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The Arab Within 

A psycho/political novel by Ofer Grosbard 
Synopsis 

This psycho/political novel (which won the Israeli Writers’ Association 2000 Book of the 

Year award) takes place in Israel during the Intifada (the Palestinians’ civilian revolt [1987-

1993] which led to the beginning of the peace process). 

Yoni, a clinical psychologist returns from a stint of reserve duty at the Dahaisha refugee 

camp and an experience that changes his life. In an “incident” between Palestinians and the 

Israeli army, he shot a Palestinian and is now burdened with a profound feeling of being a 

murderer. 

He meets Nadia – a Palestinian artist - whom he first got to know during his military 

reserve service. Her parents had been expelled from Jaffa in 1948 and made their home in 

Dahaisha and it turns out that her father was shot and killed in the Intifada. The two fall in 

love and Yoni is unable to free himself of the feeling that it was he who murdered her 

father. Who am I”, asks Nadia, “a child of the Dahaisha refugee camp? Who am I?” She 

asks Yoni again, when she senses that he killed her father and is now trying to take over his 

life, lives with her in her father’s home in Jaffa, serves as a surrogate father for her.  

Danny, Yoni’s friend, an Israeli right-wing settler in the occupied territories, suffers a 

psychotic crisis, believing he has an Arab in his heart. Unable to relieve himself of this 

feeling, he is admitted to a mental hospital. The reason for his breakdown is connected to a 

secret that Danny unwittingly knows.  
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Jamil, a PLO friend of Nadia’s, loses himself against a background of the Olso accords, 

finding the transition between membership in a terrorist organisation and an ordinary way 

of life is too hard for him. 

In the background are the political events surrounding the Oslo talks and agreements 

between Israel and the Palestinians and the Rabin assassination, the terrorist attacks on 

Israeli civilians and the 1996 general elections. In the book, the author also describes 

therapy sessions, in which Yoni treats Yossi from the General Security Services (the 

“Shabak”).  

Yoni discovers two separate personalities in himself: sometimes he holds fierce right-wing 

opinions, which are expressed in his behaviour and life-style; and on other occasions he is 

left-wing. The story begins with the Oslo accords and ends with the 1996 elections, in 

which Benjamin Netanyahu was elected prime minister of Israel.  

Nadia and Yoni move into the house that had once belonged to Nadia’s father in Jaffa, 

where their daughter, Hagar, is born. 

 

“Against a background of this decade’s political events, there unfolds a creative and 

fascinating tale, which slowly penetrates the membrane of Israel’s sanity, to extract truths 

that pluck at the chords of our soul.” (the judging panel) 

 

 

 

From the book: 
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Nadia’s words rose and floated in his head. As long as he doesn’t meet the victim face to 

face, he’ll never know who it was and now that he has details of the man’s private life, eats 

from his plates and sleeps in his bed, stands in her father’s place on the balcony and looks 

through his eyes at the sea, he can take upon himself responsibility for what he has done, 

admit to the crime but not to the guilt – as they say in courts of law – and ask himself, what 

fault is it of his that he was there on reserve duty and fired that shot and then met Nadia 

and then they moved into her father’s house and had a child and if God cooked up this 

mess, let him take responsibility for the sad wife, whose father he had murdered. 

He went in. Hagar was awake, looking at him with shiny eyes and a naughty smile. The 

night is young and he would tell her everything – why they chose to live near the sea, why 

mummy was sad and that he had murdered grandfather, but that it was still possible to go 

on living and raise a family and maybe even, to be happy. 
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 “Arab in His Heart” 
A psycho/political novel by Ofer Grosbard 

 

One 

Not yet dawn, heavy legs marching in unison through the narrow alleyways, 

winding their way between the puddles, the houses, the tin shacks and the laundry lines. 

Must make ourselves felt, penetrate each and every courtyard and corner, mustn’t let them 

think for a moment that we are not here. Wonder what a man thinks when he’s a asleep 

and hears the sound of heavy boots stomping through his back yard. 

Must stretch my neck forward, to avoid the suffocating strap, must set my arms free 

of the rifle, they are heavy too. What’s more important, my arms desperate for respite or 

my sore neck? Only my legs are sharing the heavy burden in equal measure, working 

overtime. They deserve a good word, OK, not only my legs, my neck and my arms and 

hips, too. 

Moving forward in a graduated line. Yoni has a good place in the middle of the 

company. Looks at the company commander ahead of him, red shoes and ramrod straight 

body, and he with his boyish body, that never changes with the years, always the same 

agility, the same comforting scent. It’s like arming a cat, he can’t carry it – the cold steel, the 

heavy pack that never sits correctly on his hips. No, even after all these years, they have not 

become a part of him, always remaining a foreign, painful body. 

He marches: legs! Nice, watching over his body, not letting him sway too much; 

Arms! Try not to impose too much on the legs. After a few hours of marching, this entire 
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unit works together like a single, well-trained division, with its own internal rhythm – 

“fuck, fuck, fuck, rape, fuck, rape, fuck, rape, fuck.” He comes to rest on his left leg. He 

always does, the rhythm always ends on the left. 

He’s quiet now, listening carefully, trying to locate the source of the voice. “fuck, 

fuck…” It must be the shoes, red crepe shoes making that sound, saying those words. 

When they touch the hot asphalt, their mouth opens and closes, here, each time from heal 

to toe and the road moves up toward them from the beginning, “fuck, fuck, fuck rape fuck, 

fuck, fuck, fuck rape fuck. Fuck rape, fuck rape, fuck rape fuck.” That’s how they squeak, 

it’s what red crepe shoes do. 

Probably in other armies, they hear different kinds of music. Each unit and it’s own 

tune. Now it’s the webbing equipment, they’ve thought of everything. The pouches with 

the magazines bang against his thigh, “fuck, fuck, fuck rape fuck…” By the end of this 

night, his thighs will be covered with bruises. 

His rifle belt plucks at his chest and yanks out hairs like a slack violin bow, that 

produces only hoarse sounds. But each time he looks, it stops still, no longer screeching. 

They once had a teacher they enjoyed abusing. All he had to do was turn his face to 

the blackboard and the whole class would yell out in unison behind his back. As soon as he 

turned to face them, they would fall silent as one. Poor devil almost lost his mind. 

Must have a pee. “Danny, wait a minute!” he calls into the silent darkness, a smile 

on his face, feeling his voice echoing above the graves and headstones of sleeping people. 

Aim the stream at a tin can, to let them know he’s here, lord of the land. This pride reminds 

of him of things long forgotten and it doesn’t smell too good, but not now, now it’s five 
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o’clock in the morning and it’s cold and dark. After two hours marching through the 

alleyways, a little pride won’t do any harm. 

Gradually, the dead awaken from their slumber. Here and there, signs of early 

risers. Must keep at a regular distance from each other, not too close and not too far apart, 

must make sure to maintain eye contact after each bend in the alley, mustn’t get lost. 

He imagines himself alone here in the middle of a crowd charging at him from all 

directions. Where are they all? How could they leave him here on his own? How did he get 

himself into this miserable situation? He and his M16, all alone against an angry, 

bloodthirsty mob. No, he doesn’t stand a chance. Even if he shoots live ammunition in all 

directions, his end will be a foregone conclusion: they’ll lynch him, turn him into dead 

meat. 

He shakes his head, where on earth did this horrible scene come from? Good thing 

they’re together, marching toward the hills and making their way along the path that 

bypasses the Dahaishe refugee camp. They must never take a regular rout, it must change 

each time, so no-one decides to ambush them around a corner. 

Peasants at work, dressed in rags and kefiyas, bent double between the rows of 

vegetables, and dawn has not yet risen. Small children scurrying past barefoot, filling the 

lightening horizon with raven-like screeching. Where did God bring such suffering from. 

Before the Intifada, they used to sit in Abu Yusuf’s meat restaurant at the entrance to 

the camp, ordering lamb shishkebab and dark,  cardamom-flavored Turkish coffee for 

desert. They were treated like efendis, legs sprawled in front of them, bullet belts and rifles 
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flung down at their sides. Who could have guessed that one day they would rise out of the 

garbage and demand the kingdom? 

They are on their way westward again, away from the hills toward the camp. No 

sooner has he turned his back on the hills and they are rising above him once gain, trying 

to get rid of him. A scorching westerly wind growls at his back, like a barking dog, filling 

the early morning air with a find desert dust that makes it hard to breath and blurs the 

eyes. One thing’s for sure, he won’t get out of here clean. 

Only now does it occur to Yoni that the peasants watching him from below, from 

between the outstretched arms of the earth, pressing tiny seeds one by one into the yellow 

earth with their own hands, know the curse: he would never now be rid of the monotonous 

tune, repeating itself over and over again – “fuck, fuck, fuck rape fuck, fuck,, fuck, fuck, 

fuck rape fuck, fuck rape, fuck rape, fuck rape fuck.” 

Heavy legs drag across the rough, sand-dotted, asphalt, wide trousers making 

walking difficult. A tired sun raises its head from behind the tin shacks and sends out a 

light noon haze. Three more hours, you bastard. 

“Come on boys, open your eyes!” the company commander’s voice calls out from 

the head of the column, and indeed the street is already full of life. 

The fear, he feels it keenly, presses his rifle to his body, checks the trigger – it’s 

locked. Still, better not set off a stray bullet. Under these circumstances, he feels safer with 

his finger on the trigger. 

Yoni examines the faces watching him from all directions. He feels he can’t be 

missing the message: the hate springs out of their eyes, like poisoned darts. He can still 
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remember how he used to walk through these very same alleyways without so much as 

batting an eyelid, without moving a muscle in his face, he used to fix his glaze on them and 

they would lower their eyes. 

From the corner of his eyes he takes in a figure darting out from one of the 

alleyways and taking its place behind him, walking. A shuddering fear pricks at his spine 

and he takes a slow turn backward to look. “Afraid, aren’t you?” the figure says and 

disappears. The nerve if it! He could have shot him, blown his head off. 

They are really crowding around now, bunches of heads in front and behind, still 

too far away to throw a stone. The sound-track separates from the movement: he sees them 

frozen in their tracks and hears nothing. 

Hard working hands grasp at anything they can get hold of, the glance is thrown 

forward, the body ready for battle. And now the first one charges courageously forward, 

sends one leg ahead, the opposite arm raised up in the air, puts all his weight behind the 

stone about to be thrown. 

Yoni recognizes that ferociousness that knows no limits, that same endless obstinate 

determination. He was like that himself once. He knows, such determination is 

insurmountable. 

Stones fly through the air, stinging insults are hurled at him from all directions, fear 

pinches at his flesh, but he goes on: “Fuck, fuck, fuck rape fuck…” Even under fire, 

something is looking out for him. 

A sharp knock shakes his head suddenly and leaves him stunned and confused. 

Very gradually, he comes up out of the fog – lucky he’s wearing a helmet – feels the hate 
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igniting in him. He won’t let them disturb him in the middle of his anthem, as it reaches its 

crescendo and the tune draws to an end. 

Quiet and unflinching, he aims the barrel at them - hunting season’s begun. First 

bullet at the target – forehead or testicles. Do it! He squeezes the trigger slowly, the first 

casualty drops to the ground and another and another. He is going berserk and they are 

running for their lives, but continues with what he set out to do, a bulls-eye each time and 

another and another. “Fuck, fuck, fuck rape fuck…” He won’t let go, he will continue the 

hunt until he has killed the very last predator. 

“Yoni! Yoni! Stop it! Stop it! Have you lost your mind?! What the hell are you 

doing?!” Danny yells at him at the top of his voice from behind some cover. 

All at once the satisfaction he was feeling is dissolved to be replaced by a deep 

feeling of shame that soars through his veins. “Hey, take a look at that the bleeding heart 

liberal over there,” Danny calls out and laughs. “He did more shooting than all the rest of 

us put together.” 

 

A finjan overflowing with a bubbling brown liquid passes between the men, casting 

a shadow on the yellowing walls, flickering in the light of a weak bulb. Why the hell can’t 

there ever be a decent light bulb in these army camps? 

“Yoni, pour yourself out some more. Cheep up.” Someone pats him on the shoulder 

and fills up his small cup with another shot of the thick black liquid. “. “So you shot a few 

rounds. Nothing happened. The battalion commander will call you for questioning.  

They’ll hold a little tribunal and that’s it.” 
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He is not amused by the thought of meeting the battalion commander again, to be 

reprimanded at eye level on humanistic issues, for which he’s supposed to be the flag 

bearer. 

“God knows I can understand you,” Danny announces, raises his head and for the 

first time, looks him in the eye, “I also felt like sending those bastards straight to hell.” 

But Danny had controlled himself and he hadn’t, that’s the whole thing. Why does it 

always happen to him? Only in the past, he had always shot from a distance, watched as 

they flattened themselves on the ground, frightened of the bullets shrieking above their 

heads, then getting up and walking away. But once, when he was on National Service, he 

could shoot without batting an eyelid. And today, what happened to him today? How he 

aimed at that Arab in the balls, maybe he hit and then how’s the man going to go home to 

his wife Enough! He can’t take it any more. What are they all laughing at? 

There was once an adolescent psychotic on his psychiatric ward who told him how 

he could fall into himself. Only now, can he understand that kid, only now can he 

understand real shame and how one can hide within oneself, make yourself invisible. 

How do murderers usually vote, Likud or Labor? He doesn’t know, he’ll have to do 

some prison research on the subject… 

 

* 

A yellow twilight rests over Dahaishe, like a large cloud of sand. The camp’s 

suburbs are constantly expanding, emptying themselves into the desert. Eight fighters in 
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one armored personnel carrier, webbing equipment, flack jackets, helmets, magazines at 

the ready. No, no need to cock the rifle. 

He practices the look he’ll fling at the kids still roaming the streets before nightfall, 

his eyes shoot furious arrows at them, hoping that maybe this particular weapon will help. 

A penetrating look. Frightening. Wailing cats and a lost donkey draw his attention. 

His patients – how he’s forgotten them – they are waiting for him. Sees himself 

sitting back in his chair, comfortably pondering. How is he going to be able to return to 

that sense of quiet, now that the unfamiliar animal – that he had never even believed 

existed – had burst out of him. Something had happened that day in the field when he had 

shot at those people, something very basic had changed: he had became a murderer. 

The patrol goes past a large elegant building. At the entrance, behind an iron gate, 

tall marble pillars support a sloping roof, decorated with paintings that had faded with the 

years. 

A girl stands there, straight as one of the pillars, powerful in her silence. A marble 

smile hovers over her face, a smirk or an all-knowing, cynical grimace. She is wearing a 

thin white blouse tucked into a pair of faded jeans. A trim figure, she can’t possibly belong 

to this place, she doesn’t have the full, overflowing breasts of an Arab wet-nurse. No it’s 

not her, it just seems so to him. It’s inconceivable that such a flower would bloom amid the 

sewers of Dahaishe. 

He sends out a scrutinizing glance in all directions and doesn’t bat an eyelid, shows 

control, but takes care not to go straight through her with his glance, so she doesn’t get the 
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idea he has interest in her. He maintains the kind of hardness she might find pleasing, that 

she would surrender herself to. 

She continues to stand there, that same half-smile on her lips, it’s how she responds 

to his arrogant glance, letting him play, knowing that he is playing, she is even liking it, 

and only now does Yoni notice how much he needed her smile, trapped as he is inside his 

games. There can’t be someone like her in this place, she’s just a part of his imagination. 

He’ll wait for the patrol, go into her house and conduct a search, do a body search 

on her. No, he won’t do that, she won’t let him humiliate her. So he’ll let them all fuck her, 

that’s what he wants to do, she’s got it coming. What does she think, that the world is so 

wonderful? But she continues to smile, and he is unable to wipe that smile off her face, that 

now appears warm and understanding, even in face of his plans to hand her over to the 

others. 

“Danny, do you see that nice looking girl in the white blouse, over there 

next to the pillars? Not bad, eh?” 

“Yes, I’ve had my eye on her as well. Shall I set you up with a private session with 

her? It’s no problem, just say the word. Her prices are quite moderate.” 

“What are you talking about? How do you know?” 

“She’s their white angel, ask the GSS guy that came to speak to us, he’ll tell you how 

much income tax she pays each month. Yesterday, when you went crazy and started 

shooting at everything that moved, she was hopping from one cover to another and taking 

care of the injured and she didn’t have so much as a hair out of place. And then she gave 

them all her favors.” 
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“Danny, you and your stories. Cut it out. I can never tell with you when you’re 

imagining things or telling the truth.” 

“Don’t believe me if you don’t want to ,” Danny says, offended, “it’s up to you.” 

Plump, good natured Danny, whose shirt buttons struggle to contain his fat body, as 

it sways on unstable legs, like a three-legged table, lifts his eyes to the sky, as if he is about 

to fall backwards. Now he puts up a quick hand to prevent his crocheted skullcap from 

slipping off his head, re-fastening it with a black pin to his fair hair. 

Now a sad smile flashes across his chubby face with a lock of hair falling over his 

eyes. He pulls a piece of whitish flannel out of his pouch, rolls it between his fingers and 

wipes it softly over the black metal, polishes and shines, up and back down from the edge 

of the chamber, then around it, climbs up to the barrel grip. From it, too, he removes a few 

grains of dust and a fine film of oil left over from morning parade. 

“You have to use a very fine screwdriver for cleaning around the striking pin,” he 

once explained to Yoni, “and you have to be extremely careful. The striking pin is the very 

heart of the whole system, its pearl.” 

“Have you seen the russet-colored M-16 I was issued?” he boasts with a smile, 

trying on the bullet belt over his pot belly, adjusting it accurately to his proportions and 

lays the heavy metal carefully on his stomach. He then rests his big hand over it and 

strokes it fondly, the way one would the shoulder of a reliable company clerk. 

Yoni, who was always afraid of losing his rifle, the punishment for which was a full 

year in prison, according to GHQ orders, scrutinizes him again, examining his thick legs 

sticking out of the too-narrow “new-model” combat  pants, flicks his look over the clumsy 
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body, the thick socks disappearing into the shoes, the sweat covered face, dripping onto his 

shirt and on all these, the rifle resting with so much self-satisfaction, like a baby enjoying 

being carried on his father’s shoulders, as he struggles to make it up a hill. 

Now he scans the road and hears nothing, neither to fuck nor to rape and that quiet, 

that emptiness, with its faded gray color, located between the guts and the chest, pressing 

down on the diaphragm, pressing down on the shoulders and much heavier to bear than 

the rifle and the webbing equipment. 

Still, he thinks, it didn’t happen to Danny, who was careful enough not to turn into a 

murderer. “Murderer…” only now does he notice that since turning into a murderer, 

something in the tune has changed. What was it, that tune? He can’t remember any more. 

Since the shots, he can’t remember the rhythm, and now other music is playing 

instead, the kind you hear in prisons, in murderers’ cells, music that is pleasant and 

relaxing, music of yearnings that rolls out into the distance, above the hilltops, and is now 

coming to him from afar, music that spreads like margarine across a slice of bread, music 

that is lyrical and soothing, as if they were all one big group of friends, arms and legs, 

heads and stomachs, hair blowing in the wind; a single unit, one division, one man on the 

grass, damp from the evening dew, and music of longings, enfolding him softly and he 

disappears along the path leading to the hills. 

 

* 

A terrible explosion tears through the region. Yoni grabs his rifle and runs to- ward 

the town center and can’t believe what he sees there: children, five, six years old, spread-
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eagled around the road, shouting, weeping bitterly, disembodied, arms and legs thrown in 

all directions, mothers screaming “Alla Akhbar”, tearing at their clothes and crying to the 

skies. 

“Aaah!” the cry tore from his throat, “Come! Come quickly! Call a paramedic,” he 

screams, tears filling his eyes. 

The company commander arrives, shooting a round in the air. “Why the hell is he 

shooting? That idiot! What’s he shooting for?” 

“Shut up!” the company commander shouts at him, “Shut up already!” and Yoni 

realizes that he wants to disperse the panic and feels ashamed for letting himself get 

carried away. 

“Quiet! Quiet!” the company commander shouts again, against the desperate cries of 

the mothers and starts talking quietly and calmly with the paramedic, as if he has all the 

time in the world at his disposal. 

Just as well he, Yoni, does not have to take command at this moment. There is no 

way he could do what has to be done. Trembling, he passes among the injured, looks at the 

children lying in pools of blood. Bites his lips and narrows his eyes, as if by doing so he can 

reduce the extent of the tragedy, but he sees legs hanging loose in pants, babies dying in 

their mothers’ arms, held close to their breasts, as if trying to suckle one last drop of life. 

One mother is holding on to her leg-less child, refusing to let go, for the paramedic to take 

care of him. Elsewhere, a mother is wiping her child’s forehead with a damp cloth, trying 

to bring him back to life. 
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The paramedic is calm and organized, going first to those he felt had a chance of 

being saved, quickly and efficiently applying tourniquets to torn arteries. 

“Yoni!” the company commander calls, “you and Danny, get this little girl to 

hospital, the paramedic is through with her.” 

He gallops like a madman through the narrow alleyways toward the local hospital. 

Danny carries the unconscious child, trying to revive her with light taps on her cheek. “Her 

legs, her legs, what’s going to happen?” Yoni hears himself weeping. 

“The paramedic fixed her with a tourniquet,” Danny tries to reassure him, “maybe 

that will save her.” 

No, it is not the first time they are seeing blood and death, but this time, even Danny 

can’t keep quiet. “Those damn terrorists, they’re from the seed of Amalek,” he murmurs, 

“they placed that land mine on the way to the field. They knew that wagons go through 

there laden with kids on their way to help their parents at work, it wasn’t meant for us, it 

was placed especially for those kids. I’m telling you, they are descendents of Amalek.” 

Yoni imagines a picture of a class reunion – a groups of kids, all on crutches and 

prostheses, photographed side by side. 

 

“Jerich, Jerich!” Danny hollers, running toward the ER, the little girl in his arms. 

They are met by indifferent doctors. Yoni had expected thanks, but they are asked to 

lay the girl down on a stretcher and wait outside. No! He wants to know what’s happening 

to her, to know her name, to see her mother. It was he, after all, who had saved her, she’s 
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his daughter now, he loves her. Thus he approaches the supercilious doctor, he won’t be 

made a fool of. 

“The child is in the operating room,” he is told by the duty doctor, “she has to have 

her legs amputated, there’s nothing else we can do,” he adds, quietly. 

Yoni feels his heart thumping, his eyes fill with hot tears, betraying him.. “In Israel, 

we could have saved those legs,” he says to Danny, who is silent. 

Just as they are leaving, the duty doctor accuses them, “you killed her father 

yesterday in that incident in Dahaishe.” 

Yoni’s heart skips a beat and his throat chokes up. It was he, the murderer, he was 

the one who killed this little girl’s father, now her legs. He has to sit down. 

At the door, he sees the girl in the white blouse from earlier between the pillars of 

the marble house and whispers, “Salaam”. She appears to be weeping. Outside, he asks 

Danny if he remembers her and Danny nods his head. 
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Two 

He rubs his eyes, remains of a last dream not yet dispersed. What was it about? He 

can’t remember. If he could only recall the tail-end, he’d be able to reconstruct the entire 

plot. 

He quickly scans the piles of books on the floor amid a sea of dust, Melanie Klein, 

Freud. Clothes strewn over the naked stretches of the floor, forgotten cups with congealed 

remains of coffee, like sods of earth thirsty for water. Like the dwarves’ house, before Snow 

White came to pour some light and warmth on those plaintive memories. No, he mustn’t 

clean away those pathetic memories, mustn’t simply wipe them away, mustn’t change 

things. 

It’s cold and wet outside, such a cold Jerusalem winter that even the peace process is 

no longer warming. His eyes turn to the windowpane, streams of water seeking new 

channels, and who isn’t? 

He remembers suddenly, there were large people in his dream, making their way to 

him with threatening expressions on their faces, closing in on him from all sides. He tried 

to shoot them with all his strength, but the bullets strayed from their paths at the last 

moment and did not hit their target and he threw down his rifle and took flight. 

The people are running after him, closing distance, getting closer and he can’t run, 

his legs are fixed to the ground, tries with all his might to detach them from the ground, 

but can’t. Any minute, they’ll catch him… who are they? Where does he know them from? 

Perhaps…they’re those kids from the refugee camp? Yes, it’s them, but… but he’s 

shot them, he’s murdered them, so how can they be murdering him? “Shooting and 
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weeping,” a colleague once said to him, sarcastically. No, he won’t reproach himself too 

much. 

At first he wept, at first he felt threatened and afraid to the very depths of his soul, 

it’s a fact, he remembers it being like that. At first he feared them, and only afterwards did 

he start going berserk with his rifle and mowing them down. 

He goes out to the cold street, washed and sparking from the night’s rain, fills his 

lungs with clean fresh mountain air. Heavy pure stones rise up against a clear sky. If only 

he could be as pure as this city. 

Huddled in his coat, he gets into his car on his way to the Mental Health Center. His 

small Ford Fiesta refuses to ignite after the cold night. He turns the key once more in the 

ignition, holds and doesn’t let go – he won’t give in – bears down on the gas. 

Damn it, start moving, or I don’t know what. It’s a sado-masochistic relationship he 

has with this creature, that’s been serving him with devotion for so many years and he 

continues to lash out at it at every opportunity. The mechanic had told him not to turn the 

key for more than a few seconds, because it won’t do any good, but he knows from 

personal experience that force does help. 

He looks into the mirror and sees a thin man with a full head of hair, a sharp nose 

and murderous eyes. It’s not him, god forbid, it’s not him looking back from the mirror. 

Here, it’s caught. The engine buzzes, groans and ignites – “only understands force, 

only understands force, only understands force” – chokes, tries to get out of the confusion 

and back on track…”Only when I breakdown on you in the middle of the road, only when 
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I stand still and refuse to serve you any longer, only then do you deign to take me to the 

garage.” 

The car slips down the slopes of the Katamons, stops at a crossing to let the children 

across on their way to school. It’s a polite car, wouldn’t run over children just for the sake 

of it. 

He’ll be asked how he is, he knows, he’ll be asked how it went. Psychologists know 

how to be warm-hearted people. He feels himself rolling up into a ball like a hedgehog. 

He’ll tell them it was OK, great, what else can he say, that the man they have known for 

years, practicing empathy on his patients, is nothing but a murderer in a mask? So he tries 

again, this time with a smile, says it was hard, that he had stones thrown at him. He might 

even add that some of his fellow soldiers actually shot back, and that he could sympathize 

with them, because it’s really hard to practice restraint. 

Someone asks him if he, too, did any shooting. “On one occasion,” he replies, “but 

not really at anything specific, only to frighten them off.” 

Yes, those fellow care-takers, so full of love, will wrap him in a sea of yearning and 

warmth, will give him he comfort due to a hero back home from the wars. They really do 

know empathy, to be with their man, back from the wars. How he needs them. No, he 

won’t weep like a baby, just an image rising suddenly, he won’t ask for pity, he can’t 

because he’s a murderer. 

 

Thirty year old Shlomit enters his office, accompanied by all kinds of colors and 

scents. He looks at her, at her big, beautiful brown eyes, her black hair, curly like a sea of 
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gentle waves, returns to her eyes. This time they are sparkling in their holes, the 

mischievous eyes of a little girl looking straight at him, seeking something to hold on to. 

Then she shoots at him. “You start!” 

He smiles at her, feeling the confusion. “Would you really like me to start?” he says 

in a soft voice, “I can see how hard it is for you to start.” 

“So what?” she ejaculates, “so what if it’s hard for me to start? It’s always like that at 

first, isn’t it? I could have told you that, but I asked you to help me a little, so what’s 

wrong? OK, I know I’m aggressive today, I’ve been through a bad patch.” 

“A bad patch,” he repeats, “and I wasn’t here.” 

“But it’s always hard for me. What do you think, that if you go on reserve duty, I fall 

apart. That I can’t get along without you? What’s with you psychologists? The conceit. 

Honestly, it’s sick. What do you think, that its all about you? You’re always putting 

yourselves in the middle, as if no-one can manage without you.” 

Silence. He swallows the pain. He hasn’t even had a chance to get his grips on what 

is going on and he’s in the middle of crossfire. Maybe she’s right? The best thing to do in 

such situations, he thinks, is keep quiet, surplus words would only cause damage. No, he 

won’t tell her that he understands how it hurts her, it would only add fuel to the fire. He’ll 

just keep quiet, the way murderers know how to keep their silence. 

“So say something! Why are you so quiet? You’re so cold and distant today, I need 

for you to say something!” Shlomit hurls at him. 

He understands that she needs him, she is lost without him and he searches inside 

himself for something real to share with her, a feeling that will supply her with an anchor, 
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but since the murder, he has nothing to give, but still, he says that he really does not feel 

cold and distant with her, but that maybe in the midst of all the war she’s in, she is unable 

to hear the finer tunes. 

He stops speaking and does not leave her sure he is a murderer. With her. And here 

he gets confused with the words and he corrects himself immediately. 

Shlomit sits up in the chair and looks at him through wide open eyes. “I am always 

struggling,” she says softly, “struggling to get something out of you, to feel that you care 

something about me. Now I just want to cry…” 

He relaxes, feels that she didn’t hear and Shlomit goes on, “You know, for years I 

have been wanting to cry and nothing comes out. I’m at my wits’ end…” tears sparkle in 

her eyes. There are tears now and she swallows them silently, “I don’t know what’s 

happening to me. Believe me, if I start crying, there’ll be no end to it. It’s the same 

everywhere I go.” 

She extends her hand toward the packet of tissues and goes on in a choked voice, 

“I’ll go to war, I’m aggressive, everyone tells me that, but no-one knows how really 

wretched I am inside. When’s it going to end? When? Tell me?” 

“It’s just the beginning of your treatment,” he tries to tell her in a calm voice, “wars 

don’t end in one day.” 

 

He’s alone in his room, sitting back in his chair after Shlomit has left. To be one with 

the pain, he things, his, hers, that’s the whole idea, but he can’t feel pain, he feels only 

emptiness, grayness, not to fuck and not to rape. He had never known that that’s how 
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murderers feel. “A good soldier knows how to digest! A good soldier knows how to 

digest!” He gets up suddenly from his chair and calls out in a voice that reverberates 

through the walls of the treatment room, “doesn’t return fire immediately, doesn’t return 

fire immediately. He looks, examines, throws a grenade and waits,” and now he stands up 

quietly in the middle of the room and waits. 

 

The day comes to an end with the evening news and he is waiting, ready, on the 

carpet, unable to manage without it. Rabin says that as the peace process moves forward, 

so will the terrorist attacks increase. He understands, knows exactly where the prime 

minister is coming from, feels joined to him, if he were prime minister, he would be saying 

the same thing. Now he is prime minister, navigating the ship of peace to a safe harbor, as a 

good therapist would read a map of the soul. Now David Levy is on TV talking Now that’s 

a player he has never understood, hasn’t been able to “eat” him for a long time, can’t 

decide whether to laugh or cry, he believes that if you tell a lie enough times it becomes a 

truth, because there is something about Levy, nonetheless, that gives a sense of security, he 

knows the text better than anyone, knows the rules of the game and never trips up, 

something about him that arouses respect, always keeps his word, emphasized, strong, 

pompous. Yoni is charged, sitting there listening to David Levy, following his every word, 

moves with his chain of thought, they’re in the same boat now, share the same opinion, 

laughing words spray out of his mouth, there is no contesting them, he draws strength 

from them, Now he is David Levy, uses his simplicity to conquer all his enemies. 
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Suddenly he is alarmed, not knowing he has suddenly become calm, notices that he 

was listening to the tune and not the words, how unimportant they are. There’s a David 

Levy, it would appear, in everyone, he says to himself reassuringly, and goes on looking at 

the TV screen. 

“A corroborator was murdered in Jenin…” 

The phone rings, he has trouble pulling away, parting from that drama called news. 

His eyes stare at the screen, his ears are attentive to the sounds it is imitating, no 

psychology book he knows of has an entry called “TV addiction” of the kind he is suffering 

from. It’s the same every evening at nine o’clock, on TV the people are not undecided, not 

suffering, even when facing a trial by jury, they are always so sure of their justice that he 

has no trouble being convinced and he, he, who was never right, who had never come out 

innocent from his own trial, now feels a special kind of elation, of the News kind. 
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Three 

On a warm winter Sabbath, Danny and his friends are standing on the stairs of the 

“Avraham Avinu” synagogue at the heart of the Jewish settlement in Hebron. Legs astride 

in leather strapped sandals, white shirts with their sleeves folded above the elbow, 

forearms covered in sparse hair, year round tans down to the protective brown band 

decorating the wrist and covering the watch, milky childish faces, naughty laughter and 

sparkling eyes, gentle smiles at the corner of their mouths, dreamy expressions and 

forelocks blowing in the wind. The same way of standing since their B’nei Akiva youth 

movement days, that same perpetual smile of victory. 

For a moment Danny feels he is one of them, standing there with them in that 

holiday atmosphere, that sense of holiness, of broad national consensus. They are chatting 

among themselves on a vaguely obscure subject, but the tune is harmonious, calm music 

floats through the clear air. No-one disturbs the calm, no-one makes any unnecessary 

waves, no-one suddenly calls out “help”. There is no-one alone in this circle, in this entire 

settlement, they are all for one and one for all. Someone new arrives, magically, the circle 

opens to admit him… 

Danny would have like to have been one of them, but… something disturbs him, 

something niggles him there and he can’t put his finger on it. Why is he reluctant to look 

them straight in the eye? Bashfulness, he sees there, a whole sea of bashfulness. Firm legs 

and a straight back, gradually rounding, loosening, dropping forward helplessly. What’s 

going on here, for god’s sake? 
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He discovers the secret. An agreed upon lie. From the dawn of creation he has been 

living out an agreed upon lie – he and God! How did he find out? He had always known it, 

since he was small and felt his uniqueness here on earth, since he trod on ants and felt 

remorse, since he stopped moving, at about the age of six, the circle of the sun raised above 

him and the two of them frozen as the sky reddened over Moab. 

Now, when he thinks they all knew but no-one told him, a tremble runs through his 

body, his skin crawls and he places his hand on his skullcap, lowers his head and examines 

his ritual fringed garment and wonders if God is also obliged to wear a skullcap and 

fringed garment, or if he is exempt from doing so and is sorry that he has no notebook 

handy, because this is something he would like to jot down, something important to add to 

the holy writings, that he, Danny Son of Danny Son of Danny Son of Danny, is God on 

earth. 

In large letters, he writes it down in his awareness, as if it were a notebook, on the 

first title page, that he has discovered the fear behind the courage and the bashfulness 

behind the arrogance. But it is not God’s secret, God has another big secret that he doesn’t 

tell a soul, and he himself, God, now knows that he has a secret that he doesn’t know what 

it is, some obscure feeling about an Arab girl… 

Another friend arrives and a strong hand is held out toward him, a powerful 

handshake, man to man, that leaves no room for doubts. The pressure is released 

gradually, the back gradually rounds, the eyes are lowered and pain darkens the face. 

Danny watches the two men talking in a quiet tone of voice, in understanding and in 

silence, with eyes that ask for love, knowing that if he only so desired, he would turn that 
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love to war, and knows that he would not do so, and commands them to continue with the 

job of love, and again the sea is calm, and again the sea is quiet, the tune becomes weaker, 

fades away gradually. 

He senses suddenly that he is alone, as God is alone, empties himself of all thoughts. 

Listens to the silence, to the dull notes penetrating and reaching him through a bubble, 

from a stormy and remote world. 

And now they are gathering in small groups and holding out their hands. 

Something grows out of the nothingness and there are singing voices, rising and 

overflowing and a huge wave rises up, rising and rounding itself out from out of nothing, 

and he still cannot understand how it all began. 

“While our father lives, while our father lives, while our father lives, while our 

father lives, while our father lives,” they sing at the tops of their voices, hoarse and full of 

enthusiasm. It was he who created all this and now they are singing for him. 

Crocheted skullcaps, white shirts and long, intertwined arms dancing round and 

round in a circle. They are filled with the spirit of God. He looks at their faces, eyes staring 

out at infinity, hair blowing in the wind and a soft smile of joy playing on their lips. 

Now he is at their side, together they are storming the Dome of the Rock and 

liberating it from foreign oppression. 

Gush Emunim’s war-room, hustle and bustle in all directions. The walls are 

plastered with maps, long arms point at strategic points. A large map of the Temple Mount 

is pinned to the wall opposite him, a one-to-one map, or so it seems to him, every floor tile 

is marked on it, a long whitish stone, carved out of the mountain and in its center, a picture 
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of the El Aksa mosque, that foreign and beautiful abomination. If only it weren’t here, if 

only there were no El Aksa. We need only to dig and discover the Temple, it’s all there 

underneath, at hand’s reach. 

He sits in a corner, calmly watching, settles the M16 on his belly, lays his hands on 

the butt, the barrel resting on its back. Orders ring in his ears like  the deafening music of 

drums. It all moves along like clockwork, everything except my dick, he says to himself 

sarcastically, feeling the pressure of his pot belly on his balls. He’s been getting fatter and 

fatter lately, swelling up instead of keeping fit for action, instead of spearheading the 

breakthrough. 

There he is in the picture, first to break through the courtyard at El Aksa, moving 

quickly across the large flagstones in red crepe shoes…the order has already been issued 

and he’s not listening, so engrossed is he in his hallucinations. It’s been happening to him a 

lot lately, he’s been told several times that he’s confused. Yoni is always been laughed at 

for being confused, but him? He knows what it’s like to be confused in the army. When 

you’re confused in war, you may as well be dead, no more and no less. You forgot the 

road, you forgot the order – you’ve bought it. 

He has to concentrate with all his might. The objective is clear – to take the Temple 

Mount. No, no, why has this thought even entered his head at all? The objective – a night 

attack on the Arab village of Bet Sajar, to make a lot of noise, to rape and fuck. No, no, why 

is thinking those thoughts again? Simply to teach them a lesson, that Jewish blood is not for 

sale, but not, god forbid to cause any casualties, except when our lives are at risk. 
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Right then the image of the Arab girl rises once again in Danny’s imagination, 

standing there with her cynical smile among the white marble pillars, and later with tears 

in her eyes at the hospital gate and he recoils. 

“Quiet please!” says an authoritative voice. “We’ll split up into three groups,” he 

goes on quietly and everyone’s eyes turn to him, “the breakthrough force will station itself 

at the entrance to the village, while the security force blocks the inhabitants’ getaway road. 

And again, I am repeating the order you all know already, when the operation is over, 

there will be a roll call and everyone will be expected to call out the number he was issued 

with before setting off for action. Everyone has to remember his own number, so that no 

casualties are left in the battle field, god forbid…” Good words, reassuring words, relaxing. 

“Roll call from left to right! One, two, three…” 

The voices are getting closer, any minute now and it’ll be his turn… “six!” Danny 

hears next to him and he calls out “seven!” at the top of his voice, “seven!” the walls echo 

after him , “seven!” he hears from all corners of the hall. Now he’s seven. He is going into 

action and he is seven. 

Night, a star-studded sky. A group of soldiers climb silently up the hill. Danny 

listens to the song of the crickets and the wail of the tans, rising and warbling from the 

valley, blending in with his excited exhalations.  They are making their way down a slope 

and it is easier now. The familiar stomach  rumbling begins, but this time, for some reason, 

it’s different. He feels as if he’s on his way to a an evening out in the rain. 

Sods of tilled earth disintegrate under his feet. Once, during his national military 

service, he was taught not to walk over a tilled field, but to go around it. The hazy outlines 
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of the first houses are visible ahead of them and they turn to the right, taking the village 

from an unexpected direction and furiously storming in between the sleeping houses. 

Noise and commotion from all sides, he wants to join in and picks up a large stone 

which he throws at a windowpane. A deafening noise tears through the silence. Danny 

looks around him – he is alone, no-one saw, no-one heard. He has to do it again. 

“Hey, come over here, look what we’ve got!!” a voice calls from out of the darkness. 

Danny runs after the others. Ahead of him, a house with huge windowpanes. 

Fantastic for throwing stones at, he thinks. Arms extended in front, stones hurled in an arc 

into the night, the sound of breaking glass deafens the silence of the night and he listens to 

the wonderful ring of devastation and destruction. Wave upon wave, color after color 

smashed in the cold night wind. He is addicted to that metallic ring of breaking glass. 

“Wait, leave some for me!” Danny hears himself whining silently, scanning the 

white moon-lit ground for a suitable stone to throw, takes short aim, sends an arm loosely 

in front, tightens around the stone being thrown at the target. 

“Good throw!” someone calls out behind him. 

He has always known that there’s something aesthetic in the way in which he 

throws stones, that he’s got style. 

He stops for a moment to calm down, hears cries of admiration and shattering, 

laughter and wreckage rolling through the air, filling up the night. A real celebration by the 

light of the moon and the stars. 

He’ll show them all what it means to teach them a lesson, he’ll do more than anyone 

else, he has no inhibitions. They’ll all cheer him. He’ll blow up the whole lot of them, 
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simply start shooting, enough with the games, he’ll say what everyone else is afraid to say, 

do what everyone wants to do, only doesn’t dare. 

“But we have already said that we can’t do that!” someone hurls at him and his 

voice reverberates powerfully. 

“What do you mean, can’t do?” Danny is quick to ask, also wanting to know if 

someone had done something wrong and realizes suddenly that it was he who had thrown 

the stone that hit the solar conductor that had broken into smithereens and felt that they 

were all cheering him, so why was he now standing alone and no-one was inviting him to 

join their circle? 

Maybe he hadn’t done anything sufficiently drastic after all? Even Moses was not 

believed in by the children of Israel until he struck the rock and water poured forth. Now it 

is clear to him, he can hear it in the tone of voice, he sees it in the corner of a glance… what 

the hell’s going on here? This is a real war with real esprit de corps, a war that is harder 

even than any other, against an enemy who is much more cruel. 
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Four 

In his sleep Yoni sees her, it’s her, the Arab girl from reserve duty. Here she is 

among the joyful, cheering, insanely victorious crowd. He has to talk to her, has to get to 

her, she mustn’t drown there among the waves of multitudes. For a moment she dives 

down, and here she is again, floating and resurfacing above the many heads, she’s gone 

again, lost, no, this time he won’t lose her. He moves forward, trying to force his way 

through a deluge of whispering faces, row after row of people pushing him back, but he’s 

determined to push forward. Her head surfaces from time to time, a moment ago he saw 

her and she’s disappeared again. If he doesn’t get to her, she’ll remain forever in his 

imagination. It is her, that same unfading smile, the same thin blouse he hasn’t forgotten. 

What is she doing here, for god’s sake? Maybe she’s come with someone else to this 

demonstration of happiness. Is he out of his mind to be charging her like this, as if it were a 

battle - an Arab woman he took a fancy to during a stint of army service? There should be 

limits, after all. But, no, he won’t give up. She’s his, this much is quite clear to him, it is 

written in the Book of Days, he is quite sure of that. Someone opens a bottle of champagne. 

Waves of white liquid is squirted on him in regular spurts, filling him with freezing cold 

stuff. Posters held high praising Rabin, praising Arafat, praising peace, a mixture of colors 

and scents, tastes and tunes fills the air, songs of peace and war in identical rhythm, “In 

spirit and in blood, we’ll liberate you, Palestine, in spirit and in blood, we’ll liberate you 

Palestine!” He no longer understands, if it’s a festival of peace, then why are they singing 

about blood? Israeli and Palestinian flags fly all over the place, this happiness is becoming 

threatening, the laughter will end in tears. He stumbles into a hot-dog stand, falls and 
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keeps on with his pursuit, she took a right turn. Beyond the stand, he sees Rabin and Arafat 

stickers with strange slogans calling for Israeli-Palestinian unity in red letters. Someone has 

stuck a picture of the Chairman on his shirt lapel. No, he won’t remove it, it’s safer that 

way here, in the battle for peace. She is making her way toward the masses, he is on her 

heals, galloping after her between the alleyways and again he finds himself pushing 

though a sea of people on his way to her, sends out a long arm, almost touches her, if he 

could only get hold of her, he’ll never let go of her. No-one will ever come between them 

again. 

“I want to talk to you,” Yoni says, standing in front of her gasping for breath and 

sweating from head to toe. She is standing there before him, under a tree, far from the 

crowd, slightly bent over because of the cold. “Do you remember me?” he asks and she 

nods, holds our her hand, leads him toward the stages. He holds her hand firmly, not 

letting her get away. He is with her, she is guarding him, without her he is lost. 

A group of grim mouthed men stand on the first stage, their faces sharp and thin, 

deeply lined. They are standing there and their faces are saying one thing only – we must 

never give in! They are singing in a single rhythm and in roaring silence. 

The second stage is occupied by a whore who does not know how to protect the 

various parts of her body. She gives everything to everyone and they do with her what 

they wish. In another corner there is a large box, containing body parts, arms, legs, male 

and female sexual organs, heads, mixed up together and anyone could come and put 

together a human being. Someone managed to put together a smallish kind of person – part 
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man, part woman, part Arab, part Jew, part hairy and part smooth – someone else said it 

would be a man of the future. 

And there was a man there in handcuffs, who had to be constantly beaten with a 

whip, because the moment you stopped, he could stand up and grab hold of you and 

someone in the crowd said this would have to go on for eternity. 
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Five 

One cold and rainy afternoon in a sparkling and blue Jerusalem, Yoni sits at table on 

the sidewalk of the “Arab in your Heart” café, huddled up in his coat and scarf and 

thinking over his dream and the Arab girl from Dahaisha. People go past, backward and 

forward, exhausted old people, bend over from the cold, climbing with the last of their 

strength, up the steep road and a few youngsters, loud voiced and energetic. 

He reads in the paper that Syria’s president Assad has said that Israel does 

not really want peace and that Syria is in need of demilitarization arrangements on 

the Israel side in order to be protected from an Israel I attack. That’s something he’ll never 

understand, where on earth does that Syrian president get this madness from. 

 He puts himself in front of Assad, trying to understand him and not 

succeeding. Either he’s pulling the wool over his eyes, or he’s got a serious problem with 

emphathy. He has to get some counseling, to consult, he simply cannot understand why 

this patient is constantly accusing him of wanting to attack him. What the hell’s he talking 

about, anyway? He must get into the guy’s head, he has to identify with him and 

understand him, or he can’t call himself a therapist, or he’s not really a human being. 

