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I decided to fly to Cyprus. The British had consistently
barred correspondents from entering the prison island.
They made no difficulties for me, though I was t}e only
correspondent attached to the United Nations Special
Committee on Palestine to whom they gave a visa. In two
hours, I flew the two hundred miles from Lydda Airport to
Cyprus, My headquarters were the Savoy Hotel in Fama-
gusta, where Morris Laub and Joshua Leibner, the direc-
tors of the ]DC, tl:e American Jewish Joint Distribution
Committee, welcomed me.

With thefi, or with some British officers, I drove each

day to the two camps in which the British detained the

]ews, Caraolos on the edge of the tiny harbor of Fama-

gusta and Xylotimbu, thirty miles away. The Exoihn peo-
ple were to be housed at a third campsite, iust being
cleared.

You had to smell Crrprus to believe it. You had to smell
ttre latrines for twenty thousand people to believe it, and
you didn't believe it. You had to smell the sweat of men
and women as they cooked the food over open stoves and
tho sweat poured into'their pots and pans; you had to
smell the garbage which piled up waiting for the trucks
which didn't come to believe it-and you didnt believe
it. Each evening I left the prison camps and went back to
the Savoy Hotel and showered for an hour, but I could
never wash the smell away.

The American boys had described it well. Cyprus was
a twentieth-century purgatory, a hot hell p{ desert sand
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Z *"r" to go to Cyprus; the baggage labels' the mimeo-

gr-rh* no[s the g'ititt' sailors had passed around on

ih"'rhip, Maior Cardozds reassurance that the families

,"prr"*i in the search tents would be reunited in the

prison camP.
^ 

E'v"rythiog pointed to it, but when the prison yhips lefl

Haifa, they disappeared' The British Army had pleqared

the dock in Famagusta for the ships and they did not

come. Inside the camps in Cyprus' the prisoners cleared

;p;* on the floors of iheir tents to welcome the newcom-

Jrr. So*" hurried to the barbed-wire barrieades and stood

waiting in the heat to cateh the ffrst glimpse of the new

-;i"d. Maybe their relatives were among the Exofuts

p""p*. g,ri u day of waiting stretched to three and

iooi".. And in London there was a total blackout of news'
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People pushed and shoved and clawed in a festering

commotion to get to the spigots. A red-faced $rl iosded a

benarded old man and upset his basin. The old man watched

the hot groturd drink up his ration. A man slapped an

urchin's wrists and the boy threw half a c-upful of water
extravagantly i, his face. A youth shinnied up onto the
tank and pounded it madly, as if he expected a spring to

spurt from under his hand. The tank emptied quickly and

the people moved carefully away with their treasure. The

driver, a blond British corporal who had been standing
silently by with his arms folded, climbed back into his cab

and drove away, with the tank spilling silver &oplets onto

buming gravel road.

Back in a hut, an old woman sipped a little water from

acup. Under a tent fly a young man named Moahe-it was

who had carried the ffve-gallon tin-began to shave,

his razor in a saucer. His wife, Toba, stretched a
and a faded pair of shorts on a board. She sprin-

water on them with a teaspoon and attacked them
a chunk of yellow soap. She worked slowly because

the heat and because she was heavrly pregnant. With
pains she sprinkled the garments again rrith the
rubbed another spot with soap, poued another

of water, and after an hour, she had a fresh bras-

and clean shorts with which to face the desert com-

Moshe had used up all the water in the saucer; he

his razor and put it away. The old woman lay doum

teaspoon

slere
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on a palm mat and fanned herself listlessly with a dirty
handkerchief, pausing now and then to mop the sweat off
her face. A humid, humming silence moved through the

alleys and streets again as the Caraolos camp gave up to
the heat and slipped back into the long coma of waiting.

This was the Crown Colony of Cyprus, in the eastern

Mediterranean. The travel books called it 'Romantic

Cyprus." The Greeks called it 'Love's Island," because

Aphrodite was born of foam off its shores. Here Richard
the Lionhearted was married and Othello wooed Desde-

mona. Here now the !ews, whose erime was that they
wanted to go to Palestfne, Iived in conffnement, without
plumbing or electricity, blistering in the summer sun,

shivering in winter's miserable wetness. Here now we

waited for forty-ffve hundred more JewS from the Exoilus
to.be imprisoned.

The British had established these internment camps

1946 to stop the Jews feeing from the DP cimps of
many on the underground route to Palestine. '?erhaps,"

British officer had said, 'if the illegal ]ewish
realize that they are going to wind up here, they may
be so anxious to crowd aboard their stinking hellships
try to get to Palestine."

Instead the traffic steadily increased. The caique
ma.ch, named after the striking force of the

came from Italy and Greeee with 630 people. The
seth Israel followed with thirty-nine hundred. In
spring of 1947 tbe Thead.or Herzlbrought2640 more.

So c;prus became another
strange modern

station, a kind of suburb, forexodus of the children of fsraelwilderness of postwar Europe
out of

to the so Iong Promised

the
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can be alone."

