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“In the name of Allah, the
Compassionate, the Merciful

Say: “Unbelievers, I do not
serve what you worship,

Nor do you serve what I
worship. I shall never serve

what you worship, nor will
you ever serve what I worship.

You have your own religion,
and I have mine.”

 


The Koran: Al-Kafirun (The
Unbelievers)109:1

109:6

 


I suppose it started even before I
knew it had begun. It was a long time ago and I have no remembrance
of exact dates. I do recall it was during the war that the first
flash - the initial hint of things to come made itself known. Yet
one does not think of those things then. What I mean to say is, we
never really notice the tiny signals Fate throws out before our
eyes, but only squint believing what we have seen was only another
colored slide from our imagination.

Overestimating our own potential...I
suppose we underestimated that of our foe’s. In any case we were
all caught by surprise when it happened, just managing to make it
to the front on time. I was part of an infantry unit then upon our
southern border. I think I must have been about eighteen. I do
remember I hadn’t been all too long in uniform. Most of the other
soldiers were at least two years older than myself. Many of them
are no longer alive. Only a few of us were lucky.

 




 


Things tend to slip away from me quite
easily...I mean faces...places...people. Forgive me if some of the
details do not seem accurate. I’m not lucid all of the time. They
told me the medicine might help, but till now nothing has really
happened and I am still waiting for the promised effects. I do know
her parents had given her the middle-name of Palestine. She once
told me why. I just can’t recall it at this moment.

One day I suppose I shall recover.
Until that day arrives though I have been told I must stay here.
Sometimes I become very angry and difficult to control. During
those moments even I am terrified of the person who is me. Many
times they have been forced to restrain me, but sometimes before
they can, I have managed to ravage the room where I am. After such
episodes they are usually compelled to pacify me - strapping me
down to a table - giving me electric shocks. At other times they
simply give me an injection.

They continue to tell me that I have
to come back to reality...that the truth is within my reach if I
only stretch my hand out to touch it. I find their reality hard to
accept or believe. How can one who was so dear be gone? How can
somebody who was so beautiful be dead? They never even allowed me
to view her body. How do they expect me to believe she no longer
exists? I can only retrieve the image of my brothers Uri and Aaron
holding me tightly pinned against the ground after having pulled me
from the jeep, seizing the rifle from my hands. The ropes they used
to bind me cut my wrists while the sun burnt my face as it lay
pressed into the dust. And all I saw before me was Salima’s gentle
smile.

 




 


It was raining when I awoke this
morning. I drew back the curtains, looking out through barred
windows to the expansive lawns surrounding the institute. The sky
was dark and threatening; below a carpet of green conifer needles
refracted the somber light. Winter is on its way and I think this
is the first heavy rain we have had this year. It makes me feel
very sad...yet strangely content.

The rain reminds me of the war - the
penetrating wetness, the life-giving fluid rinsing washing away the
dirt and dust - dead fragments which accumulated through the
Spring, Summer and Fall. Just like the rain, the war purified our
souls, permitting us to release the ritual filth of hate and pride
that had gathered within us over a generation. That same hate and
pride had no relevance to the ways in which we fought without
reason against those we called our foes. For those enemies were
mirror images of ourselves and their hate and pride were only being
directed against their own tormentors - not really against us. The
war eradicated the feelings of frustration, drowning us in the
sadness of change and loss. Sometimes I feel myself to be one of
those dark woolly clouds pregnant with rain...wanting to burst
open, casting a flood down onto the earth below me. Yet even that
illusion they forbid me to indulge myself in. Instead they keep me
confined within a body, floating above a reality which I long to
accept but cannot. It is their truth.

I am seated beside a table upon which
stands a jar filled with colored pens. Next to the jar is a cup of
coffee they have just brought me. As usual they have told me I
shall soon be taken out into the fresh air. Every day around this
time they force me to get dressed and after I have had my coffee or
tea, bundle me out into the garden, walking beside me as if I was
some sort of trained circus bear. This morning I think I shall
drink very slowly and before taking my medicine write down what I
can remember. The book they have given me is all I have now. It is
my life and whenever an idea or a memory presents itself, I quickly
record it because I know it only stays a moment and moments are all
I have to anchor myself to myself with. I hope I can recall
everything...or at least convince myself that I really do know why
her father gave her the middle-name of Palestine.