 He goes to the lavatory and pulls open his trousers mechanically and frees his 

testicles, closes his eyes and gives himself over to the stream buzzing out his sins, like in 

the Tashlih ceremony of purification by water on the first day of the Jewish new year. He 

then shakes his organ in all directions, zips up his fly, making sure nothing gets caught, 

takes a look in the mirror, walks up to it to examine his ever growing pores. His large nose 

peeps out at him and his light blue eyes stare at him. He’s a little red around the eyes, and 
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he sees some unfamiliar puffiness, too. How ugly he is, once he’d been told that he was a 

pretty child. His mother had like d to dress in a sweater with his shirt collar folded over its 

neckline, and she always made sure the colors matched. Today, too, he’s wearing a nice 

pale blue collar under a graying sweater, as any self-respecting psychologist should. But 

what a penis he has… 

He pulls it out again and examines it: it appears longer, larger and droopier. 

Murderers are sexually impotent, how hadn’t he thought of that? Only now, as he looks at 

his penis, does he realize how true that it. Murderers are impotent, that’s obvious. OK, OK, 

enough illusions, enough nonsense, a murderer is just a lonely bastard. 

Outside he is greeted by a bill and a cold cup of coffee. At the end of  “1984”, too, the 

hero sits in a café, bearing his guilt and waiting for the spirit to carry him away. 

He remembered his dream again as he returned to his table and felt that he had to 

find that Arab girl from reserve service. He’d probably be disappointed in the end, she’s 

probably just some stupid Arab girl that got stuck in his brain. But if the years go by and he 

gets old and never meets her, she’ll remain for ever in his head, like those women we meet 

in foreign lands and take with us all our lives, and only our imagination remains to 

complete the story. 

He takes out his mobile phone and dials 144 and asks the female voice that comes on 

the line how does he locate an Arab girl from Dahaishe. She tells him that they don’t have 

telephone numbers for Dahaishe, and as far as she knows, only a few families – if any – 

have telephones. She offers to give him the number for the Ministry of the Interior, the 

department for population registration in the West Bank. He can check there. “Do I have to 
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know Arabic for that?” he asks and she replies laughingly that how else can he expect to 

talk to an Arab girl. 

Yoni is quite sure that she’s thinking, what a waste, an Israeli trying to get off with 

an Arab girl, but still he parts from her on good terms. 

He dials the number she gave him and when a voice answers him in Arabic, he asks 

in Hebrew for the number of a family that lives in number 10 Shohada Street – reciting in 

his head the address of the house with the marble pillars, where he had first seen her. The 

man says in Hebrew, that they are organized yet to give out telephone numbers according 

to addresses only but would be soon. 

Yoni hangs up without saying thank you, and thinks that for Arabs, soon could 

mean another century or more and reminds himself that he had known it would not be 

easy to locate the telephone number. 

Now he starts heading for the old city, Sheikh Jarrah alley, leading to the Jewish 

quarter, as gray and dark on a winter’s day as in spring. Still, he’s here, despite the fear. He 

didn’t believe he could do it. Since the beginning of the Intifada, he hadn’t dared go back to 

the scenes of his childhood, places that – in fact – he had never been fond of. 

He looks at the shelves laden with artifacts and souvenirs, flashing and shining in 

the light, burning at his eyes. Metal dishes with elaborate curlicues, rising up like an Arab 

song that has no ending. The mixture of colors turquoise, black-orange sends a charge of 

nausea through him. He would have preferred the colors to be beige, gray-brown, like 

relaxing classical music, on which to rest his eyes. 
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Gold teeth smiling at him from all directions and a pungent smell of sweat fills his 

nostrils and here, a group of young men, arms linked, march toward him in a single line, 

loud, jolly, full of life, buttons straining against stretched out chests, trying to cover secret 

passions. 

He stops by a small round table consisting of a golden tray supported by low wood 

legs – just the kind of table he need in his room – and looks for a price tag, doesn’t find one 

and calls the young vendor from inside the shop, “Ada, Hada?” 

The young man approached him and smiles a chilling smile. “How much to you 

want to pay for it?” he asks and twists his arm in the air. 

“Shu sa’aru hada?” Yoni repeats. 

“How much do you want to pay?” the vendor asks again, and takes another step 

toward Yoni. 

Yoni straightens up suddenly, turns his face toward the vendor and waves his hand, 

saying, “It’s worthless, this!” and goes on his way. 

The vendor runs after him. “Here, take it, take it. How much do you want to pay for 

it. Tell me! Hey, Hey, wait a minute!” But Yoni is no longer there, he slips down the street 

and is lost in the jostling crowds. 

On the corner of Even Reshed, there’s a bakery where they make pitta breat. A 

hunch-backed man stands alongside a low oven, his flesh red and dripping like a juicy 

steak, inserting and removing pittas with a wooden platter. It seems to Yoni that the man is 

humming to himself a gentle nursery rhyme, a number of notes repeating themselves 

constantly, “Ya shamisa tal’ila hata anshar ‘isili, ‘isili ‘al asatiah, h’aif tatiru alriah.” 
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“Two with tomato, za’atar and an egg,” he says decisively to the man behind the 

counter, and the hunch-back smiles, works and smiles ceaselessly. 

All he had to do was hear “with eggs and za’atar” and he’s rushing to shove the 

order into the oven. “It’ll be ready in a minute,” he says nodding his head, carefully 

opening a paper bag with his coarse hands and then stands by waiting, his eyes fixed on 

the flickering flames. “Here it is, ready!” he announces, draws out the pitta from the fire, 

garnished with a trembling egg and slips it deftly into the bag, opens a second paper bag 

and patiently repeats the procedure. 

Yoni grabs the bags and rushes off. A crocodile of children winds its way after him – 

smelling the smell of strangeness and pleasure – as he walks and eats his pitta. A tin cup in 

one hand and a stick in the other, begging for money or a clout, hard to tell what. He twists 

his face toward them, makes himself deliberately ugly. In a place like this ugliness is an 

advantage. 

On the corner of Al Zahra Street, in Abu Mustapha’s place, his dad and he used to 

wipe hummus when he was a kid. It was right after the Six Day War and the hot pickled 

peppers burned in his mouth for the rest of the day. Now he takes a seat at one of the 

tables. An old man, bent double, approaches him slowly, it’s Mustaph isn’t it? But it isn’t 

the same Mustapha. He hair has grown white and the teeth of time have carved deep lines 

in his face. 

“Hummous with no peppers, some pickles and a bottle of mineral water,” Yoni says 

in one breath, and lounges back in the narrow wobbly chair. “God goes with the strong and 
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doesn’t like the weak,” he reads the slogan sprayed in red pain on the wall of the house to 

the left. 

A young Arab comes straight up to him, and he is gripped by terror, gets up close as 

they do, does not say what he wants, only seems to be looking for something, and then 

murmurs something incoherently, “Where’s so and so street…?” 

Made up a name so as to get closer to him, Yoni thinks in a flash. Now he is asking 

again, “Where’s…?” and it seems to Yoni that he’s talking like a retard. 

“Ruh, ruh min hon!” Yoni tells him to go away and signals with his hand as he 

would to a dog. And turns to feel the fear, the racing heart, fills his lungs with air, takes a 

sip of the water and tries to relax. But… but, he things, that Arab did nothing to harm him, 

he only wanted to ask him the name of a street and he responded like that, knowing, above 

and beyond all the fears he is sinking in, that that is the entire truth. 

He recalls the eyes of the Arab building workers as he walks past them. Are they 

really so full of hate, or is it his own hatred reflected in their eyes, like a mirror sending 

himself back to him? There is no way to untangle that confusion. 

But where he draw that burst of strength to tell the man to “go away”? he wonders 

suddenly. What, wasn’t he afraid? He did it at a moment that he felt the Arab to be 

dangerous and there was nothing to fear from him, at that exact moment, he sent out the 

kick, not a second earlier. 

Mustapha arrives with the Hummous, bends over the table and lays down the plate 

carefully. “I remember you when you were a boy, you used to come here with your father,” 

he says, “it’s years since you’ve been here”. 
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“How can you remember? It’s not possible, it’s been so long, so many people pass 

through here.” 

“I can see the look in your eyes, the look of a child who longs for far off places.” 

“My father is sick,” Yoni says suddenly without knowing why. 

“Your father is a good man.” 

“How do you know?” 

“By his eyes,” says Mustapha, and points his finger at his shining brown eyes, 

wrinkled up behind a cover of folds, “you can see everything in a person’s eyes, he always 

looked people straight in the eye. You’re like him.” A spark of life lit up the old man’s eyes. 

“Father doesn’t believe in peace, he reckons all the Arabs are the same, “ Yoni 

doesn’t say. 

The old man’s eyes are still on him. “I noticed you looking at that notice up there.” 

“Yes, I don’t understand it.” 

“What’s there to understand?” Yoni notices that a somewhat aggressive tone had 

crept into the old man’s voice, “Your father is a man of honor, didn’t he teach you that?” 
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Six 

Yoni hugs the pillow. As a child, he used to enjoy stroking the seam along the side of the 

pillow, to roll his tongue back and make sucking movements. He opens his eyes, its dark. 

Where is he? He sends his arm out to his side, touching her, slipping his hand down her 

back. Yes, she’s there and she’s his, it’s not a dream. A sea of curls, her black curls smile at 

him out of every dim corner. 

He’d met her at a Peace Now rally, she looked at him and he at her; a thin sad smile, 

shining brown eyes, hair that is long, black and curly. He approached her and she 

recognized him, he held out his hand and she caught it up in hers and together they went 

on their way. 

He pulled her after him, making way for her through the crowd, putting out a long 

arm to gently stroke her hair. The winter cold chilled his flesh, shook his thin shirt. He held 

her to him, then and she pushed him back and fireworks lit up the skies. 

He is inside her now, making up for the hurt, galloping on the back of a noble Arab 

mare across a sea of love and she, neither asleep nor awake, gives herself up to him, her 

body opening to let him in, spread-eagled, holding him close to her. So together, one body, 

one language, even if they have not spoken a word. He is exhausted but still wants more. 

Where’s this hunger coming from? Why does he still want more when he has so much 

already? Who is he trying to conquer? Go ahead! Rape! Go ahead! To fuck this soft body. 

“Let her have it all!” he says to himself. She can’t get away, he’s going to do it to her, yes, 

it’s coming, yes, it’s almost there, he won’t let her get away now, he’ll keep going at all 

costs. How did love turn to hate, he no longer knows. It’s coming, it’s unbelievable, it’s 
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coming and its fantastic, here it comes! “Nadia,” he ejaculates, the pupils dilating in his 

eyes, saliva seeping out of his mouth, sinking inside her and weeping, yes, now he’s 

weeping. But it was he who declared war, so why’s he weeping now? 

Nadia brings him closer, strokes and hugs him gently, knowing that it will pass, 

knowing that there’s no other way. 

 

He opens his eyes, it’s morning. A rumpled blanket lies lazily across the bed. He’s 

slept well, the kind of sleep that one has only in the homes of strangers, beside the enemy. 

Nadia is no longer there, she’s gone, leaving him a note in the kitchen, perhaps. 

He hadn’t imagined that she lives in east Jerusalem, never guessed he could be so 

lucky. A murderer, impotent? What a laugh. 

The air flowing through the window is clean, outside, it’s a crisp cold late winter 

day. He throws a glance toward the bare hills, hard rough rocky lands, towers and turrets 

rising up from all over toward the soft belly of  clouds, competing each with the other, who 

could rise higher. Someone once told him about this contest between the various religions, 

whose faith could get up the higher. 

He opens the fridge, scans the few tins spaced around inside – homogenized milk, 

yogurt, a tin of hummous with something written on it in Arabic – puts on the electric 

kettle and scrutinizes the finely penciled sketches hanging in frames on the opposite wall; a 

slim woman, emaciated, small breasts that can be held in one hand. He likes to feel the 

girl’s bones, the hard part of the meeting that gives a sense of suffering. 
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She is sitting cross-legged, looking sideways; an aquiline nose and long flowing 

black hair. Loving her body, drawing it in fine lines. Here, the picture is signed “Nadia”, a 

drawing from this year, not long ago at all. 

He looks at the childish, undeveloped body, that had not yet began to spread out in 

the lower back region, a flat embryonic stomach, far from an ability to contain another life, 

scans the long thing fingers, the fingers of a practiced pianist. Thin arms stretch helplessly 

toward freedom, A longish chin points forward with the nose. He dives into her face and 

sees no wrinkles, it’s all smooth, big eyes, not yet screwed up with the years, stand there 

waiting for whoever comes. 

Now he notices some lines around the eyes, that are not as young as he had thought, 

after all. The skin is slightly pockmarked, the features are hard, bad. Only now, after 

looking at the picture for a while, can he appreciate it – the thick eyebrows, the frightening 

black hair. No, he doesn’t think it’s anger, not that, but there is a determination here, 

determination and a stubborn striving to achieve the objective, the stubbornness of 

someone who is very weak, and must not appear good. She is familiar to him, knew him 

once and it is no longer interesting. A sister, or something, a class-mate, who can no longer 

be known. 

But it’s not a girl, for heavens’ sake, it a boy! Only now does he notice that it’s a 

man, that it is he himself who is depicted in the picture. Good God, what’s going on here? 

What? His likeness up there on the wall and he doesn’t even know the place. He throws 

himself into an armchair and is not even distracted by the whistle of the kettle. He’s been 

here before, in this place and this is his drawing. Everything’s his here – the electric kettle, 
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the food in the fridge, the clothes hanging over the chair. It’s he who lives here, he and 

none other. 

 

Sitting at the counter, he slices himself some bread. “A Jerusalem school was 

infiltrated by an Arab armed with a knife, who stabbed several youths. We have no further 

details at the moment,” he hears on the radio and is chilled. 

He’s a high school student now. The terrorist has no trouble getting into his school 

with a knife in his hand, to stab his friends. They caught him, he sees himself as strong, 

tanned and muscular, sweating in his gym clothes. He’s just finished a record eight 

hundred meter sprint. 

“Just a minute!” he calls to his friends with pathos, “Let me, let me!” And because of 

his uncontested leadership, they make way for him and give him the honor of settling 

accounts on behalf of them all. 

His hand grasps at a sharp kitchen knife, that he had brought with him from home, 

and with an experienced circular movement, he brings it down firmly on the Arab’s neck, 

in the direction of the main artery leading to the brain. Blood flows out like a fountain in 

rhythmic, gradually decreasing, spurts. “That’s the way to get rid of any Arab that wants to 

do anything to us!” he tells the TV reporter who comes to cover the event, “Let them know 

that they can’t fuck around with us and that’s all.” 

He really did it! No, not with a knife, with his rifle, he shot at them and saw them 

falling flat on the ground, god knows how many of them he’d punctured. He felt the 

satisfaction that had filled him, fading away, like someone whose blood is flowing out of 
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his body. He can’t even think now what he would have done to that Arab who penetrated 

his school with a knife in his hand. A murderer can’t imagine that he’s a murderer, what 

punishment he got. 

 

He decided to look over the house, to peep into the closets. He’s a little boy and his 

mum’s gone out. He’ll wonder around quietly in her world, rummage inside the depths of 

her soul, in her home, he’ll rummaged through her things, look at her clothes, maybe even 

try something on. 

The shutters are drawn and he steps through the darkness, passing through the 

rooms like a shadow, his ears alert, his eyes penetrating the gloom. Paintings and 

sculptures that had not yet awakened from their night’s slumber, surrounded by a weak 

light, looking at him in fear, they, too, can tell on him. He freezes suddenly in his tracks, 

hears a noise; someone trying to open a door, maybe a former freedom fighter come to 

catch him red-handed, it’s what he can expect, it’s what he deserves for his thoughts. 

Silently, he pulls open a drawer , sees a secret box of letters, locked with a key that is 

lost for ever. There are photographs there, that he flicks through carefully. Wedding 

photographs, an elegant couple. Her parents? The woman in a white dress, smiling softly, 

and the man smartly tailored in a black suit, a thick black mustache and a serious look in 

his eyes. 

And here’s one of a young man posing with his kalachnikov rifle – military training 

in the sands. He is terrified; a terrorist! The security forces must be warned. Maybe she’s a 

terrorist, his Nadia a terrorist, she may be laying a trap for him, seducing him and he, like 
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an innocent lamb, will fall straight into it. If he had only given someone her address. Who’s 

going to find him if something happens to him? 

Again, he looks at the eyes of the man in the picture and sees the fear, familiar eyes, 

when did he see them before, those wide open eyes, staring out in a last cry of pain? – it 

was during his military service. He shot her father… just for the sake of it.. it can’t be, it 

can’t! He grasps at his stomach and chokes, he wants to throw up, to get out of there, from 

those letters in Arabic, piles and piles of them. Pity he can’t understand, but he does 

actually understand, he always has. And here’s a picture of a little girl. It must be of her, 

when she was about three years old, smiling a sweet smile, a ribbon in her hair, a wide 

black dress and shiny black shoes – that’s how they are always dressed – and another 

picture of her, standing between her father and mother, with a large number of children 

behind them, the whole tribe, and Nadia and her father, lots of pictures of them together, 

she sitting on his lap, she was clearly very close to him. 

He closes the drawer,  careful not to make any noise that might wake her and 

retreats backward, hoping she does not notice that the pictures had been moved. He’ll go 

back to the kitchen, eat something, won’t leave any crumbs, he’ll do the dishes. What’s 

happening to him, what? What has he done? He’d be better off forgetting it all and 

behaving as if nothing had happened 



                  49 

 

Seven 

He awakens, remembering the remains of his last dream; was he shot again…? But there 

really is someone knocking at the door. He goes to open it; it’s none other than Danny, 

snuggled up inside a heavy parka against the cold, parachutists’ army issue trousers and 

high tops, his face creased. He is tired and agitated, as if he was returning from some 

mysterious exhausting mission. 

“Danny, what’s up with you at seven o’clock in the morning?” 

“I got in from Kiryat Arba1 an hour ago,” he says, “I’ve been walking the streets for 

a while.” 

“Come in, make yourself some coffee, for me, too, actually. I’m in a hurry to the 

station, but you can stay here if you like.” 

Danny goes to the kettle and plugs it in with a practiced hand, placing two cups in a 

straight line, measures out the coffee with a spoon, then moves smoothly toward the fridge, 

gets the milk out. Yoni has always liked Danny’s fastidiousness, his attention for detail, the 

aesthetics in creation, he has always admired him for his sensitivity to things he himself is 

unaware of. 

“I didn’t sleep all night,” Danny tells hm, “I was with the right in the anti-

government demonstration, a small group of us stayed together until dawn. The others, 

those creeps, stole away slowly in groups. I’m telling you, it can’t go on like this, if we 

                                                 
1 Kiryat Arba – a Jewish settlement adjoining Hebron 
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don’t do something, it’ll be the end of us all, they’re destroying us, selling off our country, 

what nation would put up with it, this collective suicide…” 

Yoni wasn’t prepared for such an outburst so early in the morning, what’s going 

going on here, for god’s sake…? 

Danny offers to take Yoni on some of their reprisal attacks, nothing serious, just to 

show them that Jewish blood won’t be shed in vain. 

Yoni fidgets uncomfortably in his chair, getting more and more angry, any minute 

he’ll blow up – an hour of therapy before eight o’clock, it’s too early – contains himself and 

keeps his silence, helpless against the powers, rolling in like thunder on a find day, inactive 

in face of the vigorous waves of vitality bursting forth from Danny’s lips. 

He looks at Danny, there’s something wrong with this guy, who continues to rant 

and rage at breakneck speed, not stopping at corners, not slowing down at slopes, storming 

ahead as if in battle. “Danny, why are you telling me all this?” he asks genly. 

Danny stops, frightened for a moment, looks at him with overflowing eyes. 

“Because you’re my friend and I love you,” he says suddenly. 

He has to rush off to the station, but can’t just close shop and go, it’s not easy to 

leave this madness at its prime. “Danny, I have to go, or I’ll be late. What are you doing 

later this afternoon?” 

“I might still be here, I haven’t made up my mind,” Danny replies, “See you.” 

He gets into his car and Danny is still there in front of him, his face furrowed with 

concern, with his cup of coffee, as Yoni deserted him. Yoni turns on the radio, the pleasant 

music reminds him of her, Danny had made him forget for a moment. 
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Their affair is conducted over dark nights. When will he go back to her? Jerusalem is 

cold beyond the car window, heavy clouds, spruce trees bending over in the wind. 

The peace process moves forward, who knows in what direction. They say there’s a 

chance, but the heard is reluctant to believe, probably fearing suicide. In any case, it’s so 

warm and pleasant to just stick to wars and peace, who knows what that means anyway. 

His parents told him that when he was a year old, they grabbed him and ran wildly 

to the shelter, it was the time of the Sinai operation in 1956. How strange that free crossing 

between the two countries seemed to him after his military service, when he did the 

traditional backpacking trip abroad. But he never felt any real longing for peace, for a 

father who died before he was born. 

He recalls a patient whose father had abandoned her mother when she was 

pregnant, when the girl was in her belly. How hard it had been for him to show her what 

was so clear, how she longed for a father figure, and she continued to insist that she had 

never felt any longing for him, since she had never even known him. 

When the lack is so great, when absolute lack controls everything, that is when you 

really don’t feel any longings, a colleague had once told him, since you cannot miss 

something you don’t know. But he feels differently now, it seems to him that somewhere 

deep down in his heart, he does long for peace. 

 

* 

Shimrit arrives for her therapy session, storms into the room without taking off her 

coat and straight away, starts telling him what “they” did to her. Her son’s nursery school 
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teacher is picking on him, she’s never seen anything like it. She’s doing it on purpose, 

making him stand in the corner even when he hasn’t done anything. And, no, she has 

intention of reconciling herself to such behavior, if she keeps quiet, things will only get 

worse. She’s already written a letter to the schools inspector. This time they’ve really gone 

over the top. 

She’s got problems with one of her neighbors in the apartment block she lives in. 

He’s been following her, watching her, pulling her mail out of her mail box. She’s 

absolutely sure it’s him. 

“Have you tried talking to him?” Yoni asked. 

“No,” she replies, “what’s the point of talking to him if he’s doing things like tht to 

me?” 

“And have you tried feeling out the nursery school teacher?” 

“In the past, I have, yes, but it didn’t do any good. It was like talking to a blank 

wall.” 

He wants to tell her that it’s better to speak to people before declaring war on them, 

that often some sort of agreement can be reached, that no-one is actually against her, but 

he’s got no air, he has no strength and he slumps down silently in his chair. 

There’s no hope for the murderer, there’s no hope for the murderer, there’s no hope 

for the murderer, the words peck at his brain like a chicken. Why is there no hope for the 

murderer? Why is there no hope for the murderer, why? He has no idea, because a 

murderer does not believe in what he has done, because a murderer does not believe in 

what he has done. 



                  53 

Every sentence has to be repeated three times, each sentence has to be repeated three 

times, and it’s being repeated only twice. A murderer doesn’t believe that people can 

change! Which is why he cannot be a therapist. Yes, that’s his punishment. He understands 

now, through the therapy that he can’t be a therapist, and that what he has done cannot be 

undone. 

He checks himself; “Fuck, rape, fuck, rape, fuck, rape…”. He can’t even remember 

that tune, the words are dry and disintegrated, without a drop of moisture, like a flower 

that has wilted. He looks at Shimrit, hoping for some drive to awaken in him, but there’s 

nothing. 

Once, he had tried to fight it, to show her how she was distorting reality, he refused 

to give in to the madness, tries to show that it was all in her mind. They told him in 

counseling that she was struggling against everyone, trying to prove to the whole world 

that she’s right and the he was trying to prove to her that he was right. 

“Do you get the feeling that I’m against you, too?” he asks suddenly. 

Shimrit looks at him hesitantly, stopping for a moment and smiling, “I don’t know,” 

she says, “I haven’t made up my mind yet, but I get the feeling that you don’t really 

understand me, that you have to prove to me that you’re right.” 

“Maybe,” he replies, “maybe I’m falling into that trap too.” 

That sentence can said only by murderers, it was quite clear to him the moment he 

said it and it was on the tip of his tongue to tell her in the middle of therapy “I’m a 

murderer!” to test her reaction. 
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“No, I don’t think the issue’s about who’s right, I think it’s much more painful than 

that, its – how can I help you with your suffering.” 

She’s sitting up straight now, charged, that isn’t what she expected. “Yes, I’m 

suffering,” she confirms hesitantly and fall silent. 

It seems to him that something is softening in her look, the warlike furrows are 

fading away and clouds of gloom fill her face. “I am confused,” she says, “I am terribly 

depressed,” she goes on quietly, “I see myself in my mother’s arms, a tiny baby. She does 

not touch me, doesn’t stroke me, always cold and threatening. I think that’s what I’m 

talking about. She was always against me.” 

Yoni looks at her; a spark moves about her eyes, maybe the dampness of tears. Once 

she said that if she were to begin crying, there would be no end to it and now he finds 

himself waiting impatiently for the tears to come,  oh and how he envies those tears! If only 

he was able to weep and he knows that murderers can’t, but they are allowed to cry the 

tears of others, and he waits. And he knows that he will give her everything that was 

denied her, justify her endlessly, only thus can she be relax, only thus can she grow, 

because there is no other way. 
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Eight 

The “Arab in your Heart” café is holding a gala launching this evening. Soft music trembles 

in the air, waitresses in red and black move across a velvet carpet like ballet dancers. 

“Look at all those people,” Danny whispers to Yoni, “can you feel what they’re 

sending out?” 

Yoni looks around, trying to pick up the atmosphere, doesn’t really understand.   

“The color, the color,” Danny repeats, “take a good look, can’t you see that they’re 

hinting at something?” 

Yoni says nothing, takes a deep breath, tries to take in the scents of the place, to 

absorb the sounds and sights. “What does the color black mean to you? And red, what does 

it mean to you?” Danny continues to demand. 

“I’m not sure I understand,” Yoni gives in. 

“Everything here’s been carefully planned, the bouncer at the door, did you notice 

how he pointed at the table we ordered? Yoni, let me ask you a question,” he says 

determinedly, “what kind of people do you reckon would call a café, ‘The “Arab in his 

Heart”’?” 

“It is a strange name,” Yoni admits. 

“Try, Yoni, try, don’t be embarassed.” 

“The “Arab in his Heart”… the name was given by a Jew,” Yoni says hesistatantly. 

“OK, go on; a right wing Jew or a left wing Jew?” 

“Stop it, Danny, I really can’t get into your craziness.” 
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“It’s not craziness, Yoni, it’s the absolute truth. OK, it was a Jew who gave the place 

the name, but not an ordinary Jew, a left wing Jew! A Jew with right-wing opinions would 

never give anything a name like that, ‘The “Arab in his Heart”’, don’t you see why? Go on, 

try, don’t be afraid, you’re a therapist, aren’t you? It’s like you forcing your patients to say 

everything that comes to mind, not to worry and not to be afraid.” 

Yoni’s face is quiet, like then, like there, when he was on reserve duty. He must not 

follow his associations, because nothing good will come of it. Once, he set his emotions free 

and it came out all wrong. That’s the punishment a murderer has to accept, he knows that 

he must not imagine and that all his life he’s going to have to cut back and cut back until he 

remains without thoughts. But there’s always one thought waiting for him around the 

corner. 

“It was a left wing Jew who gave the place that name,” Danny breaks the silence, 

“because no right-winger could ever believe that there could be an “Arab in his Heart”. 

Bear in mind what I’m telling you,” he says and bangs on the table with a closed fist, “no 

right-winger has an “Arab in his Heart”. His Arab is always on the outside, and if an Arab 

ever manages to penetrate him, he eats at him from inside and never leaves him alone. And 

that’s what I’m so afraid of. Yoni, you’ve got to understand, it’s like AIDS or Cancer and 

then you become left wing from inside, because you heart turns soft, like butter or 

margarine and you are enamoured of the nice romantic music, become love-sick, always 

wanting to hug and receive love.” 

“Danny, you’ve got me confused. You are either a genius or a lunatic. Such 

sensitivity, where did you get it from?” 
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“It’s simple,” Danny replies in an appeasing tone, “see that man over there in the 

corner? The one who keeps looking over at us. How do you reckon he would vote in a 

general election?” 

Yoni looks at the man’s smart clothes, the neatly tied tie, the slicked back hair, the 

expensive rings on his fingers. “There’s no doubt about it. He a Likud2 voter.” 

“Good!” Danny raises his voice, “And that guy over there?” he asks, pointing him 

out with his eyes. 

Danny sees the long curly locks, the scruffy clothes, the unshaven face and says, “A 

leftie?” 

“Right, OK! You see, when you want to, you can do it.” 

A woman with large breasts, overflowing like lava out of her red and black waitress 

outfit, steps over toward them, “Emerald Risling or Sauvignon Blanc?” she asks. 

Yoni recognizes that the question is significant an d tries to play along, to adopt the 

rules of the game, to appear at home here. “Emerald,” he blurts out helplessly. 

There’s something strange going on here, unless he’s drunk already. Any minute 

and he’ll be as crazy as Danny, and give himself over to the sea of sounds, scents and tastes 

that are penetrating him so sharply. So what? Why can’t a psychologist let himself go for 

once? 

But a murderer has no right to let himself go. Murderers are not allowed to go crazy, 

he knows that from the court house, when murderers want to claim insanity and they’re 

forbidden from doing so, they’re get told that they are sane. That’s the murderer’s real 

                                                 
2 The Likud Party is Israel’s major right-wing party. 
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punishment, that he’ll never, ever be able to be insane, like to talk nonsense and he, Yoni 

the psychologist, will continue to face his patients for years to come, a symbol of sanity on 

earth. 

“Danny,” he apologizes, “I am very cosseted.” 

Danny looks at him trough forgiving, love-filled, eyes. “Yes, so you are,” he agrees, 

“Don’t I know you, after all. Every one and his own trick, that’s your game, those are your 

rules. If you break them, you wouldn’t be Yoni.” 

The clock on the wall chimes twelve times, pleasant shadows and sounds, scattered 

across the walls, absorbed into the darkness. “Another glass of wine,” Yoni orders the 

waitress and Danny nods his head. 

“Do you want one, too?” the waitress asks and Danny looks at her with some 

hesitation but says nothing. 

“Do you remember, Yoni, that trek to Mount Hermon,” he says, “you carried the 

stretcher and cried the whole way. It gave you the strength to go on, your crying. You 

asked me to tell you something good, I bet you don’t remember what I said.” 

“What did you say?” 

“I told you not to worry, that what I told you. I comforted you like one does to a 

small child that’s crying.” 

Yoni feels embarrassed for a moment, but immediately nods his head. He is 

embarrassed, pleasantly embarrassed. It just as well he can still feel embarrassed, because 

crying is something he no longer can do. 
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He leans back and gently scrutinizes Danny. Their glances meet, a little unpleasant. 

Sometimes it happens to him with his patients. His counselors have told him that he is not 

obliged to look them in the eye. He has been looking for the eyes, ever since the shooting, 

looking for, but unable to look straight at them, focusing his eyes on the narrow space 

between aggression and fawning, between asking for forgiveness and the audacity to dare 

look boldly ahead, seeking the point of equanimity, seeking and not finding. 

He notes to himself another revelation from the world of murderers; no matter 

where they point their eyes, they will never be satisfied. 

Danny lowers his head, scratches his balding crown, dropping hairs on the table and 

staring at them at length. Yoni picks up the smell of sweat, spreading in large circles damp 

around his armpits, the thinning hair, the deep lines in his face, the cheeks shining with 

perspiration and the clothes, noticing that Danny has not changed his clothes; the same 

checked shirt hanging loose over his trousers, barely covering the trembling belly. Only his 

eyes are soft, as they have always been, seeking contact, willing to meet at all times, at all 

costs, even with those of a murderer. 

“They haven’t got a clue,” Danny says suddenly, “they think that their way will lead 

to somewhere. They simply can’t see what’s going to happen here. The settlements are 

going to be surrounded by a sea of Arabs, who’ll choke them to death.” 

“What are you talking about, Danny?” 

“I’ll tell you what I’m talking about. I’ve got a plan, but I don’t want to discuss it, 

not even with you, although you’re probably the best friend I have and I can trust you not 

to tell anyone else.” 
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“What are you talking about, Danny? There’s going to be peace here, don’t you 

understand? And this peace scares you all so much that you’re actually losing your 

minds.” He looks at Danny with pity, as a waitress in black walks past them. 

“What does the color black signify, do you reckon?” asks Danny. 

“Another glass of wine might help me to understand you.” 

“It won’t,” Danny says sadly, “there are things you simply can’t understand.” 

Another cup of coffee would work wonders, that’s for sure, and at once he picks up 

what Danny’s going through – his terrible helplessness. 

Danny is sitting opposite him, talking up a storm, sweating emotionally, wiping off 

the sweat and goes on to describe in the tiniest details his plans for capturing the Temple 

Mount, to save the Jewish nation from imminent apocalypse.  He knows the position of 

each and every soldier. He, himself, with his MK25 will command the attack force. No, he’s 

not asking of Yoni to take part. He knows Yoni isn’t the type for that kind of thing, 

remembers how Yoni fell apart like a little kid when the question arose of bursting into the 

besieged Beirut during the Lebanon war. 

He stares at Danny, his skin crawls and his hair stands on end, seeing himself 

bathed in glory at the gates of the Temple Mount – it’s infectious, this madness. No, he 

mustn’t allow himself to be seduced by this false drug. 

He takes a deep breath, feels a choking in this throat and the words stick  in his 

mouth. “Danny, you’re crazy!” he screams suddenly into the air. He has met more than a 

few psychopaths in his time, but this is not the way he has ever behaved with any of them. 

“Danny, listen, Danny,” he softens his voice, shaking with emotion, “you really are crazy, 
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you don’t know what you’re doing. Honestly, you’ve got to believe me,” he implores, 

“you’ve go to believe that I only want what good for you.” 

“Yes, and no,” Danny says, “you’re a friend, but the kind of friend that you can’t go 

to battle with.” 

Tears rise up in his throat – he’s falling apart in front of his very eyes, it’s not the 

Danny he knows. Takes a look at his watch – it’s already four in the morning, four hours 

that he’s been fighting, trying to understand the madness, to tell Danny simply that he’s 

finding it hard, that the peace process is driving him crazy, tearing down all the towers he’s 

built for so many years, that he can’t take it any longer. But what’s hardship to a hero of 

Israel… 

“Danny, Danny, let me just say one last thing from my heart,” Yoni says, full of 

control, “I’ll say it only once, and then I won’t bother you with it again, just remember that 

I said it, because I love you with all my heart. Danny, right now, you’re in a psychotic state! 

You’re in urgent need of medication.” He’s never spoken that way to any of his patients, 

never put his own soul on the line opposite their souls, so powerfully. 

They look at each other with big, innocent eyes. “You might have something there,” 

says Danny hesitantly, “I’ll think about it.” 

“Danny…” Yoni says quietly. He thinks he didn’t hear properly, nothing like this 

has ever happenen to him – he’s found a new way to cure psychosis, through love. “You’re 

under enormous  pressure out there,” he goes on in order to give strength to that anchor of 

sanity, “the Autonomy is on your doorstep, the Hamas is going wild and threatening 
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everything on the road, and the dream of a ‘greater Israel’ is going up in smoke before your 

eyes.” 

“It’s the moment of truth,” Danny murmers, “a great moment. At times like this, one 

mustn’t fall apart.” 

“Danny, Danny, it’s just that you can’t stand what you’re seeing. It’s this goddam 

country that’s made you crazy, you should be invalided out, like any other wounded hero. 

Promise me you won’t do anything without talking to me first. Danny, promise me!” he 

begs, quietly. 

“OK, OK…” Danny murmers, “OK, don’t worry, I won’t do anything yet.” 

Now, as Yoni raises his wineglass and tries to sip the last drops remaining in it, he is 

glad to have managed to muster so much feeling, a thing that hasn’t happened for a long 

time. After all, he, too, deserves to get something back from the state for having turned him 

into a murderer. 
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Nine 

He touched her, she touched him, how could he have forgotten her? A shudder flows 

through him and he slips over pleasant warm dunes, stops to feel the dimples, emanating a 

scent of suckling. He’ll return to her, she’s left him a key. He feels it with his fingers, 

sensing it, he hasn’t removed it from his jeans pocket since they parted. The wall in her 

home, he recalls, is covered in colors, paintings she painted, he had seen them by the 

flickering light of the gas lamp, shadows moving over the walls, plates of drying paint, 

paint brushes of all sizes. In another corner of the room stood a large block of stone and 

clay that someone had begun to work on. 

A Palestinian adventure in an era of peace, he and a Palestinian artist, how strange. 

What will they talk about? Maybe he’ll tell her about Danny, who has been hospitalized in 

Talbiyeh? No, he can’t tell her that, he’ll tell the truth, that he’s no good without her, that 

he misses her terribly. 

She lives among dirty, snotty-nosed children, who role around in the sewers and 

pits of the refugee camp, in miserable, barely furnished houses. He, too, grew up in the 

battered home of Polish refugees, with cheap pictures of landscapes, bought in the central 

bus station, the only things hanging on the bare walls of his home and they too were snotty 

nosed children, abandoned and neglected among emotional sparseness. Maybe he and she 

are brother and sister? 

Maybe he’ll tell her about his latest stint of military service? No, he won’t even 

mention that No way. That’s something she’ll never be able to understand. 
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When he was working in a mental health hospital, one of the patients told him that 

every loonie has a secret of his own, the same secret that caused him to go crazy, that he’ll 

never reveal to anyone. And, indeed, when he rifled through the patients’ files, he noticed 

that strange connotations were often interwoven into them, connotations that would 

sometimes be revealed in portfolio of their paintings, their dreams, or in things they said 

inadvertently, and in some cases, they were never revealed, but were always out there, 

alive and well, hovering somewhere up in the air, so that everyone in the ward was aware 

of them, aware and yet not aware. 

He wondered what Danny’s secret was that had caused him to go crazy, and 

thought that the change had taken place then, with those shots he himself had shot in 

Dahaishe. He decided to follow Danny, to try to discover that hidden truth of his. And then 

he asked himself if a murderer, too, has a secret that he can never reveal, and then consoled 

himself with the fact that the secrets of people who committed murder are often revealed in 

police investigations or in cross examinations in court. In which case, he may be saved 

from having to go through life, like Danny, shrouded in a secret, which he has no idea 

what it is. 

 

He is walking up Ben Yehuda Street, toward King George, alongside heavy people, 

thickly swaddled in winter coats, whose strength has run out. He decides to pop into the 

“Arab in his Heart” for a cup of coffee, before continuing his long haul up the road. 

Things have changed there since the fancy opening night. The owner, an ageless 

older woman, small and thin, plainly dressed but clean, welcomes him with restrained 
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politeness, she knows he drinks his coffee unsweetened, and that he would ask for a poppy 

seed cake to go with it. 

The woman returns, holding in her shaking hand the cup of cappuccino that never 

spills, and in her other hand, a small saucer on which a napkin covers a poppy seed cake. 

She lays it unceremoniously, almost rudely, on the table, and he prefers her to the slim 

black-clad waitress, who never stops asking if everything is alright. 

It’s nice to sit here indoors, when it’s cold and windy outside. The café consists of a 

long corridor, with a lavatory at its end. One wall is lined with tables, each with only two 

chairs on either side. When the narrow space is filled, the owner will place a fifth chair at 

each table and tell the customers that they can go and sit with whoever they choose, she 

will say this in a way that will leave no doubt that these are the house rules here. Privacy, 

or not, it’s like in a home that has a large number of kids, when there’s no room, you share. 

Now she asks him, by the way, if he’d like a paper, just an inquiry, no more. He 

responds with a flaccid, effortless smile, that he wouldn’t and she, without so much as 

turning to face him, continued to clear away the cups. 

He breathes in the grayness of the place, smells the greenish chairs, faded, but not at 

all torn, the walls, blackened in spite of the short period of time since the opening, and the 

coffee, with its deep brown color. All of them typical of this café. 

He picks up the last crumbs of the poppy seed cake from the table, looks at the now 

empty coffee cup, knowing that he can sit here for the rest of the morning, without anyone 

rushing him off, without anyone thinking, or asking, why he isn’t going to work. 
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Then he will awaken from his dream and discover that life outside has been going 

on as usual, that he’s missed nothing, only stopped time at the “Arab in his Heart”. Now 

he looks at his watch… he mustn’t move, mustn’t breathe, if he doesn’t move, if he doesn’t 

breathe, time doesn’t go by, that’s what he learned as a child. When a lot of things happen, 

time passes by quickly, and only silence and boredom have the power to stop time. Even 

his heart is beating in ever-increasing intervals. Soon, he won’t hear anything at all. 

In his thoughts, he is back at that fateful moment when he pressed the trigger, sees 

them storming toward him, throwing everything they can put their hands on, and he, to be 

on the safe side, cocks his weapon, contains his fury and does not respond. Oh, if he had 

only had the strength then to have done so, but his heart is beating again, the hands of his 

watch are moving around, and his thoughts are flooding him yet again. 

The café’s owner, she knows about this secret of making time stand still, she won’t 

come up and disturb him, like a mother waiting for her baby to finish its dream, only then 

will she wake it up softly, only then will she gently change his diaper. He’ll then get up 

from his seat, stop for a moment at the entrance to the “Arab in his Heart”, blinking at the 

dazzling daylight, and make his way into a new world. 

Yoni raised his eyes and looked at an old woman engrossed in reading a newspaper. 

You’re allowed to look at people in the “Arab in his Heart”, it’s one of the house rules, you 

can stare as much as you like, but you don’t have to. Even if she’d raised her head and seen 

him watching her, the woman would have known that he’d come there to be alone. 

Something has happened to him since the murder – he’s learned to be alone with 

himself and not be afraid that he himself might want something else. He took a pen out of 
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his coat pocket and wrote on a napkin, “This is a place where murderers find love,” and 

went and pinned the napkin up on the notice board, next to an advertisement for a room to 

let in an old man’s home, and he knew for sure that no-one was going to remove the 

napkin, because that’s the way things are in the “Arab in his Heart”. People here don’t 

erase what others feel. 
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Ten 

He knocks lightly on the door, waiting to see what will happen. Maybe she’s busy, making 

love to some former freedom fighter? The door opens and she’s standing at the entrance, 

not as beautiful and radiant as on that charmed night, but he does recognize something of 

her charm. She looks at him, smiles – he’s surprised her, but still her smile is natural and 

sweet. 

He enters the house – that same house, the same feeling – and sits down heavily on 

the bed, Nadia throws him a short, curious look, and goes on with what she was doing, 

walks back to the easel, her faded jeans and trainers giving her body a sense of movement, 

leaning forward. With a long thin hand, she paints gentle colors over the face, draws 

trembling lines. Her pale blue t-shirt with baggy sleeves and small breasts tremble with 

her, and only now does he notice the thick black eyebrows and deep-set eyes, and her 

deeply lined forehead. 

It’s hot in the room, a kerosene stove with a round glass tube, crystal cut outs hugs a 

small flame. Waves of heat are ejected through the narrow slits and make the air  in the 

room tremble and run restlessly over the walls. 

He leans backward, still in his coat, still cold from the street. Then he gets up, walks 

slowly around the room, looks attentively at the painting: blue background, shades of sky 

blue, a storm at sea – an old dream of his – a lone ship struggling against giant waves, 

sailors baring their teeth in terror in face of the approaching mountain of water, an injured 

bird losing hight, falling against the sinking sun and the black sea. 
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The bird sees the approaching water, watches the threatening circle of sun, spreads 

its arms to its sides, wounded, it approaches the water, trying to take flight, and silence. A 

picture of silence. He hears silence, and is silent. His face is calm, indifferent, his pupils are 

wide open, his expression is vacant. 

Now it’s clear: he’s just another person in the world, no-one special. He wants to 

move on but cannot. It’s not a matter of war, nor of injury, he is just a man and he can’t go 

on. 

A fine white dust covers the floor, rises up with every step he takes. He looks at the 

lumps of raw marble that show signs of having been sculpted: it’s him, lying dead, 

unmoving, his head dropped to the side, it’s him carved into the rock, as a giant trying to 

break free of the eternal prison of the hard stone. 

And here’s another lump of white marble: a handsome little boy sitting on a tree 

stump, leading forward, pulling thorns out of his bare feet. It’s the way he behaved all 

those years ago, when he was a child, running in the fields. 

Now he’s approaching Nadia, breathing in the intoxicating smell of sweat that 

emanates from her dark skin, that floods the room and covers them both like a warm 

feather quilt. He looks at his t-shirt pulled forward over her small springing breasts, he 

looks at Nadia’s small breasts, waiting in relative quiet under the t-shirt and they are so 

familiar, the feeling from within, how she had breasts, and small ones at that, erect and 

springing up with her every movement, so familiar as to be actually funny, and all he has 

to do now is hold her to him and to claim what is his. 
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His eyes hang on the cloth spread out before her, no, it’s not a painting, it’s a storm: 

smeared faces, blurred, storming emotionally forward, sending their glances toward the 

objective, nose held high, he takes another look at the discord spread in front of him and 

asks, “What’s going on here?” 

She is silent, staring at the paints. Suddenly she picks up a tube of red and rubs it 

wildly across the middle of the picture, destroying, wounding a wound. He remembers it 

from somewhere, this picture… he remembers it! That kid throwing a stone, his whole 

body bending forward toward his objective, his whole being engrossed in that one act, he 

and the stone are as one, and he’s injured. It’s her kid! 

Once, when he was a child, his mother used to like watching him play football, full 

of energy, full of power. Once, when he was a child, his mother would hug him because he 

was a parachutist. She was even with him at the height of battle; and she used to wait for 

him until he returned. 

She’s too preoccupied to deal with him right now. He goes to make himself a cup of 

coffee, he sips slowly the at the heat, tasting the coffee, expands as calm washes over him. 

Then he goes to lie down on the bed, placing the coffee cup at this side. Only now does he 

notice that he is wearing jeans and light-weight trainers, like Nadia. It suddenly occurs to 

him that, like her, he, too, can paint, that he has known it all along, without knowing, and 

now all he has to do is go up to the easel and set his soul free. 

