfolded on the ground. 

The original idea was to use the Land Kelev as a ‘remotely controlled’ bomb against Arab fortified positions in  the lower city of Haifa.

I worked on this project day and night with the help of a couple of local technicians. 

We had many simple mechanical problems throughout; and some guidance problems, but nothing serious.

Since Haifa  came under complete Jewish control fairly early (in April 1948), this version of the Land Kelev  was not put into operation.

Because of changes in the military situation,  a new mission for a  Land Kelev  was developed -  to break into forts in the southern Negev desert (which were originally built by the British  to control strategic points in the far country) that got occupied recently by Egyptian troops, and also to be used as antitank weapons. 

[The film ‘Beau Geste’ starring Gary Cooper,  involves  a similar – but much smaller -  desert fort.]  

To perform these missions, a new version of the Land Kelev had to be developed, with remote control by radio. 

The vehicle would be guided visually from a ‘transmitting/control’ point in the back.

Much of my ‘inside’ lab work at Rehovot was focused these early days of the radio-controlled  Kelev on developing circuits and components for selectively transforming radio signals, sent from a transmitting site, into control actions at a remote, receiving, site (such as start/stop of a motor), as well as for  making sure that the control signals  produce the required actions.

 [We spent many evenings  in building electronic chassis  (bending aluminum,  worrying about stabilized power supplies, etc.)  by hand, so that working prototype  vehicles could be made available quickly for real operations.]

An American volunteer electronic engineer <Katz ?> was a great help in this work. 

[Most of us at Hemed were  young Technion students, with lots of idealism/enthusiasm, and theoretical electronics knowledge but little technical experience;  and it was so important for us at that time  to have the guidance of a technical ‘old hand’ to help us understand  real system behavior  and to suggest ways of recovering from errors!]  

Our main technical approach  to remote control by radio was to use ‘resonant relays’ at the receiving site of the Kelev, that would be selectively energized when receiving signals at specified frequencies, and that would close or open electric circuits to control various devices on board, as needed.

We carried  out several field experiments, up to 1/2 km range, in an abandoned landing strip near Beer Tuvia, south of Rehovot 

[I recall that the landing strip was filled with dummy, camouflaged, airplanes]. 

Experiments were successful.

However, this version of the Land Kelev  also was not used in military operations  - as the Israeli Army  was able  to take the Negev from the Egyptian Army earlier than  expected.

[The Land Kelev projects  were  the early pioneering projects in missile development in Israel. Many of the subsequent missile advances in Israel (including the development of several operational missiles, such as ‘Gabriel’ and ‘Shafrir’) grew out of these early Kelev efforts 

[See account of missile development in Israel in  Munya M. Mardor’s book ‘Rafael’, published by the Israeli Ministry of Defense, in 1981.]]

In addition to my Land Kelev project,  I worked on several other early projects  in Hemed at Rehovot.

These projects included the ‘development’ of recoilless  guns (Loreta, in Hebrew for ‘no recoil’), and work with tear gas. 

My contribution to Loreta was machine-tool work in building gun chambers of different sizes, and testing them in firing experiments that took place in abandoned orange groves next to the Weizman Institute.

There was no conventional trigger mechanism for the initial experimental Loreta models. The gun was fired by running a fuse line a few meters behind and putting a match to it.

[I recall the excitement of a demo for BG later on in the summer of ’48, when the ‘old  man’ was close to having been killed because of an explosion caused by the poor Loreta firing mechanism.]

[Later, I learned that the ‘old man’ had a tendency of taking  his chances in many demos of new experimental weapons – to the great consternation  of his security men and of his other senior colleagues.]

Close collegial relations among all members of the Rehovot  early Hemed group.

Walking from the Institute to a restaurant [the Weiss Restaurant], just before the Police Station in town, for lunch and dinner – as a group. The restaurant owner was a very talkative lady of German background.

Our group had an old Jaguar car (painted in brown camouflage paint)

which we used at times for lunch/dinner transportation and for trips to Headquarters in Tel Aviv.

