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FOREWORD 
     
Yehuda Lapidot, whose underground name was Nimrod, has 
written a fascinating book. He devotes a special chapter to the 
bitter days of the Season, when Irgun fighters were kidnapped 
and tortured by the Haganah and then handed over to the 
British police, who imprisonment or exiled them in Africa 
detention camps. 
The author notes that it was hard for him, as for other fighters, 
to come to terms with the order to exercise self-restraint 
(Havlagah) in the face of persecution. 
He asks the rhetorical question: how could our organization, 
which itself had once contravened a Havlagah order, exercise 
self-restraint at such a time? But he admits that, at the end of 
that difficult era, he realized that the injunction to avoid fraternal 
strife under any circumstances was justified. When the time 
came, the Jewish fighters united as a cohesive unit, the 
Haganah, Irgun and Lehi fighting side by side against the British 
rule. 
Yehuda Lapidot took part in the battle for Deir Yassin. He 
stresses that the fighters chose to forgo the element of surprise 
and forewarned the villagers of impending attack by 
loudspeaker, so that women and children could leave 
unscathed. 
This book deserves to be widely read, particularly by the young 
generation, so that they can learn of the heroic endeavors of 
those who fought for the rebirth of Israel. 
           
Menahem Begin.                                               13 January 1992 



 

6 

 

  

INTRODUCTION 
 

This book is both a personal account of my experiences as an 
Irgun fighter and a discussion of the political and military 
campaign for Jerusalem during the 1948 War of Independence. 

The first part of the book deals with the events of 1930s in 
Palestine, as seen through the eyes of a child and young boy 
who was born and grew up in the country. Arab pogroms 
against the Jews, and the British obstruction of immigration and 
of the development of the Yishuv (Jewish community in 
Palestine) impelled me to join the Irgun Zvai Leumi (known as 
IZL or Irgun). I describe my experiences in the Irgun, first as a 
new recruit and then as a fighter and commander in the Fighting 
Force. I describe in detail mainly those operations in which I 
played an active part, and hence this book should not be 
regarded as a comprehensive history of the Irgun. 

After protracted struggle against the united forces of the Irgun, 
the Lehi and the Haganah, the British finally evacuated the 
country in 1948, leaving a scene of total chaos in their wake. 
They left Jerusalem, their last bastion, on May 14, 1948; the 
following day Arab armies invaded Palestine with the aim of 
liquidating the Yishuv and preventing the establishment of a 
Jewish state. 

The second part of the book deals with the battle for 
Jerusalem which was attacked by the Jordanian army from the 
north and the Egyptian army from the south.   
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ROOTS 
    

Grandfather Zvi-Moshe Lapidot was born in 1862 in the 
predominantly Jewish village of Liskave in the district of Grodno 
in White Russia. Grodno had been part of the Great Principality 
of Lithuania until 1569, when Lithuania and Poland were 
amalgamated into one great kingdom. In 1793 the whole region 
was conquered by the Tsar and became an integral part of the 
Russian Empire. 

 Under the Tsar conscription was compulsory (except for only 
children and the sick), for 25 years and conscripts were 
occasionally known to disappear without a trace. The Jews used 
every method known to them to escape service and exploited 
every legal loophole they could find. Some went as far as to 
mutilate themselves (amputating a toe would do the trick), but 
the most commonly employed subterfuge was to exploit the 
clause exempting only children. 

 Grandfather Zvi-Moshe had two brothers, Avraham-Gedalia 
and Zeev, but each had a different surname to enable him to 
pose as an only son. Grandfather was called Lapidot, Avraham 
Gedalia was a Zelikovitch and Zeev a Kaplan.  

 Zvi-Moshe grew up in Liskave and was given a religious 
education, first in a heder and then at a talmud torah. Jewish 
children did not attend state schools and spoke Yiddish at 
home. Reaching adulthood, Zvi-Moshe turned to business, 
having at an early age arrived at the conclusion that 'Torah 
should be combined with the way of the world.' After 
establishing himself in the timber business, Zvi-Moshe decided 
that he should find a wife and settle down. In his search for a 
suitable match, he traveled by coach to the nearby village of 
Kosovo to court Rivka-Rachel Goldin.  Zvi-Moshe was greeted 
cordially by her family and conversation focused on the Torah 
and questions of livelihood. Seized with a strong urge to see his 
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intended bride, Zvi-Moshe broke with convention and asked that 
she be brought into the room. After due deliberation Rivka was 
summoned and it was love at first sight. Grandfather 
immediately turned to her father and asked if they could marry 
without delay. 

 

  
 

Grandfather Zvi Moshe Lapidot 
 

After their wedding they settled in Kosovo, where Zvi-Moshe 
worked as a timber merchant by day and studied 'talmud' at 
night. Kosovo, in Grodno District (known also as Kosov or 
Kosov-Polsky to distinguish it from the village of Kosov in the 
Carpathian mountain in Galicia) was a village of three thousand 
inhabitants, some two-thirds of them Jews. The Jews had 
settled there at the end of the sixteenth century and were 
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artisans and small merchants; some had small farms to 
augment their income. From the 1880s there were two rabbis in 
the village: Rabbi Menahem-Mendel Shereshevsky, who 
emigrated to Palestine in 1922, and Rabbi Shmarya-Yosef 
Karlich. The latter's son was Rabbi Avraham Yeshayahu 
Karlich, known as the Hazon Ish after his famous book of that 
name, and one of the greatest religious legislators of his 
generation. Hazon Ish, who was a neighbor of the Lapidot 
family, immigrated to Palestine in 1935 and settled in Bnei Brak. 
His brother, R. Yitzhak Karlich, was appointed rabbi of Kosovo 
after his father's death, and perished in the Holocaust with his 
flock. 

 Zvi-Moshe prospered in commerce and his wife Rivka-Rachel 
managed the household and raised the children, three girls and 
three boys, all of them Lapidots. My father, Yaakov-Shaul, the 
fifth child, was born in 1900. Talented but precocious, at the age 
of ten he felt that he had nothing left to learn at heder, and 
asked to be sent to a more advanced school. Since there was 
no yeshiva in Kosovo, he was sent to the famed yeshiva at 
Slonim, where his maternal uncle was a teacher. Slonim, near 
Kosovo, was a well-known town. Of the 15,800 inhabitants, 
11,500 were Jews. The large yeshiva there had more than five 
hundred students in the second half of the nineteenth century. 
Father did not have an easy time in Slonim, but found solace in 
studying the Torah. He rose early and studied till late at night. 
During the cold winter days, when darkness cloaked the village, 
the yeshiva janitor would rouse the students by singing 

 
"Awake, o sleepers, rise up to God's work. 
Sluggard, till when will you sleep, when will you rise from your   
slumbers?" 
      

It was customary at that time for the more prosperous families in 
the village to invite the yeshiva students to eat in their homes. 
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This arrangement was known as 'teg' (days), since the boys 
would eat in a different home each day of the week. Thus, my 
father moved from family to family, eating potatoes day in day 
out. Only on Saturday, when he ate at his uncle's table, was he 
served meat in addition to the standard potato fare. Years later, 
when he had a family of his own and was living in Palestine, he 
abstained from eating potatoes, claiming that in Slonim he had 
eaten enough to last him all his life. 

The Zionist renaissance in Russia left its mark on Grodno 
District.  Young people recounted stories of the new settlement 
in Palestine and tried to win support for Zionism. At the 
beginning of the 20th century, Zionist associations were set up 
in Slonim and its environs, and the leaders took an active part in 
the early Zionist Congresses. In Kosovo and nearby villages, 
groups of prosperous people established associations for the 
joint purchase of land in Palestine. Grandmother was seized 
with the desire to make Aliya and desperately tried to persuade 
my grandfather to move to the Holy City of Jerusalem. A 
practical man, grandfather feared the unknown, preferring the 
familiarity and security of life and work in Kosovo. As 
grandmother grew more insistent, he nevertheless decided to 
assess for himself the opportunities of work there.   

Grandfather journeyed to Palestine in a ship, which sailed 
from Odessa and anchored at Jaffa, the only port in the country 
at that time. After disembarking he toured Jaffa and set out for 
Jerusalem, where he visited the Western Wall and other holy 
places. Returning to Kosovo, he summed up his impressions in 
a word - ñmidbarò, namely, a desert. The country was then 
undeveloped, even in comparison with the Jewish villages of 
White Russia. Grandmother was not convinced and continued 
her efforts to persuade him. The religious urge to live in the Holy 
City was so strong that it overshadowed any anticipated 
economic difficulties. 
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At that time the 'Manishevitz Association' had been set up in 
the town of Bialystok (near Kosovo) for the joint purchase of 
land in Palestine; grandfather paid his dues and became a paid-
up member. When the associationôs emissary bought a plot of 
land in Kfar Uria, on the road to Jerusalem, my grandfather had 
no excuse to remain in Kosovo. My father was summoned from 
Slonim and after his bar mitzvah, preparations for the great trip 
began.  

Emotion had triumphed over reason; grandfather packed his 
belongings, took his wife and five children (one who was 
married stayed behind) and set out on the long journey to the 
Promised Land. After a stormy journey, the ship reached Egypt 
and from there they made their way to Palestine by train. When 
they arrived they tried to set up home in Kfar Uria, but the local 
Arabs harassed them, forcing the group to disband. With their 
dream shattered, grandfather set out for Jerusalem.  He bought 
an old house in Mea Shearim, renovated it and brought his 
family to live there. It was a large apartment house with several 
stores at the front. The apartments and stores were rented out, 
with the exception of one, which the family set up as a grocery 
store. The income from rent enabled the family to live in comfort 
and grandmother felt that her dream had now come true. 

When the First World War broke out the Turks, who then ruled 
the country, joined the Germans against England and France. 
Although Palestine was far removed from the frontline, the 
inhabitants suffered greatly. Young men were forced to join the 
Turkish army and the authorities confiscated anything which 
had possible military use. Everything was in short supply, and 
as the war dragged on, the situation worsened. Jerusalem in 
particular, distant from the farming regions, was afflicted by 
famine. Finding it increasingly hard to feed the family, 
grandfather sent the children to various agricultural settlements 
on the coastal plain. My father, Yaakov-Shaul, was sent to work 
at the Ben Shemen Agricultural School, where he received food 
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and lodging in return for his labor. He soon became accustomed 
to farm work and found that he liked village life. In order not to 
compromise his principles and eat non-kosher food, he adopted 
a vegetarian diet. With the money he received for his work he 
bought food, which he would then take by horse-drawn carriage 
to his mother and younger brother in Jerusalem. 

Communication between Jerusalem and the coastal plain was 
very difficult. The post was not operating, and there was no 
telephone. Transportation was irregular, and it was not always 
possible to find horses for the carriages. Before Passover, 
1916, grandfather decided to visit his children on the coastal 
plain. First he stopped off at Ben Shemen to visit my father and 
from there he made his way to Rishon le-Zion to visit his older 
children.  Passover was approaching and he had no time for a 
long stay. He bought a bottle of kosher wine from the Rishon 
cellars where his two childrens were working and headed back 
to Jerusalem. Since no carriage was available, he made the 
journey to Jerusalem on foot. The route was difficult and the 
heavy load slowed him down.  With Jerusalem still a long way 
off at nightfall, grandfather spent the night in the monastery in 
the Arab village of Abu Ghosh, where he slept soundly beside 
his large bottle of Passover wine. 

As the War continued, the situation in Jerusalem deteriorated. 
There was famine and disease in the city. Grandmother, who 
ate less in order to feed her family, became weaker, contracted 
dysentery and died on Rosh Hashanah. She was buried on the 
Mount of Olives, overlooking the Temple Mount.  Grandmother's 
death was a heavy blow to the family: her five children in 
Palestine were still unmarried, and grandfather too, despite his 
forceful character, had been very dependent on her. 

When the British conquered the country and the War ended, 
life gradually returned to normal. Those Jews banished from the 
country by the Turks began to return home. The Balfour 
Declaration, marking the decision to establish a Jewish National 
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Home in Palestine, instilled hope in the hearts of the Yishuv and 
the British were warmly welcomed. The 1920s were the 
beginning of a period of immigration and prosperity, and 
grandfather decided that the time had come to try his luck in the 
building industry. 

The German Schneller orphanage was located not far from 
Mea Shearim. Built on a large lot, surrounded by a wall, the 
orphanage also owned many plots of land in the area between 
Schneller and Mea Shearim. This area was rocky and 
unsuitable for agricultural cultivation. The Jews of Mea Shearim, 
not on neighborly terms with the Christian inhabitants of the 
area, generally kept well away. Grandfather, however, made 
friends with the Director of the orphanage, a German Christian 
named Bauer, and he agreed to sell grandfather a plot of land 
outside the orphanage. Grandfather prepared the ground and in 
1923 built a two-story house. It was the first Jewish house built 
in this area outside Mea Shearim. When construction was 
completed, grandfather tried to rent out the apartments, but no 
one dared live in such close proximity to the Schneller camp, for 
fear of the Arab bandits who frequented the area. Having no 
choice, grandfather moved his own family into the new building, 
and thus Zvi-Moshe Lapidot's family took up residence in an 
isolated house between Mea Shearim and Schneller.  

 Grandfather was on friendly terms with the residents of 
Schneller and his family lived there unharmed. Before long, 
several other Jewish families agreed to rent apartments in the 
building. Before the year was up, the whole building had been 
bought. Immediately after completing the deal, grandfather 
bought the adjacent plot and started on a second building. A 
year later there were twin buildings in the empty area between 
Mea Shearim and Schneller. As soon as the second building 
was completed, the Lapidot family moved in. Gradually more 
Jews started building in the area and when it was sufficiently 
developed, the inhabitants assembled and proclaimed the 
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establishment of a new quarter. Grandfather, one of the chief 
spokesmen, proposed calling it 'Geula' (redemption), since he 
had redeemed the land from the Germans. His proposal was 
accepted, and the quarter has borne the name ever since. 

 

  
 

The first building on 24 Malchei Israel Street 
 

After the First World War my father returned to Jerusalem and 
was sent to study at Rabbi Kook's yeshiva, where he was an 
outstanding student.  Not drawn to the rabbinate, he left the 
yeshiva after several years and joined his father and younger 
brother Mordechai in the construction business. 

Grandfather continued to develop land in isolated areas. From 
Geula he moved on to Rehavia, where he built a house at 19 
Ibn Ezra Street, and then at 21 Keren Kayemet Street (opposite 
the current Hebrew Gymnasium), where the internal staircase 
was a groundbreaking innovation in building design. After 
completing the houses in Rehavia, grandfather turned his 
attention to Kiryat Shmuel, then a new and undeveloped 
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neighborhood. There he and his younger son built two more 
houses (one at 9 Metudella Street; the other at 16). At this 
stage my father was beginning to feel that Jerusalem was too 
small for him and decided to move to Tel Aviv. 

In the same year that Zvi-Moshe Lapidot started building in 
Jerusalem the Hirshberg family immigrated to Palestine from 
the town of Libau (Liepaja) in Latvia. The head of the family, 
Zvi-Hirsh, was born into a rabbinical family, which had been 
living in Libau for generations. His father, Shmuel, bestowed on 
his son a large house to enable him to dedicate his life to 
studying the Torah. When he reached maturity, Zvi-Hirsh 
married Pessia Blumenthal, who came from a Russia.  She 
managed the household, looked after the tenants and ran the 
grocery store in the front of the building while her husband 
devoted his time and energy to Torah study. They had three 
daughters and three sons. My mother, Golda, was born in 1903.  

During the First World War Latvia was caught between 
Germany and Russia. At times Libau was under German rule 
and at other times under the Russians. Three official languages 
were in use: Latvian, German and Russian.  From being a 
wealthy family before the War, the Hirshbergs became 
impoverished: the tenants lagged behind with rent (some 
stopped paying altogether), and customers of the grocery store 
bought on credit. My mother was forced to leave school to help 
my grandmother run the household and look after her younger 
brothers and sisters. 