He starts drawing shapes in the air with his finger, and filling them with color, just 

like Nadia. Then he sends out a long arm toward the bookshelf above the bed and picks out 
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The Family of Man, a book of photographs. Pictures of an old man and a child, a pregnant 

woman bearing her belly to the skies. 

He raised his eyes and looked at his Nadia, standing two steps away from him, 

whose body he know as he had never known anyone in his life, and it was obvious to him 

that he is she and she is he, only that, now, he’s in two places at the same time, so how is he 

going to manage it, and how is it possible that this Arab woman is he himself, Yoni, who 

grew up in the Talbiah neighborhood in Jeruslem, and she, according to what she told him, 

in the Dahaishe refugee camp? Kindred spirits. 

He wants to ask her if she remembers meeting him on his way out of the regional 

hospital in Dahaishe and to try to understand why she was weeping, but he dare not, he 

wants to save for himself a single sweet secret, not to know everything there is to know 

about his kindred spirit. 

He examined the peeling walls and the battered cooking pots and the dirt that had 

accumulated behind the door as always, felt the emptiness and the desparate efforts to fill 

this nothingness with something more substantial, as he recalled from his parents’ home. 

But when, for a moment, he stopped playing with this thought, he felt a terrible fear, 

that the walls were closing in on him from all sides and he wanted to get up an run away 

from the home of this Palestinian woman, and wondered who had managed to 

anaesthetize him so. All his life, he had been trained to protect himself against untimely 

dozing. 

Danny, too, had warned him against the dangers inherent in the sweet voice, 

seducing you to come and lie by her side, to cuddle up in her protective womb and to get 



                  72 

carried away. He remembers how, on guard duty in the army, he would open his eyes as 

wide as he could, only not to give in to that very human urge to fall asleep. 

He shook his head and opened his eyes and asked himself if it wouldn’t be best to 

murder his kindred spirit once and for all, since it’s a sticky and troublesome spirit, and 

there’s no other way to rid himself of it. And it is a well fact, after all, that a murderer can’t 

have a kindred spirit. He had one and he killed it. 

In the end, he decided that he was done fantasizing and that the truth, as always, 

was somewhere in the middle: Nadia is not his kindred spirit, nor even a murdered spirit, 

she is simply a Palestinian artist, who for some reason resembles him and pleases him, 

that’s all. 

Slowly, he relaxed and stopped fearing the arrival of a former PLO fighter, turning 

up to surprise him. He went back to the book, greatly reassured, and found a picture of 

children playing ball, fighting animatedly, rolling about energetically, throwing their all at 

him. 

He too, as a child, had played like that downstairs in the street, until it became 

evening and his mother would call him home. No, she didn’t use to called him, the other 

kids were called home, he was allowed to play as long as he wanted. 

And now the sun has set and he’s tired, hungry, injured and dirty, down there on 

the street, everyone has gone home, and he’s a lonely street kid, who’s allowed to do 

everything he wants, a refugee camp kid, wondering the streets, hitting at the stone wall 

with his a stick, spitting at cats, maybe he’ll make it home because the day’s over, supper’s 
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ready and in the bath, all his wounds wills sting, and his parents will ask him yet again 

why he’s wounded, and he won’t know what to tell them… 

Enough, he can’t go on like this. 

Nadia is busy, and he pulls the blanket up over his clothes and shuts his eyes. 

Outside it’s raining and the wind is wailing. Now she’s stroking his back, getting up close 

to him from behind. He won’t make love to her, won’t do anything, if she wants to, she’ll 

do it all herself, he doesn’t care. 
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Eleven 

Saturday morning, the hospital at Talbiyeh. Danny is hospitalized in Number One Acute 

Ward. Yoni strides slowly along the path leading to the building. Faces turn to him from all 

sides – here their illness is carved on their faces – pairs of eyes follow him, outstretched 

hands wanting to touch, to feel and pull him to them, someone asks for a cigarette, then 

asks if he’s come to visit him, and an old dream comes back to lash out at him – he’s in this 

place, in a world that is crumbling and rotting away. 

He rings the bell, and only then does it occur to him that Danny is not even allowed 

to walk about freely in the asylum’s grounds. A small nurse opens a heavy door and 

disappears immediately. He stands in the middle of the corridor, surrounded by mental 

patients, left to his own divices, amidst all the danger. “Don’t be afraid, don’t be afraid,” 

someone tells him in an authoritative voice. Here they see everything about you, know 

everything about you. 

“What do you want?” he is asked by a more pleasant voice. 

“I’ve come to visit Danny,” he replies. 

“Last room on the right,” someone faceless tell him. 

He walks carefully toward the room and peeps into the darkness. “Danny…!” a cry 

is torn from his throat, “What’s happened? What have done to you?” 

Danny is lying, tied to the bed, dressed in striped pyjamas. He is sweating and there 

is spittle dribbling from the corner of his mouth. A sharp pain cuts through Yoni’s stomach, 

his eyes fill with tears. “Danny, what’s going on here?” 

“They’ve tied me down,” he replies softly. 
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“Why? What have you done?” 

“He’s going wild,” says the man in the next bed, “threw his lunch at the male nurse, 

straight in his face.” 

“I’m going to talk to them,” Yoni says. 

“No, it  won’t do any good.” 

He looks at Danny, at his, staring, wide open, disoriented, eyes. Where’s the vitality 

gone? Where’s the spark? “What have they done to you?” he asks again. 

“They’ve drugged me, forced injections into me.” 

“And if you need a pee, does anyone pay any attention to you?” 

“Yes, that’s alright, I’m allowed to call them. The male nurse sees me from the 

window opposite and brings me a bed-pan.” 

He wants to tell Danny that’s it’s going to be OK, that he just has to pull himself 

together and get back to himself, but he’s overtaken by a kind of flaccidity, and sits down 

in silence, remembering with longing the plan to conquer the Temple Mount. At least he 

was alive then, there was someone to talk to . 

“You don’t know what to say to me,” Danny says quietly and Yoni smiles Now he’s 

transparent, exposed to the piercing eyes of the psychopath from whom nothing can be 

hidden. 

“Yoni, Yoni?” Danny lifts his head heavily from the pillow and beckons his friend 

with his finger, to come close, “I need you to help me,” he murmurs with a mouth full of 

spittle, “go to my place in Hebron, the key’s in my coat pocket. Go at night, so no-one sees 
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you … I can’t talk, the injection’s made my mouth all dry, there, look there’s a glass of 

water, just pass it to me, please. 

“They know everyone there, go in quietly. In the bedroom, there’s a small chest of 

drawers beside the bed. Behind it, between it and the wall, there’s a notebook with a pink 

cover. Bring it to me.” 

“But Danny…” 

“Go. I can’t say any more now, walls have ears.” 

He drops his head back on the pillow, shaking it from side to side, blurts out, “I’m 

cold,” and pulls up his woolen blanket. 

“How do you think I got here? They hospitalized me, but I got here of my own free 

will. But I’m not sure any more, because they may even have penetrated my own free will. 

I felt the need to rest a little from all the blow-ups I’ve been having in my brain lately. 

“A young doctor came up and took my blood pressure, asked a few questions,  and 

it was quite obvious right from the beginning that if I didn’t co-operate and didn’t tell him 

things, he’d keep me in, and if I told him the truth that the Security Services are keeping 

tabs on me, he’ll keep me in anyway, so what choice did I have> 

“You know, at moments like these, that’s what you taught me when we were 

practicing interviews to get into clinical psychology, d’you remember telling me that you 

mustn’t come with your text prepared. You should be yourself. It doesn’t promise much, 

but at least you won’t fail because you were trying to be someone else. 

“They planted a mole among us, I’ve no doubt of it, how could they have know 

otherwise… then the doctor went aside a minute…” 
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“Danny, Danny, take it easy, do you want some more water?” 

“No, No, it won’t do any good. My voice is hoarse, because they’ve dried it out… 

“And spoke to another doctor, and came back to me and said that I shouldn’t be 

wondering about free outside. If I’d said he was right, he would have kept me in, and if I’d 

said that he was wrong, I would have been resisting his sane opinion, and that’s a good 

reason to hospitalize me. You’re probably aware of the traps the Security Services set for 

people, they’re very practiced. 

“But now, Yoni, I don’t want to talk a lot, I’m too weak. You’re one person I still 

trust, and I’m afraid that this, too, will get lost and I’ll be left without anyone.” 

“Danny, Danny, you can trust me,” Yoni forces himself to say, his throat choking, 

“I’m your friend, dammit, even if you’re sick,. I’ll go to your home and bring you your 

notebook.” 

“Yoni,” Danny grasps at Yoni’s hand and lifts it up, “in the name of god, do it… 

good luck!” 

* 

Bus number 440 from the central bus station in Jerusalem to Hebron. Yoni takes his 

place in the queue, surrounded by energetic youngsters with knittet yarmulkas on their 

crowns, canvas high-tops and parkas, large rucksacks are thrown at their feet in arrogant 

negligence. ”Hey, Zvika, how are you doing?” shouts a golden haired girl in a long, long-

sleeved dress and white stockings, and her dreamy blue eyes look up to his face to hear 

what he has to say, skipping over to him joyfully and stopping beside him in silent 

embarrassment. 
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“Come on, people, get on the bus! Were moving! Come on, driver!” someone calls 

out, and the bus goes on its way like a pent up horse raring to go. 

Alone at the front of the bus, Yoni hears the waves of song emanating from the back. 

Stones, he remembers the shower of stones waiting for them on the road, but no-one on the 

bus seems to care. The windows are open, a fresh breeze blows in, and the drivers takes the 

liberty of increasing his speed carelessly, drunk from a crisp winter’s day. 

What’s he doing her on this bus with these people, in the service of a psychiatric 

patient. How could he have promised not to peep at the notebook, you lier…a hidden smile 

fills him – at last, Danny’s secret, jotted down in the notebook, will be revealed to him. 

He looks back – they allow themselves to sit next to their girl-friends – the Bnei 

Akiva movement allows this – but still, he thinks they don’t have sex before the hupa, 

before they get married. From the excitement, from her looks, she certainly fancies him. 

What’ll happen after the first sexual experience? Probably fewer heartbeats, less youthful 

eagerness and more deep satisfaction. He knows it from personal experience. 

Rocky landscapes stretch out into the silence and his glance is drawn to the horizon. 

“Close the windows!” the drivers orders suddenly at the entrance to an unidentified Arab 

village, and he pulls with all his strength, but is unable to move the pane. A tall youngster 

approaches him, stretches out a pair of thin, suntanned arms, raises the window with a 

single pull, and Yoni murmurs, “Thank you, thank you.” 

The youngster hasn’t had a chance to sit down and powerful knocks shake the bus. 

A rain of stones leaves him shocked and frightened, and only slowly is he able to emerge 

from the fog, and sees arms raised in protection, faces twisted in fear, bending backwards 
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and returning back into themselves, but now the windows are open again and the singing 

burst forth and rises like a cloud above the earth, and again the bus takes off with cries of 

joy toward the open skies, and only the signs of stones on the cracked windows confirm 

that something has happened here. 

“Central bus station, Hebron, almahta almarcazia pi alh’lil!’ the driver’s clear voice 

rises over the bus’s unoccupied seats. The youngsters have long been crowing around the 

exit door, unable to wait patiently for it to open. He skips after them, gets caught on a step, 

is hurt and falls to the ground. An Arab youngster comes up to him, hold out his hand and 

helps Yoni to his feet. “No, no, it’s nothing,” he murmurs in alarm, stands up and is barely 

able to blurt out “Shukrun – thank you.” 

Only now is he able to rub at his injured ankle, picks up his bag from the ground 

and looks around him. They’ve all disappeared, he had thought of attaching himself to 

them, of going with them wherever they went, certainly to the Jewish quarter. Now he’s 

alone in the midst of an Arab rabble, like the mast of a ship stuck in mid-sea. He doesn’t 

even have any arms on him, and he places his hand on his hip, as if feeling for a gun. That 

might give the impression that he is armed. 

He wonders again what he’s doing here, but he is here, and he has to carry out his 

mission, he takes cover next to a wall, leans his back against it and pulls out a map of the 

city that he’d bought at the central bus station in Jerusalem. Danny had suggested a short 

cut, but he decides to be on the safe side and take the route marked out on the map. He’ll 

cross the market place, on the main highway, he’ll surely come across a Border Police 

patrol. They, at least, can be relied upon. 
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He sets off westward, the street gradually empties, narrow alleyways, heavy, gray 

stones, thick twilight covers the skies and a light evening breeze brings him the voice of the 

muezzin. He marches on alone, the Patriarchs’ Cave is not far off, maybe he’ll give it a 

visit? Last chance to do so, before it’s given back. 

Fish stalls on the outskirts of the market, and vegetables and fruit, pity he has no 

basket with him, he would have looked like one of them. He hadn’t even thought of 

dressing appropriately, is it a coincidence that he puts his foot in it time after time? A 

murderer is less afraid of being murdered! A murderer is less afraid of being murdered! He 

knows this one, he’s already been in this movie, knows it’s not the end of the world. It’s an 

entire way of life, being a murderer, and he learns something new every day. 

Baruch Goldstein surely died in peace, because that’s how it is when you’re a 

murderer, when you see the torn flesh and the rivers of blood, you’re so much more 

relaxed and you can go to your death in peace. 

He approaches the city square, in olden days, they hung Jews here, and he feels the 

noose tightening around his neck, forcing his tongue out, while an enthusiastic crowd 

cheers. That’s how the Jews went to the gas chambers, to the sound of classical music. Now 

he understands what he did not understand then, before he became a murderer, that you 

have to help your victim relax before he dies, so he won’t make a fuss as he suffers. 

He remembers having learned in school about a murderer who escaped to a safe 

haven, where he could not be touched. How he worried that the murderer would manage 

to get away in time. And what would happen if the murderer decided to commit murder in 

his safe haven? He’d have to get away to another safe haven, probably. But there are only 
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seven safe havens, and if he commits eight acts of murder, he won’t have anywhere left to 

escape to. How sorry had felt for the poor fellow, who could have been caught and put to 

death. 

The road splits open before him as the Red Sea did before Moses. Could they be 

retreating from him in fright? He get a sudden urge to cry out – “Murder me! Murder me!” 

but then the townspeople will run away from him, thinking he’s crazy or holy, or that the 

Israeli Security Services had sent him to set them a trap, and he’ll be alone once again. 

He takes a quick look behind him, again making himself look suspicious. Another 

hundred meters and he’ll be out of the market place, and the Jewish quarter will spread 

itself out in front of him, a group of houses, pressed together and turning in toward each 

other. Further up the road, the paving stones are heavy slabs of Jerusalem granite, smooth 

and shining in the last light. Ahead of him, children with side-locks and dirty white shirts, 

buttoned up to the neck, pay him no attention. 

The yards are surrounded by a wall, heavy-set women are hanging up laundry. One 

of the walls bears a message in bright red paint – “May your destroyers and your 

annihilators be removed from you.” He takes longer steps, wanting to reach his destination 

before dark. He does not look to his right, nor to his left, measures his steps. If he goes too 

quickly, they’ll chase after him, if he goes too slowly, they’ll catch up with him.  

A neglected Arab dog sprawls at the entrance to one of the yards, raises its head, 

sniffs and examines Yoni’s heels. Yoni holds his breath, doesn’t look at the dog, walks on in 

rhythm, listens to his heartbeat so as not to deviate from it, only thus will he avoid 

appearing suspicious, only thus will he assure the dog. 
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Here’s Danny house, just as he’d described it – an old Arab house, two stories, a 

large balcony overlooking the view. He climbs up the steep, crumbling stairs. There’s a 

smell of mildew in the air, the house seems to have been uninhabited for many years. 

He notices names on the doors, someone does live here after all. Danny’s apartment 

is on the top floor, there is no name on the door. He pulls the key out of his pocket, he 

knows what’ll happen – he’ll open the door, turn on the light and discover that they’re all 

there waiting for him. 

It’s all illusion, he reassures himself, as he slowly turns the key in the lock, turns on 

the light. It’s a small one room apartment, furnished with heavy, shining lacquered wood 

furniture, the kitchen table is covered with an old plastic table cloth. Piles of books on the 

sofa, Jabotinsky, Shimshon and Herzl, alongside Shalom Aleichem and Agnon. Yes, that’s 

the Danny he knows, the same Danny who loves to read anything he can lay his hands on. 

He makes straight for the bedroom, stretches out a long arm behind the chest of 

drawers, extracts from the depths of the wall a notebook with a pink cover and opens it. 

“The Kingdom of Judea,” it says on the first page, and he’s already carried away, reading 

with fervor, with passion. 

The notebook contains detailed plans for establishing  the Kingdom of Judea on the 

Temple Mount, including accurate architectural blue-prints. That’s how the temple will 

look, here’s the holy of holies, here are sketches of the high priest’s breast plate and the 

altar, and here’s a list of the functionaries – the high priest, the priests and their 

companions, who will serve alongside them. Personal laws are written in a separate 

section, laws pertaining to marriage between priests (Cohens) and divorcees, bastards, 
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adulterers, prodigal sons and teachers, and here are accurate details of the laws of stoning 

and explanations. 

“God help us!” a groan escapes his throat. What’s going on here? 

He goes on to find a detailed program for blowing up the Temple Mount, as Danny 

had begun to tell him, what had sounded to him like a nightmare. What, does Danny really 

have so much faith in him? Only madmen can trust murderers, and maybe it’s a trap! A 

trap for murderers, to see how they react, to see if they really do feel. 

He must run straight to the police with this notebook. But Danny’s his friend, he’s in 

hospital, he can’t do anyone any harm now. 

And here, the names of all the members of the Kingdom of Judea organization, all 

eighteen of them. That’s enough! He can’t take any more of this. He’s going to fall apart, or 

pick up the notebook and get away from here, but first scans the room with his eyes. 

There’s a video film in the VCR, let’s see what it is. 

“The Kingdom of Judea,” it says on the screen. Any minute someone will walk in 

and it’ll be the end of him. Here they are, all the members dressed in Kingdom of Judea 

costumes – white robes with twelve colorful stones on the chest, leather sandals criss-

crossing up to their knees, all with long hair, held back in a pony-tail, and they are praying 

together. 

Someone with a large silver bowl in his hands walks up to the man in the center and 

offers him the bowl for the hand-washing ceremony, and they’re all bowing in all 

directions. They arrange themselves in three straight rows, six to a row, in front of a white 
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marble slab with gold horns. Now he sees the kid. They bring in the poor animal and 

slaughter it, smearing its blood over the altar and raising it up to the heavens. 

Oh no… Yoni shudders, looks at the vacant, frozen expressions on the faces on the 

screen. It’s all so insane… 

He removes the video, turns out the light and escapes from the apartment. He has to 

hurry if he wants to catch the last bus back to Jerusalem and he runs through the empty 

alleyways, the city is silent, safe behind bolts and locks. A Border Patrol unit flashes its 

torches at him from behind. Signal him to stop. 

“Who are you?” 

“I have to get to Jerusalem,” Yoni says, unsure whether in fear or relief.  

“So climb on, we’ll take you, it’s dangerous wandering around here alone at night.” 

“OK, fine, it’ll help me a lot. Thank you.” 

Young faces, full of good-will, look at him. They like being able to help him, to dull 

in some way his fears. Now he can take a deep breath and relax. 
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Twelve 

It evening, Nadia bends toward a kerosene heater, lights a flame. Her shiny black curls fall 

down around her face, any minute, they’ll get scorched in the fire. In a long white robe 

covering her slender, vulnerable body, she settles down in the pouf opposite the stove, 

letting her legs drop to the floor and placing he hands between them. A pleasant flame 

flashes in her eyes, spreading warmth. 

 “At this time of the day, back home in Dahaishe,” she says, “we would gather 

around the huge puddle at the edge of the camp, a kind of crater that would fill up every 

winter with stagnant water, and throw mud, float boats, and skim stones across the surface 

of the water. 

“Dahaishe on a winter’s day, and we’re all barefooted, in torn clothes, running 

around in the wind and rain, floating like wingless birds against the mountains and 

sundown, and I’m standing there looking at all that beauty, always, just standing there 

looking, never taking part, standing there shivering with cold. 

“Once, I agree to participate, and I played hide-and-seek with them. I was the one 

who stood and counted to ten. Put my head against a tall electricity pole, painted a peeling 

silver color, the only one in the whole camp. It had a spiral staircase up to its top, and once 

they used to say that anyone who touched it would be electrecuted. I’d put my head 

between my hands, count to ten without looking, ‘anyone who can hear me, from in front 

and from the back and from the side, has to stand still. I’m opening my eyes, one, two, 

three!’ 
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“I raise my head, open my eyes and listen, into the bluish light that surrounds me. 

Take a few steps forward, stop, feel out my surrounds with my eyes: there’s no-one there. I 

peep among the large bushes that are growing on the side of the road, walk all around the 

puddle and approach the camp’s yards and houses. 

“The roofs are covered with large plastic bags held in place by stones, on top of big 

slabs of tin for protection, to keep out the rain. Sand and brick walls dissolve in the rain, 

sweat with the effort of holding the place together. 

“A cool eastern wind fills my nostrils with the stench of open drains. The first rains 

always blocks the drains and experts have been called in, but no-one knows why. It’s only 

there, by the big puddle, that you can smell the scent of the first rain, as it soaks through 

the dust and sticks it to the ground, the stench does not manage to get so far out. 

“The first rains are a curse, that’s how we see it in Dahaishe, seeps into the cracks in 

the houses, but by the second rains, the cracks have been closed with the first rains and 

there is much less leakage. 

“The first rains also kill the street cats, tomorrow morning we’ll collect the carcasses 

of those that couldn’t withstand the cold of the night. 

“I like feeling the cold, I don’t run away, don’t hide, I keep on looking for the others. 

I’ve gone too far astray, any minute now and I’ll hear them beating on the pole, ‘wahad, 

t’nein, t’lata, Nadia!’ and they’ll be filled with victorious laughter.  

“I go back, trying my luck in the opposite direction. There, too, there are several 

large stones against the red sky. There’s no-one there. I listen to the quiet: I’m alone. 
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“Suddenly, I run to the pole. ‘One, two, three!’ I knock on it, ‘one, two, three, 

everybody out!’ 

“No-one answers. ‘I’m not playing any more!’ I call out. The words are hollow, 

rhythmic, coming back at me from the dark buildings, from the fogginess of the day that 

has come to its end. 

“It’s well known that the silence in Dahaishe is a curse, a curse that shrouds the 

camp in the evening like a heavy animal. Even babies don’t cry, because in the silence, you 

can hear the hunger and notice the coldness in your heart. 

“The lucky ones will come home soon from their day’s work, like heroes, like 

someone who comes home from a far off country bearing gifts for his children. There were 

some of those here, who were fortunate enough, but not everyone. My father always had a 

job. In the mornings he would work for the Zionists, helping put up their settlements, and 

in the evenings he would return heroically to the camp. My father will come back soon, to 

help me search for my friends, who’ve disappeared. 

“At home, mother’s not talking, for years now, she’s not been talking. I always 

thought everything was alright, and she had nothing to say. And we used to give some 

bread to the neighbors, because they had no bread. We gave the bread, but they never 

returned it, they said they’d give return it when there was peace, that’s what the ra’is 

promised.  

“I go past the home of one of the children and call out to him. A fat woman pulls 

aside a curtain. ‘What do you want?!’ she spits into the darkness. Across the road is the 

home of another of the children I was playing with and I call out to her. Her mother looks 
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at me through the window, looks, as usual. Doesn’t answer. Doesn’t open the window. ‘Go 

home, little girl,’ her sad look tells me, ‘it’s night, even the cats have gone to sleep, and it’s 

cold and dark outside.’ 

“Wahad, t’nein, t’lata,’ I go to the pole and stroke the cold, peeling, prickly steel. 

‘culhu wahad, t’nein, t’lata,’ I say to myself quietly. 

 

Nadia looks at Yoni, at his boyish body, mindful, listening, his big blue eyes, so 

attentive to what she is saying, and she feels as he had been there with her in that game. 

She sought and even found him, he didn’t run off home, he’s here with her, and she says, 

“it’s your turn now.” 

 

 

“It was on a Saturday afternoon,” Yoni recalls, “it always was a Saturday afternoon, 

between before and after, when the sun had not yet gone down and the air was filled with 

the hum of Yiddish, in preparation for black Sunday. Father had gone to Tel-Aviv, to see 

Menahem Begin and took with him and Mother had gone to be with her family. 

“There, in Begin’s house with its two small rooms, on Joseph Eliyahu Street, a circle 

of chairs opened and little kids ran around between the adults’ legs, threatening to 

overturn cups of coffee and plates of cake. 

“My father sat there, too, sat but said nothing. He listened, as he had listened for 

years. My father was not a psychologist, but he know how to listen. 



                  89 

“I remember the thin white, hairless, legs, peeping out from their owners’ dark 

trousers, as they sat cross-legged, their feet stuck into polished black shoes. I was able to 

pin-point the exact location of their willies –  large old package resting to the side, in what I 

saw as terrible discomfort, but for some reason, in their case it appeared to have found a 

place of peace and comfort as if it had no quarrel or conflict with the world. 

“I think I knew who Menahem was, according to his distinguished mien, his 

restraint. 

“The people had hard faces, pompous, upraised when they spoke, and suddenly 

opening up in a smile. There were no arguments, no complaints, their voices joined a soft 

harmonious tune, men seated in a circle, discussing the future of the country and its fate, 

listening quietly to familiar words, nodding their heads in consent even if they did not 

agree. 

“Here and there I could hear the sound of laughter in one of the rooms. Laughter at 

old jokes, from the days of the ‘underground’: that time when they went to a café with 

Geula Cohen, who had rented an apartment and had no chairs. It was a café that belonged 

to an Arab and when they got up to go, each one took his chair with him and the Arab 

shouted: ‘Hey, the chairs, what are doing with the chairs!’ But they were no longer there. 

That’s the way it is in the ‘underground,’ when a whole lot of men want to attract the 

attention of one woman. 

“And the time they were driving along in a jeep and one of them fell out and yelled 

out from the wadi, ‘I’m here, I’ve got a headache. Help me, I can’t get out!’ and he was left 

with a hole in his head, that I, as a child, always looked for. 
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“And Aliza came in with cups of coffee, warm and good, never interfering in the 

men’s affairs, never, her loud coughing voice booming in all directions, allowing us to hear 

only her. 

“And years later, Begin wins the elections for the first time and that night, he says to 

the nation, ‘My first thanks go to my wife, about whom it is said, with a slight change, I 

remember in thy favor, the devotion of thy youth, thy love as a bride, when thou didst go 

after me in the wilderness in a land sown with bombs and mines.’ And years later when 

Aliza died, and he, Begin, was abroad, not at her bedside, and Rabbi Goren quoted that 

same chapter beside her grave. 

“And the way in which Aliza judged between her mother and her father when they 

quarreled, and she determined that her mother had to remain at home and care for her 

children, because that is the job of a woman. Because it is in the home that the woman’s 

voice is heard, and outside, the voice of the man…” 

And years later, he became a murderer, but he only thinks this and doesn’t tell it to 

Nadia… 

“And now a little boy pulled at the table cloth and spilled a cup of hot coffee and it 

broke. For a moment he stood there in shocked silence, looking at the circle in disbelief: he 

spilled a cup of coffee on Menahem’s trousers and nothing happened, not even a 

reprimand, only the sound of laughter and some consolation from all sides. 

“And again, the voices gradually sink and fade away, and someone recalls the civil 

war, and they all drop their heads: they have already been in this story, they know it’s time 
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to lower their heads. Menahem is wondering out loud – he is always wondering, never 

speaking – and everyone raises their heads. It’s the way things are done. 

“The youngsters are bored and fractious, pulling at trouser legs, making a lot of 

noise and fuss – they’re kids, it’s their right. 

“I don’t get on with Ya’akov’s kid, the one who’s father was commander of the 

Petah Tikva region. He’s getting on my nerves, thinks he’s got everything coming to him, 

and his father’s hugging him a lot, while my father’s telling me quietly to shut up and I tug 

at the toy and Menahem says, ‘It’s not nice, children, you’re supposed to sort things among 

yourselves, to be good brothers, to know how to give in.’ 

“It was there that I learned how serious it was, a war between brothers and that, in 

life, you have to know how to give in. 

“It’s time to go home, to disperse, it’s impolite to stay too long. Father gives  he his 

hand and says nothing all the way home, as he had done there. I walk, skip and jump, 

finding it hard to keep up with father’s steady rhythm, always enjoying to skip twice on 

one leg, and then on the second leg, like a horse and father is restrained, acquiescing, like 

always. 

“There, walking down Joseph Eliyahu Street, on the way back to Jerualem, with 

father holding my hand, I felt for the first time, a cold gust of wind shaking at my 

shoulders, my skin crawls, and a new spirit falls on me. 

“I look up at the gray clouds sailing above me and lowering the skies, watch the 

horizon and imagine to myself that I’m a hero of Israel, saving the state, halting the enemy. 

Like Moses, raising his arm in the air and not lowering it until the victory with the 
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Ameleks, and Menahem Begin coming to visit me, wounded, in hospital, saying words of 

comfort. Father knows nothing about this dream. 

And again, Yoni takes a short break, not daring to ask Nadia if all the murderers 

were once heroes, if it’s a preconceived route taken by them all, that when you’re in your 

twenties you’re a hero, and from your thirties and onward, you become a murderer, and 

that’s actually progress, since a murderer sees his victim eye to eye, and a hero is only busy 

trying to impress him. 

Nadia suggests he continue and he asks if she knows that a hero and a murderer are 

two sides of the same coin and it all depends which side you look and Nadia asks 

impatiently why he keeps stopping in the middle of his story to ask these stupid questions, 

and that she wants him to tell her more, and he asks her if he’s a murderer and she looks at 

him in wonder and says there’s something deep inside him that a bit frightening, and that 

sometimes she’s afraid when he’s quiet and saying nothing, but that she, too, had been told 

this  lots of times, and Yoni relaxes a little and goes on… 

“Those same people, twenty years later, and I’m a soldier in the army, and a strong 

warm handshake awaits me, never a flaccid handshake. ‘Hey man, what are you up to?!’ 

they call out to me, but their manhood is already hanging by a thread, their pot bellies have 

grown and their faces fallen. ‘Something gets soft with the years.’ I noted to myself. 

“Then my father told me that it’s not so bad if Labor is in government, it’s time for a 

change, never mind. Sometime this party and sometime that one, like in other countries. 

Father has softened with the years, a softness that full of suffering. Like in his political 

battles, so in his battles with my mother, his heart disease has de-frozen his heart and his 
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body has had its say. Than, in those days, when my father was no longer a man, lying sick 

on his deathbed, maintaining his honor with a religious fervor, refusing to show signs of 

pain and weakness, but pulling off the bandages with a controlled rage and flinging them 

in all direction, it was clear then, that he could even vote for the left. 

“He called me and told me about the hundred year war, when peace was made 

when there was no longer anyone to make peace with, because everything was destroyed 

and in ruins, and there was nothing and no-one for which to fight. Only then could he and 

my mother be at peace. 

“What happens to an old man who can no longer fuck? What happens to a man in 

his middle age, when the first signs of weakness are revealed to him? Something sad 

happens then: is revealed to him in last hours, before his death, a sea of life that he will see 

and to which he will not come.” 

 

Nadia sat up, sent out a long arm and stroked his face, examined the lines under his 

blue eyes and said that it’s a shame she didn’t know him when they were still children,  

because from his stories, he must have been quite a kid. 
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Thirteen 

“Sit down! Sit down already! Shut up, Danny! What’s happening to you? Calm down a bit. 

Jeremy, sit down! Your time’s up!” Someone calls out from the corner of the room and 

signals Danny to sit down. 

Laughter and commotion from every direction, but he’s on his own track: “You’ll 

see, and you’ll be hearing from me. It’s not going to pass unnoticed. What do you think, 

that Boaz’s socks, stinking for a week in my room, why does he throw them right in front 

of my bed? And Yossi knocking his stick on the table with all his strength just at the same 

moment I’m trying to think of something, who’s he trying to disturb, if not me? 

“No, it’s not going to happen! If I don’t look out for myself, who’ll do it for me? 

You’re laughing, but you’ll see, I’ll fight it, I won’t give in, I won’t let you destroy me 

easily! It’s life or death and may God judge between me and you!” 

Danny leans forward and, with a threatening look in his eyes, scans the people 

sitting around him, he is foaming at the mouth and he is full of fury, pulling up his trousers 

that are hanging negligently by the belt. It’s quiet now, no-one at the department’s morning 

assembly is joking around, they’re all sitting there, withdrawn. 

He walks slowly along the walls, between the shadows, in his carpet slippers, shirt 

hanging out of his trousers, a furtive glance into the room, in his hand the diary in which 

he records everything that happens to him, everything everyone does to him. He moves 

along slowly, advancing carefully, not to attract too much attention. 

At the junction between the lavatory and the clubroom, he stops and throws a 

cautious glance toward the club, and quickly crosses the corridor  He’ll be back at the same 
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spot in a few moments’, after having completed a round tour of the ward. Again, he’ll send 

out an interrogating look toward the corridor and again, he’ll disappear behind the walls. 

Once, in the future – he knows – they’ll set up a commission of inquiry, headed by 

him, no, he’s got it mixed up, because of him. No, not that either – in his defense – and 

they’ll expose all those heretics who tortured him. For the time being, he’s straining his 

brain, trying to get together his complaints before the committee meeting that’s due to 

convene to discuss his friction with the other inmates on the ward. 

How did it all begin? He was placed in a room with some other patients. No, he’s 

not sick at all, it started even before all that, when he was forcibly admitted into the mental 

institution. He doesn’t belong in this crazy place, but as soon as they’d put him into this 

room with those patients, he could see that cross-eyed look they gave him, and told him 

that this bed was reserved for their friend was out on holiday. 

He didn’t want to take up anyone else’s place, he only did what the male nurse had 

told him to do, because there was no other empty bed. What, doesn’t he deserve a bed to 

himself even in the madhouse? They wanted him out of the room, and he was willing to 

go, but where to? Danny grasped at his bed with all his might and shouted, “But I don’t 

have any other bed!” and at that very moment he had a revelation, it became clear to him 

beyond any shadow of a doubt that he was protecting the mother-land, that he has only 

one and no other, and he called out to God for help, while the other patients were trying to 

release his unyielding hold on the bed’s rails. They give in in the end, because he fought 

with all his soul and all his might. Ever since then, he’s been hearing them whispering, 

trying to drive him out of his mind, so he’ll get sent back to Acute Block, and be rid of him. 
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A spine chilling knock, it’s Yossi again, beating as hard as he can with a stick. He 

knows exactly when to do it, at the moment when he’s least prepared… 

Another two hours to the committee meeting and Danny is trembling like a willow, 

reading chapters from Psalms. “O God, to whom vengeance belongs, shine forth!”   – seven 

times, it has to be said “O God, to whom vengeance belongs, shine forth, O God, to whom 

vengeance belongs, shine forth, O God, to whom vengeance belongs, shine forth, O God, to 

whom vengeance belongs, shine forth, O God, to whom vengeance belongs, shine forth, O 

God, to whom vengeance belongs, shine forth, O God, to whom vengeance belongs, shine 

forth, O God, to whom vengeance belongs, shine forth!” He’ll put on his best clothes, have 

a shower and comb his hair and that’s how he’ll go to battle. 

At the committee meeting, it was Danny against the rest of the ward, Danny against 

the team. The committee’s book is opened ceremoniously. A long list of complaints are 

raised, he refused to do kitchen duty, won’t clean his room, acts as if he has monopoly over 

the TV, and, mainly, he scorns everyone else and offends them. 

Danny is withdrawn like a rolled-up hedgehog, his head down on his chest, arms 

folded across his stomach, as is planning to ward off an attack, and his forelock dropping 

over his forehead. “So tell me,” he cries, “just answer me on this, why didn’t you make a 

big deal yesterday when Boaz didn’t wash the dishes, and when I don’t do them , you’re all 

over me? Answer me just on this and don’t try to evade the issue!” 

They want to say that there’s a reason, that they’re not ganging up against him, but 

they’re no longer sure. An entire war is disintegrating, turning inside out because of his 

accusations. Helpless, they face his deep knowledge of everything that has happened in the 
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ward, the tiniest details of the ward’s events. “There were more dishes to wash up 

yesterday than the day before and the day before yesterday, there were fewer than today, 

it’s all counted and measured, and to wash a frying pan is not the same as washing a plate, 

and a plate is not like a fork…” The battle for sanity, its either he or them, someone here 

has to come out crazy. Now he’s going to win, to silence all his enemies, such a purifying 

experience, such a good feeling of victory – even he has never felt this way. Until a minute 

ago he was still in a fire trap, his head held fast in a noose, not knowing how he’ll get out of 

it, he knows such situations, you have to keep your cool, life is war, he has no doubt about 

that, life has taught him that he’s right, life has taught him to fight so long as there’s air in 

his lungs, no, he won’t stop, he’ll go on fighting, until he has subjugated all his enemies 

and so as things like this are not repeated. 

 

Therapy hour. Maybe here in this small warm room, with Haim, his therapist, he 

can relax, maybe here he’ll be able to get a little love, inside of all this hell. 

“But… but why is he looking at me like that, but why isn’t he saying anything?” 

Once, he had plans to conquer the Temple Mount, to liberate the people of Israel 

from the imminent Holocaust, and now where is he? Where did he get to? “Jewish Nation, 

I am coming to liberate you! Wait patiently, don’t give up!” 

No, he hasn’t forgotten the Jewish nation, he’ll come back to it yet, big time! But 

right now, he has to muster all his strength for the battle that’s going on here, he’s lost, 

otherwise. 
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Danny hesitates whether to share this thoughts with the therapist. Again, he’ll be 

laughed at, again they’ll ridicule him, say that it’s all in his head, that no-one’s really 

against him. He must learn to fight, to survive, to be hard, not to let his feelings be known, 

not to give away secrets. If he incriminates himself again, he’ll never get out of here. He’ll 

play their game, he’ll pretend to be normal when everything around is mad, he’ll play the 

game of peace, when there’s war all around. 

He raises his eyes, looks at Haim and says, “I see why I’m here. Really, it was just a 

small slip-up, a fall, as they say. I’m much more relaxed now.” It’s exactly when Yoni had 

taught him to say. 

Danny went to the workshop, pulls a sheet of paper out of the drawer and starts 

drawing vigorously, a lonely tree in autumn, and buried in the ground beneath it, a coffin. 

When he finished his drawing, he left it on the table and returned to his room. 
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Fourteen 

She’s wonderful! Nadia is so wonderful! 

Every few days Yoni leaves his bubble, sees how wonderful she is and is alarmed. 

But she gives to everyone. When is he going to tell her that he wants her to give only to 

him, and to be his only? It can’t be possible that such warmth and love are reserved only 

for him. But how is he going to dare to ask her if she’s his alone…? 

One day he’ll come to visit her and find a gather of Hamas members or retired 

terrorists, trying to find their true self, now that the peace process is upon us. On the other 

hand, it’s he who goes and doesn’t return and doesn’t bother to tell her when he’ll be 

back… it can’t go on like this, next time, he’ll tell her when he plans to comes to visit. 

 

“Do you know what happened to my friend, Danny,” Yoni decides to tell her, “he’s 

gone crazy. He was decorated for bravery in the 1973 war. And he really is a hero, he 

stopped the mighty Syrian army with his own slender body. It was in a narrow gulch in the 

Snake Rise. He and his bazooka held off a Syrian armored division.” 

Nadia listens, says nothing, face locked, grim in the firelight. She’s with him again, 

as he has never been with any of his patients. 

“Who are you with?” he asks suddenly. 

“Don’t know,” she says, shrugging her shoulders and smiling, “we, too, have heroes 

who are lost because of the peace.” 

“Hero! Hero of Israel!” Yoni cries in anger, “You’re not capable of understanding 

what it means!” 



                  100 

She is quiet, sad, taking his anger into herself, and his anger is rising in him with no 

apparent reason. “It could never happen to you, for example, that you’d become a whore 

for Israeli soldiers, and then the Palestinians will take their revenge on you by turning you 

into their own whore, and you no doubt know where it better to be a whore…” 

He was barely able to  contain these thoughts. It’s her quiet that’s driving him crazy. 

He’ll break her, embarrass her. He knows what he’s going to do, he’s going to humiliate 

here good and proper, to show her who’s the ra’is  in this relationship, he or she, his 

Danny, or those miserable heroes of hers. But she’s going to enjoy it and nothing’s going to 

help her. 

“Nadia,” he says suddenly, “there’s something you’re not telling me.” And she 

looks at him apologetically, and says that there are lots of things she hasn’t told him, but 

that it’s not possible to tell him everything at once, and Yoni is appeased and goes on to tell 

her about Danny drawing in the mental asylum, and Nadia tells him that from his 

description of the drawing of the tree in autumn with the coffin stuck in the ground, it 

sounds like the painting of someone who’s sad, and longing, and Yoni envies her, because 

he’s a psychologist, whereas she’s able, with so much beauty and freedom,  to follow her 

intuitions, but he tells her that he’s not managing to get a grip on Danny’s case. 
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Fifteen 

Nadia’s baking a cake, because she’s decided to become a housewife. It’s a decision that 

lasts exactly one evening at a time and she renews once a day. 

She always bakes a cake on a Friday, bakes and waits for him to return from the 

mental health station. Last time it was a nut raising and almond cake. He thinks it had 

honey in it, as well, or brown sugar. Nadia’s cakes have just a little pastry all around them 

and all that sweet mush filling it in the middle. It has to be eaten with a spoon, so as not to 

fall apart. It’s a Nadia cake, it’s got so much love inside it that it’s positively revolting. 

Sweetness and light pour out in all directions and the sickly sweetness hurts your upper 

gums and behind your ears. 

Yoni likes to work until late on Friday afternoons, those are the hours that suit him 

best for treating his patients. After closing the office, he walks home down the Hebron 

Road, through Emek Rafa’im and past the Bell Garden. 

Arab kids rolling around, running wildly through piles of garbage, screaming their 

heads off, terrified of the sunset. There’s one over there, placing his hands on either side of 

his mouth and letting out a sharp screech at the wall, waiting, smiling, for the echo to come 

back to him like a thousand screaming ravens. Any minute now, he’ll hear the sound of the 

muezzin, calling the Moslem faithful to prayer, stop for a while and then go back to his 

screeching with renewed vigor. 

Children in white shirts,  with scull caps on their heads, are beginning to run, filling 

up the road, raising their noses to the air, sniffing out the synagogue, grasping their prayer 

books, and one of them is carrying is even carrying his father’s prayer shawl. 
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After school, when he was a kid, he used to go to visit his grandma Mami, his 

mum’s mother. A back yard full of garbage cans and broken paving stones, a small patch of 

earth with nettles growing profusly, laundry lines that no-one had used for years – an 

ordinary Jerusalem back yard, the kind of yard that only kids know really well. He used to 

climb up the rusted metal stairs to the apartment, and his grandmother always made a 

point of reminding him to take care, because they might collapse. 

 One day he came to her after school, he was fourth or fifth grade, 

accompanied by a rowdy bunch of kids from his class, who had come to play in the yard. 

She called him  aside and whispered that she was not prepared to him  bring home blacks 

or red-heads. There were no redheads among his friends, but there was a number of blacks, 

and Yoni, who was only in fifth grade at the time, didn’t know what to do. “What should I 

do,” he asked, “tell to go away?” and his good old grandmother said, “No, I don’t mind 

this time, but not again. I won’t have blacks or redheads in my house.” And he returned to 

his friends as if nothing had been said and continued playing with them. 

And later, in that same clean, brightly-lit kitchen, as she was serving him a rissole 

free of taste, she plays a game of spin-the-coin and lets him win, just so he eats up all the 

rissole that she’s shoving into his mouth. 

And then, together with the rissole, she repeats with him over and over again that 

he can marry whoever he wants, so long as it isn’t a black or a redhead, that’s the one thing 

she won’t accept. She won’t interfere beyond this, it’s to be his choice. He was only a kid 

then and didn’t know that it starts with blacks and ends with his own father, and that she 
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couldn’t stand him either, and then his father said that with Arabs you can’t sign 

agreements, and then his mother said that they’re all traitors – just turn your back one and 

he’ll stick a knife in your back – but she may have been referring to his father. 

He walked home toying with the words – fond foe, foe fond – laughing at the rhyme 

he’d made up for himself, repeating it over and over, the way kids make up thing and 

recite them to themselves. 

He’ll reach the pedestrian mall soon, stop for a while beside the street musicians and 

throw them a coin in memory of the passing day. They won’t go on playing until dark, 

either, they, too will hurry to their homes at twilight.  

He passes the “Arab in his Heart”, the only café still open. He won’t stop here, 

Nadia’s waiting for him, working in the kitchen, trying to fix the apartment, to get 

everything done before he arrives. 

Now he’s trying to find the law, the law that explains what parents tell their 

children. For instance – “when you grow up, you’ll be a murderer.” That’s one thing they 

didn’t tell him, they told him he’d have a house of his own, a family a distinguished 

profession, but certainly not a murderer. 

But there’s something even worse – in the stories his parents told him, the Arabs are 

always murderers, never rapists, and he had learned in the street that first you rape then 

you murder, or the other way round. 

He consoles himself that at least he’s not a rapist, on the contrary, he couldn’t rape 

anyone even if he wanted to, because whenever he wants to move forward – and he 

demonstrates the movement to himself, by pushing his two hands in front of him – his 
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organ retreats, like a snail withdrawing into its shell, and that, at least, is some relief, at an 

hour like this on a Friday evening, before the Sabbath candles are lit, that there’s one crime 

he didn’t commit, and, seemingly couldn’t commit, a crime that is worse than murder, 

because it cannot be told about to children. 

Just as he is about to climb stairs to his apartment, he remembers that row of Arabs 

that he shot down from a distance and the way they fell, like a sheaves of wheat before a 

scythe, remembers how he stood there looking at them and waiting, and there were a few 

who stood up, but the ranks were thinner this time. He is upset at not knowing exactly who 

it was that he killed or wounded, since it’s a secret that will go with him for the rest of his 

life. 