[I think the car was ‘owned’ by Yaron, a colorful applied  physicist, known for his irony and jokes, who was an expert in rocketry]  

I found that Hayuta was a gardener at the Weizman Institute.  Married now to Dan Hizroni, and living in Rehovot.  Dan was fighting at the ‘Egyptian front’ , several miles south of Rehovot, and he would  come by motorcycle home to Rehovot at night when he could.  Hayuta and I knew each other from my stay in Kibbutz Bet Hashitah in the summer of 1945. Much rapport remained.  Small world!

One day, Dr. Haym Weizman came to visit, and our Hemed bunch of youngsters were invited to meet/talk with him. 

Impressive, tall, person. His speech was slow, and he was almost blind at the time. 

Very soon he was to become the first President of the State of Israel. 

For me (and for many of my colleagues at the time), the Declaration of Israeli Independence in May 15, 1948, the creation of the State of Israel, and the ‘official’ beginning of the Israeli War of Independence, was an anticlimax. 

For us, war was going on for several months now!

The day of the Declaration of Independence, I was in Tel Aviv with a girl from  Kfar  Sabah <friend of Dida, name?>.  

Such enormous crowds in Alemby street! 

Such enthusiasm, despite the air raids and the war around us!

We went through an official event of being sworn into the new Israeli Army, by Ephraim  Katchalsky  (later, Kazir) whose rank was Colonel (Sgan Alouf). 

My initial rank was lieutenant (Segen).

[In these early days, Hemed was a unit reporting directly to General Military Headquarters of the Israeli Army  

[the Army was called ‘Zva  Hagannah LeIsrael’  (Zaal)  for ’ Israeli Defense Army’.]

Summer and Fall of 1948; Spring of1949

Most of this time I was active at Hemed in Rehovot.

My main work continued to be in the general area of ‘remote control’.

Also, I collaborated with other projects, especially in field experiments:

With Zeev Fraenkel ,  Yeoshua Spector and Alex Hessel – in early work on electromagnetic ‘homing’  of missiles.

[The idea was to have a missile guide itself automatically to a target at the last stage of its trajectory -  by using return radar signals from the target];

with Benyamin Sturlezi on artillery spotting via microphone arrays

[Once, returning from Sturlezi experiments in a nearby ‘wadi’ (Hebrew for a ravine in the desert), our command car ran on a mine;  I was thrown farthest away, but was least hurt; all were injured, but nothing fatal;  I had to walk several miles to bring help.];

with Israel Falchovits on infrared vision devices (for night vision).

Others, whose work I followed closely: 

Shula Velikowski et al on ‘shape charges’ 

[highly penetrating explosive jets  formed  by conically shaped charges covered by special metal ‘liners’]. 

[The goal was to penetrate very heavy ancient stone walls (Jerusalem);  many experiments on the thick Cruisader walls of Atlit were successful;  but ‘shape charges’ didn’t succeed in breaking through the Jerusalem walls.]

Abraham Kogan et al on rocketry and solid state rocket propellants.

David Becker, on his collaboration with Fraenkel  and Spector in electromagnetic  homing.

In Rehovot , the Hemed group participated  also in other  projects at the Weizman  Institute, as needed - for example, in the installation of the first electron microscope brought to the Institute. 

My next major project was the wireless remote control of a small attack boat – which occupied me for the next few years.  The project was called  ‘Kelev Yam 1’ (meaning in Hebrew, ‘Sea Dog 1’), and also ‘Gimel 11’.

I spent a good part of late ’48, and of Spring ’49, in preparing for this project.

Much of the electronics approach to the project was based on extensions of my previous work on the radio-controlled Land Kelev. However, the situation  was more complicated here, and new issues of control and reliability  turned out to need special attention.

I spent a lot of time getting familiar with the boat, which was intended to provide the basic structure for  the Kelev Yam. The boat was part of the special equipment of an Israeli elite Navy unit, called Shayetet 13 (Hebrew  for ‘Sea squadron’ No.13). 

