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This book is dedicated to all the soliders of the brigade, those 
who fell, those who were injured, and those, though not 
mentioned in this book, who fought on tirelessly. 
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Prologue

I’m driving in my car alone, thinking, and without noticing I almost 
pass the settlement of Rosh Pina on the way to the Golan Heights.
Before the bypass route was asphalted, this wouldn’t have 

happened. The main road passed through the settlement, next to 
the police station and the Egged Bus station, and wound its way 
around the beautiful eucalyptus-lined avenue. That’s how it was 
when the tanks of my brigade crossed this road, on their way to 
the Golan Heights twenty-five years ago, in the early morning 
hours of October 7th, 1973.
It’s now October 1998, and I’m on my way to a memorial ceremony 

for the armored brigade I commanded in the Yom Kippur War. 
Ceremony? Perhaps it would be better to call it a memorial which 
takes places every year by the brigade’s monument above Nafah 
Junction in the Golan Heights. Throughout the years, this meeting 
has become an experience that none of us would ever dare to miss, 
not the bereaved family members, parents, widows, brothers and 
sisters, nor the commanders and fighters. The war created a special 
closeness which has not waned with the years, a warm relationship 
with the families of the fallen, who continue to arrive with their 
now-adult children, who have become parents themselves.
However, my feelings this time as I travel are not the same as in 

previous years. This isn’t because a quarter-century is some kind 
of landmark or period of time that must take on a more momentous 
character. No, the reason is completely different. This time I’ve 
been plagued with a heavy sense of discomfort to accompany my 
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reunion with the families. How will they greet me after all the 
attempts to blacken my name in the media? What will they say to 
Ori Orr “the racist,” as the media has so cynically and maliciously 
portrayed me?
At Mahanayim Junction, I turn right, in the direction of the Bnot 

Ya’akov Bridge. Coming toward the Golan Heights, I slow down. I 
still have time. There is no need to rush. My thoughts blend with 
my memories, all coming to me like fast-moving waves, flashbacks 
without any order. Alone, with no one to interrupt me, I cast a 
glance to my left and I see the beautiful avocado groves of Kibbutz 
Gadot and the gate at the entrance to the farm. We lived here 
for five years, Yael and I, when I served at various posts in the 
Northern Command. Our children, Amit and Ayelet, integrated 
well with the other children, and here, too, our daughter Tamar 
was born.
That was after the war, in 1974, when I received the command 

of the active-duty 7th Brigade, based in the Golan Heights. We 
decided to relocate the family nearer to the brigade so that I could 
spend more time both at home and on base. And so we moved from 
the city of Holon to Kibbutz Gadot. They received us warmly and 
good-naturedly. It took time for our kids to get used to living in 
the children’s quarters, still the norm on the kibbutz, but after a 
short integration period, we felt at home. Yael was involved with 
teaching, our children mingled with the other kids in the farmyard, 
and it was good for the whole family.
I drive down the Bnot Ya’akov Bridge that crosses the Jordan 

River. My ears recalled the noise of the obsolete tanks of our 
brigade trying to brake on the descent. The brakes shriek, the old 
gears grind, and I ask myself how many of these tanks will reach 
the top to hold off the approaching Syrian tanks throughout the 
Golan Heights. The difference is that now, I’m not in my command 
half-track, among my tanks—but alone in my simple car, driving 
nimbly, no screeching or grinding.
Once again, a frightening discomfort overwhelms me as I prepare 

for the get-together with the families of my fallen soldiers. 
The Tanami family, the mother and sister of Zechariah, of 
blessed memory, lovingly embrace me every year. Would they be 



11Ori Orr

influenced by the slanderous accusations? Would they be reluctant 
to approach the commanding officer of their son and brother 
because he is a so-called racist? Had they been living under a 
mistaken impression until now? The newspapers write that Ori Orr 
hates Mizrahi Jews and mocks them…
My thoughts irk me and refuse to leave my head. What would 

the widows Roni, Ronit, and Bracha—who make the yearly effort 
to come with their children—be thinking? Would they continue to 
come to the reunion with such devotion? Would they believe that 
I was the same person whom they loved to meet, and not the man 
about whom his “friends” in his Knesset faction told their most 
terrible libel?
I remember myself in a command half-track, passing the Upper 

