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How was the news of the deaths conveyed to the parents? A month passed without
their receiving a word and they ran frantically from one city office to another.
When they were finally told, they didn't want to believe it.

Lucy and Yaakov Marnin (Marchevsky) came to Israel as pioneers from Argentina
in 1951. After eight years in Kibbutz Ramat Hashofet they and their two sons
moved to Kiryat Tivon, where a daughter was born to them, now sixteen. The
mother is an English teacher in Migdal Haamek, the father a chemical engineer
doing fieldwork for the Ministry of Agriculture.

The parents reveal an amazing self-control, as does Edith, the widow of Pinchas.
They speak quietly, without emotion and without tears. Itisas if they are
constantly trying to grasp what is beyond their comprehension.

still can't get used to the knowledge that the boys are dead. Every momentך‏"
I expect to hear a knock on the door and see Pinchas coming in to make sure‏
everything's all right, and Yair behind him with his constant smile," says‏
the mother quietly.

The father is silent. He shows us family pictures: the boys skiing during a
visit to relatives in Argentina. '"'We were such a happy family,'! says the mother.

Still, she keeps up. A month after Pinchas was killed, his daughter was born.
His wife Edith is a student in her fourth year at Haifa University. The be-
reaved mother hugs her four-month-old daughter and says, "Who knows, maybe she
is the one who keeps me going..." The name of the infant who came into the
world after the double tragedy is Shachar (Dawn). After the darkness of grief
came this tiny ray of light.

Friends Tell About Yossi and Dan

Yossi and Dan Sapir, two brothers who were born in Kibbutz Gat, fell in the
Yom Kippur War within a period of fifteen hours. Yosse was born in 1952, the
youngest son of Leah and Meir Sapir. He died on Monday October 8 at two o!-
clock in the morning. His brother Dan, who was born in 1939, died that same
day at five o'clock in the afternoon.

Dan, the first son, was sent, in 1949, with a number of the oldest boys from
Kibbutz Gat, to study at Kibbutz Ma'abarot in a group called "Shachaf." With-
in five years he was a leader in the Hashomer Hatzair (Young Guard) movement,
and three years later he was called up into the army. He served in the Golani
force, was a platoon commander in the battle of Tufik and an instructor in a
section commanders'! course of the Golani. In 1960 he was released from the
army and went home. There he became a farmer and at the same time worked as
a youth leader. Four years later he settled down with Tirzah to raise a family
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says that their deeds and exploits will yet be told. Those who knew them know
that there is much to tell--but it is too early. Stories told by her and by
friends are taped, so that when the work is done, a book will appear. "They
tell things that I never knew,'! she says. "And nothing will be left out.'!

Lottie Aharon speaks quietly, her pain controlled. Only her eyes, which glis-
ten more than usual, let fall a hidden tear. '"'I talk about them a lot,'! she
says. "I grieve...I am not made of 120‎ת."

Both sons came back for the war from overseas. One, from his work, and the
other from a trip. By Sunday night, the day after Yom Kippur, she heard from
them. A telephone call direct from Tel Aviv informed her that the boys were .
all right. But unaware that her sons were even in Israel, she exclaimed, "What
is this?! Later she realized that they must have come, and gone immediately
to the army. Indeed, the next day the younger son arrived, and on the fol-
lowing day, the older one.

Names were not mentioned in this conversation.

older and the younger one.
Lottie spoke instead about the

The older son, who was twenty-nine, served in a Shock Commando unit and af-
terwards in a Parachute Commando unit. The younger one also served in à Com-
mando unit after passing an officers' training course with distinction. He
got to his division but couldn't find his own company, and so he went over to
the officers! quarters, and from there to the front, where ''the two of them
took part by chance in the same battle in the breakthrough under Arik 85
command,"

Lottie Aharon was not ready to give out her sons! photographs to the press.
She is not yet able to bear this. The only source of comfort she fimds is in
raising her grandchildren on the kibbutz. She has much to say about our fail-
ures and someday she will have her say.

A kibbutznik who pointed out her home to me said, "'They didn't even have enough
time to sit down for coffee.'! They grabbed their uniforms and set out for
the war. They did not return.