[The boat was a special ‘mini-torpedo’ boat of about 20 foot 

length , with  a powerful gasoline engine that could propel it at about 40 knots for several kilometers;  it had space for half a ton of explosives and for a driver.  Several of these boats were purchased  by the Jewish Resistance  as War surplus from the Italian Navy.]

[The Shayetet 13 had developed a maneuver for using pairs of these small  boats in the following way: 

One boat (the attack boat) loaded with explosives, and steered by Driver #1, followed by a second boat (the mother boat), equipped with a ‘lasso’ mechanism and steered by Driver #2, move together, at a speed of about 40 knots in the direction of a target ship. The run starts from a distance of about 2 km from the target. At a small distance from the target (about 100 m), Driver #1 locks the rudder of the attack boat on a collision course to the target and jumps into the water;  Driver #2 uses the ‘lasso’ mechanism to scoop Driver #1 from the water into the mother boat, and turns back home. ]

[Very complex and dangerous maneuver! Requires enormous daring and coordination.]

[The Shayetet 13 was reputed to having used this maneuver in the sinking of the Egyptian flagship ‘King Farouk’ outside the shore of Gaza in mid-1948, immediately after Egypt attacked Israel]

The main idea of my project was to do away with the need for a driver in the attack boat, and to guide the boat remotely to a target – from a distance of about 2 km.

This was expected to increase the effectiveness and reliability of this ‘sea weapon’, while reducing  the risks for the attacker.

[Most of the members of Shayetet 13 came from the ‘Palmach’ , short for ‘Plougot Mahatz’, the shock troops of the Haganah, and more specifically from the Palmach Yami (the ‘Sea Palmach’).  These boys were known for their daring activities as Navy Commandos. 

Commander of the unit was Yohai Bin Noon [who, in the 60’s became Commander of the Israeli Navy].  I got to know him quite well,  as well as two of his  lieutenants. They were enthusiastic and most cooperative about the development of the Kelev Yam. I got to know also Shmuel Tankus, who was Commander of the Israeli Navy at that time, and who was very supportive of the project. From these early days, Tankus felt that the Israeli Navy  should rely increasingly on missile weaponry.]

I worked on this project with the help of a couple of local technicians and with a technician/volunteer from the US <name?>. The American was a great guy. I was very impressed by his dedication and by his resourcefulness.

[I recall thinking often at that time  about an issue which is close to the basic ‘nature-nurture’  question, but which appeared here in a fairly restricted context.  What is the relative influence of a person’s  upbringing  (say, strict/disciplined versus ‘laissez faire’/soft) and of a person’s  ‘native  capabilities’, when he/she must react effectively to highly stressful conditions in the environment – that require strong abilities for adaptation.  From my conversations with the American volunteers in Israel (some of whom came from ‘soft/spoiled’ backgrounds in the US), and from  my own war experiences, I developed a strong respect for the ‘nature’ part of the equation.]

Also, I got to collaborate  closely  with a young kibbutz technician named Uzi Sharon who has been working with the Shayetet  13 in connection with the development of a guided torpedo, called  ‘Karish’ (Hebrew for shark). 

Uzi was a military inventor of great talent.

He worked with me, on and off, on the remote controlled Sea Kelev project.

[I believe <but I’m not sure> that he was the inventor of the famous Uzi Israeli sub-machine gun.]

[The technical idea of the ‘Karish’ was similar to that of the early version of the Land Kelev. The torpedo was to be guided visually from  behind, with commands sent through a cable  running between the advancing torpedo and the command post. The various problems that arose with the handling of the cable, made this experimental device unacceptable for field use.]

The Shayetet 13 was based in the port of Yafo in old Arab buildings. 

I have fond memories of spending many days at the Shayetet base in Yafo.

Many technical problems came up – mechanical problems in control of the gasoline engine and in electric motor arrangements for fine control of steering; and electronic problems with reliability of processing the received radio signals. 

