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Israel

Bringing the Jewish People Together





Alone Together Alone

I am leaning on, in the back of an air-conditioned bus, smiling to myself, on my way home. Finally, finally, I am on leave. Occasionally, while traveling in my army uniform, I find myself returning to the same places that I had been months earlier, a time that seems so far away now. What is better than turning difficult moments into “experiences?!”

Even now, in the air-conditioned bus, I am continuing on this long journey, one that never ends, at the end of basic training. I don’t honestly know why I am suddenly reminded o f this particular trek, for there were so many . May because I am so very thirsty…

The marching steps dictate the thoughts. It was a dark night, with just a thin slither of moon in the sky. The high mountains seemed to crown us. There is no end to the hike. Heavy boots pound the ground. Here and there one hears deep breaths, a sigh. The pace is insane.

The silence at the outset of the trek, that allowed one’s mind to think and wander, was rapidly stolen by the difficulty of the terrain. We no longer count the kilometers walked, nor those still remaining. We focus on pushing off the pain until we reach base, there it will be allowed to break through as it wishes.
 We walk – one entity, one division: together.

“Three minute break,” the officer surprisingly stopped and shouted, but our cadenced breathing continues by itself until it realizes we have stopped. Time to calm down.  We rest and lug sips of water from our canteens. Those who are thirsty drink from their canteens till the last drop; others shake out their legs; still others sit around chatting recognizing what has occurred. Calming down; drinking, appreciating over and over again the distance travelled; enjoying the temporary freedom – three eternal minutes!

Strange, how in those few short moments everyone breaks apart to be with themselves alone. Each person with their individual pain, and each one with his unique way of dealing with it. All of drink and rush to refill our canteens. I would also not have noticed had I not heard his voice. I also would have rushed to drink and refill my canteen, not checking to see if anyone needed any help. But I heard coughing and deep breaths, and I when I turned around he was behind me, hyperventilating and sweating profusely. Standing on his side, I saw his dark fatigues drenched from the perspiration of the trek, swallowing him up in the darkness. Quickly I pulled out my canteen. I’ll drink afterwards. “Take, drink some, “ I told him. His face all red, he looked exhausted and wiped out. He nodded a thank you for he didn’t even have enough strength to speak, only to signal with a flick of an eye.

In the distance I see individuals filling up from the water truck, others retying shoelaces on boots that are not quite comfortable. Suddenly, it is each man for himself where just moments ago we were one indivisible unit. A unit of 30 soldiers – alone together.  He takes hold of my canteen with a trembling hand and drinks, and drinks, and drinks and drinks. He looks at me and drinks some more. He tries to control his breathing; he tries to calm down before it is time to continue. It’s hard for him – you can see it. How did I not see this until now?! He wipes the water trickling from his mouth. “Drink some more,” I urge him, and he does.


“Soldier, this is for you,” a clear thin voice pulls me from this memory and return me to the air-conditioned bus. Momentarily, I have difficulty making this transition, until I see her, a shy little girl with a bashful smile standing beside me, offering me a can of soda. I am so thirsty, but how did she know?

“Thank you,” I tell her, surprised. “Thank you very much.”

“My mother said that soldiers are thirsty..”

I laugh. “What’s your name?”

“Sivan,” she answers quietly.

“What a beautiful name.” After the wonderful thing she just did, any name would have been beautiful.

I notice her mother from the corner of my eye, sitting a few seats in front of me to the left, following her daughter with her eyes.

“Thank you Sivan. And tell your mother thank you also. “  I also nod a thank you to her mother. As she leaves, I open the can and drink, and drink, and drink and drink.

Questions for Alone Together story:

1) “All of Israel is responsible one for the other.” How does this concept come to life within the story? Can you give some examples of how this idea has been realized in your own life?

2) Why do you think it was particularly difficult to help a comrade in this situation in the army? When is it difficult to ask for and accept help from others? What helps you to overcome these difficulties?

3) Why does the mother on the bus offer the soldier a drink when she doesn’t even know him? What does this demonstrate about Israeli society?
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