After the War the economic situation in Latvia worsened and, 
to make matters worse, the government introduced compulsory 
conscription. To prevent the conscription of her eldest son, 
Avraham-Abba, my grandmother sent him away. The main 
destination of European Jews at that time was the United States 
of America, but she feared her son would learn bad habits 
there, and sent him to Palestine instead. There he engaged in a 
variety of occupations, from road building to construction, 
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always hoping to set up in business. With the arrival of his 
family, he began importing medicines from abroad. He 
eventually took his younger brother Yaakov into partnership, 
and the business he set up is known to this day as ñHirshberg 
Brothersò. 

The Hirshberg family lived in Gruzenburg Street, Tel Aviv, and 
their neighbors were a young couple, Shifra and David 
Komarovsky, who were friends of the Lapidot family from 
Jerusalem. During the Passover festival, shortly after their 
arrival in Palestine, my mother set out with her younger sister, 
Hanna, and older brother, Avraham, on an organised trip to 
Hebron and Jerusalem, guided by Zeev Vilnai. The 
Komarovskys also took part and suggested paying a visit to the 
Lapidot family. This was the first meeting between my father 
and the Hirshberg girls. He later related that he was attracted to 
the younger daughter, Hanna, but in accordance with the 
custom of the time, began to court the older sister. In 1925 
Yaakov-Shaul Lapidot married Golda Hirshberg. After their 
wedding, the young couple moved to the second house built by 
grandfather Lapidot in the Geula quarter.  

My mother knew nobody in Jerusalem, and it was not easy for 
her to adapt to her new situation. But the communal 
atmosphere in the Lapidot household eased her integration. 
Two years later, when about to give birth, she traveled to Tel 
Aviv to be near her mother. Thus my older sister, Rivka-Rachel, 
was born in Tel Aviv although she was a true Jerusalemite. A 
year later the story was repeated, and I was born in Tel Aviv. 
The story goes that I did not stop crying until I was taken to 
Jerusalem. The next in line was my brother Aryeh, to whom fate 
was kinder - he was born in Jerusalem.  

We lived in a two-room apartment next to the Sukenik family. 
The father, Dr. Eliezer Sukenik, who had come to Palestine 
from Bialystok, was an archaeologist (in 1947, as Professor of 
Archaeology at the Hebrew University in Jerusalem, he came 
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into possession of part of the Qumran scrolls and was the first 
to realize their value and to begin to decipher them). The 
mother, Hassia, ran a kindergarten in the Zikhron Moshe 
neighborhood. They had three mischievous little boys: the 
oldest, Yigael Yadin, later Chief of Staff of the Israel Defence 
Forces, followed in his father's footsteps and became a world-
famous archaeologist; the second, Yossi Yadin,  became a 
renowned actor, and the youngest, Matti, was a pilot killed in the 
War of Independence. 
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TEL AVIV 
    

Although I spent my early childhood in Jerusalem, my family 
moved to Tel Aviv when I was just five. Our first apartment in 
Tel Aviv was on Rothschild Boulevard at the corner of Sheinkin 
Street. The building had recently been completed, and was 
considered modern for the time. It was a four-room apartment: 
two rooms were occupied by my mother's parent, and we lived 
in the other two. One room was allotted to the four children (my 
sister Hanna was born in Tel Aviv); the other was both a dining 
room and living room, and at night doubled up as my parents' 
bedroom. Overnight guests slept in my parents' room in winter 
and in summer on the large balcony. 

We the children didnôt have a great relationship with our 
grandparents. For a start there was the language barrier. 
Grandmother was incapable of learning Hebrew, and spoke only 
Yiddish til the day she died. Even the Arab who came to sell us 
eggs learnt to communicate with her in Yiddish. Grandfather, an 
ascetic who devoted his life to studying the Torah, refused to 
use Hebrew other than in prayer. He was a remote and austere 
character and I wonder if we would have been able to 
communicate much with him even had he spoken Hebrew. 

Rothschild Boulevard was not paved in the thirties and travel 
was by horse-drawn carriage (droshke). The carriage station 
was opposite our home and the Arab drivers would take water 
from our courtyard to give to their horses.  We thought we might 
be given preferential treatment because of this, but we were 
lashed just like the other children when we hung onto the back 
of the carriages for a ride.  

At six I started the religious Bilu School, which was initially 
housed in a wooden hut in Bilu Street, and later moved to a 
permanent home in an ornate building facing Rothschild 
Boulevard. We recited the morning prayers together, studied a 
great deal of Torah and Talmud and were severely punished for 
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any misdemeanors. We kept the same class teacher from first 
grade to graduation. I remember one incident when our teacher, 
Shimon Monson, slapped a child who was creating a 
disturbance in the courtyard during recess. The pupil was hurt, 
both physically and emotionally, and ran home at once. An hour 
later, he returned with his older brother who burst into the 
classroom during a lesson and asked Monson to come out into 
the courtyard to clear the matter up. Monson refused and tried 
to push him out. A vociferous argument ensued, in the course of 
which the boy hit Monson in front of the whole class. We were 
stunned and feared he would start on us after he was done with 
our teacher. Before this could happen, the principal and several 
teachers rushed in and threw him out. After this incident all 
corporal punishment temporarily ceased.  

 On Saturdays we used to pray in the school synagogue. 
Mishori, the principal, was very strict about order and discipline 
and did not allow us to converse during prayers. A professional 
cantor, accompanied by the school choir, conducted the 
service. As a member of the choir, I took part in the prayer 
service from beginning to end, but sometimes a group of us 
would slip away before the end of the prayers. One Saturday 
four of us left the synagogue to play ball in the courtyard. We 
did not notice Mishori on the balcony and were caught red-
handed. The following morning we were summoned to his office 
and informed that we would not be allowed to return to school 
unless we brought in our parents. Since we did not dare tell our 
parents what we had done, we continued to leave home each 
morning as if on our way to school, but would go to the Yarkon 
River and sail boats until school was over. After four days, the 
principal sent letters to our parents inviting them to school to 
discuss the fate of their sons. When my father asked me the 
meaning of the letter, I told him the whole story. He asked me if 
anything else had happened, since it did not seem feasible to 
him that pupils could be expelled from school for such a minor 
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offence. The following morning we went to school together. My 
father went into the principal's office whilst I waited impatiently 
in the corridor. The principal asked my father to punish me, but 
my father replied that he could see nothing wrong with my 
conduct; on the contrary, he felt the principal should be 
admonished for suspending pupils for no good reason. The 
outcome of the meeting was that I was reinstated and felt proud 
that my father had come out in support of me. 
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INITIAL ENCOUNTER WITH THE IRGUN 
   

In April 1936, an inflamed Arab mob attacked Jewish 
bystanders in Jaffa. Nine Jews were murdered and more than 
fifty were injured. The following day Arabs attacked the Jewish 
neighborhoods adjacent to Jaffa, murdering six more Jews and 
injuring dozens. Thousands fled to the center of Tel Aviv, but 
there was insufficient housing to accommodate everyone and 
makeshift tents had to be erected in a little park at the end of 
Sheinkin Street. Witnessing the scene as a boy of eight had a 
profound effect on me. I could not imagine what the refugees 
had done to make the Arabs kill them indiscriminately. But what 
most upset me was the fact that the Jews had not succeeded in 
defending themselves or retaliating. As children we always 
reacted when attacked; it seemed inconceivable that adults 
would not do the same. The following day all the neighborhood 
children grouped together and drove away the Arab shepherds 
who grazed their sheep in the empty field beside the 
government office building at the end of Sheinkin Street. Our 
excuse was that if Jews were driven out of Jaffa, we would not 
allow Arabs to graze their flocks in Tel Aviv. 

The bloody incidents continued for many months, and at home 
there was continuous discussion of the attacks on Jewish 
settlements throughout the country. The Arab attacks, known as 
the 'Arab Revolt', were directed against Zionist achievements in 
Palestine. The Arabs demanded a halt to immigration and a ban 
on the establishment of new settlements. The Yishuv began to 
organize to defend itself against Arab onslaughts, and 
inhabitants of border areas were exhorted to volunteer for guard 
duty. In addition to the volunteers who operated within the 
framework of the Haganah, the authorities set up a Special 
Police unit, a kind of cross between army and police.  

Kiryat Sefer Street in Tel Aviv was a border area where 
residents set up a look out post to deter attackers. We children 
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liked to visit the guards at their roof top post, and in return for 
the sandwiches and coffee we brought them, we were allowed 
to operate the searchlight. One evening fire was opened on the 
neighborhood, and we were asked to smash the street lights so 
the Arabs would not know where to aim their attack. We fulfilled 
our task with great relish and zeal. 

In those days, the Jewish Agency policy was to display 
restraint in the face of Arab attack and to act only in self-
defense. Attacks on Arab villages were not permitted and 
initiative lay solely with the Arabs. The Irgun Zvai Leumi, which 
had seceded from the Haganah in 1931, objected to this policy, 
arguing that acts of deterrent were a necessary tactic of war.  

One day a car was attacked in the Galilee while en route to 
Safed. Four Jews were shot dead, including a child and two 
women. The murder aroused a storm of protest among 
members of Betar's Labor Brigade located at Rosh Pinna.

1
 

Three members of the Brigade, Avraham Shein, Shalom 
Jurabin and Shlomo Ben-Yosef (Tabachnik) decided to retaliate. 
They made their way to the road linking Safed to Rosh Pinna 
and fired on an Arab bus as it passed by. None of the 
passengers were hurt. They immediately left the spot and ran to 
hide in a nearby building. Spotted as they ran, all three were 
arrested and later tried by a military tribunal in Haifa. They were 
charged with unlawful possession of weapons and with "intent to 
cause death or injury to many peopleò, both of which carried the 
death sentence. Betar leaders tried to save the three and hired 
Philip Joseph and Aharon Hoter-Yishai as their defense 
counsel. They suggested that Jurabin plead mental instability 
and that documents be produced confirming Shein was under 
eighteen. The three rejected this defense strategy, and 

                              
1 Betar was a youth organisation affiliated with the Nationalist movement. 

Members of Betar arriving in the country were required to spend two years in a 

óLabor Brigadeô, where they worked during the day and trained in the evening for 

future service in the Irgun. 
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announced that they intended to turn the trial into a political 
platform, at which they would openly proclaim their views. In the 
end, the court did indeed pronounce Jurabin unstable and he 
was sent to a lunatic asylum. Shein and Ben-Yosef were 
sentenced "to be hanged by the neck". They accepted their 
sentence with extraordinary equanimity and started singing the 
anthem 'Hatikva'. The military commander confirmed Ben-
Yosef's sentence, but later commuted Shein's sentence to life 
imprisonment on account of his youth. 

When Ben-Yosefôs sentence became known, political leaders 
in Palestine and abroad tried to persuade the British 
government to commute it to life imprisonment, but to no avail. 
On June 29, 1938, Shlomo Ben-Yosef prepared for his final 
hour. He took off the crimson garments of the condemned man, 
put on shorts and a shirt, laced his high work boots and awaited 
the arrival of the guards. He went to the gallows with his head 
held high, singing the Betar anthem. On the wall of his cell, he 
had written in his halting Hebrew: 

 
 ñWhat is a homeland? It is something worth living for, fighting 
for and dying for too. I was a servant of Betar to the day of my 
deathò. He also wrote a line from Jabotinskyôs poem ñto die or to 
conquer the Mountainò.   
 
I was a boy of ten and profoundly shocked by Ben-Yosefôs 
execution. I was particularly enraged by the charge of unlawful 
possession of arms, for which punishment was death by 
hanging. Did the government not know that the Arabs had 
formed fighting units in order to murder Jews?  Was it not clear 
that the Jews bore arms only in order to defend themselves?  

The following day I happened to be in Allenby Street in Tel 
Aviv and found myself in the midst of a mass demonstration 
protesting the execution of Ben-Yosef. I was standing on the 
sidelines watching the events, when suddenly policemen 
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equipped with truncheons attacked the demonstrators, hitting 
out in all directions. Wounded people, blood streaming from 
their heads, lay in the road without medical attention. I fled for 
my life and was haunted by the scene for many years to come.  

 

 
Shlomo Ben-Yosef 

 

The White Paper 
On 17 May 1939, another blow was inflicted on the Yishuv, 
when the British Government published the MacDonald (named 
after the British Colonial Secretary) White Paper. Amongst other 
things it stipulated that:  
 
1.  The objective of His Majestyôs Government is the 
establishment within ten years of an independent Palestinian 
state in such treaty relations with the United Kingdom as will 
provide satisfactorily for the commercial and strategic 
requirements of both countries in the future.  
2.   Jewish immigration during the next five years will be at a 
rate which, if economic absorptive capacity permits, will bring 
the Jewish population up to approximately one third of the total 
population of the country. 
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3.   The admission, as from the beginning of this year, of some 
75,000 immigrants over the next five years. 
4.   After the period of five years no further Jewish immigration 
will be permitted unless the Arabs of Palestine are prepared to 
acquiesce in it. 
 
As if the suspension of immigration were not enough, the 
document limited purchase of land by Jews to certain specified 
areas. Moreover, since the two sides had not agreed to this plan 
or to any other plan, the British Government announced it would 
implement it at its own discretion. 

The White Paper, intended to destroy Zionist gains in 
Palestine, was greeted with strong criticism not only by Jews, 
but also by leaders in Britain and Europe. The Mandate 
Committee of the League of Nations declared unequivocally that 
the White Paper was a divergence from the aims of the 
Mandate, namely the establishment of a national home for the 
Jews in Palestine. The matter was transferred to the League of 
Nations Council, but was never discussed because the Second 
World War broke out at the same time. 
 In Palestine a mass demonstration was held against the White 
Paper. I watched from the sidelines and listened to the 
speeches. I did not understand a great deal that was said, but 
suddenly there was a commotion, and hundreds of policemen, 
some mounted, burst onto the demonstrators. The crowd was 
violently dispersed the mounted police hitting out brutally and I 
ran home as fast as I could. 
Whereas in the Ben-Yosef affair, the British had acted as 
mediators between Jews and Arabs, in the case of the White 
Paper, Government action was clearly anti-Jewish. This was a 
Jewish-British dispute and not a dispute between Jews and 
Arabs. 

The Irgun was quick to respond and the weapons, which had 
been used against the Arabs, were now directed against the 
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British. The Mandate Government's immigration offices were set 
alight, and at midnight mines were detonated to destroy 
telephone booths. I did not hear the explosion, but the following 
day we rummaged among the rubble to find the coins, which 
had been used to operate the telephones. 

One morning I heard several shots followed by a commotion 
in the courtyard. My father, who used to leave early for work, 
remained at home that day. It turned out that several young 
men had fired on a bus taking Arab workers to the nearby 
Government Surveyors Office, and had fled through our 
courtyard. Shortly afterwards, policemen appeared in the 
courtyard with tracker dogs. I did not understand why my 
parents were so nervous or why my father had stayed at home, 
since he clearly had nothing to do with the affair. Only many 
years later did my father tell me that he had a pistol hidden at 
home and that the Mandate Government had issued emergency 
regulations according to which possession of arms was 
punishable by death. My father had feared that the British might 
search our home, had waited until the uproar had died down 
and had thrown the pistol into a cesspit.  
 

The illegal emigration 
On Tel Aviv beach in the summer of 1939, we were greeted by 
the unusual sight of a ship, some 100 meters from the shore, 
which had hit a sand shoal and was listing on its side. The 
óParitaô had brought 850 immigrants to Palestine (mostly Betar 
members from Poland and Rumania), who had disembarked 
and were now scattered throughout Tel Aviv. We swam out to 
the ship and clambered on deck with the help of ropes. It was a 
thrilling experience for me to see a ship from close up and even 
to go on board and explore it. I paced the deck and could not 
understand how so many people had been crammed into so 
small a space for so long. 
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The "Parita" on Tel-Aviv Beach 
 

On September 1, 1939, about a week after the arrival of the 
óParitaô, a second ship anchored alongside it. Aboard the óTiger 
Hillô were more than 700 immigrants, but only some 200 
managed to reach shore. The rest were discovered by the 
authorities, caught by the police and sent to a detention camp at 
Sarafend. The two ships were anchored there for some time. To 
me they symbolized the struggle against the British decrees 
banning immigration to Palestine. 
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The "Tiger Hill" on the Tel-Aviv" Beach 

 
THE PATRIA AFFAIR 

On October 1, 1940, three vessels sailed from the Rumanian 
port of Tulcia - the Atlantic, the Milos and the Pacific, carrying 
some 3,500 immigrants from Germany, Austria and 
Czechoslovakia. At the beginning of November, the Pacific and 
the Milos reached Haifa, and their 1,800 passengers were 
transferred by the British to the 12,000-ton Patria. On 
November 20, the Atlantic arrived and 100 of its passengers 
were also transferred to the Patria. The British Government had 
decided to take drastic steps in order to put an end to the illegal 
immigration, and announced the following day that the 
immigrants were to be deported to Mauritius, and that their fate 
would be decided when the war ended. 

