Nof Israeli Airborne School. Our instructors looked
very young to us, but all had over 50 jumps. The next
day was the land jump at Palmachim and water sur-
vival school at the Naval Commandos’ Special Boat
Detachment at the Ashdod Navy base for the water
jumpers. As a Navy Veteran myself, I felt at home in
and around the water and was impressed with the pro-
fessional instruction and attention that was given.

The next morning we traveled to the Negev to visit
the grave site of David Ben Gurion, followed by a jeep
ride in the desert and a traditional lunch in a Bedouin
tent. That night we all mustered in our best military at-
tire to attend the memorial service in Ashkelon. During

_theservice, photos of all the war dead from the city

from 1948 on were projected on two large screens. It
was a very moving tribute.

The following day we traveled to Jerusalem,
stopping to pay our respects to the Tank Corps at
their memorial at Latrun. Since this was the Day of
Remembrance
(Israeli Memorial
Day), at noon all
the air raid sirens
in the country
sounded at once
for a moment of
silence. It was an
especially moving
moment for me as |
am the Chaplain of
the JWV Department of Rhode Island and was by the
Kotel at the time. We then all gathered at the site of the
Ammunition Hill battle site where a wreath was laid in
honor of all the young paratroopers who died liberat-
ing the old city so that we can now pray at the Wall
once again.

That evening we all paraded in uniform for
the start of Independence Day. [ will never forget
the crowd chanting “USA, USA, and USA” when
we passed in review with our banner that read

&=

“Ashkelon you are not alone.”

The next day we rose before dawn and were
transported to Tel Nof where we drew our parachutes
and equipment. Under the watchful eyes of the instruc-
tors we donned our kit and waited on the tarmac for
our “ride.” A little after 9 AM, two C-130s pulled up,
and soon it was “wheels up.” Our instructor reminded
us that this was not a combat jump, so that, when we
stood in the door, we should “enjoy the view” until she
tapped us on the shoulder (the signal to jump). When it
was my turn, the view was tremendous—blue sky, blue
Mediterranean Sea filled with the ships of the Israeli
Navy coming to meet me; [ was 007 for the day.

My chute opened without any problems. I was
picked up and with very little fanfare whisked to the
shore in front of what seemed like the entire town
of Ashkelon in attendance. Champagne flowed and
people cheered in a celebration that I will never forget.

That night we all received our Israeli jump wings
at a party attended by the IDF staff that had made this
all possible. Thank you IDF! Thank you International
Airborne Society! Thank you City of Ashkelon! Next
year I hope to return to jump again with the friends
that [ have made.

HAPPY 60" BIRTHDAY, ISRAEL!
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