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Diary: September
to December 2005

Waco, Texas, September 3

As the tragedy in New Orleans continuesto un-
fold, | think back to thetime | spent working there
in the 1970s. | worked at Hope House in New
Orleanswith agroup of Catholic nunswho lived
in the St. Thomas Projects near the famous and
wedthy Garden Digtrict. My job - barely paid! -
was to teach Black history to the women of the
proed, dl of whom were AfricanrAmeicen. Thee
women were mostly illiterate and ignorant of the
higory of thar oamn people | gooke to them about
their history and often read to them the works of
famous African-American writers. For many of
the women, history was limited to their own ex-
perience of share-cropping, discrimination, wel-
fae pdice ad physcd and psyddogcd abuse
To seeabroader arc to their own experiencewas
liberating. It gpoke to them of a future different then
the present.

New Orleanswas beautiful and | used towalk for
miles enjoying the housing and landscapes that
changed street by street. The variety of neighbor-
hoods seemed endless. But working with the poor,
| realized that the tourist veneer wasjust that - a
veneer. New Orleanswas poor, very poor and it
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notes from the present

Marc Ellis

August 29. Hurricane
Katrina strikesthe South
of the United Sates,
destroying New Orleans.
As of August 30,
hundreds of deaths and
over a million refugees
arereported: because
the levees protecting the
atyhavegvenway, 8%

of itisunder six meters
of water.

August 31, Baghdad.
Unfounded rumoursabout
the presence of suicide
attackers spread panic
among Shiite pilgrims
crowding a bridge. The
bearingwallsgvewayand
hundreds of peoplefall
inotheTigris whileathers
aretroddenon: over eight
hundred die.

September 2, from*“ La
Repubblica”: “ The
federd agencyinvalvedin
rescuing the victims has
suspended operations for



veneer. New Orleans was poor, very poor and it
wes dfficut for me to s the posshility of denge
in the near future.

| wasright and the scenesfrom New Orleansthis
week simply reinforce the impression that three
decades later the situation has changed little. As
New Orleans disappeared under water, theworld
saw what | had witnessed years earlier.

Isit only New Orleans? When | worked in Atlanta
at Emmaus House, | witnessed more or lessthe
same poverty, again primarily among African-
Americans. When | was asked to organize people
from the newly-built projects on the outskirts of
Atlanta to protest injustice, | felt like | wasin a
smies of concentration camps where the poor were
housed, schooled and | eft to fend for themselves.
They wereto disappear from society. The affluent
did not have to see or interact with them in any
way.

Theworld dhanges Theworld doesn't dhange

New Orleansis a challenge to the conscience of
contemporary Amaica but dso to our higory. Can
we dedl with the now if we don’t aso deal with
the past?

When | came to New Orleans | was young and
shared the energy of my youth with the women
of St. Thomas Projects. Were they betrayed by
America? Did | betray them?

Paris, September 3

It must have been last June: one fine day, on the
covered porch at the entranceto thelocal library,
first an old mattress appeared, then a quilt with
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the moment since the
Stuation in New Orleans
has been judged ‘too
dangerous'. Over 5,000
agashaveben dverted
from rescue operations
and are being used
against looters. Snce
yesterday they have been
shooting on sight.”

MaddalenaChataignier

Duingthenight bewen
September 3 and 4,



first an old mattress appeared, then a quilt with
dightly faded colours, and stretched out between
the two aman who, probably feding inspired by
the place he had chosen as hisresidence, attracted
the attention of passers-by reading poetry aoud.
A paper cup, placed discreetly in acorner nextto
the door, was a reminder that a donation would

be welcome - an invitation to the loca reading

populaion to leave a coin as they came to exchange
their books or read the newspaper. Little by little
the installation proceeded to take shape: an old

office aimchair, then another, quite useful for

convating the fird to a dese longue asrdl table a
ssoond grdl teble Faosd on the tebles weare vaious
battles necessry besic iteams auch as aullery, plaes
aap ad even a vae filled with fresh fowers And
the height of luxury: alarge soft toy dog dipped
under the quilt: ornament and caretaker of the site
during the day, replacing the owner of thejumble
of objects, who would disappear after enjoying

thefirst rays of the sun and exchanging morning
greetings with passers-by.

A few weeks ago an “ open | etter to residentsand
usars’ gopeared on the counter of the library where
readersreturn their books. It wasthe Mayor him-
of, damad by the complants absaving thet “the
presence of a growing number of SDFs['sans
domicile fixe', people of no fixed address] inthe
dredts of Paisand our banlieuesisworrying...”. He
amphadsd the “cadfd monitaing in the commur
nity, which however in the current economic cir-
cumstances cannot perform miracles’. Headded
that “the street cleanersfind themselveshaving to
take away from people the little they possess’,

“disputes often arise” and “ cleaning operationsare
difficult from a human point of view”. And he
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another building
inhabited by poor people
and immigrants burns
downintheberliees

south of Paris - the third
in a few days. Seventeen
people die.



concluded by saying that “arrangements are in
place to esoort the men in quesion” and “to prevert
ay ooocupdion of this kind in future, we ae work-
ing onaplantofix theenranceto thelibrary”.

The fumiture dsgppeared and the men hes gore 1o
teke the un somewhere d= Another bank branch
has just opened for business on the corner of my
street.

Camisano Vicentino, Italy, September 4

It's been a month since we moved from the in-
dustrial area to the residential neighbourhood of
Camisao. It wasn't dl that far: just over akilo-
mdre The fird nigt in our new home was dmogt
megicd: we woke up to the sound of sSnging hirds
with the sunlight filtering through the window. It
didn’'t seemred, after all that time we spent with
the ndse of the vatilaors of the ice-cream factory
and sun only in the afternoon.

Two dayslater weleft for aholiday. Wereturned
acouple of weeksago, and the magic had aready
disappeared. Of course, it' saso because of there-
tun to rouine but whet gbout the goomy amos:
phere of the new neighbourhood? Indeed of indus:
tid dheds padldedpads of housss with windows
closed and shutters down, so that neither light nor
warmth can enter. No matter what time you go
out, you rarely meet asoul on the streets. By 10pm
- our neighbours are mostly retired people - it is
deadly silent. Y ou can sense acalmnessthat bor-
ders on apathy in this premature cemetery, with
hardly anyone around. Where we were before, at
least we saw the truckers, the sales reps, and the
workers. And sincethere were only threefamilies
living among the sheds, we would get together
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outside whenever we could. Weather permitting,
out we went; our neighbour with his son, then us
with ours, followed by the girl opposite with her
dog; not aways in that order, of course.

But let’ snot be doomsters: timewill tell if weare
making a mistake. Maybewhenit won't beashot,
when the mosquitoes aren’t raging, when the

spring...

Waco, Texas, September 5

Back to New Orleans or rather within New Orleans
we = a ganadly agresctupon collgpe But what
kind of odlgee is this? The phydcd infradructure
to be aure the immadiate ad dfort that wes nesded
ds. Sill something d<e is adlgoang Is it the per-
ceived difference between Americaand therest of
the world? The ggp bewean Frs Wold ad Third
World?

Each year when | teech my Holocaudt dass the mogt
contentious issue is one of reparations for past
aimes againgt a people. Though the question of
reparationsin the Holocaust relatesto Jews, when
we begin this dsousson it dways moves - and im-
mediady - to the quetion dosr to home whether
AfricanrAmeicans desarve repardions for davay.
Though the classis split on many issues that we
raise in the class related to contemporary lifein
Amgica on this are the ovawhdming mganity of
the classisclearly againgt the possibility of repaa
tions for davary. People cen differ on these issues
but 1 have noticed that the discussion is impas-
doned with quite a bit of anger expressad. Why this
anger?

When the tsunami hit last year the internet and
newsgpars were filled with discussons about God
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Syterbe 8 Presdatia
electionsin Egypt.
Mubar ak, who has been
in power for 24 years
already and will stay
therefor Sxnoreyears,
takes 885% of thewotes
Twenty-three percent of
Egyptians took part in
the elections, fene then
oneoutoffour.



Wherewas God in the tsunami? Our Center spon
sored an evat on this Sbjedt and we hed an over-
flowing crowd. Again in the Holocaugt, the ques-
tion of God's presence is asked over and over
agan. Ye in the New Qleans tragedy, | have ssn
little reflection on this subject. Isthisbecauseitis
dosr to home? It could be that we are lodking more
a thefailures of theinfrastructure?]...] Thoughit
is true thet the tanami wes imposshle to dop, in
vesdmat in ealy wamning devices could have saved
many lives. Still the question of God dominated.
Here thereis only silence.

Are the refugees from New Orleans a leedt the lagt
to get out, any different than the refugees around
the warld? Does Amaican dtizenship devate thar
experience so that isfundamentally different than
the expaience of rfugess in Ada the Midde Eat
and el sewhere?

Weare gpproaching thefourth anniversary of Sep-
temba 11, a day whare many commentaors thought
everything changed. | don’ t think thisisthe case,
then or now. For those commentators who think
thet evaything will denge dter New Orleens pro-
ceed with caution.

Here

TheCrack-Up

by Bruno De Maria
notes from the present

I couldn’t forgive himor like himbut | saw that what he had
done was, to him, entirely justified. It was all very careless
and confused. They were careless people, Tom and Daisy -
they smashed up things and creatures and then retreated
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back into their money or their vast carelessness or whatever
it was that kept themtogether, and let other people clean up
the mess they had made. | shook hands with him; it seemed
silly not to, for | felt suddenly asthough | weretalking to a
child.

Francis Scott Fitzgerald, The Great Gatsby

The more we ae surounded by adversty, the more
foolish we become. It invites ogtentation, stifling
the true sHf and awakening the character within us
Cioran said it was doing man great injustice to

think he needs any help from fate in order to de-
stroy himself. Hasn't he aready done hisbest to
liquidate hisown legend?In thisrefusa to endure,
thisself-aversion, lieshisexcuse, or, asthey used
to say, his grandeur.

Soott FHitzgerdd weat to pieces may years before
recognizing, in The Crack-Up (which datesfrom
1936), that never again would he be the capable,

enagdic man he once was The cgpable, energealic
man he once was & lesdt in Sooit's idedizad vison
of himsdlf, got his start in the 1920s with the end
of World War One and the huge success of his
fird novd, This Sde of Paradise, which marked the
beginning of the ‘Jazz Age'. Scott became rich

and famous overnight, and this alowed him to

mary Zdda Sayre, who hed rgedted him up to then
because he wasn't wealthy enough.

America was heading into the greatest, wildest
saturndiaof al time. The golden boomwasinthe
air: the prodigality, the sordid corruption, and the
dandedine drugge for auvivd of the dd Ameica
under Prohibition. Scott and Zelda were amost
millionaires, and the atractive, charming couple
threw themsdves heedfirg into an endess drunken
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spree with hundreds of guests who would linger
until dawn in the gardens of their luxurious villas.
But t0 kegp up auch a fleshily extravegant lifedyle
Scott had to resign himsalf to writing overpaid
storiesfor magazines, fedling at timesthat hewas
compromising histalent, whichwasabovedl asa
novdid. Sooit and Zdda wee the idds of a world
where it was aways “either tea-time or late at
nght”.

Edmund Wilson, a friend who went to &l the big
soirées but looked at things with greater detach-
ment, remarked that Fitzgerald' sguestswerelike
fireworks, out of control and at risk of flying to
pieces. And Fitzgerad himsdlf, though he con
ddged himsdf the troubedour of cardree frivdity,
laer wrate (in 1936): “All the dories thet came into
my heed hed a touch of disge in them - the lovdy
young aregtures in my novds wat to ruin, the dia
mond mountains of my short stories blew up, my
millionaireswere as doomed as Thomas Hardy’ s
peasants’. Hewas so obsessed with youth that in
oneof hisnovds, The Beautiful and the Damned,
he described a heroine as“afaded but ill lovely
women of twenty-sevar’’. These lines may contan
anote of dightly snobbish cruelty, but dso adim
avareness thet the Jazz Age was about to come to an
end with the economic and mord aigs of ‘29, ad
that it was no longer possible to keep acting like
dhildreninadezdingy huge, uneqdored larde.

What is trouding in Fitzgadds ealy caex is thet
he aspires to success and achievesit. His *soul-
meaking' iscompromised by hisfear of the* sacri-
fice' that alows one to move from one order of
thingsto the next. | am referring to entry into the
symbolic order asan act of destruction, sacrificing
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From The Cradk-Up, edited
by Edmund Wilson, New
Directions, New York
1933, All futher dtaions
of Fitzgerad, if not oth-
awie indcaed, ae from
this collection.



the order that ego and its logic have historically
imposed on the world. The order chosen by Fitz-
gerald’ sego and itslogic, before his bitter disiliu-
sionment, is that of happiness and success. The
happiness that Scott speaks of almost feverishly:

“My own happinessin the past often approached
such an ecstasy that | could not shareit with the
person dearest to me but had to walk it away in
quiet streets and lanes with only fragments of it
to didtill into little lines in books - and | think that
my happiness, or talent for self-delusion or what
you will, was an exception. It was not the natural

thing but the unaturd - unaturd as the Boom; ad
My recat expaience pardlds the wave of despar
thet svept the nation when the Boomwasova™.

So, what was Fitzgerad' s experience after the ar-
rival of his inebriating success, and with it, his
agoiration to become a firg-dass writer? It was whet
he andyzeswith heroic lucidity in The Crack-Up:
the redlization that he had been living adeep. But
then deep fled. He began to lie awake, and what
he dsoovered in his degdess nights filled im with
horror. We know it from our work with patients:

insomnia sheds alight on uswhich we do not de-

sire, but to which, unconscioudy, we tend. We
damad it in ite of oursdves agand oursdves It
isthe voice of the soul that allows no deceptions
or distractions. Through it - to the detriment of our

health - we seek other perilous, pernicioustruths,

dl thet dep hes ket us from dlimpsng. You coud
cdl it the expaience of the night, or of desth, which
Fitzgerald triesin vain to flee.

It would appear that Fitzgerald made two suicide
atemptsduring hislife, concrete suicide attempts,
to escape the suffering of asymbolic death. Upto
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this point, sealed off in a pleasant opacity, he had
subscribed to the evidence indicating that hislife
was happy, without weighing it or suspectingit to
be hollow. But then at &l once, undesired, came
the moment of awakening, and Fitzgerad had to
observe that “in ared dark night of the soul it is
awaysthree 0’ clock in the morning, day &ter day.

At that hour the tendency is to refuse to face things
as long as possible by retiring into an infantile
dream - but one is continually startled out of this
by various contacts with the world”.

“One meds these ooccasons” Hitzgerdd continues
“asquickly and carelesdy as possible and retires
once more back into the dream, hoping that things
will adjust themselves by some great materia or
Soiritua bonanza]...]. Unlessmadnessor drugsor

drink comeinto it, this phase comesto adead-ax,
eventuadly, and is succeeded by avacuous quiet.”

But it is the quiet of disillusonment that makes
Ftzgadd uwillingy undatske the path of knowl-
edge. And there he ssumbles, writes Emil Cioran,

“among irrespirable truths, for which nothing had
prepared him”.

Thet is why Fizgadd pacdves his new condition
as a crack-up: acrack-up fromwithin, for which
nathing can be done “Yau redize with findity thet
in some regard you will never be as good a man

again.” Faling into depression meanswaking out
of apreceding dream: in Scott Fitzgerald’ scase, a
mother who wanted her son to berich and famous.

Theideathat never again will you be asyou were
elicitsdismay and afedling of death, sncetheego
ispulled away fromitsfamiliar world and thrown
into the unknown, into the nothingness of a non-

ego-logica spacewhereyou no longer know who
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you are, and the only overriding feding isthat of
failure.

What Scott experiencesishorror and waste. “The
horror has come now like a storm - what if this
night prefigured the night after death - what if all
the theredter was an elemd quivering on the edge
of an abyss, with everything base and viciousin
onesdlf urging one forward and the baseness and
viciousness of theworld just ahead. No choice, no
road, no hope - only the endless repetition of the
sodd ad the samiHragic. Or to dand forever, per-
heps on the threshold of life unable to passit and
return to it.”

Daytime truths no longer apply in the “red dark
night of the soul”. And rather than blessing this
night as a wellspring of revelations, Fitzgerad
curses it, identifying it with his own decline, and
deaying the vdue o the knoMedge it brings Like
al frivolous people, heisafraid to explore hisown
Ogoths Ye fate ssams to push him to it. Stretching
his bang to its umod limits is a thing the rqpuises
him, but he reaches them in spite of himself.
Perhaps this is what condiitutes his heraiam;, the fact
thet he meneged, in “Esquire’, to pudidy exress
his oan view o the fate thet hed befdlen him adds
to his dignity rather than diminishing it - in part
because he blames no one but himsaf. Thee texts
arefrom 1936. Startingin * 29, hiswife Zelda, the
mue who ingared his witing and the quintess
tid model for dl the gay flappers in his stories,
moves from one mental ingtitution to another in
Switzerland and America, until she finds herself
ped down by the dagods of nore ather then
Blede; he idaifies her as “sthizophrenic”, while
shecaddashim “agreat imbecile’.
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After The Great Gatsby, publishedin ‘25, Fitz-
gadd writes no more novels for some ten years,
then in ‘34, he maneges to complele what i to my
mind, his greatest book, Tender isthe Night, the
product of genius but aso of endless benders. In
the meantime, to get by and to pay for hiswife's
clinics and their daughter Scotti€’'s studies, he
writes short stories and prostitutes himself as a
Hollywood screenwriter, well aware that he has
made poor use of hisgift. “I had been only ame-
diocre caretaker [...] of my talent” he writes.
Fitzgerdd dies young, aged 44, in 1940. His wife
Zelda dies in amenta hospital eight years later,
burned alive in afire. It is the end of alegend:
Tender is the Night gets alukewarm reception.
Fitzgerdd, the hero of the Jazz Age, isforgotten,
just s Amaica would like to forget its ten years of
reckless extravagance “The mod expendve orgy in
higory wes ova” he wrate It ended in ‘29, “because
the utter confidence which wasits essential prop
received an enormousjolt, and it didn’t take long
for theflimsy structure to settle earthward”. There
was a string of suicides among the abruptly im-
povaished rich, ad the dite gohere of a netion thet
lived “with the insouciance of grand ducs and the
caaudness of chorus gifls’ came to an end with the
Jzz Age But, wites Hitzgardd, it wes plessat to be
tway-five in such a “catan ad uworied’ time
“Charm, notoriety, mere good manners, weighed
more than money as a social asset.”

Y et even as Fitzgerad longsfor the dayswhen he
was twenty-five and crowned with early success,
he broods over them asawasted youth, though he
does this many s laer, a the time of his ‘arack
up'. “Now once more the bdt is tight and we am+
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mon the proper expression of horror as we look
beck @ or waded youi?’ he writes “Someimes
though, there is a ghodly rumble among the duns
an ahmaic whioer in the trombones thet swvings
me back into the early twenties when we drank
wood alcohol and every day in every way grew
better and better, and there was a first abortive
dotaing o the skints ad gris dl looked dike in
sveder dressss [...] ad it ssamed oy a quesion
of afew yearsbeforethe older peoplewould step
aside and let the world be run by those who saw
things as they were - and it al seems rosy and
romantic to uswho were young then, because we
will never fed quite so intensaly about our sur-
roundings any more.”

ThisFitzgerald who sees some sort of aristocratic
revdution in the consumption of wood doohd ad
the shortening of flappers skirts is very same
Fitzgerad who deeps in adream from which he
cannot wake. There was something splendid in
him thet we find in one of his daradas the Gredt
Gady: “Some haghtened sandtivity to the pram
isssof life, [...] an extraordinary gift for hope, a
romantic readiness such as| have never found in
any other person and which it is not likely | shdl
ever find again”.

But the very nobility of Gatsby’s sentiments, as
Fitzgeradd salter-ego, only servesto heighten our
feding that his struggle is disproportionate to the
vaue of the prize & dake And this is the true trag-
edy: thet the person to whom he 0 uiterly devotes
himsdlf, hisilluson, and hisaffection, isunworthy
o such devaion ad is oy a gaudy, vdgar, whar-
ish beauty. The women he wants to win bedk, Dasy,
who lives near the green light he contemplates,
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trambing, evay evening from aooss the bay, cat
nat live up to his dream. Not through any fault of
her own, but due to the tremendous vitdity of his
illuson. And it is this dream, focused on a past
which canat be repeded, that Fitzgadd is undde
to shake off.

Hemire Zdlg, in his preface to the Itdian edition of
The Jazz Age, compares Fitzgerald' sstory to that
of the handsome Ruggiero in Orlando Furioso,
banitched by the soroeress Aldma until Bradamante
seds him a ring thet bresks the odl. It mekes him
despise her, much as he loved her before, and he
sees how ugly and old shetruly was. The story of
the young Hizgadd is one of gadud dissdat-
mat; despite the luddity of his more maure years
he continues to see his youth as something “rosy
and romanic’, rdudat to adknomedge tha those
years were spat under the charm of an enchantress
the culture industry.

“He reveals nothing but the conventiona senti-
ments drilled in by society. He offersno asylum.
What seduces him arethe deazy dances, therustle
o woman's dessss the endess boozing; to him the
dty lights ouhire the das and to him the ginning
cookie-cutter facesarelit with joy, the commercia

ditties he ligts in his notebooks are the songs of
poets. What Bradamante' s ring woke Fitzgerald
from a dream so costly it had robbed him of his
soul? In part, it was the collapse of Zelda, who to
hm ssamad doeked in thet ludre thet dimmaing
effervescencethat is actually the phantasmagoric
nature of the Supreme Commodity.” Zelda will

prove to be ill, disoriented, schizophrenic. And

everything that is associated with her, everything
thet ispat of her bang, acumblesdongwith her.

p. 16
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Fitzgerad, though heroic in his desperate lucidity,

is not a hero, because he does not know how to
livein the place where his soul has dragged him:

the edge of a desert, where he will be aloneand
where thereis no point in repeating to himself, in
the grip of nogtagia, “never again will | be as |

was’. Thesoul isthevery thing that killswhat we
wae beforg, dnce it yeans for melamorphods ad
truth. “Sou-meking’, Kedss expresson from 1819,
is anecessary part of the experience of life, the
ability to bear the fedling that the world is full of
destitution and heartbreak, pain, illness, and an-

guh Soukmeking necessaily dravs a didindion
between those who are truly capable of exploring
theinner recesses and murky corridors of human
life, and those who have ceesed to think, or & ay
rate, do not think about the human heart. New
symbols must be created; otherwise, one will be
working with the handed-down symbolsthat are
used as a mark of adaptation.

This would risk imposng preconcaved notions thet
would steer the world - the world of the mind -
towards conformity, rather than allowing ideasto
changetheminditself. A balanced being isaways
dde to dip through its own dgaths. Hedth, in some
s atdls a desation of ousves Fitzgedd, as
he admits, experienceshisvarious statesin and of

themselves, taking a sad attitude towards sadness,
amelancholy one towards melancholy, and living
out every tragedy tragically. Tobesckis“toco-

incide totally with onesdlf” (Cioran).

Fitzgerald survives his crisis without ever com-
pedy overcoming it. Nevathdess there is a oa-
tan heogn in his dfot. Excessve Hf-pity ess
tidly derives from an energetic reaction of alarm
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sounded by our own life force, and at the same
time, it isan eegiac disguise for our own ingtinct
of sdlf-preservation. Fitzgerald isunquestionably
the poet of his own defeat.

The young Fitzgerad inhabits the Imaginary, but
this detracts nothing from his poetry. Actualy, |
would venture to say that there can be no poetry
without the Imaginary. The autos which creates
the df, as opposd to the findngs of imegination
and of aienation, doesnot ‘cureus of theimag-
nary; if anything, it may point to it, but listening
and deciphering are the task of the soul, which
may go ignored.