 




 


Salima’s father was named Ibrahim
Abdullah Bin Khalouf. His grandfather had been born in Ottoman
Syria but had fled to Acre after taking the life of a powerful
landowner who had tried to rob him of his land. After working as a
laborer for many years in Acre, he had been able to put aside
enough capital to start over again. With a portion of the money he
had erected a house in a village called Abu-Ghoudi.

At this moment that is all I can
remember. Salima probably told me more but I have forgotten. I am
surprised I recollected this much. But I do remember walking with
her one evening, and her voice comes back to cut me like a blade,
forcing me to forget what I really have no desire to. The pain is
so great. Still...these words are hers and I must register them so
they shall not be forgotten again...ever.

“The people of my village always had a
fruitful relationship with the people of your kibbutz. But things
have changed...changed so very much these last years. We only
tolerate one another. It was not always so. We once worked side by
side. My people taught you a great deal about the land...the
soil...the seasons. It was only later when things changed...the
days when your people became a nation and we lost ours.”

It seems so long ago but I know it
isn’t. And knowing this I suppose somewhere in the back of my head
lurks the realization that I shall eventually be cured - released
from this place. I am drifting...I don’t want to. I know now why
her middle-name was Palestine. Her father had given her that name
so as long as she lived she would not forget who she was, where she
came from, nor what her people had lost. I tried to explain to her
that there was no reason for her village to be afraid...that we had
been left with no other choice and were also a part of the land.
She could not accept my reasoning. She had insisted that we had all
flooded in from Europe...that the world had had no right in
allowing such a thing to happen. I had disagreed with her bitterly,
but she refused to listen to my arguments. It stops there. The
memory just stops dead in its tracks as if there is nothing
more.

A broken sentence. I know this is not
the case. I must keep on writing. Perhaps in the end everything
shall return to me. Is it only a dream? Maybe Salima will also come
back to me. They are here. I must stop. The rain has ceased and the
air is cooler. One more thing before I go...I think you should know
my name. I am called Jonah Ben Zvi.



 


If I were to try and describe this
place to you, how would I begin? I suppose I would just start like
this: The Afula-Kiryat Shemona highway winds like a long grey
serpent up through the Galilean hills until the Syrian-Lebanese
borders. It twists its way between stone covered valleys, sprawling
kibbutz fields, and small Arab villages where the silence is only
occasionally pierced by the echoing wails of muezzins’ calls to
prayer - litanies floating off of the minarets of those villages’
mosques. It is an enormous stretch of road cutting its way across a
third of my country, intersected by coarse improvised tributaries,
graveled routes which lead one to out of the way farms and towns,
which lead one to the Hasheva Institute For The Mentally Disabled
where I am a resident.



Hasheva is grayness. The building
itself is a large four-storied structure made of poured concrete.
It is divided up into three sections - Block Aleph, Block Bet and
Block Gimmel. I am confined to Block Bet. This means I am under
careful supervision - one might even say strict control - in any
case, stricter than the inmates of Block Aleph who are permitted to
come and go at will because in the opinion of the doctors they pose
no threat to the society outside the gates. These residents,
purported to be in a fairly secure frame of mind, use the institute
more like a hotel than a hospital.

Yet the somber tint of Hasheva - the
external grayness - can not only be seen but felt as well. The
institute is an echo. It only resounds. There are only hollow
sounds here...empty taps and knocks reverberating down the tiled
corridors. No pictures hang upon the walls nor are there any
flowers in the rooms. And because the view from Hasheva is so
breathtaking - from one’s window the Galilean landscape can be
seen, its green and grey hills smothered by an almost turquoise sky
- while in the rich gardens below surrounding the institute,
jasmine and cedar release their pungent aromas - because the view
is so marvelous, being confined in this cool colorless building is
all the more painful and frustrating.