Yet life went on' In the first year on Cyprus five hun-

dred babies were u"I, *alignt t"'oated weddings took

place. I asked one-of the pregnant women one day how

she could b,i'g 
" "o'td 

i"to 
'f'" 

degradation of this prison'

"Don't yoo tt'o*,;;'ult"ia to m"e' "dorft you }now that

under Hitler, as soon as a ]ewish-worrlan 
was pregnant'

she was buraed? Wo*"o i"' th",propagatort :f ^th:
race and they were'th" o'u' who had to be burned first'

Today every woman who can have a child is deterrrined

to have one' This i' oot arrswer to Hitler' This is how we

keep Israel alive' 'lihis is democracy' that you can have

a child and live''
The children were bom in the ]ewish ward at the Greek

Hospital in Nicosia' without sheets' on blankets that were

rarely changed' ;;"; " 
d" or two thev came back to the

fiison, thei' bodieJ"*"tla with rashes' But the babibs

sunrived. And the tall, kind-faced pediatrician from the
Hadassah Hospital in ]erusalem, Dr. Walter Fallqtold me:
"Until f came here four weeks ago, I believed in science.

Todry I believe only in miracles."
Flies ate their bodies, but the babies survived. Their

barefoot mothers, torn and ragged from the exodus and

the pilgrimage, had little milk in their sagging, unwashed

breasts, but the babies defied every law of bacteriology
and survived.

The American ]DC sent ttrem milk and clothes and fruit
and books, to supplement tle arrry rations which the
British gave them. 'Were not starved here," an old man

told me, 'But we're prisoners behind barbed wire. We
have no identity. Even the DP camps gave us a vestige of
freedom and privacy and an UNRRA card with aname on
it. Here even the streets are nameless, for nameless peo-

ple.' Yet they survived.
*Why do they keep coming then?" a bewfldered British

maior asked me. '\Mhy cant they be patient aud wait in
Gerrrany?" He knew he might as well have asked why a

would dash itself to pieces in a river rapids tryi"g
to get upstream at spawning time.

'Are you British any better than our Nazi iailers?" a

, had screamed at him hatefully one day. The next

; his day off, the maior spent the whole time &iv-
up and down Cyp* searching for shoes to buy up for
children of his camp.

The grimmest joke in Cyprus was a high covered wooden

ffi rlrsrrxaTroN Pal,tsrrNE

Moshe told me of the time he had intruiled into a tent'

looking for a friend' Four wom€n were sitting sn the floor'

trying to sew. U ' lt' 
cortrer' behind the stifling and im-

promptu privacy oian "*y 
blanket' a man and a wile

were seeking love ;;" oiy *"y 9{P*t 
afiorded them'

The women did ;tp"J' u* witq'tireir."y:t t{^tf:
'TVe do not watch; b"i the'e is no place else for us to go'

And in Xylotimbu; i'y a St1'U'l asked Josh Leibner

of tLe JDC if ,h" *'lJ;e hfs kitchen shack that night'

'I am getting *';; tO* aftemooni she said' "and I'd

like to use it to' * honeymoon' It is''Lhe only place we

ing
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bridge which the British hail built for the ]ews over two room built of the space between two Nissen

barbed'-wire barricades in Xylotimbu, so that they could huts with some potato sacking sewn together for a roof

pass from one section of the camP to the other' Tbis some planks nailed together for a table and a bench

quicklY became the refugees' FortY-second Street and tho -sixteen-year-old boys and girls going to school for the

endless. As soon as a rumor ffrst time, learning that one plus one equals two.

pedestrian traffic was

that water was being brought to one Part of the camp, or They looked like no other school children in the world.

that neweomers had arrived, the PeoPle ran up and down There was a hunger for learning, and beneath the hunger
a deep apathy and bitterness. One and one equals two.
They were almost ripe for marriage and children of theirthe overPass to see if the rtlmor lgere true' The ]ews

ironicallY called the
had built a bndge, to prevent
'"Ihe Warsaw Ghetto Bridge."

, o\rrrr. One and one equals two.bridge

In Warsaw, the Nazis too They wore a kind of Cyprus prison uniform, a blouse

the Jews from walking on Aryan streets'
r'sliced on four and shorts, the girls almost all in faded blue, the boys in

They were prisoners whose horizon was
wire, Yet theY khaki. They didn't smile as you entered; they didnt

sides bY vertical poles strung with Pointed
made a erea- greet you; they just sat staring. So another free person

made a li{e for themselves inside hell. TheY
earth had come down to hell to see what purgatory

tive life for themselves. TheY painted and drerr and sewed
like. One and one equals two.

clothes out of tent cloth; theY made chess sets out of stoue;
What'could they make of their lives? Could tley pick

they set. uP little industries' TheY had lemonade
skills and professions? Could they be reclaimed? Could

shoe-rePair shoPs, tailor shoPs, carpentry shops. TheY even

made toYs for their children. They tried to heal their child who had never been inside a house, who had never

memones bY reProducing the death camPs on seen a bathtub, or a fush toilet, who had long forgotten

stone. TheY held exhibitions of their Paintings and his parents looked like before they were burned,

cawings and the work was good enough for an art be normal? One and one equals two.

in New Yotk' Their lives were circumscribed
You walked down the tent streets waiting for news of

horizons were the toPs of tents and concen
Exodus 7947,throwing away tle rumors, and someone

poles, but theY defied the camPs and survived'
had learned patience told you: "In Palestine there are

The children went to sihool from six in the trees and even when there is nothing on them but

until twelve, when it was atnost too hot to survive, bark, they go on living. Remember that." You remem-

One and one equals two.

you saw sixteen-Year-old boys and girls sitting in a

,up
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Each d"y Cypnrs, you question: What did
ur asked one

it mean to be a Iew li"i"g here ln Cypnrs?