I started to puzzle over control problems.  I didn’t know what to make of the unexpected system oscillations! 

No field trials yet by the summer of ’49. Most of the work was in building rough prototype pieces of component equipment and in experimenting with them – at the lab in Rehovot and at the boat shed of Shayetet 13 in the port of Yafo. 

Around that time I met Hannah Kossover  (called ‘Bat Harakevet’, Hebrew for ‘Daughter of the Train’), who lived at the Rehovot train station  next to the Institute. Her  father was responsible for running the station;  but train traffic was dead since mid  1948.  Tall,  dark hair, blue eyes, broad smile; influenced  by British ‘colonial culture’ from the years of Mandate; loved American songs and movies;  her interests went beyond the parochial goings on of a small provincial Israeli town.  She worked at the ‘Katzin  Hayr’ office  (the local military commander’s office) of Rehovot.

Summer of 1949

Those of us who were 4th year students at the Technion, and who didn’t have a chance to complete their studies, and graduate, in the previous year, were permitted to take one month’s study leave - to prepare for final exams.

Zeev Fraenkel, Yeoshua Spector, and I , are sharing a big room in the first floor of a big building in Haifa. A period of intense study, followed by final exams. 

We all did OK. 

Most interesting graduation ceremony: 

We received our Technion Diplomas from the hands of the Prime Minister,  Ben Gurion – who made a strong speech reminding us that we are the first Technion cohort graduating after Independence.

Fall of1949, through summer of 1950

I’m back in Rehovot working on the electronics and control systems for the remote control boat. Slow progress. Technical problems are more difficult than originally expected.

Jonathan Mass, David Hirshberg  (Belgian applied physicist), Israel Cederbaum, Benjamin Schwartz, <others?> joined us at Hemed.

Jonathan Mass is closest to my work on remote control.

[Jonathan was  a key leader in  subsequent stages of missile development in Israel, and  in the development of the Israeli Space program.]

Up to now most of the work has been strictly experimental, oriented to quick construction of prototypes. Now there is beginning of some conceptual/theoretical work on missile design. 

Tracking and pursuit strategies. 

[I recall discussions of pursuit trajectories such as ‘Kav Hakelev’ (the dog’s line), which is the characteristic path of a dog when in pursuit of  running prey.]

Around that time, several of us whose technical interest was in Electronics  started participating in another interesting project that was underway for over a year.

A special Hemed unit in Rehovot had done pioneering work of great economic  & military importance  for the country -  immediately after Independence, and even with  Egyptian troops in the Negev. 

The unit had started a comprehensive  geophysical survey of the Negev – for oil and for various minerals;  and these activities were continuing.

Our participation in this effort consisted in  support of organizing and interpreting  the ‘seismic probes’  that were  an important part of the geophysical  surveys.  

[Generally, no oil was detected, but pockets of gas and minerals were identified].

[The major  initial development/application of computers in Israel took place 2-3 years later at the Weizman  Institute in connection with related efforts  to develop geophysical models  and to automate the interpretation of oil exploration probes.

Key scientist s involved  in these  efforts  were Gillis <first name?> and  Haym Pekeris.  They both contributed basic knowledge to the emerging field of plate tectonics.] 

[The early geophysical surveys  contributed to the ‘discovery’ of Eilat  as a major strategic point in the South of the New State of Israel]

I was involved in  an early  expedition through the Negev desert to 

Eilat  , on the Gulf of Aquaba,  The place was almost completely deserted when we first saw it in ’49, with one or two wood sheds  in there. The town/port of Aquaba (in Jordan) looked very nearby; it dominated  the countryside. The waters of the gulf were very clear, and it was easy to see from the surface the brightly colored corals underneath. 

I recall trying to swim in these gulf waters. We knew about the sharks over there,  but nevertheless we (Zeev  Fraenkel and I ) tried.  Soon, two shark fins  appeared behind us in the water. Benny Schwartz   (a great mathematician but not a great shot) fired his rifle on them several times. The upshot was that we made it to the shore without  getting mauled by the sharks (or shot by Benny)!  It was a memorable  experience!  We made it a point to learn more about Eilat and sharks in the context of the incident!