Customs House and seeing Tzatzki (Haim Hotzav of blessed 
memory), whom I knew from my active-duty service. In slow 
motion, my memory sees a strong man sitting on his company 
commander tank, at the side of the road with a small cross bar in 
his hand and the transmission open. Busy with releasing a stuck 
gear in the old gearbox, he signals to me—“Don’t worry, brigade 
commander, I’ll fix it right away, and we’ll be on our way.” He 
kept his promise, arrived at his destination, and was killed in 
action against the Syrian tanks, but not before he had managed to 
destroy some of them.
Soon I would meet Levi, Pazit, Danon, Srol, Rami, and many 

others. I’ve no fears regarding them. They would receive me with 
broad smiles, as always. In the last few weeks, they had been 
with me all the way, phoning, writing, sending faxes, and doing 
everything they could to stop the surging provocation. They were 
with me then, and they had not left me alone in this latest battle.
I approach the Nafah Junction, the base of the 188th Brigade, 

where the monument in memory of those we lost stands. It was 
in this place that I stopped my column of tanks and met with the 
commander of the division, Raful, alongside his command vehicle. 
“I’m happy that you came. Quickly move and take position at the 
entrance to Kuneitra. There is no one there,” he told me.
At that point, the toughest days of my life began. True, I had 

commanded a reconnaissance company of the 7th Brigade in the 
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Six-Day War that participated in difficult battles, and I filled 
the role of battalion commander in the War of Attrition at the 
Suez Canal. However, nothing was as difficult as the test I had to 
withstand in the first days of the Yom Kippur War. I remember 
the reserve brigade equipped with obsolete tanks, which I had only 
received a few weeks before, whose crews I didn’t even know. We 
were tasked with the mission of stopping the Syrian advance in 
the central region of the Golan Heights.
But suddenly, another thought sneaks into my mind: Were the 

days of July and August, 1998, not as terrible as those first days of 
the Yom Kippur War?
How can one compare? I rebuke myself. In the saga involving only 

me, no one was killed; there were no screams of burn victims being 
rescued from their flaming tanks, no battles of arms against arms. 
At the end of the day, my soul was damaged. That’s all…
And nevertheless, I continue thinking along the same cynical 

lines. What do they care about a broken spirit? Lo and behold, 
they believe a general has no soul to begin with, all the more so, a 
general elected to the Knesset!

Ori, I know what you went through during the Yom Kippur War 
and the pressures you withstood. I’m sure that you will also be able 
to withstand the pressures of this hearing.
—Ehud Barak

I read the note, placed it in my pocket, and confirmed its contents 
to Ehud by nodding my head. I didn’t say a word—I just looked at 
those delivering the speeches.
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Chapter 1 
Soft Landing

The airplane stopped circling, slowly leveled off, and readied itself for 
landing. Cloudless, clear skies, the late July sun burning brightly—not 
exactly a typical day in the northern United States. We’re coming 
back home!
Yael and I relaxed in our seats, fastened our safety belts, and very 

gradually the thought entered our minds that an entire year had 
passed. It had been a year of being together, the first time abroad at 
an advanced armored corps course in the United States. It had also 
been the first year since our wedding that I was in civilian clothes 
for longer than I was in uniform. We had sent the two children, Amit 
and Ayelet, back to Israel with friends three weeks before so that we 
could travel on our own and celebrate the end of such a calm and good 
year.
“What are you thinking? How the children are passing the time 

without us? It’s the first time for them without their mommy and 
daddy. Certainly they’re quite used to being without Daddy, but 
without Mommy—that’s new.”
The truth was that my thoughts were somewhere else entirely. This 

was the first time since the Six-Day War that I didn’t know what I 
was going to do the next morning. For six years, I had been on the 
border, in the field. I had been a commander of a reconnaissance unit 
in the Six-Day War. An operations directorate brigadier and battalion 
commander during the War of Attrition, a commander of an armored 
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officers’ course, and now, July 1973, all that I knew was that I was on 
my way home.