The demented moans which ripple
through Block Gimmel constantly reach out to haunt one - creeping
beneath the cracks of doors and walls - futile cries issued froth
from twisted souls racked by pain, strapped into wheelchairs or
bound in straitjackets. Those mad litanies ring out at all hours;
and even if one attempts to shut out those pathetic sounds by
pressing one’s hands over the ears - those pleas of misery still
leave their effect upon one’s own troubled spirit. So as you gaze
out of the window to the sun-drenched land below - the
contradiction of Hasheva comes to strike one to the quick.
Imprisoned in grayness. No way out!

 




 


A week has passed on by just like a
second. I did not notice it. They said I attempted to strike one of
the attendants. They said I displayed no desire to return to my
room after being let out into the fresh air - after being allowed
to touch the cedar and willow trees, to inhale the smell of freshly
mown grass, to feel the midday breezes caressing my hair and
skin.

They called my brothers, telling
informing them about my condition. I imagine they must have said
with serious voices: “We understand you are doing what’s best for
Jonah. Whatever has to be done will be. You know better than us.”
Only if they did know. If they only knew how much I long to return
home to the kibbutz - to feel the solid steel-rimmed wheels of a
tractor as it leaves its tread-marks embossed deep into the earth
below me once again; while at the same time, looking up, I gaze
across furrowed fields to the hillside where the small village of
Abu-Ghoudi lies slumbering in the burning midday heat - a thin
vaporous wall of warmth rising in before its stone houses - a
wavering translucent curtain shielding the aqua-blue window frames
and pastel-green doors.

I’ve been here too long. Sometimes I
think I’ll never recover. When I am overcome by such fears I become
violent, only wanting to lash out, to escape this place with its
sterile white walls and rude staff. If only Uri and Aaron could
really comprehend what I am going through. They don’t listen to me.
Instead, whenever they visit, they stare at me with sad eyes filled
with hopelessness, eyes saying:

“Our brother is mad. He’s crazy.” Oh,
if I could only reach them! If they could only see that it’s not me
who’s blind, but them. There has to be another way. Things can’t
continue any longer like this. We must return to the ideas of the
movement...to the ideas of those great sweating and heaving
pioneers who founded our society. They realized in the end we would
have to learn how to live together with our Arab neighbours - or we
would perish together. My brothers are lost. They look down on me
and laugh behind my back. They scorned Salima.

 




 


This morning they entered my room and
half-smiling informed me that I have been here a year. Looking at
them, not knowing what to say, I thought: “My God! What has
happened to me? How has it come down to this? I am only twenty-four
and the woman I love has been killed, and I am not in control of
myself and have been confined here for a year, and here they stand
waiting for my reaction to those facts. Who is really
mad?

After they departed - the sounds of
their white cotton gowns rustling down the corridor - I wept. I
silently wept only permitting the tears to roll from my eyes while
I watched them drop off my face coming to splatter like miniature
bombshells against the floor - each droplet a world in
disintegration. Afterwards, recalling an incident I never realized
was held within my memory - I broke out in laughter at the irony of
it.

As a child of ten I once used to stand
with the other children of the kibbutz, watching the sun retire
behind the hills into the Galilean night. We used to gather
together in the early evenings upon a hill and from that elevated
position spy on down to the valley. In the distance we could see
this great structure where I am now incarcerated. We used to gaze
on down then later tease each other, shouting: “That’s the madhouse
you know. It’s the nuthouse and was built for you! How did you
escape?” We would then select an unwilling victim from amongst
ourselves, and while pinning him or her down to the ground, would
chant in unison: “That’s the Hasheva nuthouse! He’s escaped! He
should be returned! He’s escaped! He’s escaped! We must return
him!” Children can be mean to one another and whenever I was the
scapegoat for the evening’s more persecuting activities - I would
go back home feeling very hurt yet never allow the others to see my
hidden pain. It was a nasty game.

Many people are not aware that the
institute was originally founded to shelter those of my people who
had been rescued from the death camps in Europe, and who had
succeeded in returning physically to the land of their forefathers
but not spiritually. Their souls had been lost in the journey.
Sometimes I am able to convince myself that my own predicament is
not so bad. During those moments I think of what the survivors of
“the final solution” have been through.

