Main Street, Israel

T(‘cming, tumultuous Tel-Aviv is the throbbing heart
of Isracl, but the pulsating artery of this mushrooming

metroplis is the two mile stretch of main street called
Allenby Road.

This tree-lined throughfare, the hub of Isracli com-
mercial and social life, bears the name of Viscount
Edmund Henry Allenby, the celebrated British gencral
who ended the six hundred vear Turkish rule over
Palestine in 1917,

Beginning at the blue Mediterranean shore, the
street winds its heavily trafficked way up a gradual in-
cline passing the old Knesset or Parliament Building,
through the main Second of November Square, past the
great white-domed synagogue until it finally reaches its
explosive climax at a bustling, five-cornered intersec-
tion that scatters the animated activity and motley
movement of the street into diverse directjons. Along
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its colorful route, Allenby Road bisects a score of
streets whose blue signs proclaim in three languages
—Hebrew, Arabic, and English—the names of heroic
figures in Jewish history . . . Bialik, Rothschild, Monte-
fiore, Lord Samucl, Ben Yehudah.

Only a leisurely, browsing stroller can cateh all the
multiple elements that make up this heterogeneaus little
country and its encrgetic people who move along Allen-
by from daybreak until midnight. But the one rarity,
except on Sabbath days, is just such a leisurely, brows-
ing pedestrian. Evervone seems kcenly intent on a
serious mission, and even the tourists are swept along
in the turbulent stream. In Isracl a tourist seldom re-
mains apart as a mere onlooker. With the easy friend-
liness that prevails, he soon finds himself getting deeply
interested in the problems of Israel’s struggle, and he
discovers that he shares in the spirit of hope and




Liry. Axp LeTTEns Sertenmer-Octonen, 1954

patience and determination.

Tel-Aviv, founded less than fifty years Ago As a
suburb of ancient Jaffa, has sprouted from infancy to
manhood with such amazing rapidity that the widening

of its principal thoroughfares became an impossible
task. The city suffers, as a result, from chronic traffic
congestion and poor vehicular circulation.

The bookshops on Allenby carrv abundant stacks
of ull the familiar American magnzines. The Europenn
editions of the New York Times nnd New Yorl: Herall
T'ribune are available a day or two after publication in
Paris. Even Yiddish language newspapers printed i
New York are on sale. Bookstore windows displav

Mid-day traffic on Allenby can consist of ANy means
of transport from a baby donkey to a 1954 luxury bus.
Bicvceles, cars, motorcycles, silver buses, trucks and
taxis of every Europcan and American manufacture
arc strung out in an endless procession causing in-
somnia or nightmares to the city's whitesleeved traffic

police. Only recently have traffic signal lights relieved
the situation at some busy intersections.

Allenby has a conglomerate mixture of European,
American, and Middle Eastern atmosphere. In the
tradition of European cities from Amsterdam to
Athens, are dozens of outdoor “sitzung” cafes. Here
businessmen, tradesmen, and “luftmenschen” (commis-
sion merchants without an office) gather. While they
negotiate and transact in confidential conclave, other
less commercially minded individuals casually pore over

well-thumbed magazines and sip glasses of tea for
hours on end.

Musicians, artists, and actors congregate at their
own special cafes at definite hours to exchange pro-
fessional news, cultural views, and the more mundane
subject of where to find work.

The restaurants on Allenby are as varied as the
national origins of the passersby. There are strictly
kosher, as well as non-kosher places. More exotic estab-
lishments specialize in shashlik, shish-kcbab, and the
whole gamut of Oricntal and Arabic cuisine. Snack
bars for a quick beer and a sandwich are evervwhere

. and then there are “faloffel” stands.

“I'nloffel” 1s by far the most popular between menl
“nosh”. Not only because of its relishing taste, but this

food fills up the spare stomach spaces, and costs very
little in a land where food is still rationed and prices
arc high. “Faloffel” i1s a round, envelope-shaped breal
(called “pitah’) in which are placed a couple of tasty
balls of ground beans cooked n o1l Some ('|m|)|)c«| vege-
tables-——cabbage, tomatocs, pickles, or peppers—are
added, and a dash of hot sauce gives it a zesty send-off.
This modern manna is washed down with a “gnzoz"—
a national drink concocted of fruit svrup and seltzer.

The American influence on Allenby is unmistakable.
First of all, one seces American films plaving to packel
houses. However, the overflowing audiences are not
necessarily a glowing tribute to Hollywood. The truth
is there are not enough theatres in Tel-Aviv to mect
the public’s craving for entertainment, so that tickets
often have to be purchased days in advance.

The popularity of ice-cream parlors and soda foun-
tains is reminiscent of Main Street, U.S. A. Familiar
names like ““American Ice Cream Parlor” and “Brook-
lyn Ice Cream” hang in front of places where you can
drool over Broadway variety sundaes, milk-shakes, and
ice-cream sodas.

copies of U. S. best-sellers, of alluringly covered pocket

size reprints, and Hebrew translations of American
classics.

The Middle ILastern influence is, of course. the most
dominant. Despite the coolness of the older brothers in
the Middle Eastern family of nations, Israel, like bibli-
cal Joseph, remains a vital though alienated member.
Although Isracl 1s eventually expected to exert a stimu-
lating influence in this aren, chnnges in this part of the
world have previously come less frequently than centur-
les. DBut the essentinl Middle LEastern character of
Isracl 1s everywhere in evidence on Allenby Road.

Bronzed, white-bearded Jews 1in toga-like dress sit
ceasclessly intoning pravers on synagogue steps . . .
bootblacks tatoo rhvthins with shoe brushes on or-
nately decorated shoeshine boxes . . .. tall, swarthy
Arabs in white “kafliveli” lieaddress toy with strings
of black beads . . . women wearing richly embroidered
blouses and tinkling filigree earrings bargain briskly
with sidewalk vendors . . . musicinns, plaintive Singcr\.
and invalids beg alms in an Oriental Bazaar atmos-

phere. All of these sights are the familiar citvséape
in the lands between the Nile and the Euphrates.

Saturday brings the greater part of Tel-Aviv's
populace to Allenby Road for their customary promen-
ade to the seafront. Hundreds of fiercelv-mustached
servicemen on week-end leave brush shoulders with
fresh-faced boys and girls from the kibbutzim who have
come to wvisit their city kin. Pale, aesthetic, religious

students stroll in long, black kaftans, their wide-brim-
med hats perched over curled ringlets.

If vou happen to be a student of ethnology, you can
hnve a field day watching the throngs on the Sabbath.
There are honey-colored girls from Iraq . . . tall, black-
curly haired men from Persin and Bokhara . . . rusty
brown youths from the Casablunea Ghetto . . . blonde.
freckle-faces from Northern Furope . . . tiny-featured
Yemenites of fragile frame . . . refined, sun-baked vis-
ages from Bombay and Calcutta . . . and native born
“sabras” who have secn no othier land but Israel. The
sabras walk proudly, with an air of “big-brother”
toward the more recently returned children of Abra-
ham.

As the hour of one o'clock approaches on Saturdan
afternoon, the crowds begin to thin out and the folk-
hend homeward for the big meal of the week. The tradi-

tional siesta nap follows. Only then does Allenby Roal
take on a strangely quict air.

The sun blazes at its zenith. Except for a few restuu-
rants and cafes, all the businesses are bolted shut.
Strect traffic is down to an occasional car or taxi. The
six-day toilers with a land to build are resting indoors.

and “Shabbat Shalom”—Saturday peace—has come to
Israel.