There are families in Dahaisha who think about him without knowing that they are 

thinking about him, and about whom he thinks, without knowing that he thinking about 

them. And about how fate brought them together the way it brought him and Nadia 

together, and he decides in his heart to reveal who it was whose fate he had fixed.  
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Sixteen 

“I’d like to introduce you,” said Nadia, “to a former freedom fighter,” and there’s 

something proud,  something painful, something grip, in those words. 

He holds out his hand and gives Jamil a firm handshake. Leaving no room for 

doubts. What he had dreaded was now upon him – a tense, shy, cynical smile, stretches 

hard thin lips, large brown, evasive eyes, refusing to meet his, greased black hair combed 

backwards, revealing a balding forehead, suited and tied, a picture of elegance from head 

to toe, he stands by the window and looks out. Then he goes back into the room, walks 

toward the rocking chair and settles himself comfortably in it, rocking himself gently to 

and fro and casing the room. 

What can Yoni possibly have in common with a former freedom fighter? What can 

he have in common with a dapper Arab that Nadia is so impressed with? To fight   to the 

death over her …? No, he won’t fight, no. Something about this Jamil that is pitiful, hopeful 

maybe, but not threatening.  

“I’ll make you some coffee,” she breaks the heavy silence, turns back softly and 

disappears into the kitchen. 

They sit together in silence, Yoni on the floor, Jamil on the rocking chair … then he 

sits up straight in his shining black shoes, gets to his feet and examines the floor … what, 

he says, what kind of explosive devise should he use… 

“It has to be repaired here,” Jamil says quietly, “the rifle wasn’t laid as it should 

have been, they left stains … Look, look” he points a long finger at the floor, like a 

commanding officer at morning reveille … 
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What’s he talking about, this Jamil? 

Now he’s examining the walls and the ceiling, knocks lightly on the walls and turns 

to scan the windows. “Good job it’s Jerusalem stone. Look, look how crooked it is. Look 

here,” he raises a hand and points straight at Yoni’s face, “it’s all be covered with plaster, 

and the panels, here!” pulls Yoni to his feet and points to a joint in the wall, “they’re not 

flush and there’s a bulge.” 

“It’s an old building,” Yoni says hesitantly, “it was built many years ago.” 

“Jewish workmanship,” Jamil says dryly, “and it shows. Did a shoddy job and went 

home. It’s not fore Jewish workmen, building, it’s only a station on the way, it’s not what 

they want to do.” 

“I’d never have noticed all that if you hadn’t told me,” Yoni murmurs in 

embarrassment. 

“OK,” Jaman agrees, “but that’s not how to get a job done,” and continues, going on 

to examine the bathroom. Yoni won’t follow him. He’ll leave this particular craziness to the 

other guy. 

Nadia comes back with the coffee, listens earnestly to Jamil’s comments, waits until 

he’s finished before saying modestly, “well, it’s a rented apartment.” 

Jamil is concerned about his and Nadia’s apartment, what’s he getting at … at least 

listen to what he has to say and pay him some respect… “So what are up to now?” he 

doesn’t contain himself and shoots out during a moment of remission. 

Jamil is silent with a closed in mouth and damp black eyes … “Nothing,” he says 

sadly, “since the last action, really, nothing.” 
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He notices the spark in Nadia’s eyes as she looks at Jamil, bending her head toward 

him, sending out her soul to him, as if he’d always known that she’s his, as if he’d only 

been waiting for this moment in order to prove this to himself, without pretence, without 

jealousy and without anger. “But you’ve still got plans,” she says. 

“Yes, I have, but you know, its not the same. OK, let’s change the subject. The peace 

process is forging ahead, it really does make us all happy. I don’t know you, but I suppose 

that … “ 

He wants to say yes, to confirm, but the words are stuck in his throat. 

“There will be peace in the end, that’s for sure. In the end, there’ll be peace …” Jamil 

murmurs again in a reconciliatory tone. 

Yoni doesn’t move, leaving him and his words hanging in the air. Something in him 

gets harder in face of Jamil’s softness… it’s happening to him again, Jamil is making so 

much effort, is so accepting of Yoni’s relationship with her, and even worries about their 

home. And he, yes he, can’t even be civil. He knows what Nadia will say to him later, that 

he’s hard, that’s he’s bad, that he’s a psychologist who doesn’t understand people, that’s 

what she’ll say to him. 

Night, a small paraffin lamp throws out shadows, flickering over the walls, the 

hours crawl by, soon it’ll be dawn. Is he dreaming? Opposite Jamil, he sits beside Nadia, 

tired and exhausted, bent over, collapsing gradually into himself, shining with sweat, still 

in his day suite. 

When’s he leaving? When will he go and leave Yoni alone with Nadia? Unless Jamil 

is waiting for him to leave? What’s going on here, for heavens’ sake? No, he’s not going 
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anywhere, he’ll stay here until he wins. Murderers are good at winning wars that aren’t 

important. 

His eyelids drop slowly, and then he lifts his head suddenly, shaking himself from 

within. This quiet is getting the better of him. To fall asleep like that in the middle of 

guarding his Nadia, it’s an unforgivable crime. If he sleeps, she’ll become Jamil’s, he’ll lose 

her for ever and ever. 

His face is opposite Yoni, the map of his enemy’s soul is carved on that face, a closed 

look on his face, pursed lips, he’s trying to maintain the remains of his dignity. Yes, it’s 

quite familiar, that emptiness that comes after the high point, the nothingness after the 

victory. A freedom fighter gets lost, can’t find his way, need a war. 

Out of the morning shadows, he strides along the road in red crepe soled shoes, rifle 

at the ready, opens his eyes with all his strength so as to see what’s going on. Now they’re 

sharing a secret and raises his rifle to his shoulder, squeezes the trigger as far as it’ll go and 

looks as the torn face opposite him in silent agony, and Nadia is shouting, “No! No! Don’t 

shoot!” 

Someone falls and he rushes over to see who it is. Nadia falls on the man, crying, 

and picks her up and carries her on his back, away from the spot. 

“Yoni!” he hears. Nadia is sitting next to him now, looking at him, asking if 

anything happened. He feels he has done something terrible, and asks her why she moved 

to sit next to him and she says it’s because he asked for her help. 
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Seventeen 

“When I was five,” Nadia started another story, “I stood on the stool in the bathroom, 

looked in the mirror and asked ‘Who am I?’ When I was five I decided that when I’m ten, 

I’d remember that moment when I stood there on the stool in the bathroom, looked in the 

mirror and asked “Who am I?” I’d remember and never forget. 

“I’m ten now, looking all around me, there’s the laundry basket , standing there in 

its place, Dad painted it cream colored oil paint, so it would stand up to the drops of water 

that fall on it from the bucket. The color’s slowly peeling away now, revealing a layer of 

splintering wood underneath. The white paint on the slightly supported wall, and the new 

sink, over which we pour water from a hose that leads to the wadi, were installed instead 

of the cesspit, after my brother fell ill, as was the bathroom curtain, which really is the 

latest thing. It’s all like a shiny new bits and pieces, compared with the dank atmosphere of 

the bathroom with its tiny window, that barely lets in any light, like the cornea of an 

ancient eye. 

“I looked around me, breathing in the moldy, damp air, trying to get a smell of 

something. The bathroom looked small and more crowded than the one I remembered 

from my childhood. Here’s the mirror, standing loyally in its place and sending me back to 

myself, as it always has, maybe, it, too, remembers how I have changed and remained 

unchanged over the years. 

“A while ago, I saw a picture of myself from when I was younger, three maybe, and 

I connected with the girl in it with all my heart, as if, if I didn’t know that the girl is me, I 

would have known for myself out of some mysterious ties I have with the picture, with 
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myself, I would found myself there, and I don’t know if I knew it before or not, and in that 

same mysterious relationship that we have with each other over the years, and in that same 

second, it was clear to me that it was the same person, in that bat of an eyelid, that it was 

me. 

“I spat out the water and rinsed my mouth over and over again, so no sign of the 

toothpaste remain, it’s my tenth birthday today and I have to make myself especially clean. 

It’s just an ordinary school day, yesterday mum reminded me that it’s my birthday 

tomorrow, no one knew in the class, either. It’ll be a alright. They promised to buy me a 

gift, that I can choose something, that I’ve got plenty of time. 

“Here in Dahaishe, everyone’s got time, lots of it, but I have managed to make time 

stop, I have fulfilled my promise, I remembered my childhood, my suffering, I remember 

everything, facts, facts, like a lot of books on shelves, just need to blow off the dust and pull 

them out. 

“So I decided that when I’m fifteen, I’ll remember this moment, when I was ten, and 

I swore to myself to remember it again when I’m fifteen, and since escaping from Jaffa, we 

haven’t moved house, I found myself, aged fifteen, standing once again over that same 

sink, this time as high as the mirror, able to scrutinize my ever changing face. 

“I remembered everything. When I was five and when I was ten and what I had 

sworn to myself and kept secret. I think that’s when it stopped, that’s when the inner 

thread was severed that tied me to my past, and my childhood gradually faded away from 

me. And maybe I committed myself to another age, say, when I join the PLO, when I reach 

twenty. 
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“Something changed on the way, and landscapes from yesterday were replaced by 

those of today. I tried to find my way, like a tourist in a strange town, I  stayed there to live 

and forgot my home town, I lost my tracks… 

“And then, the last time I was in Dahaishe … at the entrance, I am hit by the smell of 

my childhood, and I walk down the pathway leading to the house, pass the puddle, where 

I stopped walking when I was about ten, suddenly, for no reason, when the big round sun 

was standing right above me in the sky, and I ask myself ‘Who am I? And the question 

echoed in my body and rang in my ears, as the skies grew dark with clouds, that are 

spreading themselves above me and adjusting themselves to the greatness of the 

moment… 

“Father is standing at the door, at the end of the path, watching as I stride toward 

him. Jaff, I understood suddenly, Jaffa, they always told me, his eyes, Jaffa, where I had 

never been, but had always been in me. And then I understood – changes and novelties are 

not accepted here with understanding, here, yearnings are the drug of life. 

“And father was murdered by a soldier on the last day of his life, when he was 

coming home in the evening from building one of the Jewish settlements in the region. He 

was buried on the rocky hill opposite our house, with a view toward Jaffa and there’s a 

beautiful cercis tree on his grave, which sheds its leaves in winter and in blossoms in 

summer with lilac flowers.” 

 

 

 



                  112 

Eighteen 

The “Arab in his Heart” café in the middle of the pedestrian mall. “Conflict with the 

terrorists, I mean settlers, is unavoidable,” Yoni hears someone saying at the next table, 

feels the fear, the fear of insanity, the fear of madness, that rises up and takes control and 

there’s absolutely no relief. 

On TV they’re showing soldiers dragging settlers down from bare rocky hillsides 

and Rabin, yes his very own Rabin, is saying that he’ll enforce the law, and let there be no 

mistake about it. How he needs an anchor of sanity  in this sea of madness, that someone 

will come and make some order out of it all, who’ll say he’s not afraid of this violence, not 

the Arab violence, nor the violence on the part of the Jews, or even his own violence. 

Once, he used to sit here with Danny. Yoni wonders what Danny’s up to now, 

wondering around the wards, not understanding how a hero of Israel can be imprisoned 

like this, in a madhouse belonging to the enemy. 

Danny loved to clime those heights in his faded clothes, his hair unkempt, a map 

and a walking stick in his hands. Yoni can still remember how he used to hold on to scrub 

and stones, “to his last breath,” he declared, “with all my heart, soul and being,” Danny 

quoted repeatedly. Yoni, too, as a child, believed that if he grasped something with all the 

strength in the world, close his hand around it with all his power, no-one would ever be 

able to take it away from him. 
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Nineteen 

Yossi has been referred to the mental health station because he is impotent. He doesn’t like 

talking about it, he’s clearly embarrassed, but still, he blurts out his problem at the 

beginning of the session. 

He’s thirty eight, has worked for the General Security Services since being released 

from national service. He had gradually climbed the ranks, until reaching the senior 

position of department head. He is not allowed to describe exactly what it is he does, and 

understands that this could be a problem in therapy, since he should really tell everything 

there is to tell about himself and “get everything off his chest.” 

It not quite true, Yoni has never come across that kind of therapy, which seems to 

him more like something out of a special interrogation than a psychology clinic. “Here 

you’re the one who determines what and how,” he says, and Yossi is obviously relieved. 

There’s something vulnerable about this kid, something soft and gentle – soft, 

pinkish skin, little facial hair … gay perhaps … no, surely not, a department head in the 

GSS, gay, that’s rather far fetched. But … but that shy smile of his. 

His years in clinical psychology have taught him that what you see during the first 

meeting, sometimes during the very fist minute, doesn’t reveal itself again for a very long 

time. “You see the skeleton at that first meeting, later on, it gets covered with flesh and 

skin,” a colleague once said to him, and this first meeting is indeed priceless. 

There’s something about this Yossi, gentle and bashful, unobtrusive, as he walks in 

like a passing shadow, sits down in the chair silently, yet, not sooner does he open his 

mouth to speak than his facial muscles harden, settle somewhere around his cheeks and 
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mouth, his skin dry and taught – just dare to touch me and you’ll be flung back straight 

against the wall. 

“Tell me something about yourself,” Yoni asks him, “your childhood, what you can 

remember about yourself.” 

Yossi starts with his national service – Yoni has met patients like this one before, the 

kind that erase their past, but to start the story of your life from the army … this is 

something he isn’t familiar with – soon gets to his adventures in the GSS, describes their 

tricks, how they manage to extract information from everyone, regardless of religion, race 

or gender, everything they need to know – admissions, accusations, tears, laughter 

sometimes, in short – everything. 

He is an artist at getting any emotion out anyone he wants. “Give me a clown,” he 

boasts, “and I’ll get him to weep, give me a whiner, an informer or any other kind of shit, 

with me he’ll scream with laughter.” His lyrical voice fills the spaces in the room. “You 

might not know it, but our work uses psychology, too,” he narrows his eyes and shots Yoni 

a guarded look, “believe me, that what I’ve already forgotten, you’ll never even learn.” 

Yoni feels a hole in his stomach, that same feeling he used to get in his days when he 

was doing his internship, that he had managed to forget, is back in full force. He wriggles 

in his chair – this wasn’t what he was expecting. It’s only the first hour of therapy and he’s 

right in the middle of a full scale interrogation, he gasps at the arms of his chair, strokes 

them. It’s his comfortable chair, maybe he can draw some confidence from it. 

“What do you know about how thick the membrane of sanity is that  covers a man,” 

Yossi goes on, “here, if they were to bring in someone like you to the interrogation room, 
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someone who appears sane, established, do you know how long it would take me to get 

the devil out of you? – a few tricks, tie you up to the polygraph for a while, a good 

interrogator and a bad interrogator, and you’re like putty in my hands. Do you see, I can 

turn anyone, any human being, into anything I want. First of all, break him down, then put 

him together from scratch.” 

Yoni shivers, plants his eyes at the sharp corners of Yossi’s mouth, feels the fear 

deep in his belly. No, he can’t work like this, when it is no longer clear who is who. He 

understands that the fear in his belly is Yossi’s fear, that same fear that Yossi lives with all 

the time, but now its him, he’s the one that was followed in Hebron, it was he who did not 

hand in Danny’s notebook and didn’t share what he knows about Danny’s activity … and 

Nadia … and he’s a murderer … 

A murderer is reflected in Yossi’s all-seeing, all-knowing   eyes. It’s a trap laid by the 

GSS trap, a trap for murderers. How come he didn’t think that Yossi knows that it was he 

who shot, he knows when, even at whom, they’ve got it all written down and recorded. 

What a laugh, he feels like bursting out laughing – how on earth is he going to be able to 

treat Yossi?! 

But Yossi’s a murderer, too, a murderer of souls, takes a soul and turns it into 

something else. Yoni understands him – a murderer understands a fellow murderer better 

than anyone else in the world – indeed, he’s the only one who can treat Yossi. He 

recognizes Yossi’s enjoyment of the interrogation room – he recalls shooting at them and 

the satisfaction that flowed slowly through his own veins.  

“Where do you do your reserve duty?” Yossi asked suddenly. 
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“What is it that you think you are really asking?” Yoni recites what he learned. 

“Nothing, really, I was only asking, because you look to me like a man who’d be in a 

front line unit. Never mind, we’ve eaten plenty of guys like you without salt.” 

Yoni is ignoring the attack now, and considers what happens when a murderer 

treats a murderer. He’s never come across this issue in any of his psychology books. He’ll 

be cruel and abusive to him, the kind of behavior a murderer understands, that’s the way a 

murderer deals with a murderer. It’s the punishment murderers deserve and he’ll be one to 

deal it out. 

A therapist can punish a patient as no court of law can. He can cause Yossi to abuse 

himself, and that is the worst kind of abuse. But before he himself committed murder, he 

would have been unable to treat Yossi, and now he can. He has become a better therapist, 

less critical, he can understand even murderers. Which therapist apart from him can do 

that? 

He’s got an idea, why don’t they send all the murderers to him for therapy, since he 

knows all about it and it can be his field of expertise. They’ll be lining up to see him, there 

are so many of them, that he’ll certainly never be short of work. 

He’ll be gentle with them, he’ll be kind to them, so as to hurt them more, but then 

they’ll get well, like after any operation, and never mind the courts and the “why did you 

do it,” and the “aren’t you sorry you did it …?” 

First of all, he’ll understand them, how warm and pleasant it is to murder, then he’ll 

understand the shame and the guilt, and finally, the fact that nothing can be turned back, 

and then there’s silence and sadness for the rest of one’s life. 
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Enough! He’s in the middle of a therapy session, what is he thinking of?! He’ll run to 

the clinic manager, to his counselor, he’ll tell them everything, won’t hide a thing, he’s 

committed no crime. True, he’s got a relationship with Nadia and he loves her, he has no 

intention to hide that and he’s not ashamed of it, and all this business of the murder, it’s 

just recurring hallucinations. So why should he have to run to his counselor, in fact? 

Yossi is explaining to him that they have access to everything, to his bank account, 

his bedroom, they know when he pees, and when he wet his pants when he was a kid. He 

talks about some guy, no names, who was hooked up to the polygraph and asked if he’d 

ever done something wrong. The poor bugger started stuttering, said he’d never 

committed any crime in his life, and the polygraph showed that he was lying. 

“He was a bit stubborn, you see, which is why he broke down. You know that trick, 

don’t you, psychologist of mine – everyone has a mark of Cain in his past. What is it you 

call this stage human development? The Oedipal stage, when every kid wants his opposite 

sex parent and agonizes over it. 

“You, too, went through an Oedipal stage, Yoni, don’t look at me like that, you, too, 

murdered a man in order to get a woman … “ 

He knows something I don’t, Yoni shivers. 

“… so we took him apart, he broke down and told us everything. You know, all 

those little fiddles that everyone gets mixed up in, but he was in pieces. 

“Months later, I was invited to the psychiatric department in the local hospital – 

from time to time we send a few victims there. I went and swore to him that we weren’t on 

his tail anymore and don’t want anything from him, and that we’d supply him with a 
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certificate that he was a clean as a baby. That’s what the doctors asked me to tell him – he 

was in a state of psychotic-paranoia, as you call it – and it didn’t do any good. You know, 

when someone goes through that, there’s no way back.” 

Enough! Enough! Enough! Is this a therapy session or is he being interrogated! 

What’s going on here, what! How did things get turned around like this? He is now under 

the sadistic care of Yossi, and where the hell is Yossi and his impotence? 

He can’t  do anything to help him like this and maybe he needs another therapist. 

It’s quite simple, though not nice to admit, Yoni is dead scared of Yossi. He has to get at 

that fear that’s inside Yossy’s belly, it’s the only to renew the therapy covenant, it’s the only 

way to remain the therapist. 

“Yossi, Yossi,” with his last strength, he interrupts Yossi’s flow of words, “Yossi, tell 

me, why did come for therapy?” 

“I told you,” Yossi is surprised. 

“No, I mean, really, Yossi, because what I’m hearing here is about all your victories, 

your wisdom, that you obviously needed in order to survive, and, of course, we’ll try to 

uncover how you achieved all that. But, Yossi, you started with you impotence, why don’t 

you elaborate on that a little, although we don’t have much time left.” 

Something in Yossi’s expression collapses, something darkens his eyes, and he 

lowers his head and stops talking. 

“It was hard for you to hear what I just said,” Yoni blurts out, fearfully. 

It seems to him now that Yossi is weeping, trying to speak, and order-less, 

meaningless spluttering sounds emanate from his mouth. He is unable to speak, he’s never 
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seen anything like it, broken, battered words scatter in the air, any  minute and he’ll come 

apart in his room, won’t be able to get out of the door. Verbal impotence in someone who 

just a minute ago was reciting the national anthem. 

There were three minutes to go. He’ll stay forever here in this room. He is shaking 

all over and unable to get a word out of his mouth. 

Yoni has to pull him back together again, protected by reinforced concrete, the way 

he came in. All he has to do is put together what has fallen apart, that’s all he wants, only 

never to send him out in a worse state than when he came in. 

“But … but, Yossi, I understand that  you took it badly, that we’ve go to finish this 

session,” Yoni stutters, in an attempt to put his words in place of feelings, as he’s been 

taught to do all these years. Yossi will grasp at the words and be strengthened, and won’t 

remain like an orphaned baby, speechless and lacking in tone. 

“It’s not easy to end a session,” he says, “and it’s certainly not easy for you, when 

it’s so important to you to be strong at every session, and here am I bringing it to an end 

and making all the rules and deciding on the times, and not you, but we’ll talk about that a 

lot and we’ll pick up next week at the same time.” 

No, he’s never ended a session like that. So much preliminary talk, as if it could 

help. 

“Yossi, you can sit and rest in the waiting room, and make yourself a cup of tea and 

unwind, before you go, only come in to say goodbye first, OK?” 

Only now does Yossi raise his head, only now does Yoni see dry tears that never 

matured into real, heartrending weeping, and Yossi stands up, as if thunderstruck, walks 
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over to the door, stooped and broken. This man, who has broken so many people, is now 

walking, dejected, out of the door. 
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Twenty 

Torrential rain is bearing down at the car windscreen, the wipers are doing their best to 

clear away the water, to impart to the landscape a limpid image. It’s no longer romantic, 

it’s real war – to see or not to see. 

A row of cars is winding its way along, and Nadia is waiting for him at home. A 

pleasant feeling flows through his body, he likes sitting in the car like this, waiting. It’s his 

time, only his, for himself, a kind of aloneness that he can’t find anywhere else. He can 

even scream and no-one would hear. 

The traffic jam’s not moving and she’s waiting for him … “The Security Council has 

rebuked Israel for expelling the Hamas activists,” he hears on the radio. He hadn’t known 

that we were doing anything wrong. Only now, when everyone’s up in arms, it starts 

seeping into his awareness. Again, we’ve gone overboard, again we’ve been caught red-

handed. Where does this come from, this “all the world’s against us,” like they did to 

Danny in the psychiatric ward. 

No, he didn’t think this is what would happen after they were deported, he simply 

didn’t think, actually, he thought it was a good thing and that, at last, they were being 

shown what’s what. And suddenly … no, we mustn’t give in to those murderers, we have 

to show them and everyone else that we’re not dishrags, that they can’t do what they want 

with us. It’s the side that sticks by its principles that will win this game of nerves. 

That’s not the way Danny spoke on his last visit, he wanted him to understand how 

it fell on him, how it happens to him time after time, all the time. It’s the country’s puberty. 

He, too, was once like that, shooting and not seeming to care what anyone says … 
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The rain is easing up, the cars start moving forward. His warm home against a 

background of the windscreen wipers, rain drops, and the loneliness no longer seems so 

enticing. He’d be willing to live in the car, just so no rain got in, it’s so nice inside. 

And Nadia is waiting at home, he knows what she’ll say to him about Yossi, about 

the UN rebuke, about everything. In her slim body, and her firm stance, in her thin, 

metallic fingers, as they work with the clay, her nimble, determined hands holding a paint 

brush, her deep set dark eyes, her calm, introspective features, her pinched mouth, her 

small breasts and sloping shoulders. With all these, she will tell him what she has already 

told him a thousand times – he who does not take off, does not crash, and he who does not 

inflate, does not burst. 
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Twenty One 

“I was a school girl at that time,” Nadia recalls, “two skinny black braids, close to my skull, 

the way mother likes. Between every two, a third is inserted – to an experienced mother, 

it’s no problem – and most of important, to pull it all back tight at the end. 

“I am sitting between mother’s legs, like in a braid – between every two, a third is 

inserted, only once a day, in the morning, when mother combs my hair. Afterwards, she’s 

too busy. She does the laundry, cooks, cleans, and she’s no longer in the mood. That’s 

when she’s quiet. 

“Today I’m wearing my embroidered white blouse. I only have one like that, still I 

wear it every day until it tears, and that won’t take a long time, another week, maybe. 

When you’ve got a blouse you like you wear it all the time, that’s the way it is – until it’s 

worn out. Mother knows that but says nothing. 

“It’s the same when you get a bar of chocolate, you can’t resist, and finish it all at 

once. Mother says that’s why she doesn’t want to buy herself goodies, she prefers not to be 

happy, so she won’t be sad afterwards. But I’m different from Mother, I’m more like dad, 

prepared to be happy now and not worry about tomorrow. 

“It’s like a holiday today, there’s no school, it’s closed. Ever since the beginning of 

the intifada, there’ve been lots of holidays like this one. Mother says, ‘he who laughs last 

laughs loudest,’ but dad says that what’s going on at the moment is more important than 

school. 

“I’m going to my rock, as I do every morning, to stand by the olive tree and look at 

the clouds floating westward, toward Israel. I shall send a blessing with them, I’ll send a 
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bomb with them, I’ll send heavy rain that will cover everything – warm regards to the 

enemy. 

“Here comes the enemy, entering the camp from the wadi between the hills, 

invading us in two columns, like a row of industrious ants, passes the houses, seeks out 

Hamas members. Any  minute they’ll start throwing stones. But not part of it, I’m a girl, 

I’m not a boy, so why do I sometimes feel like a boy? 

“No, I have never thrown stones in the intifada, I just stood there watching those 

who did. Some of the stones went to a distance of forty or even fifty meters. You have to 

know which stone to choose, one that sits comfortably in the palm of your hand, not too 

sharp and not too round, not to flat and not too thick, all in accordance with the hand that’s 

doing the throwing. 

“Here, the party’s started – they’re throwing stones and crying out happily, and the 

soldiers, they’re not happy, flapping their arms in the air, to protect their faces. Now 

they’re retreating to reorganize themselves for entry into the camp.  

“They’re coming back in their jeeps, driving through the streets and announcing a 

curfew. The shops close, and I’m there on the rock, seeing everything, seeing the soldiers 

going from house to house, knocking on the doors with the buts of their rifles, swearing 

and trampling things down, shooting, yes, but not raping, and the sun still hasn’t gone 

down. 

“On the other side of the camp, the kids are slipping away down the paths, making 

their escape on donkeys, followed by soldiers running-skipping after them, brushing up 

against a stone, a fence, falling down. One of the donkeys shakes its tail against the fading 
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horizon that they are trying to catch. A soldier can’t chase after two donkeys running in 

opposite directions, and he stops still in the middle, making no move, only wiping away 

the sweat from his face, relinquishing everything, even a single donkey. 

“My brother really was king of the tricks. It’s not that he ran so fast, but he knew 

how to drive them crazy. Twenty soldiers chasing after my brother, and none of them 

could catch him. There he stood in the middle of the circle, shaking his stomach like a belly 

dancer, wiggling his bum and laughing at them all. 

“There’s that look in their eyes that no one can get away from. One of the soldiers 

sticks his glance at me. I know what he’s thinking about, not about war and not about 

initifada, it’s love he’s thinking about me, making love with me. I look at him, too, not 

moving, and he gradually lowers his gaze, withdraws, disappears inside himself. This time 

I won. 

“It’ll be dark soon, in the market place one of the soldiers catches hold of Mahmud, a 

kid from my class, takes him by the ear, into custody. Mahmud isn’t sorry for what he’s 

done, he’s only sorry for being pulled along by his ear. 

“The soldiers shoves Mahmud into a jeep, and he sits there like a criminal with 

handcuffs on his wrists, very scared. But what the occupier really doesn’t understand is 

how little connection, and there really is no connection, between Mahmud’s soul and the 

stone he throws, that he had to throw, and the punishment of being caught and pulled 

along by the ear. 

“I can see everything from the rock, the way Mahmud is standing on the tips of his 

toes, like in a dance, twisting around like a screw, trying to reach his ear with his mouth, so 
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it won’t hurt so much. Now the soldiers lets go of the red ear, and Mahmud’s plain will 

gradually subside … and he’ll be left with only the pride, that’s how it is. 

“A soldier is galloping after a kid among the upturned market stalls, any minute 

now, he’ll catch him, any minute now and the two will hug, like a couple of friends, will 

roll with each other in the mud. There’s blood on his face, he’s not moving. It’s no longer 

funny, it’s no longer a game. Maybe the soldier murdered him? 

“The soldier stands up, shocked, looks back a moment, retreats and makes a hasty 

retreat before the camp sees and curses him. The kid is lying on the road in a pool of blood, 

with dead fish and piles of rotted vegetables that no-one will touch. I approach him, I and 

the Israeli soldier. We stand there looking at him, his head’s full of blood. I know it’s 

hopeless – I once had a father that they shot, and he looked like that. The soldier bends 

down to the kid, stroked his hair and covers him with a piece of dirty cloth. 

“It’s quiet, there’s a wind blowing, a cold, strange wind, and evening falls and I’m 

standing next to the dead kid. His face tells me, ‘Don’t hurry home, take one more minute 

of life before it gets dark.’ Suddenly I want to kick at the dead body, he deserved to die, 

why didn’t he take care of himself? Let him die! 

“Tomorrow there’ll be a funeral for the victims of the intifada, well stand in straight 

columns in the school yard and we’ll sing the national anthem. There we really mustn’t 

laugh, we must contain ourselves. 

Nadia starts crying, and Yoni sits there in shock, and Nadia is telling him that that 

kid’s face is like her father’s, that he’s actually her father. For years she’s been telling 

herself that story about the kid, and that’s just how her father died, like a kid. 
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“The following morning I came across a notice of mourning stuck on a lamppost. I 

looked all around, I was alone, and I banged on the middle of the notice and tore it in two. 

Both sides remained stuck to the sides of the post and flapped in the morning wind, like a 

sick animal. I have just noticed the name on the mourning notice, my father’s name. ‘I 

killed him! I killed him!’ I said and was filled with what I couldn’t distinguish between joy 

or fear. Enough, he will no longer be. It’s not nice to take down a mourning notice, 

punishment, you’ll get punished. 

“I closed my eyes and counted dozens of steps without opening them. Let’s see if I 

deserve to be punished, or not. A few more steps into the darkness, one last one … and 

that’s it, I opened my eyes and was frightened, I really had reached somewhere else. 

This body can’t die, suddenly, just like that. Even if I get a very hard clout, so what? 

I’ll never be able to separate from myself and die. If something happens suddenly, if I 

drown in the sea, for example, then I can always hold on hard to who I am, to remember 

and not to forget.” 
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Twenty Two 

“Jamil, lay off politics,” Yoni says, “tell me, how’s the dating situation around your way?” 

“I don’t know about around my way, I can tell you about myself.” 

His face takes on a vague attempt at a smile, his high forehead glints with a 

brownish film of perspiration in the light winter sun, his black hair is combed carefully, 

short and curling upward, high on his crown, adding few centimeters to his height. His 

clear cut features bear a short black stubble, his white collar, raised to protect his neck, a 

white shirt is tucked into a pair of faded jeans. He is slightly built, skeletal almost, polished 

and hard. Nadia is always laughing at him, that he’d swallowed a broomstick. 

“It’s a freedom movement,” he says calmly, “and you can’t be a member of a 

freedom movement without smelling liberty.” 

“Jamil, I only met you a few days ago, and here we are sitting in a café talking about 

girls?!” 

“You see, Yoni, girls are the one subject we have in common.” His thin lips are stiff, 

trying to send out to him a smile from the heart. Where does this soft restraint of his come 

from. “Can’t you fix me up with anyone, someone from ‘Peace Now’, of something?” 

Yoni thinks a moment, he knows that with Jamil you give a serious answer and then 

discover you’d been tripped up. He knows one or two girls who wouldn’t mind a fling 

with a Palestinian like Jamil. 

“Yalla, so fix something up for me, why not? Anyway, I gave you Nadia.” 

“You?!” Yoni raises his voice in surprise. 

“Yes, you see, I left her and now I’m not bothering her anymore.” 
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“What the hell are you, then?! What, can’t he make up her own mind?” 

“Of course she can, you see, she can, because I let her.” 

“Come on, Jamil, you’ve got too high an opinion of yourself … “ And, again, he fell 

in Jamil’s trap, him and his thin little smile. “Jamil, you’re kidding, you’re kidding … “ 

Yoni tries to find a way out in Jamil’s face. 

“See, I told you we understand each other,” Jamil says, with the satisfaction of 

victory. “So what’ll we have?” and he waives his brown hand at the waitress. “Here’s 

someone for you, Yoni, She’s Israeli, but I can fix you up with her.” 

“OK, OK, that’s enough of your arrogance.” 

Jamil discusses the menu with the waitress and asks what she recommends. She 

decides on freshly baked apple pie with almonds and ice cream on the side. Jamil asks how 

they did the glazing on the pie – here, too, he’s better versed than Yoni – she’s talking 

about short pastry with crumble. 

Jamil is flirting lightly with the waitress over the pie’s apple filling. Yoni can’t 

understand how Jamil can work such wonders with a few simple words, fill the air with 

the scent of courtship, whereas he, Yoni, sits there, looking abstemiously out of big eyes, 

like a bench player who doesn’t believe he’ll ever be called to play. 

“I know it from the army,” Yoni begins after the waitress has moved away, “every 

soldier knows it – the guy who fucks isn’t the one who runs in the trenches, doesn’t storm 

the enemy like snake bitten panther. Anyone who has tasted life, won’t be quick to put his 

life on the line, it’s the way it is, every soldier in the army knows that – you have to get 
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hold of the young cocks, who aren’t eighteen yet, that’s when they’re ready to join the 

combat units and to offer up their lives and souls.” 

“Why are you telling me this, Yoni?” 

“So as to inform you, Jamil, my friend, that you aren’t fucking anyone, and all your 

stories are a waste of time. Otherwise you wouldn’t be prepared to go out and get yourself 

blown up.” 

Yoni looks at Jamil’s Sphinx-like face, it seems that now the sculpture is smiling a 

little. “Smile, come on, smile already. Why are you holding yourself back all the time, so 

you don’t let go of a smile that’s too broad, too loving? Come over to our side, fuck like a 

man, screw the brains out of a few peaceniks who’ll go crazy for you.,  

“But, to tell you the truth, I’m quite sure that you’re gay, because you want to fuck 

the life out us. What are you so angry about, Jamil, what? Your mum or your dad, that you 

want to fuck them all?” 

“Yoni,” Jamil brings his face up close and breaths on him, “it won’t do you any 

good, anta katal! Tell the truth, you’re a murderer, too! Because what you’ve just said is a 

secret that only murderers know, that if there’d been a girl there, none of it would have 

happened.” 

No, he doesn’t deny what Jamil is saying, only wonders at how easy it is for  a 

murderer to admit to another murderer that he, too, is a murderer. He raises his head and 

asks Jamil if he, too, gets annoyed at girls for not pulling their weight in the national effort. 

Jamil nods and then admits, “I’m dying to fuck a Jewish woman, fucking a Jewish 

woman would be a fuck and a half, it’s to stick it in and then pull it out and to come all 
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over her, and to show her, it’s everything together, d’you understand. An Arab woman is 

just one more fuck.” 

“I’d rather had a Jewish woman.” 

“OK, Yoni, you want to go back to mama, you’ve got different problems from me. 

You want them to hold you when you come. You’re an old murderer who doesn’t really 

want to fuck any more.” 

A cold breeze slapped Yoni softly on his cheek, he noticed that the sky had become 

overcast, and the dregs of his coffee in his cup were getting cold. Jamil had finished his 

coffee long ago, strong dark coffee, without sugar, which he had drunk in long sips and 

sucked his lips with enjoyment. His face is gloomy. He doesn’t want to order anything else, 

maybe trying to save a few pennies. 

On the radio, Rabin is talking about peace, says he has not made no promises about 

evacuating the settlements, that the issue would not be discussed until a final settlement 

was achieved, that this was what had been agreed upon and that he is sick of Arafat’s 

Middle Eastern bazaar, and Jamil’s face splits up like a clod of dried earth, taking the full 

impact of the insult … 

“In ’48, my family ran away from Jaffa,” he blurts out into the wind, and his glance 

scans the sky, as if looking for something to grasp, “the IZL* made more noise in Jaffa than 

the bombs did, so much noise that we ran away like dogs, we were so frightened of the 

Zionists. It was only when my parents arrived with their bags at the hills overlooking 

                                                 
* IZL – Irgun Zva’I Leumi (national military organization), the right-wing nationalist underground movement 
in action during the British mandate of Palestine. It’s members followed the revisionist teachings of Ze’ev 
Jabotinsky. 
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Dahaishe that they understood what had happened – that they had lost their home for 

good. From these hills they could see it, but they’d never be able to return to it again. They 

came with almost nothing to those rocky hills and they’ve remained there to this day. 

“Why did they do nothing to help themselves?” Jamil seems to be asking himself in 

wonder, and replies after a moment, “Father always used to say that everyone gets what he 

deserves. 

“I remember what he said to me when I joined the PLO , he said, ‘you’re my 

youngest son, and you think you’re going to fight against the Zionist, you and your short 

pants?! All the Arab states together were unable to beat them. We’ll suffer yet because of 

your nonsense.’ And my father died without anything, he didn’t even live to see the Oslo 

accords. 

“And the actions began, one action and another, stones and fire bombs at the road 

junctions. You chased after us with full battle dress weapons, while we kids, got away 

easily between the alleyways. Later, when we grew a little, we moved on to terrorist bombs 

and what a joy it was to see you blown up in the air … 

“What I liked best was to pour oil and nails on the road, and when your jeeps 

slipped all over the place, we let you have it with a rain of stones. 

“And then we caught one of your soldiers and issued you an ultimatum – ‘either 

you let our people go, or we’ll kill him!’ And you started boasting that you don’t take 

orders from terrorist organizations, and we killed him. Poor bugger, he begged us not to 

kill him, but we had no choice, war’s war. And what happened in the end? You released all 

our men in an exchange of prisoners. To tell you the truth, you weren’t too bright. 
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“I commanded the region…” Jamil scans the area, breathes in deeply, “… I used to 

give orders to five hundred men. Let me tell you about one incident …” 

He leans forward and lowers his voice, “We had this guy who placed an explosive 

device in one of your busses and he was wounded in the explosion, a huge piece of 

shrapnel went into his shoulder,” he sends out a confident hand and lays it firmly on 

Yoni’s shoulder, to show him the exact place, feels with his fingers under the bone, as an 

experienced doctor would, and presses gently at the back of his neck. 

“Here,” he says at last, “here, under this bone.” 

“I rushed him to the hospital in Nablus, but I had to decide immediately, there was 

no time to wait, your soldiers were searching the hospitals, and if he’d fallen into your 

hands, you’d have tortured him, and then killed him. On the other hand, if I were to take 

him out of hospital, he would probably have died. 

“I phoned Arafat and he told me that it was for me to decide. Guess what I decided? 

… I decided to take him out and hide him in the home of one of our people. Do you know 

why? I thought about where it would be better to die, in our hands or in yours.” 

Jamil falls silent, a pleasant smile broadens his face and hides the deep creases. 

“And what really happened, did you manage to save him?” Yoni asks. 

“Yes, we saved him. Today, he runs a chain of mean shops.” 
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Twenty Three 

Danny looks out of the window, observing the landscape below, his eyes are planted in the 

distance, who knows what he’s thinking. Something fundamental has changed about him, 

everyone says so, he no longer shouts that they’re trying to finish him off, he no longer 

complains at the top of his voice that everyone’s against him, he goes and entrenches 

himself in his bed, as if preparing for the great battle. Day after day, hour after hour, he 

adds a beam here, a nail there, lays down a pillow and builds his fortress and a dove builds 

its next. 

It a long time since he last took part in activities, nor does he hurry to go meals, 

preferring to eat, secretly in his stronghold, the tins of preserves he brought from home.  

Sometimes he can be seen passing straight-backed along the corridors, a thoughtful 

expression on his face, stopping for a moment, observing, and immediately rushing off 

back to his fortress. He is entirely engrossed in the new cleaning roster, with a serious 

expression on his face, he leafs through the pages he had saved from the old days, 

compares and analyzes, there’s no doubt about it! They’ve screwed him again. 

This time he won’t give in, he’ll prove it to them at the committee meeting, in front 

of everyone there – the injustice he has to suffer. He won’t take his turn cleaning any more, 

he’ll refuse to come to meeting. They, who held democratic elections to the ward 

committee, he won’t recognize those elections, and he won’t be subject to their authority, 

no matter what. 

He places a TV set in his vicinity, and a small table for his meals, adds a “Do Not 

Disturb” notice. No-one will disturb him there, won’t tell him when to turn off the light 
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and when to wash the dishes. He only has to think very carefully how to protect his place. 

It is sometimes necessary to take retaliatory action, but above all, as he keeps repeating to 

himself, don’t trust anyone and don’t beg for peace.  

Now he rolls into his position. The space is just big enough for him to sit with his 

knees to his chest and not to move, it’s how the Jews lived under the Nazis, in sixty by sixty 

by sixty cells, but for some reason, he likes this position, it means he can be quiet, with 

himself, and he lights a cigarette. 

He and the rising smoke are one. Maybe the fire will take up all the oxygen? No, it’s 

warming him, holds him in its rings of smoke. He can’t even see himself now. He shuts his 

eyes, that’s how he want to be, alone in the melting pot. 

The battle for the hills has started. Danny sees himself posted on one of the peaks, a 

bible in one hand and a flag of Israel in the other, his eyes sparkling with joy and his prayer 

fringes fluttering in light wind. He’s talking about the holocaust that is about to take place 

if we don’t rise up and do something. It’s not too late! |We can still save the day? 

Now he’s comparing the state of Israel with a wagon slipping back into the abyss, 

and anyone who doesn’t save it, or refuses to jump off, and insists on closing their eyes and 

saying  “I saw nothing,” will have to face the consequences. “At the edge of the abyss, we 

shall take one step backward!” he calls out emotionally, “We’ll cancel all treaties with the 

enemy and start teaching him from the beginning the meaning of human decency.” 

He turns to his settler friends. “The armed forces,” he says to them, “are heroes no 

less than you, they carry out their tasks with devotion to the state. Let not one of you raise 

so much as a finger to one of these men!” 
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He goes over to the regional police commander and hugs him. “You are the real 

heroes?” he announces, the officer wriggling in his arms with an embarrassed smile on his 

face. 

A senior commanding officer stands in another corner, his arms folded over his 

chest, watching the proceedings tearfully. “The tears of an officer, there is nothing more 

sacred,” he is quoted in the media, and Danny smiles, his throat choking with tears, as the 

smoke makes him cough. 

 

“Hey, Danny, come on out! You’ve got visitors.” 

He peeps out of his room, can’t believe his eyes. It’s Yoni and Nadia! They haven’t 

forgotten him!. 

He squeezed out of his position, careful not to expand the opening, and goes out to 

greet them. He spreads a map out on his bed and brings Nadia up close. He explains to her 

his plan for the partition of the Temple Mount. There’ll be room for the Moslems, too, 

“We’ll respect you and your rights. But it must stressed, yet again,” he says with 

determination, “that there has to be order here, there won’t be any more mayhem like there 

is today. According to my plan, you’ll have it better, too.”  

Danny points at the map with his commander’s stick, leads Yoni and Nadia over the 

winding parths, through unknown roads, into the walled city, down the alleyways, house 

after house, stone after stone, the burial chambers of the city of David, he is familiar with 

every nook and cranny … 
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He climbs back up toward the walls, descends at the Zion Gate, returns through the 

Jewish quarter, makes real estate purchases, buys up land. “He’s playing monopoly,” Yoni 

laughs to himself, but Danny’s words are exhausting, confusing and leave him in the fog. 

Danny then goes on to tell them about ancient roots, and Nadia stands firmly in 

front of him, listening, her large brown eyes wide open, taking in every word, and Yoni is 

at her side, wiping away the sweat from his face, in desparation. 

With a sweet smile on his face, Danny goes on describing and explaining, and Yoni 

doesn’t know who is really in the right, he has never been sure himself, he shakes his head, 

tries to keep his cool, not to drown in the sea of words, this face-on meeting with insanity 

has upset him, pulled the ground from under his feet, he won’t be pulled into this 

madness, won’t be carried away by Danny’s carefully prepared and considered set of 

allegations. 

He understands now, this is how it happens to him and this is how it happens to an 

entire ward, because this madness is infectious. Luckily, Danny is gradually relaxing, he’s 

no longer shaking from head to tow like before, his speech is also slower, the flow will 

cease soon, and then it’s clarity will also cease. 

He has already discussed the program to take over the Temple Mount, gone through 

the arrangements for prayer – making them convenient to all three great religions. He will 

certainly be generous, if he does not feel threatened, he’ll be generous, he will be attentive 

to everyone’s appeals, will respond to them wholeheartedly. Yes, he’s talking to Nadia and 

responding the generosity she has shown him. 
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Danny suggests they accompany him to the workshop, he wants them to see his 

paintings and shows them the one he did of the tree in autumn, with the coffin on the 

ground beneath it. Nadia asks him to give her the picture as a gift, and Danny signs his 

name in the lower right hand corner, adds the date and gives it to her. 
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Twenty Four 

Jamil raises his head to the skies. Dressed in his only suite, wearing his black shoes that 

squeak with every step he takes down Sheikh Radowan Alley, he sees the birds flying and 

follows their flight, first they flew in a straight line and then the entire flock, as if following 

an order, disappeared beyond the rooftops. He wonders if there’s life down there, behind 

the gray houses, in the dark courtyards, and if the birds will ever return to the clear blue 

skies. 

He was reassured when he saw the flock rising above him, and cruising once again 

on the wind. The contractor still hasn’t arrived. As soon as he does, Jamil’s freedom will be 

curtailed and he will dive straight into the world of business. 