Hemed members  no longer live at the Agricultural Research Station across from the Institute in Rehovot. 

I have a rental room in town (Rehovot). 

I visit the parents in Tel Aviv many Friday evenings.

The Tel Aviv social scene.

Café Cassit on Dizengof street – hangout of artists and fighters. Saturday mornings at the Tel Aviv beach. Swimming in the Mediterranean.

Going out with  Hava, Noa, and their friends. All very sun-tanned and very blonde!

I meet Micky  Novikov. Lives in Ahad Haam street in TA. Ample dark hair, blue eyes, intense, typical ‘Russian’ in her strong emotional reactions to people and events. Father is a dentist,  mother is  a nurse. With her, I make the museum and theatre scene in Tel Aviv.

I have jaundice, and need to rest for a month or so at my parents’ apartment  in Rhov Peretz in Tel Aviv. Micky  visits me frequently there.

Military leave at the Nahariah beach North of Haifa. 

Memorable time of ‘decompression’.

Fall of 1950, through summer of 1951

Most of our Hemed work moves out of the Weizman Institute.

[Around that time, several disagreements came up between Hemed and the scientific leadership of the Weizman Institute. Much of this had to do with differences in view about academic  ‘open ended’ research of the type advocated/done at a research Institute of international reputation, such as Weizman, versus applied research  of the type being promoted at Hemed, which is targeted to achieve specific goals.  But there were also issues of ‘who gets credit for what’.]

[This is the earliest that I got exposed to the controversies of ‘pure’ versus ‘applied ‘ research , and to the strong emotions that they involve. Also, I saw sufficient evidence that ‘management of research’ is far from trivial. 

 My attitude has been that applied research needs pure research to clarify/explain  issues that come up in trying to solve applied research problems;  and pure research needs applied research to guide attention,  to formulate challenges, and  specific, concrete, situations for experimental testing of ideas .. Both components are needed; and it is essential to find good ways of managing their interaction .  But, my view is not accepted by all!]

I, and most of my colleagues who worked in remote control, electronics and missile design, move to an Institute about 5 km North of Haifa, called at that time ‘Machon 3’. 

[Later, this became the site of ‘Raphael’ – the Armament Development Authority of the Israeli Ministry of Defense.] 

We live in a couple of hotel floors in Haifa.  Special buses take us back and forth  between the Haifa  hotel and Machon 3. 

Major effort to push ahead the remote controlled boat project.

I designed and built a prototype electronic system that uses an existing FM transmit/receive radio link to send ‘on-off’, as well as ‘quasi continuous’,  control signals from a base site to the remotely controlled boat. 

The ‘on-off’ signals are being used to control the engine (start, stop, setting of five speeds); and the ‘quasi continuous’ signals are needed to control the servomechanism  that drives the steering. 

Resonant relay technology continues to be used, together with new circuitry (pulse time modulation) to provide better reliability and selectivity.

Initial field trials in the gulf of Atlit are promising.

The organization of field trials presents nontrivial logistical problems. Good communications are needed. Many technicians, drivers, and other support personnel, are needed.

This is a new experience for me.

Two serious control problems emerge: 

(i) destructive oscillations of the control system 

[later, I learned that this is well known behavior of nonlinear control systems of the type that we were developing in the project];

(ii) difficulties in obtaining smooth steering (without inefficient ‘overshoots’)  because of the delays inherent in the overall control system

[later, I learned that this could be well understood by studying the dynamic behavior of control systems].

[The practical experience of building complex control systems, and the identification of the problems involved, provided me with a strong stimulus to study these systems further, to look into control theory, and in general to pursue advanced studies in this general area.

Since that time, I’m a strong believer in the importance of ‘practical experience’ (exposure to challenging problems in the ‘real world’) before going into graduate studies. This provides significant motivation, and it results in more effective learning.] 

