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Somewhere a child
began to cry. In the house across the way an
old woman closed the shutters. It was hot with
all the heat of an autumn evening in Palestine.

Standing near the window I looked out at the
transparent twilight whose descent made the
city seem silent, motionless, unreal, and very
far away. Tomorrow, I thought for the hun-
dredth time, I shall kill a man, and I wondered
if the crying child and the woman across the
way knew.

I did not know the man. To my eyes he had
no face; he did not even exist, for I knew
nothing about him. I did not know whether he
scratched his nose when he ate, whether he
talked or kept quiet when he was making love,
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whether he gloried in his hate, whether he
betrayed his wife or his God or his own future.
All T knew was that he was an Englishman and
my enemy. The two terms were synonymous.

“Don’t torture yourself,” said Gad in a low
voice. “This is war.”

His words were scarcely audible, and 1 was
tempted to tell him to speak louder, because no
one could possibly hear. The child’s crying
covered all other sounds. But I could not open
my mouth, because I was thinking of the man
who was doomed to die. Tomorrow, I said to
myself, we shall be bound together for all eter-
nity by the tie that binds a victim and his
executioner.

“It’s getting dark,” said Gad. “Shall I put on
the light?”

I shook my head. The darkness was not yet
complete. As yet there was no face at the
window to mark the exact moment when day
changed into night.

A beggar had taught me, a long time ago,
how to distinguish night from day. I met him
one evening in my home town when I was
saying my prayers in the overheated synagogue,
a gaunt, shadowy fellow, dressed in shabby
black clothes, with a look in his eyes that was
not of this world. It was at the beginning of the
war. I was twelve years old, my parents were
still alive, and God still dwelt in our town.

‘“Are you a stranger?” I asked him.
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“I'm not from around here,” he said in a
voice that seemed to listen rather than speak.

Beggars inspired me with mingled feelings of
love and fear. I knew that I ought to be kind to
them, for they might not be what they seemed.
Hassidic literature tells us that a beggar may be
the prophet Elijah in disguise, come to visit the
earth and the hearts of men and to offer the
reward of eternal life to those that treat him
well. Nor is the prophet Elijah the only one to
put on the garb of a beggar. The Angel of Death
delights in frightening men in the same way.
To do him wrong is more dangerous; he may
take a man'’s life or his soul in return.

And so the stranger in the synagogue in-
spired me with fear. I asked him if he was
hungry and he said no. I tried to find out if
there was anything he wanted, but without
success. I had an urge to do something for him,
but did not know what.

The synagogue was empty and the candles
had begun to burn low. We were quite alone,
and I was overcome by increasing anxiety. I
knew that I shouldn’t be there with him at
midnight, for that is the hour when the dead
rise up from their graves and come to say their
prayers. Anyone they find in the synagogue
risks being carried away, for fear he betray
their secret.

“Come to my house,” I said to the beggar.
“There you can find food to eat and a bed in
which to sleep.”

“I never sleep,” he replied.



[ was quite sure then that he was not a real
beggar. I told him that I had to go home and he
offered to keep me company. As we walked
along the snow-covered streets he asked me if 1
was ever afraid of the dark.

“Yes, I am,” I said. I wanted to add that I
was afraid of him, too, but I felt he knew that
already.

“You mustn’t be afraid of the dark,” he said,
gently grasping my arm and making me shud-
der. “Night is purer than day; it is better for
thinking and loving and dreaming. At night
everything is more intense, more true. The
echo of words that have been spoken during
the day takes on a new and deeper meaning.
The tragedy of man is that he doesn’t know
how to distinguish between day and night. He
says things at night that should only be said by
day.”

He came to a halt in front of my house. I
asked him again if he didn't want to come in,
but he said no, he must be on his way. That’s
it, I thought; he’s going back to the synagogue
to welcome the dead.

“Listen,” he said, digging his fingers into my
arm. “I'm going to teach you the art of distin-
guishing between day and night. Always look
at a window, and failing that look into the eyes
of a man. If you see a face, any face, then you
can be sure that night has succeeded day. For,
believe me, night has a face.”

4



Then, without giving me time to answer, he
said good-by and disappeared into the snow.

Every evening since then I had made a point
of standing near a window to witness the ar-
rival of night. And every evening I saw a face
outside. It was not always the same face, for no
one night was like another. In the beginning I
saw the face of the beggar. Then, after my
father’'s death, I saw his face, with the eyes
grown large with death and memory. Some-
times total strangers lent the night their tearful
face or their forgotten smile. I knew nothing
about them except that they were dead.

“Don’t torture yourself in the dark,” said
Gad. “This is war.”

I thought of the man I was to kill at dawn,
and of the beggar. Suddenly I had an absurd
thought: what if the beggar were the man I was
to kill?

Outside, the twilight faded abruptly away as
it so often does in the Middle East. The child
was still crying, it seemed to me more plain-
tively than before. The city was like a ghost
ship, noiselessly swallowed up by the darkness.