People pass him on their way up the road, rushing, not looking, not knowing that 

Jamil is standing here in all his glory, waiting for his orders. When necessary, he’ll know 

how to strip off his uniform, don a workman’s overalls and get to work. That’s how it all 

began in the PLO – from the bottom, with a great deal of perseverance and patience and, 

especially, unreserved devotion, and time has shown it to have paid off. Yes, theirs is no 

work that is valueless, he recites to himself, from now on he’ll toe the line and be like all the 

others. It’s a time of peace, and a man has to know how to adapt himself to a changing 

world. 

He looks at his watch, the contractor is half an hour late. He’ll wait, won’t get 

annoyed, the man will turn up and apologize profusely. Maybe one of the laborers on the 

building site will recognize him, and there on the scaffolding, they’ll tell discuss his 

adventures, he smiles to himself, it won’t be the first time, when he kept his own mouth 
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shut, others praised him to the skies. He, who kept his silence for so many years of 

underground activity, is hardly one to slip up at the end of the road. 

“Are you Jamil! That cute little kid, with the shy smile and angel face, you were a 

member of the PLO?! I’d never have believed it.!” A neighbor, who had know him since 

early childhood, said to him emotionally. 

Indeed, when the Oslo accords were signed, he and his friends came out, there are 

still many others who don’t know. 

Here he comes, a large man, full of self satisfaction, a Jewish face. He’ll say only that 

he’s interested in laboring on a building site, to make a living, that’s all. And if he asks 

where he worked until now and ask for references, he’ll find a way to avoid answering. 

A strong hand is held out to him, and Jamil puts his in it hesitatingly, lowering his 

gaze, it’s not the first time he feels like a humiliated, downtrodden girl, in face of authority. 

“How can I help you, my young friend?” asks the contractor in a booming voice 

from the street corner. 

“I … I, well, I’m looking for work.,” he says simply, “I’ve been involved in national 

affairs recently and now I’ve decided to turn over a new leaf.” Damn it, again, he’s gone 

and included it. 

“In clothes like those you come to work?” A greasy face sneers at him. 

“I’ve brought work clothes with me, here in my bag,” he blurts out quickly and pats 

his bag, “I didn’t think I’d start working today.” 
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“So what did you think?” man pushes his pot belly at him, examines him from up 

close, feels the fabric of his suit with his thick fingers, “every day means money. How 

many mouths do you have at home to feed?” 

Jamil lowers his eyes, like a virgin girl, “I haven’t got any yet,” he whispers. 

“Alright then, a young fellow like you looking for work, it’s nice, but of course we’ll 

pay you less. You understand, of course, that we have to take care of our own people who 

have families, whose children are starving. And another thing, although I’m sure it can be 

taken for granted, is that you came to work and no to dabble in politics, if you have to give 

a hand in establishing a settlement, then you do what has to be done. Any questions?” 

Only now does he stand up and release Jamil from his foul breath. 

“No, no, I haven’t got any questions.” 

“OK then, kid, get to work!” 

Jewish maniac, Jewish maniac, Jewish mania! Even the Jewish occupier never 

humiliated him like this. That’s what he is, that Arab contractor. Yes, some Arabs are no 

better than Jews. 

His fat gut, with his little testicles folded there behind the huge belly. Why can’t he 

keep his eyes off it, and the belt going down to somewhere below his hips, slipping down 

to the crotch, where it settles in full pomp and ceremony. A tiny limp dick lays there in the 

shadow of that huge mountain. Over and over, he thinks about that belt and the 

unassuming loins dangling there under its auspices and feels his skin start to crawl and a 

shy smile spreads over his face and fills him with pleasure. 
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He knocked on the table with the money and asked how much of a discount he’s 

getting for cash, a discount on the very little he had already agreed to pay, and as Jamil had 

managed pull himself up and say determinedly, “And not an agora more!” As we agreed!” 

but even as he heard himself saying it, he still didn’t sound as determined as he wanted. 

Now, again, he’s smiling shyly to himself, wondering if the word “genitalia” has 

any connection with embarrassment, because he keeps on saying to himself – he’s 

embarrassed and the contractor’s genitalia don’t leave him for a moment. His heart starts 

thumping and a deep blush covers his cheeks as he remembers being called and told, 

“come here! Can you see this, you idiot? The wall’s not straight.” And terrible blows by an 

axe shattered the wall that he, Jamil, had plastered with the sweat of his brow, in order to 

start all over again. 

“The Jews won’t accept it,” the contractor told him, “and if you don’t start working 

properly, you’ll get the sack.” 

Again he sees the gut and the belt, but this time kindness and gentleness wash over 

him and inflame his blood, and he wonders how he didn’t think of it all these years, that, in 

fact, even the way to the Jews passes below the belt, through love and not through war, 

and wondered if he wasn’t wrong all these years for joining the Palestine Liberation 

Organization, instead of going to that place that leads straight to the heart, and the 

contractor, although he knew that he was an Arab, appeared to have skin that was soft and 

white, like that of a European Jew, is now saying how satisfied he is with his work, gives 

him a powerful hug and the smell of his armpits fills him with pleasure. 
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He thought he should run and tell his discover to the Ra’is 3, that this is how they 

should surrender to the Jews, to blend in with their power, and to become one of them. 

Now he is standing at the entrance to the “Arab in his Heart” café, not knowing how 

his legs brought him here, waits another minute at the door, so as to finish his dream – that 

he is sucking white milk out of the Ra’is ’s large penis, who also appears at that moment to 

be Jewish, and they both enjoy it together. And, really, why not? It’s quite clear that the 

Ra’is , too, wants to have the milk of heroes sucked out of him. 

The Ra’is  talks to him and tells him how limp his loins are and how he, Jamil, has to 

breath new life into them. He waited in the Ra’is ’s four poster bed and waited for him to 

come to sleep and it filled him with pleasure. 

In fact, he was here to take his leave of the “Arab in his Heart” café, not to come here 

again. The Ra’is always said that a leader should know when to resign, and he is sure that 

Arafat has heard about him, that he knew when to leave the race, at the top and not during 

the steep slope behind it. 

He had once read about Churchill, that at the end of his career, he hadn’t known 

that it was time to resign and would fall asleep in parliament. He has no doubt, the Ra’is 

will know when to resign, he had always spoken of it, how much wisdom and courage one 

must have to step down when one’s ahead. And now it’s his turn to take this difficult step, 

to resign. 

He will no longer sit here, it’s the decision he’s taken, his underground days are 

over, and now he’s going back to work, to life. 

                                                 
3 Ra-is – boss. PLO leader Yasser Arafat is referred as “Ra’is” 
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He approaches the café’s owner and holds out his hand, and she, surprised, holds 

hers out to him. It is not customary to shake hands here, here it is customary to look people 

straight in the eye. It’s become a tradition in the “Arab in his Heart”, and he doesn’t even 

know why, and she, the owner, who went through God knows what in Germany, looks at 

him with wise blue eyes … 

“I’ve come to say goodbye,” he says, “I’m going to work,” thnking he’s said more 

words to her than he ever has before. 

She thinks it’s a good thing that he’s going to work, but also believes that he can 

come in to the “Arab in his Heart” from time and have something to drink. But he has 

made up his mind, he will not be coming back here, because it provides an opportunity to 

malinger, an opening to regression, and he wants to move forward. 

She’s still holding on to his hand, he still hasn’t pulled it back, thinking of all the 

friends here who’ll no longer see him here … how long has he been holding on to her hand, 

to her damp blue eyes, with their reddish sockets? He’s only come to say goodbye. And 

even she knows that you can’t do that again. What, does she expect him to come to say 

goodbye to her every day? 

Some people he knows came in later and he didn’t say hello to them.  

He stood up suddenly and pinned a piece of paper on the notice board, which he 

divided into two long columns with a straight line down the middle. At the head of one of 

the columns he wrote “Victims of the War” and at the head of the other, he wrote, “Victims 

of Peace,” and he wrote his own name at the top of second column and went back to his 

seat, hoping that someone will realize that a war is defense of the soul, and that peace can 
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leave you naked. He remembers what any kindergarten kid knows, how hard it is to play 

war games alone. He then dropped his head on his arm, that lay loosely on the table, and 

felt that for the first time in his life, he could honestly say that he was sad. 

At night he dreamt that the café owner was telling him that that’s not the way to do 

things, that you don’t just up and leave a girl like that and that he’ll miss her for the rest of 

his life. He asks her how she knows and she rummages in a large pile of garbage and pulls 

out a book with the names of all the people who ever lived and were now dead, stops at 

the name “Jamil” where it says that that’s not how things are done, that that’s not how one 

lives, that one can’t just tear up all the earlier pages, as if they never were and to start over 

from the beginning and that anyone who does that, his punishment will be that he will 

always feel a lack, and he’ll miss what he had, and she tells him that his punishment begins 

now. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



                  146 

Twenty Five 

At the same time, Nadia was standing next to her sculpture and deciding to devote the rest 

of the night to her work, to give all her love to this sculpture that was being born out of the 

stone. She strokes the baby’s head as it emerges from the white block.. Hair blowing in the 

wind, dreamy, fighting eyes, a perfectly formed, sharp and arrogant nose, that’s what her 

baby will look like, that’s how she sees him, that is how he will be born to her, from within 

this hard lump of stone. 

A whole night of carving. A slim, vulnerable figure, the sculptress holds the heavy 

hammer in one hand, hitting with all her might, to break, to shatter, to help the head 

emerge from this vibrating lump. One knock after another, painful, callused hands, 

covered in white powder, discarding the refuse, enlarging the opening, wounding the body 

of the stone, which does not surrender, even a whole night of being hammer blows. 

Nadia faces the stone that is holding on with all its power to her child, unwilling to 

give up. In the end, she knows, the day will come and only the child will remain, the 

mother will not remain, that’s how it is, dust to dust, but she goes on, like a practices 

midwife, wiping away streams of sweat, continues to hammer away relentlessly, stops for 

a moment, looks, polishes the stone with a gentle touch, blows into the child the little love 

remaining to her after a night like this. 

Early the next morning she takes Yoni with her. Damp clumps of earth disappear 

beneath their shoes and reappear, escaping from the corners, marching down the path 

leading to the river. A sea of multi-colored flowers. The wind blows waves into them and 

they lower their heads for its gentle stroke. 
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A good winter sun peeps out from beyond the clouds, imparting a yellowing air to 

the landscape. A field of corn sings in the wind, the lyrics following them on their way, at 

once loud and rhythmic, at once silent and mysterious, must prick up one’s ears, to sup in 

with the eyes and to let them rest on the mysteries of eternity. 

Yoni hears the frightened wind breathing at his shoulder, like a drum beat, the rustle 

of the water below sounds like flute and birdsong. Nadia was born in this place, in these 

landscapes, so he thinks. Her face, too – the carved cheekbones like powerful rocks, and 

brown clots of dark skin covering them. She exudes the scent of fresh and nourishing earth, 

her eyes shining, clear and reflective, and wavy black hair spread like wheat sheaves are 

stroked by wind. 

“This rocky hill, do you see it?” she points a finger at the top of the hill, as they start 

their climb toward the sunrise. 

Yoni turns his eyes toward the steep, upright rock, its feet deep in the earth and its 

head looking at the skies, opening a wide mouth in the soft belly of the clouds. 

“A lump of chalk, I found it after searching for a long time, and in Har Eival of all 

places, I don’t know how it was formed here. You can see the entire city from here. Here, at 

this spot, that’s where I want to carve the sculpture.” 

She stops on the way up the slope, smiles at the wind, he takes his place behind 

here, wipes the sweat off his forehead, looks toward the twisting path, winding snakelike 

through the dense undergrowth of the rising peak. 
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Breathlessly, they climb to the top of the rock and hold their heads up high. Dull 

rays issue out of the rock head, split and disintegrate into thousands of tiny slivers of light 

among the clouds. 

“There’s life in this rock, it has to be beaten in order for it to comes to light,” she 

says. 

“Nadia, you’re crazy, you’re alone against this mountain, you and your hammer 

and your little sculptress against this hard stone, it’s pure madness.” 

She gives him a long look, her eyes shining, throwing out devilish sparks of light. 

“Come up close,” she holds out her hand to him, “smell the rock, stroke it along its strata 

lines, hold it hard, see for yourself how much warmth and softness there is in this 

hardness.” 

He’ll leave her here alone and descend, like Moses on Mount Zion. With the first 

light of morning, he’ll climb back to her, bring her water and a loaf of bread. 

“Yes,” she says slowly, “I need to be here alone. With you here, it won’t work.” 
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Twenty Six 

He speeds down the hills, on the winding roads leading to Ein Kerem. … on the radio, a 

Palestinian is being interviewed about the horrors of the Israeli occupation in the west 

bank. He’s heard it a million times, it goes in one ear and out the other. Banal, empty 

words, familiar, unpleasant sounds, that have lost their meaning through too much use. 

Now he is in his therapist’s chair, trying to understand his patient, make head or tail 

of what he is going through, to define his boundaries and restrain him, as would an 

authoritative, depressing parent. Runs frantically to a counseling session, seeking help, 

understands that the worst has happened – he has stopped listening. 

The counselor looks at him and says, “Murderer! Only a murderer is able not to 

listen. It’s all there in the books. What, haven’t you read it? Murderer, his hearing is 

impaired, and he can no longer hear the sound of weeping, it’s killing him, those sounds.” 

She falls silent, her face like a rock. He listens to the quiet, maybe that’s what she 

wants, that he listen to the quiet, because he can’t listen to any other voices, and out of the 

silence, there arises and rolls the faint sound of choked weeping, rising up and coming 

from a far off place. 

He understands suddenly what she has been telling him, she is saying that he will 

never  be able to hear pain or listen to weeping, which is why he will never have children, 

But on when he remembers that he’s a murderer, only when he knows who he really is, on 

then, if he listens very, very carefully, will he be able to discern the sound of weeping. 

They want to laugh at him, they’ve gone quite out of their minds, he’s already 

forgotten, and now it’s coming back to him, as if there is no law of limitations. He opens 
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the window, a cold, stinging wind smacks his face, “Enough!” he shouts toward the hill 

that rises up in front of him, and listens as his voice breaks against the hard Jerusalem 

basalt stone. 

“Murderer!” he howls suddenly at the top of his voice. He’ll wear out his vocal 

chords, until he can no longer talk. It’s the just punishment for a murderer, to make him 

shout out “murderer,” for the rest of his life, until he no longer had any vocal chords, and 

then he’ll go on hearing “murderer, murderer,” playing at him from inside himself, like a 

nostalgic children’s tune, “once upon there was … murderer, murderer, murderer.” 

And now the echo comes back at him from the hills – “murderer… murderer … 

murderer… “ sweeping and rolling up from all corners of the dry river bed, from the 

hilltops, the peaks and the clouds, from the mountain goats looking down at him, and the 

birs of prey hovering above. Even the wind is wailing, the car engine is hiccoughing, and 

suddenly all these face come out and position themselves out of the rocks, a whole mixture 

of faces poking their tongue at him, with a carved message on it in blood, “murderer.” 

“Enough!” Alright, so he’s a murderer. We’ve heard all about it, and now he’s on his 

way to counsel Yossi from the GSS, and anyway it’s Jerusalem here, where you can’t exist 

unless you have some kind of long standing guilt to your name. 

Enough, Yoni, honestly, enough, that’s how his mother used to reassure him when 

he was a child, but it’s not working now, not even that gentle voice, it’s not working. 

Enough, Yoni, enough, he tries again, this time it might have worked a little. 

There’s a truck winding its way down, overtakes it on a bend, and he’s annoyed 

with himself for putting himself in such danger just to get to Yossi from the GSS on time, 
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finishes overtaking and, behind him, the truck driver hoots at him furiously. Good jog 

there’re roads, otherwise he’d never know what a soft type like him was capable of. 

He committed murder once, and now he’s remembering an old nightmare, knowing 

it’s not a dream. 

 

Here’s Yossi coming in now, finding it hard to begin, taking a deep breath, filling up 

his lungs, sending out cautious smiles in every direction, but still appearing as if he has 

pulled himself together after their last meeting. Yoni is amazed at the powers of mental 

defense – his own is made of reinforced concrete. Maybe this time, there’ll be a crack of a 

breakthrough, and he’ll be able to talk about his impotence, without falling apart. 

He wants to speak about what happened to him this week with an Arab 

collaborator. No, he can’t, is too shy, holds his tongue, hesitates. Yoni knows, it’s the right 

time to remain silent, to let him move at his own pace, thus, at least, he promised him last 

time. 

He’s busy with something else now – he thinks he’s doing it on purpose, at least 

accidentally on purpose, wants to attract his curiosity, wants him to take an interest in him, 

and he is indeed very, very interested in this story. 

“Well, he was sitting there, that Arab, his hands tied behind the chair. We’re alone 

together in the room, no witnesses, no reports, no peeping toms and I can with him 

whatever I feel like! 

A collaborator who is suspected of treason has lost his respect, since – you must 

know – we do make an effort to maintain their respect, because there’ll be no-one else to 
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save them and then their ours. Do you understand, they have only one good daddy in this 

whole wide world. Once you’ve crossed the river and collaborated with the enemy, you’ve 

had it, you burned all your bridges, and there’s nowhere for you to go back to, you belong 

to us, to the end. 

“He didn’t want to speak, to tell the truth, assuming that it’s the truth, because I 

wasn’t sure myself, but, just for the sake of it, I told him that I knew that he’s a double 

agent, that he was doing it because he still hasn’t decided who’s side he’s on, can’t make up 

his mind, and we don’t like people like that. I threatened to shove him into a cell with a few 

Hamas members. 

“He didn’t want to shout, ‘No! No!’ he shouted, and swore that what he was saying 

was the truth. 

“We’ll stick you in with them, and come and tell me, sweetheart, what they’ll do to 

you, I want to hear all the details.” 

Yoni can hear Yossi’s sweetish voice in the room, a nauseating voice, leaning 

forward toward the victim and whispering into a terrified face … 

“And he started to sing, the fellow, he knows better than I what they do to 

collaborators. He admitted everything. Everything he did and didn’t do. And he signed 

everything. 

“In the end, I pulled aside the curtain, and he saw the three Hamas members, who 

had heard every word. Now he’s really all ours, because as far as they’re concerned, he’s 

burned out.” 
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He notices that his hands have grasping the arms of the chair, for a while. He 

appears frozen in his place, as if someone had nailed him to the seat. No, he cannot identify 

with the victim, he must identify with the aggressor, with Yossi, to get to the bottom of this 

aggression, otherwise there is no way in the world that he can help him. 

“ … No, no, it really is very hard for me to talk about that,” again Yossi hesitates 

whether to open it all up …  

Yoni has no doubt, that now he is the interrogator and Yossi is the one being 

interrogated, this is how he is behaving here in the room. In the end, he’ll sing 

everything… 

“And do you know,” Yossi gathers his courage, “I don’t know why, but all through 

the interrogation, his dick is standing straight up in front of me, it’s always happening to 

me in interrogations. I can’t keep my eyes off that package that is rising up insolently into 

my face. So I grabbed hold of it, and then screamed at him that I’d fuck his arse and turn 

him into a woman, a faggot, and send him back to his village, and they’ll all come to fuck 

him and he’ll become the village cock-sucker. 

“Come on, give me kiss, my own sweet faggot,” I told him, “Here like this, that’s 

better, ah, you’re disgusted by me … And I slapped his face… “ 

Yossi starts crying, whining with crocodile tears, hiccups, chokes, a strange kind of 

weeping that it is hard to understand, maybe he’s crying because of what he did, and Yoni 

suddenly gets an erection himself from all this story. Just as well that the session is about to 

end. 
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Alone in his office, sprawled over in the armchair, Yoni thinks about Yossi… he says 

he’s impotent, but I bet he gets an erection when he’s conducting an interrogation. It’s the 

war that turns him on, and it must be love that castrates him. 
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Twenty Seven 

“I’ve reached the chest,” Nadia gasps toward Jamil, who comes to visit her on the top of 

the hill, sending out spread fingers to stroke the smooth stone. She stops, to feel the cold, 

“See, the sculptress touches the flat, broad lump of rock. A smooth Jewish chest, upright, 

belonging to a soldier.” 

Stood eight hours in the burning sun,” Jamil tells her, while Nadia goes on sanding 

and smoothing the chest, “I was waiting for a border pass. My feet were sore and I didn’t 

even drink a glass of water. There was even no shelter from the sun. Quietly, in that 

denseness and overcrowding, there was a sharp smell of sweat, unfamiliar faces sticking to 

me, complaining, cursing and whining. I put a halter on my mouth, I’ve always known that 

restraint is best. 

“The queue didn’t move, it was midday and the sun was burning in the sky. A 

twenty year old soldier was standing at the head of a line of hundreds of Palestinians, all 

asking for permission to go over like a bunch of asses to do a better, stronger, quicker job of 

building their Jewish state. One clean, tall, handsome soldier, against an entire, wobbly 

herd of ugly meat. This is how I faced up to authority and lowered my gaze. He scanned 

the queue, screwed me with his eyes, had his way with me, like a shepherd that covets a 

sheep. 

Half naked laborers took off their shirts, dripping water. We were stuck to each 

other, sweat to sweat, flesh to flesh, drooping, floppy like a woman’s breasts, buttoned up 

in soaking wet synthetic clothes, and a faint fuzz of hair around the nipples. 
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“I didn’t take off my jacket and tie, that’s the way I was throughout my years of 

service for the PLO, they all knew that Jamil always looks tidy. But … but my shirt was no 

longer white, soaking up my body juices, sticking to my belly like a dirty rag. Is that how I 

shall appear in front of the soldier to receive my border pass? 

“And here am I, a young man, in the course of the Intifada, before the Oslo accords, 

facing up to this soldier, hurling a stone at him straight into his face, and he covers his face 

with his hands, blood spurting out between his fingers. He falls to the ground, this huge 

tower collapses, and a terrible cry echoes in my ears. 

“And now I am returning to my home. Mother is preparing me a meal, heating up 

the pita on the fire. Labane and olives on the side, a good evening meal for her son, for 

whom a miracle has to happen each night he comes home. 

“Father arrives after me, tired and hungry. From morning to night he has been 

working on the scaffolding, building strongholds for the Israeli army. Mother serves his 

dinner too, but comes back to me immediately, looking over my body with her merciful 

glance, passing a shivering hand over my belly, stopping at my muscles, all six of them, 

plucks at them as a violinist would a string, sends me a fierce look, he lips pursed, pulled 

back. 

“You’ve got a find body,” she says. Then she notices a blue-red bruise at the top of 

my thigh, strokes it gently, pulls off my trousers and lays a damp cloth on the bruise. “It’ll 

pass,” she says, and her eyes move to my face. 
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“Now she goes to take care of Father, and the spark in her eyes is dulled, and the 

smile on her face has faded. When she is done looking after him, she returns to sit next to 

me and strokes my head, asking me if I want anything else. 

“Our eyes meet, a sad smile meets its counterpart, and father’s old eyes are also 

seeking me out, but from a distance. 

“Jamil, min hada, Hamil?? The soldier screams in an angry voice and I, Nadia, am 

shocked, wake up out of myself, lower my head in front of him and say quietly, “It is I.” 

Nadia says nothing, only carves stomach muscles into the stone, six in number, one 

after the other, using her sharp chisel to deepen the crevices between them. The bruise in 

the thigh is covered with a cold stone bandage, and now she smoothes it with a file, 

carefully, gently, as one would care for an unhealed wound. 
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Twenty Eight 

Under a lamp, Nadia is leaning over a table loaded with sketches. He approaches her in 

concern, sees a picture of a group, a family, hugging each other, walking, their eyes drawn 

toward the horizon. A motionless moment, watching, and suddenly a flurry of short sharp 

movements, jotting something down quickly before it escapes her awareness. 

Then she rises from the table, distances her eyes from the page, and looks once 

again. Dissatisfaction emanates from her, and she sends out a small hand, picks up the 

page to her, screws it up with all her strength and hurls it into the wastepaper basket at her 

side. 

Yoni puts out his arm, grasps one of the pages and looks at it. “No! No!” she cries, 

and snatches the page from his hand, “It’s not ready yet, I can’t let you look at it now.” 

“So when?” he blurts out in alarm, stepping back, his empty hand still raised in the 

air. 

“I don’t know. When it’s ready, I can’t show it to you as it is.” 

“What are you so afraid of?” he sneers at her. 

“No, I’m  not afraid of anything, it’s just that you’re disturbing me.” 

He withdraws from the backlash of insult. Life with a sculptress is not living, it’s not 

a matter of touching life, but one of touching stone. 

 

He stretches himself on the carpet in front of the screen, news, and now he can 

watch someone else’s murders. It’s always useful to a murderer, to know he’s not alone. 
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Ever since she’s started working on that sculpture of hers up there on the top of the 

hill, he’s been cooking the meals and she’s involved in herself, shrouded in some 

mysterious aura. She mustn’t be disturbed, the great sculptress. With the first light of day, 

she’s off to the top of the hill, a small bag in her hand, a hammer, a few chisels and enough 

sandwiches to last until dusk. Then she’ll come home for a restless sleep, that will end 

again with the next dawn. 

He can still remember how they used to look at each other when night fell, touching, 

feeling each others’ faces beneath the warm quilt, and falling asleep into their love. 

Nowadays, she feels, files, smoothes the fine tissue of her sculpture, it is with it that she 

makes love… 

“An explosive device went off in a number 26 bus from Ramat Eshkol … “ Arafat 

has condemned the incident. 

He watches him talking, condemning in a quiet tone, unemotionally, with no 

excitement in his voice. He would like to see him burn up with fury, hopes to see him 

shooting off the arrows of his rage toward the murderers. No, he does not convince him. So 

he condemns, so what? 

“That fox,” he says to her, “look at him, a wily as all the Arabs.” 

Nadia does not reply, she is laying motionlessly over the table. 

“Why don’t you make love to him?” he tries again, “you and he are one and the 

same. Tell me, wouldn’t you like to devote yourself to the revolution, to be the great 

leader’s mistress! Tell me, don’t you think that would be creative?” 
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She does no move, just looks, then moves her hand quickly toward the  sketch, pulls 

out the page and starts again, and he sends out a long arm to stroke, to make up, he can’t 

go on like this. 

“No, not now,” she says. 

Snatches back his hand, withdraws from the flame of the insult, she really does not 

want him. “Don’t you think he looks like a fox, that Arafat of yours?” he continues to 

murmur behind her back, “Look at that wicked little grin of his, like a devil, his eyes 

darting from place to place. Why don’t you carve that face into your sculpture, that’s what 

an Arab snake looks like.” 

 And she – a piece of stone, stands looking at the screen. “… and those cold 

eyes and metallic voice of Rabin’s, are they any better?” she asks. “A fox is weak, he needs 

to know when to smile.” 

 

 

“A large salad,” she orders, “dry white wine,” he orders. He won’t be able to take 

off without a little wine. She probably doesn’t need it. 

He looks at her in her faded jeans and tee shirt that covers her small breasts and 

boyish body. “Why don’t you ever get dress nicely,” he says, “put some make up on and 

look like a woman for a change.” 

“It’s not my style,” she says, “I’m not a woman, I lack something, for me to be a 

woman.” 
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He looks her over deeply: she always wears a tee shirt that matches her jeans, how 

conservative she is in her scruffiness, the way she always makes sure to color match her 

tops to her jeans. And she never misses. 

“If I had big tits, high heels, a short tight skirt, and lots of blusher on my cheeks…” 

her naughty eyes and dimples are aimed at him, “tell me, is that really what men want?” 

He leans toward her, “I prefer you the way you are, I don’t like overdone femininity. 

I want you to look simple and nuts, just the way you are.” 

“But when you see a woman like that,” Nadia doesn’t quite believe him, “doesn’t it 

turn you on?” 

“Maybe, but it’s too much for me. What I need is modest and simple,” he says, 

knowing that that’s how it’s like with murderers, who always looks for simple things. 

“I also shrink up when I’m with large men in suits and ties, I don’t know why.” 

At the other end of the café, he notices two fancily dressed guys, not young, clean 

shaven, in evening suites, deep in conversation. Nadia is most likely referring to someone 

like them, entrepreneurs, people in authority. 

“And don’t you like me?” he asked in a hesitant voice, “would you like to have 

some else, someone more manly?” 

“We’re a couple of kids,” she says consolingly, “and that’s the truth. Look how 

we’re dressed.” 

A kid – a murderer… it reassures him a little. He sips some of the dry wine, breathes 

in a lung full of cold air. Jerusalem in the evening, a cool breeze floods him. The scent of 
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early childhood. The darkness of her skin moves him, she has the joy of youth, and she’s all 

his. 

“I always wanted a girl friend my own age, from my class in school,” she confesses. 

“We’re actually siblings, that’s how I feel with you.” 

“What kind of siblings?” he protests, laughing, “I don’t like the sound of that, I’m 

attracted to you.” 

“Yes, but there’s attraction between siblings, too, quite strong sometimes.” 

“I don’t know any more what you’re to me, but you’re everything to me.” 

She beams at him. “I love you, do you know that.” 

“I’m not always sure. When you turn in on yourself … I have a daydream that 

repeats itself constantly: here I am climbing to the top of the hill with a huge hammer, and 

go and shatter your sculpture. Full of rage, I hammer the heavy metal at the hard rock, 

wipe away my sweat and go on, again and again, endlessly, turning that stone into a find 

dust. Only thus can I relax.” 

And Nadia says that you shouldn’t break sculptures, since each sculpture has a 

secret inside it, and if its destroyed, it’ll never be possible to uncover it. 

Now she send out a long arm across the table and he clutches at her long thin 

fingers, and she moves them gently. These hidden nuances are so dear to him, the only sign 

that she loves him, that there is something between them. He wants more, he wants to hold 

the whole of her hand, the whole of her, but restrains himself. 
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Night. She is not his, she’s theirs, those men in suites and ties. That power draws 

her, he had no doubt of it. They are larger than he, stronger than he, more attractive than 

he. Here she is with them, responding to them with her body, giving herself up to them, 

her soul goes out to them. And now he remembers reading in the paper that a little boy 

stood next to his father as he was fornicating with his mother and clapped his hands, and 

someone said that this was how children grew up. 

He remembers the collaborator, and understood suddenly what it meant to grow up 

in the shadow of occupation, and it was quite clear to him that it was a case of taking over a 

woman, and no more. And the way in which those collaborators were standing aside and 

watching the fornication, licking their lips and wiping away the spittle. And he asks 

himself how Nadia could have grown up in this all this, with a father who was murdered, 

and she goes to Israel, and he did not know the answer. And remembers how dear the land 

is to the Arabs, and how we are working it, plowing it, and sowing seed in it, and 

fertilizing it again and again, year after year, and how it must feel to them to stand by and 

see it all happening. 

Suddenly, he feels weak in the knees, and it seems to him that now, those masculine 

looking men,those grown up men, those great big men, those strong men, are standing up 

and coming over to take his Nadia away from him, with the greatest of ease, and 

fornicating with her before his very eyes, and sending him off to hell, and he’s standing by 

them like a helpless child, excited by the sight, applauding them, until, in the end, he 

relaxes, places his head on the pillow and falls asleep. 
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He found Nadia in the kitchen in a white tee shirt, pushing her shoulders forward, 

her loose hair swinging in front of her, her hand slicing up tiny pieces of salad vegetables, 

her knife cutting into a wooden chopping board. 

Hamas are saying the Rabin has humiliated the Palestinian delegation, and Yoni is 

pleased, at last we’re humiliating them and not them us. After all, they won on the 

deportation matter, didn’t they? So now we’ve humiliated them. It’s the name of the game, 

after all, which one humiliates the other. 

Wonder what Nadia thinks about it, she’s familiar with the dance steps involved in 

humiliation – one to the front, two back, she’s been there a thousand times, you can tell by 

her arrogant cheekbones, her bashful dimples, long neck and modest breasts. But, unlike 

him, she does not make an issue of it, that’s how it is when you live in the shadow of 

humiliation. 

 

He, too, grew up with this music, but he’s still not an expert, nonetheless. Does one 

have to be strong or weak in order to ask for peace? He should ask her. “To see therapy?” 

he teaches his patients, “to recognize your problems,” he says to them over and and over 

again, “it’s a sign of maturity and strength, not of weakness.” But they are reluctant to 

believe it. 

And to be a murderer, is that strength or weakness? 

Enough, Yoni, enough! 

He had a classmate in school who never asked to make up and he, Yoni, always had 

to do the making up first, otherwise they would have been forever at war and never would 
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have been friends. So the teacher came and saved the day. She pulled them each by the arm 

toward each other, pushed each boy’s arm through that of the other, held them fast and 

told them to say, “Let’s not quarrel, just you see, let’s make up, just you and me.” 

But they used to like saying, “Let’s not quarrel just you see, and may an Arab fall in 

the sea.” 
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Twenty Nine 

“You are forcing me to talk,” Yossi says, a furious smile on his face, “you haven’t told me a 

thing yet, and I’ve already told you everything. I know exactly what you think of me, I’m 

sure you think I’m shit, nothing, worthless. At first you ask me to tell you everything, and 

then you think I’m subhuman. Now I’m going to be silent and wait for you to tell me what 

you think of me.” 

He purses his lips, sharpens his face, is about to drive him out of his mind. Yossi 

looks him over with a sharp look. No, he will not allow a patient of his to cause him to 

lower his gaze. He is not under interrogation, even though Yossi probably knows. 

He continues to stare at him with a penetrating look in his eyes, waiting to hear 

what he has to say, but Yossi is silent. Something boils in Yoni, something in Yoni rages, 

something is about to explode. What on earth is happening to him? 

“Yossi,” he says at last, “Just look how you’re egging me on to attack you. You’re 

not going to give in until there’s full scale war, and it’s not because you want a war – 

believe me, you don’t – it’s simply because you don’t know any anything else, and it’s 

something that you want very much and long for, something for which you are here today, 

and that is a warm, close relationship.” 

He’s doing his best, knowing it’s the right thing to do, but doesn’t know if it’ll 

work., if Yossi has the power to penetrate the that wall that surrounds him. He jots down 

with satisfaction that murderers are capable of empathy toward other murderers. 

Silence… something has happened. He has touched a spot. Something has changed 

in Yossi’s face: there is a sudden tranquility in it, the face of war has relaxed a little. “You 
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know,” he begins quietly, “how I miss the winter, being closed up at home to escape the 

raging rains, looking out of the window at the streams of water, watching the trees bent 

over against the winds and being alone with myself. If only for this, this meeting was 

worthwhile,” he said bashfully. “I have done my bit, now it’s your turn.” 

Yes, it really is his turn, but it’s another turn, one of understanding. 

“You understood him,” said his counselor, “it took time, but in the end, you hit it 

spot on, and when you understand something, all the wars are over. And one small thing 

more – at the end, when he said it was your turn now, he was probably afraid of the 

closeness between you, that’s all.” 

 

“Big psychologist,” Nadia laughed at him that evening at dinner, “able to 

understand that adolescent from the GSS, but can’t understand us. We, too, are 

adolescents, we, too, are a nation in making, that wants independence. Don’t we deserve to 

have some benevolent father like you, who’ll understand us and help us to grow? What do 

we get instead? Desperate attempts to erase us off the face of the earth. But you know, the 

adolescent has not been born, who will relinquish his hope of liberty.” 
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Thirty 

Danny arrives, sends out a thick hand and shakes Nadia’s hand warmly and 

goodheartedly. How fat he has grown in that hospital! He’s a little more sane, under the 

cover of medication, but the madness could show up any minute. 

He stands there in the middle of the room on his thick legs, dressed in gray wool 

socks – a relic of what had once been a part of his army uniform – and a khaki parka that he 

will never part from in his life. Thus, in the middle of the room, he removes his parka with 

the slowness that is a result of his medication, and hangs it in the entrance hall. He looks 

around him and smiles, the man who had once been his friend, smiles. 

Yoni walks up to him and gives him one pat on the shoulder that is worth a 

thousand words – and Danny makes no move, either because his bulk makes movement 

difficult, or because of his schizophrenia.  

He has already touched him, already patted his shoulder, and can no longer make 

use of this particular weapon. His job now is to talk, to entertain, to introduce some life into 

this emptiness. Nadia, too, does not possess all the strength in the world, he has to help 

her, this is his friend. 

Danny strides slowly around the walls. “Look at these pictures and sculptures, 

wow… “ he says emotionally, looking out of the corner of his eye, with that special stance 

of his. “Why are you so sad?” he asks suddenly. 

Yoni shrugs, shudders: it’s the same old Danny again, who sees everything better 

than he can, it’s his own Danny from long ago, who always tells the truth. 
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“You are living your painting, you live through your material!” Danny waves his 

hands in all directions, showing his appreciation of her handiwork, and Nadia is listening, 

not alarmed, bending her head to the side, in order to better take in the sounds. 

More knocks on the door, this time it must be Jamil. He’s brought a gift – he’d never 

turn up empty handed – a box of various flavored chocolates. He’s like, Jamil, he can arrive 

bearing a box of chocolates and place an explosive device in the same breath. 

Nadia introduces her guests to each other, “Jamil, former freedom fighter, and 

Danny … “ she hesitates, searching for the right definition. 

“Former hero and current loonie,” he blurts out without batting an eyelid, and Jamil 

merely raises an eyebrow – you won’t catch him surprised – and they shake hands warmly. 

“Laurel and Hardy,” Danny blurts out, in utter sanity, and seems to have managed – 

this time – to bring a slight smile to Jamil’s lips. 

They are still grasping each other’s hands, still silent for  a moment. “Look, look at 

all those carvings,” Danny drags him to a corner of the room, “What do you think?”  He 

passes among the images, knocks on them gently and feels them with his fingers. Ever 

since his psychotic crisis, he’s been touching everything in sight, trying to feel everything 

from its beginning, to see if it exists. 

“Who feels like a bit of arm wrestling?” Jamis suggests, shrugging one arm out of 

his sleeve, raising a long brown arm, placing it at his side like a screw seeking its place, 

until finally placing his elbow firmly in the middle of the table. 
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Danny raises his own arm unhesitatingly, attaches his plump white fingers to 

Jamil’s, his face swelling up and ancient muscles gradually filling up with blood. “It’s been 

ages since I practices,” he gasps. 

Jamil firms up his grasp, as if supported by a huge pole, his hand smaller than 

Danny’s, yet he still tries to hold it with his long thin fingers. No, the poor man hasn’t a 

hope against Danny, but he has been working on building sites lately, whereas Danny is 

still on medication. So maybe… 

The arms tighten gradually, still not using all their strength, still trying to keep up 

appearances. “Smile,” so says Danny, “win and smile, that’s the best combination.” 

And now Jamil’s hand is pushing down, and Danny is straining, spitting and 

gasping, and still smiling, as he looks down at his arm. 

“Come on Jamil!” Nadia jumps up, “Come on Danny!” she corrects herself 

immediately. Jamil is bearing down on Danny’s arm, helping himself with his shoulder. He 

has a slight advantage, concentrates within himself, swallows the effort with a smile, and 

on the outside, only thin, pursed lips are visible. Still not using all his strength, Must 

delegate his strength, save some for the end, that’s what he was taught in the PLO. Buries 

his glance at the table, does not meet his opponent’s eyes, it’s the way Jamil has always 

fought. 

“Lift your head up and look at me! My eyes in your eyes!” Danny pants, “fight like a 

man, in war, you don’t lower you head!” He pierces Jamil with a wolf’s eyes, swallow-you-

up eyes, snarling lips, perhaps from the effort, or from the medication. Even with his arm 
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being pressed down, he seeks Jamil, to grasp at something, his face, his eyes, just not to let 

him sink into the abyss of defeat. 

He feels his hand slipping in Jamil’s, joining it and not letting go. Now it appears to 

him that he is not even using any strength, simply holding on to Jamil’s hand, which is 

bearing him here and there, swinging him within the shell of his hand, like a small cradle, 

guarding him as he would a small child, so he won’t fall. 

The first stream of sweat shines on Jamil’s brow, a sharp scent of closeness. He’ll 

wait a little longer for Jamil to really annoy him, for Jamil to really humiliate him a few 

millimeters more, when the real fire will issue forth from him, it’s happened to him in the 

past, that is the moment of insane strength. 

The hours drag by slowly in Nadia’s house by the light of the spirit lamp. Jamil has 

the advantage, and he recalls how, as a child in Dahaisha, he was beaten by the big kids. 

He didn’t tall his father, and one of them forced him to bring him a gift every day. Every 

day, little first-grader Jamil was obliged to bring a gift to the big second-grade bully. He 

never told his father, and only now, in the midst of this battle, does he understand why he 

never talked about it, only does he realize that his father, too, would not have known what 

to do about it. 

“Turn up the sound on the TV!” Danny splutters, easing up his grasp on the fingers 

and strengthening his hold on the narrow dark arm. Either his or Jamil’s pulse is 

thundering, singular rhythmic beats, echoing within the shell of their hands… 

“We must bear in mind that they are murderers,” says the senior officer to the 

interviewer, who is asking him whether he has any reservations with regard to the capture 
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of the terrorists, who are being shown at that very moment on the TV screen, “this 

particular one murdered a Jew just a month ago, and the other two, and the others 

murdered ten of their own people during the last two weeks. They are murderers,” he says, 

“and I am completely at peace with our action, and anyway, it is all done according to the 

law.” 

In all truth, Yoni, too, had no second thoughts. He saw the brave soldiers storming 

them with wisdom and with consideration, excellent soldiers, doing their jobs to the best of 

their abilities. Neither giving up, nor letting go, and the best ending is to win. 

Danny’s face swells up suddenly, his take on a fierce red color. “In the name of 

god!” he shouts into space, With a sudden swift move, he passes his arm to Jamil’s, and his 

is on top. Deep in his heard, he has already decided that if he wins this particular battle, it 

is a sign that he will also win the big battle. 

Any minute now and the terrorist’s house will blow up in the air. “Let them have it 

all the way, not to pity them, show them how strong we are,” says someone from among 

the group of soldiers, “Show them who’s the boss here. That’s the way, that’s what they 

have to understand, that they won’t dare raise their heads!” And the soldiers are seen 

moving from house to house, closing in on the terrorist, as they would on an animal… 

Jamil is shining with sweat and refuses to look at the TV screen. He brings his face 

and shoulder up close to Danny, as if edging him on, pressing with all his strength, his face 

growing more pointed with the effort. The veins stand out on his neck, about to burst. It is 

this that will finally break Danny, having someone look at him from up close, that’s what’ll 

finish him off, having someone smelling him from the inside, and he gets even closer, 
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touching him with his big eyes, crowding over him as if sharing a secret. It is this closeness 

that weakens Danny, he feels is very well in his pressed in hand. He has already closed the 

gap, and now he is about to overcome, bringing Danny’s arm slowly down to the table. 

“I’ll grab you by the balls!” Danny roars suddenly, his arm almost touching the 

wooden board, and Jamil’s hand letting go at once, consoling itself with the warm touch of 

Danny’s hand. 

That’s the secret! Only a madman like Danny could have entered the forbidden 

chambers of the heart, now Jamil’s arm is losing its advantage, and Danny is mercilessly 

placing his entire body weight behind the strength of his arm. 

“It’s against the rules,” Jamil protests, and his vocal chords barely allow the words 

out. He’d rather give in at once, than have to suffer the full humility of defeat, by dribs and 

drabs. But no, he won’t give in, not yet. His arm is almost resting on the table, only another 

few millimeters to go. Even if he loses, he won’t give in. He is like that, Jamil. 

He has to release his tie, in order to go on fighting. “Nadia,” he calls in a suffocated 

voice, and she, with her nimble fingers, massages his neck and undoes the knot on his tie. 

There, on the screen, there’s a man hunt, his brethren are being led to the slaughter. 

He has to win, in their name he will win. Whoever calls out in their name, cannot lose. 

And now, he is starting to gain height, his arm completes the distance necessary for 

a strong upright stand on the table. He inhales and exhales into Danny’s face, he will never 

forge the secret he has just discovered, to stay close to Danny, it is this closeness that 

weakens him, it is this intimacy that disarms him. 
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Yoni leans back and licks his lips: it’s coming, any minute now the terrorist will be 

caught and brought to the ground, humiliated, and satisfaction will soon follow. One of the 

soldiers is grasping by his shirt, another is pushing his rifle but into his neck – just let him 

dare make a move. More soldiers are rallying round, demonstrating how to catch a 

terrorist: one grabs him by the hair, another by his clothes, yet another by his sexual organ. 

Or so he hopes, anyway, although they are not showing it on TV. 

The soldiers are carrying out their jobs loyally. They were given a license to kill, in 

other words, a license not to think and not to feel, and this, as Yoni knows, is the most 

enjoyable kind of license. 

“Do you know,” Nadia shakes herself out of her apathy, as if shrugging off a 

slumbering cover, “fate is playing a cruel game with me.” 

Jamin and Danny stop their eye-lock for a moment and sit up, their joined hands 

upright on the table, like a ship’s mast in mid-sea. They turn their eyes to Nadia, who is 

lying on the sofa opposite them, huddled up in a checked flannel shirt, that falls over her 

brown skeletal body… 

“I shall never relent, until I find out who murdered him, until such a time as I come 

face to face with that soldier. The murder took place on a Friday morning, Father was 

walking innocently down the street, and a troupe of red bereted soldiers on reserve duty 

were there. 

“I have investigated and questioned, what the soldier looked like, I was told he had 

blue eyes and brown hair.” 
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“There’s a secret!” Danny announces and massages Jamil’s hand in his own plump 

ones. 

“What secret?” Nadia wonders. 

“Nuts never answer questions,” Danny explains, “nuts know all the truth without 

having to make explanations.” 

And he goes on to tell how he always has in his head a picture of a tree in fall, he 

doesn’t know why, once he even painted the tree and made a gift of it to Nadia. Haim, his 

caretaker, suggested he move with his associations, and he says that each time he does so, 

he inevitably reaches a dead end, something like reaching a grave and not knowing who’s 

buried there. 

He knows every inch of the West Bank4 and it all started when he once did a tour of 

the region. It was close to his stint of military service that time with Yoni, and he came 

upon a tree in fall, under which was a grave stone, and he had a strange feeling that a 

terrible crime had been committed here, that he, Danny, was a part of. His mental state had 

been unstable ever since. 