About two weeks before completing the course, I visited Motta 
Gur, the military attaché in Washington. I was glad to meet Amos 
Yaron from the paratrooper unit who was with him, and who had 
just arrived in the US to start a course that was running parallel to 
mine at the school for military infantry.
Motta, in his usual manner, greeted us graciously with his broad 

smile, despite the fact that he was a veteran general while we were 
young lieutenant colonels.
We sat together in a Chinese restaurant chatting about what was 

happening in the army. As expected, Amos and Motta were much 
more up-to-date than I was, since I had arrived in Washington after 
living in Fort Knox, Kentucky for a year. Amos was armed with 
fresh information, while Motta was in daily contact with Israel.
Motta told us that plans were in the works to reduce the permanent 

forces by two, maybe even three units and to decrease the number 
of reserve units. The army had grown significantly since the Six-
Day War, and under the present security situation, it did not appear 
warranted to maintain such a large military, he explained.
From my point of view, the most important information that 

Motta gave me was about the appointment of Shmulik Gorodish 
to the position of CO of the Southern Command. Obviously, this 
didn’t prevent Motta from adding a few comments about his 
unique character. He raised the question of whether the excellent 
achievements of the 7th Brigade in the Six-Day War were due to 
“Gorodish discipline,” or perhaps they were attained despite the 
especially tough discipline. One understood that he tended to 
believe the second option was more likely.
 From here we began to gossip, as is the norm when officers 

chat. Amos told me, “I heard a rumor that for your last post as 
lieutenant colonel, you’ll be assigned the position of deputy brigade 
commander to Col. Avigdor ‘Yanush’ Ben Gal (commander of the 
7th Armored Brigade at that time). After that you will be given the 
rank of colonel and you will be next in line to take over from him.”
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I was very happy that they considered me a candidate for the 
position of commander of the 7th Brigade. On the other hand, I 
certainly didn’t want to be anyone’s deputy, and definitely not 
Yanush’s. Granted we were related, but I felt that we could not 
work together. Although Yanush was a brilliant officer, he was 
known for his unstable temperament and, at times, it was difficult 
to predict his reactions.
Obviously, I yearned for the rank of colonel, but after sober 

reflection, I knew that I was still young, at least according to the 
criteria of that time. I understood that I would have to fill yet 
another position as a lieutenant colonel, but I preferred to be 
operations directorate divisional officer, deputy assistant chief of 
staff for operations, or something similar.



Yael glanced in my direction and then let slip, as if to herself, 
“As usual, you’re not listening to me and you’re thinking about 
something that you consider important.”
“Right,” I admitted, “but it’s not only important to me, it’s 

important to all of us. I don’t know what I’m going to do tomorrow 
morning.”
“I really didn’t want to return immediately to the situation we were 

in before we left. I hoped it would be better at home, at least for the 
first few months after coming home,” Yael said.
We looked at each other. We didn’t need to add a word. As the 

commander of a battalion during the War of Attrition, based at the 
(Suez) Canal and the Jordan Valley, I was home only once every two 
weeks. At times, I would come for a quick visit during the night in 
the middle of the week. Most Saturdays, Yael was alone with the 
children. The shelling and injured troops, the interrupted telephone 
calls, returning from the border, the strenuous training and so 
forth—everything suddenly comes back to me. The tension and the 
constant fear made the last year abroad fade away from us.
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It was July 1967 (exactly six years have passed since then. It’s as if 
it were yesterday): The hospital in Beersheba hosted me a month 
after the war’s end. An Egyptian bullet had gone into my leg. I 
asked them not to tell Yael until after the operation. I knew what 
she had gone through during the war. When I took command of the 
commando unit, we had relocated to Beersheba, far away from her 
parents and friends, and so during all the build-up and all the days 
of the war she was alone with the baby.
Fortunately, the procedure was not complicated; after they took 

out the bullet from my thigh, I phoned home. Yael heard my voice 
and asked in surprise, “How can I hear you so well from the Canal?” 
I quickly described the wound. There was a silent pause, and then 
Yael said, “At least you’ll be closer and I’ll know precisely where 
you are.”