 




 


I find it difficult to fall asleep. I
am frightened to go to sleep. when you are alone, the difference
between reality and dream is quite enormous. In a dream, at least
one is able to return to other lives...other places...other
situations which allow one to feel that one is living again. But
upon leaving those dream worlds - one is immediately confronted by
the reality of isolation, of solitude. I fear going to sleep
because it is so excruciating to wake up in a dark locked room. Yet
I really had no intention of telling you how I feel about slumber.
I only wanted to tell you about how I returned again to Abu-Ghoudi
last night. Still...perhaps the two are closely related and I am
always trying to discover when a dream changes into something
else...something more than just a dream.

 




 


When does a dream cease to be one? I
awoke this morning with that question in mind. A gentle breeze was
blowing through my room, brushing across my face as I lay beneath
the sheets, forcing my half shut eyelids to open and welcome in the
new day’s light. Almost at once the previous evening’s events
returned to me. It was the first time in many months I could
remember what I had dreamt. Yet somehow I am not fully convinced it
was just another dream.

I recall being very disturbed before
retiring for the night, taking a pill to rid me of my restlessness.
Working almost instantaneously, the medication allowed me to slip
off into a heavy slumber. But then - I suppose it was the middle of
the night - I felt something grip me by the throat and had
difficulty breathing. Attempting to extricate myself from that
tight embrace, all my efforts seemed futile. After a minute more of
suffering, I awoke to discover that I was floating on air! What a
remarkable feeling. I was able to turn my head freely and realized
I was no longer outstretched upon my bed but was looking down to
where I was still deep in sleep upon my bed! My heart began to
race. I grew afraid because it was quite clear that I was floating
there in the room, above myself. Suddenly I noticed that I was
enveloped by a pale green mist. I just stared into it, at the same
time sensing a presence behind it. A shrill ringing suddenly
pierced the cloud around me and the strange mist parted. I simply
went on floating there, having no say over my situation. Before my
eyes a scene began to assemble and I did not believe what I was
witnessing. I thought I had forgotten everything.

For sixty-two years until his death,
my father’s name was Amnon Ben Zvi. Suddenly he was standing before
me again, a small lean man, the lines of age not yet etched upon
his brow, his partially balding head crowned by wings of auburn
hair on both sides. His sky-blue eyes stared straight into mine, as
holding me by the hand, he said: “Now look Jonah...I’ve agreed to
take you with me this time...but you must do as I say. It’s very
important. You may not understand completely...but please try.
Today we are going to Abu-Ghoudi. As you know we have friends
living there. I am also sure you realize they are our Arab
neighbours. I am taking you with me because I feel it’s about time
you learnt just who these people are. You see...yes...don’t be
surprised...I’ve heard all about the games you and your friends
have been playing lately where prisoners are taken and where those
make-believe captives are abused and called by names such as Abdul
Jackass and Camel Faisal. Although I realize they are only games
and you or your friends don’t mean anything wrong by them...I must
tell you...quite often as people grow up the games they have played
as children can influence how they act towards other people. It
must be difficult for you to understand Jonah...but please try. I
don’t want you to forget where we will be. You must not be impolite
or impulsive for you shall be among a proud people. Only if I could
make it clear to you just how much Ibrahim Abdul Bin Khalouf and
his people have assisted us over the years. I am sure if you really
understood you wouldn’t take part with the others in those games. I
want you to see...to understand the people we must share this
country with. That’s why I am taking you with me today.”

And while still suspended in the air,
hypnotized by the vision I was experiencing, I saw myself as a
child of seven being lifted up into a kibbutz jeep by my father. He
held me firmly, his sinewy brown arms hoisting me into the rear of
the vehicle, the wind blowing hard against my young body. I watched
as we climbed higher and higher into the winding green hills which
seemed pasted together by brittle shrubs and dull black stones. We
ascended those higher plateaus, and as the kibbutz grew fainter in
the distance - before us the sun refracted off the many windows of
the village of Abu-Ghoudi.

