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Every year, on Independence Day, far away from the fireworks and the celebrations and the parades, there is a gathering in Western Galilee. It is the anniversary of the convoy destroyed there on March 28, 1948, in which forty-seven Haganah people were killed.





One of the survivors, Rivka Gershon, describes the event. The details are engraved in her memory;  retelling it her face reflects the desperation of that dreadful night.





Kibbutz Yehiam was, like the rest of Western Galilee, under siege. Supplies were short and the defenders of the settlements were running out of ammunition. A convoy was planned to be led by Ben Ami Pachter, aged twenty two, but the date had to be postponed as word reached that many enemy troops were deployed along the route. A week later, seven trucks, loaded with supplies and personnel, set off from Kiryat Haim.





Rivka recalls. “We were near Kabri, going very slowly because obstacles in the way had to be cleared, when suddenly on both sides of the road the bushes exploded with bullets. Ben Ami was in the lead car. He stuck his head out of the window and shouted to those behind that it was an ambush and that they should get out anyway they could. He had no time to say more. A bullet hit him in the head and the car, with his body and others who were wounded, reached Yehiam shortly afterwards.”





Rivka’s truck was the fifth in line and the driver tried to force the vehicle up a small track which he thought led out of the line of fire. But all their tires had been punctured and driving was out of the question. The noise of gunfire and yelling was very close. Rivka discovered that she had been wounded. A ricochet had torn a strip of skin off her scalp and blood was running into her eye. Her leg had been hurt too, but she was still able to move.





The group tried to figure out how they could get to safety. Several of them were badly hurt and could only be saved by immersing their bodies in a nearby stream, with their heads in the reeds to wait till medical help could reach them. A small party went cautiously ahead, in what they hoped was the right direction. ýRivka, with two companions, also wounded, followed slowly.





Rivka and one of the boys crawled and dragged their way through the tall grass and over stones. Several times they hid in holes in the ground. They were afraid to cry out, desperately readying their precious Sten guns, which they had not relinquished. Darkness helped their progress a little as Rivka was slightly familiar with the terrain and they could stand up without fear of being seen.





Ragged and exhausted finally they came to the outskirts of Naharia. The moment Rivka heard a voice in Hebrew inquiring who was there, she fainted, to wake up in a hospital. Her companion also survived and ten of the sixteen from her truck eventually found their way back or were rescued. Of the forty-seven killed, all were between the ages of sixteen and twenty-two. Yehiam held out in spite of everything and the siege was lifted in May 1948.
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