NEXT YEAR  IN  JERUSALEM

` I`ve come to you to have some rest on Sabbath, not to talk politics `, said Jacob, who was not pleased that the hostess would not let them have some wine before making arrangements about going back to the Holy Land.

` This is not politics, Jacob `, the hostess answered. ` It`s the matter of our survial.`

` Who has now threatened us again? ` Jacob asked loudly.

` Noone at the moment, but one should think about the future. Do you know how far America is from our ancient homeland? `

` You mean if we do not set off  now, who knows if we`ll ever get there `, Jacob did not like this topic of conversation at all.

` One thing isn`t clear to me, though `, the hostess spoke again, ` why you end up the prayer for  Pesah every year with the words: Next year in Jerusalem.`

` With due respect, I`ve been there twice already! `

` And why have you come back then, when you`ve reached your destination? `

` I can as well wait for the Messiah here `, Jacob was trying to drive out of the hostess` hand the last trump card.

` And what if he doesn`t come...`, the hostess quickly put her hand over her mouth.

` I don`t want to move every now and then `, Sarah joined in, while her husband Moshe scratched  the back of his ear, ` Kids are getting on well at school and if we went there, we would all have to learn Hebrew first.`

` I hear English is spoken there a great deal, and as far as I know you can read the Torah in the original without any problem `, Moshe said.

` I can read it, but I have no idea what I`ve read. You don`t think they speak like that in everyday life, do you? ` Sarah shook her head doubtfully.` After all, you are a successful businessman, so what would you do in Jerusalem? `

` How have you settled the problem with the Tax Revenue Office? ` David took the chance to ask Moshe. ` I hope you won`t end up in jail? `

` I think we should all leave for Jerusalem together `, the hostess suggested again, when she saw the expression on Sarah`s face.

` Are you going to give us something to eat, so we can open that wine? ` Jacob was impatient.

` Now you`ve reminded me. That`s the advantage of living in Israel. The food is kosher and you don`t always have to keep your eyes wide open when you buy something in supermarkets.`

` And why do you buy in supermarkets when Isaac has a shop round the corner `, the hostess` husband could not see what the problem was.

` It`s easy for you to say so when you don`t provide for the house. And do you know what prices are like at Isaac`s? As if he transported goods to his shop on camels...`

` You`re exaggerating! ` her husband interrupted her.

`...and then puts up prices, as if he were selling some tourust attractions `, the hostess wouldn`t give in.

` I won`t go to Jerusalem because of  kosher food `, Jacob was insistent. ` Do you know how much food they have there which is not kosher? They have more pork there than here! `

` The Arabs don`t eat pork either `, the hostess claimed that it was not true.

` And what do you think Russian Jews had been eating before they got permission to move out of their Mother Russia?! Do you think they`ve changed their menu overnight? `

` You, Abraham, are the oldest among us, what do you say about my proposal? `

` I`ve got five more years until my retirement. I wouldn`t go anywhere where I`d be a social welfare case. To tell you the truth, I`ve heard that they don`t accept reformists in Israel  and  I wouldn`t want to live there illegally.`

` Israel is a democratic country! We`ll all agree how to live together.`

` Those from there keep dividing us even here all the time, can you imagine what it`s like there`, Abraham was not in the mood  for any further discussion.

` And what do you, Moshe, think about it all? ` the hostess lowered he voice, sensing that she was slowly losing the battle.

` I`m for it right away, but I wonder: if we all went to Israel, who would send us money from America? `

` It never occured to me `, said the hostess, handing the corkscrew to Jacob to open the bottle of wine.

` Next year in Jerusalem! `, they all raised their glasses high to drink a toast to the forthcoming holiday. 

Dear reader,

Any similarity to real events is intentional. I am not writing a science fiction novel, so that you might think I am writing about  people and events on some other planet.

Do you think I have been writing about you?

You are mistaken there. I would be a reporter and not a writer if my imagination did not write the way it felt like, and not the way we really behaved in life.

Let us make things quite clear. All the characters and events are fictitious.

Until my next book, faithfully yours, Author.   
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