Soott, having left his enchanted cedle, finds himsaf
in the desert. Perhaps he could become ‘awriter
only’, but on one tragic condition: an agonizing
londliness, with no restorative breath of hope. I11-
ness and doohd are redly his wegpons for slidde
For by now he hes redizad thet soddy as a whde
is the witdh's cedle thet the damond as hig as the
Ritz isonly aheap of rhinestones amassed by the
rich, and that the beautiful flappers and tomboys
were only the thin gilt ornamenting a monstrous
economic system.

Baghdad, September 11

“R., comein here! You haveto seethis!” It was
Sptamber 11, 2001 ad | wes in the kitchen rinsng
somedishesfrom lunch. | paused at theurgency in
my brothers voice but continued rinsing, thinking
there was some vaguely important news item on
Iraq’'s state controlled channel. “I’m coming, a
moment.” | called back. The phonebegantoring
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moment.” | called back. The phone begantoring
and | stopped to answer it on my way out of the
kitchen. “Alloo?’ | answered. “ Areyou watching

200,000 inhabitants are
heading towards the
desat, whereatat canp
isbeing set up. Leaflets

tv???’ L., my best friend, cried out with no pre- withtheorder toleaveare

limnaies “Uh... no, but...”. “GO WATCH TV!”
Thelinewent dead and | put down the phone, my
heart beating wildly. | made my way to theliving
room, curious and nervous, wondering what it
could be. Had someone died? Werethey going to
bomb us again? That was always a possibility. It
never surprised anyone when the US decided on
anair strike. | wondered if, thistime around, Bush
had been caught with a presidentia aide in the
Oval Office. | waked into the living room and E.
was standing in the middle of it, eyesglued to the
televison, mouth dightly open, remote control

clutched in his hand, and directed towards the
televison set. “What isit?’ | asked, looking at the
sremn. The images were chadtic. It was a big aty,
there was anoke or dudt and pegdle runing across
the screen, some screaming, others crying andthe
rest with astounded looks on their faces. They

looked dightly like E., my brother, as he stood

staring at the television, gaping. There was some-
ae speaking in the background - in English - and
there was a voiceover in Arabic. | can't remember
what was being said; theimages on thetv screen
areadl | remember. Confusion. Havoc. And then
they showed it again. The Twin Towers, New
York... asmal something came flying out of the
sde of the screen and it crashed into one of them.
| gegpad audibly and E just shook his heed, “Thet's
nothing... wait...”. | made my way towards the
couch while keeping my eyeslocked on the tele-
vision. Therewas some more chaos, shocked ex-
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pressions, ancther plane and the towers... they
beganto crumble. They began to fall. They dis-
appeared into an enormous fog of smoke and
dust. | sucked in my breath and | couldn’t exhae
that moment. | just sat there- paralyzed -watching
the screen. A part of mewas saying, “It’ sajoke.
It sHollywood.” But it wasjust too redl. Thefear
was too genuine. The incoherent voices in the
background were too tinged with confusion and
terror. The silencein the living room was broken
with the clatter of the remote control on thefloor.
It had dipped out of E.’s fingers and | jumped
nervoudy, watching the batteries from the remote
ral avay on the ground. “But... wha? How? What
wasit? A plane? How???" E. shook hishead and
looked at mein awe. We continued watching the
tdevison, looking for aswves to dozas o ques
tions Within the hour we hed leamed thet it wean't
some horrid mistake or miscalculation. It wasin-
tentiond. It was a mgor aat of teror. Al-Qaeda was
just a vague name badk then. Iragis were concamned
with ther own problems and fears We weare coping
with the sanctions and the fact that lifeseemed to
dand dill evay few years for an Ameicen ar rad.
We ddit have the prodem of Mudim fundamen
tdids thet was a concem for neighbors like Saudi
Arabiaand Iran. | remember dmost immediately,
Western media began conjecturing on whichls-
lamic group it coud have been. | remambar hoping
it waa't Mudims or Ards | remambe feding thet
way not just because of the thousands of victims,
but because | sensed thet weld auffer in Irag. Wed
be mede to auffer for something we weren't respon
ske for. E. looked at me wide-eyed that day and
asked the inevitable question, “How long do you
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think beforethey bomb us?’. “But it wasn't us. It
can't beus...” | rationalized. “It doesn’'t matter.
It'sall they need.” And it wastrue. It began with
Afghanistan and then it was|rag. We began pre-
paring for it dmost immediately. The price of the
dollar rose as people began stocking up on flour,
rice sugar and ather commodities For sevard wesks
it was al anyone could talk about. We discussed
itin schoolsand universities. Wetaked about itin
wok places and redarants The atitudes differed.
There was never joy or happiness, but in severa
casestherewas asort of grim satisfaction. Some
Iragisbelieved that America had brought thisupon
itsdlf. Thisiswhat you get when you meddle in
world affairs. Thisis what you get when starve
populations. Thisiswhat you get when you give
unabashed support to occupying countries like
Israel, and corrupt tyrants like the Saudi royals.
Mogt Iragis, though, fdt pity. Theimagesfor the
next weeks of Americansrunning interror, of the
frantic searches under therubblefor relativesand
friends|eft us shaking our headsin empathy. The
destruction was al too familiar. The reports of
Ameicans fearing the sound d airplanes had us
nodding our heads with understanding and a sort
of familiarity - you’ d want to reach out to one of
them ad sy “It's ok; the fear evertudly subsdes
We know how it is: your government does this
every few years’. It has been four yearstoday.
How doesit fed four years later? For the 3,000
victimsin America, more than 100,000 have died
in Irag. Tens of thousands of othars are bang de-
tained for interrogation and torture. Our homes
have been raided, our cities are constantly being
bombed and Iraq hasfallen back decades, and for
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severa yearsto comewewill suffer under thein
fluence of the extremism wedidn’t know prior to
thewar. As| write this, Tel Afar, asmall place
noth of Maal, is bang bombed. Dazas o pegple
are going to be buried under their homes in the
deed of the nigt. Ther waler and dedridty have
been cut off for days. It doesn’'t seem to matter
much though because they don't live in a wondafu
skyscraper in a glamorous city. They are, quite
smply, farmers and herders not worth a second
thought. Four years later and the War on Teror (or
isit the War of Terror?) has been won. Score:Al-
Qesda 3000 - Amearica 100,000+ Congratulations

Waco, Texas, September 11

Thisfateful day. Just the mention of the dateisa
reminder, atouch stone. Y et the meaning of this
day, especidly as it continues to live four years
later, is highly contested.

The debate surrounding September 11 isgrowing
more rigorous and ominous even asthe victims of
that day begin to recedein memory. The heroes of
that day continueto get their day in the mediabut
the evidence of heraiam is more and more contested
aswell. And now Hurricane Katrinafillsthenews
and Americans see September 11 through the
gyes of naturd dssger and the human regponse, or
lack theredf. Is it our fae as Amaicans as human
beings, to dways be within or on the brink of dis-
age? And does one dissder dways bresd anather,
natural - the depleting ozone layer - and humar+
made - thewar in Afghanistan and Irag following
September 11?7
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Thedisagter isvarioudy defined. For the survivors
of the victims of September 11 thereis compen-

sion, asif compensation can hed the wounds of

sudden and violent loss of loved ones. The survi-

vas of Huricane Karina will gt litle compesa
tion, if any, ad dready we hear the cdl to regulae
the sumsgiven to simply buy necessary itemsfor
existence. Thecallsfor solidarity are already ac-

companied by the assurance that the states that

provide haven for the evacuess will be rambursd
by the federd govermet. And <0 it shoud be But
do we ned to be bombarded by the cdl to sHfless
sacrifice when in fact few sacrifice anything but
exoessss from an dfluence thet mogt of those who
remainad in New Orleans could only dream about?

Our soldiers in Irag, who are disproportionately

poor and working class, remain on the frontlines.
They arrive home in various conditions, somein

cakes athers with inuies thet canat be heded,
and mod to loved ones who have gt months o
years wondering if lives will be taken or gravely

altered. A volunteer armed forces, or an armed

forces filled with thoe in nesd of jobs ad poss-
bilitiesfor the future - isit easier to go towar and
adan it if the midde dass and wedthy do nat have
to placethar sonsand deughtersin harm' sway?

Again the question of God - asked and not asked
in public. In private - for the soldiers and their
families - the question must be there, shadowing
therestlessdaysand nights. Weare assured by our
leadersthat, more or less, God iswith us, and that
we ae fighting for the fresdom thet the Cregtor hes
betowed on us So it may be Yet even our leedars
are divided on the war. The causalities mount,

American and Iragi; there seemsno end in sight.
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Inthe end, thewar will fail. Isn't that true with &l
wars - the broader objectives, including the hope
that this or that war will be the end of drife and war,
fail in the end? This doesn’t mean that no war is
justified, even the war in Irag. It Smply reminds
usthat the rhetoric that |eads to and sustains war
usdly ingshdlow inthelong svegp of hidary.
September 11 has aso been atouch stone for a
broader religious conversationin Americaandin
different parts of theworld. I1lam has been front
and center, at least inthe West. Isldlam aviolent
rdigon thet embraces a videt God? Or is Idam,
like Judaism and Chrigtianity, areligion of peace
now being ‘hijacked by zedots with politica
dyedives in the guse o rdigon. The assation that
Judaism and Chrigtianity arereligionsof peaceis,
for the most part, assumed, uncontested. Parts of
the Idamic world do contest this and sometimes
assume the opposite - that Idam a one among the
warld rdigions is for peece wheress the others ae
not. Wouldn't it be more accurate to say that Ju-
dasm, Idam ad Chridienty in thar Condantinian
phasesareall violent and there are alwaysforces
within these religions that resist violence in the
name of their religions? That there is no purely
peecful rdigion and no purly vident religa?

On September 11 | think of the fallen, including
au rdigons ad our hddng fag to a God o vio-
lence But | ds0 ask for a sense of the way forward.
Is history a cycle of violence and atrocity from
which there is no rexaite? Or is there a way forward
beyond thet cyde? Can the cyde be broken in soci-
dy, pditics and economics - the i within a broedy
conoaved higary? Or can it only begin and end with
the parson, theindividud choodng ancther way?
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Camisano Vicentino, Italy, September 11

There's a song by Silvio Rodriguez, the Cuban
snga-songwriter, thet I've liked a lot ever dnce |
was a child. It's Fabula de los tres hermanos (“The
story of the three brothers”). When | waslittle, |
thought it was about me because we were three
sisters at the time- my two brothersweren’t born
yet. Thewords of the song continued to puzzeme.

It's the Sory of three brathers who st off “to search
ad dsoova”. The dded is the fird o leave ad,
in oder to avaid meking a midake, he deddes to be
vay cadgu whee he puts his fest. But, by man
tanng thet waking podtion, he cant draghten his
neck ay more and becomes a dave of precaution
without gaing vay fa. As the refran sys “If you
don’t look ahead, you won't get far”. Then the
second brother leaves and he decides to ook to-
wards the horizon to avoid making amistake. But
by dong S0, he can't see the dones and hdes And
he kegpsrolling on the ground without going very
far either. Astherefrainwarns, “If you don’t look
doan, you won't get far athe”. Frdly, the young
es brother éaves and he deddes to wak with one
eye looking towards the horizon and the other to
the ground. He does manege to go a short disance
but when it' stimeto tell the story he has a blank
look between staying and walking. “1f you look
everywhere you no longer know what you are
seeing, listen to this and let me know what you
think”, concludes the song.

Doesthismean there’ sno way out? When | was
alittlegirl, I took heart thinking that, in any case,
all threefailed. It was better to accept thingsthe
way they are. But now | don't think so.
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Piero di Curiglia, Italy, September 11

Y ou are seated on awooden bench, in front of the
big table. Sometimes there's wine on the table,

sometimes not. You St with your trunk leaning

forward, one elbow propped on the tabletop, a
hand supporting your chin. Your gaze is dightly
distant, eyes resting on the green hollows of the
hils A gened feding of absence of tension rather
than real relaxation: the calm required for listening
means being attentive, aert, but not stiff or tense.
Themind untanglesitsalf, thethoughts stray, asif

the brow were being massaged by a pair of soft
hands smoothing it in a symmetrical movement
from the centre ouwads ddendng and expending
the skin. You listen to the birdsong: choruses of
sophigticated artistry, trills repeated in sequence,

wabling sdos with pauses then a long dhod me-
ody, uddaing, ad firdly an imprompu esam
ble movement congigting of different tonditiesand
timbres. The orchestra attacking. It seemslikea
grand finale, but after aninterva of slenceit re-

sumes; we begin again. Thelyrics have changed;

the ear is caught unawares by the new. New war-
Hing modalities, more accelerated runs, rhythms
beating out in rapid succession likewaves chasing
one another along the shordline. Faster and faster.

Qdden dlence Waiting. The paformers don't show
themsdves - theyre nd on dglay for the aud-
ence Jg occesiondly you can meke out a songder
among the leaves; for a while you try to follow
its movements, but then you stop making the ef-

fort to connect vision with hearing. In short, you

acknowledge that the ensemble must stay hidden,

with no engagement of the vision, so that thoughts
can continue to wander. And it is then thet the mind
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expands; it ssemsto beidling - but only seems so.
Emotions settle, imagesflow. You didefromred,
experienced imagesinto the more blurred ones of
theimagination, thewarm ones of longing and the
azure ones of becoming. Y ou are astonished atthe
lightness of thoughts and how easy itistothink an
infinite number of them in such avague, unstruc-
tured period of time; the earthly occurrence of an
utramundare intlevad. Now the thoughts are linked
in uuad gnhexs in bdd symbdic comnedios
and flights outside accepted meaning; the dawning
of aplan, taking on shape and body. Thelistening
body is the body thet arestes cgpebde of opening up
to new life asto anew thought. Slowly you get to
your feet, your eyes move beyond the hills, and
you walk away.

Baghdad, September 17

I’ve been reading and re-reading the Iragi draft
constitution since the beginning of September. |
dedded to ignore the negging vaice in my heed thet
kept repeating, “anew constitution cannot bele-
gitimate under an occupation!”, and aso the one
that was saying, “it isn’t legitimate because the
government writing it up isn't legitimate.” | put
thosethoughts away and decided to try to view the
whoestugion asdguessonady aspossble [.. ]

Bagming with the fird dgpter, Badc Prindples,
there are vard intereting atides Artide 2 ssams
to be the biggest concern for journalists and ana-
lygsabroad. It states: 1. “Idam isthe official re-
ligon of the dde ad is a besc source of legda
tion, ad no law thet contredids its fixed prindples
and rules may be passed. 2. Nolaw can be passed
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that contradictsthe principles of democracy, or the
rights and basic freedoms outlined in this congti-
tution. 3. The congtitution respects the Idamic
identity of the mgority of the Iragi people, and

guaratess the full rdigous rights for dl individuds
and thefresdom of aresd and rdigious pradtices”.

Now, I'mapracticing Mudimfemae. | believein
the principles and rules of Idamthat | practice-
otherwise | wouldn't be practicing them. The
prodemis not with Idam, the problem is with the
dozens of interpretations of Idamic rules and

principles. Idam is like any other religion in that
its holy book and various teachings may beinter-
preted in different ways. In Iraq we seethisfirst-
hand because we have ample example of varying
Idamic interpretations from two neighbors, Iran
ad Sad Ardba Who will dedde which rdigous
rulesand principles arethe onesthat shouldn’t be
contradicted by the constitution?

In the dd condiitution thet was bang ussd up until
the war, the ‘Temporay Condlituion’ of 1970 which
care ino impemaniaion on 16 iy, 1970, the oy
reference to Idam isin Article 4, which smply
states: “Idam is the rdigon of the da€’. There is
nothing about its role in the congtitution. [...]

Waco, Texas, September 22 Marc Ellis

[...] I think gbout loss often and now | underdand  septermber 19, from* La
thet much of my writing and thinking hes revdved Repubblica” : shi Tao,
aound mouming - mouming for a logt innocence Hefeditor ofanenspeper
AsaJew | wasbrought up with asense of Jewish gangsfa(ctlglng)&
1NNOCENCE - ‘bNS heve sifered Ihugm hgory " inprison “for having
and the assertion that Jaws are unlike Christians.  evsiledafiedintreUSA
Thisdifferentiation was alwaysassumed -asJews  the announcement that
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we are for justice and openness and questioning
whereas Chrigiansarefor domination, bigotry and
one-answer solutions to society and salvation.
Of course| now know better. At least in our time
Jawvs ae more like Chridians then some Chridians
arelike themselves- a least they werehigtoricaly.
Somaimes | think thet Jaws and Chridians - & leest
those who practice Constantinian Judaism and
Condatinan Chrigienity [see Marc Hllis, Septent
ber 11, note] - havethe samerdigion. Perhgpsthis
isthe contemporary definition of Judeo-Christian
avilizgion Whaess bdore this jont dasdfication
was progressive, bringing Jews and Christian to-
gether in ajoint enterprise where before we were
separated by ugly barriers, now it isretrogressive,
symbolizing another front in the clash of civili-
zations.

Is this “clash of civilizations’ religion a new re-
ligion?[...]

Waco, Texas, September 23

Hurricane Ritais now upon us, heading toward
the coast of Texas. More rain for New Orleans
and flooding for New Orleans. One day it may be
renamed the City of Floods. We now know that
Hurricane Katrinawas much morethan anatural

disaster; it was a human-made catastrophe of ne-
det, unde-fudng ad engneaing mdpradice
In dhot, the waer-contrd  systems weare not over-
whdmedby theforce of water and winds. Rather,

they were poorly designed and deprived of funds.
Nature is a force to contend with. In New Orleens
the human factor was dso aforce. Thenthere-
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sponse, too little and too late. It is now afamiliar
story.

Where elseis this neglect and why are some ne-
glected and others protected? Are the protected
redly protected or isaffluence and power smply
a pratedive dsguss? My ovn sene is thet if many
arevulnerablethefew are aso. Where some are
unsfe dl ae This is another agument for a sock-
ay where the ggo batwean the haves and have-nats
isminimdl.

Of course Amegican odety can embark on a plan
to makeall of ussafe. Y et most of thetimewhen
our safety isasserted, others becomeless secure.
Hurricanesare onething; missilesareancther. In
providing for our security often innocent civilians
become ‘ collateral’ damage. [...]

Milan, Italy, September 24

“The Mol€e’. It's atelevison program, and I've
watched only about ten minutes, out of curiosity
after | got an email saying it should be boycotted
and swamped with | etters of protest. It'saredlity
show =t in Africa Kenya, to be predse Our ‘dars
areinit, and their presence there to put on ashow
is offensve in itself. But the contest they arein-
volved in makes it even more repugnant: gulping
down sixty litres of water in the shortest possible
time. In Africa. Where millions of people die
because they don’t have accessto drinking water.
While the nath of the waorld can drirk till it vamits
- in'tthiswhat “TheMoale” issaying?Who could
possibly have had such an idea?
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Orange, Connecticut, September 25

Thehuge antiwar raliesin Washington and many
other cities attracted hundreds of thousands. Forus
ridng ovanigt on the buses down from Comnedi-
aut and ariving ealy before the subways opened a
7 AM dlowed for ample opportunities for net-
warking. Two buses parked behind us were from
Boston and New Hampshire. | know at least 11
buses came from Wisconan. The sucoess of thee
rdlies in goreading the word and exposing the truth
is evidenoad & 0 mary levds Even extrame right-
wing (and rads) commentaors like Limbeugh and
Savage have been ranting about theseralliesand
traghing the rdly organizars and gpeskas (induding
Cindy Sheehan and Cynthia McKinney). Cindy
wes laer aresed & the White House But this will
oy beddire on this adminidration. The movemat
for peace continues to grow. Many of the great
speakersat the hugerdlies, including McKinney,
did not shy away from connecting the struggles at
home and in Irag and in Palestine. Among those
attending the links were most evident in the signs
and flegs caried. Litadly a s of Pdedinian flags
(the mogt dominart flag & this demongration). Ac-
tivigs al so distributed thousands of flyers directly
linking the wars and oooupdtions in Irag and Pdes
tine

Waco, Texas, October 3
The Jawish New Year begns this evaning. As with
other New Y ear celebrations, Rosh Hashanah is

festive. Families and friends gather around food
and hope Yet those of us in our midde years know
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that newness can only be found in the middles of
our lives. There can be arenewal of partsof our
lives we thought left behind. There can be are-
newed emphasis on aspectsof our livesthat seem
to be fleding from us We can be renewed. We can
nat begin as if we have no past.
Withtheindividua, so too our communities. They
too are in the middle of ajourney with many de-
tours and possihilities logt. Can that whichislost
be regained? What would this regaining mean?
Beooming new is a dogen Sating agan is like-
wiseadogan. Individualy and commundly.

Sill, the nesd for renewd is ever presrt. Or rather
we ae presated with ancther gpportunity to move
deeper, to embrace the deeper strata of our exis-
tence To turn.

Our turning will not be complete, is never com-
plete; we will also turn away. It isin the middle
of the turning that is defining, the tug toward and
away, the decision within the middle. [...]

The Cucumber Here
and the Cactus

by Mazin Qumsiyeh

notes from the present

Theae is somahing uniqudy qanitud, yet uniqudy
primeval, in people connected to aland. Even for
those of us who wark in a sophidicated and mahile
adture Smply to get our hands into the earth, or to
walk around our gardens, isapleasure. We biolo-
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gds recognize this as an unroken lirk to our pedts
the time when hunter-gatherers became farmers.
A hundred thousand years of evolution are more
ponvafu then a lifdong incubetion in an indudtria-
ized soddy ad in our ra race of wok and more
work.

For Paegtinians, our connectionto theland is part
of our fabric. After all, for more than 90 percent of
us, agriculture was our livelinood from time im-
mamaid. Our adture is imbued with agraian ter-
minology and ingtinct, and fifty-five years of liv-
ing as refugess hes nather ddliterated nor dimin:
iedthisinstinct. How elseto explain that most of
us try to grow a leest some herbis on our window
dlls, trying to re-create some element of our lost
village life. What we grow is hardly important, a
few herbs such asthyme, mint, basil and pardey,
and such vegetables as tomatoes and squash.
My brother, who lives in the warmer climate of
Dallas, does even more, and hasafew trees-figs
apples and loquats - to remind him of home. My
own dtempts are uadly feddle Evary yea, | cae
fully guard my few basil plants, bringing themin-
side during the winter, using eectricity to keep
them bathed in artificia light and heat. | know, of
course, that | could buy abunch of basil leavesfor
$1.99 or abasil plant for $1.69 at Home Depot
whenever | want to. But the product is of secon-
dary importance. My heart and soul, like so many
of my fellow Paestinians, refuseto surrender this
part of who | am.

One friend recently brought back a picture of a
plant growing indde acontainer at arefugee camp
in Lebanon. If you look carefully, you can seethe
contang is adudly en emply camnon ddl. Teking
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apiece of war, this Palestinian refugee turned it
into aplanter to connet imwith hisagrarian pest.

Even when it is imposshle to audan the physcd con
nection to the earth, a spiritual and linguistic one
remains. Our conversations and proverbsarein-
undaed with the languege of agicdture This is of
ooure true for English, but it's S0 much more prevae
letin Palestinian diaects of Arabic. It’'shard not
to be druck by the vdume and intricate complexity
of such terminology in Palestinian conversations.
A friend telling me about what |sragli forces are
dong to Pdeginen dvilians in the Ocoupied aess
would describein the course of avery short con-
vasdion: Pdesinans nat ssang the face of the aun
(Wijh B Shans); Igadis ‘plowing arathu) people
children being cut down like grass (hasaduhum;
Pdl estinian |eadership asrotten and not good seeds
(ma fihum habba mniha); wemust goto theroots
(nirjalajuthurna); let usnot makeahill out of a
seed (min El Habaa Qobba, equivaent to mak-
ing a‘mountain fromamolehill’). And of course,
when life gets too tough, we even exclaim, “Life
istoo complicated for a Falah (villager) from...
(village name)”.