 




 


My father sat cross-legged upon the
hard stone floor. A cigarette hung from his lips and his blue
calico work-shirt was partially undone with the sleeves rolled up
above the elbows. He was listening attentively to Ibrahim Abdul Bin
Khalouf. Both men would occasionally pause, taking sips from the
dark brown coffee positioned next to them which steamed from within
the confines of two white porcelain cups balanced carefully upon
the top of a small round brass table. Once in awhile the Arab would
get up from out of his squatted position on the floor and walking
over to a small fire which burned in a corner of the room - from a
smoldering cavity lift out a large copper pot and making his way
back to where my father was seated, refill the cups with the
heavily spiced brew. The smell of black tobacco and cardamom filled
the air in the chamber.

Ibrahim Abdul Bin Khalouf was a tall
man with sharply chiseled features. His eyes were coal black but
sparkled when he talked. Draping his body, a long grey haik was
bisected by a thick brown leather belt running from one of his
shoulders to his waist on the opposite side. The garb made him
appear to be even thinner than he was. A white cotton kefiah
covered his head and framed his long angular face. Around it a
black silk fascia was coiled like a serpent. The lower portion of
his face was adorned in a neatly trimmed beard graying at the
sides. Once in awhile he would tug upon it when trying to reiterate
upon a point to my father. Upon his right hand, he bore a massive
gold ring encrusted in rubies and emeralds. I sat beside my father,
fixated by the glittering piece of jewelry. I observed as the Arab
conversed with animated features, but I did not understand a thing
he was saying. Once, he directed his gaze to me, smiled, then
reached forward running his long fingers through my hair. His hand
felt cold.

I remember being conscious of the fact
that I was still floating - hovering above my bed with my sleeping
self, eyes shut tight, lying oblivious below. And I can recollect
questioning myself if what was happening was only a dream. For one
fleeting moment the visions ceased and the mist began to close in
again - but then as if knowing I had not yet seen enough - the
green fog retreated and the images resumed.

Once more I witnessed myself as a
child, standing near a large window in the room where my father and
the Arab were talking. The house was built upon a knoll crowning
the small village, and so commanded a magnificent view of the
surrounding fields and valley. I looked down to those flatlands
with their golden jackets of grain blowing to and fro to the
rhythms of the scorching midday wind. Further in the distance I saw
our orchards, the deep green foliage pinpricked by dots of orange
and yellow. Farther yet - I strained my eyes and could see the
grey-white chemical clouds rising up into the atmosphere from the
factories of Afula - thick, dirty cushions of exhaust blotting out
entire layers of the clear turquoise sky.

When I turned around, I was startled
to see a young girl standing next to me, her long braided hair a
black rope falling behind her shoulders reaching down until the
small of her back. She was dressed in a thick cotton dress. I
noticed that she was also a bit taller than myself. Placing her
hand upon my shoulder, she rudely awakened me from my daydreaming.
As I stepped back from the window, my eyes turned to my father
asking him what I was to do. But both men were still heavily
engaged in conversation so I reverted my attention back towards the
girl, there only to meet the shining eyes of Ibrahim Abdul Bin
Khalouf. She began to speak to me in broken Hebrew, asking me what
my name was. A few seconds passed before I shyly mumbled it to her.
She reciprocated by giving me hers. At that moment something within
my gut churned and instinctively I knew my world would never be the
same. That was the first time I laid eyes upon my Salima Palestine
Abdul Bin Khalouf.

From the back of the room her father
called out to her in Arabic, whereupon she ran over to him to be
introduced to my father, who in turn gently took her hand in his
own telling her just what a beautiful little lady she was. Both men
smiled, then Salima returned to my side, took me by the hand and
lead me out of the house into the scorching afternoon heat. I
looked once more into her eyes and saw myself reflected there. We
walked down the hill which lead from her house to the centre of the
village; and as I accompanied her - our hands firmly locked
together - I realized that the games my father had previously
warned me about - I would never participate in again.

