
Jerusalem to Eilat … Cycling through the Breaking Heart of Israel 
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 A few weeks later Keith and I were in a very short line to go through customs 

at the El Al counter in Boston. We were asked a few very basic questions by the 

lovely security agent. Keith and I have long since aged out of the threat 

demographic of crazy Nihilists, so the profiling of us now was clearly under the 

category of “nice middle aged American Jews” We were directed right through, 

and onto the plane. 

 I seem to be drawn to Israel in times of danger. Not because I am a thrill 

seeker or so brave. I am honestly neither. But rather because I am a firm believer 

that the message of the media can always be counted on to be wrong. Let’s be 

charitable and not say that they lie, but rather that they know that fear sells. And 

they like to sell it hard. 



 So, with the prevailing message being that only unhinged people would go to 

Israel now, I knew that I was the target market. I firmly believed that it would be 

safe and honestly, the fact that we wouldn’t be waiting in any lines didn’t hurt 

either. 

 The last time I had been in Israel was in 2004 with my ex-wife. This was 

during the Intifada, when they were blowing up buses all over the country. I 

remembered roaming the country, eating hummus and drinking wine, completely 

relaxed and comfortable. Only when I got back to my hotel room and turned on 

CNN did I get scared. 

 I remember going to a little nightclub in Tel-Aviv with my ex-wife. She was 

looking super cute with her tiny little purse smaller than the palm of your hand. As 

we were walking in the security guard sitting on a chair and looking bored stopped 

us. 

 “I need to check your bag,” he said to her. 

  “Oh yes, of course, excuse me, I’m so sorry,” she stammered, fumbling for 

her bag to present to him.  

 “What are you nuts?” he said, “I’m just kidding!” as he waived us both in.   

 This was the amazing and resilient nation of Israel under siege in 2004 and I 

hoped that, 20 years later, it would be the same, but I knew that this was something 

much worse. I worried. I wondered if this was different. My heart went out to those 

who were dealing with this new and potentially game changing menace 

 For the next week, my brother explored this incredible country. We cycled the 

150 miles or so from Jerusalem to Eilat with ease. A simple but thrilling Israeli 

breakfast buffet with aromas of spices, whether at a five-star hotel in Jerusalem or 

a kibbutz in the Negev, is always one of my favorites. We of course saw the 

greatest hits of Jerusalem and Tel-Aviv, but we also drank wine and ate goat organ 

meat (all Kosher) with the Moroccan restaurateur in Beersheva, beheld 600-

million-year-old rock formations in Mitzpe Ramon and enjoyed fine art on display 

at Kibbutz Neot Smadar, in the heart of the Negev. On top of all of this, I was able 

to do my normal mental health protocol, which generally involves pushing my 

body to the limit in the pursuit of athletic glory. The buttery smooth roads of Israel, 

with their undulating climbs under the potent sun with hot, dry desert wind 

whipping past my ears. provided the perfect chance to let it rip! 



 Towards sunset in the desert, with my body still pulsating from the thrill of 

the ride and the warm breeze sweeping across the reds and browns of the Negev, 

all those months of heavy thoughts and debates with my father seemed to melt 

away with every sip of that cold beer. It struck me that while we may wrestle with 

complex issues, sometimes all it takes is a little adventure to remind us of the 

beauty in life and our shared humanity.  

 “Who knew cycling through Israel would be the ultimate therapy?” I laughed, 

feeling lighter.  

 Keith grinned, “Next time, let’s do a tandem bike! That way, if we get lost, 

we can blame each other!”  

 We both burst into laughter, imagining the chaos of two grown men trying to 

navigate the winding roads of the Negev on a tandem bike. As we watched the sun 

dip below the horizon, painting the sky in hues of orange and pink, I realized that 

despite the challenges, we were still here, still thriving, and still able to find joy in 

the little things. I couldn’t help but 

think maybe, just maybe, this was the 

new mindset I had been searching 

for—not just for Israel, but for life 

itself: embracing the complexity, 

celebrating the beauty, and always 

finding time for a good laugh. 

 After all Israel’s heart was still 

strong. Israel’s heart was not breaking. 

It was my mine that was breaking. My 

connection with Israel, as an American 

Jew, was powerful. Israel would 

live.  I’m glad I came to see that for 

myself. Am Yisrael Chai indeed!   

 

 

 