There are hundreds of theseexpressions. But for
Pdedtinians, actuad and physica contact with earth
cannot be replaced by language. One Palestinian
friend devel oped ahobby of collecting samples of
soil and sand from hisfrequent travelsal over the
warld. His favarite sample is lebded with the name
of the village from which his grandparents were
expeled by Isradli forcesin 1948. Hewas ableto
adlex this sample when he vidtad the village ruins
for thefirst timein 1997. Each of usyearnsfor a
simplelife that wastaken away from us, but more
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importantly, each of ushasapiece of that life that
residesin us, in the deepest recess of our minds.

Roots

It was a swdtaing summer day in 1994 when | st
down with my maternal grandparents and video-
taped them for the last time. We sat on abal cony
facing a beautiful forested hill called Jaba Abu
Gramin Paestine. Behind those beautiful hills,
we could see Jerusalem. My terminaly ill grand-
mother wasfrail and ableto get out of bed for only
afew minutes at atime. After her treatment for
canog faled, it ssamed her pain medidnes hed do
become less effective. Shedied about ayear later
and shortly after, my grandfather folowed.

| coud tdl thet ‘Sitto, as | cdled my gandmathe,
tried 20 had nat to show her pan, egoadly in front
of my gandfaher, or ‘Sdo’. Parhgps dhe knew tha
his feding & ssang he in this condition wes equally
panful. He tried modly to comfort her by a ressaur-
ing dancg, a touch of the hand, and repested ques-
tions (Can | gt you a glass of water? Can | get you
something?) In both Sido and Sitto’s wrinkled,
round and pained faces, you could read so much
with 0 few words Thar thoughts and frequent s-
let glances at each other were transparent. | had
to 960 outsde on oocedon to cdllet mysHf. | have
yet to meet a husband and wife who were more
in love than these two.

My grandfather, eighty-eight at thetime, had lived
al hislifein the conflict zonein Paestine and was
thus no dranger to pein. His life adudly encgosu
laed the modem Pdedinian nardive in its entirdy
and cast ashadow that went far beyond hisdirect
descendants, eight children and more than forty
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grandchildren. It certainly shaped my own life.
Like his ancestors and most of his descendants,
my grandfather was born in our smdl village of
Beit Sahour. Beit means house, and Sahour isan
dluson to daying up by nigt Locaad in the hills
halfway between the M editerranean and the Dead
Sea, the name refersto the shepherds who some
two thousand years ago saw a star and walked up
the hill to Bethlehem where Jesus was born.

My gandparaits ad my paets homes ae liter-
aly down the hill from the Church of the Nativity
where tradiion hdds Jeauss was bom. On my way
back from school in Bethlehem, | would often
stop by and look at the candlesin the grotto of the
church. On tough days & work in the United States
| always yearn for those meditative moments.
At other times, a group of us would head to the
neaty hills for adventure We would egt wild roots
thefruits of theza’ roor (atreerdated totheapple
family, but with fruit no bigger than an dlive), and
occasionally use dingshots to get a sparrow or a
lak for mest. After these tiring trips | coud dways
cout on a nice med pregpared by my grandmather,
who somehow knew when | would be sopping by.
These visitswere more frequent in the season of
loquets, figs goricots grgpes and dmonds thet were
0 peatifu in the gaden wdl-tended by my grad
father.

Sido aso occasiondly grew Beit Sahour’s most
famous agricultural product, faqoos, adiminutive
sweet cucumber that seemed to thrivein therich
red soils of the hills around Bethlehem. The toms:
fdk prospered on agriculture for more than 3000
years growing - in addition to fagoos - whest,
olives, dmonds, figs, grapes and assorted other
fruits and vegetables.
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Repubblica”: inthe
Henenregion, China,
they have started
building a new aty, New
Zhengzhou Itwill beready
by 2015andwill
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will include one-floor
houses with a courtyard
andingdegardm, dle/s

a network of canals, a
2000-acreartifida lake
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asthe nearby mountains,
atechnological parkand
threeuniversity capuses
“La Repubblica’ defines
it as“ thefirst Chinese
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“the Venice of the third
millennium, an
environmentd Arcadid’ .
An 80-square-metreflat
will cost you over 300,000
aros(363800UD). The
farmerswhose land has
been expropriated by the
government in order to
huldtheaty* arequeling
athearploymeant bureau

to be hired as manual
labourers’ onitshuildng
sites. Old Zhengzhou,
whicharignallylaunched
the project, isalso the
first municipality to have
hired the new Chinese
police special corps, the
anti-riot shock troops.



Beit Sahour’ sinhabitantslived peacefully together
but were not homogenous. The mosgue and the
church were and are right next to eech ather. Theare
was at least one black family | knew of in Beit
Shou, an Bhiggen Chvidin family. There were
occasondly isues of course though not between
Mudims and Chridians Rather they were between
the majority Greek Orthodox and the Protestant
denominations, who were in the minority. These
disagreementsweremorevisibleto usbecause my
mother’s family was Lutheran and my father’s
Greek Orthodox. The nearby town of Bethlehem
was even more diverse, with Armenians, Sharkas,
Coptics and other religions and nationalities in-
tertwined. Any family disputes were easily dealt
with by wise and elderly leaders whom only hot-
headed teenagers like us dared to challenge.
Other occasiona serious disputes occurred be-
tween the villagers and the nearby nomadic Bed-
ouins, whose goatsravaged our crops. It wasthus
not unusua to have natoors (unarmed guards)
pogedat fields for protection. Y et, we were also
dependent on the Bedouin for milk, cheese and
mest products, and they were dependent on usfor
agyiadtud produds Ovedl, a hamony of humas
and nature persisted for millennia. Only in the
past few decades did this village life change
dramatically.

My grandfather did not have an easy childhood.
He was five when his shlings and maother ded in a
choleraepidemic, and ninewhen hisfather diedin
theFirst World War. At that point, he had to fend
for himsalf in arather hostile world, shining and
mending dhoes while going to sthod. He sad thet
in those early years during the war, food was so
gace thet no domedic animd was sdfe, and sca-
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enging in trash dumps was afull-time affair for
many childrenlike him. Perhapswhat helped him
urvive wes that he was bigger then averege for his
age. Hiswill was strong, and adversity only made
him a more determined and methodical human
being

After the death of his parents, he felt that other
family members had abandoned him and so when
old enough, he dropped his family name and as-
sumed hisfather’ sfirst nameashislast. Thus he
became Issa Atallah Atallah. Issais the Arabic
namefor Jesus, and Atallah refersto being given
by/of God (Allah). However, my grandfather was
never religious. In hiswriting and frequent talks,
he ooccasordly refared to how rdigon is 0 essly
used to oppress other people.

Issa finished not only high school but attended a
prestigious college in Jerusalem and graduated to
become one of thefirst teachersin our village. He
was progressivein histhoughts and histeachings,
ingdilling in his students a passion for reading and
an intellectual curiosity about people, culture and
society. He also developed an interest in language
and in just afew years was writing textbooks on
Ardbc gamma, pudiding atides and brodhures
on history, and collecting proverbs. His collec-
tion of Paestinian proverbswith commentary and
explanation is the largest ever published.

He rose to become principal and later superin-
tendent of all schools administered by UNRWA
(United Nations Relief and Works Agency), the
UN. body crested to hdp Pdedinian refugess ex-
pdled by |gadi foroes betwean 1947 and 1949,

His wife Emiliacame from arespected family in
Nazareth, and devoted her lifeto her large family
of four sons and four daughters Issa and Emilia hed
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a uique patngdip. His books were dl dedicatec
to her as“my life' spartner” (Shareekat Hayati).
They shared dl in life good and bed, and he dweys
said that he could not have made it without her.
Thisincluded the bad economic depressionsof the
ealy 19305 the bud Brtih oppeson ad
Pdestinian uprisng in the late 1930s, the
terrorism dated by the Janvish cdonidids in the
ealy 1940s and the later Nakba (catastrophe) of
expulsion of about two-thirds of the Palestinians
to make way for establishment of the nascent
bteteahibardehn t2king me in 1963, when | wes gx,
to one of the UN. sthodls in the Dhaisheh Refugee
Camp near Bethlehem. | felt so proud that my
grandfather was hel ping such unfortunate people
who hed been forced from ther villages and toms
However, | wasignorant of who did thisto them
and why. | do nat recdl my grandfether or my par-
ats dsusing Pdedinan pdiics o higary. Pa-
heps people in the West Bank (then under Jorda-
nian control) were dill in denial or perhaps they
wanted to shield us from the pain.

Later | would find out that some relatives, even
before | was bom, hed confrontations with the ru-
ing Jordanian royd family. One of my uncles on
my peemd dde wes jaled by the Jordenian gow-
enmat for advocating Pdedinan nationdisn. My
mather ddivared nmy dder brathe in 1956 duing
theriotsin Bethlehem against Jordanian rule. Yet
my gandfaher Issa wes a pedfig, bdieving in the
migt and power of only the pan. He never ovned
a g, ad his love ad repect extended to dl peo-
de and was usually reciprocated.

When | vigted with hm for that legt time in 1994,
he was more willing to explain to me what hap-
pened as Paestine succumbed to Zionism. He
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talked about how Zionists dowly took over Pal-
edine in his lifetime, usng means ranging from
rules and regulations to deceit, outright expulsion
and land confiscation. But he made apoint to aso
explain how Chrigtians, Jews and Mudims had
lived peeodfully in Pdedine for oatuies His best
fiend in high sdhod in Jausdem was Janish Zi-
onism then care about with a radg and goathed
ideology and practice, which caused tremendous
suffering to the natives of al religions.

He d< had no kind words for govemnments rag
ing from Britain to the Arab world, kings, prime
ministersand presidents. Y et he was certain that
utimady dl ae pesing phenomena of comuption,
dgposesson and desrudion. His fath wes besd
on knowing that our people had lived through the
oppressive rule of Romans, Persians, Assyrians,
Egyptians, Ottomens and the British. Both sides of
my family trace back to the ancient Nabateans.
During the 3rd century B.C., the Nabateans built
their firgt four citiesin Al-Nagab (today known as
the Negev Desat) dong the peth of the trade route
thet arossad the desart to what is today Gaza Avda,
Shivta, Halutzaand Nitzana. Their tribes of Saba
were the ones who fird sattled in whet later became
Beer Saba’ (in Arabic, or Beershevain Hebrew;
Beer meanswell in both languages). Their capita
Pera (now in southem Jorden) is a marvd of humen
congtruction and engineering.

Thus I1ssa would ate the redlience of thar lives and
a pergdence that transcends the power of en-
pires. Hisfaith was also based on hisprogressive
ideals that younger generations learn and grow
and will build a better life for al inhabitants of
the Holy Land, pesat and digpossesssd. His man
and repested advice to everyone was to break the
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chains on onés own mind to cgpture the gredt |0
tetid for progress and coexistence. His words
dill shape my life.

The 1967 War

| was ten years old, and | remember groups of
panicked people passing through our village and
heading toward the Jordan River. It was June 5,
1967, the gtart of the war. My kind mother gave
them food, and gave fleeing Jordanian soldiersmy
father’ sused clothes. | remember heated discus:
sions among the adults about the wisdom of leav-
ing; those who had left their homesin 1948, dur-
ing the conflict when Isragl became a state, were
never alowed back. For three or four days, while
the war raged in ather pats of the country, we dept
inour bedsfully dressed, ready to leave a onceif
necessary.

Duing thee 9x days Igad took the ramaning 22
percent of Palestine- the West Bank from Jordan
ad the Gaza Srip from Egypt. | rememba Igadi
tarks rdling down the hills tovad our village ny
father hiding us in a cave while an Isradli tank
pessd, until neighbors motioned us that the coast
wasclear. | remember |sragli jets streaking over-
head. Thesefew days are the dominant memory of
my early childhood, thelines of refugees, thejets,
the helicopters. But most of al, | remember the
fear, nat only in us the children, but on the faces of
the adults.

For afew days after the guns fell silent, no one
knew what to expect. The lsraeli authoritiestook
their time before giving us any instructions. They
were busy ssaing a long new border thet kept out
the more than 300,000 Palestinians who'd fled
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during those six days. A few managed to get back,
but many, like my cousins Samir and Makram, we
would not see for more than twenty years. We
waited while food ad supplies tridded in, fdlowed
by some samblance of order imposad by villege &-
ders. Schoolswere closed, and my cousinsand |
spent even moretime at my grandparents'. | was
aready spending moretime with them than at my
own houss thar house wes big, thar garden plenti-
ful, and their love endless.

Two weeks after thewar ended and onaday | will
never forget, my grandfaher recdved an extraord-
naty vigtor: his bes friend from high schodl, a Jaw,
who had been separated from him for nineteen
years. Intheyears between 1948 and 1967, no one
ooud travd in ether diredion betwean the pats of
Pdegtine thet became Isad and the parts that came
ude Jordanian and Egyptian rde | recdl waetch
ing, not really understanding, as the two old men
cried on each ather’s shoudas It weas the fird time
| saw my grandfather cry. Later that evening my
grandfather tried to explain why people could not
visit each other across borders. Sido talked about
how, against the wishes of its native people, in-
cluding his Jewish friend, Palestine was divided.
He talked about how Paestinian Christians, Jews
and Mudimswereforced to move and leavethelr
homes.

Looking back now, | understand that I srael did not
wat Pdedinans dreaming bedk into its neMy de-
dared temitory, and that Jorden wes tednicdly in a
dae of war with Isad. | undagood thet even Jau
sdem was dvidad, that no Eag Jausdemites could
go to the West and vice vesa For the fird time, peo-
plewere excluded from parts of Palestine because
of who they were. When the | sraglismade theland
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whole, they madeit an areawhere Pdestiniansare
the unwanted ‘ other’.

The years of the Isragli occupation of the West
Bark and my own village were nat kind to our peo
ple. While they exchanged Jordanian rulefor I s-
radi rue there weare dak dfferences Immediady
after 1967, | srael started to confiscate Palestinian
land in the areas acquired and to build Jewish-aly
cdonegselemats thee Pdedinans wae modly
ampoyad in ayicdture and as thar bet land was
being taken, many wereforced to find other jobs.
Thousands were forced to work in building the
Jewish settlements and the roads that now cover
42 percent of the West Bank and Gaza.

Unlike Jordan, which recognized us as Jordanian
citizens (unequd but at least allowing economic
progress), Isragl imposed on usamost brutal oc-
cupation intended to force us off our lands. Arhi-
fray ared, toture disgopesrances random killing,
home danditons and economic  dgrivaion weae
and are fill common. Immediately after the 1967
war, any non-Jew outside of the areas occupied
in 1967 log his resdancy rigis This induded two
of my cousins. If they had property, their property
was now ‘gbsentee propaty’ and tumed over to the
Janvish Nationd Fund, which, acoording to its web
ste admindes the lad for “the ownass of the lad
of Israel, Jewish people everywhere’.

The Refugees

Before the | sragli occupation, my father wasthe
anly one in my family who wes concamed with the
politics of the Isragl-Palestine conflict. After the
war, in the presence of the Isragli military occupe
tion, it became an issue for al of us. However, |
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parsondly was unaware of the human conssguences
surrounding the refugees of 1967 beyond those

fledting few days duing the war. My parents were
teachers who gave usagood life and tried to in-
sulate their six children from ‘unpleasant’ experi-
ences This ddtaed life came to a hdt, howeve,
oneday in 1976 when | was nineteen, and an un-
dagradugte bidlogy Sudent a Jordan Uriversity.
Asaclassproject, | was studying the bats of Jor-
dan. On one of my field trips, | walked from the
provincia Jordanian town of Jerash, with its an-
cient Roman ruins, to the Dibbineforest, wherea
friend sad bets ae common. After a twohour wak
in the 2N on a hat day in Uy, | came upon a goup
o dilden paying in a svdl wed (dy valey). My
first thought was that it was too hot to play out-
side. My second thought wasto ask if they knew
of any bat cavesinthearea Village children usr
aly do. To my pleasant surprise, two older chil-
dren said yes and agreed to take meto this cave,
and four younger kids decided to join.

After a twenty-minuie walk, and a the top of a hill,
they pointed to acave with avery small entrance.
Crawling insdewith aflashlight was difficult, but
| was plesd to find a large room degp indde with
abat speciesthat | later identified as new to the
known fauna of Jorden. This was vary sidying to
me. Dirty, hungry and thirsty, | asked the children
if they knew whare | could buy a dink. With typi-
ca Arab hospitality, one of the two older children
<ad there wias no way he would dlow me to do thet
ad ingged thet | come to his home He pointed to
the ‘tovn’ bdow. | had nat even naticed ealdier, but
now, with the sun and our location at the right
age the town dlittered. It wes the Jerash Pdedtin
ianrefugee camp, its hundreds of tin-sheet roofs
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reflecting the sun’srays.

The older child, who was perhapsthirteen, asked
ayounger one, gpparently hisbrother, to dert his
family that a guest was coming. | never saw a
child run down a hill this fast before. | was ex-
hausted, and walked sowly with the other chil-
dren. On the way, we talked not about bats but
about them and their lives. When | asked where
they were from, their answers were of towns |
never heard of, and to thisday | fedl guilty that |
did not know or remember the towns they men-
tioned. These were Palestinian villages that their
parents and grandparents had left in 1948. They
talked of thebayyar at (citrus farms) the* haquras
(vegetable gardens), thelarge stone houses and so
many other things that seemed so distant to their
present reality. None of them had ever seenthese
places, but their descriptions were so vivid and
real that you knew they were told thesethingsin
get ddal repededy 0 tha they committed them
to their thoughts.

The ‘home’ | visited that day was a two-room
shack no bigger than 300 sguare feet. The walls
were congtructed from brickswith apedling white
covering, and the ceiling was a simple tin shest.
The room | entered was clean but crowded and
saval as living room ad bedroom. A grdl, somy-
looking ooffee table st in the midde with fruits ad
snacks, ajuice container, ategpot and cups. My
young enageic hodts weare godogetic thet they did
not do more, while | was very worried to have
caused them such trouble. We talked more about
things such astheir school, which was UNRWA.-
administered, their lives, their dreams and their
aspirations.
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of emigrantstry to climb
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fence whichsparatesthe
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governor of the province,
Abdellah Bendhiba,
declared, “ the police
rightfully defended their
watchpods' . Asfor Soain,
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sngeau thearigrants
andgopthem, has sent
hundreds more soldiers
and hdicoptersequippad
with poneful sserdilights
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For awhile, | was in their universe and in their
world, and | started feeling that | had been so
sdtaed, ad thet my life was 0 ddlow. The joy
of having succeeded in my mission of getting the
bat specimens| needed was replaced with empti-
nessand confusion. | asked why they thought they
wereinthisplace and not in Palestine. They sim-
ply answered, “the Jews wanted our land”. The
last question that | asked about their liveswasthe
result of my own bewilderment and smplicity of
thought: Do you think you will go back to those
places in Paestine? An energetic and smplistic
afirmative nod of the head accompanied by ‘in-
shdlah’ (God willing) was the answer.
Waking beck a sunsst, many thoughts aossad ny
mind, some pathgps a hit too much for a nineteent
year-old college student. Asthe yearswent by and
the drugge ocontinued bawean bang invdved ad
wadhng out far my own caex ad lifg this ex
perience domly mede its way into my consdence
and forced me to think more about pdlitics injudice
and human rights.

My cdor Kodedrome dides of the cave the refu
gee camp, and these children seem like black and
white photos much older than they redly are. |
pubished the paper on new records of bats from
Jordkn in 1981 (my fird dentific pegpa) to indude
the ddta thoe dhilden hdped me get. Meanwhile
many troubling regrets and questions remained
unasvaed. Did | impose on tham ad dauat thar
lives? (But they seemed anxious to tell me their
stories.) Should | have offered them money (I had
litle to goare as a Srugding undergaduate Sudent)
and would such an offer have been considered an
inut? Why didn't | a leegt wiite their names or the
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names of the villages they came from? What do
they remember of their experience with me? What
happened to them? What will their future belike
after these various ‘ peace’ moves?

After twenty-five years my regyds ae mixed with
pride and hope, but most of al with gratitude. The
challenges of my own life over the past twenty-
five years dl ssam 0 mundane compared to thet of
the refugees.

Resistance

Snee the 1967 Wa, Pdedinian resdance like any
resi stance movement by any colonized people, has
taken many forms. Mogt of it hasbeen nonviolent,
uch as my atiire village's refusd to pey taxes ad
burning military ID cards in 1988, and some of it
hasbeenvidlent. I, likeal human rights advocates
and most of the world, find these acts of violence
agand dvilians lgadi o Pdedinian, to be adhor-
rent. But words are not sufficient to end violence.
The violence is a terrible symptom of the under-
lying and ignored diseases of oppression and dis-
possession, in the sameway that the violence that
killed both black and white civilians under apart-
heid South Africawas a symptom.

Historicdly, this has been thetragic but consistent
responseto colonia systems. | recall with horror
the stories about Native Americans scalping of
Englishettlers in colonial America, ‘ necklacing’

in South Africa (when tires were placed around the
necks of living peode and st adaze to bun tham
dive, ad tarar bombings of avilian aess in Al
ggia and in Palegting, first by the Jews in their
fight against the British and then by the Pal estini-
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ansintheir fight against the Isradlis. But colonia

ovalords never nesded such ads to labd an entire
native population as savage and barbarian. De-

humanizing natives as less ‘civilized' than their

European oppressors has aways been an impor-
tant strategy to makeit easy to kill and dispossess
them of their land.

Native Paestinians resisted by different means,

most of which werefutile. Thosewho resisted the
occupation or the land confiscation faced what
Isradli authorities caled their iron-fist policy. A
fammer we knew weas ot when he tried to tend to his
agps on lad Igadi althonties hed confiscated. A
relative of mine had his home demolished because
histwelve-year-old son threw stonesat an | sradli

patrol. Ironically, he was the mason who cut the
dones to build 0 meny housss of athas (induding
my parents house). My brother-in-law wasjailed
severa timeswith no charge under rulesthat dlow
the military to detain people for up to six months,
without trial or charges. They thus put himin jail

for 9x months (With torture), rdeesed him, brought
himin again for another six monthsand so on. He
and | believetheir reasoning wasthat he was po-
litically outspoken about the Palestinian suffering
under occupation, and thus they attempted to si-
lence hisvoice. Whatever their reason, historture
resited in pamenat kidney prodlems and he wes
never charged or convicted of any crime.

My own experience of |sragli occupation took the
form that many Palegtinian youth faced and till

face today: random beatings, humiliations, strip
searches and basic racism. After | finished my
bechdor'sdegree in Jordan, | came back to teach
at public schoals in the Bethlehem and Jericho
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areas. Oneday in 1978, | wasteaching biology to
my 11th gradersat theboys school (schoolswere
segregated and | taught at both boys' and girls

schools). Halfway through the class period, two
tear-gas canisterscameflying infrom outside. The
students panicked and rushed to the exit. Isradli

soldiers who were manning the exits with clubs
warehitting the Sudents asthey tried to get oL

When | came out, one young Isragli soldier, no

older than my students, swung his club a me. |

protested ingtinctively in English that | was the
teacher. This caused this young man to pause
briefly, and then ask mein Arabic and gruffly to
“move on”. Instead, | tried to talk to him, asking
why they had thrown the gas canisters into the
classroom and why they were besting the students.
Helost histemper, grabbed me by the collar and
vidertly dragged me to the yard where a truck wes
parked with some arrested students sitting inside.

We were dl trucked to the neay military building.