The Haganah leaders decided to sabotage the Patria in order 
to prevent it from leaving port. A mine was prepared at Haifa, 
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concealed in a cloth bag and smuggled aboard the ship, where 
it was handed over to one of the Haganah liaison officers. On 
November 25, 1940, at about 9 a.m. the mine was detonated. 
The intention was to blast a small hole in the vesselôs side so 
that that it would slowly take in water allowing time to evacuate 
all those on board. However, the mine blasted a large hole and 
water flooded into the hold. Within 15 minutes the ship began to 
list with only a small portion remaining above water. Some 250 
people went down with the ship. This was the largest number of 
victims of any single operation conducted by an organization 
since the beginning of British rule in Palestine. 

The Patria survivors were eventually permitted to remain in 
Eretz Israel, but 1,584 of the Atlantic's passengers were 
deported to Mauritius, and returned to Eretz Israel only five 
years later, on August 20, 1945. 
 

THE ñSTRUMAò 
On December 12, 1941, the Struma sailed from Constanza in 
Rumania with 769 immigrants aboard. The vessel, 
commissioned by the New Zionist Organization and the Irgun, 
was the last to leave Europe in wartime. The objective was to 
anchor in Turkey, and from there to await certificates for 
Palestine. When the ship reached its destination, the Turkish 
authorities prevented the disembarkation of the passengers for 
fear that the British would not give them certificates and Turkey 
would be forced to give them refuge. Despite the despairing 
appeals of the captain that the ship was unable to continue on 
its way, the Turkish authorities sent the ship back to the Black 
Sea on February 13, 1942. On the following day a mighty 
explosion was heard and the ship went down. Only one of its 
passengers survived and eventually reached Eretz Israel. 
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The "Struma" 
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THE IRGUN GETS A NEW RECRUIT 
 
The Second World War broke out on September 1, 1939. 
Germany conquered Poland, Holland, Belgium and Denmark by 
the óBlitzkriegô method. The British and French armies were 
surrounded and were pushed into the Dunkirk enclave in 
France, whence they were evacuated to England in small 
vessels and shipping boats. All their heavy weapons were 
abandoned and seized by the Germans. 

In June 1940, with German victory imminent, Italy declared 
war on Britain and France. Shortly afterwards, France 
surrendered, and Britain remained alone in the struggle against 
Germany and Italy.  

The proximity of the Italians to Palestine enabled them to 
dispatch aircraft to bomb strategic targets. A month after Italy 
entered the war, Haifa was bombed, with the aim of putting the 
refineries and port out of action. Dozens of people were killed in 
the raid and many others were injured. Strict blackout was 
imposed on all towns and settlements, and civil defense 
measures were adopted against the air raids.  

These measures proved useless, however, when Tel Aviv was 
bombed in full daylight. I was playing with friends near home 
when we suddenly heard loud explosions. Before we could 
grasp what was happening, the Italian planes were on their way 
back to base. The entire bombardment had lasted only a few 
seconds, catching us unaware and leaving us no time to get to 
the shelter in the center of the neighborhood. From 
conversations around us, we understood that many people had 
been injured. I immediately ran home to report that I was safe 
and then went to see what had happened. The Nordiya quarter 
(where the Dizengoff Center now stands) had been heavily hit; 
the huts were in ruins, and among the debris lay the dead and 
injured. Here and there a fire had broken out. Damaged cars 
and wagons blocked the road itself. In the middle of the road lay 



 

33 

 

  

a dead horse, hit while still harnessed to a wagon. I gazed at 
the horror around me. Of what strategic importance could this 
residential area have been? 

A mass funeral was held for the 107 men and women who 
had died in the bombardment. The funeral procession left from 
the Balfour school and I still recall the coffins lying in rows on 
the trucks en route to the Nahlat Yitzhak cemetery. The lesson 
learned from this terrible raid was that our early-warning 
systems had to be improved to enable us to take shelter in good 
time. However, many Tel Avivians decided on a different 
solution and left the city for a safer place. Among them were my 
parents who, after much family consultation, decided to move to 
Ramat Gan, a quiet suburb of Tel Aviv, which was of no interest 
to enemy aircraft. My father bought a medium-sized plot of land 
on Salameh Street (now Ben-Gurion Street), between Ramat 
Gan and Ramat-Yitzhak, and reverted for a brief period to his 
previous occupation of building contractor. He built a small four-
roomed house with a large cellar, which would serve as a 
shelter if necessary.  

I was thirteen when we moved to Ramat Gan, and spent my 
last year of grade school (eighth grade) in the Ohel-Shem High 
School in Ramat Gan. It was a school with twelve grades, where 
boys and girls studied together ï a great innovation for me. The 
standard of teaching in the humanities was much higher than in 
the Bilu school in Tel Aviv and the transition was not easy. 
Ohel-Shem was a private school (owned by the Koller family) 
and the atmosphere was liberal, but orderly and disciplined. 

On arriving in Ramat Gan, I made friends with a classmate, 
Yosef Kinderlerer-Yaldor. Yosef had been born in Poland and in 
1936 his family immigrated to Palestine. They lived in a hut near 
the Rama cinema. His father worked in the Elite chocolate 
factory and his mother ran the household and raised chickens 
and pigeons in the courtyard to supplement the family income. It 
was a warm and welcoming home. When we graduated from 
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the eighth grade, Yosef moved to the Montefiore Reali School in 
Tel Aviv and I continued my studies at Ohel-Shem, but we 
remained firm friends. 

The year 1943 was a turning point in the course of the Second 
World War. The Italians and Germans were driven out of North 
Africa, and the British army, together with the Americans who 
had joined the war effort in December 1941, invaded Italy. On 
the Russian front the Germans were defeated at Stalingrad, and 
the Russian forces launched a wide-ranging offensive. The front 
moved further away from Palestine, and the threat of bombing 
was averted. On the other hand, catastrophic news was 
reaching us from Nazi Europe. Hitler's extermination machine 
was becoming increasingly streamlined, and those Jews who 
had succeeded in escaping the death-camps had nowhere to 
go, since the British had stopped all immigration to Palestine. 
The Yishuv faced a cruel choice: on the one hand, the desire to 
help the Allies in their war effort against the Germans; on the 
other hand Britain's treachery and indifference to the systematic 
extermination of the Jews made collaboration a distinctly 
unattractive prospect. Ben-Gurion summed up the situation: 
ñWe must help the British in their war effort as if there were no 
White Paper, and fight the White Paper as if there were no war,ò 
but this was clearly impossible since the two were irreconcilable.  

In summer 1943, now aged fifteen, I felt that I could no longer 
remain indifferent to everything happening around me. My 
closest friends felt the same and together we pondered the 
contribution we could make. The idea of volunteering for service 
in the British army was immediately dismissed because of our 
youth, but there remained the possibility of joining one of the 
underground movements; the big question was which one. 

As will be recalled, the Haganah had set itself the aim of 
defending the lives and property of the Yishuv, and in the 
1930s, at a time when the Arabs were rioting against the Jews, 
it had adopted a policy of self-restraint (Havlagah). The Irgun   
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was opposed to this policy and launched a series of deterrent 
attacks on Arab targets. 

After publication of the White Paper, the Irgun had launched a 
second front against the British. The command had decided that 
illegal immigration activities should continue concomitantly with 
attacks on British Mandate targets, in order to express the 
strong objection of the Jews to the ban on immigration and on 
the limitations imposed on their purchase of land in Palestine. 
When war broke out, however, the Irgun declared a cease-fire. 
Its leaders concluded that the Nazis were the main enemy of 
the Jewish people and that it was essential to collaborate with 
the British in the war against Germany. 

In late 1943, word of the liquidation of European Jewry had 
already reached the Yishuv, which was powerless to rescue the 
survivors. The British not only failed to help the survivors, but 
actually prevented the rescue of those who had succeeded in 
fleeing the Holocaust. The reaction of the Irgun was a renewal 
of the struggle against the British rulers of Palestine. 

In this period, as noted above, my friends and I were trying to 
arrive at a decision as to which underground organisation to 
join. I was approached by Gavriel Trivas, a well-known figure in 
Ramat Gan, who proposed that I join the Haganah. The 
Haganah was then concentrating on training the younger 
generation to defend the Yishuv in the event of an Arab attack. 
Trivas invited me to a Saturday meeting in an orange-grove, 
where adolescents and adults were practicing hand-to-hand 
combat with sticks. The passivity of Haganah policy did not, 
however, appeal to me and training with sticks seemed absurd. 
I felt it was dangerous to reconcile ourselves to the British 
presence and was convinced that the only way to implement 
Zionism was to drive the British out. 

I reported my impressions to my close friends, including Yosef 
Kinderlerer-Yaldor and David Cohen, and we agreed that the 
Haganah was not the place for us. Our decision was reported to 
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Akiva Cohen (David's older brother), who was a member of the 
Irgun, and several days later he contacted me to explain the 
Irgun's ideology. Akiva said that the way to solve the Jewish 
question was to establish a Jewish state in Palestine, and in 
order to achieve that it was essential to get rid of the Mandate 
rule. Since the British were not ready to leave of their own free 
will, we had to fight them and force them to leave. Akiva swore 
me to secrecy and I had no idea whether he had also contacted 
my friends. After several more conversations, Akiva invited me 
to appear before the Irgun's selection committee. The meeting 
was held in the cigarette factory shelter at the end of Salameh 
Street, which was set apart from the residential buildings of 
Ramat Gan and Bnei Brak. Entering the shelter, I was dazzled 
by the beam of a flashlight and was asked by the person 
holding the flashlight if I knew why I was there. I replied in the 
affirmative and explained what I knew about the Irgun and its 
methods. We talked about the means to be used to fight the 
Mandate authorities, and the rejection of the individual terror 
policy advocated by the Lehi. I was told of the dangers entailed 
in underground activity, including the possibility of arrest, injury 
and even death. Finally, I was asked if I would be ready to carry 
out any order I received, unquestioningly. I replied that I 
understood the importance of discipline, but that I did not think it 
should be blind. I was, of course, ready to follow orders, but not 
without question. This sparked off a debate, and it was 
explained to me that failure to carry out an order would 
undermine the structure of the underground movement. I replied 
that I felt I had to understand the order and accept it otherwise I 
could not carry it out. We parted, agreeing to disagree, and I 
was asked to think about all the things I had heard so as to be 
ready for the next meeting. Since I was cautioned not to tell 
anyone about what I had seen and heard, I could not discuss 
the issues which had been raised with my friend Yosef.  The 
question of blind obedience troubled me deeply, since I could 
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not envisage carrying out an order, which seemed wrong. 
Interestingly, I was not troubled by the thought of the many 
hazards entailed in underground activity ï perhaps because 
they did not seem real to me or perhaps because I deluded 
myself that nothing could happen to me on account of my youth. 

Shortly afterwards, Akiva contacted me again, and after a long 
conversation lasting well into the night, I was summoned to the 
committee. This time the conversation was more relaxed and 
the issue was whether there could be circumstances in which it 
was not essential to follow orders. After a long discussion we 
arrived at an understanding, and after I had declared myself 
ready to join the Irgun, I was told that I should wait to be 
contacted. Later I discovered that I had been given especially 
considerate treatment, since all the other candidates were 
brought before the committee blindfolded so that they would be 
unable to identify the place. 

I kept my secret and told nobody what had happened. The 
eagerly anticipated contact was made and I was summoned at 
a pre-determined date to the same hut at the cigarette factory at 
the end of Salameh Street. It was a dark night, but still I glanced 
behind me to make sure nobody was following me. The shelter 
itself was pitch black, and when the commander lit candles I 
was amazed to discover old friends there. Among them were 
Yosef Kinderlerer, David Cohen, Shmuel Averbuch, Baruch 
Toprover, and Amos Goldblat. Tension was high, and the 
commander, who was introduced to us by his underground 
name alone, explained the rules of conspiracy. Each of us was 
given a code name, and as the new names were distributed, the 
tension was dispelled by a burst of laughter. I took great pride in 
the name given to me: 'Avshalom', and identified with it 
completely. 

At that time, I had just read about the Nili group organised in 
Palestine during the First World War under the leadership of 
Aaron Aaronson to transmit important information to British 
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Intelligence on Turkish army movements. I had been particularly 
impressed by Avshalom Feinberg, a man with great leadership 
powers and the moving spirit behind the organisation. Contact 
with the British was maintained through a ship anchored off the 
Atlit coast which, after receiving a pre-agreed signal  would 
send a small boat to shore to rendezvous with the Nili members. 
When contact with the British ship was severed, Avshalom 
decided to make his way to Egypt through the Sinai Desert to 
renew the contact. He and his friend Yosef Lishansky set off, 
but after a short time Lishansky returned wounded, explaining 
that when they had reached the British frontline, they had been 
attacked by Bedouin and that Avshalom had been killed. 
Lishansky was handed over to the Turks by members of 
HaShomer (who were opposed to Nili's activities) and was 
hanged in Damascus for espionage. For many years 
Avshalom's death remained an enigma. People did not believe 
Lishanskyôs story and suspected that he had been involved in 
the death. In 1967, with the help of a local Bedouin, Avshalomôs 
bones were uncovered near Rafiah and reinterred in the Mount 
Herzl military cemetery in Jerusalem. It transpired that 
Avshalom had indeed been murdered by Arabs and that, at the 
time, he had a handful of dates in his pocket. After his death, a 
date palm grew from one of the stones in his pocket and the 
Bedouin knew that this tree marked the place where he had 
been murdered.  
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FIRST ACTIONS AGAINST THE BRITISH 
    

During our basic training we used to meet on two evenings a 
week and on Saturday morning. At the evening meetings we              
held discussions in which our commander instilled in us 
something of the ethos of the underground. He told us about the 
development of the Irgun, and about the heroes of the 
organisation. We were deeply impressed by Yaakov Raz, who 
had been caught by Arabs while carrying a disguised bomb in 
the market near the Nablus Gate in Jerusalem. Arabs had 
stabbed him and whilst still bleeding, he had been seized by the 
police and taken under heavy guard to the government hospital. 
There he was interrogated by the British police. When he felt 
that his strength was running out, and feared that he might lose 
control and inadvertently give away underground secrets, he 
tore off his bandages and died of loss of blood. 

The main subject discussed at our first meetings was 
clandestine conduct, the rules of conspiracy and confidentiality. 
One of the most important rules was to know only what was 
essential, so that even if severely tortured, we could confess 
only the little that we knew. We were taught not to arrive at a 
meeting place in groups and to use only code names. The most 
important thing was to observe normal behaviour and to 
assume that all our conversations were being overheard. We 
learned the difference between a provocateur infiltrated into the 
ranks, and an informer who listened "innocently" to extract 
secrets. 

After several meetings, our commander tested our ability to 
cope with fear. We met on Mount Napoleon near Ramat Gan, in 
one of the hollows dug by archaeologists. Each of us was 
required to make his way alone to the Seven Mills on the 
Yarkon River, ten minutes away, to buy a portion of felafel in the 
neighboring Arab village of Jamusin. It was a quiet village and 
the people were friendly, but to walk alone at night through the 
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orange groves, far from any Jewish settlement, scared even the 
bravest among us. Our commander taught us Avraham Stern's 
poem 'Nameless Soldiers,' the anthem of the Irgun before it was 
replaced by Jabotinsky's Betar song. The falafel feast and 
singing created a spirit of camaraderie and bonding between us. 