The mist began to close in once more,
and the next thing I knew I was falling...falling in slow-motion
back towards my sleeping self. Everything went black. When I awoke,
a light breeze was blowing into my room. The sun had already arisen
from behind the Galilean hills.

 




Whose two black eyes are those? And
the lines - the crow’s feet cutting deep into the skin beneath
those lids - where did they originate? That shock of auburn hair -
is it his? Whose broad face is that, the cheekbones circumscribing
arcs over the uppermost part? These are the questions I posed to
myself after dragging myself out from my bed and over to the small
cracked enamel washstand which is located in the far left-hand
corner of my room. I gazed into the mirror to encounter a
stranger.

It had been quite some time since I
had seen myself. I really do not care for mirrors - to be more
truthful - I am terrified of them. Yet after the previous night’s
strange occurrences I had been compelled by something deep within
to examine myself again - to confront myself in order to determine
whether I was still the same person I imagined myself to be. I
can’t recall exactly how long it had been since seeing my own
image, but I do remember swallowing the fear in order to transport
my body over to the mirror. I was shocked to discover just how much
I have aged in what they say is but a short period of
time.

I stared into that speculum and some
force entirely beyond my control extracted tiny blue glass
teardrops from out of those black wells - from behind these sockets
set deep in my skull. I felt nothing - but upon witnessing my own
tears - secretly questioned myself as to whether I really knew just
why those pellets of saline solution were cascading down onto the
floor. At this moment, the only thing I can be sure of, is that
after shaking violently with emotion for a few moments, I was
finally able to pull myself away from the reflecting glass. These
words rang in my head: “You are getting well Jonah. It won’t be too
much longer before they release you.” And after hearing those
comforting thoughts - the fear I had carried and which was buried
for so long within - disappeared. I stood there in my striped
pajamas recalling how the mirror of my soul had been shattered the
day Salima’s blood-drenched torso had been buried by an angry crowd
whose God was almighty - yet merciless enough in allowing her
senseless murder to take place.

Returning to the washstand, I opened
the faucet, watching the colorless water as it splashed into the
white washbasin that was filigreed by thin black cracks - lines of
age. I hurriedly washed my face then dressed while waiting for them
to bring breakfast - while waiting for that familiar sound of the
slot in my door being slid open accompanied by its metallic ringing
coming to reveal my morning meal. Aren’t animals in a zoo nurtured
all the days of their lives through similar openings in barricades?
Outside the birds were singing their morning symphonies, flying
hither and thither across the newly painted dawn sky - the mirror
of my country’s soul.

 




 


This morning as I was walking in the
garden taking my daily exercise, something occurred which cannot be
fully explained - an incident which caused me to think for the
first time about my situation in the world and the situations of
all other loners - true individuals.

I was admiring the amaryllis which
flourish upon one side of Hasheva’s hard concrete body, and which
come into bloom this time of the year in great bursts of
rose-colored petals - when my attention was suddenly caught by a
pulsating point of electric-blue light. I grabbed the arm of the
attendant who was accompanying me, attempting to indicate the
fluctuating dot of light to him. Initially he could not see what I
was so excited about, but after a moment or two, was able to
successfully focus himself upon the quickly moving object. We both
stood there gawking at a minuscule, iridescent hummingbird, zipping
about the bushes upon its speed-of-light tasks. We watched - both
of us trapped there like Medusa’s victims - as the tiny miracle
probed with a needle beak deep into the sweet hearts of the great
amaryllis time after time again. The little bird’s brilliant blues
sparkled in the early morning light - when all at once - he
disappeared as quickly and as mysteriously as he had first
materialized - vanishing in a flame of zaffre tinted
light.

The attendant and myself smiled at one
another as we made our way back towards the confines of the
institute. Yet that singular glimpse of Nature’s incomparable magic
has given me something to think about for quite awhile. But what is
more important is that I am positive the little bird was defying
the cycle of life. He was not supposed to be out there with Winter
coming on - instead the creature should have been in another part
of my country - an area where it is much warmer than out current
Galilean weather. He was the exception to the rule, living his own
reality although only God knows if he would survive it. The
photograph of the bird which I snapped with my eyes, remained the
whole day with me - while its bright colors have acted as a
catalyst, assisting me in retrieving a memory I never even knew I
possessed.

