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Almost as hard as it is to imagine a world without cell phones, is to imagine a world with pay 

phones.  Can you think of anything more arcane and antiquated than a pay phone?  Do you 

remember carrying quarters around so that you could use the pay phone, or that automated voice 

that came on to inform you that if you didn’t put more change in the pay phone in the next 30 

seconds that your call would be terminated? Nowadays pay phones are like rare antiques…I 

understand you can actually buy them from antique dealers…you can actually buy the whole 

booth if you want.  In Spain pay phone booths are being used for their wiring and proximity to 

the street as electric car charging stations…pretty clever!  For those of you who visited Israel 

several decades ago, you may remember the asimon, a pay phone token that was used to make 

calls.  Israeli kids today have no idea what an asimon is; nowadays they’re made into cuff links 

or rings.  I remember a specific Israeli pay phone where I made a call to my parents 29 years ago 

this summer.  I was 16 years old at the time; my very first trip to Israel.  I punched in endless 

international codes and numbers to place my call across the 6,000 miles between the Jerusalem 

youth hostel and my parents house in Ohio.  The reason I remember this call so vividly is that the 

pay phone was located right next to an open window, with the most spectacular view of the Old 

City.  The phone cord reached just far enough for me to lean my head out the window as my 

mother answered on the other end.  Mom!  I said, excitedly.  You’re not going to believe what 

I’m staring at right now.  The Old City of Jerusalem!  It’s amazing.  I had so much to tell her, so 

much to describe.  But my mother cut me off, and said, Okay honey.  Stay safe and have a great 

time!  Click.  I think I was mid-sentence, when I heard the dial tone on the phone receiver.  

When I came home six weeks later, I asked my mother why she practically hung up on me when 
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I made that first call after arriving in Jerusalem.  She said, “Well, it was a very expensive phone 

call.  Since I knew you had safely arrived, and I figured you could tell me more about your trip 

when you got home.” 

The truth is, I will never forget that phone call, or looking out that window, or feeling the breeze 

on my face from the Kidron Valley, or most of all the sheer excitement and utter elation that I 

felt as I beheld the site of Yerushlayim Ir Ha’Kodesh, the Holy City of Jerusalem.  Tonight 

begins the youngest holiday on the Jewish calendar.  For a religion that still celebrates holidays 

that are thousands of years old, a brand new holiday doesn’t take root all that often.  For those of 

us who have been to Jerusalem in recent decades it’s hard to imagine the sprawling modern 

metropolis, with beautiful parks, outdoor malls, a light rail, city-wide marathons and parades, 

universities and yeshivot, light shows and festivals as a divided city.  But for the first 19 years of 

Israel’s existence, the eastern part of Jerusalem including the entire Old City was controlled by 

Jordan.  A frightening no-man’s land separated the Jewish and Jordanian parts of the city, and 

any Jews who found themselves on the wrong side of that border were regarded as Jordanian 

prisoners, if, for some reason they were not massacred. When the drum beats of the next Arab-

Israeli war grew louder in 1967, Israel informed the Jordanians that Israel would not attack, if 

Jordan stayed out of the hostilities being stoked by Egypt.  Instead, Jordan’s King Hussein joined 

forces with Egypt and Syria.  The Six Day War, as it is now known, resulted in the dramatic and 

swift removal of all Jordanian forces from Jerusalem as well as other remarkable military 

victories…the Sinai Peninsula, West Bank, Gaza, and Golan Heights all came under Israeli 

control.  No one could have expected it.  When 100,000 Egyptian tanks started rolling toward 

Israel in the Sinai, and the Syrians were shelling northern Israel from the Golan, army chaplains 

were dispatched around Israel to find more cemetery space, more potential burial ground, 
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because it was predicted that Israel would suffer between 50,000-100,000 casualties in the war. 

In the end, there were fewer than 700.  On Shabbat, the second day of Sivan, six days after the 

war began, it was over.  That same day, three thousand years before, the Jewish people arrived at 

Mount Sinai to prepare to receive the Torah.  On that same day, three thousand years before, God 

said to Moses (Ex. 19:4): You have seen with your own eyes asher asiti le’Mitzrayim, what I did 

to the Egyptians, va’esah etchem al kanfei nesharim, ve’avi etchem eilay…how I bore you on 

eagle’s wings and brought you to Me.  When thousands of Jews flocked to the Western Wall a 

few days later on Shavuot, with the City of Jerusalem in Jewish hands for the first time in 2,000 

years, they felt once again that they had been born on eagle’s wings, and that they had been 

rescued from modern Egyptians (not to mention Jordanians and Syrians) by a power even greater 

than their own prodigious army.  

