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Eight stories written since Oct, 2023 by Gail Loon-Lustig 

 

1. 18th Oct, 2023 

Biden has just landed which means that I can't drive to visit my mother whose 
retirement home happens to be on the route that was probably closed to traffic this 
morning. 

Never mind.  

I went for a walk instead, first feeding the fish in our communal garden, a task of life 
and death, and then headed to the nearby mall.  

And of course, I went to look for my favourite Bulgarian white cheese that's just salty 
and soft enough to add to the salad for lunch.  

Sounds easier said than done. For the last while, either the cheese or the very 
organized and efficient lady serving there, has been missing from the cheese counter.  

Now, Zehava always asks me what more I want, right after I tell her my first choice. I 
would never have done that with my patients, but who knows, maybe it would have 
helped, rather than being surprised by a list of endless complaints to solve. 

My luck. Just one customer ahead of me. A tall, neat lady ordering cheese. 

Her son came up while we were standing there asking her what else they needed. She 
sent him off to look for red peppers. 

'Not sure you'll find them' I said. 'And if you do, they're ridiculously expensive these 
days..' 

" I hope he does', she said. 'You know who eats them at my place'? 

'Tell me', I replied. 

'My dog - he loves them! Ever heard of that'??' 

Well, I think you and my late grandmother Celia would have had a lot to talk about'., I 
replied 

'Her boxer dog, Henry Higgins, loved bread smeared with butter'!  

Ever heard of that? 

‘Yummy', she said, licking her lips..  

'Bye for now....' 

‘What else’? said Zehava – as serious as ever. 

'Nothing... all ok. Hope your day goes well..' 

How nice to have a different sort of story to tell today..... 
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2. 12th November, 2023 

I am angry that our Government with Netanyahu at its head, ignored the warnings 
years ago (all documented mind you), that Hamas was planning to destroy Israel. Not 
wage war and thereby gain a Palestinian State.  

NO!!- Their aim, plain and simple is to eradicate Israel. 

I am angry that our Army wasn’t there for the citizens of the Gaza Strip when they 
needed them most; the early morning of 7th Oct. 

I am angry that the International Red Cross has done absolutely nothing about insisting 
on checking out the hostages’ conditions. Why not, I ask??  

I am angry that for 10 months now, half the population has been demonstrating 
against the Judicial Reform proposed by the current extreme Right -Wing government. 
The reasons for this are many, but in the main as I see it, this step was condoned by 
Netanyahu, to save himself from the criminal charges against him. He needed the 
Judicial Reform to survive. 

I am angry that our children all over have suffered these past two months; parents are 
taking anti-anxiety medication, hardly sleeping. There is no proper schooling to help 
them get through this time. And this from pre-school, right through. 

And now for the sad bit:  

I am sad when I see the names of fallen soldiers appearing on our News twice a day, 2 
or more at a time. Each and every one a star in his or her own right, fearlessly 
destroying the evil that was about to destroy us. 

I am heartbroken that neighbours of mine lost their eldest grandson two days ago. It 
was probably one of the most traumatic moments ever for me, knocking on their door 
with their son to break the news to them. 

I am unconsolably sad as is everyone thinking about over two hundred hostages being 
kept captive in subhuman conditions without any knowledge of their current situation. 
Their faces stare out at us from every corner of the country. Every face a story, with 
the family behind the photo, not sleeping, completely devastated.  

A totally inhuman reality. 

And yes, according to Kubler- Ross, anger comes before bargaining and bargaining 
before depression and then the final stage of acceptance. 

Well, true , this isn’t exactly a terminal illness for us but right now, it feels like it. 

All I can say is I still hope that the glimmer of light in us all, faint as it is, will steadily 
grow into a blinding one and that with it, we will find the reasons to continue and find 
meaning in this life. 

May the Ten Commandments be our Godly way forward. 

All of us, everywhere. 

Let us pray… 
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3. 25.12.2023 

Seriously speaking, I don't believe that before Oct 7th, I would have written about my 

love of carrots. 

Sure, I occasionally munch on them, love carrot cake (who doesn't), as long as it is 

extra spicy and full of nuts, always make them the base of vegetable soups together 

with celery and onion. Not all that long ago, I discovered a wonderful carrot, rice, 

raisin, and almond recipe that someone's grandmother made only on the High 

Holydays. It's delicious . 

Over the years, I admit to becoming fussy about which carrots I buy. They have to be 

fresh, firm, sweetish and crunchy. In Israel, I learnt that the ones that fit the bill best 

are carrots of 'Dod Moshe'. (Uncle Moses). The packet has the image of a smiling 

farmer wearing a hat and obviously immensely proud of his produce. 

