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Chapter One

The Big Quarrel    

J onathan was angry, “how I wish I was never born; I wish there 

wasn’t a family by the name of Gold in the world! What a 

family! Where is the gold in gold; you are more like tin, and you are 

timid and cowardly! Yes! That’s what you are, weaklings!” 
“Be quiet Jonathan! Very shortly I will not be able to control 

myself, and then things will only get worse, “his father answered.  
“You are bitter and behaving badly! Shame on you! You don’t even 
have an ounce of respect for your parents!”

“Respect? Why should I have respect?” Jonathan raised his 
voice, as tears of anger and grief welled in his throat. “All my life 
you raised me to love my country, the homeland, as you called it, 
and now you are tossing it all, and wishing to leave, to emigrate, to 
escape!”

“We did not say we intend to leave,” Nachtze, Jonathan’s father 
hastened to correct his son, as he was trying with all his might to 



6

To Return Come What May

calm down the conversation and make peace. “It doesn’t matter 
what you say. It’s what you do that matters. Anyone who sells 
everything here and goes to America doesn’t do so just to spend 
two weeks on the beach! Don’t tell me lies.”

“No one says we are going to just travel or have a good time.” 
Jonathan’s mother Tirza intervened, attempting to calm him. ”All 
we intend to do is stay there for a few years, and then, God willing, 
we will happily return and start our lives here anew.”

“Nonsense, absolute nonsense!” Jonathan continued, “That’s 
what everyone says. We’ll earn some money, then a little bit more 
money, and a little bit more, and the story will never end. As if all 
you need in life is money. Better you should go live on a Kibbutz, 
and then you will not need money at all!”

“Enough! It’s over!” Nachtze exploded; his voice roaring like a 
thunder in the room. You have never even earned a single penny in 
your life, and you preach to your parents, who worked hard all their 
lives to raise and educate you. Eyes should not see such things, and 
ears should never hear words like that said by a son to his parents. 
Shame on you! What a disgrace!”

”You should really feel sorry for yourself that you have such 
a son!” Jonathan said, feeling as if a tiny demon urged him to 
continue to confront his parents. “And me,” he added, “It is a pity 
that I have parents like you!”

His father could no longer contain himself. In an instant, and 
flushed with anger he sprang from his place, and tried to slap 
his rude son’s face to teach him proper manners. Jonathan, who 
was faster than his dad, sprang like a panther, directly toward a 
window facing him, and before anyone knew what was happening, 
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he stood on the window sill and sneered slowly: “One more step, 
Dad, and I will jump from the fourth floor to the pavement below.” 
His father stood frozen in his place, as if struck by lightning. His 
mother, turned white and her knees gave way. Her breath nearly 
vanished from fear and horror.

Just at that moment, as if to add to the mayhem, Sarale, 
Jonathan’s five year old sister, entered the room, and when she 
saw her brother standing on the window sill, she ran toward him 
joyously calling: “Me too, Yonchi (Jonathan’s nickname), me too!” 

“What’s with you?” Nachtze yelled angrily, and completely 
confused. “Climbing out the window? Who climbs out of windows 
on the fourth floor?”

“Yonchi does” insisted Sarale.
”Yonchi? Yonchi what on earth are you doing on the window sill? 

Get down immediately, at once!” the father called out for Sarale to 
hear, and perhaps, hopefully for Jonathan to listen to. ”Have you 
nothing else to do besides climbing out of windows?” 

For a moment, Jonathan thought the matter over and he jumped 
off of the window sill. He loved Sarale, his little sister, greatly, and 
did not wish for her to climb on the window and fall, God forbid.

How he was going to explain to her what he was doing up there 
in the first place was a whole other matter. She doesn’t understand, 
that they are about to leave the country and are going to live in a 
foreign land, in the Diaspora, where they don’t speak Hebrew.

And since she does not understand, she is happily and eagerly 
awaiting the grand trip that was promised to her. Yonchi would 
have been excited also, had he been her age. But he is not, and 
that is why he so deeply grasps and understands the meaning of 



8

To Return Come What May

the journey. He understands it all too well. If only he could annul 
such a decree.

Slowly, with his head lowered, and his face down, he moved 
across the room. All eyes on were on him, and no one said a thing. 
Sarale understood that the moment called for silence, and she held 
back and did not run toward her older brother to try to cheer him 
up. Silently, he stepped outside, heading towards the stairwell.

His mother was left stunned by the bitter argument, the likes 
of which has never occurred in the Gold family home. She felt as 
if something has been severed in the family; just like a ship during 
a storm, whose precious cargo is tossed around and is possibly 
broken into pieces. There was no doubt that she and her husband 
did not anticipate that the step which they chose to take, after 
much deliberation, would affect their son in such a way. Had they 
been able to predict all that would transpire; if they had only 
understand how deep his sadness would be, and to what an extent 
this decision would shake his world and depress him; perhaps they 
would have thought it over. Maybe they would have cancelled, or 
at least delayed the decision to leave the country.