The Sldes took dl our ID cads and threw us into

a smdl odl. We heard nathing from them for mare

than seven hours. But wewerelucky. They smply
returned the IDsand asked usto walk home, some
of usabit bruised, all of us shaken. My only guess
weas tha the sdldiers were bored and smply wanted
some action.

My ude Yeaooub (Jeoob) Qumayeh, who ded of
liver failurein early 2001, was superintendent of
the Lutheran schodis in the West Bark. | remember
him coming home one day in 1994, saying thet hed
meneged to ga thvough the Igadi chedkpant. This
wes d0 exogpiond, he explaned, becaue a od-
de asked where he was going and my uncle de-

fiantly responded: Al-Quds (the Arabic name of
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Jerusalem). | felt so depressed to hear such pride
in such little triumphs when al around them, Pal-
edinans wae sng ther lands confiscated, thar
homes demoalished and their livelihoods dowly
suffocated al while supposedly ina‘ peace proc-
ess' . Butinretrospect, such small actsof defiance
seem o important to maintaining the dignity and
sanity of a people under relentless attack.

Since | had aways planned to get higher educa-
tion, | worked to get admitted to graduate studies
inthe United States, and thus escaped the rapidly
deteriorating situation. In my yearsat home, | did
witness Igadi brudity, indudng agand my oan
fahe and other rdaives This induded harassmant
a dhekpans requeting them to do menid tasks
(moving things from one side of the street to the
other), verba and physical insults and so on. But
again, | never felt that my family suffered asmuch
asother families. The most affected Palestinians
were those who were refugees from 1947-1949 and
those dtill living on agricultureinrura aressinthe
newly occupied aress after 1967. Israel smply
wanted Palestinian lands and wanted to makelife
as miserable as possible for those Palestinians
remaining so that they would leave. [ ...] Isradl has
already confiscated large swaths of land in the
northem part of our small village of Beit Sahour
for the growing Jewish settlement/colony of Har
Homa In the ped thinty-five years the hills around
Jausdem have been trandomed, covered with
highrise buldngs with luodive tax incertives for
Jaws from al over theworld to come and live on
our lands.

| flip through our photo album and | see pictures
of my paets who ssam pde and week with age
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bath seaming ddar then ther red age | am sopped
by thet deemined, ya& compessonate look on thar
faces. The suffering of older generations of my
famly was always accompanied by persistent re-
gdance They joned demongraions and avil ds
obadience personified in the tax revolt of 1988 in
Beit Sahour during the first uprising againg the
occupation (Intifada). From their house, they see
the growth of the settlement called Har Homaon
the lands of Jabal Abu Ghneim, and it’s cregping
toward them.

In my phone calls to them every weekend (now
more frequently as my father has been diagnosed
with acute myeloid leukemia), they wayslament
that the old days are gone. We used to go for pic-
nicsto Jaba Abu Ghneim, shopped in Jerusalem,
bathed in the Dead Sea, picked flowers in the
mountaing €c. The buildings thet replaced the tress
on Jaba Abu Ghneim stand mostly empty, but
they partialy block our view of Jerusalem. More
tellingly, the bypass roads, for use by Jewish set-
tlersonly, now cut off accessto the Holy City to
al Paledtinians living in the West Bank, except
those living in East Jerusdem itself.

Hipping through the pictures, | come to the pho-
tograph of Hiam Al-Sayed in our own house in
Connecticut. Thisisthelittle Palestinian girl who
visted us in Conmnediicut to get a proghetic eye Her
eye was shot out by an Israeli sniper while she
waked with her mother in Gaza City to vist a
friend. She captured our hearts. It’' stimeslikethis
that | realize how lucky my family has been. It is
true that the home of arelative was demolished. It
is true that many of my rdaives have ben exiled
But these families in Gaza ad in the refugee camps
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inthe West Bank and throughout the Middle East
ae ffeing 0 much more Ye this does nat lesssn
my own pain, knowing that as an American citi-
zen, my taxes ae funding this Igadi oppresson. In
mary ways through my taxes | am hdping to kil
Palestinians (and Israglis) and to keep thisunjust
war going. That is a heavy burden.

The Cactus

Between 1947 and 1949, more than 450 villages
and townswere destroyed and their trees demol-
ished. In 1967, the inhabitarts of more villages,
quch as the bibdicd town of Emmaus were moved
Emmaus, which was hafway between Jerusalem
and the Meditaranean Se, was destroyed dter the
1967 war and today isthe site of anational park.
lgad uproated tas of thousands of dlive trees over
100,000 in the West Bank aone in the past ten
yeas Yd thee ae dill some dive tress Idt, proud
and stubborn, some old enough to have existed at
the time Jes wakad this land. This is trediiondlly
the ime of the dive haved, hut this yea, the Is
ragli government has forbidden the Palestinians
to harvest what remains of their dives.

But the story of the cactusisthe most interesting.
In Pdeging, village fidds usad to be demarcated by
cadus plants When thee were bulldozed, gating
in 1947, an interesting thing happened: The hardy
cadusss gew bedk. 1t is Smply impossble to thor-
oughly remove dl the roots. Thus, in Isradl, in
many places long abendoned, cadus grows in rows
in the same pleoes it was planted hundreds of years
ao by the hands of the netives Tough on the out-
Sde, tender insde, and with beautiful yellow or
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pirk flowers the cactus hes become a maaphor for
Pdedinas ad is in may o our raiond songs
and poams We ding to the hope and the oatanty
that, just as happened in South Africa, we shall
ometky live togeher in this srdl place cdled the
Land of Canaan/the Holy Land. Jews, Christians,
Mudims ad ahes dl dd live togahe for hun
dreds of years before Britain and the great powers
adopted Zionism. Then the rains thet filter through
the soil in which my grandfather and his Jewish
fiend ae bath buied will d0 nouish new fidds
of fagoos, sweet cucumbers, and thriving cactus.

Chicago, October 7

The Saboath arives and | am off to gpeek a a gahr
ering that seeks peace and justice for Palestinians
and Jawsin the Middle East. When | travel during
the weskend | miss Shebbat & home - ddleh, car
de lighing and the wine besssd aound the table
Yet | d0 know that fiddity as a Jew looms large in
awider world. How can | be fathful as a Jaw when
war rages, walls are built, homes are demolished
and the land for the living shrinks daily? | know
that my words do not change the redlity on the
gound. Shdll | then sit back and enjoy Shabbat as
if injustice is not occurring?[...]

Waco, Texas, October 9

| have returned from Chicago. Planes and more
planes And to wha advartage? The warld ramans

the same. The horders of nations thewallsheina
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Odabe 8 Anearthoueke
in Kashmir, between
Pakistan and India;
53,000 dead. Very little
aid getsthere, “La
Repubdica’ reports “ Rich
countries higgovernmant
agandeshavedreadyhed
their funds drained away
by aher dsagtes’ and
“privateindividualswill
not be ableto really feel
involved becauseof alack
of affinity and very few
pictures’.

Marc Ellis

October 8. Alandslide
caused by the rains of



the same. The borders of nations, thewallsbeing
built, the violence of militarism and the verba

violence of argument and invective remain.

The conference wasfilled with good people who
seek justicein the Holy Land. That justice will be
Oanied. Some hdd on to the dream of two dates for
two peoples a shared Jarusdem where two broken
peoples will gather as equAls and begin again. They
wat a revduionay forgveness where confesson
and compasson dlow hidoies of auffeing to come
into anew configuration of mourning and move-
ment. Mourning the past, the movement forward
takes on depth. Who can appreciate more deeply
the bregth of new life then one who dso moums? It
iS not an dtempt to @se mouming but to do some-
thing life-giving with mourning.

Thisiswhy traditionsrestrict mourning, intense at
first, marked and limited by specid dayslater. We
moum the deed Only the living can moum. If loss
and death are mourned without end living isim-
possible. We areinstructed to carry thismourning
with us - into new life.

Has the Hdocaust become a mouming without end
& if mouming in and o itsdf can lring life? When
we mourn too intensely over too long a period

mouming can be used against others and become
hollow. When we suffer it is unlike the suffering
of others- it certainly feelsthat way. Y et the suf-
feing of others feds the same way to them. There
is atruth here - that suffering is self-contained,
deeply persondl.

Communities ae like theat as wdl. They intamdize
suffering as if it is unique to themselves. Again

thereisatruth hereif not taken too far. Have we
a8 Jaws taken our auffering too fa? Do we e it as
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Hurricane Stan destroys
avillagein Guatemala:
1400 South American
Indians die.

October 13. A series of
attacks by Chechen
guerrillasin Nalcik, the
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80 dead.

October 15. Referendum
in Irag on the new
Condtitution. Over 78%
say yes. About 63% of
those digible vote.



unique and over againg others?We certainly think
so when others brandish their suffering asunique,
incomparableasif it isbeyond our camprehenson
During these days of repentance we are cdled upon
to confess. Sometimes | think confession is a
mouming spoken out loud, a loss articulated with
a sgn of hope - hope that repair is possible; the
book of lifeis till open. [...]

Modena, Italy, October17

Dear friends, after alovely afternoon on Saturday
(which I’'ve been thinking about again, trying to
work out the source of the joy | still feel and the
regret that | didn’t have more time - hadn’t met,
greeted, talked, and listened to all the people who
werethere or who briefly stopped by), yesterday
for me was an exhausting and marvelous day.
After very few hours of deep, | went to work at
a palling booth for the primaries here in Modena
from seven in the morning until after midnight. |
talked to hundreds of people (we had about two
thoussnd vaters), didributed vating foms  dhecked
IDs, did al the things that have to be done in a
polling booth, in this case in the old city centre. |
saw friends | hadn’t met for along time, | shook
hands, but above al | saw many faces, somefa-
mous and many more unknown; one by one |
watched the people asthey sat in front of mefor
severa minutes, showing their documents and
asking for information: smiling, cam, patient,
friendly, curious and attentive, confident or self-
conscious, enthusiagtic or ironic, fully aware of the
seriousness of thetask, and dwaysvery courteous.
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October 16. For thefirst
timein Italy, primary
dectionsarehddwithin
theoarelgtdliance in
view of next year’s
pdlitical dedions Beyord

all expectations, three
million people take part
in them. Romano Prodi
isthe anticipated winner.



| was so caught up in this unique rapport sponta-
neoudy set up between us, so different from the
rahe bureauaaic and fomd one nommdly found
in polling booths, that | survived from 7:45 (inthe
end we opened the booth before eight o’ clock
because at 7:30 there was already along queue,
meny of elderly people anxious to vote... “then
| can forget about it, you know...”) until about
four in the dtanoon without budging, without egt-
ing anything, and mostly without drinking.

As the queue got bigger and the room filled up it
becare a truy wondafu ad moving dght. There
were actually two very long queues continuing out
into the street: a silent, patient and determined
crowd. Nobody was pushing or protesting; latein
the moming and in the &tamnoon in paticla there
wasawait of an hour and ahalf, even two hours,
many people came back several times; asfar as|
know nabody gave up. We hed to triple the number
o vaing foms - by nine ddodk there were hardy
any left and we made photocopies.

There have been occasionsbeforewhen |’ ve seen
thousands of people- the*left-wingers' - march-
ing in procession, at politica or union protests or
sometimes at dramatic momentsin thelife of the
nation, where the tension showed in people's
faces (funerals of thevictimsof terrorism and the
Mafia); and at other times of normal political or
democratic struggle. But you aways sensed - or
at least | did - akind of ‘ otherness' in that crowd:
not just an urge for conflict, for polemos, and the
dialectic of ideas inherent in the polisandin de-
mocracy, but akind of extraneousness, or at least
atendency to claim to be different.
Thistimethe crowd’ sidentification with the polis
and democracy seemed complete, mature, fully
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avare Nat that they lacked an adversary, of course
The anti-Berlusconi impetus was clear. But you
could see they were happy they’ d been called to
vaice thar gpinion, to patidpete it wes as if they'd
been waiting just for this- witness the number of
participants aswell, which surprised the organis-
ers. nobody had noticed what wasredlly happen-
ing deep within these people, which says a lot
about the crisisin the palitica parties and oligar-
chies and about their ability to govern complex
sddies in the gobdised warld. This was a dreem
of humanity upsetting the fragile organisational

framenvork, and | think it shows thet in goite of e
rytning there is an enomous vitdity and drength in
our democracy. It wasaroar of voicesrising from
the tomn souare, recdling an imege Hddalin usd
(hewas complaining that he no longer heard that
roar). Corflid, impossble to diminete in the polis
but firmly anchored to the rules, to the laws, to
daed vaues | naiosd a dregth thet wes sdlid,
cdm, dgified ad indligat, moking ad & the
same time enthusiastic; the enjoyment of being

together, doing things together, being mery, sher-
ing space with kindred spirits. | can’t help thinking
that al these people, so diverse and so united, so
enthusiastic and at the same time aware, so pas-
dorde and unselfish, are the best of Italians. ..

Grottaferrata, Italy, October 18

They say you have to talk to children and make
them think rationdly. Or scold them. I’ d dready
been through the whol e procedure. But enough’s
enough: thiswasthe umpteenth tantrum of the day
and | knew | wasright. | was aso tired of being
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right. I went outside onto the lawn and left her
whimpering insdethe house. | sat at thefoot of a
tree, fiddling with blades of grassas| triedto cam
down. The vague feeling of guilt and defeat at
having It her there on her ovn would nat go away
and my discomfort grew.

Sddenly she pegps aound the gpen doar, but pulls
back into the shadows as soon assheredlises |’ ve
s her. | manege to sheke off dl the tendon and
stretch my arm out towards her, offering her a
flower I've just picked. She hesitates, but then
comes out onto the verandah. She seemsto feel
sder. She aoses a gmdl dretch of grass and sops
| stay ill too, and continue to hold out my arm
ofaing he the ardl gift. Se teakes sved mare
steps and stops afew metresfrom me. | smile at
her, and immediately her sullen expression melts
into an answering smile. Now she runs toward
me and crouches against me, trying to press her
small body as close to mine as possible. Now all
iswell. The angry mother is no more.

Milan, Italy, October 23

I know now thet this time every year, betwean Q-
tober and Novamber, | will fed ramorse agan for
not having opened the door to thelittle girlsfrom
upstairs on the night of Halloween. It must have
bean the evening of Hallowean, three years ago.

The year before, when two little voices had an-
swered my “Whoisit” from behind the door with
“Trick or tredt”, | was touched and wat dong with
the game even if I've never liked Hadlowen fes
tivities which gopeared here out of the blug ad dl
| knew about the rituals came from the movies. As
mysteriously as| could, after feigning surprise at

p. 58

Italy, that Niger sold
wraniumto Irag, whichwes
usdtodaimthat Seddam
Hussein packed mass
destrudionwegpong and
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express themselves
againgt the prohibition.



their appearance, | murmured, “Wait, just a sec-
ond”. And | dowly but surely went to look for my
purseonthetable. Thelittlegirls eyeswerewide
open and their delight was a so areaction to mine,
and mire to thars because we were bath playing a
megic roe togaher, in an amogphare of P
and we believed iniit. | had taken out a one euro
coin for each of them out of my purse and had
gently placed them in their tiny hands, then | had
hugged them and | had been immediately over-
whelmed by their astonishment and by their db-
vious happiness.

Yet the year dter | didn't open the door and | don't
know why. | don't even know if the litle gils knew
that | was at home and didn’t want to open the
door: | had tried not to make any noise at all. The
bell rang at least twice, but | wilfully didn’t react.
Why didn’t | want to repeat the magic ritua ? Why
did I no longer think that playing the game would
be fun and important, not only for them, but aso
for me?

Lethbridge, Canada, October 29

[...] Thenthe president of Iran declaresthe need
to diminate | sragl from theface of the earth!! So
much illusion and at such cost. It smply feeds
the accusationsthat I srael will never be safe and
that the endgame is destruction.

How many Palestinianswill diein the announced
plan to eiminate |srael? Does the symbolism of
Israel outweigh the redlity of Palestinian life?
So the denial on both sides. Jewsdon't exist. Pal-
estinians don’'t exist. And yet both certainly exist
asordinary beings deserving of the respect of any
aher adray life | think it woud be revdutionary
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October 26. During a
conference entitled “ A
world without Zionis’,
an event that takes place
every year to express
lidaritywith Palestinans
the Iranian president
Mahmud Ahmadinejad
declares: “ the Zionist
entity must be wiped off
the face of the earth” .



to simply accept that Jews and Paestinians are
ordinary.

Ordnaty life as the god. The extraordinary coming
within the ordinary.

Florence, Italy, October 29

The greengrocer near my house conduds his bus-
nessinasmall shop - so small that there are more
baskets outside the shop than in it. And the best
produce is outside too. The business is run just
about on the povaty line by two ddaly pearents ad
a on of unoartain age who was onceinacomaas a
resit of a sious acddat, leeding to some oddties
in his behaviour. Given his stuation heis dways
angry at theworld around him (possibly with rea-
son). | never see him in the company of anyone
ather then those two dd pegde Sometimes, if the
bag of shopping is heavy, he offers to comehome
with me and we have an opportunity to talk on the
way. Thus | found out about his intelligence, his
interests, his education gained through solitary
reading, solitary journeys and reflections.

Not many customersbuy thingsin thisshop. They
prfea the spamaked, which may have an aun
dance ad vaidy of chegpe goods But | continue
to gotherefor what | want, contrary to al market
logic, because | bdieve I'm contributing to kegaing
divethedisappearing ‘ corner shop’ so dear to our
mamay, ad d (without waing to ssem pios)
to the dignity of meking a living for a family & risk.
Sometimes | find a bruised piece of fruit in the
paper bag and | don’t know if thisisthe result of
distraction or desperation.

Oftenwhen| go past | find al three of them at the
door of the shop, watching the people passing by
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Octaber 26. In Clichy-
sous-Boais, inside the
Parisian banlieu, two
teenagersof Arab origin
agad 17and 15, Ziedand
Banou, hideinddealoca
power plant to get away
fromthe police and die
electrocuted. A revolt
eruptsin the small town,
nmodly causad by youth of
Maghrebianarigin,which
flares up again the
following night and will
go on for several weeks
spreading to numerous
French cities.

October 27, from* La
Repubblica” : last 29
Jduy, the2075 inhebitarts

of the town of Taishi, in
the Guangdong region,
in China, art collecting
sgnaturestobehandedin
totheregordl authorities

to obtain the dismissal of
the mayor, accused of
having expropriated two
hundred andfifty acresof
farmandand sdldit dearly
payingoutridcuousaurs
of money to the farmers.
On September 12 the
town is surrounded by a



in the hope that somebody will stop and buy the
few thingsthey have. All around, more and more
shiny, brightly coloured superstores are appearing
with background rock music incorporated and

young men and women in uniforms (perhaps

they’ re desperate too). The comparisonisamost
ridiculous but for me this insistence on shopping
there has become a kind of resistance, amingto
resuscitate something that’ s disappearing, some-
thing that’s part of us, like the vernacular.

| dso meet acraftsman there (one of thelast), who
knows about prints and presses and has spent his
life looking for botanica subjects, becoming an

expert inthe process. When thelocal council had
the tress cut down (they were Sck, aocording to the
ooundllorg), it wes thanks to him and the betles he
fought together with the people of the neighbour-
hood that we got them back. So thetreesthat have
grownagain and areflourishing speak of him, and
have their rootsin his skill and stubborn determi-
nation. Piety is here, attached to the pavement,

whie Piero washesthe dogs and the woman from
the haberdashery drowns in boxes and advises
jumpers mede from a wod mixture far the children
On the redo a fuy o desth. Will this freeding cold
make each small daily battle futile?

Milan, Italy, November 2

Today, to overcome the fear ad the chill | fdt i+
Sog | aut out a dress I'd been thinking about it for
afew days | fdt the nesd to bend over atask, creat-
ing something - not just anything, but something
pasord ad inimate And wam. So, usng a light
gniheic flesce blanke in sy bue as my maerid
(I have more then one of them: they're dhegp & the
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make and they're amazingly <oft), | aut out a long people* whosedooumants
house dress For the patten | usd a long dress I've  werendtinorder™ . Mary
had for many years, made of dark grey wool, 'tgmga‘t;}"’;g%
dlightly coarse but nice: athoughiit'sabitwomby 1| & Repubblice” on
now it hasn't lost its charm or itswarmth when | October 28 later triedlto
wear it. | laid it over the blue material and cut. wmﬂg&gﬁ
I’'m fond of thet grey woodl dress One day | natioed - ; _
to my dismey thet it hed afew math hdesin it But ipamer.
| wes never going to gve it up! So to fix the prd>

lem | cut some coloured wod flowers from a vay

matted cardigan that had become absolutely un-

weardde and goplied them over the hdes the maths

had left. Now | havethefedling I'm going to love

thelong blue fleece dresstoo, for wearing around

the house (but maybe outside as well). It's very

wam and soft on the skin: as | was autting it | liked

the feel of the oft of fabric in my hends ad asthe

negde went in it gave me a pleasant sensation. ..

Waco, Texas, November 6 Marc Ellis

Embody the beginning - at the end.

Embody hope.

Despair asasign of victory, adesperate clinging
to something more. The more that is not in evi-
dence, now: lifting up the past as hope- asapos-
sble future.

Now is the future waiting to be born. [...]

Paris, November 7 Andrea | nglese

A few days ago someone rang the bdl a& my coun Novem_bers,l;rem}a
dl house flat | wea't expadting any vists | looked Repbbical’: intherall
through the eyehole, but couldn't see anyone, | Pubic SHinesehiospials

opened the door all the same and went down the  show patients the prices

Anvvi AlAv Hlardk |l AaAAA+A HaA AtlaAr fl kA A+ HaAdk nAd A
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corridor that leadsto the other flats. At that point
| heard some voices, and some thuds. | got curi-
ous and quickened my step. Suddenly, a furious
man wearing a bath robe came out of one of the
flats with ared face and a cigarette in his hand.
He shouted: “If you don’'t leave a once, I'll call

the police!” towards a threat which was outside
my view. | looked a him in astonishment. He
went back in. Two goggle-eyed thirteenyear-dd
boys appeared. They weredressed upinabizarre
way and were hdding rubber masks in thar hands

They absent-mindedly asked mefor some swests.
“I'll have a look. Follow me’, | replied. They

soppedin front of the door. | went in and heda
qQuick lodk around, but there were no swedts in the
house. | went back to the door to say goodbye.
They ddn't look me in the eyes In the meanwile,
one of them, the one who had never spoken, had
put on the rubber mask representing ahorror film
character. My partner Magali and | were sorry.
We would have liked to play the Hdlowvean game
for once. Even though those boys were African
French.

Paris, November 8

Y esterday, on Channel One of the national tele-
vision, the French Prime Minister, Mr. Villepin, a
smartly-dressed good-looking man, announced the
restoration of curfew in Francewith acalmintent
exreson. His dgnified posure his deedy vaoe
hisslvery hair, typica of ago-ahead man, every-
thing in him, immortalized in the amost frontal

gdic tdevigon framing, reminded me of the dhar-
atter of Georges (Danid Autal) in Caché (Hidden),
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of blood tests, specialist
examinations, surgical
oparationsand medidnes
Firsadfor rexsatation
costs 120 yuan, an X-ay
costs 300, a blood test
200, ec. theaveragewege
of many manual workers
isabout 1,000 yuan a
month.

Andrealnglese



thelatest film by Michagl Haneke: everything re-

produced the deeply-rooted, unaware-of - itdlf and
devadtating attitude of denia which the French

Fendman dglays before an AfricanFHendmen,
an immigat, an immigat's son, o an mmigat's
son's son. Villepin like Auteuil in Haneke: the

same unbridgeable gap, the same being part of a
motionless picture, of an identical frame which

leaves out evay ssouence evay unpradidable de-
vdopment, evay dhance far athers to ek, evary
intrusion, al fluency. Just asfor Haneke' s char-

acter, asuccessful man and atelevison journdig,
any contact with the non-French Frenchman has
always been impaired, since the latter isthe car-

rier of a shadow, a suspect, alack.