And then on Oct 7th, these carrots completely disappeared from the shelves. What 

remained were so much less tasty and barely edible as far as I was concerned . 

Where had they disappeared to?  you ask. 

Here's the thing... 

The massacre in Gaza by the Hamas terrorists, killed at least 1200 citizens, young and 

old . 

One of this unbelievable number, was Sa'id Moshe, the farmer who for years had been 

growing potatoes, carrots and other vegetables on agricultural land in the south of the 

country. His knowledge, expertise and love of the land were known throughout Israel. 

The vegetables he grew were of the highest standard . 

Sa'id believed in Peace between Palestinians and Israelis, would take supplies of his 

vegetables to Gaza and give them to the citizens there to enjoy. 

Sa'id lived on Nir Oz, one of the kibbutzim that was brutally attacked. He was shot, in 

his 'safe room', early on Saturday morning, after the terrorists broke into his house 

where he lived with Adina his 72-year-old wife. Adina saw her husband bleed to death, 

but was helpless and could not save him. She was then taken on a motor-cycle with 

two terrorists on either side, bare-footed and without her glasses which she needed all 

the time and kept as a hostage in Gaza for almost two months before she was freed. 
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This story is traumatic and devastatingly horrific and each time I went into our fruit 

and veggie guy, I was reminded of it. 

And then, today ! 

I went shopping bearing in mind that soup time is once again back. My routine is to 

start at the parsley, then the onions and celery and that's when I saw it!! A familiar 

packet! I went closer to and yes. there it was! Dod Moshe's carrots back on the shelf ! 

Sa'id Moshe's business has picked up again, the produce is being distributed throughout 

the country just like before . 

I've already made some vegetable soup, read up once again about the story of the 

couple and read that Adina is back with her family after her captivity. 

Nothing will be the same. Her home was burnt down, her husband murdered. Her 

heart is broken  . 

Time will tell what will be here. In the meantime, the end of the year is almost upon 

us. 

It's Xmas today, a holiday that was always on the periphery of my life's experiences. 

And yes, the softness of the day, the joy felt by so many of my friends, is something I 

really do appreciate  . 

This is a story to honour Sa'id Moshe, the smiling guy on the carrot packet. May his 

memory be blessed. 

                                                     

                                                       Dod Moshe's Carrots And Adina His Wife 

 

 

Wartime is definitely not for sissies. 
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4. 24.03.2024 

Almost 6 months later. The date Oct 7th is one that has been mentioned at least as 

many times as Sep 11th -sadly for similar reasons . 

I am only now really feeling and noticing how much that day has touched my very 

being. I feel easily distracted, constantly waiting for better news only to be 

disappointed, even more aware of my surroundings than before, nights of disturbing 

dreams and sadness . 

I know that a life cycle is filled with so many different times, positive, negative, plain 

ordinary, but there is nothing more shocking than living through the brutal attack on 

innocent people, let alone abducting them, denying them their basic rights, and 

torturing them . 

I can only hope for better days when, the tears choked up inside of me, will come 

gushing out as they will to so many others who live on this war-torn piece of land . 

Sending love to all my friends in all languages. 

 

 

 

 

5.12.08.2024 

I am tired 

Of trying to work out why and what 

And how much longer 

It will take before we are able to sit down and sob  

Our tears of salt and anguish 

to the very last drop 

without feeling the need to be strong. 

The marathon has been run 

There are winners and losers 

The final ceremony is over 

Time to move on 

And choose the right path at last 
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6. 8th September, 2024 

At 6 this evening, just over an hour ago I felt stifled by the news and the situation 

here. 

I decided to go for a walk. Our apartment is on the 5th floor. I heard my neighbours on 

the sixth floor open the lift door and in a second I entered. 

'You're both looking dressed for the opera, I ventured. 

‘Well, actually, we're off to a play. Call it what you will, escapism or the like, but we 

just have to get out’. 

And the theatres are always packed. 

‘Good for you’, I said. ‘What I do now is read- from books to magazines and articles 

online in the university library. I sit on my favourite chair and it's hard to budge me’. 

‘I also read’, said my neighbour. ‘Lots’.. 

I went for my walk in the still too humid neighbourhood. Not far from home, I noticed 

2 boxes overflowing with brand new books. Tens of them! 

And of course, I gathered as many as I could to bring home and leave in the lobby 

since most are in Hebrew and not my choice right now. 

And then I saw it! 

'The Fairest Cape!'-a coffee table book with page after page of  photos of my home 

town, the most beautiful place in the world! 

