
 

The Linking Trail: Epilogue 

There is no idea more ambitious than one that seeks to shape the face of a place. In 

most cases, great and beautiful as they may be, such ideas will go no further than the 

page. Only few will ultimately be implemented, and the way there, if and when, will 

be a fascinating story in itself. This is the story of The Linking Trail. First, the idea: 

how it was conceived, and how it grew, what preceded what (the garden), what 

followed (the monument, the march). Then, the place, Mount Herzl, modern-day 

Israel’s remembrance site. And finally, what embraces and contains it all: the vast, 

turbulent sea of memory. 

Five years on Mount Herzl, sometimes on foot, at others in my head, and you learn 

something about this mountain – and the city spread out below. Jerusalem, as I see it 

today, is a ship with two immense anchors mooring it to the ground. The Western 

Wall in the heart of the city is the anchor of the mythological, religious memory of 

biblical Israel. And Mount Herzl in the west is the anchor of the Zionist, secular 

memory of present-day Israel. The line between them, between ancient and modern, 

old and new, defines the City of Jerusalem – and the entire Israeli experience. 

Mount Herzl, as I came to know it, is the story of the Jewish people in the modern era, 

an entire history on one mountain: the Zionist vision, the Holocaust, and rebirth. And 

the modern story of return, from exile to statehood. If someone had told me at the turn 

of the millennium that I would be planning a visitors’ trail on Mount Herzl, I would 

have surely thought it was a joke. But that is exactly what happened. And, from the 

moment I set foot on the mountain, the ideas started coming in quick succession – and 

not randomly. In fact, they can be described as rungs on a ladder. It begins with the 

return of the head of the MOD Commemoration Division from Washington DC, from 

Arlington National Cemetery, with a vision for a visitors’ center on Mount Herzl. And 

the visitors’ center leads to ideas for a visitors’ trail. 

Thus, among other things, I find myself in the MIA plot, which leads to thoughts 

about a garden to commemorate Israel’s MIAs. In my search for a site for the garden, 

I climb up to the old observation point near Jabotinsky’s grave, which used to look 

out toward Yad Vashem. This is where the story of The Linking Trail begins. 

Work on the trail leads, among other things, to a study day at Yad Vashem, and a first 

encounter with the phrase “Netzer Acharon” (Last of Kin), which would lead to the 

monument, the memorial book, and the march… In retrospect, it is possible to discern 

the absence of chance. One thing led to the next. 

And perhaps it all starts with an overview of the mountain (an aerial photograph, if 

you will), with the big, panoramic picture. In 2000, Mount Herzl comprised four 

separate sections, each of which was a world unto itself: the Zionist Leaders Plot, the 

military cemetery, the Great Leaders of the Nation Plot, and Yad Vashem. But then, 

from a bird’s-eye view, it is clear that these boundaries are out of place. These four 

sections are, after all, part of one mountain and one collective memory. Memory of a 

historical journey from diaspora to homeland, from vision to state, and from 

Holocaust to rebirth. That being the case, then why not connect them? Why not unite 

them into one memorial site? 

The Visitors Trail connected the military cemetery and the Zionist Leaders Plot for 

the first time. It was the first step in solving the puzzle, in connecting the pieces to 

form the complete picture. The trail connecting Yad Vashem and Mount Herzl was 



the next step, from which there was no turning back. And finally, the Netzer Acharon 

Memorial for the Last of Kin, which gave it all the final seal of approval. 

The most tempting aspect of this story is the opportunity to break boundaries from the 

past. To erase old, arbitrary separation lines, and strive for the whole. When this kind 

of opportunity falls into your lap, you can take a step back – or you can leap at the 

chance. I chose the latter. And from there, to ideas. But even the best idea is worthless 

unless you find a way to implement it, to turn a thought into reality. And this journey 

will be just as fascinating as the idea itself. 

In January 2005, I retired from the MOD – and there was still a great deal left to be 

done: turn the march into a tradition, into an annual event, and promote the 

educational guide (The Linking Trail Kit), which would be completed a few days 

before the second march (May 2005), and which focuses on stations along the trail, 

and the charged encounter between sabras (native Israelis), overseas recruits, 

immigrants, and Holocaust survivors. Thus, the preparation process for the march 

would serve as an examination of how we accept the different and the other. 

Which leaves work on the book itself. After long months of treading water, I decided 

to enlist Noam and his “didactic team.” It was a turning point, and from then on, we 

were on the right track. The Netzer Acharon memorial book was published just before 

Holocaust Memorial Day 2008, five years after we began. Its publication concluded 

the fourth and final part of what began as The Linking Trail, and continued to a 

monument and a march. Now I could finally take a step back and take a deep breath… 
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