 But it was too late now. Too late. Within 10 days they were 
destined to take their suitcases, get into a taxi and rush to Ben 
Gurion airport, and fly in an El Al plane to New York in America. 
They already had their tickets.  Their blacksmith shop has already 
been closed.  Everything has been written, signed and sealed 
legally, and there was no longer any room for regrets or retreat. 
The Gold families life in Israel was about to end and they were 
about to begin a new chapter.
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Jonathan or Yonchi, to his friends, went slowly down the stairs 
and headed towards the Mount Carmel. His family’s apartment 
was in a complex close to the mountain, in the Eliezer a suburb of 
Haifa. The mountain was very much loved by him and his friends 
and he went there frequently. Yonchi knew every step along 
the mountain’s slope that faced his neighborhood. For many 
years he and his friends found hidden shelters amongst the Ella 
shrubs, which covered its slopes, playing games of hide and seek. 
That’s where they went on Saturday evenings for neighborhood 
bonfires, and that is where the youth movement, they belonged 
to, gatherings often took place. 

In  moments, when all your soul desires is to be apart from the 
rest of the world, to be alone, without anyone noticing you, or 
listening to your every breath, there was no better place than this 
beloved mountain, and  the endless hidden places in rocky alcoves, 
or under the sheltering tree branches it provided.

And so, Jonathan found himself climbing hidden trails, which he 
knew as closely as he did the palm of his hand, heading upwards. 
Slowly he trekked and continued higher up the mountain. With 
time, the long neighborhood building grew smaller and its flat tar 
covered roof took on the soft hues of the sunset hour.

The red sun was nestled on the horizon, above the vast sea. 
And the sea was calm during the autumn twilight hour, as its 
waves rolled gently towards the beach that stretched along his 
neighborhood.
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Jonathan and his friends spent many hours on this golden beach. 
For as long as he could remember, including this very moment, 
he was always attracted to the sea. There was so much magic 
contained in the sea that is so close, and yet is so far at the same 
time. So many times they longingly watched the ships leaving the 
Haifa port’s gates heading on to long voyages, and they longed 
to find themselves upon their decks, sailing towards distant and 
mysterious lands. And now, even though he is not on a ship, he is 
about to sail far away to an unknown distant places. In ten days, 
only ten days, he will cast one last look towards the mountain, the 
neighborhood, and the sea, possible never to see them again. How 
can that be so? 

No! No, it cannot be! Impossible! It was clear to him, as clear as 
his own name, Jonathan that he lives in Haifa, and that someday, 
he will return here, come what may!

With, or without his parents; this is his place, and this is where 
he belongs. And no force in the world could permanently uproot 
him from this place. 

Walking slowly amidst the shrubs, his feet left the trail, and with 
the darkness creeping up the slope, he headed aimlessly up the 
mountain. His heart was heavy, and his eyes were covered with a 
thin veil of tears. 

Just before the mountain disappeared into the darkness, 
Jonathan found a white boulder next to a wide canopied carob 
tree. He turned towards it and sat down, facing the sea. The street 
lights have already on and the ships turned on their lights, which 
reflected upon the water, creating mesmerizing, dancing strokes 
of blue and silver atop the soft waves. 
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How beautiful Haifa is, along its bay in the early hours of the 
evening. Its abundance of lights spread before an onlooker, cast, 
as if by the hand of an artist, a vast field of glow framed by the sea 
and bay. 

Jonathan spent 14 years, less two months in this beautiful city. 
He lived here since he came to the world, in December 1958.  And 
now, against his will, and without any say in the matter, he is about 
to be pulled away from the landscape that is so very dear to him, to 
be placed far away, to New York, a foreign and hurried urban land. 

What, if anything, does New York mean to him? What does 
New York mean to his parents? So what if they have an aunt over 
there who can help? He doesn’t know her or remember her.  So 
what if it’s not easy here in Israel? So what if Dad is fed up with the 
old blacksmith shop, and the new Ford pickup, and the apartment 
in the suburb that got them into so much debt that they were 
drowning. So what if the income tax here eats away all profits, the 
cost of living keeps rising, and that Dad works more and earns less. 
Or that the people are not like they used to be so that you can no 
longer trust them, and that not all Israeli’s are friends? So what 
if the buses are crowded, and one is afraid to leave the house at 
night for fear of thieves, and one is scared on the street because of 
muggers. So what? Is that a reason to escape to America? And who 
promises that things will be different in America?

 “Different,” thought Yonchi to himself, and smiled a sorrowful 
smile filled with sadness. “For me, it will be different, no more 
neighborhood friends. No more youth movement, and no more 
Hamutal, my dear camp counselor from the Kibbutz. No more 
Carmel mountain and no more sea. No more Hebrew and no more 
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land of Israel.”
Jonathan sat on the white boulder, bent over with his eyes 

focused on the distant, grey expanse. The lights of the city and sea 
danced in front of his tear bathed eyes. He would not even wipe 
them. Large and warm, the tears rolled gently down his cheeks, 
and fell one by one on his bare knees.  

Only 10 days remained until he would head into the unknown. 
Only 10 days, only...

 