So here I am, having paged through the glossy pages showing off Table Mountain, the  

West Coast, the Overberg... 

I am sit with a huge smile on my face. 

There's definitely a God... 

Will soon begin the 'Kontiki Expedition' adapted for 6th graders that I picked up 

together with my treasure. 
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7. 15.07. 2024 

This weekend I really made an effort to read the Friday newspaper delivered to our 

door. Coffee at my side, as well as my most comfortable chair, were in full support. It 

really shouldn't be such an ordeal after so many years, but truthfully, reading a serious 

paper in Hebrew, is still a challenge. 

Found myself enjoying some very well written articles on a multitude of topics. The 

ones that impressed me were about the state of our apocalyptic world (was even 

tempted to eat some chocolate then -'what the Hell?', I thought.) 

And then, the article about young immigrants to the country from Russia, optimistic 

and pleasant and even one on how many Israelis are returning to the country despite 

all! (Who would believe this?!) 

And then I came upon one which seemed a little strange, but intrigued me 

nevertheless. A secular man getting on in life who was tempted to learn about 

Judaism from an Ultra-Orthodox observer who knocked on his door, requested no 

payment or other favours, but to sit with him once a week and learn about what it 

means to be a Jew . 

Huh, admit very weird . 

How come? Was he looking for someone to convert to religion? OK, he even convinced 

his new student to put a mezuzah on his door and to pay a visit to his family on Purim  

who lived quite a distance away, and see how his 10 kids  all dressed up, celebrated 

the festival. Despite the ultra-poor conditions, our friend felt the warmth and 

friendliness of his teacher and family . 

And so the article continues rather naively. Something missing. And then, after a few 

pages, he addresses the question I’d been wondering about from the beginning. How 

exactly did he come to choose his pupil who lives on the north side of the city ? 

Here it comes ... 

Now! Our religious teacher has a passion for water! Swimming in the sea, in springs, 

pools, wherever and whenever he can, he'll put on his bathing trunks and swim for as 

long as he can. 



8 
 

Just imagine - It would seem really strange and unacceptable to go to Tel Aviv once a 

week by bus and rides with kind souls to swim for a few hours. After all, how could he 

explain this to his wife??  However, if it were for teaching purposes, sharing the joys of 

the Jewish religion with an ignoramus, then surely, he deserved the swim? And so, he 

knocked on doors of apartments near the beach until he found the writer of this 

article! Our student, lived right there, opposite the warm Mediterranean Sea cordoned 

off for the religious, men and women separately. It was the perfect solution. An 

almost win-win arrangement and one that posed no threats to the other  ! 

After this treat, I immediately thought of my grandmother Yetta, whose roots were 

the same as our teacher and how the only time I really saw her happy was when she 

swam in the Indian Ocean off Cape Town in her black swimsuit. She would splash in 

the waves wet her face, speak in Yiddish how wonderful it felt, say a prayer or two 

and come out after what seemed like ages  ! 

It is true that several of Yetta's daughters and grandchildren inherited this love of 

water from her which must have given her a great sense of satisfaction . 

And so there we have it - another Saturday almost over. 

 

 

8. 3rd March, 2025 

This morning on my way to buy some sesame rolls, I popped into the fish-shop. The 

crumbed hake fillets from South Africa were definitely a success a few weeks ago and 

made me think of how I simply adored the fish dishes we had at home all those years 

back. From Janet's fishcakes, Granny Yetta's pickled fish, to Granny Celia's sole 

'fingers' in crumbs, twisted and the best treat after school at her house. 

'Hmm, I 've come to buy some more crumbed hake ', I told the owner who seemed to 

be pretty available and friendly this morning. 

'OK here they are, he said'‘, taking my money at the same time. 

'Now that I'm here, I thought I'd tell you that the last batch of frozen hake from South 

Africa I bought here a few weeks ago wasn't good. Only after I opened the packet, I 

noticed that the expiry date was for a few days' time. The fish didn't look good at all. I 

did bring it over to show you, but the shop was so full I gave up before I even told you 

and threw it away'. 
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"Well, listen, money shouldn't be everything in today's world as it surely has become, 

said Haim'.... 

'Yup, and as they say, you can't take it with you, right?? After all is said and done'. 

'Exactly! Look at my wife's good friend, who went and  died while driving in Ramat Gan 

a few days ago! Such a shock!’ 

And of course we went into the details of how that happened, whether it was simply a 

broken heart or another possible cause. This always happens to me when people tell 

me medical stories- oh well. 

So I'm writing to tell you that I went home with two packets of fish- Now all I have to 

do is think about whose recipe to use for the frozen hake. 

 

¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬¬ 
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