I looked out the window, where a shadowy
face was taking shape out of the deep of the
night. A sharp pain caught my throat. I could
not take my eyes off the face. It was my own.

An hour earlier Gad had told me the Old Man'’s
decision. The execution was to take place, as
executions always do, at dawn. His message
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was no surprise; like everyone else 1 was
expecting it. Everyone in Palestine knew that
the Movement always kept its word. And the
English knew it too.

A month earlier one of our fighters, wound-
ed during a terrorist operation, had been hauled
in by the police and weapons had been found
on him. A military tribunal had chosen to
exact the penalty stipulated by martial law:
death by hanging. This was the tenth death
sentence the mandatory power in Palestine had
imposed upon us. The Old Man decided that
things had gone far enough; he was not going
to allow the English to transform the Holy
Land into a scaffold. And so he announced a
new line of action—reprisals.

By means of posters and underground-radio
broadcasts he issued a solemn warning: Do not
hang David ben Moshe; his death will cost you
dear. From now on, for the hanging of every
Jewish fighter an English mother will mourn
the death of her son. To add weight to his
words the Old Man ordered us to take a hos-
tage, preferably an army officer. Fate willed
that our victim should be Captain John Dawson.
He was out walking alone one night, and this
made him an easy prey for our men were on
the lookout for English officers who walked
alone in the night.

John Dawson’s kidnaping plunged the whole
country into a state of nervous tension. The
English army proclaimed a forty-eight-hour cur-
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few, every house was searched, and hundreds
of suspects were arrested. Tanks were stationed
at the crossroads, machine guns set up on the
rooftops, and barbed-wire barricades erected at
the street corners. The whole of Palestine was
one great prison, and within it there was an-
other, smaller prison where the hostage was
successfully hidden.

In a brief, horrifying proclamation the High
Commissioner of Palestine announced that the
entire population would be held responsible if
His Majesty’s Captain John Dawson were to be
killed by the terrorists. Fear reigned, and the
ugly word pogrom was on everyone’s lips.

“Do you really think they'd do it?”

“Why not?”

“The English? Could the English ever orga-
nize a pogrom?”’

“Why not?”

“They wouldn’t dare.”

“Why not?”

“World opinion wouldn’t tolerate it.”

“Why not? Just remember Hitler; world opin-
ion tolerated him for quite some time.”

The situation was grave. The Zionist leaders
recommended prudence; they got in touch with
the Old Man and begged him, for the sake of
the nation, not to go too far: there was talk of
vengeance, of a pogrom, and this meant that
innocent men and women would have to pay.

The Old Man answered: If David ben Moshe
is hanged, John Dawson must die. If the Move-
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ment were to give in the English would score a
triumph. They would take it for a sign of weak
ness and impotence on our part, as if we were
saying to them: Go ahead and hang all the
young Jews who are holding out against you.
No, the Movement cannot give in. Violence is
the only language the English can understand.
Man for man. Death for death.

Soon the whole world was alerted. The ma-
jor newspapers of London, Paris, and New York
headlined the story, with David ben Moshe
sharing the honors, and a dozen special corre-
spondents flew into Lydda. Once more Jerusalem
was the center of the universe.

In London, John Dawson’s mother paid a
visit to the Colonial Office and requested a
pardon for David ben Moshe, whose life was
bound up with that of her son. With a grave
smile the Secretary of State for Colonial Affairs
told her: Have no fear. The Jews will never do
it. You know how they are; they shout and cry
and make a big fuss, but they are frightened by
the meaning of their own words. Don’t worry;
your son isn’t going to die.

The High Commissioner was less optimistic.
He sent a cable to the Colonial Office,
recommending clemency. Such a gesture, he
said, would dispose world-wide public opinion
in England’s favor.

The Secretary personally telephoned his re-
ply. The recommendation had been studied at
a Cabinet meeting. Two members of the Cabi-
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net had approved it, but the others said no.
They alleged not only political reasons but the
prestige of the Crown as well. A pardon would
be interpreted as a sign of weakness; it might
give ideas to young, self-styled idealists in oth-
er parts of the Empire. People would say: “In
Palestine a group of terrorists has told Great
Britain where to get off.” And the Secretary
added, on his own behalf: “We should be the
laughingstock of the world. And think of the
repercussions in the House of Commons. The
opposition are waiting for just such a chance to
sweep us away.”

“So the answer is no?”’ asked the High
Commissioner.

“It is.”

“And what about John Dawson, sir?”’

“They won’t go through with it.”

“Sir, I beg to disagree.”

“You're entitled to your opinion.”

A few hours later the official Jerusalem radio
announced that David ben Moshe’s execution
would take place in the prison at Acre at dawn
the next day. The condemned man’s family
had been authorized to pay him a farewell visit
and the population was enjoined to remain
calm.

After this came the other news of the day. At
the United Nations a debate on Palestine was
in the offing. In the Mediterranean two ships
carrying illegal immigrants had been detained
and the passengers taken to internment on

9



Cyprus. An automobile accident at Natanya:
one man dead, two injured. The weather fore-
cast for the following day: warm, clear, visibili-
ty unlimited.... We repeat the first bulletin:
David ben Moshe, condemned to death for
terroristic activities, will be hanged. ...