So, the present government isreviving a1955 law,
thanks to which France enforced a ‘dae of emer-
gaxy in Algeria during the war. Such law was
used only once after Algeria: i.e., in New Caledo-
niain 1984-85. However, today it isno longer the
reluctant populations of the colonies, whether lost
or kept, who are subjected to the ‘ state of emer-
gency’. The curfew involves the whole of the
French territory, from North to South, and is

aimed at the French themselves, or rather at the
very young French, those between the ages of

fourteen and fifteen on average. And yet, it feels
asif it wereacountry dedling with an extraneous
body, with an unacknowledged multitude occu-
pying its tanitory in a fartuitous way and now re-
veding itsdlf with intolerable violence. Faced with
such an intrusion, the answer cannot but be a
colonia war law.

Many cités, asthey arecaled, have areputation of
being mythical and terrifying places. They apriori
call up images of poverty and violence, almost as
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if they were offshoots of underdevelopment that
have safled treecharoudy in anés own home fd-
lowing the cdonid expaience As far those youg
ands they ae litadly ‘extraneous bodes: thar
facesdon’'t look French, and they don’t speak the
French peopl€ sFrench. They are, therefore, sus-
pect even bdfore having s fire to awthing. For-
mally they are French, they have French citizen-
ship. But thar fahers aen't, let dore thar gadfa-
thers. They come from poor families. They ha-
ven't sudied much. Today, in Western countries,
‘poor and with little schooling’ is a synonym for
‘potential assaulters of nice people (thosewho are
less poor ad have a litte more schodling). More-
over, if one adds the fact that some of them are
Mudim and regularly go to a mosque, then the
portrait of the enemy is complete. In this case,
however, the eternal ‘aleged enemy’ has taken
trouble to becomethe ‘rea enemy’. And has ob-
tained the greatest acknowledgment that France
could grant him: the state of emergency.

Milan, Italy, November 8

Sometime ago | went to the police station in my
district. Therewere crush barriersto theright and
to theleft of the entrance. Behind them acrowd of
Arabs, black Africansand Asiansisinwaiting. A
wide corridor had been left empty between the
barriers. | walked through hardly looking or being
looked at. | had to report atheft, they had to apply
for aresidence permit. Any feeling | might have
hed was endosad in thet Sght. A white men walking
between two wings of coloured men and women;
they areleft onthe doorstep, hewaksthrough the
door. A colonia sight.
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Paris, November 9

How long does it necessarily take for amultitude
that has put up with injustice to wear away itsown
pain, its own humiliation? And trough which
dhands is this Sufferance conveyed, dmod as if it
doud inevitady tum info ragg without ever bang
cancdled? How does it paisonoudy goreed from one
generation to another? Constantly hidden, turned
into work and obedience, into endurance and te-
necity, until it nolonger finds any taboos or forms,
avy idess o bonds or andet mentd  drudures into
which to be regbsorbed: and then it suddenly presses
just like an impermeable substance that can’'t be
ket beck, through those vary younges limios to be
finaly gected in violent destructive forms.

Paris, November 10

These days one may hear even people from the
Let sy that “too much money goes to the banlieues
youngsters can take advantage of |ots of facilities
and opportunities for freg and if they wart they can
go hang-gliding without spending a penny”. So
thet feding dats greeding which peope from the
left know well, in some situations... the feding
that they have been too naive, too idedlistic, too
visonary, too ‘good’. Thisway of justifying up to
the hilt, of excusing, thisway of blaming society
thus acquitting the alleged ‘rgjects . And what if
all these problems, which the state has uselessly
been trying to solvefor years, after al camefrom
a sck, definitively corrupt generation, and al we
had to do was to acknowledge it? And condemn
it, a last joining the genera chorus crying out
“what is broken must be paid for”?
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Paris, November 11 Andrea Inglese

Cas are on fire ad, as a conseguence idess ae in
gedt tumal. Laer cas will gop buming, snce up-
risings have a beginning and an end. And every-
thing will get back to calm again. Back to small
ghod ad condo venddism Bak to srel ndagh
bouhood wheding and deding. Badk to pety la-
oay. Bak to exam falures Bak to meaningess
days. In other words, back to ordinary life. As
Musl wrae in The Man Without Qualities [Secker
& Wahug, London 1954 I, p. 71, tras Ethre
Wilkins and Ernst Kaiser]: “Why does man not
make history? That is, why does he only attack
hgay like an anmd, when he is hut, when things
ae on fire dose behind im? Why, in  shart, does he
make history only in an emergency?’. Thisisthe
outrage that lies before our eyes everyday.

| was Eighteen Here
YearsOld

by Dionigi Serra, dias Niso

notes from the present

| was eighteen years old. | got my cal-up notice
and at the beginning of September 1943 | went to
thebarracksat Tortona. I’ d been therefor fiveor
Sx days, weknew something waswrong, aswe'd
been ordered to deep fully clothed, with our rifles,

ad they'd gven us the megazine dthough we were

p. 67



dl new requits ad didn't even know how to dhoat.
During the night we heard parties of Germans
meking a rackd in the dreds of Tartona and Sng
ing Lili Marleen. Around midnight or one o’ clock
the Germans smashed through the main gate with
their tank, and it did alap or two of the courtyard.
They sprayed two or three volleys of bulletsinto
the windows of the barracks; the glass flew out
and we al crouched down on the floor. Then the
tank left, Gamen heedguartars contedted the Itdian
officers and they had us go down into the court-
yard. On September 8, the day of the armistice,

there were two thousand of us; over the next few
days they srgpad together soldies escgping on the
trains and some civilians as well, and then there
would have been nearly six thousand of us. We
goat four or five days without eding, in the barracks
courtyard, and the Gamens hed rifles in thar hends
dl the time, frightenad judt like we were ad shoat-
ing without a ssoond thought. We weart to the tallet
on the goorts ground and dter a few days there was
amountain of shit. A friend from Giarolo gaveme
an . But we were suffering from third more then

hunger, becauseit was very very hot.

Then they put usdl onthetrain. When we arrived
a Caad Sn Govan Sation, a slor whose uni-
fom waait 0 emly recognissle hid in the tale,
and when the train slowed down at the station he
jumped off; the Germans shouted and fired two
shotsand brought him down. At that same station
the people were bringing us baskets of grapes, but
the Germans didn’t let them come near thetrain,

they darted it up agan. Some athers among s tried
to excgpe as we care to a svdl bridge by jumping
into aditch; therewas aburst of submachinefire
and you saw the dirt rise; we never knew whether
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they excaped o were hit. We were escorted by this
armed convoy asfar asthe Brenner Pass. In Ger-
mery there was atrain running alongside us car-
rying binsof ricethat had gone bad, with mothsin
it - there were more moths than rice, but wewere
realy hungry and we ateit.

We stopped in Munich and then after aweek of
travelling they took usto the huge labour camp at
Luckenwalde [about sixty kilometres southwest
of Berlin]. We came out of the station and they
made uswalk some of the way to the camp, about
the distance from Ponte Nizzato Serra, but on the
flat, Six or seven kilometres. We went through a
big town where there were hundreds of Germans,
women and children, and they spat on usand the
guards sad nathing: | wes redly hurt ly thet. At the
camp they gave us another ladleful of dops like
we' d had before. The camp could hold 200,000
prisoners; it was as big as the distance between
Momperone and Varzi [two towns - like Ponte
Nizza - near Serradd Monte]. Whenwe arrived
there were something like two hundred French
pisoners then people kgt coming: in the ed there
must have been tens of thousands of us. Wewere
there for a fortnight, edting one o two smdl pota
toesa day and deeping in huge tents.
Towads the end of thet time a Fasdd Paty leader
who wasin Berlin was called to put aproposition
to us to jon the Repubdic of SHo. We woud have
asmuch aswe liked to eat and thenwe' d go and
defend our country. About aquarter went (50,000
o atod of 200000 - but nat ore of the two hun
dred dfficers), ad they let us s them handing out
mest in front of our very eyesto the men who had
joined. And the Party leader said: “We must thank
our German alliesfor theway they’ vetreated us,
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because they’ ve worked to ensure our safety and
they've gven us food... We mud jain togeher with
our German comradesfor theliberation of Italy”.
Gradually they split us up; we never saw the of -
ficers again and they took us in groups of afew
hundred at atimeto alabour camp in the centredf
Berlin, brand spanking new, and wooden sheds
with facilities.

At the beginning of October, nearly amonth after
we d been captured, we started working in Berlin.
All the companies were looking for staff and we
went to work here or there. In the morning the
Gamenguards came to collect us and took us to
the different companies. We did everything, and
nobody kept court of the hours and then they could
cal us at night as well, to bury the dead after a
bombing for instance. | worked for aconstruction
company. The oneswho were lucky and went to
work somewhere reesongble were dde to edt. Food
wasvery scarce (apotato aday), and wetried to
‘ndk something to eat when we wart to wark. The
‘polia’, the person in charge (a very big man),
camewith usand stopped at hishouseto eat, and
he made us understand with threats that we had
to wat for him. We looked up and doan the drest
and if therewasawoman around we said thefirst
words we'd learned: “Frau... brot” (Madam...
breed). Sometimes a woman would wak on a few
meres and then drop a coupon for a hundred grams
of bread onto the ground, without looking at us.
They werevery frightened aswell. Sometimeswe
would dipinto aplace, like ahousethat had been
bombed, and nick some jams and other things to
eat. In an area along way from us there was a
beke’s dhop where they actudly gave us breed for
nothing, at their own persond risk, and so when
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the boss | eft us we ran to get to that place, but if
there was somebaody there wewould see how the
land lay and tum back. They never gave us dathes
and we washed in sinks; the fleas were eating us
alive and they stayed with us until we got home.
Every now and again they would try again to get
us to enlist with them, but not many joined.
Soon after our arrival the Russian and American
bombings dated and gat more and more frequant.
The Russians had got asfar as Elba. Many men
were dying. At night the alarm would sound and
wed dip into the sdters There ware ssoure bun
kers, but they didn't let us go to those. The guard
would say: “Audander nicht, raus!”. Wewerein
Balin from Odobe 1943 unil the Rusian troops
arrived, when the Nazis fled or were taken pris-
onas This was in the ealy months of 1945 a yesr
and a haf of labour camp. The last battle was
terrible. The pilots of the Russian fighter planes
weredl women. Thelight planesflew so low that
we could seethem waving at us. By thistime we
hed the feding dissster was near. There weare ru-
moursthat the Russians were very close and one
fine day wefound themin the camp. Betweenthe
huts there were shelterswith cement walls at the
sides, covered with earth. They were more gun
shields than bunkers. At night some men would
leave the shelter to go and deepinthehut. | stayed
there dl the time with mod of the others but it wes
peinfu: we were in a box one metre by fifty and
there were a hundred people crammed in thare like
sardines. During the night, whilel wasin the she-
ter, they bombed my dormitory and three men died,
they were firing with katyushas (very powerful
weapons: they fired seventy shotsin two or three
seconds), but cannon bells too. Now and egain we
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woud poke our heedk out of the shdter and a one
paint we saw asddie, quite short, just a boy, who
wastaking in Russianand asking for watches. A
few men hed them and we urged them to give them
to im. And he amsvered “Korodho (good)!”. Then
he put a round magazine in his Parabellum and
fired into the ar. We were dill indde Lae one of
our men warned us “The Russars ae coming this
way with coils of telephone wire on their backs’.
There were officers too. They put a tdephone ex-
change in a hae mede by a bomb. They didn't even
look & us Around ten 0'dock two or three Russan
truckswith katyushas stopped. Their light planes,
cdled ‘goks, modly pilaed by women, skimmed
the ground, even in the midde of the dreds to na
dhine-gun some Gamen tagets and they waved to
us. The female soldiers were more serious and
stricter than the men: if there were women at a
roecblock they didn't le anyore through, wheress
the men could be bribed with apecket of dgarettes

Thedaysafter that wewerein the hutswhen they
asked us to work for them and build a landing
field for their planes; at first wewere afraid, then
we learned to trust them. The Russianstold usto
sew alittle Italian flag in the cuff of our jackets
so we' d be recognised as Italians. For onewhole
night we heard the sound of a Russan cavdry dvi-
sion. Wewent tolook at these thousands of horses
as they went past: they had fine horses and they
were very good riders. Suddenly a captain about
25 or 30 years old comes towards us and makes
his horse reer up in front of us We were scared! He
dgmounts in a flegh and amiles & us ad sys “Are
you ltdians?|’m hdf Italian and haf Russian. My
mother was born in Bolognaand | lived there for
eight years studying at the university.” We were
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dumbstruck, as he got back on hishorse and said
to s “I due yau dl, fieds soon yaull be gang
back home! Thewar isover!” The Russians had
no timeto think about us and suggested we should
go and ransack the city, where there was nobody
left in the streets or in the houses: they weredll in
the cellars, not one of them would come out! Fif-
temn of us took a hundred kilos of breed, Sugar, two
hundred packets of cigarettes, al you could wish
for, ahundred kilos of flour... The Russanswere
laughing! Someone suggested going and taking
0ome pigs we put the proposa to a Rusdan officer
and he gave us permission. We went with one of
the Russans carts and gat two pigs we butchered
them, cooked them and ae them. The Russan rear-
guard dopped to est with us Then ore time a fe-
low from Venice suggested looting two or three
catloads of “Sublime’ dgaretes They landed some
aoud and 0d some For me this was an unoam
fortable situation, but half the soldiersagreed with
it. Then after afortnight the Russians started im-
posng some ode (they asked us to teke only whet
was necessaty) and organisng usto leave Balin

At thet time | goent severd days in Budkow [about
fifty kilometres eet of Balin; it wes a town where
Hitler went for holidays: two small hills covered
in pines, and alake around it. The Russians made
an avidion camp thae for grdl planes the dorks
and amilitary hospital; awoman ran the hospital,
ablonde - what awoman, you should have seen
her! At night with the colonel they went around in
thejeep hunting for deer. An officer who worked
at the aviation camp came and asked four or five
o usif we woud hdp them dear out some housss
we weae jud there doing nathing, 0 we deaned Up
two or three cottages. therewere dog carcasesand
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human bodies, and on two days he brought us a
tray of pastries as areward.

After a month we were loadkd onto trans and taken
to Poland, where things had to be put back in or-

der; on the journey we had to travel a hundred

kilometreson foot aswell. Weweretherefor two

months degaing in a shed, auting wheet with thar
meachines. We had food. Then two thousand of us
had to leave for another area; there wasacaptain

about eighteen years old who had distinguished

himself on the battlefield, and he directed usinto
alorry andtrailer, with al our packswith the suff
we had collected around the place: we weren't
going to leave anything behind! He loaded us dl

up and we headed for the Oder-Neisse line: vast
plains, as big as from here to Pavia. There were
white and black cows like we have here, herds thet
went on forever, beautiful country. Thetraller had
five holes but only three bolts, we went on a
pontoon bridgeto the Oder-Neisselineand | was
wadhng the traler comnedtion: it was okay. When
we arrived there was sugar beet to be hoed for
several weeks; they treated uswell. If | found any
redly good people they were the Russians. they

never raised their voices and they always fixed

everything, whereas the Germans were like mad
dogs but them no, never, never evar! At night they
woud come with thar litle mouth organs and sing;
“Nima khleba nima kikuruza, piats malerkikh
nma mddka (no breed and no gan, five little anes
and no milk)”. We asked when we' d beableto go
back home and they told us: “Zakoncite rabotu i

idte domg (finsh the wok and youll go homg)”.
They woud amile the truth wes they didn't know
either.

Then atran was organised to sand us to the Brenner
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Pess but they made a midake and st us to FHance
We tumed aound and weat badk to Munich, where
there were Russian and American troops There
was a bit of tendon here they handed us over to the
Amaicans and we s off, but it took us weeks to
0et to the Bremner Pass At the dat of the joumey,
while we were still in Germany, the transopped
opposite an orchard. A thousand men got off and
drippaed it bare They came to blows with the Ger-
menfarm workers and one of them finished upin
hospital. The Russian officer didn’'t say awthing.
Then a higneranking Rusian dffior was called
urgently and came on a mator cyde to redore orda.
Wetook aday and a half to do afew kilometres
along the Adigefrom Merano, because therewas
jugt adnge line and each tran hed to wait, then there
were German prisoners fixing the railway line.
Now it's October 1945. The tran left me on the Po
bridge. We crossed the Po on thebarge at Pavia
because the lridge was broken. | took the litle train
that goes from Vogherato Varzi, and stopped at
Cecima: no onewas expecting to see me after two
years and no nenvs People were surprisad. At home
my mother removed al the fleas from me and
boiled my clothes.

Camisano Vicentino, Italy, November 11

“1 want to thank everyone who helped me. Those
who prepared the food for the party today, those
who gave me a hand when | arrived, those who
hdpad me g this housg, and those who wdcomed
me so warmly. | also want to ask God to protect
those who ae far away: the people who are risking
thar lives anong the bulles & this time Le's dirk
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atoast: cheers!”

“Cheerd” wedll respond in chorusaswe sip some
prosecco. It' smy new neighbour’ s party - Brent,
who is putting on this gathering to christen the
house. He's an American soldier who's beenin
Iraq. He' sblack, likemost of the guests. Thereare
children too, and my daughter is playing happily
with the others.

I’m shy, and | barely manage to exchange afew
words | dat a converstion with an Itdian grl who
woks a the Edele American bese in Vicarza and
looks after the quartering of the soldiers. Sheasks
me questions aout Bdivig, taks doout this and thet

and gets quite friendly. When she hearsmetaking
to my daughter in Spanish she says she loveslis-
tening to our languege ad confesss thet dhe de
tets English: shetook thejob at the base to make
herself learn it properly once and for al.

My partner goes home early. | stay on, partly be-
cause my little girl just doesn’'t want to hear any
talk of leaving her new friends, but above al be-
caue I'm interested in getting to know these people
Before we came my patner sad he wanted nothing
to dowith anyoneinvolved inwar, but | wantedto
meet Brent for thisvery reason. And by ‘working’

asan interpreter for my father-in-law, who owns
Brent’ s house and mine and who doesn’t spesk a
word of English, | was able to come into contact
with him. What can | say? He's a friendly and
likeable person, without doubt more affectionate
and understanding than the rest of the neighbour-
hood. In any case | find it hard to imagine him

behind a machine gun. Certainly we haven't yet
talked about the war, or about our idees in reaion
toit. And I don’t know when I’ll do that, if ever.
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Paris, November 12

| have recently referred to an official document
dated December 17, 1983 and entitled TheQuality
of Life in the Suburbs of Big Cities Itisasmdl vo-
ume edited by the* Economic and Socid Council”

for the Journal officiel dela Républiquefrancaise
(Officiad Journal of the French Republic); it is
therefore a document for the use of Paliamentary
debating and aimed towards government political

intervention. It iswritten in the style of areport.
The second part, entitled “The Problems of En-

dangered Suburbs’, is subdivided in a number of
chapters and related paragraphs. These include
“Population” and “Harmfulness’. Some of the
paragraphs have predictable titles such as“The
Youth" or “llliteracy”. Others have more gopeding
ones such as* City Planning without Planners’ or
“Cuckoo Palitics’. But the paragraph which most
atracted my atention was the one devoted to m
migaion The title - why be surprised? - is“The
Problemaf Immigrants’.

Inthis paragraph, “The Problem of Immigrants’,
you can read: “In the 19" century, French de-
mography, which has never recovered from the
losses of life back in the times of the Revolution
and the Empire, bucksthetrend if compared with
the res of Eurgpe While its neighbours auffer from
an excess in population, France seems to be in-
adequate and aready importsworkers. [...] War
losses and economic devdgpmat meke this need
evenmoreimpdling”. And then, with referenceto
the “reasonsfor their presencein France’ today,
thefollowing “determinants’ are reported among
ahas “In the firg placg lifes precaiousness bedk
in their home countries, both because of politica
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ressons and, more often, because of economic rea
ons Secady, hidoicd and geoggohicd  ressons
conoaning an importart agpet of Fach cdonid
higay [...]. FArdly, a mapowe shortage exiding
in catan sdtars of the economy whare low s
riesand hard life conditions are predominant”.
This hierarchy of factors smply needs to be in-
verted: in thefirst place, the French need for low-
cost manpower for “difficult” jobs, that is jobs
that are” dangerousfor workers hedth and life’.
Secondly, the colonid system which, having the
exploitation of natural resourcesasapriority, has
dways d0 ataled an expataion of manpone.
Finaly, the third factor which makesit possibleto
avoid ‘forced immigration’, that is a dave trade
which woud be inedmissble in 19" century Europe
immigrants cometo our country of their own free
will. Tha€s enough here to promate the putting up
of daues dadcaed to the anonymous immigran,
jugt asone doeswith hospital and schod “donors .

Let’s conclude with our document though. Let’s
move on to the next paragrgd “A difficult today”.
“For decades these immigrants have been wel-
comed to France without effectively considering
the problems [my italicg] that this population may
haveraised. Our country has accommodated them
in baraks o in hedily-built boerdng housss. [...]
We have dmost always pursued laissez-fare
and have truged the immigrants dallity to do it on
thar own”. The expresson used in French is eorit
de débrouillardise, theahility, thegifttoget by in
difficult Stuations and hostile environments.

In dat, an immigat's lifg in Fane for a leet
two generaions hes required the fegtures of heroism
ged gt of sf-saoifics humbleness  pasever-
axe dc Dexte dl this the inditutiond Sance hes
not given up classifying it under the ‘big prob-
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lems' chapter rather than under the * unhoped-for
bitsof luck’ one. But thetrend hasregrettably re-
vassd. Apparatly, the laes gengrdions have cedt
off their heroic garments. In the meanwhile, they
have watched a lat of MTV, read youth megazines
looked at advertising posters, wandered around
dopping canres memorizad advatisamat dogans
They don't know what the expedations of a ‘FHench
citizen' are, they have not absorbed them in the
communities where they live. (That means they
don't expadt to do wdl & schod or & work, nor do
they expett to have life plans according to mare or
less anbitious gods ec). On the ohar hand, they
have assmilated the expectations of a*globalized
conume’ effotledy. (The drines of mecchadise
ae truy acoesshle to evarybody, with no s, race
age or religious discrimination). It will therefore
be difficult to ask them, and what’s more tacitly,
to perpetuatetheir fathers and mothers’ virtues of
humbleness and sacrifice.

Paris, November 13

With reference to the uprisingsin thebanlieues,
people from the Left tend to say: these youngsters
are delinquents because they have not been edu-
cated. Because their parents could not educate
them: they worked all the time and/or they could
not speak French, they themselveswere not very
literate, etc. But hasn't the state done anything to
solve this ‘problem’ ? The state has invested in
schools and associations. And why have they not
bscome ‘nommd’ kids why, desate dl the sthodls
teachers, educators, trainers, etc., have they be-
come ‘ddinquents ? Becaue - hae is the amswver -
the date hes nat done enough, it hes mede midakes
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here and there, more must be donefor the school,
etc. The asumpion behind this leftwing evdua
tion isthat the state is able to intervene in deter-
minng indvidlds sodd fuiure Once the date hed
donedl it had in its power to provide everybody
with equa opportunities, the arsonist would no
longer have any extenuating circumstances. he
would be a delinquent from his own diabolic free
choice.

But can school redly intervene in the education
o youh? In other words cen schod compete with
asociety of the spectacle? Canit refute, insde its
dasyooms wha is odexraed ad redfirmed e
rywhereintheworld: that thereisno desireand no
enjoyment outside merchandise? Hasn't the state
aready given up defending the entire society, at
school aswell as a work, from the strategies of
capitdiam, which reorganizes evary ssdtor of humen
lifeexdusivdy according to itsown goedific goas?