Nadia jumped up and asked where that grave was. 

Danny described the place for her, and she immediately recognized it as her own 

father’s grave, and everyone was amazed. 

Danny goes back to examining his sweaty hand in wonder, as it continued to hold 

loosely on to Jamil’s thin hand. For a moment, he had let down his guard, placed in trust in 

Jamil, turned his back on him, and he had not put a knife in his back. 

                                                 
4 Territories held by Israel after the 1967 Six Day War 
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“You can turn your back on an Arab and nothing happens, see?” he called out in 

amazement.  

“We can see,” he hears someone say from behind him, from out of his throat. It’s 

come out of his own head, he is sure of that now, from his own head. 

“Did you hear that?!” he straightens for a moment, blushes, and immediately pales, 

“Did you hear that voice?! Where is it coming from?” He doesn’t know, he is really 

confused now.  

“We didn’t hear anything?” Yoni replies. 

“Neither did I hear anything,” Nadia says in apology, and only Jamil remains silent. 

“Jamil, why are you so quiet? Did you hear the voice” 

Jamil makes no move, grasping relentlessly at Danny’s hand. 

“Answer me, Jamil!” Danny screams into his face, as a small child would, trying to 

get a sign of life out of his father, and withdraws immediately into himself.  

Jamil is silent, his eyes watching, dull, as if trying to hide the storm. Perhaps in order 

to avoid arousing anger. He has learned to speak in silence, for as long as he has known 

himself, he has allowed the spaces between the words to take center stage, he knows that at 

this moment, silence is the best word. He may be the only one who understands that it 

won’t do any good, that Danny has to decide for himself where the voices are coming from. 

From inside or out, from Jamil or from Danny. 

“What did I say? I’ve already forgotten,” Danny murmurs, “what was it all about? 

What were we talking about? Help me! I have to know!” 
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So he turns back to Jamil and gives him a piercing look with his big eyes, 

strengthening his hold on Jamil’s hand. One thing’s sure, he’s ready once again for battle. 

He looks over Nadia and Yoni, who are watching him empty-faced, and only now 

can he feel the power of Jamil’s hand, touching, waiting there, waiting for him to get up, 

waiting for him to recover, like in the previous battle, like in common destiny. 
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Thirty One 

On the way up Marcus Street, near the Theater, he could feel that he was drowning in his 

shoes. He was swimming back and forth in them. Jamal’s big shoes, and it was a strange 

sensation, because Jamil’s shoes were brown and his black, and Jamil’s feet were broad, 

and still his steps were larger than usual, and his stance was sort of wavering and amused, 

like Jamil’s. 

So he went up the road, any minute now, he’ll turn into D’Israeli Street and then 

he’ll arrive at the hospital. His hand was hot, he could feel it damp and slippery. He tried 

to wipe it on his trousers, to rid himself of the sense of Jamil that has stuck to it, but it was 

no good, because now the dryness of his hand bothered him, and he started thinking he 

had the hand of an Arab, full of scabs and warts, like that of a building laborere. 

He stopped near the theater  for a moment, to take a deep breath before taking the 

uphill road, and to look at the large courtyard that will soon be lit up with a yellow light, 

and the sharp sculpture in its center, a kind of modern sculpture that sharpens the sense of 

control and arrogance. 

As a child, he sometimes thought, feared, suspected, that, supposing he was an 

Arab, a kind of dirty little kid, running through the alleyways, splashing about in puddles, 

beating up cats and spitting at birds, but when he grew up and began to be cleaner and 

more organized in his dress, he lost that feeling.. It came back to him when he went to the 

psychiatric ward and saw them looking at him crosswise and boycotting him, as if 

everyone knows the terrible secret and keeping it from him. 
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Now, going down D’Israeli Street, after walking past the Psychoanalysis Institution 

opposite the hospital, he knew that the truth would come to light at last, as happens in 

analysis, and it hit him senseless, and he was borne along down the road on this revelation, 

for a moment feeling a great sense of relief, as if a huge weight had been lifted from his 

heart, allowing his soul to be released from a black hole that had opened up within it. 

But immediately afterwards, he started feeling deeply distressed, and when he 

began going over the details, he did not know how he could continue living with this 

discovery. 

He went and sat down in the ward’s clubroom. It was already evening, and a chill 

embraced the white walls. He huddled down into his anorak, drinking the black, sugarless 

coffee, that he had prepared for himself, looking out at the red sky, and trying to find out 

where the sun had disappeared to beyond the hedges that surrounded the hospital. 

He pulled a coin out of his pocket and tossed it high up in the air, letting it spin 

down in thousand circles. For years he has been practicing tossing a coin in this way, so as 

to achieve real justice. Heads its murderer; tails it’s a hero; heads it’s an Arab; tails it’s a 

Jew.  He thought he’d got it mixed up, but no, it was right: heads it’s an enemy; tails it’s a 

friend. 

And it was dark, and he was alone in the clubroom, by the light of a small spirit 

lamp, time after time, tossing the coin up in the air. There were times when it came up 

heads, and heads, and heads again, and it was good, and right, and just, but there were also 

times when it came up tails, and he tossed it again and again, in order to change the fate, 

until it was heads again, which was absolute proof. 
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Later, in his bed, beneath his blanket, almost before falling asleep, he started 

thinking over this whole Palestinian – Hebrew business and he couldn’t sleep and it got 

intertwined in his dreams. 

In the morning he awoke, as tired as if he had not slept all night, and walked over to 

the medicine board to see if what name appears on it, whether “Danny” or “Jamil.” It said 

“Danny” and he felt relieved for a moment, but then he was unsure if “Danny” was 

referring to himself or to Jamil, in other words, to the person whom he refers to as Jamil, 

and he wen to the corner of the clubroom, closeted himself inside himself and refused to 

talk to anyone else. 

It had happened to him when he was a child, and now it was all repeating itself: 

what would happen if supposing, another kid were to turn up and say he was Jamil, and 

swear by the bible that it was the truth. How could he, Jamil, prove that it was no the case, 

that he was the real Jamil? And he went home and his parents looked at him and said that 

he wasn’t their son, that he’d come to the wrong house, and he said nothing, turned around 

and made his way down the stairs. 

Now he’s waiting patiently to see what pills he’s being dealt today, that’ll make 

things quite clear to him. But then the male nurse came over with his medication, and for 

some inexplicable reason, he passed over to the other side of the table. The nurse, too, went 

to the other side of the table and handed over the medication together with a small cup of 

raspberry juice. 
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When he’d finished sipping the red liquid, he asked the nurse, “Supposing there 

was a war, and each army moves and advances toward the other army, so, can’t it ever 

happen, that they’ll change sides?” The nurse listened and said nothing. 

Later, in his room, he felt a foul taste in his mouth and that he had to run to the toilet 

to rinse it out with water. He went over and told this to the nurse, who only reminded him 

that he had just drunk some raspberry juice and that this was probably why he had a sweet 

and sticky feeling in his mouth. Danny smiled a big smile of relief, and no longer thought 

he was an Arab, and went over to the toilet to drink some water. He had no doubt that 

there was a guiding hand at work here, and he recited what Haim, his caretaker had told 

him a thousand times, that every madness has its own story, with a past, a present and a 

future within the sequence of the story that is spreading itself before him, and that for a 

moment he was part of a story that will have to become clear in the end. 

 

 

“Danny, we have been undecided as to the dosage of Malerin we should give you. If the 

dose is too large, we’ll close all your anxieties in the pill box and there’s a risk in the future 

of you rising above everyone else and wanting to save the nation of Israel of all 

generations, and if we give you too low a dose, you’ll go on being convinced that you’re 

about to be done in, you’ll go on suffering from so powerful an existential anxiety, that will 

prevent you from functioning on a day to day basis. In order for us to proceed with our 

treatment, we are going to have to open that Pandora’s box of yours very slowly, and let 
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out only one demon at a time. So that we can take care of it carefully and efficiently, until, 

in the end, we’ll rid you of all your demons. 

“An accurate dose is the name of the game, Danny, and if you intend to hide your 

medication under your tongue and not swallow it, as you’ve been doing up to now, you’ll 

never get out of here healthy.” 

Danny takes a gentle look at Haim, his caretaker, knowing he’s talking from the 

heart, knowing how to distinguish this, but he pulls himself back together, no, he won’t fall 

into the medicine trap, he won’t be a victim of his weaknesses. “But I shall decide on the 

dosage,” he says with cautious suspicion. 

“No way,” says Haim, “you don’t decide on these matters, there’s a therapy team 

for that.” 

Danny is not about to give in, he will not relinquish his safety to the hands of 

strangers. He’s the one who’ll decide on his future and destiny, no matter what. 

Haim wipes the sweat off his brow, he has no strength any more for Danny, he can’t 

take any more, an entire team can take no more of Danny, a whole world cannot come to 

terms with his madness. 

“Danny,” he sighs sadly, “how hard it is for you trust me. Can’t you understand yet 

that I am here to help you, and not to harm you?” 

“It’s not you,” Danny says apologetically, “it’s the team.” 

“It’s not you, Danny, it’s the Israeli nation!” Haim shouts, “but it is you and it is me, 

dammit! That’s what we’re talking about. Let’s stop hiding behind teams and nations!” 
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Haim is alarmed, he has never shouted at a patient, but this Danny is driving him 

out of his mind. He falls in to silence, observing him, trying to see if no harm was done, 

and all of a sudden, Danny appears to him relaxed, as if something in him has healed. 

“When there’s a war going on outside,” he’s told at team meetings, “he’s relaxed, it’s 

what confirms his innermost experiences. He has to create a war in order to relax, he orders 

a war in order to rest.. Now you can understand why he has a hand in everything and 

everything has a hand in him.” 

No, he won’t force a war, that way, there will never be peace, he’ll wait patiently, 

he’ll have faith that the day will come and Danny will improve. 

“Such therapy progresses at the rate of a finger nail carving in a rock,” he was told 

by a colleague, “so slowly, so little, and you need tremendous patience.” 

He’ll stay with him, fight on his behalf at staff meetings, to be given his own time, 

his own rhythm, not to force him, because there is no other way. He’ll be a real partner to 

the suffering, a true partner to the experience, but first of all he must take it easy, avoid 

being infected by the anxiety, not to get carried away by the dance of madness, not to think 

that Danny is against him, even if he does think so. How infectious it is, this war sickness, 

how hard it is to remain in a state of peace, when someone else is forcing war on you… 

“Pretend that he’s a small child,” he’s told by a colleague, “it’ll help you to calm him 

down. The treatment can only succeed if you are able to calm down this child, if you are 

able to instill faith in him.” 
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Thirty Two 

Saturday morning, a clear, cold, Jerusalem in winter, Yoni recalls the peace with Jordan, 

that has been forgotten like a cloud of dust rising up on the sides of the road. The Red Rock 

at Petra can no longer be visited in the middle of the night. “This peace is killing off all the 

heroes,” he says to her offhandedly.  

“If I don’t hurry up and complete this sculpture of mine… no-one’s going to take 

any notice of this peace, how long can it go on, anyway.” 

“Nadia, it is only human nature to take a short break, but it doesn’t change that 

quickly, ware and peace,” he says to her, “are first of all inside, in dreams at night, in day 

dreams, it is there that they are woven, even when you are alone.” But a murderer is 

something real, he reminds himself again quietly. 

He spreads a cloth on the table, thinks about the Dahaishe refugee camp. She wants 

to visit her father’s grave, to see what’s happened to the  lilac tree on the beach. 

“What can I get out of it?” Nadia straightens suddenly, an ugly expression on her 

face. 

“Get out of what?” 

“Of all this art!” she blurts out angrily. 

He raises one eyebrow then the other. No, not now, just don’t let her start with her 

desperation, with the ugliness. He’s afraid of those moments like of fire, when she 

suddenly turns into a bitter old Palestinian woman, when you can see it in her sticking out 

mouth, her rounded chin, in her teeth that force themselves out toward him and in the skin 

on her neck that fills with pockmarks, and at times like this he doesn’t know what to do. 
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Her forehead is resting on the table, carved with lines like an old tree trunk, 

darkening eyes in her hands. “How do think the sculpture should look?” she murmurs, “It 

has to come from within, to bypass all thoughts, all defenses, to burst forth from the 

unconscious like a day-dream.” 

“It’s your sculpture,” he says, with a shrug of the shoulders, “it’s up to you to 

decide.” 

“I still have to work on it. Maybe it’ll be better to start with the eyes…” she says, 

“it’s easier that way. Your eyes are as blue as the sea, you can see the sandy bottom. 

They’re a lovely blue, but not deep enough, not the blue of the ocean, the blue of shallow 

waters, and your lashes, I can see them in front of me, black, rising and falling in silence, 

like the waves that stroke the sea. There’s an emptiness in your eyes, do you know that…” 

He straightens up on the way up the rocky path, resting from an exhausting walk, 

swallows up the hilly air. Small houses are arranged tidily in the quiet valley, like a baby, 

the Dahaishe refugee camp is having its afternoon nap. Here and there, between the 

houses, small people, children perhaps, are screeching like ravens, climbing up the hills 

after a wandering goat, throwing stones, begging them to return. 

“Up there on the slope, graves,” she points a long finger, and her voice is carried on 

the wind, “no-one comes here. One day, even we, and the last of our children and the 

people we know, will leave this world, and no-one will know any longer and no longer 

remember, like a drop of water that returns to the big sea. To create!” she says in 

suppressed anger, making a fist of a hard hand, gloved in torn leather, “to create!” she says 
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again and the ugliness comes back and covers her face, “that’s my answer, at least, to this 

final cruel fate.” 

No, unlike her, he has no winning answers, he has learned already that murderers 

have no answers to death. 

 

Nadia takes her place on the hilltop, opposite the grave stone, swaying in the wind, like a 

garment hanging on a clothes-hanger. A cold wind has dulled her weeping, dried her 

warm tears, combed back her black hair. She is eating at herself, it is quite clear to him 

now, she is nibbling away at herself to her very bones. Only then, after she has suffered 

enough, will she harden and stand up to face the world: his own Nadia, the one he saw 

there, during his military service. 

“When was he killed?” Yoni asks, when he sees no date on the grave stone. 

“My father’s death has no date,” she says, “it’s an on-going story.” 

“But who murdered him?” he asks in anger, “You must tell me.” 

 They spread a blanket next to the stone, under a tree. Nadia took out some large flat 

pitta bread from her  bag, and sour white labane cheese with za’ater and a few black olives 

and vegetables dripping with oil. After they had eaten their fill, she lay back on the blanket, 

and Yoni wrapped himself around her, placed his head on her shoulder and twisted his 

body by her side, in order to feel comfortable. 

There was a war going on in the hills all around, settlers and farm people threw 

stones at each other , there were a few shots. Yoni shouted to them, the way his father 
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would have shouted, “Quiet! Be quiet already!” and later, “Oscot!” but they went on doing 

what they were doing. 

He knew that the commotion would not come to an end until someone big came 

along to put things in order, preach to both sides and send them all home, because that’s 

the way it is with children. 

 

At night he remembered the white marble grave stone, the bare lilac tree standing above it 

and the grim skies that had coated them, and sent out a gentle hand and stroked Nadia’s 

dark skin. 

“No,” she said, somewhere between sleep and awareness, “you’re too feminine, it’s 

revolting.” 

Yoni tries to smile at the hills, to soften the insult. Again, she has wounded him in a 

moment of intimacy; again he leaned that she cannot be trusted. 

“And what you want is for some murderer to catch you and give it to you good and 

proper!” he shoots with all his strength. God, what she brings him to. 

Nadia smiles at him in pained passion. “Alright, so what can I do, you’re not like 

that, and you’re what I have.” 

“But you don’t let me, when I want to do that to you.” 

“Of course not,” she sneers, “that’s the whole idea. I wouldn’t have let that one do it 

either. But he’s not feminine like you, he knows what to do.” 

That’s how she provokes him, the Arab woman, that’s what she knows, calls on him 

to rape her, sneers at him for not doing so, and now he has an erection as he’s never had 
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before since the murder, and he copulates with her on her father’s grave, her dark skin 

laying on the cold marble, and her black hair spread over the carved letters of the white 

stone. 

A cold wind sends shivers over his skin and the hilltops are reflected in the pupils of 

his eyes, and he tells her that he has never enjoyed it as he has just now, and that he’ll 

never forget this moment as long as he lives. 
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Thirty Three 

Yossi enters with hesitant steps, takes a seat suspiciously. It is not the same entrance that 

characterized his previous visits, it’s not the same self confidence of the past. 

“I wanted to tell you about a conversation I had with some Palestinian,” he starts, 

“someone who was once brought to me for interrogation and who is now one of the heads 

of the Palestinian Authority’s security services. 

“We’re working and cooperating with them these days, and it’s a change that is not 

all that simple. Until not so long ago, he had sat opposite me, with handcuffs on, and I’m 

trying to coax him into talking, and he, as usual, sings at the top of his voice, and now – all 

of a sudden it’s a meeting of equals. Yes,” he sighs, “it’s not that simple.” 

Yoni is familiar with Yossi’s understatement, he knows what he means by “not that 

simple.” 

“So the thing that’s killing me, Yoni, is that this Arab – doesn’t make any difference 

what his name is – is sitting there facing me, as a representative of the Palestinian 

Authority, and we’re discussing joint action to capture terrorists, and there he is sitting in 

front of me, like he once used to. Do you see what I mean? The same fear in his eyes, as if 

nothing’s changed, the same fawning attitude, the same silent agreement, it’s all the same. 

And god help me, he awakens in me that same latent evil of mine.” 

The anger in Yossi’s voice grows stronger, probably because of that Arab who is 

totally incapable of communicating with him at eye level. 

“.. . and I know, and he knows, that all he’s waiting for is a sign of weakness, or 

appeasement on my part, for him to settle the accounts of generations with me. That’s the 
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only way to keep him, with fear in his eyes, in that fine balance of whip and carrot, not too 

much and not too little, so that he shouldn’t lost hope, yet not get too puffed up. That’s 

what I wanted to tell you, that how it is when you plant fear in someone, it never, ever 

leaves him.” 

And he sees the fear issuing forth from Yossi’s black eyes, he’s afraid of him, too, 

waiting for the moment when he can remove his yoke from his shoulders, only then will 

there be an outpouring of hatred. 

Yoni sprawls in his chair, trying to take in some air before the next patient come in. 

“We are strong only if you’re weak,” Yossi told him, “we’re heroes only if you’re afraid of 

us. But if you’re not afraid, you discover what the collaborators found out, that we’re afraid 

of our own shadow, we’re lost in that illusionary world we built for ourselves, a world of 

imaginary power that hides true weakness.” 

Yoni wonders what it was Yossi was talking about – himself as a patient, or about 

the General Security Services?! 

 

 

 

In the afternoon Yoni returns home, gallops up the stairs in rhythmic beat, one two, one 

two, plaster drops from the walls, and he burst in through the door… 

Nadia does not move so much as a muscle, so concentrated is she with her 

sculpture, with making the right strike, not too hard, not too weak, grasping the chisel 

firmly and makes her fingers tremble. Her hand continues to shake one moment longer, 
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like a cat about to pounce on its prey, placing its muscles in place and plucking on them 

one by one… 

“Oh,” she groans, cries out, “look what I’ve done, look at that hole in its belly!” 

He examines the wound with an expert eye, passes an exploratory finger over the 

marble blisters, that have just been revealed to the world, still damp and whispering, still 

sticky and supple, and Nadia looks at the wound and sees her father lying in a pool of his 

own blood and the soldier examining the wound with his metal fingers, his body stiff and  

distant, a frozen look in his eyes. 
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Thirty Four 

He’s waiting for Yossi, waiting forever. It’s the second session Yossi’s missed a session, 

without calling in advance to cancel. He called his home, the answering machine asks for a 

message and promises to call back as soon as possible. Maybe Yossi wrote a note and left it 

in his post box?  He’s already checked and found the box full of letters. Maybe he hadn’t 

spent the night at home, maybe he’s disappeared and the long hand of the GSS is involved? 

He once read about such a possibility in George Orwell’s 1984. Any minute now and he’ll 

be made to disappear, he’s definitely the next in line, but he at least has someone who’ll 

worry about him. There are his colleagues who’ll protest, make a fuss, and not let such a 

thin go unnoticed. He can’t be sure that Yossi has any friends, or family, or anyone else 

who would worry about him, apart from his collaborators, perhaps. 

He decides to go out to the streets, walk around for a while, looking for Yossi in 

every nook and cranny, he can’t have just disappeared … he has an idea, a thought that is 

solidifying in his mind, it might actually be a nightmare, because, until this moment, he has 

not dared to put it into words – Yossi is sitting in the “Arab in his Heart”, which has 

recently become a popular meeting place for collaborators, and he is horrified. 

But he must seek him out. He’ll take Danny along with him, he’s afraid to go alone, 

and at a time like this, even Danny would be alright. 

 

“A tiny ant in the middle of a map, are you listening, Yoni, surrounded by small tongues of 

fire which are advancing toward it, the ant is running hither and thither, giddily seeking 

refuge from the terrible heat. The flames are getting stronger and closer, a tiny piece of map 
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on which to dance the dance of death, the ant’s back legs are already scorched, but it is 

unwilling to give in, trying to save itself, to rescue its soul, the fire is licking at its body, it’s 

the end … I awoke, consumed with terror.” 

He looks at Danny, whose eyes are full of flashing fire, he sweats, shivering from the 

terrible heat. “Tell me Yoni, what’s the meaning of that terrible dream that repeats itself 

every night in my sleep?” 

“What does it remind you of, Danny?” 

“I don’t know, nothing, who on earth is capable of doing something like to a poor 

little ant? Ah yes … Arafat! He’s the only one capable of something like that, he said that 

the earth has to be set fire to beneath the feet of the occupier. Yoni, it’s the peace treaty 

which is killing us, we’ll never get out of it alive.” 

This terror is infectious, he is familiar with those vibrations that surround the air 

around schizophrenics, hitting at you until you fall, and can feel them in his stomach. But 

no, he’s going to stay calm, will go on smiling, knowing that, as a friend, he has no other 

job in the world at this moment, other than quashing what no mother has ever been able to, 

that same existential anxiety that knows no boundaries. 

“… and there was another dream, Yoni, I kept falling and falling … and there were 

no strong hands to hold on to me, there’s no-one I could trust, no-one to trust. The fear of 

death suffocates me, my body shivers, my thoughts fog up, what is there left for me to do? 

I stopped whining, held on to my body, my passion, everything was frozen, my body was 

hard, even my breathing was heavy. That’s it, that’s the end.” 
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Yoni opens his pupils wide and waits, looking at him with good eyes. No, he will 

not go into details, every word he says now will come back to him like a boomerang. 

Danny can’t  take in words, what he needs is contact, he needs warm, loving eyes, that’s 

what he needs. 

Danny goes on, goes on flooding, goes on talking, goes on washing everything over 

with a sea of words and anxiety, and only Yoni is there sitting and looking on, and just like 

that, very slowly, the stream of words grows gradually slower, and there is quiet all 

around, Danny is no longer talking, he is silent, weeping, terrified about his desitiny. 

Only later does Yoni have time to feel his own anxiety, he, too, is not exempt from it, 

he, too, has a peace process of his own. 

“Danny, Danny, maybe it’s not the right time, but I need your help.” It sounds 

strange even to him, asking Danny for help at a time like this. 

And now, Danny straightens, looks at him with sane eyes, that same clear look that 

he remembers from long ago, and he stands beside him as he did in those far off days. 

He tells him about Yossi, and Danny asks simply if what he wants is for him to 

accompany him to the “Arab in his Heart”. 

The walked out of the Talbiye mental hospital, walked up D’Israeli Street and they 

are now passing the Psychoanalysis Institute. It was here, in this institute that he had once 

been a student. He remembers how in one of the lessons, they discussed those psychotic 

patients who, at times of war, hang on to reality by the skin of their teeth, and function 

better than any same person. An external war confirms the war that is going on inside 

them, which is why they are more expectant and better prepared than anyone else. 
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The walk past the President’s and then the Prime Minister’s residences. “Ezer is of 

no help and Yitzhak does not laugh. Do you think that’s just coincidence?” he jokes, “I 

know you, you think everything’s coincidence.” 

They turned left into King George, and Yoni said nothing. 

“I’m a Jew Within, I’m an “Arab in his Heart”…” What’s he murmuring there to 

himself, even his bedroom wall was plastered with all sorts of upright and upside down 

slogans in all the colors of the rainbow. 

“You see, Yoni, the wall that all black, that’s the “Arab in his Heart”, and the wall 

that’s all pink – or should I change the color to pale blue – that’s the Jew Within, and they 

come together over there in the corner, by the door frame. That’s all, that’s all I wanted say 

to you. 

“Ask me – but quickly – who I am, and watch how I don’t get mixed up: I am a Jew, 

a Jew, a Jew, a Jew. Say the “Jew” over and over again, and see that what comes out is 

“Arab,” do you know those games? Try, Yoni, just try. Here, see.” 

Danny doesn’t stop talking, doesn’t let him get a word in edgewise. 

“… Jew, Jew, Jew, Jew, Jew, can you hear what I can? Arab, Arab, Arab, Arab.” 

No, Yoni can’t hear, all he can hear is “Jew”. “Danny,” he tries to say quietly, “The 

Arab does not come from the Jew, it’s probably coming from inside, something that’s 

ringing in you head, behind your ears.” 

“Enough!” Danny shouted suddenly, and the small group of people walking in front 

of them turn to look at him, “I can’t take it any more.” He drops his hand and bangs on his 
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thigh in desperation. “So what, for the rest of my life I’m going to be destined to go around 

the world with the words ‘Arab, Arab, Arab, ringing in my ears… ?” 

“Danny, relax, it’ll pass. The medication will see to that … “ Yoni tells him quietly, 

but even he doesn’t believe it really will help. He knows it can’t pass, and he knows that 

there’s no escape from that “Arab in his Heart”, no one can escape, not even with the help 

of medication, if it rises up and takes control once, you’ve had it, you’ll never be able to get 

the demon back into its bottle. 

“Yoni, why are you talking like this?” Danny asks. 

He wasn’t even aware of saying it, but if he did not, how could Danny have heard? 

The same thing has happened between them several times in the past, he, too, is beginning 

to have his doubts, maybe his own demon is starting to poke its head out. 

“It wasn’t an Arab yesterday, Yon, yesterday, it was something much worse, 

yesterday it was a bleeding heart liberal,” Danny mumbles and looks at him with fear in 

his eyes, “a bleeding heart liberal who scrambled my brains all day from morning ‘til night, 

I would already have preferred to have been a Nazi. So, all day, I was going around saying, 

‘right-winger, right-winger, I’m a right-winger,’ and when I stopped for a moment, I 

immediately heard, ‘bleeding heart liberal, bleeding heart liberal.’ What do you have to say 

about that, maybe I’ve got a bleeding heart liberal hiding inside my heart, as well?” 

“But as I stand facing you, my left is your right, and the other way round, so what 

does it all mean, Yoni?” 

“Ah, I understand now!” he calls out, and light shines out of his eyes, “Just as my 

Arab is your Jew, right? Say it’s the truth, Yoni. Please!” he begs, “Say it’s the truth! So if I 
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turn, I’ll be a bleeding heart liberal like you, and if you turn, you’ll be a right winger like 

me. So why have I always thought that I was the only right-winger?” 

Danny started gaily singing a song that Yoni did not recognize: 

 

“Jerusalem with all its years, 

Jerusalem with all its crazies 

Where everyone knows everyone else 

Where people come from all over the world 

To be hospitalized, the messiahs.”  

In the “Arab in his Heart” café, Yossi was seated at a table with a group of collaborates he 

knew. He had chosen a place outside, an especially crowded spot and ordered a small cup 

of strong black coffee with cardamom. Today, he’s going to drink like they do, to be like 

them, to be one of them. 

They came up slowly, and peeped cautiously round the corner. “Yoni, he’s gone 

completely crazy,” Danny whispers, “sitting there in broad daylight, for everyone to see. 

Look, Yoni, look.” 

He sees how a large, fat Arab, his face unshaved, taps Yossi on the top of his head. 

“Ya Maniak!” he says, and everyone cheers. 

Now they’re playing with a box of matches, placing it on the edge of the table, 

thumping down on the half that sticks out, and expecting it to land on its head. It’s Yossi’s 

turn now, he places the box in place and hits it from beneath. It floats, overturns and lands 

on its head. 
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“Cheat! You’re a liar, ya Yossi, we’ll teach you yet!” they shout from all directions. 

Arms are sent out toward him, grabbing at his white shirt, pulling off the buttons, 

fumbling around in the hair on his chest, and he, so it appears, makes no move, gives 

himself over to their touch. Now another one comes up from behind, gives him a bear hug 

and doesn’t let go. From all around, laughter, Yossi, too, is laughing, choking, turns red 

and goes on laughing. 

Someone takes out a knife, places it on the table. “Which one of you’s a man, let’s see 

him spread his fingers!” 

One of them volunteers. Yossi takes up the knife quickly and stabs the table between 

the outspread fingers. 

“It’s you turn now, Yossi, ya maniak!” one of the voices announces, and gives him a 

friendly pat on the head. 

Yossi lays down his hand ceremoniously. One by one, they pass the knife over his 

fingers, and no-one hurts him. The round goes on, the speed escalates, they can no longer 

see the blade, only a hand grasping at the table with its finger nails, a red, voiceless hand. 

“Enough! We must put an end to this madness!” Yoni wants to run to them, afraid 

of committing suicide himself. “No, someone else has to do it,” he says calmly, “not you or 

me. Your friend Jamil, he can help you, they’ll respect him, they won’t disobey him, his 

word is worth something with them.” 
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Thirty Five  

“You saved me, you sent Jamil to me, didn’t you” Yoni affirms with a nod of his head. He 

sent them all off with a wave of the hand, you should have seen him telling them off for 

wanting to settle old scores their handler – them, of all people, collaborator, and of all 

times, at a time of peace. 

“… I’ve calmed down a bit since out last session, I was considering stopping my 

work with the GSS. I feel it might be the right time to do so, it’s nothing to do with the 

therapy, I’ve been thinking about for a while. Do you know, my work with the GSS is like 

the therapy, maybe I’ll go and study psychology, we, too, have to understand the soul of a 

man.” 

Yoni wants to jump up, to intervene, but no, he’ll wait a little longer… 

“… and like in therapy, we’ll take an interest in his past, we’ll listen to his story 

about his family, we’ll try to help him solve his problems, tell him that he’s alright, that 

you’ll help him and take care of him, fool him into complacency with your soft voice and 

comforting tone. 

“In the interrogation room, like here, there’s enormous power behind every word 

you say. The person being interrogated is thirsting for a warm and supporting father 

figure, tries to grasp at any available life belt, so he won’t get lost and drown. I also know 

all about transfixion, it’s the same with us, just as it is here, and even more so, you are 

responsible for his physical well being, his food and his shit and piss, he goes back to being 

a baby that need to ask permission to go to the loo and to tell mom how hungry and thirsty 

he is. 



                  200 

“Just like in your case, that, in essence, is the secret of the interrogating room: you’re 

the one who beats him, torments him, and it is from you that he begs for mercy, it is your 

shoulder on which he wants to lay his head, and weep bitterly over his sad fate.” 

He looks at Yossi: how quietly he talks, how rationally, but not about what 

happened to himself, not about his own death wish. 

“Yossi,” he said to him, “how do you understand what happened?” 

“What happened?” he is surprised, “ah… that story about you saving me. Yes, you 

really did save me,” he says with a smile. 

“What do you mean, saved you?!” Yoni fumes, “they damn near exterminated you!” 

“No, no, no, don’t exaggerate, Yoni. I know them, it’s not really like that at all.” 

“It’s exactly like that!” 

“Aright, yes,” Yossi admits with a certain shyness, “it wasn’t a particularly wise 

step.” 

“Not wise?!” Yoni shouts again. 

Yossi sits back silently in his chair. “… maybe I did want to die,” he says suddenly, 

quietly, “I get this feeling that I’m not worth anything, that beneath all this Yossi, this GSS 

interrogator, what’s really there… ? No more than a little Arab.” 

Yoni shivers: it’s that little Arab that refuses to leave him be, wherever he goes, he 

always hears someone talking about a little Arab. 

“You must understand, Yoni,” Yossi raises his voice slightly, “inside me, deep, 

really deep inside me, there’s an Arab! It might sound strange to you, but here, I’ve just 

revealed my secret to you. And the only way to kill that Arab, is to die together with him. 
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“Enough,” he lowers his head, “now you can certainly have me committed, you 

certainly won’t want to treat me any longer, you won’t want to deal with those kinds of 

sicknesses.” 

Yoni wants to reassure him, to say something, but doesn’t know what to say. He 

almost told him that he, too, has an Arab in your Heart him, that everyone has an Arab in 

your Heart, but who knows, maybe it’s not the right thing to say. And if it is, what good 

can it do. Therapy does exist for this sickness, there is mediation available for this 

particular pathology, he thinks to himself, we just have to bring this Arab up, nurture him, 

give him his space, like all human feeling, not to suffocate, nor to erase him, and especially, 

not to be afraid of him. 

“Yossi, it’s yourself you’re talking about, about things that you hate about yourself, 

those parts that you call ‘Arab’, that’s all.” 

He has chosen a simpler way of saying it, but it means nothing to him, he is not fee 

to understand right now, maybe it’s worth trying something else, another tactic. Maybe 

he’ll run with it to counseling. 

 

He told his counselor that Yossi has an Arab in his heart, as does his friend, Danny, he also 

has an Arab in his heart. The counselor laughed and said it was quite natural and 

understandable, and that everyone, including herself, has some kind of an Arab in their 

heart. 

“Ask him to tell you about that Arab, get him to describe him. You’ll see, a lot of 

interesting material will surface, that you can open and understand, and most important, 
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that will ensure that he does not do anything stupid, until such a time as you get to know 

this Arab, and disarm him.” 
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Thirty Six 

“Jamil, ya maniak, you’ve been working under the closure, you fucking traitor, we’ll teach 

you a thing or two, here we all are starving to death, and you’re out there making money.” 

Enough, enough already with those voices, enough! He can’t take them any more. 

So what if he has an Israeli ID card! So what if he belongs to the Jerusalem Arab 

aristocracy! He can still remember  looting and destroying shops that remained open in 

spite of a general strike, he terrorized them all. And what became of him, what, did it turn 

him into a maniac, a stoolie, a collaborator? 

OK, so it’s a time of peace, everything’s changed. It’s only money, after all, 

something has to be saved, or he hasn’t got a hope in hell. How could he get married, build 

himself a house, start a family, how could he take care of his kids, otherwise? 

“Look out for your own interests at the expense of the nation, ah? Ya maniak.’ 

He’s been working on the building site for several weeks. He bends his knees and 

keeps his back straight, careful how he picks up weights … like some faggot … again, a 

faggot. Every since the beginning of the peace process, he’s been a faggot. Although it 

might have been since Nadia’s father was murdered, he fell apart and gave in, and maybe 

it all began during that interrogation in the GSS cellar, it’s hard to tell. 

He’ll take care of himself at all costs, he’ll continue to lift weights with his back 

straight. Those tiles are killing him, he knows it, it’s a slow but sure process of 

degeneration. In a few years he’ll be an old rag, no-one will want him any more, just to use 

and throw away. Those damned Jews, they want our souls, that’s what. 
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“Jamil, you’re one hell of a man,” he hears and his whole body is shocked by the 

smack he gets on his head, “not a sissy, like all the others here.” The site foreman is leaning 

over him, smiling out of a wide open mouth shining with gold teeth. Jamil returns a weak 

smile, with fifty floor tiles on his back, he can still smile. 

He wants a kiss. Whenever the foreman approaches, he raised his head, purses his 

lips at him and thinks about kisses. 

He can still remember the entrance exam he had to go through at the hands of the 

contractor’s site foreman, he told him that this was what the Zionists expected and that he 

was obliged to obey, grabbed his dick and asked him to lift up five floor tiles. He grated his 

teeth, brought himself up close to the other man’s body in order make the arousal easier, 

and passed the test successfully. 

After a day’s work, Jamil spends his time walking among the tables, scents and 

sights of the walking mall, seeking a little pleasure. Nice shops, pretty women, but he, 

Jamil – as he was named by his parents – does not belong here, he is not a part of this place. 

Women look him over, and he, in dirty, dusty work pantss held up with string, a work 

shirt, carrying a plastic bag containing the little bread left over from his lunch. 

A policeman makes his way up the road toward him, a bulging parcel of urges, 

perfectly wrapped and protected by bursting at the seams fly button, that’s what this 

policeman has. What’s happening to him, what, that he can’t take his eyes away from that 

parcel, attracted to it like a magnet. 

A window full of pretty bras. He approaches and takes a good look. No, it’s not his 

taste, it’s beginning to disgust him, they’re all so thin and so white. 
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He takes himself up the road, making his way through the crowds. A pleasant smell 

of food wafts up to his nose, steaks, and he stops at a restaurant to glance at the price list. 

Steak in pitta bread – 12 shekels – two hours work. 

He watches a small boy gobbling down a steak demonstrably. Jamil swallows his 

spittle, sucking on his tongue. He has never before had the urge to snatch somebody’s food 

away from them. 

And here’s the policeman, any minute now, he’ll arrest him, he’ll be pushed up 

against the wall, his arms high above his head, in front of everyone, the cop stroking his 

from the bottom to the top. He can bear that, too, there’s something pleasantly tickling in it, 

there’s also something pleasant in being able to pass the test, each time, and offers the 

policeman a grateful smile. 

Murderous eyes look at him. The restaurant owner is displeased at having his view 

blocked. Why does he have to provoke? He lowers his gaze and steps back sheepishly. 

Further up the road, he arrives at the Atara Café, and stops to look at the screen. “Do 

us a favor!” an old Palestinian is begging on the television, “why not, you’ve got 

everything and we have nothing.” He remembers Nadia’s father, lying there in the road in 

a pool of blood, and how he was unable to go up to help him, because the enemy’s rubber 

coated bullets where whistling above his head, and how Nadia is no longer his, and he has 

been turned into a faggot. Now Shimon Peres is on, talking quietly, saying that Araft is 

taking the right road, and he can feel the tears rising and blocking up his throat. 

At the corner of Zion Square someone welcomes him to the stall, it’s Nawaf, a 

childhood friend from Dahaisha, who is selling shawarma in pitta bread. 
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“It’s almost evening, Jamil, my brother, lift your head up!” he raises his hand with 

the fork that pulls out pastry balls from the boiling oil, and points at the reddening sky, 

“see that red in the skies? It’s a sign that another day has gone up in flames.” 

“There, above the tin shacks, in the winter puddles, Nawaf, we were a bunch of 

kids, bearing out eyes up to the skies and waiting for tomorrow to come. We were so 

together then, and now, I don’t know what’s happened, it’s not our people. I want to talk to 

someone, but there’s no one to talk to. How long can a living man walk among the dead? 

Where did they all go, where did they disappear, how have the changed.” 

“They’re all slaves of those Israelis. You too, Jamil, did not escape that fate. Lying 

down beside them, smelling the smell of their sweat, dying for their touch. 

“Come, come on, have some hummus, here, I’m fixing you up a nice portion.” He 

splits a large pitta bread, and pushes in a hefty tablespoon full of hummus from a bowl, 

adds some pickles, and hands it to him respectfully. 
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Thirty Seven 

“Nadia, tell me some more about what it was like when you were a kid,” Yoni asks her, 

and she looks at him with her cheeks full, looking for something with her eyes, and begins 

… 

“School was a long way from home, a seven minute walk away. I carried my bag on 

my back , taking short cuts between the houses, passing tins huts and roofs dripping form 

the night’s rain, and jumping over the fence into Abedullah’s garden, the only garden in 

Dahaishe. My skin was goose-pimpled from the cold and my hair was on end like a 

hedgehog. I was born into the morning of a new day, the nineteen eighties and I was on my 

way to school. 

“Why do kids always take short cuts, climbing over fences, jumping over stones, 

whereas grown ups take the long way round, along the pathways? A man was walking 

toward me. Of course, it should be I who should move aside, not he, it was up to him to 

make way for him, and in turn will go on his way, without even looking down. It’s the way 

they walk, the grown ups, for anyone who doesn’t know. 

“There’s another strange thing that adds to the collection of stuff I’ve put together 

about adults. My teacher, when a fly stops on her nose, she doesn’t shove it off. The fly can 

stay there all through the lesson, even. Those old women with their thick reddish skin that 

droops and falls a long way from their faces, don’t feel anything. 

“And anyway, I always see the oldies before they see me, yes, that’s the way it is, I 

always see them first, the way a Palestinian kid always sees an Israeli soldier first. 
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“Here’s some Sheik A’ar, what do you Israelis call it? That stuff they make birthday 

crowns out of.” 

“Asparagus?” Yoni asks. 

“It’s sort of green,” Nadia is excited, “is your also like that?” and Yoni nods his 

head. 

“I had a birthday once, a long time ago, and I don’t remember much, only that I was 

dressed in my best clothes – a white dress with a maroon stripe at the neck, white stockings 

and black patent leather shoes, and my mother made me promise to say thank you to all 

our guests, no to forget to say thank you. I don’t remember the birthday party – we were 

probably served sweets – but I do remember saying thank you all the time, and that a kid 

in school laughed at me later for saying thank you so many times. 

“But today, I’m ten, let’s remember me as a ten year old, Nadia, I am asking you to 

remember yourself as you were when you were ten. In order to make it easier for you to 

remember, I’ll give you ten little pinches in your hand, one, two, three, four… ten. There, 

you’ve been pinched times, so you won’t forget the moment of your tenth birthday. Ten 

years out of one’s life, is not just any old thing after all, it’s maybe one eighth of my entire 

life span, if I live to be eighty, and that’s no small feat in itself. 

“Supposing if someone is born today, and I’m ten years older than them, it’s doesn’t 

mean to say that I shall die before them, because, supposing they live to be eighty, then I 

can live to be ninety, like that old Abu-Kassen in our school, who’s in charge of the choir. 

In fact, I haven’t missed out on anything in life, or to be more accurate, I haven’t wasted 

anything, because it’s as if I have just been born.” 
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Yoni, for his part, tells her about the avenue: 

“There was a figure eight-shaped pool, a little way past the school in the Talbiye 

neighborhood, which was shining with the weeds that grew on its bottom, which were 

joined by treasure that accumulated over the years. I took a lollypop stick and sailed it 

along the length of the  pool’s wall, I ran after the stick that carved its way through the 

water, wondering at its ability to find its way, calling him back to me reproachfully, so it 

won’t escape into the center of the pool. 

“Lets load an ant on the boat and send it off on the stream, so as to learn how the 

boats sail over the water. It’s standing there and not moving, frozen in fear, trying to 

retreat, and there’s water again, the ant is positioned on a lonely island, but doesn’t know 

it, tries to run along the length of the stick, stops at the edge of the water, does not give up, 

retraces its footsteps. 

“A light wind jogs the stick hither and dither, causes the water to wash over it, the 

ant has weathered the storm, good for you! But what kind of a storm can it withstand? 

“’Goodbye ant,’ I called out, and pushed the stick out to the center of the pool, 

‘you’re off on a long voyage. If you survive, the stick will make it to the edge of the pool, 

you have to know this, ant, if you do know it, you’ll survive, only those who know it can 

survive.’ 

“Afterwards I went to my father and asked how it was possible to go through life 

without committing so much as one act of murder, and he told me that it’s no hardship, 

that almost everyone can do it. 
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“But I asked again, and insisted that once, by chance, by mistake, in the course of 

such a long lifetime, I could stumble, and then what, would I always be called a murderer? 

But my father did not reply. 

“I regretted what I had done and feared the day that those ants would come back to 

wreak revenge on me for what I had done. They may even do the same thing to me, so I’ll 

know what it’s like.” 
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Thirty Eight 

Nadia was waiting for him in bed, but he was sitting on the sofa in the living room, taking 

his time about joining her, waiting for her to fall asleep, afraid of failing to get an erection. 

Every time he’s feels a paternal concern for her, he can’t make love to her, unless maybe the 

spirit of her dead father has entered him? Nadi had told him long ago that they were alike. 

He waved his hand, to dispel the ghost and to stop thinking stupid thoughts. In the 

pale light, he drew closer into himself, and no longer knew what the time was. He noticed 

that he was wearing a button-up shirt, and when he peeped in the mirror, he noticed that 

his hair had lightened somewhat and was flopping forward on his forehead. His eyes were 

large and wide open, and he thought that if he were to see that boy now, he would have 

been alarmed. 

He felt his organ swinging inside his wide trousers, and knew that no erection was 

going to result from this floppiness. He examined his hands and between his teeth and 

found no changes. 

The light was weak in the living room, and he remembered how, as a boy, he had 

believed that murderers always come at night. In the story about the mermaid, the witch 

told her to sing, and then took away her voice, and he knew that at that very moment that 

he shot at those Arabs, he lost his sexuality, his power was drawn out of him and passed 

on to them. 

He’s surprised at only discovering it now, since it has been hidden inside him for 

ever so long. Then he wondered how he’d tell Nadia that not only is he a murderer, but an 

impotent murderer at that, but this was too fantastic for him to handle at that time. 
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He threw himself down on the sofa and turned on the TV. It was already two o’clock 

in the morning., and there’s a sudden news flash: “A terrorist attack at the Glass Junction,” 

said the newscaster, and a burst of hysterical laughter rolled up inside him. Just like a cat 

and a mouse, he ridiculed to himself. No, he doesn’t want them to make up, he wants the 

game to go on. 

Now they’re saying that Syria won’t return to the negotiating table, so long as there 

is no clear cut commitment of an Israeli withdrawal from the Golan Heights, and, again, he 

smiles to himself. What’s going on with him, what, that he can’t control that smile of his, 

that is tickling him from the inside once again and filling him with fun? 

No, he doesn’t want peace, he doesn’t really want peace, only now, for the first time, 

does he realize this that this leftist ideologist doesn’t really want peace, that this bleeding 

heart liberal is actually craving war. How has he managed to keep such a fact a secret from 

himself for so many years? Every time the peace talks reach an impasse, freeze, hit a 

sandbank, he finds himself actually gloating, deep inside his soul. 