It meant standing behind barbed wrre for months, years

perhaps. meant that you hail survived the death camps

and &e death marches, the DP camps, tle tiny ffshing

boats, illegal journeY and the British destroYers. It
the

meant that you had Put one foot on Haifa and the otler

D E s T I N A T I o N P A L E s T N E
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It was the maior who had hunted the shoes who broke

the news to tle children. He called them all together and

solemnly read them the wonderful announcement in a

tense voiee. Their faces were utterly blank. Suddenly he

understood. Th"y knew no English. He dropped the an-

nouncement on the sand. "Look." He waved his hands.
'Shipl" He fashioned a ship in the air. *Gol" He pointed
outside the fence to the sea. "Palestinel" The chfldren
shrieked with ioy. They iumped over the maior. A litde
girl shyly kissed him.

Parties of farewell and rejoicing were held. Peorple gave

the youngsters precious little gifts, a photograph, a small

candlestick, a doily rescued from a death camp, so that
they would have happy memories of Cyprus. In the ex-

citerrent nobody slept. At last, at four o'elock ono morn-
ing, the time came to leave. The children retumed their
army blankets, their tin cups and plates. They stood in a
queue and clambered aboard trucla which carried them
to Famagusta. There were three prison ships. The ffrst
one, the Empire Lifegnrd, had already sailed. Ihe chil-
dren and other adults were taken aboard f[6 lspaining
two transports, the Ernpire Rasf and the Empire Com.fort.

The maior was at the dock. "Good-by, Maior," the chil-
dren sang back at him in their few words of hastily
coached English. "You are good, Major." He waved and
looked away.

As the children climbed the gangway, they sang "Ha-

tikvah," their song of hope. They were moving from the

I

foot on a shipprison to come

pioneers, thought, such asI
here-to QYP*' These were

the world'has never known'

These were people who must ha,ve the most tremendous

faith or the most abiect despair to come, every

minute and every [oot of the way that leads

through Cyprus These are either mad people or L people

with a dream cannot be killed.that

HistorY thought, will somedav write of theso
books, I

people as the greatest horde willinglY to leave

knowing tha some would &e and some would be

knowing
the road

t
knowing ships might be crushed by the British

their

knowing th"y would prisoned rn this purgatorYbe rm'

Cyprus, yet pushing on.

One dav the British made arr announcement' Fivo

clred orphaned children were to go to Palestine at once.

Th"y would be taken ofi monthlY quota of 7fithe

later. The chil&en had asked that an old Hungarian

linist vlho had played &em to sleep every night, by

from orphan hut to another, be allowed to go
olre

British hail
them. "He }S olrr father,' th"y said. The

i
:!

I

said yes.

It

l,l

EuroPo

kilted,
NavY,

of

hrrn'

visas

vrG.

with
wiseIY

l
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Iast suburbs of the exodus into the heart of Palestine. lhe
ships rang wi& shouts and singing. They remained at
anchor long after sunrisg but nobody paid any attention,

There were always drilays. But noon came, and three

o'cloch and still the vessels had not up-anchored. It was

whispered they would sail at sunset. Darkness fell and
they stayed there.

'What's wrong?" somebody shouted. "Why dont wo
go?" The guards said nothing. Two little boys sitting on a

steel staircase began to whimper.
Late in tle evening, an officer appear,gd. *I\e Empfue

Lifeguard," he said, 'tas been sabotaged in Haifa this

morning. No more ships ean enter this month."
The children were led down the gangway again. On the

wharf, the soldiers went through their baggage looking

for bombs. They tore up some of the gifts the people had

given ttem, so that they would have happy memories of
Cyprus. There was'a picture of her mother that a litde grl
had rescued from Ausehwitz. One of the soldiers tore it
into pieces. The little girl put the pieces in her pabn and

walked up and down the wharf, sayrng to everyone: "Can

you help me put my mother together?"

A tired guard snatched the violin from the H
violinist and broke it, looking for a bomb. l1e
knelt and gathered up the splinters of his violin and

climbed mechanically onto a truck wtth the rest.

It wbs nearly midnight now. At the ca:np gates there

was food. Nobody touched it. The childreu walked

cypnus 
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to the gates and sat down outside the camp, refusing to
",,"1:exhausted by the heat, by waiting, by the confusionand the disillusionment.

They were like people who had been to the elechic
chair once and had escaped death and now were coming
back to the chair again. A young girl inside the barbed-wire gates, watching them walk in dragging theirsilence,

observed: "That's the way they wallced to the gaschambers. Theynever screamed. They just walked sflentlnIike dead people.-
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