Luino, Italy, November 13

A woman andamaninagym. A few detailsare
shown: firm legs and sweaty arms. The man and
the woman glance a each other. Therhythm, both
that of the intensity of the exercises and that of
the montage, increases, though it isnot desire that
makesthem |look at one another, but the challenge
for each of their own bodies to get better. And
above dl to be the same as the other one, so that
whatever one of them doesthe other isableto do
too; more and more difficult, more and more a
display of strength. Sexual equality! Up to afina
sigh, when the two, blissfully worn out, leave the
gym, gmile, and you redize they ae a coude They
look a ther parked car, there is an umptenth defiarnt
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look and the begiming of a gint, and the commeardd
stops, just before we know who will ‘win’, who
will have the honour to drive. Equality is main+
tained, and it isup to those watching, in their own
lives, to establish who is the winner. Car adverts
have dways bemn a pafed reledion of the soad
and anthropological Situation in the world that
produces and buys cars. The car is probably the
g/mbo-ojet of our way of conddaing our world,
of our relationships, of our desire mechanisms,
moreover, no doubt motor -car manufacturers, who
have a lot of money, can afford the best socio-
psychological research work that lies behind the
launch of each product. As regards the above-
mentioned commercid, thereis an obvious exas-
peration of an ambition, of atarget. Or adanger.
Men and women are the same. Mistaking equal
rightsfor sameness|eadsto adegeneration of de-
sre and to adegradation of mankind. What hap-
pensin the commercia takes this process to ex-
tremes by trividizing it, since the matter is fo-
cused on the body. A woman’'s body is not the
same asaman’s. It isnot so elther outside or in-
side, and therefore the gestures it requires and
makes areinevitably different too. Thelevelling-
off of mae and female roles within society (and
the family!) strongly contributes to cultural me-
diocrity and emotional insecurity, and to al that
follows from them.

Luino, Italy, November 14

Branded. We have got used to finding abrand on
every object we use, and every object is named,
recognized, and vaued by its brand. And 0 are we,
{:tmr_drgy. A ocrr_n_\erdd lhat hasbeenon Ijeai_r
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for about a year cderates and defends that. Brands
areour certainties, our educators, our accomplices.
In the vaious dages of your life as the commerad
goes, we brands have been by your side, and now
please goprediate it, kegp on buying us dnce if you
stop, if you do not appreciateit, you will betray us
and will be left done Beddes bang presat in whet
we use and touch, brands are also present, asthe
car commercial afew years ago rightly warned
us (“prepare to want on€’), in every object we
want. We imagine an object with the brand that
labds it. We are a priori customas regadess This
seemed to be the climax of the market advance
into our life; on the contrary, another commercia
prowled into our houses, i.e., it prowled becauseit
was disguised asthe classic perfect-family com-
madd. In the perfect family there are beautiful,
hegppy indviduds who are fond of one anather and
dove dl hedthroonsdous The latest outpost of
brands is the humen baing. My husband is a Barilla
chef. “My husband is a chef” no longer means
aything as far as cooking skills are conoamed; it
isabrand that qudifies him, that makes him im-
mediately identifiable. MineisaBarilla husband,
and the brand is no longe only on oeghdti or cans
but aso on the people who, more or less redisti-
cdly, work there. So, her husband is aBaillad,
my husbend is a Foppepedreti caparte, your hus:
bend is a Benetton tailor. Mind you, thisis very
dfferent from the santence “I am a Ra worke”, as
‘woke” is a ganerd tam which in itself means
agadion to an indudridid, it means browbeding
and aienation, and no oneis shocked if it is con-
nected to propaty. Chefs as wdl as the ather jabs
used as examples, have always been conceived as
workmen, as indviduds who are avare of ther own
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Fulla, a doll based on
“Muslim principles’ .
Although she hasa

“ beautifully varied
wardrobe (sold
separately)”, sheis
usually put on display
with her standard clothes
on: adarkdoskandavel
ove her head. A" pinkfdlt
prayer mat” isincluded
inthebax “ Theddl -“ La
Repubhlica’ reports-has
quickly become a best
sdler all over theregion.
Itisvirtually impossible
to walk into any shop in
Syria, Egypt, or Qatar
without bumping into
Fulabreakfag caredsor
Fulacheninggum or nat
to catch sight of a girl
riding her Fulla bicycle,
and all theseitems are
‘Fullapink’, aregularly
reggeredcdour.” “ Fula
is honest, sweet and
thoughtful, and sheregpedts
her father and mother”,
Fawaz Abidin, brand
meneger of A

and on Arab satellite
channelsan “ incessant”
Fulaadvertisamat hons
her while “ sherecites
prayersat dawn, prepares
a cake for her friend
Yasrem, or readsabook’ .



job, who have chosen, learnt and loved it. They
are terms that define awhole world, an ability.
P.S. And in fact here comes the next ad... A
daughter speaksthistime: MumisaBarillacrea-
tive designer! Inspiration is concerned! No ex-
pertise with afirst and last name: it is the multi-
niond thet Odines incopordes ad deamines
even wharg 0 fa, there hes bean fresdom to ques:
tion, emerge and trigger a change.

The Davy Here
Crockett Cap

by Marina Massenz

notes from the present

A group of friends meet again after thirty years.
They bdongad to the same patish yauth group, ad
they dl ldt it & the same time They then falloved
a path of politica commitment which they ex-
perienced in separate redlities and in different
ways, dill, radicd and pure ad drong they weae
they dd not de ad dter may doies (love 90
nes dsgponmats destions jobs  dilden,
flights homecomings, partings, etc...), they get to-
gether amost by chance and redlize, with surprise
and joy, that they ill like one another. How-

ever, something pahges even more important
heppens they recognize one another. Something
has remained intact amid thousands changes,
something that concerns the soul, though not i
tended in the sne that gems from our common
Cahdic bedkground, but raher in the dightly JmesHilmen, The Su's
mvthical sense in which Hillman spegks about  Code Random Houss New

p. 83



mythical sense in which Hillman gpeeks about Yok 1996, pp.4, 12, 260.
it, for example when he says tha “we bear from the
dat the imege of a ddinte indvidud character
with some enduing trats [...] We each ambody
our own idea [...] And this fom, this ideg this
image does not tolerate too much straying.”.
And aso: “We make soul with our behavior, for
soul doesn't come already made in heaven. It is
only imaged there, an unfulfilled project trying to
gow dowr’. We met as young tesnegers, and now,
in those fifty-year-old faces and bodies, | have
found again something so deeply similar to then,
something subjective and untouched, something |
have carefully observed in each of them, so much
that now | think with joy that those among us |
met again were all safe, or rather saved, in that
none had sold their soul. It had only grown, but it
auvivad in thar gedures in thar eyes and words,
even though it bore the scars of time.
Laea on we tdl eech other many daries we gpend
many eveningsin front of thefireplaceand aglass
of wine, and wetalk, discuss, narrate. .. fragments,
like those of interlocked lives coming together
again in casual movement, in the apparent chaos
that leads our mesting, in the anarchy of aword
without a specific goal, without a destination, a
word uttered for the pleasure of sayingit. A nar-
rative flow with neither a plot, a story-line, nor
embdlishments. That’ s how, by pure chance, we
0dt to the ‘dhildhood nigtt when we tdl eech ather
of when and how we attended primary schooal,
and which did you go to, and remember so-and-
s0?..., did you go there too? We find out that a
kind of coonskin cgp with atal a the back, known
as a Davy Crockett cap, was very popular with
children then; many of us wanted one, very few
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had one. It was ‘ stuff for therich’; areal status-
symbd for children then. In those times we looked
at one another and recognized each other by our
clothes asbelonging to different classes. Whether
true or false, our imagination went hand in hand
with the symbols of the nouveau riche; for in-
dance, | wes adamed o living in an ‘dd building,
while Maira C. lived in a ‘nenv-withHift  building.
Needlessto say, grown-up standards were differ-
ent, and the ‘old’ | referred to could be regarded
as ‘ancient’, just as there may have been more
beautiful and more expensive hats around than
the one which had caught on in the minds of us
dl. Anyway, what mattersisthefact that none of
us mentioned this to other children then, but,
while telling one another now, we find out that it
was just so, for everybody.

And that’ swhere Dario’ slovely tale comesin; his
mother, knowing how much he wantsthat kind of
hat, makes him a‘fake’ Davy Crockett cap with
an assortment of bitsof fursshe hasat home. His
classmates immediately find out that it is not a
‘red’ ong but an ‘imitaion’. Daio gops weaing it.
“Why?’ hismother asks him. Her son repliesthat
itis“too hot”. A tender mother-sonrdationshipis
described here, in which the child doesn't want to
hut his mather, and his mother does as much as e
possibly canto make Dario fed as‘trendy’ ashis
megt ‘higly-thought-of  dassmates Wdl, an do-
time tale, though somehow identical to many we
e evayday daged between parents and ther chil-
dren dways asking for gedgels modds brands and
games laundhed by the latest commadd. Thisis the
story of afake designer label, homemade in that
recycling style which was still very widespread
then. Nowadays, nothing isrecycled, or mended,
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some things are only occasionaly sewn or ex-
changed, reussd, adgpted. The excdaion of oo
umaigm is unconrdled, we live in a ‘dgposle
wald in which the lifdime of an dgedt is no longer
avalue, nor anindicator of good quality. Itishard
to defend onesdf or oné's own children from such a
system. Inthosetimestherewasno, or hardly any,
advertising for us children; wewatched very little
tdevson, ‘dildrei’s TV' ad omdimes a film on
Saturday or Sunday. Y et, we as children were not
vay protected by our parents in this ssne ather; the
Sxties ltaligta, thet of the boom, caved for dan
dadzdion, for posessng daus ‘symbas  (often
the newly-obtained petit bourgeois datus), just as
their children wanted to ‘ bethe sameasothers by
possessing idol objects which became a sign of
oes omn bang ‘inddé  the dassoom community,
the goup. The frallty of childhood, whidh, because
o its grdl SHf, canat essly put up with its likdy
diverdity, and the frailty of the grown-up world,
dominded by soendng ad equdly incgpedde of a
aiticd atitude towards Such ‘induced nesds .

In 1968 ad aound then, we evatudly aeded our
atibodes denundaion of  consumaism,  convent
tiondlity, prissness ec. So we proudy went around
dressed like tramps, with trainers and the then
revolutionary blue jeans (I don’'t know whether
such clotheswere astransgressive for men asfor
wome), while or midde-dess or peiit bourgeois
families shouted: “No, you won't go out dressed
likethat!”. A small yet big revolution. Sometimes
head-on, sometimes sideways (like carrying your
favourite clothesin your handbag and changing in
sud in the hdlway). Qurdy, dter that autonomous
vaccination we would never have wanted Davy
Crockett caps again. That was enough for us, in
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that we experienced adol escence and youth safe
fromfashions, at least the‘ capitalist’ ones, except
we then created an alternative one (parkas and
flowery skirts) which wetriumphantly worefor a
long time as a symbol of our rebdlion.

| now ask mysdf: have we laer been ade to protect
our own children likewise? Have we been able to
teech them to use thar aiticd mind and to eoous
tom tham to consdous consumption and to condd
ering such circular advertisement-fashion-need
mechanians? | an nat sure Surdy, the's vary had
to do ad dhildren today are vay wunerdde BEvay
day European children spend an average of four to
five hoursin front of television and/or computer
screens (according to a Censis report on Chil-
dren and the Media around the World, 2003). Thet
o children is by far the caegory thet consumes the
most television. Advertisers' professional maga-
zZines explicitly suggest using them as * shopping
alvisgs in that, by throning tanrums they man
apeto convincetheir parentsto buy just anything.
That conflict, which almost every day opposes
parents and children, is theorized and hoped for:
“Buy it for me”, “No, yes, no... yes'. Inorder to
put an end to the conflict, parents buy; o d<e they
reach acompromise. I'll buy it for you today, but
tomorow | won't. It is a neve-ending hegde Y,
since 1990 a law has been in force in Italy ac-
cording to which cartoons cannot be interrupted
by commercias. However, just try and watch TV
with a child for two hours during the broadcast-
ing time in which the audience are mostly chil-
dren: you'll see how and how much that law is
broken al the time. The conformist weakness of
childhood is structural, it concerns the charter of
children who learn by imitation and imitate with-
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out the critical filtersthat another mental age may
establish by offering tools for distinguishing and
choodng. Thadare an aduit mugt do it for them. It
is dso important, in my opinion, to consider chi-
dren’s lucid and intuitive ability in recognizing

those symbols that define integration, a sense of
belonging, socia classes. Itisalso true, however,
thet they can be the vidims of false perceptions (as
in the above-cited example, where‘old’ and ‘an-
dent’ functioned as synonyms).

All the children | meet in my job possessthe most
common and widespread symbol-objectsandthey
dl wat to be as amilar as possble to athers (or less
different); it is also much more difficult to distin-
gush such dyeds as indcaing a ssne o bdong
ingto a certain socia class, maybe even because
o a geda progaity wideoreed in the populaion,
aleastinltaly, at least sofar. Asamatter of fact,

they areowned by bricklayers aswell asnurses

children, just asby lawyers or doctors' children;
the difference lies only in the ‘filter’ maintained
and used by the parents. Unfortunately and para
doxicdly, 1 hgppen to dosave mare ‘duly-branded

clothes and shoes on lesswell-off childrenthanon
thosewith parentswho areredlly richer. Thelatter
seem, at times, to be more protected, maybe be-
caue a better education, if associated with an

anti-consumaism  arentation more amed a va
ing ahe kinds of chlden's nesds ad requeds
creates a sort of barrier; these kids are less vu-
nadde to advatisng dogans they ae a hit les
dependent on this childish frenzy about brands, a
red plague ad sodd cure What redly scandal-
izesand outrages meisrealizing how children are
overwhemed by advertising: adisma sign aso of

thar londiness in front of the soreen. | wonder why
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parets do nat switch off these damned tdevisons
The TV geeks and evaybody keges quie video
addicts are there, in silence, subdued, both adults
ad dilden And such a tarifying phenomenon is
bound to increese thanks dso 1o the praliferaion of
ways in which TV and computars complemant eech
ahe. A frightening amount of hous if added to
oahe; a dhildhood doomed to grow up with meany
more ‘swdlen up' hours of tdevison then the hours
of school, games, movement, relationships.
Asearly as 1994 Karl Popper, in Cattiva maestra
televisione (“ Television: a bad teacher”) wrote
that “television isathief of time”, which deprives
children of predous hours thet ae essatid to leam
something about the world and about themsalves.
Itisathief and adeceitful one, too; asfar asboth
vaues and red fadts are concamed. It shows a fdse
and twisted world, and it dishonestly induces a
sense of omnipotence (anything can be obtained
withaut any efart), it produces missducation cam
pared with the real struggle to grow up, with the
difficulties one hasto face, with thelimits one has
to accept, and the frustrations one has to put up
with. And what is even more worrying than the
messeges conveyed by TV programmes ae camt
maads which ae dta dl in red fads the venides
for such ‘bad educdtion’; in fulfilling induoed neads
when the parents eventually buy, one gets secon
dary reinforcement of this form of infantile om-
nipotence. The child already feelsmgjestic (asin
the programme of the magical super-hero, for ex-
ample) and finds further vaidation, thistimeon a
real concrete level, of how easy and possibleit is
for him to obtain everything when what is of-
fered him in commercias included in the pro-
grammeis bought for him. Thusthat rather wide-
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spread vicious circle is produced, by which the
child isin command and the parent is a hostage;
impotent parents and omnipotent children, little
kingsin the home, bound to never grow up, or to
grow with great efforts and problems. Reducing
the influence exerted by television in children’s
lives is a fird gep towards hdping them to be less
victims of it, and it is a step to be taken immed-
ately. To re-establish the naturd role mismatch
(itisthe parent that leads and makes decisions) is
just asurgent animperative, dsoinorder to dlow
a€'s own dhldren to fed proteted, contained and
guided aong the hard road to growing-up.

Waco, Texas, November 14

Arendt’ s Jewishness denied by her critics Now it
is forgotten. Or amost so.

Thefate of important Jewish intellectuas. assmi-
lation into the Western canon. Onthe one hand, a
good thing - contribution to the universal. On the
other hand, particularity is stripped. A person

without particularity is stripped of her identity, of
the very history and community from which she
emages

Incredible: Arendt comes from a Jewish house-
hold, experiences antisemitism as a child, flees
Germany with the rise of Hitler, organizes Jews
to leave for Palestinein France, callsfor thefor-
mation of a Jewish army in Europe, helps Jewish
refugesin New Y ork, arguesfor a Jewish home-
land in Palesting, attends and writes about the
Eichmanntrid in Jerusalem, showsgrest concern
for Israel in the daysleading up to the 1967 Arab-
lgadi war - ad ha Janish paticuaity is sripped
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by her critics and by her admirers!

Thought becomes public and the person - at |east
the deeper strata- isbeyond the person. Descrip-
tions of the person as an out of body experience.
Who in the pubdic fray hean't exparienced this? The
vidence of it dl, a cyde thet is in the end, undop-
peble

Isit worth reclaiming Arendt’ s Jewishness? Who
will use that identification? Who will benefit?
Strange. Onceinthe cycle of violence and atrocity
even one' sparticul arity cannot escape being used
as aweapon of destruction. Should we therefore
cease particular stressing identifications and com-
mund sensibilities?[...]

Remember Edward Said’ swarning about identity
- dways moving, never ddfined, inteweaving with
oher idatities Essatidian e fde Essidian
asatrap.

Agreed and not. Yes and no. Both and.

Rome, November 15

| haven't dept for three nights ad | have a Flitting
headache today. The fact is that when you find
yoursalf having to make a choice and you are no
longer twenty or thirty years old and you are not
in a pastion to be ade to sy, “OK, I'll try, ad if it
doesn’'t work out, | can always try again some-
where els¢”, it’'s not easy to choose, even if the
prospect for you is like a dream come trug, even if it
is whet you have been waniing for years Frely, |
have a dhance to diange jobs to work in a book-
dop that is about to open, and I'm redly thrilled
with the idea, because | know it will be another
world. I'll be in a different environment, with a
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variety of work opportunities, including proposing
my own ideasfor organising cultural events. And
besides, I'll be surrounded by books... For me, it
truly isadream cometrue. Y e, all the same, as|

was handing in my resignation to the manager of
the supamarke, | hed tears in my eyes and a lump
inmy throat, because | spent eleven years of my
lifethere. I’vemet alot of peopleand I’veheard a
lot of storiesand outbursts. I’ ve laughed with joy
and I’ ve cried with sorrow; and it hurt meto hear
some customers say, “here’ sour miss’. | felt al-
mog guilty. Asamatter of fact, | feel likeamom
who hes to leave her children behind and wonders
how will they menege without me? | am d<o redly
sorry for a colleague I’ ve been very closeto for
svad yeas and when | tdd her | wes leaving, e
cried. Yet | know that everything will go on as
usd, but 1 hope thet my odleegues the new ones
and those who will replace me, will remember to
have agentleword or akind thought for everyone,
and that they especially don’'t forget that they are
Oeding with humen bangs and nat jus anonymous
customerswith walletsforking out as much small

change asthey can, but real peopleto look in the
eyes.

The fatt is that dating dl over egain when you ae
ove forty-three years dd and begming a new life
gves me a dzzy feding, but | an hgypy ad, ay-
way, my fearsare not dampening my enthusiasm,
and | fed that the beauty of life lies in putting

yoursalf to the test when you least expect it.

Baghdad, November 17
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It st on my PC desktop for five days The fird day
| read about it on the Internet, on some site, my
heart sank. White phosphorousin Falujah. | knew
nothing about white phosphorous, of course, anda
part of medidn’t want to know the details. | tried
downloading the film four times and was amost
relieved when | got disconnected al four times. E.
hed heard about the film too ad one of his friends
S. findly brought it by on CD. He and E. shut
themselves up in the room with the computer to
watch the brief documentary. E. cameout half an
hour later looking pale, his lips tightened in a
draght line, which isthe way he looks when he's
pensive... thinking about something he'd rather
not discuss. “Hey, | want to seeit too...” | half-
heatedy called out after him, as he walked S. to
thedoor. “It’ son the desktop, but you really don't
want to seeit” E. said. | avoided the computer for
five days because every timel switched it on, the
filewould catch my eyeand cal out to me... now
plaintively, begging to be watched, now angrily,
condemning my indifference. Except that it was
never indifference... It was a sort of dreed that st
deep in my stomach, making me fed like | had
swallowed a dozen small stones. | didn’t want to
e it because | knew it containad the imeges of the
dead civilians | had in my head. Few Iragis ever
doubted the American use of chemical wegponsin
Fallujah. We ve been hearing the terrifying stories
of people burnt to the bone for well over a year
now. | just didn’t want it confirmed. | didn’t want
it confirmed because confirming the atrocitiesthat
occurred in Fallujah means verifying how really
lost we are as Iragis under American occupation
and how incredibly usdesstheworldisin generd:
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rainews24.rai.it/ran24/i
chiesta/video/fallujah_IM
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melted, skeletal bodies
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November 18, from* La
Repubblica” : inthe USA
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dating back to the Sxties
whichwerekeatinnationdl
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(they are now available
at the Texas University
Internet website). Many of
themareabout the Viemam
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arecanfindout thet, after
themessaoreof My Lai, a
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\VienamwhareinMarch
1968aplatoondf American
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civilians, Secretary of
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President Nixon that the
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government extremely
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immediately set up a
martid courtandgvethe
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the UN, Kafi Annan, humanitarian organizations,
deics the Popg jourdids... you nare it - weve
logt faithinit. | findly worked up enough courage
to watch it and it has lived up to my worgt fears.
Watching it was almost an invasive experience,
because | felt like someone had crawled into my
mind and brought my nightmares to life. Image
after image of men, women and children so burnt
and scarred that the only way you could tell the
males apart from the females, and the children
apart from the adults, was by the clothesthey are
wearing... the clothes which were eerily intact,

like each corpse had been burnt to the bone, and
then dressed up lovingly in their everyday éttire-
the polka dot nightgown with alace collar... the
beby gl in her coton pgames litle earings dan
gling from little ears. Some of them look like they
dead dmod pesoduly, in thar demp... ahas look
like they suffered a great deal: skin burnt com-
pletely black and falling away from scorched

bones. | imagine what it must have been like for
some of them. They were probably huddled in

their houses: some of them - tens of thousands of
them - couldn’t leave the city. They didn’'t have
transport or they smply didn’t have aplaceto go.
They sat in their homes, hoping that what people
said about Americans was actualy true: that in
spite of their huge machines and endlessweapons,
they were human too. And then therain of bombs
would begin... the whooooosh of the missiles as
they fell and the sound of the explosion asit hit
itstarget... and no matter how prepared you think
you are for that explosion: it aways makes you
flinch. | imaginetheir children covering their ears
and some of them crying, trying to cover up the
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mechanical sounds of war with their more human
walls. | imagine that as the tanks got closer, and
the planes got lower, the fear increased, and par-
ents searched each other’ sfacesfor asolution, for
away out of the horror. Some of them probably
decided to wait it out in their homes, and others
mugt have bean deparate to gat aut, fearing the ran
of concrete and steel and thinking their chances
were better in the open air, than confined in the
homes that could at any moment turn into their
tombs That's wha we were tdd before the Amari-
cans came: it's safer to be outside of the house
during an air strike than it is to be insde the
house. Inside the house, a missile nearby would
tun the windows into millions of litle degoars ad
walls might come crashing down. In the garden,
or even the street, you' d only haveto worry about
shrapnel and debrisif the bomb was very close;
but what were the chances of tha? Thet was before
2003... ad catanly before Fdluah. Thet wes be-
fore men, women and dhildren Idt ther homes only
tobeengulfedinarain of fire. Last year | blogged
about Fallujah and said: “Thereistak of the use
of cluster bombsand other forbidden weaponry.” |
was immedady atadked with a barage of emals
from Amaicans tdling me | wes a liar and thet there
was no proof and that here was no way Americans
would ever do something so gppalling! | wonder
how those same peoplejustify thisnow. Arethey
shocked? Or do they tell themselves that Iragis
aren’'t people? Or arethey simply in denia? The
Pentagon spokesman recently said: “It’s part of
our conventional-weapons inventory and we use
it like we us awy aher convationd wegponi’. This
war has redefined ‘conventional’. It has taken
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arocity to another level. Everything we learned
before has become obsolete. * Conventiona’ has
become synonymous with horrifying. Conven-
tional wespons are thosethat eat away the skinin
a white baze oconventiond interogdion methods
are like those practiced in Abu Ghraib and other
ooouption prisons... Quite smply...  convetiond
terror.