At our Saturday meetings we drilled and learned topography. 
To add a practical element to our studies, we explored the 
neighborhood and did field exercises. The tours of exploration 
were led by Aharon Shohat, commanding officer of the 'gunda'  
(platoon consisting of several units), who accompanied our 
exercises with Betar marching songs. Although we very much 
enjoyed the field exercises, we were disappointed not to be 
learning about weapons. I discovered later that the reason for 
this was simply that there were not sufficient pistols in Ramat 
Gan to train the new recruits. Instead we did target-practice with 
air guns in the Betar youth movement hut near the main road 
(now Jabotinsky Street), close to the Betar football field. In order 
not to arouse suspicion, we posed as enthusiastic Betarites, 
making as much noise as we could during firing practice to 
conceal what we were doing. 

When we had completed our six months of basic training, we 
were tested at an impressive ceremony. One by one we were 
brought into a room where three commanders sat around a 
table covered with the national flag, a pistol and the Bible. The 
examination proceeded with questions related to the material I 
had studied, and continued with issues of Irgun ideology and my 
readiness to take part in Irgun operations.  The tense 
atmosphere at the outset gradually receded, as the interrogation 
became more of a conversation. By the end of the meeting, we 
were rank-and-file Irgun members. 

The first task assigned to us was to paste placards on 
buildings. The logistics were by no means simple. First, we had 
to find a place where we could mix the glue, then find the spare 
time and a suitable method of avoiding discovery and 
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identification. Yosef Kinderlerer solved the glue problem: 
adjacent to his home an isolated building housed a bookbinder's 
workshop whose owner, Zalman Tzivlin, we knew and 
sometimes helped out. He was known to sypathise with the 
underground and agreed without question to our request to boil 
up starch and water on his premises. We generally went out in 
threes on pasting-missions: one in charge of the glue and the 
brush, the second with a parcel of placards and the third as 
lookout. Sometimes, when the workload was particularly heavy, 
we went out in pairs instead of threes. We had to be on our 
guard all the time. On one occasion, towards the end of a long 
operation, our attention momentarily lapsed. Suddenly two 
policemen, an Englishman and a Jew, emerged from a 
courtyard and walked towards us. We fled, just managing to 
leap onto a passing bus with the police in hot pursuit. 

We soon became highly skilful placard gluers and strategists, 
careful to modify our route each time to prevent ambush. One 
placard, issued on February 1, 1944, the day on which the Irgun 
declared a revolt against British rule in Palestine, particularly 
impressed us. The placard was large and printed in blue, and 
read, in part:  

 

To the Jewish people dwelling in Zion! 
 

[...] Sons of Israel, Jewish youth! 
 We are now in the last stage of the war. We face an historic 
decision on our future destiny. 
 The armistice proclaimed at the beginning of the war has been 
breached by the British. The rulers of the country have chosen 
to disregard loyalty, concessions and sacrifice; they continue to 
implement their aim:  the eradication of sovereign Zionism... 
We will draw our conclusions unwaveringly. An armistice no 
longer prevails between the Jewish people and Jewish youth 
and the British administration in Palestine, which is handing 
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over our brethren to Hitler. We are at war with this 
administration, war to the bitter end... 
And this is our demand! 
Power will immediately be handed over to a provisional Jewish 
government... 
The establishment of a Jewish government and the 
implementation of its plans ï this is the sole way of rescuing our 
people, ensuring our survival and our honor... 
Jews! 
Our fighting youth will not shrink from sacrifice and from 
suffering, from blood and affliction. They will neither succumb 
nor rest until we renew our past glory, and promise our people a 
homeland, liberty, honor, bread and justice... 
                                                              
Irgun  Zvai Leumi  

 
The first Irgun actions were limited in scope, it having been 
decided that as long as the war against Hitler continued, attacks 
would be directed only against the civil administration in 
Palestine and not against the British military. The first assault 
was launched at the Immigration Office, and thereafter at the 
Income Tax offices. These operations, directed solely against 
property, were carried out in the three large cities 
simultaneously (Jerusalem, Tel Aviv and Haifa). The Irgun's 
next targets were the Intelligence Service, the CID (Criminal 
Investigation Department) centers in the three cities. The 
objective of these attacks was two-fold: to undermine the 
prestige of the Mandate government and to destroy the files of 
Jewish suspects. 

After the wave of arrests, which followed these actions, it was 
decided to expand the ranks of the fighting units. My unit was 
consequently transferred from the HATAM (Revolutionary 
Propaganda Unit) to the HOK (Fighting Force). We were very 
proud of this redeployment, since we were finally to take part in 
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the fighting operations of the Irgun and could leave placard 
pasting to others. We were assigned a new commander, 
ñYehoyadaò (Yeshayahu Aviam-Kleiman) from Bnei Brak, who 
had considerable battle experience. My first task in the HOK 
was to stand guard for a unit, which was cleaning weapons after 
the attack on the Beit Dagan police station. It was the first time 
that I had been entrusted with a loaded pistol, and I was 
ordered to use it in the event that the police arrived. This was a 
heavy responsibility and one that carried the risk of arrest and 
imprisonment. I stood in the orange grove, alert to every rustle 
among the trees and after about half an hour, Yehoyada called 
me inside to see the boys in action. It was a small packing 
house at the end of one of the Bnei Brak orange groves, known 
by the code name 'Sheinkin'. The windows were covered with 
sacking (to prevent the light from escaping) and on the floor 
were weapons, mainly revolvers and several submachine-guns. 
There were also grenades and explosives. The atmosphere was 
cheerful as people related stories about the attack on Bet 
Dagan. As I listened, gazing at the heap of weapons, I suddenly 
realised that I felt I had become an organic part of the Fighting 
Force. 

I took a more active role in the next operation, held several 
days later. Because of the war, foodstuffs and various other 
commodities were under government control and rationed. The 
Irgun command decided to confiscate some cloth which the 
government was storing in Tel Aviv and to sell it on the free 
market to finance the struggle which was daily becoming more 
costly. The operation was planned for a Friday afternoon, when 
the Nahlat Benjamin Street area, where the stores were located, 
was empty of people. On October 6, 1944, during the 
intermediate days of the Feast of Tabernacles (Succot), a unit 
of the Fighting Force took over the stores. The fighters took all 
the cloth and loaded it onto seven trucks, which had been 
confiscated that day. Each of the truck drivers had been hired 
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that morning, ostensibly for a routine job. Once outside town, an 
Irgun member ordered the driver to abandon the vehicle and 
wait in a nearby orange grove. The drivers were told to report 
the theft to the police in the evening, and were promised that 
the vehicles would be returned after the operation. Everything 
went according to plan. Most of the drivers co-operated and 
were compensated for loss of income. My task was to direct 
some of the trucks to a large building, which had been prepared 
in advance in Ramat Gan. It was a packing house in one of the 
orange groves near Mount Napoleon. The Arab guard received 
a generous sum from us to place the storehouse at our 
disposal. Since the citrus season had not yet begun, there was 
no danger that the owners of the grove or other unexpected 
visitors would arrive. The Arab guard was cautioned that if he 
told the police about our activities, he would be severely 
punished. When the trucks arrived at the rendezvous, I directed 
them to a dirt track leading to the store. We immediately began 
unloading the goods, but soon discovered that portering is not 
the easiest of occupations. After completing the job, we locked 
the store and I kept hold of the key. 

Several days later I went off to school one morning as usual. 
En route I happened to meet one of the teachers, Yisrael Artzi, 
and we continued the journey together. Arriving at school, my 
friend Yosef informed me that I was to go immediately to the 
storehouse, where a customer was interested in buying the 
cloth. The customer, a shrewd businessman, examined the 
cloth and classified it by quality and size. He had recently 
arrived from Poland and, as he worked, he set certain lengths of 
cloth aside, mumbling to himself in Yiddish: 

 
"This will make a good suit for my wife, and this one for my 
mother-in-law." 
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When I saw that he was procrastinating, I whispered that he 
should hurry before the police arrived. My urging bore fruit, and 
two hours later I was back at school, behaving as if nothing had 
happened. During one of the lessons, Artzi came into the 
classroom, and began to read out names from the register. 
When he reached my name, he peered at me and asked why I 
was recorded as having been absent from the first two lessons. 
I gazed at him with an innocent expression and reminded him 
that we had walked to school together. The ómistakeô was 
rectified. 

This was the first action in which I took an active part; nobody 
in the organization would have dreamt that it would be the last 
in a series of operation, which had begun in February 1944. The 
organization was facing a six-month's lull as a result of the 
"Hnting Season".    
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THE "HUNTING SEASON" 
 
The óHunting Seasonô, or óSeasonô for short, was the code name 
for the Haganah's persecution of the Irgun, aimed at putting an 
end to its activities. 

As a result of the Irgun's proclamation of a revolt against 
British rule, military operations were launched against various 
government targets. The official leadership of the Yishuv, the 
heads of the Vaad Leôumi and the Jewish Agency, were 
opposed to this activity and demanded that it cease. They 
argued that the national institutions had been democratically 
elected, and that consequently the Irgun and Lehi should accept 
their authority.  

In September 1944, Menahem Begin, Irgun commander, held 
two meetings with Moshe Sneh, head of the Haganah General 
Headquarters, and Eliyahu Golomb, one of the Haganah 
leaders. At these meetings, which lasted into the night, relations 
between the Irgun and the Yishuv leadership were discussed at 
length. 

2
 

On the question of national authority, Moshe Sneh said, inter 
alia: 

 
To expand your activities requires control of the souls and the 
property of the public. And it is we who control the public. We do 
not intend to renounce that control, because it is we who have 
received a mandate from the Jewish people... If you continue 
your activities, a clash will result. 

 
Eliyahu Golomb was even blunter: 

 
We demand that you cease immediately [your activity against 
the British]... We do not want a civil war... but we will be ready 

                              
2 Shlomo Lev-Ami, The protocols of the Irgun HQ, Hazionut, Volume 4.  
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for that as well. We will be forced to adopt our own measures to 
prevent your activities. The police, in our opinion, will not be 
able to liquidate you, but if the Yishuv rebels, it could come to 
that. It is clear that we are not speaking of your physical 
liquidation, but the developments could lead to that as well, they 
could lead to your destruction. And then it will not matter who 
started - it is a question of propaganda and information. 

 
Begin vehemently rejected the charge that the Irgun wanted to 
take over control of the Yishuv and said: 

 
We have no intention of seizing power in the Yishuv. We have 
said this on many occasions. We have no such ambitions... we 
think that Ben-Gurion is the man who can lead our youth into 
battle today. But in order to do so, Ben-Gurion must leave his 
residence in Rehavia. For as long as he is there, he cannot 
conduct that war. We have no party or administrative interests. 
We pray for the day when we can proclaim the end of the 
Irgun's task and disperse it. And the moment that you go out to 
war - we will all rally under a united leadership, in which you will 
constitute the decisive majority. But as long as you have not 
done this, we will conduct our battle. 

 
The turning point in the struggle against the Jewish 
underground was the assassination of Lord Moyne in Cairo. 
Lord Moyne, who was known to be an anti-Zionist, had been 
appointed Minister of State for the Middle East, and from his 
place of residence in Cairo was responsible for implementing 
the White Paper policy. Lehi considered Lord Moyne to be 
responsible for the deportation of the immigrant ships, plotted to 
assassinate him. Two of its members, Eliyahu Hakim and 
Eliyahu Bet Zuri, were despatched to Cairo, and on November 
6, 1944, they carried out the assassination, but were caught 
shortly after carrying out their mission.  On January 10, 1945 
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they were charged with murder. Hakim and Beit-Zuri, manacled, 
stood calmly beside their Egyptian guards with red fezzes. Both 
were, and had been since their capture, completely self-
possessed. They did not take part in the proceedings, and when 
the testimony was completed, Eliyahu Hakim rose to his feet 
and said: 

 
We accuse Lord Moyne and the government he represents, with 
murdering hundreds and thousands of our brethren; we accuse 
him of seizing our country and looting our possessionsé We 
were forced to do justice and to fight.  

 
After being sentenced to death, they rose to their feet and sang 
the national anthem. On March 23, 1945, they were dressed in 
the traditional, ill-fitting red burlap suit of condemned men, 
marched barefoot to the gallows, were blindfolded at the 
scaffold, and hanged. 

 

                 
 
           Eliyahu Hakim                          Eliyahu Beit-Zuri 
 

The assassination of Lord Moyne created shock waves in 
Palestine and throughout the world. Even before the identity of 



 

49 

 

  

the assassins became known, the Jewish Agency Executive 
convened and issued a fierce condemnation of the act. At the 
same meeting, it decided on a series of measures against 
"terrorist organizations" in Palestine. 
 

TO THE YISHUV 
 
Together with all the civilized world, the Jewish community has 
been shocked to hear of the despicable crime of murder of the 
British Minister in the Middle East ï a crime rendered more 
despicable by the fact that the British people have been 
engaged for the past six years with great heroism and supreme 
effort, together with their allies, in a life-and-death struggle with 
the Nazi foe. 
This terrible crime, carried out outside the borders of our 
country, and whose circumstances have not yet been clarified, 
demonstrates once again the increasing threat of the terrorist 
gangs, which still exist in this country. 
Terror in this country can stifle the prospects of our political 
struggle and destroy our inner peace. The Yishuv is exhorted to 
cast out of its midst all members of this destructive and ruinous 
gang, not to succumb to their threats and to extend the 
necessary aid to the authorities to prevent acts of terror and to 
eradicate its organisation, since this is a matter of life and death 
for us.  

 
(Signed) The Jewish Agency Executive  

    
It is interesting to note that this statement was published before 
the identity of the two young men arrested in Cairo became 
known. Moreover, it contains, for the first time, an appeal for co-
operation with the British authorities in the fight against 
underground organizations.   
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A week later, my teacher Yitzhak Staretz came into the 
classroom, his expression even graver than usual. A colorful 
figure, forceful and strict, he was also warm-hearted and always 
willing to help. He was a superb teacher and taught 
mathematics with an enthusiasm we pupils grew to share.  He 
announced that day that the Zionist Executive had decided to 
hold a special convention with representatives of Jewish youth, 
to discuss the new situation arising from the actions of the 
'porshim' (dissidents, i.e. the Irgun and Lehi). Zionist youth 
movements had been invited to attend, as well as 
representatives from high schools. Each school was to send 
four delegates; Staretz proposed that we elect our delegates 
and hold a discussion after the convention. To my surprise and 
pleasure, I was chosen to represent my class, and the following 
day four of us from the Ohel-Shem high school set out for the 
Jewish Agency in Rehavia, Jerusalem (my sister Rivka was also 
a delegate). 

 At the entrance to the building stood a guard armed with a 
long-barrelled Mauser revolver. He directed us to a small room, 
where we underwent a careful body search before being 
permitted to enter the auditorium. On the platform, at a long 
table, sat the Zionist leaders, among them the President of the 
Zionist Organisation, Dr. Chaim Weizmann (who had arrived in 
Palestine several days before the assassination in Cairo, after 
an absence of five years), the Chairman of the Jewish Agency 
Executive in Jerusalem, David Ben-Gurion, and the Chairman of 
the Political Department, Moshe Sharett (Shertok).  

The meeting was opened by Chaim Weizmann, who explained 
in halting Hebrew the political damage inflicted on Zionism by 
the activities of the Irgun and Lehi. Ben-Gurion then delivered a 
long speech, which concluded with his scheme for waging war 
on the dissident organisations. The scheme included four main 
elements:  expelling them from places of employment and from 
schools; depriving them of refuge by forcing them out of their 
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homes; refusing to succumb to their threats and handing them 
over to the British Police.  

After Ben-Gurion's speech, there was a general debate, in 
which most of the speakers objected to collaboration with the 
British authorities. The main argument was that even if the 
struggle against the dissidents were justified, the British were 
the real enemies of Zionism because of their implementation of 
the White Paper. The debate grew heated and Ben-Gurion 
adjourned the meeting to the following day.  