Here… here comes peace! The joy of victory fills the city squares, and he’s subject to 

a public tribunal and the crowd cheers as he is tied to the staff of disgrace. 

They’re looking for them everywhere, in every corner, the murderers, the 

sharpshooters. But first of all he is required to repeat a thousand times, “I am a murderer,” 

and he starts now, saying, “murderer, murderer, murderer, murderer, murderer… “ and 

feels the harsh r grating on his tongue and that he is becoming uglier by the moment. The 

wrinkles rise up to cover his once lovely eyes, and the m in “murderer” clings to his lips, 

then dries them. 
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He goes on saying “murderer,” but now only with half his mouth, because the other 

half is paralyzed. His face gets more and more distorted, and he continues, it’s not enough, 

not enough, and now the twisting of his mouth is spreading to his eyes, and he know that 

he’ll never, but never, have the same handsome face he used to have, and when Nadia gets 

up tomorrow morning, will find a new Yoni, Yoni the murderer, but, for him, nothing is of 

any consequence any longer, because he’s a murderer. 

Nonetheless, before falling asleep on the sofa, he consoles himself with the thought 

that were it not for the peace process, he would never have become a murderer, he may 

even have been a hero. 
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Thirty Nine 

Left  right, left right, left right, left … Yoni is always waiting for the softness of the right in 

this rhythm that repeats itself, its warmth, after the cold and detached left. 

He checks the rhythm once again. Once, before the murder, it had been “to fuck, to 

rape…” and now, left symbolizes grating whistles, whereas right, right, just say “right” 

and see how sweet and soft it is: all five letters just roll off the tongue, what else can one 

ask for? 

So how could he have been a leftie for all these years? It’s really strange,  and he 

relaxed gradually with the right, right, right … it’s like there there … where there is also a 

so-soft and relaxing r, and the same power from long ago, when he was a child and his 

father spoke to him with such assurance, came back and filled him with life. 

He went to an old closet and looked for clothes that would be appropriate for the 

rally he was about to take part in, a demonstration against the latest steps being taken by 

the government, in which Bibi Netanyahu was supposed to be speaking. It was obvious 

that his brown corduroy trousers and baggy hand knit sweater from South America would 

not do for this particular event. 

He picked a pair of close fitting black silk flared pants from Nadia’s closet, and 

managed to do up the buttons only after emptying all the air out of his stomach, he pulled 

out a short tight shirt that revealed his navel, with a few green pompons on the shoulders 

and some silk embroidery. He was glad to have Nadia, at least for things like this. 

He realized that, in order to complete the outfit, he would have to pay a visit to a 

shoe shop, to look for something shiny and black and substantially high heeled. 
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At the mirror, he noticed for the first time, that he had been growing a hero’s beard 

for some weeks, shaving only his cheeks, and leaving a narrow strip of hair around his 

face. He liked it. 

He gave himself a close look in the mirror and noticed that his cheekbones were 

more prominent, his face longer, more determined looking, his jaw, teeth, everything 

appeared more firmly in place. He gave himself a short friendly, arrogant, slap on each 

cheek and said, “Yalla, who the hell do you think you are?” and gave himself another 

warm smile, of the kind he had not felt for a long time. 

He smeared some oil on his hair and combed it back, and Nadia, who entered the 

bathroom at that exact moment, was impressed with his appearance that she told him that 

after knowing each other for so long, at last he looks like a real man. 

An irritating fly was buzzing around the room, landing from time to time on the 

stubble of his beard, and not giving him any rest. He refrained from smashing it, but 

walked over to open the window and generously sent the fly out. 

Now he went to the kitchen for a light meal before the confrontation in the city 

square. From the fridge, he took out the cholent and kishke his mother had sent along, and 

noted to himself that for some reason, last Saturday was the first one in years that he 

suddenly felt he missed his mother’s cooking, and he called her to ask her to send him 

some. Now, with the cholent melting in his mouth, and regretting not having more time in 

which to enjoy it, he felt how grateful he was to her. 

Suddenly he remembered that he had to leave some for Nadia, and was angry with 

himself for not showing her the respect due to her, and called her to join him, laid the table 
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in her honor, grasped the large knife in his hand, stuck it with forceful and determined 

movements into the heart of the soft black bread that she loves and sliced her some more 

slices. She, who was not quite sure what the difference was between today and yesterday, 

only smiled to herself and enjoyed the pampering, to which she was unaccustomed.  

 Throughout the meal they said nothing, but Yoni laughed in his heart at all the 

lefties, and at the fact that of all people, he, the right-winger, was having a relationship 

with an Arab woman, and they might even have children together. 

In the end he only asked her one question, which appeared strange to her, too, he 

asked her how it was that she, who was so involved in art and the human soul, could have 

forgotten her own people, and her own homeland, but he wasn’t sure she heard him, 

because she was so engrossed in her sculpture, or something else, since she went on eating 

in silence. He kissed her proprietarily on the lips, closed the door after him determinedly 

but firmly, pulling the handle down to the end, to make sure it’s really shut, pulled a large 

key chain out of his pocket and locked the door with two noisy turns of the key. 

He walked down the street in his new high heeled shoes, his chest muscular and 

tanned, and looked down at  people. Like Gulliver, he could feel the world spreading itself 

out at his feet. 

As he approached the demonstration, he could see a mass of people dressed like 

himself, as self-assured as he, and, like himself, smelling of the powerful scent of 

determination.  Opposite him, he could see a group of white figures, that really looked like 

small, bespectacled girls, carrying colorless posters, and he didn’t even care what was 

written on them, but of one thing he was certain: they had no god. They were prepared to 
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sell their own mother. Neither honor, nor family, nothing. As far as they were concerned, 

they could give away everything, they could relinquish all they owned, that’s the way they 

were. 

He felt that their laxity was arousing in him a desire to attack them, to run at them 

and rip up their posters. But he contained himself, when he saw that several policemen 

were guarding them. 

He approached the stage, and the closer he got, the denser was the crowd. Bibi 

Netanyahu was up there delivering an impassioned speech, and it looked as if there was 

fire issuing forth from his mouth. He was saying that this current government was willing 

to relinquish everything, even the graves of the patriarchs, even the rock of our existence, 

and the sounds were beating at his ears, stronger and stronger, like tom-tom drums, 

beating the right rhythm and inflaming the blood. 

The city square was filling up with more and more people, and he felt the wonderful 

kind of feeling he had not felt for a very long time, the sense of being one large, united 

family. He knew that he would never, but never, again stand up an orphan between the 

earth and the sky, “who am I,” he raised his arms upward and roared with all the others. 

It had been years since the last he’d done something like this, at summer school. 

They had an anthem, and they sang it, then it was in the army, whey they used to sing at 

the end of every exhausting day of training, “HO, HO, Who can it be, it’s department 

number three.” Then too, he felt the same spiritual uplift, the same purity, that he had 

never experienced since. He wondered how he had managed to lose the way for so many 

precious years, and now, having found it, he would never let it go again. 
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Afterwards, they all dispersed and he went home with a smile on his lips, and 

pleasant thoughts went with him all the way, memories of how, as a child, his mother and 

father used to prepare his breakfast together, bread and margarine and salad, sour cream 

and white cheese and a glass of milk, and he would finish it all off and go to school 

satiated. 

He entered the house quietly because Nadia was already asleep, stole under the quilt and 

stared out at the darkness. Once, when he was a left-winger, Nadia had told him that you 

make peace the way you go to a whore, you have to know what you’re giving and what 

you’re getting in return, that’s the way it is in life. “But you, Yoni, you’re a gentle soul, you 

wouldn’t want to go to a whore, you want love,” that’s what she said, and he knew that if 

he wanted to wake her up and make love to her right now, she would be quite willing, 

because he is no longer hesitant the way a person is who does not feel deserving. 

He was suddenly reminded of his grandmother, may she rest in peace, they way she 

would play tiddly winks with him when he was five, on the dining room table, to 

encourage him to finish off his meatballs. She always, but always, let him win, and how he 

would be filled with pride at every victory, and run to boast about it to the rest of the 

family: the spark in Grandma’s eyes that never went out, how he beat her, how he showed 

her, how he knew and how he was able to. 

When he was a child – and this was already in the dream – he returned home from 

school and cried that the older kids had beaten him up. Father said he had to fight back 

and not be afraid, but he went on saying that they were stronger than he and couldn’t do 

anything to them. 
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Father stood him upright and started smacking him, gently at first, and stood facing 

him and laughing to him to hit back. He just stood there transfixed, wide eyed, and then 

started to whine. But father went on slapping him first on his right cheek then on his left, 

each time a little stronger. “Hit me back! Hit me back! Be a man!” father called to him, his 

face swollen with anger. 

And then, suddenly, without even knowing where it came from, he lunged at his 

father and smashed his fist with all his strength into his belly. His father stopped for a 

moment, bent over from the force of the surprise, sat down and swallowed his saliva and 

his pain. Then he straightened up, “Now you’re a man!” he said breathlessly. “That’s the 

way I want to see you. That’s the way I love you!” And he wrapped his arms around his 

head and held him to his body, and even now, as he lies there looking out at the darkness, 

his blood races, from the memory of that time. 

 

At night, he feels Nadia’s hand holding his testicles, handling them as she would some lost 

treasure. “You’ve got ‘beid’,” she whispers, “Yoni, you’ve got balls,” she repeats. 

Now, as she cradles his testicles gently and confidently in her hand, he tells that she 

is holding the bag of generations to come, the national deposit that his parents bequeathed 

to him for him to pass on to future generations, the entire Jewish nation with all its 

heritage, religion, culture, all that is now cradled in the dry, callused hand of a Palestinian 

sculptress, who wants to pour him, alive and breathing, into the hard stone. 
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   He told her about his childhood home and asked her to hold on harder to his 

testicles, not to be afraid, to have no fear, and she did indeed strengthen her grasp, 

confidently. 

And then he remembered his great secret, how, as a child, he was always afraid, 

when he’d suffered an especially hard blow there, that something would be broken, and 

how he would come home and tell his parents. They would surely be very angry with him 

for not taking better care of his testicles. 

In the dark, he looked at her tired eyes, feeling his testicles living and breathing in 

her hand, rolling here and there as if they had a life of their own, and now he told her that 

since turning right-wing, he had stopped torturing himself about the murder. 

Nadia just stared into the darkness, as she always did when he raised the matter of 

the murder, and then she asked him if there was any truth in what she had heard, that 

Ariel Sharon had especially large balls. He smiled and laughed, and told her that it was just 

a myth, that he, too, had heard someone shouting something to that effect at some right-

wing demonstration, but that  what they meant actually was that he was very courageous. 

He said to Nadia that what the left needed was just an organ, just a penis and no 

testicles, because what did have to do with tradition? What have they got to do with a 

Jewish home? They only live for the moment, not as Jews, but as ants that would go to their 

deaths in a day or two, and what do they care about the past or the future? 

She let go of his testicles and went back to considering her sculpture, feeling that she 

now had a thorough understanding of testicles and was able to sculpt a pair as if they were 

her own, and Yoni got out of bed, put his slippers on quietly, looked softly at Nadia, at her 
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black lashes, sleeping peacefully, at the tranquility in her face, and reminded himself how 

much she wanted him real and strong. 

He went to the living room to watch the late night news on channel one, and, on the 

way, thought about the politician David Levy, which gave him a sense of repose, and 

indeed, David Levy appeared on screen and talked quietly about peace and security. 

He recalled his mother’s voice, which was more like Shimon Peres’ smart-ass voice, 

the kind of voice that no baby would ever be pacified by, and Rabin’s rough voice, that has 

the power to wake everyone up from their sleep and reminds them of old nightmares. He 

missed David Levy’s voice so badly, that tears started rolling down his cheeks. 
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Forty 

Rabin has been assassinated. 

“I don’t want to die … “ a little girl was weeping quietly. 

“The only people who die are those who want to,” her sister replied. 

“But it’s so sad, poor Rabin, why did they do it to him? He didn’t do any harm,” the 

girl went on crying, sending out pained arms to her doll on the floor, hugged it and held it 

to her chest, laid it down in its bed, covered it with a blanket and stroked its head. “I’ll take 

care of you, protect you, I’ll make nice food for you,” she said, “I’ll never let anyone do 

anything bad to you…” 

Yitzhak Rabin, Israel’s prime minister is on the operating table, burning and 

bleeding tissues have to be repaired, everything’s torn and disconnected, the ends have to 

be put together, everything has to be sewn up. 

We’ll save him, Rabin of ours. A team of experienced doctors are doing the job with 

the greatest devotion, any minute now, he’ll open his eyes, and he’ll come to life, Rabin of 

ours. The whole nation is up on its hind legs, an entire nation applauding. A miracle like 

this has never been known, not even to the Jews! 

His eyes open to the loud applause, to the happiness. It’s been years since Yoni has 

felt such happiness, such a spiritual uplift, our very own Rabin is alive, has come back to 

life, and he’ll continue on the road to peace, the prophesy of the prophets, and his own 

personal prophesy. They have put together all the torn pieces, the torn pieces of our nation, 

the broken pieces of the nation’s body. 
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Now he understands that there were parts there that fought against each other, the 

heard did not wish to pump blood up to the brain, and the brain never listened to the heart, 

and even inside the heart, in the chambers themselves, there has never been a consensus. 

He recalled the details of the terrible dream, the way the driver ran through the 

corridors, dragging Rabin’s giant body after him and shouting, “Rabin’s hurt! The prime 

minister’s injured! Help help …” 

He realized that something in him has changed, that Rabin’s assassination has dome 

something warm to his heart, but he has no way of saying exactly what. Although he’s 

gone back to being a left-winger, but different from before. 

He picked up a pin – he couldn’t go through it without one. As a child, he used to 

prick himself each time he did something bad. It was his way of educating himself, and 

now he felt he deserved a large number of pin pricks, because he has known for a long time 

that he has not been telling the truth, not to himself and certainly not to others. He is a 

victim of the peace process, and they, the right – the evil other half of the nation, want war. 

Is this not the split he has read about in all the psychopathology books, that he has been 

fighting with all his might in the clinic, so what is a split? 

 

Yitzhak Rabin Square in Tel Aviv, thousands of memorial candles spreading their light 

against a black horizon. Tel Aviv, November 1995. There, among the candles and the smell 

of burning wax, between and among the younger generation, wrapped in slogans and 

banners, who has ever seen a sight like this? 
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Youngsters, they’re mostly youngsters, singing the praises of Rabin, each with his 

own personal Rabin, and suddenly, there’s a terrible void of existence. Who will care for 

them? Who will protect them? 

Over there, one of his patients is sitting in a circle with a group of friends, singing: 

“Forever, my brother, we’ll remember you always … “ No, he won’t make a quick 

getaway, he’ll be the first to say “hello,” he’s already made up his mind that something has 

to change. From today onward, he’ll be another kind of therapist, warmer, more human, 

less self-righteous. 

He’s walking slowly, treading quietly on the surface of the water, Who knows 

what’s there below, what monster will raise it’s head up from the depths. It’s is silence that 

comes before the storm, he knows that silence that invites psychopaths and murderers to 

go berserk.  

“Rabin, forgive us,” it says in chalk on the pavement, and elsewhere,  “I am 

ashamed,” and some girl wrote in red lipstick, “Forever and ever we shall remember you, 

our Yitzhak.”  

A thick light falls and covers the square with a sea of longing. People are making 

their way through a silent human mass, “I don’t believe in this peace, the Arabs are only 

arming themselves,” whispers one younger to his friend. “I was afraid of civil war,” he is 

answered. No, they’re not our people, they are not among our supporters, they are 

masquerading, here in the square to dance the mourning dance, to see pretty girls. 
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They are pulling toward the stairs, to the place where Rabin was murdered. Piles 

upon piles of flowers and millions of candles spread a dancing light in the wind, pouring 

heat on the writing on the wall, any minute and the candle wick will go out. 

Knitted skull caps of the nationalist religious Bnei Akiva youth movement, sitting on 

the pavement, singing songs of peace. Who would have believed it of them? What’s 

happened to them, what? 

And a woman, somewhat older, stands there rejoicing in front of a group of 

youngsters, saying that Rabin is not dead, that it’s only in their heads. No pays her any 

attention, but she’s doing her own thing, and laughing. 

Long fingers pluck at the strings of a guitar, tranquil notes float in the air, a cool 

wind causes the candles to flutter, and a couple sit and hug, in the sea of mourning. “I want 

you to be my Rabin,” Nadia whispered to him in the middle of the night, and he promised 

to do everything for her. 

“Shalom Haver,” “Goodbye, friend,” stickers are to be seen everywhere. And he had 

never even dared put a “Peace Now” sticker on his car, the coward. “Shalom Haver” hurts, 

again it hurts him, a sign that something in him has changed. 

On that day of loss and overpowering pain, four people sailing together in a tiny 

rowing  boat, with no paddles, no sail, rising and falling on the soft waves. Out there is 

death, on the wall, so hot, so comforting. What’s going on here? What? He’s never been in 

the same boat with any of his patients. 

A young girl appears, carrying a picture of Rabin. For hours, she’s been standing 

there, her eyes listless, waiting for her father to return. A big-set young man raised his arms 
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to the skies in delectation: murdered his father, now he’s a big guy, can sleep with his 

mother, he’ll join the labor party and raise the flag of rebellion. 

“That’s what happens when a kid doesn’t look out for his father,” Nadia whispered 

to him, “now you can understand me.” 

How long does a memorial candle take to burn out? It’ll go out soon, and a 

everything will be covered with a heavy darkness. 

 

Seventeen year old Haim arrives for a therapy session, every evening he’s been visiting the 

town square, every evening, he’s been sitting there by the light of the memorial candles, to 

the guitar music, the sound of the songs and he is reluctant to tear himself away. And then 

the first rain came and washed everything away. 

He’s alone now, refusing to come back to life, consolation. He looks at Yoni and says 

nothing. “Your eyes are blue, like Rabin’s,” he says, “one of these days, you’ll go and die 

on me, too, desert me as Rabin deserted me.” 

No, he won’t explain, won’t jump up, as usual. These are things straight from the 

heart, things that are hard to bear. 

“You know, but when Rabin died, that first moment that Haim Yavin said on TV 

that Rabin had been assassinated, in fact even before that, when it was clear that he had 

been mortally wounded, I don’t like to say this, but I felt glad, no, not gladness, a kind of 

excitement, euphoria, a sort of uplift. It always happens to me at the most unexpected 

moments, when something awful takes place, when someone falls over, I don’t know…” he 
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lowers his glance and says no more, here, he’s managed to get it out. “You must think I’m 

disturbed, and throw me out of here…” he raises his eyes and looks at Yoni beseechingly.  

No, he doesn’t think he’s disturbed, he knows it from personal experience, that 

gloating feeling, that ecstasy in face of tragedy, he felt it during that period of military 

reserve duty, when he shot at those Arabs. 

He once had a counselor who helped him to understand, who explained to him the 

excitement that is part and parcel of patricide, the way passions are released when world 

order collapses, and how it is followed by guilt that knows no end. 

He must help him, must say something, but what? 

 

Cars no longer bear anti-Rabin stickers: “We’re sick of Rabin”; “You voted Rabin, you got 

Arafat”, and so on. Where did all those stickers disappear to overnight? Only a few anemic 

stickers remained, expressing sentiments such as “Peace with the Golan”, and “The People 

are with the Golan”, and Yoni felt again that he did not understand the other half of his 

nation, with people running around peeling off slogans, and what they are feeling. 

And that night Nadia’s father appeared, read-haired, like Rabin, silently caught up 

in a kind of terrible loneliness, and his face asks, “Why did you do it?” And Yoni tries to 

peel off the sticker and has no success. 
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Forty One 

Danny’s medication has to be increased, he can’t bear bright light, he can’t bear voices, he 

can’t stand himself. They sit helplessly opposite each other, he and Haim, his therapist. 

“Thoughts are not actions,” Haim repeats to himself for the umpteenth time, “it wasn’t you 

who assassinated Rabin, and you’re not responsible for his death.” 

Danny refused to believe. “So why do I feel so guilty?! Look, if it wasn’t I who 

murdered Rabin, then it was I who murdered Nadia’s father.” He asks Haim to give him a 

piece of paper and he draws some earth, in which he scratches out a closed box, above 

which a lilac tree is shedding its leaves.  

He hands the paper over to Haim, and Haim looks at it. He has no energy left for 

this psychopathic patient, who hops from one unconnected thing to another and now he’s 

responsible for another murder, in addition to that of Yitzhak Rabin, and he closes his eyes 

and says nothing … 

“I can see the sadness in your eyes,” Haim hears a strange voice rising up out of the 

silence, “I am looking at Peres in the eye, I have been looking at him for years, and see the 

sorrow, the quiet sorrow that leads the country forward. 

“I know, that’s the sound, that’s the right look, he and none other, the one and only 

enemy who can vanquish the paranoia, the fears, the declarations that we are facing 

another holocaust and that this is the end of this country. The only enemy of all these is 

that silent sorrow, and the younger generation has to be taught how to make use of this 

tool of war. 
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“Rabin is dead, look Haim, the silent sorrow and the longing, they won, they won in 

the city squares, they won in all the wars between right and left. Here, youngsters from 

Bnei Akiva are sitting in a circle singing songs of peace. That is sorrow, that’s longing, and 

it’s an understanding that peace is first of all sad and not happy, because first and 

foremost, in order to live with others, one must know how to give in, who doesn’t know 

that?” 

Haim raises his eyes, he hadn’t dared to until now, hadn’t believed. Where was this 

voice coming from? It’s his own Danny, and he wants to weep, even a therapist is allowed 

to weep for Danny, who has touched life. 
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Forty Two 

Yigael Amir5 has come for therapy, no-one would have believed he’d come, but still, here 

he is. After the prime minister’s assassination, the prison authorities contacted Yoni. Before 

contacting him, they had tried other therapists, who refused to accept him, and now here 

he is in the same room, sitting opposite him. 

Yoni wonders if his agreement to accept Yigael Amir for treatment is proof of his 

being open to the human soul, or whether it is because of other considerations, like, for 

example, a need to find himself in another murderer. But still, Yigael Amir murdered a 

“father” whereas he (Yoni) had only shot at Arabs, some of whom might have been the 

father of someone, but it’s certainly not the same thing. 

Yigae enters the room, sticks him with a questioning look and asks decisively what 

he has to say. Yoni wriggles – it’s not every day he comes across something like this – tries 

to explain to him the rules of the game, that in this place he has to be the first to speak, to 

talk about himself, it is, after all, his therapy. 

“No, if you don’t tell me about yourself, why should I tell you about myself? What 

dis you think, that I’d humiliate myself before you, just for the sake of it?” 

Yoni shivers: he’s met a lot of patients, but never anyone like this one. He delves into 

his brain, maybe he’ll find something to say about himself after all…? Maybe there’s 

something in what he says, after all? It’s a strange situation, being in therapy, among 

friends, Yigael is used to more mutuality. “What would you like to know?” 

“Everything!” Yigael says decisively. 

                                                 
5 Yigael Amir assassinated Israel’s prime minister, Yitzhak Rabin, on November 4, 1995 
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That’s enough! There’s a limit to this aggression. He looks at the piercing eyes facing 

him, at the sharp features, the twist of the lower jaw: fear, a gut feeling of fear. This fear, he 

knows,  is the fear felt by Yigael, who, in his own way, is telling Yoni how afraid he is. 

… He talks about appeasement, that Rabin is appeasing the world political leaders, 

and he will not accept it, no way. “This appeasement has to come to an end!” He shouts in 

anger. 

What appeasement is he talking about, Yoni wonders, about that little appeasing 

Rabin that he has inside him, or the one he wants to murder? Who did it to him? Who was 

it that so humiliated him at the dawn of his life? 

“Rabin was prime minister for ninety eight percent of the people in this country,” 

Yigael cries emotionally. 

Poor Galli was one of the remaining two percent, he had no father to take care of 

him, he only had a mother who was a kindergarten teacher who took care of other kids. 

And now he’s talking about the victims of terrorist attacks that no one was 

concerned about them, no one protected them, no one was with them. It pains him, it really 

pains him. 

Suddenly Yoni is shocked: he is beginning to understand a murderer, but he doesn’t 

wish to understand a murderer, under no circumstances is he willing to understand Yigael 

Amir. He’s going to run with this to a counseling  session. 

His counselor laughed and told him that the nest he knew he’d be understanding 

Arabs, and in the end, he’ll even understand himself, and only added that to understand 

does not necessarily mean to agree. 
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Forty Three 

“The parade will stand to attention. Attention!” 

“Prepare to lower the flag! Tu, tu, tu, tu, tu, tu, tu,…” 

An Israeli soldier stands facing the flag, which he lowers very slowly, with quiet, measured 

movements of his hand. All around t crowd cheers, celebrating cat calls, excitedly whoops 

of joy, gratitude, the Israeli flag is being lowered over the Administration in Jenin. 

“Parade will stand at ease. At ease!” 

The Administration building is being handed over in an orderly manner, for two 

week s now the soldiers have been whitewashing the walls, cleaning the inside, preparing 

for this moment. The flag moves downward, a soldier stretches out a long arm and collects 

it to himself, so it won’t touch the ground. 

 The voices are getting louder, shouts are coming from all directions, a stormy, bitter 

crown, in full military ceremony, they are evacuating Jenin, not withdrawing, not running 

away, not deserting, god forbid. An orderly transfer of authority, it is thus that 

independence is given. 

The head of the Civil Government is proud, smiling, puts out a firm hand toward 

the new mayor of the town, announcing, “She’s all yours.” 

A hesitant hand is sent out toward him, a twisted face, holds out his hand but makes 

no eye contact. No, this is not thanks, this is a spit in the face. 

The happy, triumphant voices are now accompanied by victorious V signs. It is easy, 

now, to hear above the roar of the crowd, the rhythmic chanting, “Balaruh, baladum 
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nafdiki ya Palastine, balaruh, baladum nafdiki ya Palastine” (with fire and blood we’ll 

redeem you Palastine) 

An egg lands, bursts, wipes away his smile, just like that, in the middle of the 

independence ceremony, when he is giving them their freedom, they are giving one in the 

balls, like in the middle of the sex act, that whore sends out her hand and smashes his balls. 

For years he’s been prepared for anything, every war, every blow, but this, in a moment of 

love? 

He stands there motionless one more moment, disbelieving, it can’t be … it’s no 

longer just one egg, it’s a whole shower of eggs, tomatoes, anything and everything that 

comes to hand. 

“Down with the occupation! Down with the occupation! Down … “ No, they’re not 

going to let him get away from here with the respect reserved for victors, they want him to  

walk out on all fours, his tail between his legs. 

The last truck is about to leave, meandering under a shower of stones. Just as well 

they didn’t leave a rearguard. No, they want to win, they want to take their independence, 

not to be given it. They know that no one has ever been granted independence, only took. 

A furious, bloodthirsty, vengeful mob bursts into the government building, falls to its 

knees, weeps, breaks up. 

Jamil is there, too. Wandering moonstruck among the rooms, looking at the walls, 

stands amazed. “Yes, I remember this room, it was here that I carved my desperation 

calendar on the wall. It was the solitary confinement room, it’s all been painted over nicely 
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now, new, no sign left to tell the tale, no sign of the suffering that is carved on the walls of 

my soul.” 

And here’s the interrogation room, he stops still, standing in awe, here, it was right 

here, silently falls to his knees, slowly strokes the one and only floor tile, the one that his 

head was beaten against a thousand times, until he lost consciousness, he remembers it and 

it no doubt remembers him, yes, those spots, those are the bumps he saw, that he felt 

before his consciousness became fogged over, it hasn’t forgotten him, that floor tile, no, it’ll 

never forget him, his best friend is weeping with him at this moment. 

 

“Why, why, Nadia, tell me, why does he never say thank you, that Arafat. We evacuated 

Jenin for him, after all, why doesn’t he say anything about the impressing way we stuck to 

the timetable, after the Rabin assassination, even, why doesn’t he ever have a good word to 

say, the asshole?” 
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Forty Four 

But something is growing out of that death, something that is quiet and modest, firm and 

sure. He watches her in silence: large, full eyes, quiet, neither upset, nor reluctant, she 

contains even death in eyes, in her look, in her body. He can understand now what he has 

been unable to understand for so many years, what it means to her to have had her father 

murdered. 

He strides up the road. No, these are no the same people, no, it’s not the same 

country, people are walking bent-headed, not making eye contact. He, too, is walking 

slower, there is no longer anywhere to which to run. A sad, heavy cloud hangs over 

everyone. There is no rain in the winter of 1995, like a man without tears, huddled into his 

winter coat, raising an eyebrow when he hears a shout. 

“Traffic accidents have dropped to a quarter,” say the media. That’s the way it is, an 

adolescent state tries to commit suicide, only thus can it find any peace. 

He goes over to hug her, encompasses her firm hips with a suffocating ring, tightens 

his hold. She is now his Rabin, the source of his strength and his virility, it is on her that he 

will rest his head, from her that he will draw his belief. 

She recalls how Rabin said of Arafat that they have become so close, that each of 

them knows the other’s crazies, that they are members of the same family, he said, hugged 

and felt gratitude, remembering Arafat’s sad, lowered eyes when he made his condolence 

call on Lea Rabin, spoke of his ally and about a courageous peace. 

Things have happened since the assassination, she has started eating, she has begun 

to have orgasms, and his own face is reposed, relaxed from the war, both their hands are 
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now touching, stroking, sensing. No, it’s not for long. How long can this tiny reward for 

death continue to appease those cruel guardians of the soul? It’s a short-term bribe, he 

knows that, she knows that, in the end, everything will return to what it was. That flower 

that rose up out of the grave into the very midst of the city square, how long can its spring 

last? 

The Hisbolla wage their attacks, the Syrians are spitting, saying they will never 

agree to early warning outposts on the Golan Heights, and Mr. Death is contained, does 

not escalate the war, asking over and over for peace. The winds of fury have ended, the 

heroic stories have come to an end with a fine silent voice. 

Nadia is cutting a salad – who would have believed it? –standing there in the 

kitchen cutting up the vegetables into tiny little pieces, a housewife, he’s got himself. He 

approached her from behind, cups her breasts in his hands, and she smiles. Since when has 

she given in so willingly to his touch, since when has she been so filled with desire? 

“No, don’t go, stay and help me with the salad,” she says. 

“How? How?” 

“Like before, I want some more of what you did before.” 

He stands in front of the window, looking out, Jerusalem, 1995, the street’s in 

darkness. The municipality has installed new lighting on the street corners, fancy   street 

lamps shed a yellow light into the alleys. People hurry on their way, fanning out in all 

directions. 

He’s had a large number of patients today, he, too, was once a patient, he, too, built 

new towers over the ruins of a deprived childhood. On the radio he hears reference to the 
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cold war that was, and is no longer, and then they talked about someone who is supposed 

to be arriving in the region on a mission of peace. He, too, is trying to repair the world, he, 

too, is a therapist. 

… It was Shimon Peres, there in Washington, taking part in a press conference 

before the world, Peres and Bill Clinton. “Thank you, friend,” he said to Clinton. No, it’s 

not the same world as it was, it’s not the world of his deprived childhood, it is a world of 

warmth and love. There is love in politics and there is a great deal of warmth. 

He realizes now that, in a strange way, the assassination of Yitzhak Rabin has 

exonerated him from the guilt of murder, because ever since the murder, he seems to be 

sadder and less militant. 
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Forty Five 

Saturday morning, a cold sun is spreading its first rays. A small Ford Fiesta jumping and 

meandering down the twists and turns of the pock marked road, any minute now, they’ll 

get a punctured wheel. “These roads,” he says derogatorily, “no one’s invested a penny in 

them.” 

A cold wind is beating at her face, masking her words, she is addicted to the feeling 

of the cold wind, even on frosty days. 

“Let’s stop for a minute at the side of the road, spread out a map, nowadays, you 

have to be careful traveling  in these parts. Even you as a Palestinian no longer know where 

you’re allowed to go and where you’re not.” 

She doesn’t reply. Why doesn’t she reply? Why does she place the entire weight of 

their lives on him without bearing any responsibility of her own? 

“God help us, I honestly don’t know how we’re going to be able to make it to 

Dahaishe. Here, come and see: there’s a wadi going upward west of Bethlehem.” He’d 

never excelled at navigation, but this time it might have been a matter of life and death. 

“At Rachel’s Tomb, at the entrance to Bet Jallah, we’re sure to be stopped at an IDF 

road block. They’ve already withdrawn from  Bethlehem, but from here on, we’re in the 

areas belonging to Zone B, according to the Oslo accords, and those parts are still under 

your control.”  

She was making fun, maybe even of him. No, it’s not her naivete that he can’t stand, 

it’s her stupidity. She want’s him to visit her parents’ home and nothing matters to her 

apart from that. 
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He spreads the map out on the ground and leans over it, tracing out the road with 

an anxious finger, and she’s silent, snuggled down in her quilted coat, raising her eyes to 

the hilltops. “Here, lets go from here,” he shows her, “we’ll by-pass this road block, so we 

won’t have to enter Bethlehem. They’re completely crazy there right now, still caught up in 

the IDF-withdrawal celebrations. And all we need is to get lost and end up there.” 

The morning fog gradually disperses above the shining road, the sun has 

straightened out some above the cold earth, reluctant to heat up. Nadia changes radio 

channels, long thin fingers seeking out a nice tune for him. 

He had once told her how his father used to lay a broken record down on the old 

record player and longingly raise his blue eyes skywards. 

“Let me put an Um Khultum cassette on,” she begs him. 

He listens to the curlicue  voice, rising higher and higher, watches as her head rises 

along with it, now he can even see shining eyes. 

 

“It all started in fourth grade,” Nadia began, bringing back her eyes from the hilltops, 

“Salma, my friend, revealed the great secret to me. It was next to the puddle, we were 

standing there, pulling apart leaves that we’d picked from a bush, with our small fingers. 

Salma had always had nervous fingers and she fiddled with the leaves as she told me what 

she told me. 

“We stood close together and spoke in whispers. Salma might even have been 

perspiring with fear, but she still had the courage to tell me. She said suddenly and simply 

that she didn’t believe in Allah, and I, who, until that very moment, had never been 
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particularly bothered by that issue, jumped straight up and announced that I don’t believe 

in him either. Salma explained to me that she believes in nature, and that there is a reason 

for everything that happens, and shares several explanations with me, such as why it is 

forbidden to eat pork, and drink wine, and why it’s good to fast during Ramaddan. 

“If there’s no Allah,’ I thought to myself at that moment, as I stood facing Salma, 

‘then there’s no one between me and Salma, and, altogether, what difference does it make if 

there or there isn’t an Allah, so long as I can be with Salma.’ 

“I remember that moment that Salma told me that there was no Allah, the skies 

became lighter for a little while, and something within me became clear, something deep 

down inside me, that I had always known, was suddenly said in words: there is no Allah! I 

was grasped by a terrifying feeling of lightness, suddenly everything was open and 

possible. 

“But after Salma had gone, I picked up a coin and said to myself that if it comes out 

heads, there is a god, and if its tails, there isn’t. So I tossed it and it came out heads. And I 

tossed it again, and it was tails again. The third time I threw the coin, it landed on tails, but 

then I had to start all over again because it wasn’t fair. 

“But I still carried on asking for Allah’s forgiveness, and all sorts of other requests, 

before exams, for instance, I would ask for help, and I’d ask for things to be sorted out with 

my friends, ‘Allah, just this time, just this time!’ I would swear, ‘Allah, if you’ll only help 

me this time, I promise to believe in you.’ But I never kept my promises, and always went 

back to doubting Allah’s existence, notwithstanding all that he had done for me. 
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“So I stood there in the middle of the path, that spot with the hot sand near the 

puddle, on those quiet yellow afternoons, when I returned from school, I stood there in a 

funny way, with my tongue hanging out and my arms waving in the air and my fingers 

spread out, like a statue stuck in the middle of a joke. I stood there like that for a while and 

swore an oath to remember and never to forget this moment, that moment in which I swore 

to believe in Allah if he fulfills all y wishes.” 

 

He couldn’t remember the last time they’d exchanged a word, wondered why she 

spoke to him about god, specifically when they were on their way to her parents’ home, 

where they would certainly see pictures of her murdered father hanging on the wall. He 

tried to remember a time when a murderer came to the home of his victim to ask his 

forgiveness. For a moment, he toyed with the idea that he had murdered Nadia’s father, 

but understood immediately that it was ridiculous, that it can’t be, because he had only 

shot at Arabs. 

The burning yellow light forced him to put on his sunglasses. Nadia says that this is 

something she’ll never get used to, that she can’t stand having some thing stand between 

her eyes without driving her mad. Now, when the skies are completely cloudless, it is 

possible to see clearly that there is no god, and he rather liked it, to have everyone do as 

they see fit. 

Yellow stretches of rocky yellow land spread before them. Nadia sends up a grim 

look to the hills: bunches and bunches of white, red-roofed houses, spread out over the 

hills, like mushrooms after the rain. 
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A hand is raised in the air, signaling them to halt. Thank god it’s the IDF. He’ll have 

a word with the soldiers, ask them for detailed instructions how to reach Dahaishe. 

A soldier with a black cowlick, dark skin and stubble, shining with sweat in the 

sunlight, comes up to him, “To Dahaishe?” he asks respectfully. 

“Papers,” the soldiers responds. 

He searches and searches, pulls out his documents, hands them over with shaking 

hands. The soldiers examines them carefully, walks over to the jeep, to clarify something, 

perhaps. And now he returns with firm footsteps, hands them over wordlessly. “And 

who’s that with you? Documents, please!” 

Nadia pulls out a blue ID card. 

“From East Jerusalem?” 

She nods her head slightly, grim faced, not trying to please, as Yoni had, she’s 

already at war. 

He knows how her wars end. They already discussed it once, that she goes to war in 

order to lose, in order to give in and surrender, in the end. 

“To Dahaishe … but for god’s sake, be sure to by-pass Bethlehem from the west and, 

under no circumstances must you turn to the east. Have good journey!” He taps on the car, 

send it off before Yoni has had a chance to fully understand the direction he has to take. 

Just as well it wasn’t a Palestinian police road block. His heart is still pumping hard, 

what would they have said about the Arab woman who was traveling with him? “Ah, you 

Jew, you pimp, so you’re fucking out sister, are you. Go on, get out of the car!” Where did 

that terrible vision spring from? 



                  244 

He sits there huddled up, not knowing how to tell Nadia about this fear of his, as the 

outskirts of Dahaishe spread themselves out in front of them, alarmed once again at the fact 

that he is fucking an Arab woman and what they would say about it in the camp. 

“Here, take a right turn here into the dirt track.” 

The lightweight car jumps, trembles and shivers, over the sharp stones. Small, low 

houses are spread around in disorder all along the slopes of the hills: Dahaishe. Dozens of 

small kids run up to them threateningly, storming forward, pulling up with a screech, a 

bark, in front of the car. Nadia smiles at them, puts out a hand, waves hello to them. 

“Nadia, Nadia!” voices come from all directions, pushing, grabbing the edges of her 

dress, seeking out her hand, accompanying them like a swarm of buzzing bees. Soon, the 

entire camp will be there. 

“Jew, Jew!” someone shouts, “Jew, Jew!” Others join him in the chant in unison. No, 

it’s without hate, so he feels, it’s a fact – he’s her Jew. 

Bare, dusty feet splash about in the puddle, torn, tattered clothes. A boy throws a 

hoop in the air and tries, unsuccessfully, to catch it on a stick. The sun sends warm rays on 

a clear winter’s day to the rocky, hilly ground, and he’s surrounded by a tribe of admirers, 

marching along with his Nadia toward the wedding canopy, the hupa. 

 

 

Empty, peeling walls, yellow by the light of the spirit lamp, welcome them in, a dusty rug, 

whose colors have long disappeared, is spread at their feet, large, sparkling pillows lie all 



                  245 

around, and dark, murky windows above. Embers whisper in the corner of the room, a pile 

of black ashes and a large golden kettle on top. 

“Ahlan wasahlan,” hands are held out, a wrinkle-skinned man, Nadia’s father’s 

father, smiles at him, offering him a seat. 

Where’s Nadia disappeared to! Why has she left him here alone?” 

Heavey, ageless women, place trays of hummus, labane cheese, za’atar and olives in 

front of him, and disappear behind a small door. Maybe his Nadia is with them. The raven-

like screech of children from outside, like the twitter of birds at twilight. 

The hours drag by, sounds spread out along the walls, he has no idea how long he’s 

been here, outside it must be night. The old man doesn’t stop talking, talks and talks, and 

the words rhyme, ring and cling to the walls, tinkling with the night by the light of the 

spirit lamp. Where are they all? Why have they left the two of them alone for the final duel? 

When will it end, when? 

“In six weeks’ time,” the old man sighs, “in six weeks’ time, there’ll be the first 

democratic general election the Palestinian nation has ever known, and my son, Nadia’s 

father, won’t be here to see it.” 

A smiling nation, so it seems to him suddenly, a nation that talks so logically, so 

sanely. “You were there once, too,” he says of the peace, so it seems to him, he doesn’t 

understand all the words, but the tune, the tune, he knows, is more important than the 

words. He talks quietly, in moderation, about the capital, Jerusalem. He’s a human being. 

“When a child grows up,” he suddenly raises his voice, “he is not examined at every 

moment, and he is not given a grade at every moment. I was taught this by Nadia, when 
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she was still a small child. He is trusted, and we believe that if we invest in him today, we’ll 

reap the fruits tomorrow. But you’re a nation without faith, every morning you come and 

check us inside our trousers, comparing us to you, a developed country. Is that the way 

you think anyone can grow? Is that how you think we can build trust?” 

He recognizes these sounds from the clinic, the sounds of real pain, he knows that 

with such sounds, any sickness can be conquered, that one grows up and learns to 

overcome any obstacle. 

The old man talks sadly about the forthcoming elections in the territories, about the 

economic hardships, about the cruel existential war. Here Palestinian policemen take up 

their positions in the administration and Yoni has a vision of a gang of outlaws, villains 

and liars, you can’t believe a word they say, and here they are taking up the posts of 

policemen and keepers of the law. What is the world coming to?! 

“Our children, our pride and joy,” the old man’s voice goes higher, shocking the 

walls of the house, “our police is working, after all, and carrying out its job. Youngsters 

who know how to fight when it was necessary for them to fight, and know how to stop 

when it was time to stop, are fighting yet again, this time on behalf of our democracy.” 

Jamil should have been here to hear this. He looks at the old man, his eyes that are 

screwed up to almost nothing among the wrinkles in his face, yet a spark is still 

distinguishable in them. A simple man, a grocer by trade, he probably wants peace, wants 

respect, wants his Arafat and places him on a pedestal. 
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Independence, you; democracy, you; police, you … don’t make me laugh … What’s 

this other voice? Every time he starts to believe, an inner voice starts to confuse him. It’s the 

voice of the murderer in him, coming back to life. 

He understands that the mourning period for Yitzhak Rabin has come to an end for 

him, and the murderer in him is, once again, ready for action. 

 

 

He’s spread-eagled on  a mattress on the floor, covered with moldy, prickly, wool blankets, 

in basic training it was more comfortable. Where’s Nadia, he hasn’t seen her for ages. He 

must have been crazy to agree to spend the night here, in there home, it seemed to him for 

a moment that it was his own home, maybe in his sleep, maybe that’s what always happens 

to murderers, when they step into the shoes of victims, and get the feeling they owned the 

place. 

Darkness, what’s he doing here at night? He doesn’t even know where to go for a 

pee. He can’t hold it in, he’ll have to pee outside. Shakes off a heavy blanket, and shuffles 

his way out of the house. Night, dark, stars, in the middle of an Arab refugee camp, he 

draws out his organ from the depths of his trousers and a shows it off to the cool wind. 

He’s been circumcised, he’s not an Arab. But they circumcise themselves, too, so he 

is an Arab. He closes his eyes and tries to give himself over to the thin stream that flows out 

of him, tries to feel the container within him, whose level is getting gradually lower in front 

of the hills. “Who am I?” he asks suddenly, “Who am I?” he asks again, his skin 

goosepimpled from the cold, and a shudder accompanies the stream. He gives himself over 
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to the flow which is now getting weaker and weaker until it is just one last drop, and he is 

finished along with it. 

In the moon shade of the olive trees, he stood on a rock looking over at that wadi 

spreading itself before him, listing to the shuffle of water below, and the howl of distant 

tans, calling out to their mother to return. He stood there between earth and sky, after 

having emptied his bladder and freed himself of the pressure. Maybe he would have been 

better off not relieving himself so quickly, because he is asking an important question, 

because he does not wish to forget, never to forget this moment, when he stood at the heart 

of an Arab refugee camp at night, by the light of the moon and the stars, peeing into the 

cool wind and asking “Who am I?” 

The old man’s words echoe in his ears as the chill grasps at his flesh and freshens 

him with pure air, “There is no Arab without a Jew, just as there is no baby without a 

mother.” 

Now Yoni, only at such a moment of night, no way in dazzling daylight, asks the 

creator of the universe if he is a right-winger or a left-winger, an Arab or a Jew, a murderer 

or a murderer’s victim and knows that anything he says, the opposite is also true. So that 

he says nothing, only swears with all his strength, as he did then, when he was a child, to 

remember and not to forget this single moment. 

 

“Nadia, Yoni, come and eat, it’s late!” Mother calls. He words sound like a pleasant, 

appetizing tune, threaded with a certain note of reproach. 

“But I haven’t finished washing yet,” Nadia says. 
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“That girl, the time she takes to wash! You’ll be late!” 

“At that moment, father would come and calm things down,” Nadia tells him with a 

smile, “Come on, just finishing washing yourselves, there’s plenty of time, don’t worry,’ 

that’s how he’s say it and check if it was necessary to check the water in the bucket.” 

A salad of hummus, tahina and tomatoes is waiting on the table, prepared by 

mother. “Large pieces of tomatoes that are difficult to swallow,” Nadia explains, “not those 

tiny pieces that father used to take such care cutting. 

“There’s no need to stir too much, a little stirring is good, so that you can taste the 

hummus and the tahina separately. Father knew just how I like it, but then he’d forget and 

mix it up too much, and I had to remind him. Mother never forgets, it’s one of the few 

things she does really well. 

“I always begin with the hummus and tahina, because it’s the most pleasant and 

lightest in the mouth. There’s something burning about tomatoes. 

