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Aliyah ]uurnal
By Gila Arnold
Part One
The Arrival

day we made alivah was like & wedding, with
som three hundred guests of honor. There were -

sobbing mothers and grandmothers, smiling
photographers, shouts of mazel tov, music and dancing.
" True, there were also suitcases (lots of them), overtired
children, and a long Aight on an alrplane. SHIL on the
day that we made aliyah, the wedding comparison kept
running through my mind - what better way to describe
a Jew returning to his homeland, and making a lifetime
commitment o it, for bettor or worse? |
In this colamn, | hope to talk about our alivah expe-
rience, both the “before™ and the ongoing saga of “al-
ter” [ want to start by describing those critical moment
in between from when we took off from JFK as citizens
of America and landed in Ben Gurion as Toshavei Eretz
Yisrael, citizens of Israel
Owur b'Nefesh charter flight left New York this
past summer on Ta BAv (July 30), the very day the Jews
in the desert stopped dying as punishment for not want-
ing to enter Eretz Yisrael. The scene in the airport was
emotional as the olim said goodbye to their families. It

was the moment | had been dreading most, although put-
ling things in perspective did help; when my ancesiors,
roughly four generations agno, beft their families o come
to America's shores, their goodbyes were for life. Now,
as | prepared to leave those same American shores, my
goodbyes were only until | would be able to get an leraeli

Cofmimg b0 visit En a fesy romni s ."'u'd:\.*rrﬂir,'lnna, il weas siill
bearful, and U'm sure it wae very podgnant when, as we
were turmning the corner through the terminal gate, my
fouryear-old looked back one last time at the group of
prandparents and greéat-prandparents still waving to see,
as my mother likes o put it “whom he was leaving be-
hind * Of course, at that moment [ was busy looking at
what | was leaving bebind, s o secarity clerk cheerfully
confiscated all my carefully packed tubes of toothpaste
ared hand lotion
+ Onee we boarded the plane, the atmosphere changod

dramatically. It is standard for people to clap as a plane
lands, especially in lsracl. Bot this waos the fiest fight | was
on where people clapped as soon as the plane took of ! The
alr was s charmged with excitoment and anticipation that
it was unbelievable [The air was alio .:h.:rp.rd with ery-
ing bables and shrieking kida but that just added 1o the
exciterment, especially when vou realized the screaming
baby wasn't yours—although the kid who tried running
into the cockpit was mine ) People kept wishing each oth-
er mazel tov and flashing giddy grins at perfect strangers
as we all shared in the encrmity of what we were doing,
Ewven the flight crew joined tn the spinit. The pilot gave us
a special welcome and one of the non-religious Might at-
tendants camwe over alter the men were findshed deoening
shaacharriz b0 ask if he could put on tefillin

The Nefesh b'Nefedh aaff helped us fill out our pa-
perwork, and my husband and kids officially ch.m#u.i
their names to their Hebrew ones. But the paperwark
part of the Hight was surprisingly short. Most of the time
we talked, we ate, and - gasp’ - we even slept. Before we
knew it, the big moment had armved.

1 cannot adequately describe the feeling of landing in
Eretz Yiarae!l for the first time as anofaly, of looking out the

window al the land spread out in all its majesty beneath
you and realizing that now it is traly yours, that you are
about to do what generations of Jews coukd only dream
of and daven for. All the months and months of discus-
sion and doubt. of sweat and anxiety, mell away in that
o moment of absolute danty, when the plane touches
the ground and you know you are home. | only wish |
could have bottled that feeling for the future, to take in
senall doses as the meed arises, because it was oo much
tor abssor all ab once. My husband Meir and | smiled a
vach other; after vears of planning, we had actually done
it. The kids wiggled in excitement as they waitnd 1o pet
off the plane. My husband was wearing b clothes
for thi: ecasion

InE:l.'i o, e wa lkoed off Ehe plamse amnd down the e
to the whir of TV. cameras (the Arst and likely the last
b in iy Difes 1 felt Tike a celdebritvl As our foet bouchid
the Lanel. our family thanked Hashem for giving us the
zrvhus, the privilege, to see this day. Then Meir bent down
and kissed the ground - the ground thal on that very day,
the 16th of Av, began to be treated with some of the hali-
nitss of the shiewiiih vear.

Wakting at the entrance to the airpon were hundreds
of well-wishers singing and clapping and waving Isracli
Hags. | didnt know any of them, gnd mo one hod oo
specifically for me, vet everyone had come for mwe, and fos
the future of our country embodied i coch of the new
immigrants. The excitement was infectious, and we cach
fed of f each othier: we, the tived but ocstatic new ofim, and
they, the oftn of many years, the native bom Isroelis, the
Amenican bvnagers hére on sumemes programs, all of
us laughing and erying and dancing in circles from the
sheer joy of it all, for the ingathering of the exiles taking
plice before our eyes L N