We made our way to the Himmelfarb Hotel in Hasolel Street, 
where we were lodged four to a room and continued to argue 
until after midnight. We decided unanimously not to sign any 
manifesto, which advocated collaboration with the police. The 
following morning we again underwent the security checks and 
the discussion was taken up from the preceding day. Ben-
Gurion attacked all those whom he thought sympathized with 
the underground, and at a certain juncture said:  

 
"And I know that even in this auditorium there are 
representatives of the dissidents, who are trying to influence the 
debate."  

 
A tremor ran through me. I feared that they had checked the list 
of participants with the Haganah's Intelligence Service and that 
he was referring to me. When the general debate ended, the 
youth organisation delegations were summoned, one by one, to 
a side room. Surprisingly enough most were easily persuaded to 
sign the manifesto. However, this did not work with the school 
delegations, the great majority of which refrained from signing. 

The following day a press release was issued on behalf of this 
extraordinary gathering of representatives of Zionist youth, held 
on November 19, 1944, on the initiative of the Zionist Executive. 
It read: 
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A war of Jewish youth against terror and its perpetrators! 
 
The savage terror of the "porshim" and those who have cast 

off the yoke...which is ostensibly directed against the British 
authorities and their institutions, in practice causes harm 
primarily to our own suffering people and to the future of our 
Zionist hopes... 
Those who aid the enemy - are themselves enemies! 
The perpetrators of terror, who denote themselves the National 
Military Organization (Irgun Zvai Leumi) and Freedom Fighters 
of Israel (Lehi) are traitors... 
Jewish youth! 
You are exhorted now to rise up and root out the terror from the 
Yishuv. 
Do not lend a hand to those who have broken down the walls! 
Banish them from the classroom, and from the workshop. 
Do not permit their propaganda, whether written or spoken ï 
neither in the street nor the assembly hall, neither in the 
synagogue, the school or anywhere else. 
Do not give refuge to these trouble-makers in the homes of your 
parents, relatives and acquaintances; do not succumb to threats 
and blackmail. 
Let the young people be on their guard. Let them act on their 
own initiative and extend all possible aid to public institutions 
and to the authorities to prevent terror and to disband its 
organizations. Let the gang members know that they will 
encounter the relentless opposition of united Jewish youth. The 
road to repentance is still open to them. But the incorrigible 
destroyers must be isolated and boycotted, until they are 
spewed out of the ranks of the Yishuv, until terror ceases and its 
organizations are eradicated.  
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Our school and some others were missing from the list of 
participants in the convention, which appeared at the end of the 
press release. 

We returned to Ramat Gan full of impressions and the 
following day regailed our classmates with our adventures in 
Jerusalem. In the ensuing class debate I tried to remain 
passive; I contented myself with an informative report without 
expressing my opinion. The other speakers, including those 
who were members of the Haganah, objected to any form of 
collaboration with the Police. Staretz refrained from expressing 
an opinion, but during the recess he came over to me and 
whispered: "I am proud of you for not signing the manifesto". 
Staretz did not belong to any of the underground organisations, 
nor did he know about my connection with the Irgun, but as a 
nationally aware Jew, he objected to collaboration with the 
British authorities. 

Once the Season had been approved by the Jewish Agency 
Executive, the matter was submitted to the Histadrut Council, 
the body which, more than any other framework, determined the 
conduct of the "organized Yishuv". It published an official 
announcement on the matter: 
 
Their propaganda, whether written or spoken, must not be 
permitted... 
No refuge must be given to these malefactors in the homes of 
your parents, relatives and acquaintances! 
The incorrigible despoilers must be isolated and abandoned, 
until they are spewed out of the ranks of the Yishuv, until terror 
ceases and its organization is eradicated. 
 
As regards collaboration with the British police, the  
Announcement went on to declare: 
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The Jewish Agency proposes herewith that all persons who are 
acquainted with any of the terrorists should immediately inform 
the police by word of mouth, in writing or by telephone and 
observe the injunction: 'And thou shalt root out the evil from thy 
midst'. Fathers who have sons in these organizations should, in 
the same fashion, inform the police and observe thereby the 
injunction: "If a man have a stubborn and rebellious son, he 
must take him out to the elders and say to them: This our son is 
stubborn and rebellious, he will not obey our voice. And all the 
men of the city shall stone him with stones." Particularly since 
the English do not intend to do the terrorists any harm. They will 
hold them for a year or two apart from other people until their 
surplus energy, which apparently results from overeating and 
from inactivity and sloth, has cooled down ]...] 
It is time to act for the sake of the Jewish people and the 
homeland. 

 
Two members of the Jewish Agency Executive, Rabbi Yehuda 
Fishman-Maimon and Yitzhak Greenboim, continued to oppose 
any form of collaboration with the British police, and when the 
decision was taken, Greenboim announced his resignation. 

The following is a 1944 pamphlet published by the Irgun 
proclaiming the policy of non-retaliation. 

 

THERE WILL BE NO FRATERNAL WAR 
 
[...] It is with gloomy face that the loyal Jew asks himself and his 
neighbor: Are we to suffer this as well? Will a civil war break out 
in Eretz Israel? Will our home be destroyed before it has been 
built? Will our enemies see their base aspiration fulfilled? 
The air is filled with gunpowder. Orators and leaders do not 
cease to speak of the internal strife. One of them has said that it 
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has already begun; the second ï even more loudmouthed ï 
has profaned his lips with the hysterical cry: blood for blood, an 
eye for an eye! A third has labored and labored until he has 
finally devised a plan to save the Jewish people. And this is the 
plan: to expel from their homes, to expel from schools, to starve 
and to hand over our fighting youths to the British Police. 'It is 
them or us,' it declared, 'and all means are acceptable in order 
to liquidate them.' [From Ben-Gurion's speech at the Histadrut 
Conference]. 
Yes, the dread of the loyal Jew is understandable. Are we to 
witness our children raising their hands or aiming their weapons 
against one another? What will they do, those persecuted 
people against whom the terrible edicts are directed? How will 
they defend themselves? ...These are grave questions, and we 
feel it our duty ï on our own behalf and on behalf of the Irgun 
Zvai Le'umi in Palestine ï to provide an answer. And this is our 
answer: you may stay calm, loyal Jews; there will be no fraternal 
strife in this country... 
 
It was not easy for Begin to persuade his subordinates to 
exercise restraint. There were two underlying reasons for his 
decision: firstly, he said, to react could result in the Yishuv being 
plunged into a civil war, which would spell the end of the 
struggle against British rule in Eretz Israel. Secondly, he felt it 
undesirable to exacerbate relations with the Haganah, because 
they might later decide to join the struggle against foreign rule. 
Members of the Irgun who had been trained in the spirit of 
'breaking the havlaga', found it hard to accept the decision of 
the General Headquarters. They did not, however, violate the 
order, possibly in the hope that their leader's evaluation would 
prove correct, and that the Haganah would join the struggle 
against the British. (This did indeed occur a year later, when the 
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Jewish Resistance Movement ï Tenuat Hameri Ha'ivri - was 
established). 

The entire Haganah command was preoccupied with the 
Season, and information on the Irgun and the Lehi was 
amassed by the Haganah's intelligence service, óShaiô. The 
intelligence service had some 250 Palmach fighters (the elite 
Haganah unit) at its disposal, who were brought to town and 
assigned to the Season operation. They shadowed suspects 
and kidnapped Irgun fighters on the basis of lists they received 
from the Shai. In addition, the Palmach guarded the Jewish 
Agency leaders for fear that the Irgun or Lehi might react by 
perpetrating counter-kidnappings. The Jewish Agency in 
Jerusalem set up a Department for Special Assignments, which 
maintained close contact with the C.I.D. It was this department 
which handed over to the British a list of names of persons 
suspected of being members of the Irgun. 

Close to one thousand people were handed over to the 
British. Most of them were taken to the Latrun detention camp 
and several hundred were deported to detention camps in 
Africa. In addition, dozens of suspects were kidnapped and 
detained in prison cells built especially for this purpose on 
various kibbutzim. They were interrogated by members of the 
Haganah Intelligznce Service and occasionally suffered torture. 

A letter from the High Commissioner in Jerusalem to the 
Colonial Secretary in London dated March 1, 1945 reveals that 
the Jewish Agency exploited its collaboration with the C.I.D in 
order to hand over active members of the Revisionist party, who 
were not even members of the Irgun, and thereby to rid itself of 
political rivals. The letter states, among other things: 

3
   

 
1.  [...] In all, the Jewish Agency has supplied so far details of 
830 suspects, of whom 337 have been located and detained so 

                              
3 Public Records, CO 733/457 
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far. Of these, 241 are being held under the Emergency 
Regulations; the remainders have been released either under 
surveillance or unconditionally... Several useful arrests have 
also been made in the Irgun center in Tel-Aviv. 
2. Unfortunately, the Jewish Agency's lists of so-called 
terrorists, continues to include numerous people who have no 
terror connections, but politically speaking are undesirable to 
the Jewish Agency. This adds to the difficulties the police has in 
separating the sheep from the goats [...] 

 
The most serious kidnapping i was the case of Yaakov Tavin, 
who was in charge of the Irgun's intelligence service and on the 
Haganah's most wanted list. For three months, Tavin 
succeeded in evading the Haganah men who were shadowing 
him, but at the end of February 1945, he finally fell into their 
hands. The kidnapping was described in Ha'aretz of March 2, 
1945 as follows: 

 
Passersby in Dizengoff and Yirmiyahu streets were greatly 
struck on Tuesday, February 27, 1945, by the kidnapping of a 
young man in the street. The kidnapping occurred at 11 a.m, 
and was witnessed by a large number of people. A large taxi 
halted at the corner of Dizengoff and Yirmiyahu streets, and 
several men emerged, one of them dressed in police uniform. 
They approached the young man, who was standing on the 
pavement holding a package. Shouting 'Thief!' they attacked 
him and began to hit him. 
The crowd thought that he was in fact a thief, and several of 
them joined the attackers and helped them to push the young 
man into the taxi. He struggled with them and shouted in 
Yiddish and in Hebrew: 'Jews, help me! Why do you let them hit 
a Jew?' He was thrown into the car, which swiftly drove away.  
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Tavin's kidnappers blindfolded him, tied his hands and forced 
him to lie on the floor of the car. He was driven to Kibbutz Givat 
Hashlosha and from there was taken to Kibbutz Ein Harod, 
where he was imprisoned in a barn which had been converted 
into a detention room. Tavin was held there for six months and 
underwent numerous interrogations, accompanied by severe 
torture. He was released when the Second World War ended 
and the Haganah entered into negotiations with the Irgun for the 
establishment of óThe United Resistance '. 

4
 

The kidnappings were fiercely condemned in the Yishuv. The 
Chief Rabbinate published a strongly-worded notice which 
declared: 

 
This cruel deed is utterly prohibited by the Torah, and is alien 
and abominable to the Jewish people and to every Jew. It 
desecrates the name of Israel and our settlement in Eretz 
Israel. 
Cease these cruel and despicable acts. 
 
The distinguished philosopher, Hugo Bergmann, who was a 
member of 'Brit Shalom' and a sworn opponent of the Jewish 
underground, wrote: 

5
  

 
The kidnappings are the tomb of democratic public life... a 
death sentence against all we hold dear in the Yishuv... These 
Ku Klux Klan acts are being committed lawlessly, and those 
accused have no opportunity to defend themselves. 

 
The protesters were joined by civil organizations and by the Tel- 
Aviv Municipality, together with municipalities and local councils 
all over the country. Public pressure proved effective and the 
Season gradually lapsed. 

                              
4 IDF Archives, 801/10 and an interview with Tavin. 
5 "be'ayot", 1945, p.155. 
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I was one of the students whom the Special Committee 
determined should be expelled from school. The decision was 
conveyed to the school principal, who then informed my father. 
Walking with my father to the bus stop one morning, he 
suddenly turned to me and asked whether I was a member of 
the Irgun. I naturally denied I was. Later I learned that he had 
demanded that the principal convene a meeting of the school 
board to discuss my expulsion. At the meeting the principal 
explained that I had been seen pasting Irgun posters. My father 
had requested that the witnesses be brought before the board 
so that they could be questioned. The principal, who was a 
member of the Haganah, explained that there was no way he 
could do this since they could then be identified and avenged by 
the Irgun. My father summed up by saying:  
 
 ñMy son is being charged by two anonymous people, who 
refuse to appear here. My son utterly denies the charges. What 
are we to believe ï anonymous information or my son, who is 
known to be a decent and honest person?ò 

 
After a brief discussion, the board dismissed the principal's 
request, and I stayed on at school. The next day, however, the 
principal turned to me and said: 

  
ñYou can tell stories to your father, but I want you to know that I 
know the truth...We will catch you some day.ò  
 
A different response came from Staretz. He came over to me in 
recess and told me that he had fought against my expulsion, 
regardless whether I was a member of the Irgun or not. 

Although the Season caused the Irgun considerable harm, it 
did not liquidate it. Many of the fighters were arrested, but new 
recruits took the place of the veterans. 
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IN THE "HAYSTACK" 
     

Ramat Gan and Bnei Brak, which were strongholds of the Irgun, 
were also targets of the 'Season'. In the general curfew in Bnei 
Brak, policemen armed with lists of names arrested dozens of 
members of the organisation. Among them were members of 
the Fighting Force who had taken part in military operations, 
including the armorers who had helped to conceal weapons. 
The wave of arrests created the urgent need to fill the ranks 
again and to appoint new commanders. After one of the 
meetings of my unit, my friend Yosef and I were asked to 
remain behind and our commander, Yehoyada, informed us that 
it had been decided to appoint us armorers. "It's a very 
responsible and difficult job," he said. "But it is also extremely 
interesting." We were thrilled to have been chosen from all the 
candidates, and were well aware of the heavy responsibility that 
rested on our shoulders. The armories were the heart of the 
organisation and we would be required to exercise great 
discretion. For safety's sake my code name was changed, and I 
now became 'Zefania'. 

During the 'Season', the Haganah had succeeded in seizing 
large amounts of weapons from the Irgun armories.  Petah 
Tikva's main arm cache, containing three tons of explosives, 
revolvers and ammunition, had been found in an orange grove 
and in Haifa the Haganah had emptied all the Irgun's arsenals. 
After these setbacks the caches were re-located to Ramat Gan, 
where we were assigned the task of digging the new sites. The 
armsô caches, code-named 'Haystacks', were contained in milk 
churns, which could be hermetically sealed. We placed each 
churn in a large can, which we then buried. (The garbage cans 
were óborrowedô from a local park, the churns 'appropriated' 
from a local dairy). Since it was impossible to do the 'borrowing' 
and digging on the same night, we used to hide the cans and 
churns in disused and empty water tanks on Mount Napoleon. 
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The following evening we would climb into the tank in order to 
move our loot to the orange grove. After choosing a suitable 
spot under a tree we would start digging. The hole had to be 
quite deep, with at least half a meter of soil over the cache. 
When the work was completed, we filled sacks with the freshly 
excavated soil and scattered it at a safe distance. We then 
carefully placed the can in the hole, first making several holes in 
its base for moisture to trickle out, and finally we placed the 
churn in the can. The most difficult part was the camouflaging of 
the area. The digging left a conspicuous patch devoid of 
vegetation. To prevent this, we covered the patch with grass, 
which we brought with us.  

In the milk churn we concealed revolvers, submachine-guns 
(dismantled), explosives and ammunition. Bullets which were to 
be stored for lengthy periods were placed in bottles, and the 
aperture was plugged with wax. The storage of rifles was 
trickier. The base of one of the churns was removed in our 
workshop, and it was then welded to another churn, creating a 
receptacle long enough to hold rifles. 