The announcer made no mention of John
Dawson. But his anguished listeners knew. John
Dawson, as well as David ben Moshe, would
die. The Movement would keep its word.

“Who is to kill him?”’ I asked Gad.

“You are,” he replied.

“Me?” I said, unable to believe my own ears.

“You,” Gad repeated. “Those are the Old
Man'’s orders.”

I felt as if a fist had been thrust into my face.
The earth yawned beneath my feet and I seemed
to be falling into a bottomless pit, where exis-
tence was a nightmare.

“This is war,” Gad was saying.

His voice sounded as if it came from very far
away; I could barely hear it.

“This is war. Don’t torture yourself.”

“Tomorrow [ shall kill a man,” I said to
myself, reeling in my fall. “I shall kill a man,
tomorrow.”
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Elisha is my name.
At the time of this story I was eighteen years
old. Gad had recruited me for the Movement
and brought me to Palestine. He had made me
into a terrorist.

I had met Gad in Paris, where I went, straight
from Buchenwald, immediately after the war.
When the Americans liberated Buchenwald they
offered to send me home, but I rejected the
offer. I didn’t want to relive my childhood, to
see our house in foreign hands. I knew that my
parents were dead and my native town was
occupied by the Russians. What was the use of
going back? “No thanks,” I said; “I don’t want
to go home.”

“Then where do you want to go?”
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I said I didn’t know; it didn’t really matter.

After staying on for five weeks in Buchenwald
I was put aboard a train for Paris. France had
offered me asylum, and as soon as I reached
Paris a rescue committee sent me for a month
. to a youth camp in Normandy.

When I came back from Normandy the same
organization got me a furnished room on the
rue de Marois and gave me a grant which
covered my living expenses and the cost of the
French lessons which I took every day of the
week except Saturday and Sunday from a gen-
tleman with a mustache whose name I have
forgotten. I wanted to master the language
sufficiently to sign up for a philosophy course
at the Sorbonne.

The study of philosophy attracted me be-
cause | wanted to understand the meaning of
the events of which I had been the victim. In
the concentration camp I had cried out in sor-
row and anger against God and also against
man, who seemed to have inherited only the
cruelty of his creator. I was anxious to re-evaluate
my revolt in an atmosphere of detachment, to
view it in terms of the present.

So many questions obsessed me. Where is
God to be found? In suffering or in rebellion?
When is a man most truly a man? When he
submits or when he refuses? Where does suf-
fering lead him? To purification or to bestial-
ity? Philosophy, I hoped, would give me an
answer. It would free me from my memories,
12



my doubts, my feeling of guilt. It would drive
them away or at least bring them out in con-
crete form into the light of day. My purpose
was to enroll at the Sorbonne and devote my-
self to this endeavor.

But I did nothing of the sort, and Gad was
the one who caused me to abandon my original
aim. If today I am only a question mark, he is
responsible.

One evening there was a knock at my door. I
went to open it, wondering who it could be. I
had no friends or acquaintances in Paris and
spent most of the time in my room, reading a
book or sitting with my hand over my eyes,
thinking about the past.

“I would like to talk with you.”

The man who stood in the doorway was
young, tall, and slender. Wearing a raincoat, he
had the appearance of a detective or an
adventurer.

“Come in,” I said after he had already entered.

He didn’t take off his coat. Silently he walked
over to the table, picked up the few books that
were there, riffled their pages, and then put
them down. Then he turned to me.

“I know who you are,” he said. “I know
everything about you.”

His face was tanned, expressive. His hair
was unruly, one strand perpetually on his fore-
head. His mouth was hard, almost cruel; thus
accentuating the kindness, the intensity, and
warm intelligence in his eyes.
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“You are more fortunate than I, for I know
very little about myself.”

A smile came to his lips. “I didn’t come to
talk about your past.”

“The future,” I answered, “is of limited in-
terest to me.”

He continued to smile.

“The future, " he asked, ‘‘are you attached to
it?” '

I felt uneasy. I didn’t understand him. The
meaning of his questions escaped me. Some-
thing in him set me on edge. Perhaps it was the
advantage of his superior knowledge, for he
knew who I was, although I didn't even know
his name. He looked at me with such familiari-
ty, such expectation, that for a moment I thought
he had mistaken me for someone else, that it
wasn’t me he had come to see.

“Who are you?” I asked. “What do you want
with me?”’

“I am Gad,” he said in a resonant voice, as if
he were uttering some cabalistic sentence which
contained an answer to every question. He said
“l am Gad” in the same way that Jehovah said
“I am that I am.”

“Very good,” I said with mingled curiosity
and fear. “Your name is Gad. Happy to know
you. And now that you’ve introduced yourself,
may I ask the purpose of your call? What do
you want of me?”

His piercing eyes seemed to look straight
through me. After several moments of this pene-
14