Yael tried to shift her seating position in her squashed chair, while 
I became more and more restless. Maybe I was a bit too complacent 
this whole year. Perhaps a few months ago I should have written in 
with questions, should have shown an interest in one of the vacant 
positions, or at least expressed my wishes. Instead, for a full year 
I cut myself off because Yael and I wanted quiet. Possibly, it was 
a mistake to rely on the decisions and views dating to before the 
journey. Now, just before the beginning of a new school year, 
we were arriving back in Israel with two children, without knowing 
where they would study or where we would live.
We’re adults, we knew how to cope, but the children, after a year 

of being disconnected from the country, would find it difficult 
to get used to their new place, especially since they had almost 
forgotten the old place.
Yael opened half an eye, “I see that you’re not relaxed and 

fidgeting in your seat.”
I shared my thoughts with her and I admitted that I had possibly 

made a mistake, leaving us in great uncertainty at the last minute.
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Yael, practical as always, said: “First thing we will go back to the 
apartment in Holon, where all of us can organize ourselves. In the 
worst-case scenario you will have to travel long distances, but even 
if you come home less often, the children and I will be back in a 
comfortable and familiar environment, and that’s also important.”
The plane began its descent. Through the windows, we could 

clearly see our familiar summer sun. After a year of many colors, 
mainly green and soft-gold light, we come back to the intensity of 
sunbeams and deep-yellow sand, the trademark of home.
As we disembarked, I notice Shmulik Gorodish standing alongside 

the airplane ramp, accompanied by Benny, his long-standing 
bureau chief. I thought that probably someone important was flying 
in business class whom the new CO of the Southern Command 
had come to greet. But no: Shmulik, who had come especially to 
greet me upon my return, squeezed my hand warmly, hugged Yael 
affectionately, smiled and said, “Welcome back.”

Shmulik Gorodish... We had navigated a long and difficult road 
together until we’d reached this moment in which the “terrible” 
general would greet me with such affection after returning from 
a year of study abroad.



Our association began with a serious argument. Shmuel “Shmulik 
Gorodish” Gonen had just begun as commander of the 7th Brigade 
and I was a captain taking command over the brigade’s elite unit.
Shmulik, in his uncompromising way, imposed fearsome 

discipline, based on punctilious rules given to the unit covering 
every detail, small and large alike, pertaining to daily routine as 
well as to training and combat orders. There were clear definitions 
of one’s rights and duties as a soldier. Anyone who breached the 
rules would be court-martialed, punished with a fine, confinement, 
or imprisonment. If he was a commander, he’d face the risk of 
dismissal.
 A sense of fear, insecurity, and blind obedience filled the majority 

of the commanders in that brigade at that time. Nonetheless, it 
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must be acknowledged that alongside these feelings, pride was 
taken in the achievements of the unit, in the minimal traffic 
accidents and training accidents, in the uniforms, and in the 
outstanding order among the units, relative to the rest of the IDF.
We got off on the wrong foot. My hair was longer than what 

was acceptable as far as Shmulik was concerned, and I was too 
independent for his taste. After close to two years in my position 
as operational unit commander for the War over the Water, General 
Yisrael “Talik” Tal, commander of the armored corps, recommended 
that I be appointed as the commander of the elite unit. Shmulik 
agreed, but didn’t consider me to be his own appointment.
Then our first clash occurred.
It was during an officers’ meeting, in the office of the brigade 

commander, about two months into my job as head of the elite 
unit. All the meetings opened with reports from the “spies” — the 
name we gave the non-commissioned officers — headed by an 
old major who would conduct surprise inspections of the brigade 
units night and day, scrutinizing their daily routine, and then at 
the meeting would surprise all of us by giving a report. The major 
reported: “From the elite unit, during sunrise roll call, Sergeant 
Haim Fenichol was one minute late taking the soldiers out for 
morning exercise, and at the morning roll call, Second Lieutenant 
Amos Ayalon stood with his hands in his pockets.”
Shmulik Gorodish looked at me, stopped for a second, and 

interjected, “Sergeant Haim Fenichol and Second Lieutenant Amos 
Ayalon will be dismissed from the reconnaissance unit, effective 
immediately.”
I looked around me. I was the youngest commander at the table, 