Our task was complicated by the ban on making lists of any 
kind. We were obliged to remember by heart not only the site of 
the cache, but also its contents. The simplest way of marking 
the site was by counting the number of trees on either side. As 
an additional aide-memoire, we would carve a seemingly 
innocent mark on a tree trunk. We usually had no problems 
finding the hidden weapons, but once a cache simply 'vanished'. 
We counted the number of trees once and then again, but found 
nothing when we dug up the area. We were perplexed: if the 
Haganah had visited the spot, they would at least have left the 
can there. When we re-counted for the third time, we finally 
understood where we were going wrong. One of the trees had 
been uprooted and had thrown our counting scheme into 
confusion. 
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The rapid disappearance of garbage cans from the local parks 
prompted municipal inspectors to chain them to pillars. This still 
did not deter us ï we simply brought along pliers to break the 
chains. 

As the quantity of arms in Ramat Gan increased, we began to 
construct larger caches. Instead of milk churns and garbage 
cans, we used large hermetically sealed barrels, which were 
stored in wooden boxes made of planks which could be fitted 
into one another. The planks and the barrels were obtained 
from a workshop in Tel Aviv and all that was left for us to do 
was to bury them deep in the ground. The excavation work was 
now too arduous for two laborers and we were assigned several 
reinforcements. It was not difficult to dig up the soft soil, but 
disposing of it was problematic and time-consuming. 

One winter night we set out to replace arms in a cache in a 
Bnei Brak orange grove, near the abandoned ñSheinkinò 
packing-house. After the job was finished it started raining, and 
Josef and I debated how best to return home. Yosef wanted to 
walk to nearby Bnei Brak and from there to take a bus to Ramat 
Gan, while I wanted to go across the fields, where I would be 
less likely to encounter anyone. We went our separate ways, 
the rain pelting down. The dark of the fields was impenetrable 
and I could barely see ahead of me. After hitting a tree, I 
stumbled onto a building site and promptly fell into a lime-pit. 
Initially stunned by the fall, I soon began to think how on earth I 
would get out. At first I tried to wade through the lime, but got 
nowhere. The thought of the workers arriving the next morning 
and finding my corpse, spurred me into renewed action and I 
began to move my arms and legs in swimming movements. I 
finally reached the edge of the pit, crawled out and started on 
my journey home, thankful that the rain was washing the lime off 
my clothes. When I arrived back home, soaked to the skin, my 
sister Rivka was startled, but without asking superfluous 
questions helped me remove my clothes and dispatched me to 
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the bathroom. I took a cold shower while she rinsed the lime out 
of my clothes. My brother Aryeh, awakened by the noise, 
brought me a glass of cognac and I soon crawled under the 
warm eiderdown of my deliciously inviting bed. 

The 'Haystack' personnel had two major tasks in the Irgun: the 
first to prepare weapons for action, to clean them and return 
them to the cache afterwards. The second, more mundane task 
was to supply weapons for training the Fighting Force. It was 
our job to remove the arms from the cache and hand them out 
to representatives of the various units. Later the same night we 
would return to the meeting place to replace them in the cache. 
It was boring and dangerous work, but very important. 

We had a special problem with Saturday morning training. 
Since we could not venture near the cache in daylight, we had 
to work under cover of dark, store the arms elsewhere 
temporarily and hand them over in the early morning hours. On 
a small mound near Mount Arnavot, which was concealed from 
view, we buried a small can, which served as our 'Saturday 
armory'. Very early one Saturday morning we arrived and, 
confidant that there was nobody in the vicinity took out the 
weapons we had buried the previous evening. Contrary to our 
usual custom, we left one revolver in the can for security 
purposes. That afternoon, I made my way there again to collect 
it, and was stunned to discover that the can was empty. I was 
shocked. Scanning the area, I spied an Arab shepherd with his 
flock. He roused my suspicions, but I was afraid to go over to 
him in case he was armed. I watched him with his flock until the 
evening drew in.  

I discovered that the flock belonged to Abed, the watchman of 
the Muslim cemetery on Salameh Road (now an army camp). 
Armed with this information, I went to meet Yehoyada to report 
on the events. He received the news gravely, but agreed to give 
me time to find the revolver before taking action. The same 
night I collected several of my friends, and together we visited 
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Abed and his family, who were on peaceable terms with their 
Jewish neighbors. I woke him from his sleep and demanded 
that he return the revolver. He denied any connection with the 
theft. We asked all the family to come out of the tent and 
conducted a careful search of his home. When I asked him 
which of his sons had been out with the flock that day, he 
replied that the shepherd was a relative from a nearby village 
and promised to talk to him the next day. I explained that we 
would be back in two daysô time and advised him to make sure 
the revolver was found. We shadowed him to make certain that 
he did not contact the police, and returned after a few days on 
another nocturnal visit. Abed told us that the shepherd totally 
denied the charges and this time we conducted a careful search 
of the family and their belongings. I told Abed that we would 
return every night until he gave back the revolver. He promised 
to talk to his relative again and we arranged another meeting. At 
the scheduled time, I hid behind the bushes and after checking 
that the area was clear of police, went over to Abed who was 
waiting patiently for me. This time he had news for me; he told 
me that the shepherd had confessed to taking the revolver, but 
claimed that he had sold it to someone else and spent the 
money. Abed asked me if I would be willing to pay to ransom 
the pistol. At first I refused, arguing that the gun was mine and I 
did not have to pay for it twice over, but then I changed my mind 
and enquired how much was involved. Abed replied that he did 
not know, but was willing to find out. In the end I suggested that 
he bring the revolver to our next meeting and I would pay. The 
next day we met again, but I still did not receive the gun. Abed 
explained that there were still some difficulties, but promised 
that two days later I would find it back in its place. I was bitterly 
disappointed; the prospect of its return seemed to be rapidly 
diminishing.  Nevertheless, at the appointed time I went to the 
mound and carefully removed the soil, which covered the can. I 
opened the can cautiously and to my great surprise, found the 
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gun wrapped in a silk stocking. I was delighted. I took it out, 
removed the clip, and discovered that it was loaded exactly as it 
had been on the day it was taken.  I put the clip back, stuck the 
revolver into my belt and descended the mound with a light 
heart. Suddenly I felt a tap on my shoulder: I pulled out the 
revolver and pointed it at the person standing behind me. It was 
Abed, who congratulated me on finding my property. He told me 
he had paid to get it back from his relative and had awaited my 
arrival. I put the revolver back and explained to Abed that his 
relative had done something very serious. Not only would I not 
pay him but he should be happy that I was not asking him to 
pay damages. We parted as friends and I ran to tell my friend 
Yosef what had happened. On the way, I saw Yehoyada sitting 
in a cafe and whispered to him to join me in a nearby building. 
After reprimanding me for coming over to him in public, he 
noticed the revolver in my belt and congratulated me. 

 Before I had time to recover from this adventure, I was 
witness to another incident connected with my task as armorer. 
It was a clear winter day, and the pupils of the municipal school 
on the corner of Yahalom Street (present-day Krinizi Street), 
were playing marbles during the break. During their game, one 
of the marbles rolled into the bushes in the school courtyard. 
One of the children ran to look for the lost marble and as he 
scrabbled in the damp soil, he suddenly encountered metal. He 
scraped off some of the dirt, and after lifting the lid, found a 
tightly sealed milk churn. The boy called his friends and they 
pulled the churn out of the ground and brought it into the 
gymnasium. Together they managed to open it, and found 
inside two submachine-guns, cartridges and ammunition. The 
story spread through the school like wildfire and everyone 
rushed to see the find. Among those who came was Yehoshua 
Bornstein, the school janitor. Yehoshua, a member of the Irgun, 
was aware that there was a cache among the bushes, and knew 
that it had been exposed after the heavy rain of the previous 
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night. He kept calm and informed his colleague, Shlomo 
Appelbaum. Shlomo arrived swiftly, piled the weapons into a 
sack and made his escape, hotly pursued by an intrigued group 
of children. Shlomo was more agile than they and slipped into 
the nearby Moslem cemetery. From there he made his way 
through the Park and reached Zvi Koller's home safely. He 
threw the sack onto the balcony and made his way to Koller's 
office to warn him of the strange parcel on the balcony of his 
home. When night fell, the sack was handed over to us and we 
placed it in a safe hiding place. 

 
RECOVERING FROM THE SEASON 

About six months into the 'Season', the Irgun began to recover 
from the setbacks. Young commanders were appointed to 
replace the veterans who had been arrested and the ranks were 
filled anew. The armsô suppliers managed to bring in new 
weapons to replace those seized by the Haganah, and plans 
were made for the renewal of activity. One of the first activities, 
which marked the recovery of the Irgun was the manufacture of 
primitive home-made mortars, which were used against British 
targets. The idea was conceived by Gidi (Amihai Paglin), one of 
the Irgun's best officers. Working in the Irgun's workshop, Gidi 
succeeded in constructing a mortar with shells made of metal 
containers filled with explosives. The mortar was not accurate 
and could be used only for short ranges, but it made a terrific 
noise and symbolized the continued struggle against the British 
Mandate. Several such mortars were made, and plans were 
made to place them near various British sites in the country. 
One of these was the police camp at Sarona ï now the 
government compound in Tel Aviv. Explosives were brought 
from all over the country to fire the mortars.  My task was to 
convey them to a spot in the Nahlat Yitzhak cemetery. The 
cemetery guard, a member of the Irgun, had dug a false grave 
to be used as an armsô cache. Since we did not know the exact 
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location of this grave, it was agreed that he would wait for us in 
the cemetery and receive the 'goods' from us. It was a Friday 
night, and four of us set out, each with a sack of explosives over 
his shoulder.  

On the way there we joked about encountering ghosts 
wandering about the cemetery. But as soon as we arrived, we 
fell silent. The atmosphere was charged and the watchman was 
nowhere in sight, presumably having left because we were very 
late. We had no idea where the cache was located and did not 
want to take the 'parcels' back, since the explosives had to 
reach their destination. I had little choice but to leave the sacks 
there, consoling myself with the knowledge that Jews do not 
usually visit cemeteries on a Saturday. Each sack was placed 
beside a grave, and in order to be able to describe their 
location, each of us memorized the name engraved on the 
tombstone. Thus we tiptoed at midnight through the cemetery, 
each of us repeating the name of 'his' dead person. It was a 
grotesque scene. The following morning I hastened to meet 
Yehoyada to give him the names on the tombstones. When the 
Sabbath ended, the watchman removed the sacks and placed 
them in the hiding place. 

The mortars did not prove very successful; those which were 
aimed at the King David Hotel in Jerusalem, which housed the 
Mandate government offices and British Army HQ, were 
discovered by the Haganah and reported to the police. The 
mortars installed opposite Sarona were fired, but caused no 
damage. Despite the failure, the very positioning of the mortars 
was an achievement, demonstrating that the Irgun was a force 
to be reckoned with. 

Shortly after the mortar operation, I was informed that the 
police had arrested my good friend, Yosef. Police officers 
arrived at his home in the middle of the night and after 
conducting a meticulous but fruitless search, they asked him to 
accompany them. He was taken to the Jaffa goal and after 
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being interrogated, was transferred to the Latrun detention 
camp. The news of his arrest stunned me. I had been aware of 
the numerous arrests carried out all over the country during the 
'Season', but they had never touched me so closely. I felt that 
the rope was tightening around my own neck and decided to 
leave Ramat Gan for a while. Since I had no desire to become a 
'refugee' (i.e. to move to another town and be supported by the 
Irgun), I had to find another way of absenting myself from home. 
At that time it was customary for groups of senior high-school 
students to go off for a month or two to work in kibbutz fields. 
This profited the kibbutz and was educational for the students. I 
proposed to Yehoyada that I join such a work group and he 
approved. He, too, feared that after Yosef's arrest, my turn 
would come and that the kibbutz offered a safe haven. After 
receiving the Irgun's approval, I joined my classmates for 
Kibbutz Mishmar ha-Emek in the Jezreel Valley. 

The kibbutz welcomed us warmly. We were housed in a tent 
camp on the hill, not far from the local Palmach camp. The 
tranquility of agricultural work was a welcome change after the 
tensions of the past few months. The hard work in the armsô 
caches and the need to exercise constant caution had left their 
mark on me. I was happy to go out to the plantations to pick 
plums and to learn about the different species. In the evenings 
we attended lectures on socialism and communism, on the 
beauty of communal labor, the slogan being 'from each 
according to his ability, to each according to his needs.' The 
HaShomer HaZair (Socialist-Zionist movement) considered the 
Soviet Union to be the fulfilment of their dreams and dreamed of 
implementing socialist theories in Palestine. 

On evenings when we were not attending lectures, we met up 
with the Palmachniks, who came to strike up acquaintance with 
our girls. I would listen attentively to their conversations, taking 
care not to enter into arguments, ideological or otherwise, so as 
not to arouse their suspicions. At one of these meetings the talk 
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turned to the struggle against the 'dissidents'; I sensed that 
there was unrest among these Palmachniks and growing 
resistance to the struggle against the Irgun. They objected in 
particular to handing over underground fighters to the British 
Police. Arguments also raged about statements made at a 
special Palmach gathering held at Kibbutz Yagur, where Sneh 
and Golomb had announced the suspension of activities against 
the Irgun. The reason given was that the 'dissidents' had 
suffered a severe blow and their activities had been paralyzed. 
The truth was, however, that note had been taken of the 
growing resistance of Haganah members to collaboration with 
the British. Moreover, some members of the Palmach claimed 
that operations against the 'dissidents' were deflecting them 
from their main purpose, namely the struggle against the British. 
I recalled Begin's insistence that we should exercise restraint in 
the face of persecution, because one day the Haganah would 
join us in the struggle against foreign rule. The time was 
approaching, I felt, when the entire young generation would rise 
up against the British Mandate in Palestine. 

Before completing our work in the kibbutz, a Haganah 
member gave us intensive training in handling a rifle. I was 
delighted at the opportunity, since the Irgun did not offer this 
training, considering rifles unsuitable for guerrilla warfare in 
built-up areas. In fact, I was later given the opportunity to use a 
rifle in an Irgun action, when we were sent to blow up the 
railway bridges near the Arab village of Yibne (present-day 
Yavne).  
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BLOWING UP YIBNE RAILWAY BRIDGE 
 

In July 1945, shortly after returning from volunteer work on 
Kibbutz Mishmar ha-Emek, I received word that I was to report 
to Rehovot for duty. I was very excited despite knowing nothing 
about the forthcoming operation. Following instructions I went 
by bus to Rehovot, alighting at the last stop, and walked south 
till I reached a path leading into an orange grove. I was to look 
for a girl with a copy of the newspaper Haôaretz, a letter missing 
from the title. I mumbled the password and we walked together 
to a nearby packing-house. There I met my commander 
Yehoyada and Yoel Kalfus from Ramat Gan (the other people 
present were not familiar to me). When we had all gathered, we 
were taken to a eucalyptus thicket on the summit of a hill, where 
we waited in the shadow of the trees until sundown. As we were 
sitting and waiting I saw the armories coming up the slope 
bringing weapons and ammunition. I sympathized with them 
from my months in the same role.  

We were called to attention and lined up: "Benyamin" 
(Yehoshua Weinstein), who had been appointed commander of 
the operation, explained the details. The objective was to blow 
up two railway bridges over the Sorek River, near the Arab 
village of Yibne. When we came close to our destination, we 
were to split up into two groups. One would move northward to 
blow up the small bridge, while the second would attack the 
southern, larger bridge. After completing our mission, we were 
to make our way on foot along the sand dunes towards Tel Aviv 
and there disperse.  

I drank in Benyamin's instructions and silently rehearsed my 
role, which was to guard the sappers assigned to blow up the 
small bridge. As the briefing ended, "Eitan" (Yeruham Livni), 
Irgun Operations Officer, appeared and told us that this was the 
first operation in which Lehi fighters were also taking part. He 
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hoped that this 'fraternity of warriors' would eventually lead to 
full amalgamation of our two organizations.  

After the briefing, followed by questions and answers, it was 
time to distribute the weapons. The arsenal was sophisticated 
and included a large number of submachine-guns (the sappers 
were armed with revolvers), but the main innovation was the 
rifles. Only few of us knew how to handle them and Yehoyada 
was pleasantly surprised when he heard that I was amongst the 
few. 