As a child of ten, one day the kibbutz
had taken us to the museum in Tel-Aviv. After a noisy bus ride that
had carried our group down from the north and along the narrow dry
coastal plain which borders the green-blue expanse of the
Mediterranean Sea - we arrived in the sweating hurley-burley of
Tel-Aviv.

The city is a strange place for
kibbutz children. It overwhelms them with its movements, its colors
and sounds. Yet strangely, I cannot recall exactly all that we did
on that day. Only a single memory returns...a painting...and that
particular canvas only comes to mind because of the hummingbird’s
vibrant plumage. The name Malevitch also comes back to me, for he
was the artist who sprayed the canvas with those images. The
painting depicted farm laborers - Eastern European peasants -
bringing in the harvest. And the colors which Malevitch used...the
contours...the tones...the round, bright, smoothly colored curves
of electric red, blue, yellow and green, kept me fascinated the
whole afternoon. I spent the whole of my visit there in the museum,
seated before the painting, hypnotized by those geometric figures
who were gleaning the land of its wealth beneath the strict and
watchful eyes of the artist.

When the time came to leave, I had to
be almost dragged away. Not even the older children in the group
could understand how I could waster a whole afternoon seated before
one painting. After all, there had been a great deal more to be
viewed in the museum, and because of my fixation upon that one
picture, I had missed a rare opportunity in seeing the Chagalls’,
Picassos’ and other greats hanging there in that wonderful
warehouse of culture.

 




 


It’s funny what a little bird can do.
I don’t feel so very well now. It was the painting. It brought back
too much. I suppose it always represented the founders of our
movement to me - the fathers of our kibbutz. I am not sure how or
where it went wrong. It was a beautiful concept. And yet, when I
reflect back trying to recall how the other members - my comrades -
spoke to me; when I can recall how they whispered behind my back in
the dim light of early mornings, from the fields and behind the
sheds of my kibbutz; when I see once again how they scorned Salima
while at the same time branded me a traitor - even though my
illness weighs heavily upon me, I know this is not the way it was
meant to be.

The sweating, large-boned Galacians
who founded our movement realized where they were fleeing to. They
understood that there existed an indigenous population of Arabs who
would be their neighbours, whom they would sometimes have to lean
upon and in turn be counted upon themselves. They knew they would
have to learn to live with the natives. Yet, how idealists often
lose their way! The old pioneers died out, their places coming to
be taken by their children. The movement changed. The dream of
independent farming communities in Palestine had been fulfilled,
while the offspring of those great pioneering men and women started
to shut their eyes to their Arab neighbours. We made too many
mistakes. Fatal errors of judgment.

How could they scorn my Salima so? I
tried to discuss it with them but they refused to listen.
Hypocrites! For them - living with the Arabs means living in two
different worlds - living beside them but not with them. They only
desire to exist upon a marginal level with them. And I am torn -
for even in my anger, amidst the betrayal of principles - I
understand my own people all too well. But if I understand them,
how can I hold them to blame for the system they have created? We
did make this country flower. We did spill our blood and sweat onto
this soil of our forefathers. We were scorned by the world while
our parents and grandparents were being consumed, devoured by the
monsters of religion and economics, political expediency,
envy...silence...fire. Perhaps they never made an effort to accept
us...even those who were here before the boats came from Europe.
No! How can I make excuses for them? She was so tender...so very
beautiful. Her darkness captivated me and they murdered her. I am
so confused. They are pressuring me to make a decision. They are
trying to force me to hate while either course I choose offers me
no salvation. I lose. I lose because Salima was never accepted by
my own people nor I by her culture. I lose because before I am
released from this cement Hell I shall have to prove to them that I
can hate...that I do hate the Arabs for what they have done to us
over the years. Where can I turn to? To whom can I confess? I lose
because they are forcing me to choose between whole seas of
individuals, oceans they wish to implement as symbols separating
human-beings from one another.

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/15754
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!
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