a mere captain. All the others sitting next to me were battalion 
commanders, brigade staff officers, lieutenant colonels, and 
veteran majors. You could have cut the tension with a knife (which 
Gorodish would occasionally play with during the meeting).
I took a deep breath, and quietly said, “If they are dismissed I will 

no longer command the Reconnaissance Company.”
Gorodish looked straight into my eyes and said, “It isn’t your 

decision.”
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“You’re right,” I said, “let’s go to Talik.”
Gorodish proved that he was wise. “I understand,” he said, “let’s 

discuss this after the meeting.”
At the end of the meeting, I stood in the waiting room. It was the 

day before the New Year, Rosh Hashana, quite late in the day, and 
Yael was waiting for me in Beersheba, with Amit, who was then a 
year old, expecting me to arrive with the jeep and take them north 
to be with the family there.
In the late afternoon, I had a face-to-face conversation with 

Gorodish. It was no repeat of the showdown earlier in the day at 
the officers’ meeting. He lectured me about discipline and I made 
it clear to him that I was solely responsible for the company, and 
I would not allow my commanders to be so brutally dismissed. I 
assured him that he would still be proud of the unit. Gorodish thus 
reversed his decision, and no one was dismissed.
Sergeant Haim Fenichol was killed in the Six-Day War at the 

Rafiah Junction, and received a posthumous medal from the Chief 
of Staff for rescuing a vehicle from a minefield while still wounded. 
Amos proved to be a brilliant commander of the Reconnaissance 
Company in battle.



This was the beginning of a period of creativity, training, and 
mutual admiration. The trust between us received an important 
boost during the Samoa operations in November 1966. This was 
the first active operation for the 7th Brigade under Shmulik’s 
command.
Shmulik was very tense and restless, needlessly raising his voice 

at times even into the two-way radio. It was a very dark night. 
The elite unit was navigating and leading the brigade from the 
Beersheba District to Mount Hebron. The brigade force needed 
to get themselves in position by dawn, approximately five in the 
morning, with some of them continuing with the paratroopers in 
the direction of Samoa, while the rest, including Gorodish, headed 
to the Madpeh Police Station and a few other destinations.
Our progress was very slow. The force was traveling in pitch black. 
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At that time, there was no night-vision gear. It was just us with 
Elite Jeeps driving with blacked-out lights. The platoon commander 
navigating the mission was Second Lieutenant Amos Ayalon, 
memorable for his role in the dismissal that never happened,” and 
me in the jeep behind him. It was already well after midnight and I 
could sense on the two-way radio that the brigade commander was 
not at ease. Though he was distinguished by his amazing technical 
abilities and knowledge of tanks, Shmulik suffered from very poor 
eyesight. He wore glasses with thick lenses and had difficulty 
reading, especially at night, the maps delineating the area.
 Around four in the morning, I heard on the two-way radio 

“Everyone stop! FIVE—answer me!” FIVE was the code word for 
the unit that we used on the two-way radio. Using the map in the 
dark, I headed back very slowly, quietly climbing onto the half-
track that served as Shmulik’s command headquarters. Yanush, 
the operational branch officer, stood at his side, and both of them 
were tense. “Where are we? When will we get there?” Gorodish 
grumbled.
I laid out the map and, with a blacked-out flashlight and a black 

pencil, I marked the exact place and added, “At ten minutes to five, 
we will reach the destination.” Shmulik looked at me and muttered 
through pursed lips, “Forward!”
At 4:45 AM, in complete darkness, the brigade force reached 

the area where everyone was positioned. We settled in with the 
jeeps behind the positions and popped open the box of canned 
beef jerky.



It was that night of the Samoa operation that solidified the trust 
between Col. Gorodish, the brigade commander who instilled fear 
in everyone, and me -- a trust that turned into a friendship during 
the battles of the Six-Day War and thereafter.
And now, upon landing, Shmulik took us in his car from the plane 

to a room in the airport, and as the door opened the whole family 
was there waiting for us. Amit, Ayelet, my parents, my brother, 
and my sisters all were waiting for us. This was the first time 