Waco, Texas, November 19

A few daysago thetenth anniversary of theassas-
sination of Yitzhak Rabin. Among many others,

Condoleezza Rice and Ariel Sharon attended the
commemordion. Severd days before Hillay Clinton
was pidured in the New Yark Times touring an aea
wherethe Wall isbeing built. She commented that
dl countriesmust providefor the security of their
atizans When quaied why the Wal wes on Pdes
tinian land in the West Bank she declined com-

ment. Such isthe libera voice on theissue. [...]

Arendt: the 19th century and early 20th century

saw the emancipation of the ‘ exceptional’ Jews-
Jewish businessmen aligned with the burgeoning
capitaist economies; Jewish radicasaligned with
Communid ad Soddid movemets Bath goups
grew out of the Jewish situation, fought to befree
of it. They a so needed the mass of Jews, seen as
backward by the powers-to-be, asthebackdrapfor
their exceptiondity. In the mid-20th century this
arangamat fdl goat when the exogationd and the
beckward were swept avay. The prablem according
to Arenct: bang the exogption and bendfiing from
that precluded the fight for political rights for all
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Jews. Hence Zionism asapoalitical program of e-
mancipation. Y et Arendt demurred from state Zi-
onian feding thet it wes a fdse pditicd enpower-
ment - for some Jews and not all - and against the
backdrop of depriving others of their politica
rights. [...]

Waco, Texas, November 22

[...] Thewar in Irag continues and now with the
American body count beyond 2000 dead the de-
bate heats up. Congressman Murtha, a defense
hawk, has now come out against the war - imme-
diate withdrawa he demands- and the charges of
cowardice and patriotism aretraded asbarbs. The
dead and wounded increase ondl Sdes thefalout
will be with us for years Why didn't the Demoaas
redly teke a dand againg the war before the war?
They plead ignorance and false intelligence but
they hed to know thet the charges of Irag's connec-
tion with Sgptember 11 were Hse They d0 knew
thet there were no wegpons of mess dedruction to

be found or if they were they had to know they
were primitive and locaized.

What is the difference betwean that ‘ignorance ad
Hillary Clinton’s endorsement of the Wall built
by Israel in the West Bank? Palitical caculation
a the expense of others. Blindness for political

advantage. | wonder if these politicians have any
Hf-repedt or if they think thet even thar admires
respect them. [.. ]

Date very much ingrained in my mind. Kennedy
nation. Dallas 1963. Even the name of the
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November 19, from*“ La
Repubblica” : about
100,000 peoplein Niger
livein bondage, but, as
Jead Lieby, head of
UNICEF in the capital
Namey, sys “ thetraffic

of manpower involvesone
million and a half people
out of a population of 11
million” . While Niger
savstobetheaossoads
of such trade, itsvictims
also come “ from Mali,
Chad, Sudan, and end up
serving inrich people's
homes in Abu Dhabi,
Tunis Ryadh, Rebet and
Casablanca” . They work
up to 18 hours a day
earning, insomecasss as
little as two euros (2.42
USD) a month.



city invokes his death and, living just an hour or
so away | till steer clear.

Waco, Texas, November 24

Tharkggving day. Never a big hdiday in my yauh
o for me now. Sl it's nice to be home - the weather
a bit coder. And time to prepere for my travd to I
dy - Pax Chridi oonsored conference on the Abra
hamic faiths. | dwaysresist thisnomenclature. Is
Abraham our common ancestor? Seemsaway to
recover inooance of rdigous traditions  compliat
in drodty. Recover the before as way of digandng
us from the dter. Why don't we jus move aheed?
Fear of losing our identity but then what is our
identity daing for us? Sudk in bang Janish, bang
Chrigtian, being Mudim. Y et uponinvestigation, a
little probing, what do we find? VVoid.

Shaon hes dsolved the Knesst and new dedions
arelikely in March. At the final cabinet meeting
of his government Sharon spoke directly to his
od avesay, now patne, Shimon Paes tha thar
work was not yet complete. Sharon, with Peres,
wants to draw the find borders of Igad - his life-
time god a 77 years of age within his gragp. Pares
as partner? Of course though he was always seen,
a lesgt in Eurgpe ad America, as pdar gpposte to
Saon, it tums out thet they have bean in cahoots
their entire career. Same vision - different rhetoric.
Fatify Igad, eqad it, danatle Pdedinan na
tiond aspirations, plead the case of Isragl asinno-
cent. Job well done, mission accomplished.

| remambe the raling angy debetes in the 1980s
and 1990s- shouting matchesreally - when| said
thet the vison of Rebin and Pares was no different
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November 20. Inview of
the coming political
eections, which will take
place on March 28, the
Israeli Premier Ariel
Sharon leavesthe Likud,
which he contributed to
found, in order to create
a new party, Kadima
(Ahead). In the daysthat
follow former Labour
leader Shimon Peres
announosshiswitharanal
fromthe Labour Party to
upport Kedima” fromthe
outside”, claiming he
absolutely agrees with
their program.



then tha of Begin, Shamir, Shaon and Neanyahu.
Lia!!l they exdamed. Yd the lie is now enfdded
in history as facts on the ground. [...]
Baghdad, November 25

We woke up yesterday morning to this news:

Sunni tribal leader and his sons shot dead.
“Gunmen in lragi a'my uniforms shot dead an

aging Sunni tribal leader and three of his sonsin
their beds on Wedhestly, rdatives sad...” Exoqt
when you read it on theinternet, it's nothing like
seeing scenesof it ontelevision. They showedthe
corpses and the family members - an dderly
womanwailing and clawing at her face and hair
and screaming that soldiers from the Ministry of
Interior hed killed her sons. They shat them in front
of their mother, wivesand children... Even when
they slaughter sheep, they take them away from
the fold so that the other sheep aren’t terrorized
by the scene. In war, you think the unthinkable.
Y ou imagine the unimaginable. When you can't
get to deep at night, your mind wanders to cover
vaious posshiliies Trying to guess and deamine
the future of a war-torn nation is nearly imposs-
ble, so your mind focuses on the more tangible-
friends... Near and distant relations. | think that
during theselast two and ahaf years, every single
Iragi insde of Irag has considered the possibility
of losing one or more peopleinthefamily. | try to
imaginelosing the people | love mogt intheworld

- whether it’ sthe possibility of having them buried
ude the nidble... or the posshility of having tham
brudly murdered by extremids... o blown to bits
by a car bomb... or abdudted for rensom... or bru
tdly ¢t & a dedkpont. All dgubing posshili-
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November 23. About ten
days ago, following an
explosion inside a
petrochemical plantin
Jlin, Chinaagrest amount
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Songhua river forming
an almost 45-mile-long
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ties | try to imagine what would happen to me,
personally, should this occur. How long would it
teke for the nesd far revenge to sdtle in? How long
would it take to be reauited by someone who looks
for people who have nothing to lose? People who
logt it dl to one blow. What | think the world
doesn't understand is that people don’'t become
suicide bombers because - liketheworldistold -
they gat svaty or however mary virgins in para
ds People become suicide bombers because it
isavengeful end to alife no longer worth living -
a life prabedly videtly dripped of its humenity by
alodd taroig - o a fordgn <dde. | hate suidde
bombers | hae the way my heat beds cheaticaly
every time| pass by a suspicious-looking car-and
every car looks suspicious these days. | hate the
way Sunni mosgues and Shiamosques are being
targeted right and | eft. | hate seeing the bodies pile
up in hospitals, teeth clenched in pain, wailing
men and women... But | completely understand
how people get there. One victim was holding his
daughter. “The gunmen told the girl to movethen
shot thefather” said arelative. Would anyone be
surprised if the abovementioned daughter grew up
with ahate so vicious and a need for revenge so
large, it dominated everything elsein her life? Or
three days ago when American and Iragi troops
fired & a family travding from ore dty to anather,
killing five members of the family. “They are dll
childen. They ae nat teroids’ shouted one rea
tive “Look at the children” he said as a morgue
officid carried a smdl dead child into a refrig-
eration room. Who needs Al-Qaeda to recruit
‘terorigs when you have Ddawa [Idamic party],
CIRI [The Supreme Coundl for the Idamic Revo-
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luionin Iragq] and an American occupation? The
Irag Mindry of Intgior is daying it dl, of couse
Just like they’ ve been denying the whole Jedriya
torture house inddent ad dl of ther aher assassi-

nations and killing sprees. They’ ve gone sofar as
to claim that the Americans are lying about the
Jadriyatorture house. In the last three weeks, at
least six different prominent doctors/professors
have been nated. Some of them were Shia
and some of them were Sunni - somewereformer
Ba athistsand othersweren’t. The only thing they
have in common is the fact that each of them

played a prominent role in Iragi universities prior
tothewar: Dr. Haykal Al-Musawi, Dr. Ral ad Al-
Mama (hidogsg), Dr. Sdad AFAnsai, Dr. Mudaa
Al-Heeti (pediatrician), Dr. Amir Al-Khazrgi,ad
DrMohammed Al-Jzdei (surgeon). | don't know
the ddails of dl the dayings | knew Dr. Raad Al-
Manma - he was a former professor and department
head in the science college of Baghdad University
- Shia He weas a quie ma a gantlamen one could
always approach with aproblem. Hewas gunned
doan in his dfficg off campus. What a tarible loss
Another professor killed earlier this month was
the heed of the phamecy cdlege He hed prodens
with Da awa students earlier in the year. After
Hdai [ingim Rime Minde, lexdng exponat
of Da'awa] et a. won in the elections, their fa-
lowersin the college wanted to have acelebration
inthe college. Sensing it would lead to trouble, he
wouldn’t alow any festivities besides the usual

banners. Hetold them it was acollegefor studying
and learning and to leave politics out of it. Some
suderts thretened him - there were minor dashes
inthe college. Hewaskilled around aweek ago -
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maybe more Whoever is benind the assssdndions
Irag is quiddy lodng its educated pegple More and
more doctors and professors are moving to leave
the country. The problem with this Situation isnot
jug mgar bran dan - it's the fadt thet this dmin-
ishing educated classisaso Irag’ ssecular class...

Rome, November 26

Today wasmy last day of work at the supermar-
ket - at checkout counter number three. The day
wasfilled with goodbyes and emotion, on my part
and on the pat of some cusomas oty on the one
hand and happy for me on the other... | too felt
good about mydf, and even a litle worried aoout
my usd slly uncartanties and fears that are fortu
natdy not dronger then the joy | fed. | can sy that
I've ben waiting for this momat for deven years
snce | ddn't choose the job in the Supemake, but
| had to accept it because | urgently neededtobe-
come economically independent. | fill remember
thetears| shed for several evenings on the way
home ad it was usdess far me to repeat to mysdf
that | had been lucky to find the job, because it
just didn’'t go down well. | felt like a fish out of
wae and | have to sy thet | went through dl those
years as if | were holding my breath. Anyway,
Silvid stearsmade mefed bad thisevening when
she hugged me and dashed away. On the other
hand, the words of Sara, aformer colleague just
ove twenty, damordised me Commenting the fact
that I’ll be working in a bookshop, she said that
books aen't for her becauss, “After three lines | fal
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adegy’. SO, as | depped out of the emargancy exit
for the last time, from where we staff members
wadly leave, | felt adeep sense of liberation, and
even if the sky was covered with clouds and it
wasraining, | felt that Dante’ swords were mine
and | repeated them to myself like ashort prayer:
“And we came out once more to see the stars”.

Milan, Italy, November 27

| hope my Dianamakesit to her 20" birthday, on
December 8. Twenty yearsisredly old for alittle
dog, but she's very lively, courageous and intel-
ligat and ful of intigive Sure now e is looking
tired - more so every day - and she degpsnearly
al the time; she doesn’'t complain, but certainly
things are an effort. She eats and drinks Slowly -
very dowly, and since she' sbeen dmost unableto
see she hasn’t wanted to go out. She hasmore or
less stopped barking: not that she can’'t do it any
more, but sheis saving her strength. The proof of
this is thet if de finds hersdf in difficlty e baks
to ask for help, like the day before yesterday for
example, when shewas|ocked out on the balcony
in the cdd. Or lag night, when her fest gat caught
up in the radio cord.

This summer de fdl fram the firg-floor beloony, a
legp of five or 9x metres Shels dways hed a heit
o waking dong edges - edge of the roed, edges of
ravines - and in this case she waswalking on the
edge of the bal cony; wewere at the beach and on
that part of the balcony there was no protection.
She survived without anything being broken; for
two days she was crushed, then on the third she

p. 103

Germana Pisa

November 27. Dueto an
explosion inside a coal
ninein Dongfeng, Ching,
ove 135 mngsde Bay
year 6000 deaths occur
inside Chinese mines.



darted testing the ground around her, taking afew
small steps, and when she saw shewasn't falling
ay more she dhaged aheed ad it wes as if noth
ing had ever happened to her. She was normal
again; yes, norma, the old Diana, the one that
watched you from afar and came to greet you
every now and then with a delicate touch of her
noe on your leg - the Diana who is agang dowy,
taking leave of life, it seems to me, dowly. In-
exorably. Yes, inexorably.

Milan, Italy, November 29 Germana Pisa

A few hours ago, Dianawent into the deep dleep
we drk into when we enter a new dimenson hdf-
way between life and death. Those who knew her
can confirm how likeable shewas, full of energy
and with o much love to gve, ad now I'm feding
the whole burden on my shoulders. There' sabig
silence al around. I'm searching for words. The
mog vivid memary, and the one will day with me
isoneof thelast. Three nightsago shecametome
ad lg me drake he, but only unil | thirk pahgs
shenoticed apang of grief in me: then she pulled
away. Shedid something elsetoo: shedept on her
bed dose to me For days dhe hed ben hidng i
der the bed or in acorner somewhere, perhgosdue
to some pramonition. This is the way animds be-
havewhenthey sensetheir endisnear. | fed atug
a my heartstrings.

Waco, Texas, November 29 Marc Ellis

[...] Reports and commentary on the upcoming November 30: the“ Los
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Israel elections continue. Another round of hope?
Uri Avnery, the now old but persistent peacenik,
thinks about the ‘earthqueke thet hes just ocourred
- Sharon leaving the Likud party he founded and
founding another one, plusthe new Labor leader-
ship of Peretz. Avnery arguesthat if thedectionis
run on ssauity Sharon, or even Netanyahy, hes the
edge But if Paez dicks to economic devdopment
and peace with the Palestinians as the path to that
development, the ection might get interesting.
What is intereding, | meen pdliticdly, that can have
resultsthat are meaningful ? The most we can hope
for is some amelioration of the situation for Pal-
estinians and some release among Israglis from
fear. In dally life thisis a lot and should not be
minimized. Still the future looms large. If some
kind of stability and livability emerges over the
next years then the subverting of injustice may
begin. In generd akind of civil rights movement
acrossthe contours of theland, even if ostensibly
divided into two unequal dtates. It could begin- it
may have dready begun - in my lifetime. [...]

Waco, Texas, December 1

[...] Now preparing for the last day of class -
Jewish Philosophy. Strange the last day of class-
a convasation thet ends and does nat ed - it's judt
that it won't be continued in the same way.

Of course | dld them thet we were not going ary-
where, that there was no destination, that there
waat ay place to arive “The lag time you head
the Samon on the Mourt / The legt redio playing”

[Bob Dylan

In a sense the end of life is like the legt day of dass
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dsdosdthat, inorder to
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American armed forces
secretly pay some Iraqi
newspapers to publish
articleswhich arein fact
written by a special task
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warewrittenbyi
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Decarbe 1 Itis“ World
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aconversation that could go on endlesdy and does
go on in other venues comesto an end - in mid-
sentence No matter how dd - inmid-sentence. | ]
Does this meke life asurd? In a way, yes Mean+
indess in away, perhaps. Isit less so if | assert
that nevathdess life is wondafu o thet my bdief
in God or Je=us guarantess thet life is nat abaurd o
meaningless?|[...]

I might just break off the class in mid-sentence,
begin reading and end before the end which isnot
an end anyway.

Woud thet be nihllism, saying thet there is no end?
Or isthisadfferent way of uggesting eemity?]....]

Baghdad, December 5

| didn’'t get to see the beginning of the [Saddam
Hussein'g] tria today. We were gathered in the
kitchen after abrief rodent scare, trying to deter-
minewhere the mouse had comefromwhen | was
atracted by the sound of ydlling coming from the
living room.

A cousin was standing in front of the televison
adjusting the volume and there was a lot of bek-
loning coming from the cout. Thet wes neatly the
begming, the ddfense lawyes weae puling out of
the trial because apparently, Ramsey Clark [the
former US attorney general had joined Saddam
Hussin's defense team] weaan't dlowed to ek in
English - something to do with the sovereignty of
the cout o tid and the impropriely of gpesking in
aforeign language (dightly ironic considering the
whole country is under foreign occupation). The
lawyers were back | ater - dthough | didn't seethat
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Decanba. InEuropeand
the United Satesthereis
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regarding the network of
“ secret prisons’ Stuated
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aeroplanesto transfer
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them InGamenyalong as
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Flugsicherung, the
Gamenautharityfor the
control of air traffic
security, there were 453
flights.



either.

| redlly began watching when they brought on the
first witness, who was aso thefirst plaintiff. He
talked about the whole Dujail situation and his
account was emotiond and detailed. [Dujail isa
small town north of Baghdad, where an unsuc-
cessful nation attempt was staged against
Saddam Husseinon July 8, 1982. Asreprisal, 143
of thetown’ sinhabitantswerekilled, 1,500 people
were incarcerated and tortured, while other res-
dentswere sent to desert camps.] The detailswere
intriguing considering he was only 15 years old
at thetime. The problem with hiswhole account is
thet <0 much of it is hearssy. He heard from some-
onethat something happened to someoned e, ec.
Now, I'm not a lawvyer, but I'm afan of “The Pac-
ticg’ and if watching Dylan McDematt has taught
me anything, it's that hearsay is not acceptable
evidence.

The second witness was more to the point but he
was ten when everything happened and thet didn't
help his case. In the end, when the judge asked
him who he was making a complaint against, he
sdd he wasn't making a complaint against any-
one. Then he changed his mind and said he was
complaining against one of the accused... Then
he added his complaint was against anyone cor+
victed of the crime... And finaly it was a com-
plaint againgt “All Ba athists at the time”.
Couldn’t they find more credible witnesses? They
were fifteen and ten at thetime... it just doesn’t
make sense.

At are pant, the defense lavyers wanted to leave
the tid yet agan because goparently some sscunity
guad or pdice offior wes threstening them from
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afar - making threatening gestures, etc. Thejudge
requested thet he be pulled out of the cout (the &
auity person), but not before hell broke loose in
the court. Saddam began yelling something, the
defense lawyers were making accusations and
Barazan [ Saddam Hussein’ shaf brother and co
Oefendant, fomer leeder of the Irag seoret savice,
Mukhebard] gat up and begen shouting & the per-
sonwe couldn’'t see. The court wasamess. There
wes a la o ydling, syeaming, ssmonidng, rat-
ing, aoousing, ec. | fdt bed for the judge He redly
seemed to be trying hard to control the situation,
but everyone kept interrupting him, and giving
him orders. He' s polite and patient, he’'d make a
good divorce judge, but | don’t think he's strong
enough for the court. He just doesn't have the
power to keep the court in its place.

It waan't redly like a trid. It reminded me of whet
we call a‘fassl’, whichiswhat triba sheikhsar-
range when two tribes are out of sorts with one
another. The heads of the tribes are brought to-
gether dong with the principa family members
involved in the rift and after some yelling, accu-
sions and agy words they try to sort things ot
Thet's whet it fdt like today. They ket intemupting
each ather and there was even some aitting & one
point... It was both frustrating and embarrassing,
and very unprofessiona. Onething that struck me
about what the witnesses were saying: after the
assass nation attempt in Dujail, so much of what
later unfolded is exactly what is happening now
inpartsof Irag. They talked about how acomplete
orchard was demolished because the Mukhabarat
thought people were hiding there and becausethey
thought someone had tried to shoot Saddam from
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that aea That was like lagt year when the Amerit-
cans razed orchads in Diyda because they bdieved
insrgants were hiding there: Then they taked about
the mass detentions- men, women and children -
ad it's dmod as if they are desribing present-day
Ramadi or Fallujah. The descriptions of cramped
Odtention gpaces ad torture ae dmogt exadly the
tedimonies of prisongrs in Abu Ghrab, dc. It mekes
one wonde when Bush, Rumddd, Chengy, and the
rest will have their day, as the accused, in court.

Waco, Texas, December 9

Reports thet the presdent of Iran hes drudk again,
this time suggedting thet I1sad be moved to Eurgpe
ad thet the suppart of the Eurgpeen netions for the
formation of |sragl after the Holocaust was based
on the presumption that the Holocaust in fact oc-
cured, a fact that he seams to day. Of course, the
repone of the Igadi govemmat wes predidable
and induded their call to the West thet Iran be denied
the cgpehllity to devdop nudear wegporns [
Jans as symbdls in the West. Pdedinians as sym-
bolsin the East. Symbol = didocation, destruction
and death. [...]

A lighter note: the 25th anniversary of the death of
John Lennon. The Bestles, especidly their journey
yearsfrom Sargent Pepper s on, vay influentid in

my life.

Rome, December 13

| would haveliked to talk about my new job inthe
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bookshop and how it seemed impossible that they
would be ableto open it on December 3, sSncethe
workmen were still working the evening before,

while we were aranging the books on the Sdves...

| would have liked to tdl how amazed | wes ssEng
the dhanges teking place in those 1300 souare me-
tresof space day after day, and how utterly happy
| wes until my faher wes admitted to hogitd with
cerebral ischemiathat had paralysed the lft part
o his body. The dodors sad thet it wes farly ex-
tensve but that it was too early for a precise and
definitive diagnosis. | fedl so afraid and so dis-
tressd to see aman like him, who was il very
active at the age of seventy-seven, eventoo active
perhaps, in that condition, was hard. | have no

difficulty admitting that Dad was and is the most
important maninmy life. | have awaysbeen able
to count on him. He has always been closein dif-
ficult times and | love him so much. | hope with
al my heart that he findsthe strength to react and
to gve himsdf and us the chance to hdp him beat
hisillness and be hisold sdf again. | am hopeful,
because he is mentally lucid. He says he misses
his granddhildren a lot. Imeges of him as | hope to
s him agan have ben coming bedk to my mind
too the last few days, such as my little Arianna
rushing to megt him in the moming, when le would
come to pick us up to take her to school and me
towork. | aso think of thetalksin the car the last
few days, when he drove meto the bookshop and
cameto pick me up. | sill have thelast SMS he
sent methe evening beforeit happened: “It' scold,
let someone pick you up”. Asamatter of fact, he
hadn’t been feeling well for several days. | fedl

half aperson. Dad was apart of me, an extension
o me He woud hdp me when | coldn't menege
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even in smple everyday chores like paying hills,
registered |etters, photocopies, but there' salways
asolution for these things, not for his absence.