A special shed was built in ‘Machon 3’ for my experimental boat, and for lab work on the boat. This is my shed,  ‘Shaul’s shed’.

Rav Alouf (Hebrew for General) Yigael Yadin, the then Chief of Staff of the Israeli Defense Forces came for a visit to Machon 3 in early summer of ‘51, and we demonstrated to him the remote controlled boat.  Technically, everything worked very well. But it was hard to get a real sense of the system’s behavior by observing responses to control commands in a static situation,  on dry land.

Yadin was impressed, but he was full of jokes about why should he believe us about achievements of control at a distance when we could have fooled him by arranging communication with a colleague on (or near) the boat who would execute the controls!

[Actually, he brought up the example of the 17th century  Czech chess playing automaton that was found out to be operated internally by a hidden dwarf.] 

[Yigael  Yadin  became widely known  later for his archeological work on the Dead Sea Scrolls] 

The Kelev Yam boat project received higher priority. 

This was part of a growing emphasis on missile technology. 

Sgan Alouf  (Colonel)  Michael Doron, a new research administrator, 

is especially involved in promoting work in this general area.

Colleagues who now have increased technical responsibility for running projects in this area include Jonathan Mass and Yedidiah Shamir. 

[Shamir was one of Prof Ollendorf’s Assistants, whom I knew from the Technion.  In the following years, he assumed increased responsibilities in leading/managing missile developments in Israel.]

During that time , other related  research started at our Machon 3, which was close to my developments in  missile development; and I followed it closely.  In particular:

Shmuel Merhav, and later,  Israel Cederbaum   -   started  work on computer-based missile simulations, including those involving’ a ‘man in the loop’.

[Both Merhav and Cederbaum played key roles in advanced missile developments in the following years.]) 

Hemed ceases being a unit reporting to Army Headquarters, and it reports now to a Department of Research and Design of the Department of Defense [most commonly known as the ‘The Scientific Department of the Ministry of Defense’] . This broadens the charter of the unit, and it provides more emphasis to more long-range developments.

I continue to have complete control/responsibility for the remote controlled boat project.

As part of the more general effort in the guided missiles area, I started to look into conceptual design of visually guided air-to-sea missiles, by using ideas of visual guidance similar to those used in my boat project. 

[It is interesting that a moving ship presents an especially good visual target from the air because of its wake, which has high contrast and is about 3-4  times the ship’s length.] 

A necessary part of missile development was work on rocket propulsion and aerodynamic control – solid state propellants, nozzles, control fins and jets. ‘Jenka’  was the key person in this general area. ‘Moya’ and several other mechanical engineers, worked closely with him.

I followed  fairly closely their work  on  ‘visually guided’ rockets.

I was promoted to the rank of Captain (‘Seren’ in Hebrew).

It was decided that Ben Gurion  (Prime Minister and Minister of Defense) will come for a visit to Machon 3 in late summer. The visit would include a ‘static’ demo of my remote controlled  boat.

I was selected to go for advanced studies abroad. 

[This was  primarily part of a systematic program of advanced professional education  for Hemed members. It was recognized by now, that the enthusiasm/volunteerism of early Hemed days are not sufficient to initiate/sustain serious initiatives in military high technology. More study and experience are needed to compete at the international level. Going abroad for advanced study was also  considered to be a reward for high achievement, or/and a preparation for positions of higher responsibility.] 

Other people who were selected for study abroad in ’51 were Yedidiah Shamir  (he planned to go to Columbia University in the US, with his wife Hadassah) and Alex Hessel. (he planned to go to the Polytechnic Institute of Brooklyn in the US.) 

Because I was fluid in French, and my English was almost non-existing 

at that time, the plan was for me to go to Paris for one year of graduate study starting that September. 

Fall 1951 to Fall 1952 

For some reason, the Ben Gurion visit was postponed for sometime in the late Fall of ’51. Because of the importance of the remote controlled boat demo, I was urged to drop the trip to Paris this year and to stay for the demo for BG. I received strong assurances that I can definitely go abroad for advanced studies (to the University of my choice) in the Fall of ’52.