Twenty-six of us set out in single file, our commanding officer 
sometimes leading and sometimes bringing up the rear. We 
maintained complete silence, and orders were passed down in a 
whisper. We moved slowly with our heavy packages of 
explosives. When we came close to our destination, we split 
into two groups and my group advanced towards the small 
bridge. As we moved forward, we saw a police car moving 
towards the bridge, and several policemen descending in order 
to examine the bridge itself. Benyamin, who had joined our 
group, ordered us to halt, fling ourselves to the ground and to 
refrain from opening fire unless the order was given. We were 
scattered all over the terrain: I was on the edge of the wadi, 
while several of my comrades were already inside it. The 
advance group had already reached the bridge, and when they 
saw the British, they slipped into a nearby Bedouin tent, holding 
the surprised Bedouin at gunpoint lest they give the game away. 

The British spied us, but did not open fire since they were 
outnumbered.I lay there, watching the policemen and 
impatiently awaiting developments. Thoughts raced through my 
head. I realized that the battle would begin as soon as one of 
the sides opened fire, but how would it end? Benyamin was well 
aware that the moment shooting began, we would have 
casualties and he wanted to prevent this if at all possible. Again 
and again he passed down the order to hold fire. He relied on 
the policemen also being reluctant and leaving. Things seemed 
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to drag on for ages. Finally the British retreated from the bridge, 
but it was not clear if they had actually left the area. Benyamin 
ordered us to withdraw, and we gathered in a nearby orange 
grove.  

Meanwhile the members of the other group had also reached 
the grove, leaving a small unit to guard the explosives. We 
learned that the explosives had been attached to the pillars of 
the bridge and we awaited Benyamin's order to blow the bridge 
up. Early reconnaissance had shown that when the German 
army reached the gateway of Egypt and seemed likely to invade 
Palestine, the British had prepared the bridge for demolition and 
had drilled special holes for laying explosives. Who would have 
guessed that those holes would prove useful to the Irgun when 
they came to blow up the same bridge? We lay in the grove for 
a long time and waited while Benyamin conferred with the 
commanders. We hoped that they would order us to return to 
the little bridge to complete our mission, but in fact they decided 
that we should confine ourselves to blowing up the larger 
bridge, since Benyamin was unwilling to take unnecessary risks. 
A three-man unit set out for the bridge and, shortly after, a 
mighty explosion was heard throughout the area and the bridge 
collapsed. While we were readying ourselves to leave, an Arab 
suddenly appeared, mounted on a camel. Benyamin did not 
want him to see us lest he give us up to the police, and let him 
pass unscathed. However, to our great consternation, he 
dismounted and began his prayers. When the prayers continued 
interminably, Benyamin decided that the only thing to do was to 
tie him to a tree and withdraw. We had lost a great deal of 
precious time and he was afraid that we would not reach home-
base before daylight. Three of the fighters came up quietly 
behind the Arab, caught him and brought him to the grove. We 
tried to bind him to a tree, but he burst into bitter tears and cried 
out "El jamal, el jamal" (my camel, my camel), clearly more 
worried about his camel than for his own safety. The tragi-comic 
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scene was a welcome relief from the hours of tension. Even 
sober Benyamin saw the funny side. After calm was restored, 
he gave orders for the camel to be tethered close to its master. 
Several of the boys tried to tackle the camel, but it refused to 
budge. It soon became evident that camels are more stubborn 
than mules. Benyamin watched the scene and finally decided to 
free the Arab with his camel, but not before cautioning him that 
if he dared to inform the police, he would suffer the 
consequences. 

Because of the late hour we changed our route, and instead of 
making our way through the dunes to Tel Aviv, we decided to 
return to Rehovot. We were very tired, but Benyamin urged us 
to step up our pace so that we would be able to hide the 
weapons under cover of darkness. There was also the danger 
that the British had imposed a curfew on the city and that we 
would fall straight into their hands. A householder heard us 
approaching, peeped out of his window and started shouting: 
'thieves, thieves.' Two of the boys went to reassure him, and 
when he heard that we were underground fighters, he gave us 
his blessing.  

We arrived in the orange grove in good time, handed over the 
weapons to the armorers, and our commanders conferred again 
on the direction to take. It was decided to split us into three 
groups: the first would go on foot towards Rishon le-Zion and 
from there by bus to Tel Aviv; the second would make for the 
Arab town of Ramle and from there by Arab bus to Jaffa, and 
the third would walk to Tel Aviv. My group walked to Rishon, 
where we boarded a bus and I instantly fell asleep. Suddenly 
the bus came to a halt. I opened my eyes and saw that two 
policemen had boarded the bus to conduct a search. We all 
held out our identity cards, and after a short inspection, the bus 
was allowed to continue its journey. 

According to the original plan, we were supposed to return 
home before dawn, and I had not told my parents that I would 
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be back only on the following day. When my father came into 
my room to wake me, he was shocked to find my bed empty. My 
brother Aryeh had no idea where I was nor did others home my 
father approached. One of them, however, who had joined the 
Irgun with me and had then left, told him about my activities. My 
parents stopped the search and waited patiently for my return 
home. The encounter was tense: I was pained to have caused 
my parents such concern, but I also thought that the time had 
come to tell them the truth about my activities in the Irgun and 
to explain why I had chosen this path. The dispute was fierce, 
but I felt that my father's objections to my activities stemmed 
primarily from his concern for my welfare and not from 
ideological motives. He argued that I was endangering not only 
myself but also my family, in particular my younger brother.  I 
knew he was right and that I was placing all my loved ones at 
risk, but I was not willing to stop. My father ended by saying that 
I had to choose between my Irgun activities and living at home. I 
replied that I would find another place to live. As I was about to 
leave, my mother stopped me and asked me to stay, saying she 
would worry about me all the time. From the day I had joined the 
Irgun, it had been clear to me that sooner or later my parents 
would find out, but I had tried to postpone the moment for as 
long as possible. The clash with my parents had been 
inevitable, and I was glad that it was now behind me. 

The blowing up of Yibne Bridge, which paralyzed rail transport 
between Palestine and Egypt, had few repercussions. Yet this 
action was a milestone in the war against the British rule. It was 
the first case of collaboration between the two underground 
movements since the split in 1940. For the Lehi it was the first 
anti-British action after an interval of close to nine months. As 
for the Irgun, the operation served as proof that the 'Season' 
had not achieved its objective and that the boast that the Irgun 
had been destroyed was premature. 
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If it was to continue the struggle against the British, the Irgun 
urgently needed explosives, but it lacked the funds to buy them.  
Various possibilities of appropriating them were discussed, and 
members of the Fighting Force were asked to keep their eyes 
and ears open to find suitable sources. One of these was the 
quarry at Rosh ha-Ayin, which received allocations of explosives 
from the British for its quarrying work. Our investigations 
revealed that the explosives were conveyed to the quarry on a 
truck from Haifa. It was only a matter of time before an ambush 
was planned. In the event, three hundred kilograms of 
explosives were taken from the truck to the Irgun supply depot. 

An additional source of information on explosives was the 
police force itself. When a detainee was released, he was put 
under house arrest and required to report daily to the police 
station. One day, as one of our men was reporting in, the desk 
clerk's telephone rang. He grasped that explosives were being 
transferred to the Solel Boneh depots at Givat Rambam 
(present-day Givatayim). The news was passed on to the 
appropriate authorities, and plans were made to take over the 
depots and confiscate the explosives. This was a particularly 
satisfactory action, since we considered the 'confiscation' to be 
a kind of compensation for the large amount of arms taken from 
the Irgun arsenal by the Haganah during the óSeasonô. The plan 
took shape and on the evening of August 14, 1945, we set out 
from Ramat Gan for nearby Givat Rambam. The two-armed 
guards at the depots were easily overcome and their rifles 
confiscated. Our main problem was to find the depot in which 
the explosives were being kept. It transpired that the guards 
were unaware of the content of the depots, which we had to 
search one by one until we found what we had come for. The 
explosives were taken to Ramat Gan, but we did not have time 
to hide them in the prepared cache. Some of the crates were 
hidden in a pile of sand at a building site near the orange groves 
between Ramat Gan and Bnei Brak.  
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The following day the British army conducted a search with 
tracker dogs. The soldiers established their headquarters on the 
pile of sand, and set out from there to search the nearby orange 
groves. None of them dreamed that the treasure they were 
seeking was literally underneath them. The search was finally 
called off and the same night we hastened to transfer the 
explosives to a safe place. But this was not the end of the affair: 
as a result of the savage attacks against the Irgun in the press, 
which accused us of taking arms from Jewish guards, it was 
decided to return the two rifles, which in any case were of no 
use to us. The task was assigned to me, and on Friday evening 
I brought the two rifles to the home of the local rabbi and asked 
him to hand them over, thus escaping the attention of the 
ubiquitous Intelligence Service.  
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THE UNITED RESISTANCE 
 

As the Second World War approached its end, hopes ran high 
among the leaders of the Zionist movement that the British 
government would amend its policy towards Jewish immigration 
to Palestine. Such hopes, however, were soon dashed. In the 
summer of 1945, a general election was held in Britain.  Labor 
pledged that if they were returned to power, they would revoke 
the White Paper and permit Holocaust survivors to immigrate to 
Palestine without delay. They also promised to act for the 
establishment of a Jewish national home in Palestine, which 
would gradually evolve into an independent state. 

 However, after sweeping victory at the polls, the new Labor 
government soon declared that there would be no changes in 
Britain's foreign policy, nor would any concessions be granted 
with regard to Jewish immigration. Labor's attachment to the 
White Paper greatly disappointed Jewish leaders in Palestine 
and the Diaspora. On September 23, 1945, Moshe Sneh, head 
of the Haganah General Headquarters, cabled David Ben-
Gurion (then in London) as follows: 

6
 

 
[...] It has been proposed that we stage a grave incident. Then 
we will issue a statement declaring that this is only a warning, 
and hint at much more serious incidents to follow. 

 
Ben-Gurion replied swiftly on October 1:   
 
[...] We must not confine our reaction in Palestine to immigration 
and settlement. It is essential to adopt tactics of S [sabotage] 
and reprisal. Not individual terror, but retaliation for each and 
every Jew murdered by the White Paper. The S. action must 

                              
6 Haganah Archives, From the Slik no.1, 1991 
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carry weight and be impressive, and care should be taken, 
insofar as possible, to avoid casualties... 
 
Sneh regarded Ben-Gurion's letter as a warrant for the 
launching of military action against the British. As a first step, 
the Season was suspended, and discussions initiated on 
collaboration between the Haganah, Irgun and Lehi. The 
negotiations were crowned with success, and at the end of 
October, 1945, an agreement was signed between the three 
organizations for the establishment of the ñJewish Resistance 
Movementò. The following are the main points of the 
agreement:

7
    

 
a. The Haganah organization has entered upon a military 
struggle against British rule. 
b. The Irgun and Lehi will not implement combat plans without 
the approval of the command of the Resistance Movement. 
c. The Irgun and Lehi will carry out combat missions assigned to 
them by the command of the Resistance Movement. 
d. Discussions of proposed operations will not be formal. 
Representatives of the three fighting organizations will meet 
regularly, or whenever the need arises, and will discuss such 
plans from a political and practical viewpoint. 
e. Once operations have been approved in principle, experts 
from the three organizations will clarify the details. 
f. The need to obtain the consent of the Resistance Movement 
command does not apply to armsô acquisition (i.e. confiscating 
weapons from the British). Irgun and Lehi have the right to 
conduct such operations at their discretion. 
g. The agreement between the three fighting organizations is 
based on 'positive precepts'. 

                              
7 Begin, In the Underground, vol.2, p.7 
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h. If, at some time, the Haganah should be ordered to abandon 
the military struggle against the British authorities, the Irgun and 
Lehi will continue to fight 
 
The leadership of the Resistance Movement consisted of two 
representatives of the Haganah (Yisrael Galili and Moshe 
Sneh), an Irgun representative (Menahem Begin) and a Lehi 
representative (Nathan Yellin-Mor). It held general discussions, 
and the Irgun and Lehi were required to submit all plans of 
action to this body. 

Operations were authorized by the Haganah command, after 
discussions between the senior operations staff: Yitzhak Sadeh 
(Palmach commander), Eitan Livni (Irgun's chief operations 
officer) and Yaakov Eliav (Lehi's chief of operations). Later, 
Eliav withdrew from these meetings and asked Eitan Livni to 
represent him. The Haganah command had the right to veto 
plans on operational, political or other grounds. 

On October 9, 1945, a Palmach unit set out to free by force 
the 208 illegal immigrants detained at the Atlit camp. The 
attackers easily overcame the guards, and the immigrants, 
together with their liberators, escaped to Kibbutz Beit Oren in 
the Carmel Mountain. 

The attack on the Atlit detention camp was the first anti-British 
action of the Palmach, and symbolized the first action of many 
in the coming weeks. 

The first operation of the united front was an attack on the 
national railway network, which came to be known as the 'Night 
of the Trains'. Haganah units sabotaged some 200 points along 
the railway tracks, while a joint unit of the Irgun and the Lehi 
attacked the main railway station at Lydda. 

There was strong reaction in Britain to the 'Night of the 
Trains'. The papers published detailed articles on the acts of 
sabotage and government representatives hastened to 
denounce the operation. The Jewish Agency and the Zionist 
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Executive in London, in a special announcement, expressed 
deep regret at the acts of sabotage, which had occurred in 
Palestine, and stated that:  

 
It is a tragedy that matters in Palestine have come to such a 
pass. The Jewish Agency rejects the use of violence as a 
means of political struggle, but has come to the conclusion that 
its ability to impose restraint has been set a severe test because 
of the continuation of a policy, which the Jews consider to be 
vital to their future.  

 
The Jewish Agency statement does not explicitly approve the 
act, but for the first time implies sympathy for its underlying 
motives. 

There were no more cases of informing against the Irgun and 
Lehi once the óSeasonô ended, but arrests continued. One of the 
victims was Yehoyada, my commanding officer, who was 
replaced in Ramat Gan by Ilan (Shmuel-Shmulik Krushinevsky). 

The united front increased the scope of its military activities, 
and large quantities of weapons and explosives were urgently 
needed. Several 'purchasing' operations were planned, and we 
were assigned the task of preparing new caches to take in the 
booty. No more milk churns; we now had real depots where 
weapons and ammunition of different kinds could be kept. The 
first cache was excavated inside the municipal school, which 
was then under construction near the Ramat Gan police station. 
Since the watchman was a member of the Irgun, we had free 
access to the site and could do as we chose there at night. The 
cache was about two meters in length and breadth, and one 
and a half meters high. It was built of wooden planks (which had 
been specially treated for damp-resistance), and the weapons 
were stored in metal barrels with hermetic seals. There were 
three armorers ï Shmulik, Amos Goldblat (replacing Yosef 
Kinderlerer, who had been arrested) and I, too few for the job. 
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Three more Irgun members were attached to the group and 
together we dug through the night. The excavated soil was 
carried away on a horse-drawn wagon driven by Menahem 
Lurie, who worked during the day and borrowed the wagon at 
night without the knowledge of its owner. Shmulik and Lurie 
were accustomed to physical labor, and did ten times as much 
work as we did. They scorned the weak 'high-school kids' and 
thanks to them the work was completed before dawn.  I crawled 
into bed at 5:00 a.m. and two hours later was obliged to get up 
and go to school. As might be expected, my powers of 
concentration were limited in the extreme, and by the second 
lesson I was unable to keep my bloodshot eyes open. Luckily 
for me, my teacher decided that I was sick, and I went home 
and slept till the evening. 

