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Memories of the Mountain
(translation of an article from "Zeman Haifa, 10-12-2010)


A moment following the great Mt. Carmel blaze, poet, Yoram Taharlev, native of kibbutz Yagur, returns to the songs and stories he had experienced close to the Mountain.

Songwriter and poet, Yoram Taharlev, was born in 1938 at kibbutz Yagur where he grew up. Over the years, many of his songs were written with his childhood and youthful experiences in mind having taken place at kibbutz Yagur at the foot of the eastern slope of Mt. Carmel. Taharlev is also the lyric writer of the mythological song, "The Evergreen Mountain". Following the Carmel tragedy, he returned to his boyhood's landscape and pondered the aftermath of the conflagration.

The Evergreen Mountain
"Almost 40 years ago, the kibbutz celebrated its jubilee. In anticipation of the event, I was asked to write an entire celebration program. One of my songs at the performance was "The Evergreen Mountain" that dealt with the kibbutz of my childhood's years. Originally, the song was performed by the kibbutz choir together with singer, Shlomit Aharon".

The Carmel as an icon
"For me, the mountain is an icon. I wrote "The Eagles", which actually discusses this. You can find it on my website under "Childhood Songs". I was written about the disappearance of the eagles from Mt. Carmel with the loss of leadership in Israel in mind.

There were historical events on the mountain, one of which I documented in "The Shadow and the Water of the Well ". It told the story of pre State Illegal Immigrants who were incarcerated in Atlit camp who escaped by way of the mountain to Yagur to hide from the British. Then, no one called it the Carmel but rather the Mountain. Its second peak was called the Bald Mountain for it experienced many fires and, therefore, had few trees and mostly rocks".

Childhood memories
"My childhood's attachment to Mt. Carmel involved great fun but also fear. Various species of trees grew on the Carmel and served as the habitat for various birds and animals, mostly, predators such as jackals, foxes, snakes and mongooses that habitually entered the kibbutz' space. Every year, someone experienced a snake bite. At that time, electricity was not as available as it is today and at night, the mountain was dark and sounds of its animals reached the kibbutz below. Here and there, we even saw a hyena which reminds me of the song I wrote about the hyena from Kfar Yehezkel:

The hyena from Kfar Yehezkel
Laughed in the field at night.
One boy followed, hypnotized, and was devoured".

The song is based on a real story that occurred in the (Yizre'el) Valley but since there were also hyenas on the Carmel, we always experienced the dread of encountering one. And yet, with the fear, there was a great deal of fun. Along the way, we picked wild plants and flowers when it was still permitted to do so. We daily hiked on the Carmel with its splendid views of the Valley.

During the rainy season, there were terrible floods which always swept two or three residential huts on the kibbutz but I wish we had them now instead of the fires.

The Carmel was the center of our life but it also shortened our days by 13 minutes. It reached its peak above Yagur, so, when other communities still enjoyed sunrays, darkness already fell upon the kibbutz."

The Carmel Tragedy
"The agonizing feelings are shared by all. In my opinion, it is because many people died. Identifying with the pain is prevalent throughout Israel and not just among people from the region. 
Because I grew up at the feet of the Carmel, I also know that nature has the ability to rehabilitate itself. I have heard experts say that following a fire, the forest tends to grow back with renewed strength. These are not citrus trees. These are native forest trees, such as oaks and terebinth, which are sturdy with elevated survival capacity. Obviously, they will not regain their former size very quickly but they will grow once more and the mountain will be green again. The Carmel constantly experiences landscape transformations and the children who will grow following the tragedy will not know about "Little Switzerland" that was consumed by the fire. They will not miss its presence in the landscape. However, the damage caused by this fire is a severe blow to anyone who recalls the scenery to which he/she were attached.

The Evergreen Mountain

In the month of Shvat, I opened my eyes,
And glimpsed a little bird above, 
A blue sky and a cloud.
And saw the Evergreen Mountain. 

The Evergreen Mountain, 
I still dream and wish
To inhale your breeze as in days of old;
To lie down in your shadow, Mt. Carmel.

Lightly intoxicated with children's play, 
I chased butterflies and slid down the slope.
And when I sought a hiding place for an innocent heart, 
I escaped to the Evergreen Mountain.

The Evergreen Mountain….

In my youthful years, in my years of love, 
We climbed the mountain, my hand in hers. 
We looked into the distance, towards the future and dreamt
About the Evergreen Mountain.

The Evergreen Mountain….

To the army we went, grown up and perplexed
Out of the war, we returned as brothers.
We carried in our arms a comrade and friend 
And said our farewell by the Evergreen Mountain.

The Evergreen Mountain….

Today, our children are already grown up
While our parents' hair has grown white with the years.
But young we shall be every morning as we look at our brother,
The Evergreen Mountain