The demo to BG went very well. He was quite impressed by the idea of remote control, and he was intrigued by possibilities offered by missile technology.

I introduced several improvements in the boat control system. 

I developed a system in which two (or more) attack boats could be controlled (independently, by different remote ‘drivers’) through a single transmitter. Based on ‘time sharing’ ideas.

Field experiments in the gulf of Atlit.

To exercise reliable control of the boat, we need sufficient feedback information about the location and direction of the boat, while the boat is being viewed roughly from behind. This is especially important when the controller/driver  is located at distances over half a kilometer from the boat. . 

Various ideas on how to do this. 

A white fiberglass strip, facing back,  strung in the middle of the boat, from a small mast in front and going to the back, did quite well.

This induced several studies/experiments on human perception – in situations where there is a human in a control loop, such as in the boat control loop. 

Problems of visibility and control with different seas (waves), different times of the day, and direction of light!

[Based on my basic design of the Kelev Yam 1, and on further  reliability/robustness improvements introduced by  my Hemed colleagues in the following three years (while I was in the U.S,), seven operational units of this remote control boat were  built and they were introduced for service in the Israeli Navy by 1955. 

They were the first operational guided missiles in the Israeli military arsenal.]

Hemed people moved out of the Haifa hotel.  Most of us, rented private rooms in town. 

During  that time,  I met Yael Ronit , She is of Belgian background; lost her close family in the war.  Brown eyes, delicate  features, smiling face, dark blonde, sunny disposition;  had training as a dancer.  Although quickly adapting to Israeli life, she shares some understanding of European War experiences with me. Works at Navy Headquarters in Haifa.  Goes around in Navy blues.

In view of feedback received from my Hemed colleagues  who have been studying in the US, Shamir and Hessel, I decided to apply for graduate study at US Universities - in particular at Columbia  U and at Brooklyn Poly. 

I know that English will be a problem. I’m getting some English lessons in Haifa, which was helpful; but nothing really serious.

[I learned most of my English after I got to Columbia U in NYC.

Never studied English formally.]

**[The postponement of my Fall ’51 demo to Ben Gurion, and the related shift in focus from Paris to New York for my graduate studies, was another of the events that played a crucial role in  determining the direction  of things to come in my life.] 

I was admitted for Masters studies both to Columbia and to Brooklyn Poly. I decided to make a final choice after arriving in NYC.

In preparation for my trip to the US with an official Israeli Passport, 

I was asked (very shortly before departure)  to hebraisize my name, i.e., that I change my name to an Israeli name. This was a  (fairly strong) requirement instituted around that time by the BG government.

Over a weekend, I changed my last name from ‘Amario’ to ‘Amarel’ (Amarel means ‘God said’ in Hebrew).

On September 22, 1952, I left by plane from Lod airport in Israel to the  ‘Idlewild’  airport in Long Island  (currently JFK airport). The flight took 36 hours. 

At the last minute, I was asked to help a wounded Israeli soldier (who was almost completely blind from a head wound) on his trip to the US, where he was being sent for special medical treatment. I delivered him to the hands of the right people after arriving at Idlewild

Yedidiah Shamir came to meet me at the airport, and he drove me to Manhattan (to his apartment in West 106th Street) via Harlem.

[What a strong first impression on me this drive from Idlewild to Manhattan. All these metal staircases in front of brick buildings (the fire escapes), the forests of antennas sticking out from balconies and roofs, the enormous advertisements painted on building facades, the many cars!!] 

I ended up going to Columbia University. 

My first residence was a room in John Jay Hall at the Columbia Campus.

In the Israeli Newspaper ‘Maariv’ of Sept 22, 1952,  there is a small item under ‘Coming and Going’:  ‘Mr. Saul Amarel, Member of the Israeli Scientific Council, left today on a mission abroad.’

[In the same newspaper, there is an article on whether Eisenhower will accept Nixon as a presidential running mate! ]