 We dug a second cache of the same size in one of the Ramat 
Gan orange groves, but it was too risky both because of the 
large amount of soil we had to dispose of and because of the 
time it took to open and re-seal. We searched for a safer place, 
and the solution was provided by one of our sympathizers, 
Yaakov Nordman. Nordman, a teacher in the Ramat Gan 
municipal school, lived in an isolated house on the way to 
Ramat Yitzhak. I went with Shmulik to talk to him, and we found 
that his courtyard was ideally suited to our needs. Nordman 
greeted us cordially, but was not enthusiastic at the idea of 
digging a cache in his courtyard. At first he flatly refused, but 
when we told him that we intended to keep only books and 
propaganda material there, he softened somewhat. We met with 
him several more times and finally Shmulik proposed that we 
use the cache for material which was not required immediately, 
so that we would not need to open it too often. After receiving 
his consent, we decided to do the digging in daylight, to allay 
suspicions. Shmulik and I came one morning in the guise of 
innocent laborers, and dug a large hole in the courtyard. At 
night, we brought the dismantled box and put it in the hole. After 
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the lid had been camouflaged with earth, the cache became an 
indistinguishable part of the garden.  
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ARMS SEIZURE FROM THE BRITISH 
 
The first and most successful armsô raid was directed at the 
military depot at Rosh ha-Ayin. There was an RAF (British 
Royal Air Force) base with a depot of arms and ammunition for 
the aircraft. A young Jewish girl of American origin worked in 
the camp, and she made friends with one of the British 
sergeants. The girl, who lived in Petah Tikva, contacted the 
Irgun and told them that she had learned from her British friend 
that there were large numbers of pistols and submachine-guns 
in the depot. She also reported that the British sergeant was 
willing to cooperate with us. After investigation, we learned that 
she was telling the truth, and began planning a raid on the 
camp. On the scheduled day, two trucks were commandeered 
in the usual way (the drivers were hired for a haulage job, and 
on the way were 'requested' to abandon the vehicles), the 
drivers were detained in an orange grove and after the 
operation had been completed, were released and reimbursed. 
The trucks, found abandoned by the police, were returned to 
their owners after they came to report the theft. The trucks were 
camouflaged to look like British army vehicles, and their civilian 
plates number were replaced by military ones. 

On Friday afternoon, November 22, 1945, (when the soldiers 
were having a food break), two army vehicles, a van and a lorry 
approached the Rosh ha-Ayin camp. Beside the van-driver sat 
Jackson (Eliezer Zemler), who was blond and wearing British 
officer's uniform. He informed the guards in his perfect English 
that he had come to collect some crates from the depot. He 
handed over the necessary papers, together with a permit for 
the 'Arab porters' who were sitting on the truck (these 
documents had been forged with the kind help of the young 
woman who worked in the camp and her sergeant friend). The 
two vehicles passed the check without difficulty, and made 
directly for the depots. After tying up the guard, they burst inside 
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and began to load the sealed crates onto the vehicles. There 
was no time to open them and classify their contents before 
loading them. After completing the loading, the two vehicles left 
the camp and made for an orange grove in Petah Tikva. 

Shmulik, Amos and I had come to Petah Tikva at noon. After 
eating at a local restaurant, we went to the park where we met a 
young woman liaison. After exchanging passwords, we were 
taken to an orange grove where we waited with dozens of other 
fighters, to act as carriers for the precious cargo. 

While we were chatting we heard the sound of vehicle engines 
and there was a sudden onslaught on the 'goods' in the truck. 
The crates were unloaded and piled up among the trees. It was 
strange to see fighters cavorting like children having been given 
a much sought-after toy. After completing the unloading, our 
main task of moving the weapons to Ramat Gan and Tel Aviv 
began (only a small part was buried at Petah Tikva). When the 
commanding officer began to organize the convoy, one of the 
fighters loaded a crate onto his shoulder and said: "Itôs not 
heavy. I can easily carry it by myself." Fortunately, the 
commander was not convinced, and divided us up so that three 
were carrying two crates each.  

We set out on foot in high spirits, but it soon became clear 
that the load was heavy and we could not continue at a rapid 
pace. I was assigned the task of leading the group, which was 
making for Ramat Gan to store the arms in the specially 
prepared caches. The pace became slower, and the convoy lost 
its cohesion. The following day I discovered that the second 
group, which had set out for Tel Aviv, had been luckier than us: 
they had met up with a truck en route, had loaded the crates 
onto it and had marched on unencumbered. We finally reached 
'Sheinkin' (an abandoned packing-house among the orange 
groves of Bnei Brak), exhausted from the march. There Lurie 
awaited us with his wagon, which we loaded while Dvora Kalfus-
Nehushtan handed out sandwiches and beverages. I set out, 
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hungry and thirsty, with Lurie for the cache in the municipal 
school. We passed by the police station, but nobody suspected 
the innocent-looking wagon which was transporting a load 
covered with sacking. 

As soon as the trucks had made their escape from the army 
camp at Rosh ha-Ayin, the chase began. The army immediately 
imposed a curfew on all roads, but nobody dreamed that we 
would convey our booty all the way from Petah Tikva to Ramat 
Gan on foot. We left the crates in the depot, and only after the 
excitement had died down did we examine their contents. They 
included more than seventy Sten guns and a large amount of 
ammunition, three 3" mortars and five Browning heavy machine-
guns. The Sten guns were very convenient for use in 
underground conditions and greatly increased the Irgun's firing 
power. The machineguns on the other hand, were more 
cumbersome. They were stored in Nordman's courtyard and 
taken out only when the War of Independence broke out in 
1948. 

Between actions, the routine life of the underground 
continued. Many young people joined the Irgun and the ranks of 
the Fighting Force were swelled. The pace was increased, and 
every evening we were called on to supply weapons for training. 
One Saturday, one of the units was training with revolvers that I 
had collected from the cache. There were several young 
couples strolling about the grove where the cache was located 
and we had to wait for nightfall in order to retrieve the revolvers.  
I went home and hid the revolvers in the cellar, planning to 
collect them on my return home in the evening. As soon as I 
opened the door, I sensed that something was wrong. Nobody 
spoke to me and the atmosphere was electric. Tentatively I 
went down slowly to the cellar, only to discover that the 
revolvers had vanished. I searched everywhere but found 
nothing. I came upstairs and asked my brother Aryeh if he knew 
what had happened. He replied that our father had found the 
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parcel as soon as I left, but had no idea where he had hidden it. 
After the Saturday evening prayer, I approached my father and 
asked him about the revolvers.  

 
"I threw them into the sewage," he replied.   

 
I was furious and shouted:  

 
"How dare you throw away Jewish arms? Don't you know how 
difficult it is to find weapons and how important it is to us to 
continue the struggle?"  

  
In reply, my father said:  

 
ñHow dare you raise your voice? How dare you act so 
irresponsibly and endanger your whole family? If the police had 
found those guns, they would have arrested your father and 
your brother, and you would have destroyed your whole family." 

 
I had no answer to those justified charges. I was deeply 
ashamed. I sat in silence, not knowing what to do or how to 
explain what had happened to my comrades and commanding 
officer. Nobody spoke. Gradually we calmed down, and my 
father came over to me and said:  

 
"Did you really believe that I would throw away revolvers? I hid 
them in the courtyard and now please get rid of them and never 
bring weapons home again."  

 
I was greatly relieved, apologized and explained that I had to 
wait till it was completely dark outside. An hour later, I took the 
parcel and stood up to leave the house. To my surprise, my 
father came with me, and said: 
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 "I'll go with you because itôs dangerous these days to walk 
about with weapons."  
 
My father's reaction touched me, but I explained to him that I 
was not permitted to take him with me to the cache. I hastened 
to leave and took the revolvers back to their proper hiding place.  
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RAID ON THE ARMY CAMP IN THE 
EXHIBITION GROUNDS 

   
About a month after the successful raid on Rosh ha-Ayin and 
after many delays, the high command of the United Resistance 
finally approved a plan to launch a second raid on the CID 
(Criminal Investigation Department) headquarters in Jerusalem 
and Jaffa. These raids were exploited in order to plan 
confiscation of weapons from the army camp in the Exhibition 
rounds in Tel Aviv. From internal information, we learned that 
there was a stock of weapons in one of the depots, including 
American Thompson machine-guns (the so-called Tommy-gun 
which was widely used in the British armed forces), which we 
preferred to the Stens we were then using. After we had 
checked security arrangements, we decided to break through 
the fence from the Yarkon River side and to take over the base 
from within. 

At the appointed time, the fence was opened with special 
cutters, and the raiding party set out for the central building. Gidi  
the commander of the operation, called on the soldiers through 
a megaphone to  lay down their arms. Several dozen British 
soldiers obeyed the order and surrendered. They were led into 
the central building and held there under guard until the raid 
was completed. Another unit made for the depots, but 
encountered automatic fire from one of the buildings. "Avner" 
(Dov Sternglaz) tried to fling a hand grenade towards the source 
of the shots, but was hit in the jaw in the process. His hand 
grenade exploded and he was seriously injured. Another five 
members of the unit also suffered injuries, but the attackers 
eventually succeeded in silencing the source of gunfire and 
breaking into the depot. To their disappointment, it proved 
empty of weapons, and they were forced to retreat, carrying with 
them their wounded and the few weapons they had taken. Two 
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motorboats were waiting for them, and took them along the 
Yarkon River to the Seven Mills, as far as a small waterfall not 
traversable by boat. 

At the beginning of the evening, all the necessary 
arrangements had been made to receive the fighters and 
weapons at the meeting point. Shmulik assigned me the task of 
preparing several boats which would be used to cross the river 
if necessary. I set out for the site and found a storage shed with 
boats for hire. We broke into the wooden hut and removed the 
boats and oars. Suddenly we heard shouts from across the 
road: "Thieves, thieves."  The watchman in the Yerushalmi rope 
factory had spotted us and intended to inform the police. We 
went into the watchman's hut with cocked revolvers, explained 
who we were and 'recommended' that he avoid interfering. To 
be on the safe side we pulled out the telephone wires. 
Everything was ready for the returning unit. Even Menahem 
Lurie was waiting nearby with his wagon.  

When we heard the motorboats approaching, we raced 
excitedly towards the water, but the sight of so many wounded 
men shocked us. This was the highest number of casualties so 
far in one operation. The wounded men had been treated in the 
boats by Topsy (Malka Yefet), a qualified nurse, and were now 
assisted by Dvora Kalfus-Nehushtan. Avner, who had been 
seriously wounded, was taken first to the apartment of Aliza 
(Litzi) and Moshe Greenberg, who were members of the Irgun, 
and then to Hadassah hospital in Tel Aviv, where he later died. 
The other wounded men were taken to the Peulan hospital in 
Ramat Gan, housed in a building owned by Shalom Shuk-
Halevi, whose daughter Ruth was a member of the Irgun.  

Among the injured was Noah Grizek, wounded in the thigh 
and hospitalised for a lengthy period. I was to meet him three 
months later, when he was my roommate in the Pohovsky 
hospital in Tel Aviv after I too was injured. 
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After the wounded had been evacuated, each of the fighters 
told his story with great emotion, and the noise and excitement 
were great. Suddenly we heard the order 'Attention' and Gidi, 
who towered above us all, lined us up. There was total silence 
as Gidi (Amihai Paglin) explained the withdrawal routes.  
Shmulik and I walked among the rows and loaded the weapons 
into sacks we had prepared in advance. The sacks were then 
loaded onto the wagon to be taken to the cache in the municipal 
school. After handing over the weapons, the fighters dispersed, 
some going to Tel Aviv and others to Petah Tikva. 

As anticipated, a general curfew was imposed the following 
day in Ramat Gan and house-to-house searches were 
conducted. Fortunately, our house was outside the curfew area, 
and the British soldiers reached only as far as Salameh Road, 
which was the muncipal limit of Ramat Gan. When I saw the 
soldiers approaching, I immediately made my escape through 
the back door and headed for the nearby orange groves. 

Several days later, when quiet had been restored, we decided 
to take the weapons out of the cache to clean them, oil them 
and prepare them for the next operation.  Amos Goldblat, 
Menahem Lurie and I prepared to do this together. After 
removing the topsoil and exposing the cache, I climbed down 
and handed the sacks up to Amos, who had remained outside. I 
warned him not to take any of the weapons out of the sacks 
since they could be loaded. As I stood in the cache, I suddenly 
heard the unmistakable sound of a shot. I climbed out; fearing 
that the police had arrived to arrest us, and discovered that one 
of the revolvers had indeed fired. Unfortunately, the bullet had 
hit Amos in the finger and he was in need of proper medical 
treatment. I was afraid that the shot might have been heard in 
the adjacent police station and that someone would be sent to 
investigate, but when several minutes passed without incident, I 
asked Lurie to stand guard whilst I took Amos to the nearest 
first aid station. There we found Naftali Frankel, the duty medic 
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that night who bandaged the finger and suggested Amos be 
treated by a physician. He noted in his register that the wound 
had been caused by a work accident and assured me that he 
could manage without me. I ran back to the cache to help Lurie 
load the sacks onto the wagon and to take the weapons to the 
rented hut. Some time later I learned that Naftali Frankel was in 
fact a member of the Irgun. 
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INTENSIFYING THE STRUGGLE 
 

The underground struggle against the British gained momentum 
and activity became more daring and wider in scope. Initially the 
Irgun had concentrated on attacking centers of civilian 
government and had refrained from hits on army camps, but this 
distinction no longer existed. With all restrictions removed, the 
British armed forces were no longer immune from attack by our 
Fighting Force. 

After the Second World War, the many RAF bases stationed 
throughout the country became targets for underground attack. 
On February 25, 1946, three military airfields were attacked and 
dozens of planes destroyed. 

I spent that night, together with Shmulik and several other 
fighters, in one of the groves between Ramat Gan and Petah 
Tikva. Our role was to await the group, which had set out to 
attack the Lydda airfield, to collect their weapons and treat the 
wounded. At 8:30pm, the appointed time, we heard loud 
explosions, but still did not expect the fighters before midnight. 
An hour later, we heard a rustle and saw a group of people 
approaching. Our first thought was that this was a British 
reconnaissance unit and we immediately hid among the trees, 
weapons ready. When the group was close enough, we heard 
Hebrew being spoken. I went out to meet them and discovered 
that they were Lehi fighters, returning from the raid on the Kfar 
Syrkin airfield. Commanded by Yaakov Granek (known as blond 
Dov), the fighters had reached the airfield in a truck and 
immediately taken up positions. Under cover of fire, the sapper 
unit had broken into the field and rapidly approached the 
aircraft. They laid mines between the wings and bodies of the 
aircraft and beat a rapid retreat.  Eight aircraft went up in flames 
and the action was completed without casualties.  

We congratulated the Lehi fighters and stayed behind to greet 
our own comrades on their return from Lydda. Midnight came 
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but nobody arrived. We continued to wait tensely in the rain, our 
concern growing. At around 4:00am they finally arrived. It 
transpired that the heavy rain and thick mud had slowed their 
progress and they had only reached the Lydda airfield at 
10:00pm. On their way, they had heard the explosions from the 
direction of Kfar Syrkin (seven kilometers away) and anticipated 
that the troops in the camp would be on the alert. The 
commander of the operation "Shimshon" (Dov Cohen, who had 
served in a British army commando unit and was due to be 
demobilized), held a hasty conference, and it was finally 
decided to proceed as planned. The sappers cut the barbed 
wire with their special cutters and broke in. They made their way 
directly to the aircraft, and laid their explosives between the 
wing and the body of the aircraft. When a whistle was blown, 
they detonated the explosives and withdrew. Eleven aircraft 
were destroyed. 

The withdrawal was difficult and took longer than planned. 
The rain had ceased but the soil was saturated and the mud 
hampered progress. The operation ended without casualties, 
apart from Dvora Kalfus' shoe, which disappeared in the mud. 
At Petah Tikva they handed over their weapons to the armorers 
and then continued on foot towards Ramat Gan, meeting us en 
route. As we were about to cross the road linking Petah Tikva 
road with Tel Litvinsky (present-day Tel-Hashomer), we 
encountered a convoy of military vehicles leaving the large 
camp at Tel Litvinsky on its way to impose a curfew on the main 
roads, and on Ramat Gan and Petah Tikva. We lingered in the 
orange grove until the convoy had passed and as soon as the 
road was clear we crossed it at a run and left the scene as fast 
as possible.  

Dawn had broken and we were left with the task of cleaning 
our mud-splattered clothes and shoes before entering town. The 
group made for Dvora's house, on an isolated hill near Ramat 
Yitzhak. The Kalfus family was very active in the Irgun; the older 