There was another stroke of the prophetic that took place, and is less known to many people, 

Jews and Arabs alike.  When the Israeli paratrooper brigade took control of the Old City, a 

soldier named Arik Achmon climbed on top of the Dome of the Rock, one of the holiest sites in 

the Muslim world, and raised an Israeli flag above the crescent atop the dome.  Seeing this 

through his binoculars from Mount Scopus, the acclaimed Israeli general Moshe Dayan radioed 

and order to Achmon to remove the Israeli flag immediately.  Reflecting on the order many years 

later, Achmon now in his late-80’s said: “We were all in euphoria and only Dayan was thinking 

with a clear head and understood the wider consequences.  Can you imagine what the reaction 

would have been in the Muslim world if a photograph of that had been published? I’m proud that 

we raised the flag, and I’m relieved that we took it down.” 

In that unilateral decision of remarkable religious restraint, the modern day Moses, Moshe 

Dayan, hoped to avoid turning the Six Day War into an international Holy War.  Imagine, the 
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mighty Jewish army of the State of Israel gained control of the Temple Mount, the holiest Jewish 

site in the world, and almost as soon as it was conquered, its keys, so to speak, were handed to 

the Wakf, the Muslim religious authorities to administer for themselves.  You see, unlike Arab 

invaders who burned and destroyed synagogues in Old City, Israel never intended to decimate 

other people’s holy sites.  Churches, mosques, and synagogues alike were made more accessible 

to pilgrims than ever before and remain that way to this day. 

Prime Minister Levi Eshkol also had to deal with 600,000 Arabs now under his control.  Unlike 

his predecessor David Ben Gurion, Eshkol was not a visionary.  He was simple, plain-spoken, 

monotone, bureaucratic.  Six months after the war he acknowledged that there was no rush to 

figure out what to do with this Arab population.  His government entertained various proposals 

and suggestions, but there was nothing conclusive, no plan that was formulated.  Delay was 

chosen over making difficult decisions…a delay whose affects are still very much felt only in 

much greater proportions.  Today, there are 2 million Israeli Arabs, making up 21% of the 

population; another 2.5 million Arabs live in the West Bank, compared to only 800,00 Jews; yet 

another million and a half Arabs crowded into the Gaza Strip.  And though the Six Day War 

ended 52 years ago, sometimes it seems that there is a similar lack of vision among today’s 

Israeli leaders as there was in the Eshkol era.  Delaying, ignoring, avoiding this demographic 

tidal wave or imagining that the Palestinians will just give up, pack their bags, and move 

somewhere else are tactics that will result in more bloodshed not peace.   Remember the Yom 

Kippur War began only six years after 1967.  As Israel goes back to the polls, so soon after they 

voted, I hope you join me in praying for leaders with both courage and vision to challenge the 

status quo, which is only growing more intolerable and dangerous with each passing hour. 
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Even with all the complexities and challenges facing Israel at home and abroad, I am so 

overwhelmingly grateful to Hashem that we live in a time when the weeks between Passover and 

Shavuot are enhanced by the modern holidays of Yom Ha’Atzmaut and Yom 

Yerushalayim…two holidays that celebrate all of the hope and potential of a sovereign, self-

determining Jewish nation.  On Monday, my daughter Mia is graduating from High School and 

she is preparing to spend next year in Jerusalem, learning and living in this city that has been the 

heartbeat of the Jewish people for thousands of years.  How awesome that she will be able to 

study Torah in the very place where we sing ki mitzion teitzei Torah udvar Hashem 

mi’Yerushalayim…the very Jerusalem that radiates Torah and the word of God.  As we celebrate 

the 52nd year of the reunification of the Holy City, I hope you will join me in the words of the 

Psalmist who said: 

Sha’alu sh’lom Yerushalayim, yishlayu ohavaich… 

Pray for the peace of Jerusalem; may those who love you be at peace. 

May there be peace within your ramparts 

Peace in your citadels. 

L’ma’an achai ve’rei’ai 

For the sake of my kin and my friends, 

Adabra na shalom bach 

I pray for your well-being. 

May God bless the city of Jerusalem with peace, and all its inhabitants with lasting joy. 

Amen. 
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