Waco, Texas, December 13

[...] InAmericait’ sabout Christmas and whether
Chrigtians have lost their nerve when they wish
people to have hgopy hdidays rather then a heppy
Christmas. In the local paper acomplaint from a
reader that the big department stores with head-
quates in the “Eag” (reed New Yok and Jawidh)
are skewing Southern and Christian cuiture.
Al agan a hig debete now locdly, dout catan
churches closing for Christmas day and others
dagng thet dosng buys ino the ssodaizaion of
the adture After dl it is the ‘Lords day ad those
who argue for family time are realy hoping for a
big med and presstsaraund the Chridmestrea

The same day awelcome back at our university
besketldl fadlity for thousands of trogps from Ireg
The governor of Texas saysthat their service has
changed the world. Romentic sentiments to be sure
| don't know whet he bdieves to be true and surdy
there was nothing else he could say.

Intereting thet in dl these dories the lager ques
tions raman unesked - what Chrigmes redly means
the Iraq wa, Igad as a mighty wariar, Ameica as
the defender (?) of freedom. [...]

Skepticism toward religious claimsis not itself ir-
rdigous Bringng rdigon doan o eath gves us
the gpece to search out whdt it means to be humean -
in dl its messness That is where meening becomes
astruggle, must be struggled for.

Eternity is too neat and tidy, like a Christmas gift
under the tree. Jaws tend to ask about how the tree
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December 12, from*“ La
Repubhlica’ : inDongzhou,
China, a power company
obtains from local
menagersof theCommunist
Party permissionto build
apone pantonfarmand
autivated by farmerswho
are offered “ miserly”
compensation. Thefarmars
present authorities with
their protests by sending
to the main city some
Odegateswhoarearresed.
Last December 6 police
arrived in the village to
carryout ather arredsand
thefarmersorganized an
opposition sit-in. At ten
o'clock in the evening,
anti-riot military troops
ranforoamatsarive who
dartdoaingateeled.
According to the village
inhehitants 20pecplede

December 14. While
speaking in one of the
poorest and backward
citiesin southeast Iran,
Iranian presdent Mahmud
Ahmadinejad definedthe
Holocaust “ a legend
known as the massacre
of the Jews” .



became a symbd for Chrigimes, where it came fram,
how the date of Jesus' birthisknown, whether the
gory of hishirth, and life, isaccurate, whether the
accounts of hislast years are mythic or real, and
on and on and on.

Endless and too much analysis can move skepti-
dgm to gnidam. Cynidan the aher 9de of der-
nity systems?

Spielberg’s Munich, the story of the Isragli ath-
letes murdered during the Olympicsin 1972 ad
the revenge killings by Isragl of the Palestinians
involved, just being released. Evidently, Spiel-
berg sees his account as documenting the cycle of
violence that ends up going nowhere. Also, the
leader of the Isradli hit-squad seemsto losefaith
in revenge and ultimately in Zionism and Isradl

itself. At least according to the movie. Need to
find out if thisisthe case and, if it is, why. Sure
to be controversial on dl sides. [...]

Don't wart to see the movie though | might have to
if useful for my class on Modern Judaism. Holo-
cad films the same way: | only see them for othas
Why? The vidence is too much and movies ssam
to tividize videe Or, even though | wite about
it, | don't like to see vidence dgoided in a powa-
fulvisua way. [...]

Baghdad, December 15

Elections have been all we hear about for the last
ten days at least. The posters are everywherein
Baghdad. There are dozens of partiesrunning for
eections, but there are about four or five ‘lists

which gand out from the rest. National Iragi (731):
AvAal Allaai’s lig which nnw indides e ather
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December 15.
Parliamatarydedionsin
Irag: 11 million out of 15
million peopledigibleto
vote take part. The party
with the most votes, over
5 million, isthe Unified



Ayad Allan’s lig, which now indudes some ather
pomnat puppds indudng Adnen  AHPachadh,

Gz AlYawir, Siya ARl ec. Ayad Allan
is a sola Shia, CIA-dfilisted, exBdahis. Uni-
fied Iragi Codlition Lig (555): Hekim, Héfai ad
vaious ohe prolren fundamentdids in - addition
to Sadrists[followers of Mogtada al-Sadr]. Kur-
distani Gathering (730): Barazani, Tabani anda
few other parties Iragi Front for National Dialogue
(667): many Sumi, soda lig; indudes the Ireg
Chridian Demoadic Paty ad is heeded by Sdih
Al-Mutlag. Iragi Alliance Front (618): mainly
Sunni Idamic parties. We' ve been flooded with
election propaganda this last week. Every Iraqi

channel you turn to is showing one candidate or
another. Allawi, Hakim and a handful of others
dominde the reg though. No are is botheing much
with the other lists because quite frankly, no one
hears of them that often. Allawi’sfaceisevery-
where, asis Hakim' sturbaned head. It’ s discon-
aating to scan a ssEmingly innooat wal and have
arow of identica Hakims smiling tightly down
on you. The lag press caference | watched of Ha
kim wes a few days ago. He was wamning his fd-
lowers of eectord fraud, which is dightly ironic
conddaing his group hes bemn aocusd of dl sorts
of fraud this last year. The audience was what
caught my interes. The women were dtting on one
side of the audience and the men were Sitting on
the ather sde the sexes separated by a narow ade
The women all wore black abbayas and head-
Laves It could have been a soae out of Teheran.
Some o Allam’'s campeagn podes dow himsdf
and SHiya AFSUhal. | can only guess Siya bang
usedin hlscampajgn postersis meant asagesture

A lvani P R P L e e kot
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Iraqgi Coalition List,
faloned by theKurdigani
Gathering (2,642,000

votes), the Iragi Alliance
Front (1,840,216 votes),
theNatiordl Iraqj (977,325
votes) andthelrag) Front
for National Dialogue
(499,963).



campaign posters is meant as a gesture to lragi
women who have felt more oppressed this year
than ever. The problem is that if there's one
woman Iragi females can't relate to, it's Safiya
Shal. Ses the daughter of some tribd leeder wiho
was assasdnaed aoroed in the @ghties or seventies
I'm not sure She was rasad in Lebanon and when
she’son TV she comes across as arrogant, huffy
and avkward with her Irag acoant tainted with the
L ebanese dialect.

It' saposter war. Oneday, you seethe posters of
Allawi, fesuing SHiya Sidl, the nedt day, Al
lan’sbig face is covered with pictures of Hakim
and Sistani. Allawi’ s supporters have been com-
plaining that Hakim'’ s supporters were sabotaging
campaign posters. Even SMS messages are al

about voting lately. (Severd rather vulgar jokes
about list 555 - | can’t go into it on the blog, but
Iragisknow what I’ m talking about). Secular na-
tiondistsareleaning towards Sdih Al-Mutlag (of
list 667) who is seen as less of a puppet than the
rest. After al, he is the only heading one of the
more popular electoral lists who wasn't blessed
by the Amaican amy and Brema when Irag was
inveded in 2003 He supports amed resgance (but
not terrorism) and he has a group of prominent
anti-occupation nationaists backing him. There's
tdk thet ater dedions his lig will support Allawi
to strengthen the secular movement. Theincident
of the day yesterday was news of a tanker or truck
that had been caught in the town of Wassit full of
fake voting ballots from Iran. Thereisaso news
thet vating ocentars haven't been propaly eguipped
inseveral Sunni provinces. Therewasaskirmish
between Iraqgi National Guard and the electoral
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December 14. Yesterday,
the sixth summit of the
WTO, the World Trade
Organization, openedin
Hong Kong. Poor
countriesareasking rich
onesto abolish farming
subsidiesthat stop their
products from entering
theinddridizedworld's
merkess “ La Rgpubhlica’
provides some figures:
80% of European
financial support goesto
20% of therichest farns;
cotton produced in the
USA (where0.9% of the
population worksin
agriculture) receives so
many subsidiesthat itis
ldataloner pricethen
cotton from Bangladesh
(Where8% arefarmers);
Europeansand Arericans
spend 11 billion dollars
a year to provide
finenaid support for butter,
more than the whole
GDP of Uganda. The
European commissioner
for trade, English Peter
Mandel son, hasdedared
thet“ Europehesnot come
to the summit empty-
handed’, but hesoffered
the poorest countriesone
hillioneuros(1,21267/0,000
UD) asaid; that's half
asmuch as Brussdspays
out asabddestodiveal
producarsanly ey year.
Thesummitendswithrich
countries committing



committee to presde over dedions in Sdah AFDin
More people are going to vote this time around -
not because Iragis suddenly believein American
imposed democracy under oocupation, but because
the situation this last year has been intolerable.
Hakim and Ja affari and their minions have man-
apad to batch things up 0 bedy, Allani is adtudly
looking acogptede in the eyes of mary. | dill can't
stand him. Allawi is<till an American puppet. His
campaign posters, and the horrors of thelast yesr,
haven’t changed that. People haven’t forgotten his
adpadlity in the wihde Fdlysh ddoede For some
Iragis, however, he's preferable to Hakim and
J dfari after ayear of detentions, abductions, as-
sassinations and secret torture prisons. There' sa
saying in Iraqwhich peopleare using right and | eft
lately, and that I’ve used before in the blog, Ili
ishuf il mout, yirdhabil iskhuna, “Hewho sees
death, iscontent with afever”. Allawi et al. seem
to be the fever these days...

Florida, December 18

Arrival in Cape Canaverd early in the morning
yedaday. Drove draght through - about 20 hours
Stopping on the interstate - fast food dining and a
sense of the decline of culture, and of course the
genera impoverishment of America. Unhealthy
food, unhealthy bodies. In general | am protected
from much of this.

Wetraveled around New Orleans, onecan still see
some of the devastation of the various hurricanes.
Again| am awaysstruck by the poverty of these
aess and now mare then ever. Ameica as an illu
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thersdvestoabalishthose
subsidiesin 2013.

Marc Ellis

Devarbe 14. Theanmudl
report on the situation of
childhood round theworld
has been presented by
UNICEF. Itrfersthat over
50 million children, one
third of those being born
every year, are not
regdered at birth, therefore
they have no access to
basic services such as
educationand hedlth, and
aremore likely to be
completely unprotected



gon, one that | am living within.

The Cgoe is much the same, with little change snce
my childhood. More affluence - the proximity of
Orlando isresponsiblefor this; the boom and bust
cyclesassociated with the spaceindustry isnot as
important asit oncewas. When | was growing up
in the 1950s the Orlando areawas filled with or-
ange groves. Now Disneyworld reigns supreme.
Driving through the Gulf Coast into Pensacolaand
down through Orlando | am also reminded of the
racism of the South in my childhood. | am not sure
how much has changed.

This evening while egting at a pizzeria the tele-
vision news scrawl reported that Ariel Sharon had
a“minor” stroke. Mogt of thisnewsis managed so
I will ned to wat and see whet the red dary is but
oatanly eathdheking if he in ay way is removed
from the pditicd s,ene Another illuson: the sne
o the inaviteble, s if evarything will go on the way
itismoving. The surprise- an early death, aheart
almatt duing the midde of the campaign, a sant
ad the aupts out of nowhere - can change evary-
thng, or 0 it ssams More likdy things will reman
more or lessthe same. Still | must remain opento
an unexpected opening.

Srange, the change of geogrgphy, here where | day
only blocksform the seq, isitself an opening. Y et
| ask mysdf - an gpening to whe? It is nat o much
an dtempt to leave evarything behind, s if this can
be done.

The reum to the geogrgphy of my childhood s pat
of thisjourney. Isthis an illuson? The first few
daysat least are days of transition between there
and here. Difficult daysat close quarters; everyone
isfeeling their way. Then a sense of regularity is
established, a new pace.
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when faced with wars,
parents deaths sewd and
workeqlatation. 55%of

children bornin poor
ocoutriesarenat regsered

(with peaks of 62% in
Ub-Ssharan Africa, of 70%
in Southern Asia and of
93% in extremely poor
countries such as
Bangladesh and
Afghanistan). The report
also focuses on orphans
(143 million in poor
oountries andondhildren
who are forced to
precocioudy takeonadult
roles, an expression that
referstophenomanaduch
as precocious marriage
(80 million girls get
married beforethey are
eighteen), child labour
(271 million childrenwork
under risky conditions),
participation in wars as
fighters or with auxiliary
roles (hundreds of
thousands children are
involved). One million
childrenareconvictedin
prison, two million are
victims of sexual
eqaitation over amillion
every year end upinthe
handsof dedlersinhumen
beings .



No televison or radio in our place, a decision |
mede years ago. And no missng them ather. | reed
the moming pepers teke waks on the beach, fre-
quert the public library, ride my bike.
Thewarsover Munich accelerate with Leon Wi
esdtier in the“New Republic’ lambasting Spie-
berg for equating Isradli (read Jewish) life with
Paegtinianlife. Clearly amistake of judgmentand
possibly acrime. Reading excerpts of thereview,
my omn sne is that Wiedtier would have Saiel-
bag tied in alav cout if he codd; in the cout of
public opinion for sure. Maybe we should have
Sidbag pad time in jal? Thae he woud have
timetoreflect on hisaimeand perhgpsrepart. [...]

God hdp 1d Yes a 9gn of weskness Appeding to
God when the loss here on earth is assured.

Florida, December 19

[...] Word, too, that Spielberg has hired one of

Sharon’s lieutenants to publicize his new film.

Money and influence wins out over principles.

Always?

| remember how surprised | waswhen | learned
that the financing of the first Palestinian uprising
often went through Isragli hands. The government
suppressed the Uprising, describing it as athreat
toitsnational security. Y et money wasasoto be
made and one of the few ways the Paestinians
from outside (Tunis) could funnel money inside
wasthrough Isradli bank accounts. Of course, the
Israelis who hel ped the money through received
a hefty profit. [...]

The naiveté runs deep even with seasoned critics
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Decarba 16. Munidpel
dedionsintheVWet Bank
except for Ramallah,
Hamaswin everywhere.

December 18. Elections
in Bolivia. The new
presdatisBooMordes
an Aymara Indian, a
former trade unionist for
cocaine farmersand an
exponent of the MAS,
Movimento Al Soddiso
(Movement Towards
Socialism) .



of Isradli palicies. | remember when | first read of
the rapes that were commiitted by the Jewish faces
in 1948 and later by the Isradli army in war and
auring the cocupation. On the one hand, | know thet
men rgee in war. On the ather hend, | never thought
that Jewish men rape during war. A discrepancy
that has no place in rational thought. It isamyth
about Janvish innocancg, a myth thet | ill, & some
level, accept.

So Jews help financetheir enemies; Jewsrapein
war. They aso help prop up gpartheid in South
Africa provide ams to ddaordips that uppress
and murder dissenters, teach others how totorture
ad... Thelig isendess And dill a sense that Jaws
are different?

In Munich thethen primeminister GoldaMeir is
quoted as saying: “Every civilization finds it
necessary to negotiate compromiseswithitsown
values.” Yesand every nation-state; every people
and rdligion.

Usually the breach hasto do with survival; at least
auvivd is cdled ypon in ode to breech the highly
hdd veue the avilization is about to bresk. It tums
ou thet uadly ‘suvivd’ hes to do with expanson
and more power, alust that seemsto affect com-
munities asmuch as persons. Should | expect any
less (or more) from Jews and the date of Igad? In
the end, the state of emergency that callsfor sus-
pension of the ethicd isinfinitely expandable, so
that suspension is the wrong word. With nation-
states - but isthisaso truefor reigion?- thenorm
is sugpendon. When thee entiies act ehicdly that
isthe suspension. [...]

Florida, December 27
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This morning sunrise on the beach. The oceanis
beautiful, with blue-green waters stretching to the
horizon. The tourids have ye to arive in a wek o
so they will descend. The beach isamost empty.
Cool and misty. Quiet.

Morning prayers with the sound of the waves
coming to the shore.

Y esterday the anniversary of the Tsunami. The
0o gves ad tekes This maming it gves sdlaoe
beauty, hedling. [...]

For years, | have been photographing the wooden
bridgesthat take you from the street to the beach.
| continue to be fesdneted with this ssnse of leaving
one world and entering the next. The bridges are
mogtly fifteen to twenty feet in length, though

some stretch for twenty yards or so, but as| ap-
proach each one on foot or bike | dill have this
sense of anticipation.

For a moment | am stranded between the two

worlds;, my back is to the street, to civilization,

and | cannot yet see the beach, the world of na-
ture. Onfoot or bike that natural world cannot be
traversed or explored except for that tiny strip of
beach. The vast ocean isbeforeme; | can seeto
the haizon, but my maality and power is limited |

cannot go to the horizon and there isno way that
| can manipulate the ocean for my use.

| am surrounded by a profound quiet, yet the surf
itsef isloud - it isdifficult to describe the sound.
Smellsof the ocean, even blocks away, permeste
life. Thisother world is other-worldly. Thebridge
lrings me to this warld ad then | leave the lridge
behind; it disappears in sight and consciousness.
What is happening that day - thewaves, wind, and
temperature- is. Wherel amthen - | am. Every-
thing is reduced to the elements and my place
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within them.

Then | reumn to the bridge, aoss it and reum to the
more familiar world. The ocean is|eft behind.
Can | takethe ocean world back to my own? The
wa within the ocoeen woild, for auvivd and domi-
nance, is outsde of me Thae |l am free The war in
my warld is ousde the oceen warld; bath are irrde-
vant to the other. Two kingdoms, onewhere grace
is found, the other corrupt until the end of time?
Or both corrupt within their own boundaries?|...]

Florida, December 29

Sharon hes a hde in his heat; the redity/metaphor
issmply too good to betrue. Yesit isso on both
levds, but no less for Jaws in genard, expeadly the
high and mighty elite of our community.

“Bury Sharonand Arafat together” [ see www.tex
ansforpeace.org], yes, and createalargeburid plot
where the former prime ministers of Isragl and
leedars of the Pdedinians will be rebuied together
and placealarge noticein dl thelanguages of the
world, beginning with Hebrew and Arabic, that all
future leeders of both Sdes will dso share the same
buid place Pahges we can have an intamdiond
committeethat overseasthis areaand determines
where everyone will be placed, and who deserves
tobesideby sde. [...]

Florida, December 30
L eaving tomorrow to return to Waco. Feeling sad
about leaving; the ocean and palm trees are part of

me. Strange how childhood frames a person, the
gardls ad sy cdors ae pat of home homecam
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December 30. Egyptian
special forcesin Cairo
attack a city camp with
3000 refugees from the
south of Sudan and from
Darfur. They hed canped
in front of the premises
of theUnited NationsHigh
Commissonfor Refugees
to protest agargits
decision to temporarily
stop issuing application
papers to obtain pditical
refugeedatus after the
peace treaty signed in
Darfur. Twenty people,
including two four-year-
old children, are beaten
or trodden on to death.

Marc Ellis



ing. Leaving is part of the exile and returning to
exileis particularly difficult.
Wheeishomeredly, for any of usmodamns?|...]
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Last issues

Nurrber 10, “and suddely it's Bedan”, February 2006 - Forenvard - 1-5 September 2004:
from Ity (Masamo Penzz Adriano Accattino, Maia Grandi, Maroda Cedddi,
aDe Macdh, Maina Massa, GemxaFisa) Crogtia (Drazen Gulaza) and Finland
(Harra&dlrmn) Children of the underground, by M. Cegtddi - 6-9 September: from Itdy
(Ludanna Argentino, M. Ceddd, A. Accdtino, M. Paizz), and Argentina (Gladys Croxato)
- Migrations by H. Sdlmen - 1025 September: from Argantina (G. Oman? Ity (A.
Accattino, Gogo Masdtdli, L. Argentino, M. Grandti, M. Cadtdd), and Pdedtine (Gig) - An
unknoan warrior’'s onfcuon by D. Gunjaca - 0 September-20 October: from Pestine
93 Letizig, Logen) I &'n(M Paizz, G. Ay M. Caddd, M. De Mach, Andrea Arrigh),
rgenina (G. Or dien G«moo) ad Frlad (H. Sﬁdlrrm) Power and weskness
by Frao Toecm error by Sefano Gudidmin - 2022 October: from Pdedine (Leizid)
ad Itdy (M. Cegtdd) - OmnlcraQ/ by Rabato Tadi - Michad Moore soul orthopaedics,
by Andrea Ingee - 1 November-26 December: from the United Stetes (Svellana Braz, Laura
Zanetti, Keren Baiyov), Itdy (M. De Marchi, M. Cadddi, Pada Turoni, L. Argantino, M.
Palzz) Pdesnne(BraIOdm) andFnad (H. S’E"TBW)

Numbea 11, “after the tsunami”, June 2005 - 26 Decambe 2004-10 January 2005: diery
peoes from Itdy (Maina Masae, Ludama Argatino, Maida De Marchi, Maia Grandti) -
Of the powe to print, by Massmo Paizz - 10 January-10 February: from Inda (Cad
Fason), Pdedine (Oparation Dove, Logan) l:aly (M. Grandti, M. De Marchi, Maria Bastanzetti),
the United Sates (Sivio Gri oyan0), Fance (Andrea Indess) - The act of %Iv-
ing, by Rabato Tddi - February from Itdy (Gamana Fisg M. De Marh,
Gaaj), and Pdedire (Logen, Opadion Dove) - Here is the world, by Jouni Inkda - Poetry
in the ‘time of dedtitution’, by Franco Toscani - 1-6 March: from France (Madddena Che
tagnie), Inda (C. Fas), Itdy (M. De Marchi, Pada Turoni), the United Sates (Benedktta
Scadovi), Demak (Hamming Dymen) - Does the Lt dready know everything?, by M.
Paizzi - 9 March-8 April: from Afgheniden (Grazdla Longon, Laura Quedlido), Pdetine
i Opadion Dove), Armeania (Sgano idmin), Ity (G. Asg), the United Sates (B.
, Kaen Batyov), France (M. Chatagnier) - April 9. 0On Der Yassn and the Jemsh
Future Remembelng and resging, by Marc Hilis - It took a long time, by Tommy
Tabamamn- 11-28 April: from Italy (P. Turroni, Dongto SAzaulo), and Pdestine(Logen)

Number 12, “pausing for reflection”, October 2005 - 15-30May: day pegesfrom Itdy
(Germana Piss Maoo Govede Maia Grandti, Ludana Argentino), and Croetia (Drazen
Gunjaca) - Bloodied dog, by Jachym Topol - Poetry and the present: Forenord, by
Massimo Parizzi; The present of Capital and poetry in exodusB/Em'oAbae Presat
in ad o itsHf, l:y Gogo Magitdli; Poary ad the presat, by Ldio Scaain - 927
June from Itely (L. Argatino, M. Grareti), and Pdedine (Darothy Lée) - On the Jewish
Civil War and the New Prophetic, y Marc Ellis; Zionism versus Judaism!, by
Azzam Tamimi - 1-12 July. from Itdy (Pedla Turoni, L. Argentino, Maina Massanz, M.
Paizz) - From Indochina. Trave nates by M. Perizzi; Thetraveller’s ego: upturns
and downturns by M. Massenz - 8-23 Augud: fromIndia(Card Feisn), and Ity (L.
Argatino, M. Grandti) - Does the It dready know everything? Forenord, by M.
Paizz; Whet does the left dready knoa?, by Chrisian Grecoo; The palitics of reauts, by M.
Paizz; The let that knoas too much, by G. Medtdli - Augug 24. The remaining 99.5%,
Amira Hess from the I9adi newspeper “Heaelz’ - 24-25 Augud: d from Ital
?I)_lauraZa"letti, Alfredo Menghetti) G day oS Y
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