“Warm pitta bread with olive oil, and we mustn’t forget the most important thing, a 

large glass of milk from our goat, who still gives milk every morning. A good meal, soon 

I’ll be too full, but it’s pass during the day. Breakfast is the most important meal of the day, 

father used to say that he’d read it in the paper. 

“Here, father used to stand in front of me,” she points out a spot to Yoni, “leaning 

on his thick elbows on the metal chair back opposite him, ready for work first thing in the 

morning – that’s how it is with parents who get up earlier than their children to get 

everything ready – looks with clear, dark red-rimmed eyes at my plate, ‘look, just look how 

she’s eating, moving the plate, always moving it. When she’s eating, the plate goes off in all 
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directions. Nana, that’s not the way to eat.’ He would say sorrowfully, and I would stick 

my face in my plate and carry on working. 

“Now it was the turn of the tomatoes. ‘Look, just look how she’s eating, open-

mouthed, making loud noises. Did you see, mother, how she’s eating, that girl?’ He opens 

his mouth and demonstrates loud chewing voices to mother. 

“What does he want, what? Background music you can get used to, sad, silent music 

that wails on for years?” 

“Nana, please finish off your tomatoes, there’s not much left.’ 

“’ I don’t want to, father, I’ve had enough,’ 

“’ Well, just the milk at least.’ 

“we compromised, I, too, have to give up something. I drank a few more sips and 

said I really couldn’t manage any more. I stood up from the table, the taste of tomatoes still 

in my mouth together with last sip of milk, hoping that it would make it go away. Indeed, 

there’s nothing like milk, and I don’t filling my stomach with it. 

“How can you start the day without a good breakfast? Pitta bread and milk and 

hummus and tahina, it’s good.” 

 

Later, Nadia took Yoni on a tour of the camp, and showed him the electricity pole, where 

they used to play hide and seek, and reminded him what she had already told him, the 

way she had stood there and all the others had simply gone home. Ten year old Nadia, 

going from house to house, whistling into the windows at twilight, looking for her friends 

who were there, and now were no longer. 
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And here, they found the puddle she had told him about, and it was here that she 

had stood with Salma when she revealed to her that there was no god, and here, this was 

even the bush that crumbled in their small, excited fingers. And the crazy neighbor lady 

lived here, and this is the home of the woman who had nothing to eat. But the one thing 

she really wants to do is to take him once more to her father’s grave. 

 

“It was on a Friday morning, father rose early and went out for his customary walk. 

Mother told him no to take a short cut through the central street, because she could hear 

shooting and commotion, but father got dressed and went out full of confidence. 

“We were awake already, it was seven o’clock in the morning. On Fridays we’d 

usually get up even earlier and make a noise. We heard shouting when we were still in 

bed, and ran outside to look. We didn’t run out immediately and regretted it later, because 

by the time we did, the other neighbors were already there, and father was lying on the 

asphalt path, in a pool of blood. 

“They said a bullet had made a hole in his head and thought about taking to the 

doctor right away, but then that it wouldn’t make any difference any more, that he was a 

martyr, a shaheed. 

“I volunteered, as usual, to help carry him on a kind o f blanket that he was lying on. 

He must have liked having his heavy body carried like that, even if father was small. He 

huffed and puffed all the way and there was blood coming out of his mouth, as if he’d just 

finished a hard run, but he didn’t look at us. 

“’That’s how it is,’ said mother, ‘when you don’t take care of father.’ 
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“Over there, in the field on the hill, beneath the lilac tree, we dug a hole and placed 

father in it. It must have been about nine o’clock in the morning, at a time when people 

were getting up for their good Friday morning breakfasts, listening to Um-Khultum on the 

radio and going to the mosque, and then taking a walk toward the Abdullah gardens, and 

on that Friday morning with everything so fresh and clean, we stood there on the hill, in 

the middle of the sky, with the red on the horizon turning gray, as if night had fallen on us. 

“We stood and heard our heart beat and stop. I and Salma, my friend, and mother 

and my brothers, and father, who was already covered with earth. Mother wasn’t standing 

with us, she stood a little behind us, lowering her head, and then, when everyone wanted 

to leave, and I was dragged after them, not wanting to depart, mother stood on the little 

hill, raising her head and wailing quietly like the wolves. 

“Children told me afterwards that mother didn’t want to leave the place, she dug 

with her hands in the earth to get father out of the hole, kneeling on her knees and, sniffing 

and weeping. 

“For many days, every time we passed by that spot, mother would stand on the hill, 

sniff the air all around, as if looking for something.” 
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Forty Six 

Jamil cannot make up his mind whether or not to go to the demonstration. No, it’s not the 

same kind of demonstration as before, they would not be throwing stones this time, this 

time they’d be cheering with happiness. Arafat is coming to Ramallah, Bethlehem, Tulkarm 

and god knows where else. Every time the occupier evacuates a place, Arafat arrives, 

makes announcements, calls for national unity, talks about Jerusalem being our capital for 

ever more. 

He has to go, he can’t stay indoors indifferent to what’s happening outside, not to go 

out to welcome the Ra’is, the leader. True, Arafat hasn’t called him for a year or more, since 

their last conversation, since the Oslo accords were signed, when he took off his uniform 

and set out on a new way of life. Until then - those were the good old days in the intifada - 

he would often sit right next to Arafat at meetings of the PLO leadership. 

Now he no longer calls, he’s too busy, it’s understandable, he’s got enough things to 

think about with the political negotiations. He did call once, though, actually it was his 

wife, Saha, who called, to wish him a happy birthday: Abu Amar remembered his 

birthday. 

So what, so he’ll be like all the others, go out to the city square to cheer the Ra’is? 

Yes, why not? Why, is it beneath his dignity to rejoice with all the others, to be one of 

them? He’ll join the masses, no one will know who he is, or what role he played in the 

Ra’is’ life. It’s good that way, it’s what he’s used to. 

He climbs on to a roof with all the others, and gets goose pimples. It’s as easy as 

anything to shoot him down from here with a good sharp-shooter’s rifle, he smiles to 
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himself. For a moment, he thought of doing it himself. What a funny thought – that he 

would do away with his Arafat, what a scandal that would cause… 

Here, Arafat is raising his arms on the balcony, calling on every Palestinian to come 

to the voting stations on election day, to make his or her modest contribution to the 

establishment of the Palestinian state. 

A human mass watches the events as in a dream, long-suffering people are raising 

their arms in the air, cheering, like ever rising waves, forgetting the sorrows of their labor, 

bearing their eyes up toward their leader, hoping to draw a smidgen of comfort, and he, 

where is he? He is thinking of tomorrow’s workday, a long, hard day awaits him. 

“Balruh, baladum nafdik, ya abu amar!” the crowd roars, and Arafat corrects them 

“Balruh, baladum nafdik ya Palastine.” 

Why, why is he correcting them? Something hurts … he doesn’t know what. He 

recalls their last conversation, more than a year ago, he had known that he was setting out 

on a new path, that he was taking upon himself to walk in the desert. 

There, on the balcony, the Ra’is is waving his arms, he is old, no longer strong, he is 

being held up at the back, helping hands assisting him to raise his arms, planting strength 

in him. He lifts his arms and everyone can see, and everyone cheers, and everyone knows 

how close he is to Abu Amar. 

Such thoughts! Great Allah … where has it all come from. He licks away the sweet 

secret from the edges of his lips, and kisses Arafat … this is taking things too far. What’s 

happening to him, what? He’s never had such thoughts before. Alright, it’s a secret, it’s 

only between him and the Ra’is, no-one else really knows. 
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He looks down at the ground, taking a rest from the sights – it doesn’t pass. All he 

wants it to touch him a little, to stroke him, to find comfort in those soft, chubby thighs, 

that are so warm and loving. He’s still grasping at them, doesn’t let go, stroking into the 

inside of Abu Amar’s uniform, stroking and smelling the perspiration. 

Suddenly he began running, extracted himself from the mob, running through the 

alleyways, not knowing where he was heading, galloping through the streets, forward, 

ahead, running rhythmically, the rhythm of his breathing, the rhythm of his heartbeat – 

one, two, three, four, one, two, three, four – and such strength, what strength he has to run 

like that, it seems to him that he has been running thus for an hour, running a marathon, 

tirelessly, not breaking down, the more he runs the stronger he gets, endlessly. Only now, 

when a cool breeze hits his face, he notices that he has been weeping for a long time, hot 

tears are washing down his face, wetting his shirt right down to his trousers. That’s the 

way he is, running and weeping, weeping and running. A wonderful feeling fills him up, 

increasing his power, making him run like a man, with all his strength, and weeps, as men 

weep, and the stamping of his feet is saying, “Abu Amar, Abu Amar, Abu Amar, Abu 

Amar.” 

Now he is galloping up the stairs to his home, enters his apartment, sits himself 

down in an armchair, turns on the TV: a live broadcast of Arafat, still speaking to the 

masses. He scrutinizes him, his face, his mischievous eyes, moving about in their sockets, 

the hedgehog stubble on his face, his aquiline nose, his meaty, red lips. Had he kissed him, 

had he rubbed him cheek to cheek, he would surely have been scuffed and scratched. He 
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had always had the same problem with his own father – those prickles were pleasant-

painful. Like penetration … 

What’s he thinking about, what, penetration, by whom? With what? 

He loves that old body, the hanging belly, he strokes it gently, cares for it in ill 

health. He is lying in bed, Abu Amar, and he is passing the damp sponge over the folds, in 

his armpits, approaching the crotch. That has to be washed too, it’s an important place and 

a lot dirt accumulates there, he explains to Abu Amar. 

Now he goes back to the graying chest hair, underneath the uniform, lays down the 

sponge and send outspread fingers into the bush. Again he slides over the swollen belly 

toward the slope, it is possible from here to see the limp sexual organ. Arafat is sick, there 

is no doubt of that, he is in need of a virility injection. 

Gently he touches this wilted flower, and slowly-slowly, it starts rising, out of the 

strength of love, as a result of all the stroking, awakens to a new life. 

“That’s enough!” he tells himself all at once, and straightens himself in his armchair, 

a broad smile on his face, “Enough!” he says again, you can have just so much of a god 

thing. 

He remembers how it all began, there in the Israeli General Security Services torture 

cellar. He remembers the interrogator’s canvas high-tops, nailed to the floor, the cudgel in 

his hand. Funny, but at that moment, it looked to him from below, as he was still spread-

eagled there on the floor, like a giant sex organ, being held by a powerful hand. 

His consciousness became foggy later on, and between one hazy period and another, 

he saw some writing on the wall, “The Israeli GSS has turned me into a faggot,” above an 
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address and a telephone number. Elsewhere on the wall, someone had written, “You can’t 

get away from here,” and “Israeli occupation has brought us all out of the closet,” and he 

understood, then, between one blow and another, each time his consciousness is restored, 

how the blows extract some thing out of him some thing that already exists, a king of 

homosexual demon, that is lying in wait inside of him, just waiting for the blows to come 

so he can be released. 

Now, as he is sprawled in the soft armchair, watching the TV screen and pouring 

himself another cup of coffee out of the large pitcher, he remembers all this, and the deep 

pain or reserved pleasure, the way the interrogator stood in front of him eating a portion of 

falafel and brought him one, too, because he had sung, because he had squealed. Then, at 

that moment, he had turned into a faggot, without even knowing about it. 

The interrogator had explained to him that that is how it was, that they, the GSS, 

really do turn their subjects of interrogation, into faggots, and explained to him that it was 

a like a woman being raped, and that she then has no choice and has to give it to everyone 

..  

Jamil sat there drinking it all in thirstily, full of intellectual interest, as if it was not 

him they were talking about, and the interrogator went on pleasantly delivering the lesson, 

“Now, as you sit here before me, needing me and fearing me to death, this fear is 

stimulating.” 

Then, at the parting, Jamil ceremoniously added his name and telephone number to 

the list on the wall, carved there for generations to come, so there won’t be some hero here, 

who thinks he can get away from here and remain normal, and the interrogator came and 
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nodded his head in confirmation, that it’s right and good of him to carve his name on the 

wall, and smiled at him fondly. 

He remembers again how at nights, when they allowed him to sleep a little on the 

cold concrete floor, and all he wanted was some rest for his tortured body and soul, he 

would fantasize about the cudgel in the hand of the occupier, about his hob nailed boots, 

and then he would be lit up by a spark of life. Like a good father, the interrogator knew 

exactly what worked on him, and allowed it to happen to him, because they both know 

that, without that secret, he would never have survived. 
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Forty Seven 

A graying morning, the last plastic chairs are filling up. The parliament at  the “Arab in his 

Heart is about to open outside, under the auspices of the heavy rain, as it does every 

morning. The café owner will serve them in the pouring rain, and present them with large 

steaming pots of coffee. She once said to them that if they could do it, so could she, because 

she was still young and not made of sugar. 

The chairs are spread out close together, she finds it hard to pass among them, and 

asks for help in handing out the hot coffee pots. 

More laughter, small talk, empty chattering, but gradually, silence prevails. Now, 

they can hear the heavy rain. There is one stringent rule in the parliament at the “Arab in 

his Heart”: everyone who speaks, must do so from the heart, but from the very depths of 

the heart, and another rule that is accepted by all present, that one sentence does not 

necessarily have to be connected with a second, that’s how things are run in the Arab in his 

Heart. 

“The negotiations with the Syrians are reaching their peak, Rabin is dead, there is no 

one to look out for us,” a fat settler stands up and shoots out the opening sentence. 

“They’re splitting up the country, clearance sale,” a cruel looking skinny man 

whines from the counter and empties back a glass of wine in one gulp. 

The café owner remembers that it hasn’t always been like this, one the calls here 

were to “Fuck all the Jewish girls,” and “A good Arab is a dead Arab,” but things have 

changed with the passage of time, and only sad, dull voices are what has remained. 
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“There’ll be general elections in the Palestinian Authority soon,” a small Arab 

woman stood up and mumbled in a whisper, and looked at her baby, pulled out a breast 

and nursed him. 

“And within us,” Yoni stood up suddenly and thumped on the table with his fist, 

“murderers are allowed to continue wandering around free, wild in the field!” He didn’t 

understand why he had done it, maybe because he wanted to join in the conversation, 

maybe because it came from his heart, and he was suddenly terribly alarmed, realized that 

he was talking about himself, paled, and gradually collapsed back onto his chair. 

Silence, no one says a word, and this is not normal procedure here in the Arab in 

your Heart, for everyone to agree – agree to what? – with his head laying on the table, he 

feels in his body that everyone is looking at him … and then they are looking at him less, 

and then he feels them all lowering their heads. 

After a while which appeared to him eternal, the café owner rang a bell and said that 

the debate must continue, that they cannot allow themselves the luxury of delving into 

themselves, and the nursing mother stood up and explained that it is not necessary to 

reply, but to enjoy, and asked why there are such people as those who first rape and then 

murder their victims, and replied immediately that it is because they did not reach orgasm, 

because they were not gratified, not now, when they were children, probably, and they are 

terribly angry. But we shall teach them that it is possible to enjoy something, without 

having to destroy it, since one can use something and enjoy it over and over again, as in the 

case of mother. 
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Yoni makes his way to the clinic, the taste of the murderer still in his mouth, rolling over 

his tongue, with a kind of sourness that always turns in the end to sweetness. On the radio 

they said that the vote of no confidence in the Peres government was outvoted 61 to 59, and 

he did not know who was the winner, madness or sanity, and wondered if god had 

devised this game on purpose or by chance, because why other would he ridicule this 

entire conflict… 

He remembers his father, who raised him on right-wing ideology, and used to pull 

off plasters with one swipe, put a dislocated bone back in place with one blow, but always 

with tears in his eyes, always with pent-up pain, as if he felt Yoni in his own body, and 

actually, if one is to judge realistically, he didn’t turn out so bad, after all, he could even be 

termed a successful child. 

It was an ant that was to blame for all those years that deserted his father’s home 

and became a left-wing ideologist and hurled complaints at his parents, and they always 

went on loving him, and how happy they were when he returned to the bosom of the 

fighting, right-wing family, and now he is about to disappoint them for the umpteenth 

time, when, once again, he doesn’t know what he is. 

In the end he told himself that a murderer can be both right wing and left wing, 

because murder is a trait, a personal characteristic that can be found in each and everyone. 

For a moment he was horrified at the banality of the murder, but even this did not last too 

long, because it was clear to him immediately that he was no regular, common or garden 

murderer, but the murderer of the father of his future wife, and that makes it a special case. 
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He consoled himself with the thought that when a man and a woman get married, 

the woman takes on the name of her husband, and she gets swallowed up inside him and 

she has no existence of her own, and if he did really murder her father, and now she is his, 

then everything was carried out in accordance with nature. 

 

Yossi entered and started speaking, but Yoni was not concentrating on what he was saying. 

He came to when Yossi talked about a debt owed by  a murderer to his victim for 

generations after generations, and he has to continue living out the life of the victim. 

Once, he explained, it was customary to take the wife and children, and if you know 

the victim, it is all the more necessary to step into his shoes. Thus it is the murderer’s duty 

to know who it is he is murdering, otherwise the murderer will never know who he really 

is. 

Yoni did not respond, whether out of a recognition that Yossi needed more time in 

order to reach the truth, or whether out of an assurance that here, any minute now his truth 

will be disclosed to him, laid bare before him obvious to everyone, and the skies will not 

cave in. 
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Forty Eight 

At twilight, Danny sat on the roadside on the way to the Dahaishe refugee camp, on way to 

a visit to Nadia’s father’s grave, trying to prize a stone out of the sole of his sandal. Two 

hours previously, he had still been sitting facing Haim, his therapist, and trying to 

persuade him that until the grave is opened to reveal who is really buried there and who 

murdered him, there could be nor rest to Danny’s soul. 

Haim looked at him calmly and said that instead of running off to open graves, it 

would be better if he were to open the box of his subconscious to reveal what it is that he 

has been hiding from himself for so long. But his words had no effect on Danny, who did 

not even wait for the end of the conversation, before running off on his way. 

Now, when he is having trouble getting out the stone, and he is struggling with it 

furiously, it is clear to him that this is yet another sign of the hardships with which the lord 

of the universe is trying him. He wondered if he could be the Messiah, and how hadn’t he 

thought of it before, how could it be that the idea had never actually occurred to him, after 

all, he had felt it all the time in his heart of hearts, in his very innermost self, his uniqueness 

on this earth: he is the Messiah! It’s the truth! He has proof, firm evidence, that what he is 

going through is not insignificant, and it has never happened to anyone else on earth, and 

the funny thing is that he has only just became aware of it. 

He looked upward, the pole of dawn flew above him, yet the wheel of the skies has 

not yet been extracted from the twilight, at a moment that was not clear whether it was day 

or night, at a moment that there is none behind him and none before, but only him, when 
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the prayer “Master of the Universe,” is ringing in his ears. At that exact moment, he stood 

still, and all the pieces of the puzzle suddenly fell into place. 

He stood on the hill and looked over the landscape, and Jerusalem appeared to him 

translucent and clear, swamped within the blue of evening, and he knew that he was 

Danny, son of this land, he is both Arab and Jew, and it was so very clear to him that it 

cried out from the skies: he is the Messiah! 

But that good feeling did not last a long time, because the evening and the thirst 

started giving out their signals, and the medication which had been making him so 

lethargic and weak, made it impossible for him to advance at the pace to which he had 

been accustomed. He sat down huffing and puffing on a stone, and this was the first time 

he noticed that disappointment was warmer and sweeter than this dream, sorrow and 

silence, the small consolation for his being a human being, and this, too, is not always more 

pleasant than the messianic fulfillment itself. 

Suddenly he shouted in a loud voice over the expanses of Jeruesalem hills: “A 

Messiah needs warmth and consolation! A Messiah needs acceptance and love! A Messiah 

does not want to be alone!” H watched the voices sliding down the Jerusalem hills toward 

the coastal plain, beating at the Mediterranean Sea and causing huge waves in it. 

Then he stood up, and continued stumbling along the path on sore feet, now it was 

by the light of the moon, in the direction of the refugee camp, toying with thoughts of what 

he’ll find in the grave. 

Supposing he finds the body of a woman inside the grave, of that of an animal 

buried there, who knows, he had never opened a grave. He notices that he was toying with 
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all sorts of ideas, except for one thought, that Nadia’s father really was buried there, and 

this idea caused him a weakness in his knees. 

Afterwards he asked himself, if, supposing that Nadia’s father is buried there, then 

who murdered him, and he was unable to escape, no matter how hard he tried, from the 

word, “Yoni.” He was shocked to the core at this thought, and went back to sitting on a 

rock on the roadside, murmuring: “Yoni murdered Nadia’s father … “ and as he said those 

words, he felt  an enormous relieve, and understood the enormity of the guilt that was laid 

on him. 

He decided to leave the matter of the grave, to run to his therapist and to tell that that he 

had discovered why had lost his sanity, and started recalling all the details: how it was 

that, then, during military service in Dahaishe, he had seen Nadia standing there in the 

house with the marble pillars, and joked about her being their white angel, and how Yoni 

shot some bullets afterwards and he, Danny, had shouted to him to “stop! Stop!” and how 

he had seen her once again, leaving the hospital when they took in that little girl with the 

amputated legs, and how he had been unconsciously drawing the grave of Nadia’s dead 

father under the lilac tree, and especially – how he had known, the dreadful secret without 

knowing, and had felt the horrible guilt consuming him, and as the secret burst forth, he 

became more and more calm and felt that order was returning to his world, and he ran 

quickly to his therapist to  tell him that he had solved the mystery. 

 

At the gates to the hospital, he looked at his wristwatch and saw that, without noticing it, 

he had arrived exactly on time for a therapy session. He entered the room with a confident 
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step, sat down in the heavy armchair, and for the first time in years, he stopped and looked 

at Haim, to see if he existed. 

He was surprised that Haim was sitting in front of him in perfect peace, waiting to 

hear what he had to say. “Today, I would like you to begin,” he said, and Haim was so 

touched, that tears stood in his eyes. 

To this day, he sits opposite Danny, who is talking to himself, and filling the space 

in the room, sitting opposite him without being able to say a word, without being able to 

push in so much as a pin. Thus he learned to take measured breaths, to look out carefully, 

to sit next to him and to wait for a moment, to enable Danny to watch, so see a little, to 

allow others to live a little. And here, suddenly, Danny is waiting, simply sitting there 

waiting for him to say something and he, Danny’s therapist – it’s his profession, after all, to 

exist even when he is not given existence, to know how to wait quietly for the moment that 

this baby is able to recognize him and thank him for having treated him without his having 

been aware of it – worried about him even when he was deeply involved with himself, 

protected him, even before he know why, and what had happened. 

Danny looks at Haim, now, and asks how he is, and whether those tears are because 

of him, because it’s a little embarrassing. He told him about Nadia’s father, and the more 

he spread out the story before Haim, so his feeling of relief increased. 

The two sat here until the early hours of the morning. Danny talked and talked, and, 

as he talked, his sanity returned to him. 
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Forty Nine 

It’s Saturday, election day. She is dressed in jeans and a large hand knit sweater that Yoni 

bought her for her last birthday and her long black hair is hanging loosely down her back. 

“Loosely,,,” she smiles to herself. A general election has to be attended with hair hanging 

loosely down one’s back. 

A warm sun welcomes her as she walks up Sallah-a-din Street, on her way to the 

post office, her head held high. She smiles up at the sun, smiling as at pictures of golden 

rays, singing, dancing, caressing everything.  

Maybe, she just might vote for Samiha Halil? A woman, after all, a non-conventional 

vote, after all. She’s allowed to, it’s absolutely her prerogative. She’ll confuse them, Arafat 

is sure she’ll vote for him, but she, she won’t. Behind the screen, when no one’s looking at 

her, she’ll do whatever she feels like: “tagar bagara, kal li sidi, ad lelasara: wahd, n’nein, 

t’lata, arb’a… “ the tenth one comes up tops, Arafat! She’ll vote for Arafat, it’s not a game, 

after all. But she’ll allowed to play a little, it’s her freedom to do so, her liberty. 

They are asking her, standing in front of her like a couple of kids, Arafat and Samiha 

Halil, and she has to choose which of the two she loves more. But no, she loves them both 

equally, they are both her children, she will not discriminate between them, or deny either 

one of them. No, she really does not know who to vote for. Samiha opposes the Oslo 

accords, she, admittedly is in favor of it, so what? But Samiha is a woman, and he, that 

show-off who is virtually uncontested, has to be shown once and for all what’s what. But 

what about responsibility, she can hardly make fun of the whole thing. 
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Yoni will take an interest, interrogate, she won’t tell him who she voted for, he’s 

pass out if he finds out she voted for Samiha, against the Oslo accords, he won’t 

understand what it’s about, giving a little girl the chance to choose any toy she wants. 

That’s how it is, they do a hagra tagra… she might tell him in the end, but she doesn’t have 

to. She is filled with satisfaction. Even in the darkness of night, when they are one body, 

she’ll make sure no to blurt out the truth. Even he mustn’t come with her   behind the 

polling screen. 

And if it turns out that it is Yoni who murdered her father … ? She gets goose 

pimples, then who she going to vote for? And the banality of the murder, that does not 

change anything, hits senseless. In her heart of hearts she actually does know that he is the 

murderer, he, or his bullets or those of his friends. Yoni murdered her father. 

But today is a holiday and it’s a pity to spoil it with thoughts such as these. She 

wants to live, she doesn’t want to think about her father who died. But how can she marry 

Yoni …? Yes, it’s true, she’ll always hate him a little, she’ll save him a little corner in her 

heart in which she will want revenge, the kind that one visits once a year, on Nakba Day. 

Her wedding to Yoni, who murdered her father, will be a large and elegant affair, and 

that’s all, except that her father will not be present at the ceremony, that’s all the difference. 

Down the road, they’re selling Kurshla, the kind she likes with za’atar. “Kurshla, 

Kurshla!” she can hear clearly a chorus of jolly voices, happy, like cockrels crowing in the 

wind. 

A cool breeze purifies her skin, leaving her young and fresh. Peaple walk up the 

road toward her, she has never seen them walking so upright, their faces illuminated, 
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dressed in the best clothes, white collars peeping out from grubby dark sweaters, clean 

socks inside scruffy work shoes. Even the tree tops are dancing to the amused rhythm of 

the wind, wavign their arms here and there, as in a jolly musical. 

Here’s the post office … what’s this, for god’s sake?! A long line of blue uniforms – 

the Israeli police force. She finds herself having to pass through the policemen, and she’s 

terrified, and bends forward. How can she pass in front of them? They’ll look at her, they’ll 

loot her body, do with her as they wish. A little girl running up in a new dress to show her 

daddy, and he’s angry at her. 

She approached. She’ll stop, look at them with determination, turn back on her 

tracks, prove to herself and to everyone else that she is not afraid. 

But she climbs the stairs and she is already after if. 

She receives an envelope accompanied by a smile. The man who smiles at her is well 

aware of what she is going through: the first taste of freedom, like a sweet apple from the 

tree of life. 

 

 

In a large dark space in Nadia’s home in Daheishe, there’s an old wooden table painted a 

shiny orange, in the center is a thick white pitta and all arounde her, hungry hands, nibbled 

nails, ten children, Nadia brothers and sisters and a single large pitta. When grandfather 

arrives, only then will the signal be given to  storm forward, all together, and the strongest 

comes out tops. Mother had put aside a small piece for the little one, since morning that 

baby has thought of nothing but the pitta. 
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Grandfather comes home from work, he is given a large portion of dinner, he has to 

eat in order to bring home the food. 

Mother picks up a rag – she’s already cleaned the bare table today, she’s not afraid 

of having to throw the crumbs out. No, she won’t let anyone collect them, it’s not 

respectable, she says. 

Grandfather raises a large knife and slashes the pitta, which is still hot from the 

oven. She has never seen him cut such wholesome pieces before. He must have gone crazy. 

Her mouth fills with rivers, beating, flowing beneath her tongue, it’s her turn soon, she 

can’t wait. 

Grandfather says that on election day, everyone deserves to have a piece that thick 

and satisfying, and he cuts, trying to push aside the labors of the day and his troubles. 

Mother things that a holiday is one day on which one can practice restraint and that the 

pitta should be saved for harsher days. 

“Hunger is hunger,” said her eight year old brother, “It tickles, sort of funny, 

irritating in your belly. It didn’t stop aggravating me even when I went with mother and 

grandfather to the polling station.” 

Her own stomach has been grumbling since morning, and grandfather’s talking 

about the election, she’s hungry, while he, he is maintaining a respectable expression on his 

face. It’s been years since she has seen him like this, maybe not even since father’s death. 

It’s a pity father isn’t here, to see the election, to see her sculpture and meet Yoni. 

Unless maybe they do know each other, maybe the met by chance on the street, Yoni on 

foot patrol and her father on his way to work, who knows? 
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She entitled to two votes, one for him, too. Now she thinks that Yoni really does 

resemble her father, as far as she’s concerned they are even one, so how is it that they don’t 

know each other? 

Grandfather is wearing his holiday best, standing upright, puffed up like a cockrel, 

crowing in a big voice. It’s a new life he’s striving for. How emotionally strong one has to 

be in order to put aside the everyday trials and tribulations and go out to celebrate the 

holiday. 

Mother, too, dressed herself in her wedding dress, which is about to burst under the 

pressure of her bulges, lain the table, a little pitta, some milk, a faded white table cloth 

covers the painted wooden board and a troublesome empty stomach from yesterday 

evening. Today they are all sitting nicely around the table, singing songs, dealing out their 

blessings and reading from the Koran. 

It’s a day of honor today, today, no one thinks about their hunger, how does 

grandfather stand up to it? Nothing’s gone in his mouth since last night, after he gave up 

his portion for us. She’ll grow up and be strong like grandfather. 

Nadia accompanies her family, on their way to the polling station to vote. Her 

skinny little brothers are going with them, too, galloping and hopping about in all 

directions like small kites, screeching up to skies, like birds of prey. They are not in need of 

elections in order to feel freedom. 

Grandfather has given up a day of work, brave grandfather. With ten children in the 

house, it’s not easy to do without a day’s salary, not even if it’s for the purpose of going to 

vote. “We have to fight,” she remembers what her father had told her when she was a 
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child, well, he was a wise father, special, different from everyone else. He used to tell her 

that the greatest enemy of all was hunger, narrow mindedness which concentrates only on 

a pitta, and the humiliation in human life. 

 

 

Here’s the polling station, Nadia looks at the voters: couples,  husbands and wives, equal 

before the law, before themselves. What’s going on here? What? The wife is allowed to 

vote, the husband is not allowed to rape her. She knows, the husband is no doubt drilling 

her, forcing her to be his, but … but according to law the wife is his equal, that’s something 

too, this too is seeping in through the tissues, this, too, is the beginning of the beginning. 

An Arab woman is smiling, is not afraid to smile even beneath the white scarf that 

covers her head. There, hidden, she is happy, she knows there that she is a human being at 

last. Flowering plants, fresh trees on a winter’s day, no longer dropping their leaves, no 

longer falling to the ground, marching toward the polling station in long rows. 

One woman and ten children, for a moment she’ll be alone with herself behind the 

screen, for a brief moment, her husband will look after the little ones. When did she last 

have such an opportunity to do so, such freedom …? The husband takes care of the 

children while his wife makes up her mind, chooses the people who will govern the future 

state. The woman is now prime minister, the woman is now Chief of Staff, the woman is 

now a person in her own right. 
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Fifty 

It was when something brought to mind something else and something else and something 

else, when they were lying on a blanket of colorful flowers and remembered d the 

marigolds, which are also known as cat’s claws. Nadia said that they were not cat’s claws, 

nor rabbit’s claws, nor even tiger’s claws, it was merely the name of a flower. Yoni laughed, 

asked if it looked like cat’s nails and Nadia said it was just a flower that shows its claws, 

kind of white, pretty. The rolled about in a sea of anemones and cyclamens, on a beech of 

dandelions, oh-so-yellow carpets that one can run on and fall into. Then they lay spread-

eagled on their backs in the midst of the flowers and the smell of the warm earth and 

looked up at the clouds. 

They stood up and played catch me if you can, like a pair of kids, he showed her all 

sorts of tricks. As a child, he had been good at it. He would move his belly like a belly 

dancer, rolling his bum and shouting at her, “you’re not going to catch me, you’re not 

going to catch me!” She did, and they fell down together, rolling on the fragrant carpet, he 

on her, she on him, one on top of the other, he had never danced quite like that before, he 

had never before felt the touch of her young body struggling within him in a sea of his 

breathing. Small breasts, a tiny bra, he loves it. Her body reminds him of a girl, a girl his 

age. It had always charmed him so much more than a thousand kisses, a pair of children in 

the spring of their lives, running in the fields, raising their eyes to the sky. 

She is pulling him with her arm, dragging him over the fields, “Wait a minute?” he 

asks her, and she stops, breathing heavily, facing him. He weaves a plait of flowers in her 
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clothes, purple cyclamens, red anemonies, queen of flowers, my Nadia. Silently, she stands 

there, wordlessly, smiling into the wind that is blowing softly in her hair. 

Why isn’t she moving? He holds his breath so as no tto disturb her, he stops time, 

ties the wheel of the sun, to let her live thus, with the glory dancing in her hair, without 

struggle, without war. 

A smile spreads over her face, broader and broader. What’s happening here, 

suddenly, what’s happening to her? She is still unmoving, she and her smile, she and the 

spark in her eyes that is born on the wind. 
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Fifty One 

Morning in Jaffa, she is standing alone, looking at the sea. Small waves, frothing up and 

breaking against the upright rock, a flock of white sea gulls diving down, screaming like 

small murderers, homing in on their prey, floating clouds, balls of wool on the verge of 

falling. 

She wraps herself in a coat and walks into the wind. It is here that father grew up. 

“Let’s go and look for the football pitch, we’ll walk southward along the coast,” he told her, 

“in the end we’ll find it.” 

Thin legs shuffling through the stones and sea shells, damp sand filling their shoes. 

She watches the small waves climbing with the last of their final strength onto a 

unresponsive beach. She takes a risk and immediately jumps back, wanting to walk on the 

damp sand, without getting wet, whoever heard such a thing? 

She stops, and raises her eyes upward toward the white gulls. Father, too, saw them, 

they saw him, too. He had told her that they attacked a child, a friends of theirs, who was 

playing among the waves and did not manage to make it back to the beach. 

And here’s the mast of the ship that sunk. Father had told her about their swimming 

races up to the sunken mast, and that he was always the winner. Once the sea was stormy 

and his friend said to him, “Let’s see you, big guy, let’s see who gets to the mast,” and 

father refused to go out, he had taught her to refuse, too, no to get carried away after 

fantasies. 

The boy had shown father his bulging muscular arm, and jumped into the water 

with a victorious movement. He struggled with the waves, reached the mast, and was 
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unable to return, the sea took him, dragged him in, and father ran with all his might to call 

for help. 

There was a lifeguard, and father ran to his house to call him. It was winter, and the 

lifeguard go dressed without rushing. Father shouted, “quick, quick, he’s drowning!” but 

the lifeguard moved quietly and deliberately. Father wept, wailed secretly, ran through the 

alleyways like a dog before his master, not daring to raise his voice, to  take a stand in front 

of the lifeguard. 

The following morning a municipal road cleaner found the body laying on the 

beach. That’s the way it is, the sea gives back everything it takes, especially if its someone it 

loves, it brings it back and lays it on the beach at night, caresses it with the last waves of 

pity, and then withdraws and disappears into the darkness. 

Nadia’s father’s house stands, further on along the beach. She stands there and looks 

at it: what a twist of fate, a new Arab house stands there now, a low house, with bow 

windows, and a large balcony overlooking the sea. New stones, turquoise painted window 

frames, aluminum windows opening onto a niche in the wall. What have the done here, 

what? 

A good old woman – they’ve given her a facelift, pinned up her drooping breasts, 

put her on a diet, dyed her hair with bright red henna, fixed up her thighs, put a smile on 

her lips. Hard to believe it’s the same woman. 

“Satan wants to confuse us,” father told her, who had never returned to Jaffa after he 

was expelled, “he takes our homes, fixes them up, it’s how he lives within us, in our souls, 

sleeps with our wives, and sticks his tongue out at us.” 



                  277 

Nadia asks herself if this is not exactly what is happening to her with Yoni, that she 

is with him instead of being with her father, who was murdered by Yoni, and how 

confusing it all is. 

On tiptoe, she approached the fenced in yard. They had had a large fireplace in the 

center of the living room, father’s mother used to fill it with logs, and the Zionists came and 

added an electric light switch. From now on it was no longer necessary to work hard, a 

touch of the button and the logs were on fire, trees that are set alight by electricity… 

Here’s wheat grinding stone, they left it in the yard as decoration. They had a 

donkey, she remembers and shivers, they had put blinkers on his eyes, so he won’t stray 

from his work, he was tied to the grinding stone, and thus, from morning ‘til night he 

would walk in a circle, turning the heavy stone wheel. It was his fate from the dawn of life, 

to move on the same track, his eyes closed forever. 

Here’s a new wooden, antique-Arab style table. No, she doesn’t understand what 

has happened to those Zionists, why they are suddenly so fond of sharp food, why they are 

making fun.  

She walks up the road, passes between the arches, heavy stones, small, clean  Arab 

courtyards. She would have liked to have been as clean as they are, as pretty as they are, as 

much of an Arab as they are. 

She wanders through the alleyways, among the shining carved stones, stops to look: 

sparkling jewelry shops – she has never seen Arabic-style jewelry so beautiful, illuminated 

by neon lights. 
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She can see them now, invading Jaffa, rivers of rats penetrating the houses, delving 

into every corner, checking out all the holes, turning everything upside down. 

Once, there was a boy in the neigborhood and they forced him to undress and show 

everyone what he had there, and they all stood there and laughed and touched him. 

Now, as she emerges from one of the alleyways, the green sea spreads itself out 

before her, single waves caressing the rocks and a salty smell in the air, Nadia remembers 

her father, who used to go out each evening to breath in the western wind that blew in 

from the sea. 

Here, in this place, in this space, which had been covered over with black asphalt 

and made into a car park, facing the sea, father told her how his classmate, Abdullah, ran 

after him. 

“… and I do everything in my power to get away from him on my heavy black 

bicycle, that onced used to belong to my father, and he, light footed that he was, catches up 

with me from behind, grabs at the back wheel and stops my flight. 

“Now he stands in front of me with a crooked smile on his face, and shouts: ‘give me 

that bicycle, it’s mine! Give it to me, why did you take it from me?’ and he’s shaking me 

from side to side, and I’m holding tightly onto the handlebars, with blue skies spread out 

above and the sounds of waves breaking over the rocks below. 

“And a man came up to us, and Abdullah called for him to come, that I had taken 

his bicycle, and I am terrified, scared, not knowing how I could ever prove that the bicycle 

is really mine.” 
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“Father had a great many stories, and he would sit cross-legged on the low chair, 

usually in the early evening, straighten his head, spread his nostrils and take in the salty 

coldness that blew in from the sea to Dahaishe. One of them was an old story they used to 

tell:  

“One day a certain boy came home and found another boy there in his place, 

wearing his clothes, and hat, calling himself by his name and looking exactly like him. He 

was confused and afraid to enter the house, stood at the doorway and  his parents went up 

to him and said to him, “What are you doing here, boy? What do you want, boy?’ 

“He didnlt know whether to cry or to hug them, but they said to him, ‘we don’t 

know you, you are not our son,’ they said he had got things mixed up and that he should 

go search for his own home and his parents. 

“The boy did not insist, as he had never insisted, he simply walked over to the 

nearby park and sat down on a bench and thought about his family and about the boy who 

had taken his place, as if he had always know that one day this would happen. 

“From that moment on, the boy never changed clothes and didn’t change his name 

or his address, so as not to confuse himself, and always knew who he was really.” 

 

A green park bench made of sharp wood that could wound anyone who sat on it, stood at 

the end of the rise facing the view. Nadia sits down, opens her cloth bag and pulls out a 

thick sandwich, coarse black bread with cream cheese that Yoni prepared for her, a lot of 

cheese, like her father used to prepare. 
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Tissue, she needs a tissue. She sends a hand into the depths of the bag, and draws 

out a packet of tissues – Yoni thought of this, too. 

A bent old man approaches slowly, a stick in his hand, a hat on his head, stops, 

straightens, as if for the first time in his life, swallows the air around him and looks for 

something. Now his eyes meet hers, sits down next to her with asking permission. “You’re 

not from here,” he murmurs to himself quietly, without turning his head to look at her, 

“you’re not from here, where are you from?” 

“From Dahaishe,” Nadia replies with a tense body, breathing in a wave of the 

horrible smell of old age. 

“Did you father use to live here?” 

She nods her head. 

“I can see, I can see in your look, you’ve got the eyes of a girl who knows a secret.” 

“I have no secret,” blurts out. 

“We all have secrets,” he says, “I, too, have a secret that I’ve never told anyone: I 

didn’t run away from here when the Zionists came, I remained in my house, and now who 

can I complain about? Maybe it would have better to die of longing in foreign lands, than 

to stay here alone on your own land.” 

“No, no,” she says, shaking her head to both sides, “it’s good that you did not run 

away, don’t be sorry about it.” 

“I had a friend,” he whispers into the wind, and Nadia bends her ear, not to miss a 

word, “I had a friend who ran away to Dahaishe, and I haven’t heard from him since. Ever 
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since we parted ways, the seagulls no longer dive toward the waves at sunset and no boy 

has drowned by the mast of the sunken ship. Evere since he left, I have lost a friend.” 

There was silence, and then he spoke about the wind and about football and about 

other things, but she had no more strength left to listen, she only nodded her head politely: 

those old people, never let you live your own life, always wanting you live their lives with 

them. 

He went on talking and she just said goodbye, stood up and went.             
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Fifty Two            

He leafed through his diary and found the exact date on which he had started his military 

reserve duty and the exact day of the shooting incident in Dahaishe, and sighed in relief 

when it turned out that the date of Nadia’s father’s death, as he recalled it from her stories, 

had taken place some days afterwards. This fact was supposed to exonerate him of all guilt 

and to provide him with considerable release, but it did not. From the moment that it rose 

up once again, the feeling that he had murdered Nadia’s father did not leave him.  

In a strange way, he knew that the truth could be found within him, detached from 

any factual foundation of this or that date, but he had no way of drawing it from the depths 

of his heart and showing it off to himself. He decided to put a trail on his actions and 

thoughts, and, especially, to try to discover the times when he was right-wing and those 

when he was left-wing, from an assumption that this was connected to the murder, but not 

quite sure what the connection was. 

 

 

A beggar stood on the corner of the busy pedestrian mall. Yoni observed him with gentle 

admonishment, opened his leather wallet, and with a brief glance, he pulled out a coin and 

tossed it accurately into the hat. Further up the road, he slowed his pace somewhat, 

striding calmly, his chest held high, lifting his feet and bearing his face toward the horizon. 

Even when he tired of walking, he made sure not to drag his heels, and not to stick his 

glance in the ground. 



                  283 

He remembered how they used to laugh at them in basic training when they were 

on long hikes with their heads between their knees, afraid to look up, to glance around, to 

see the beautiful country spread out at their feet. 

He pushed open the door to the Arab in his Heart, with one short movement, and 

the owner, who has seen him from the corner of her eye, went straight up to him and 

waited to hear what he had to say. He asked for a walnut cake, chew it ostentatiously, and 

it was obvious to him that he was back in form. 

He wondered how from time to time, this limpness – which appeared to him at this 

very moment to take on the color of sticky greenish jelly - managed on occasion to take 

control of him so thoroughly, and suddenly he understood the essential difference, the way 

he had entered the Arab in his Heart with a sure step, placed a large foot on the step, 

pushed the door open with a strong hand, and held it open for a young girl who also 

wanted to go in. 

On the other hand, when the left-wing misery overcomes him, he pushes open the 

door, head bent, barely able to get out of the way of the returning door, and sits down as if 

he doesn’t know anyone there, and then the owner, whom he has notices long ago that she 

always knows the way in which he entered, with his right or left foot forward, walks over 

to him sympathetically, places herself above him, does not wait. “Would you like poppy 

seed?” she offeres, as if he has no mouth, as if he is unable to speak. 

Now he has reached the essence of the difference: when he’s right-wing, in other 

words, when he knows what he wants, and she come up to him, she does so slowly, 

hesitantly. He notices suddenly that at such times she comes over and takes his order with 
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an attitude of capitulation. At such times he does not seek her eyes, he finds them in their 

place, wherever they are supposed to be, waiting for what he has to say. 

“I would like a poppy-seed cake and a cup of cappuccino,” he tells her, and after 

waiting a moment, he rounds out his voice and adds, “Please,” and the memory of his 

father is awakened in him, the way he used to speak to the café owner. “I would like…” he 

would say, cleared his throat and wait, and he, Yoni, who was then a boy, would stand 

next to him and not understand why father was in no hurry, because any minute now all 

the words will be finished up, because any minute now, someone will but in, because any 

minute now, no one will allow him to speak. 

But father would wait … “Look,” he would say to her, “I would like to have… “ and 

everyone would be waiting because his father was talking, and then, after saying what he 

wanted, a smile of satisfaction would spread over the café owner’s face, and Yoni used to 

feel how happy she was for having waited for his father and for having supplied what he 

asked for. 

Now, as he sound of nuts being ground thunders in his ears, and his mouth is 

dripping rivers of saliva, he feels sorry for those lefties, who eat with their mouths shut, so-

called politely, although he know they have their own way of eating you up for breakfast. 

They make your life a misery, but its all done as if by the way, in a round about manner, 

and absolutely in accordance with the letter of the law. 

On his way home, he passed the beggar, and stopped once again to toss him a coin. 

At the entrance to the house, there were a few left-wing girls, with small breasts and supple 

bodies, dressed in jeans that were faded and torn at the knees and hems. He looked at them 
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with unconcealed lust, and they looked back at him with unconcealed disgust. And then, 

just when he was so keen to enjoy a good fuck, he remembered that he’s a right-winger. 

Only later did he think about the among of love there was in that hatred of their for 

him, and that they did not even know how much they were attracted to him and how hard 

they were fighting this attraction. He knew what a humiliation it would be for a left-wing 

woman to fuck with him, but he knew also that when it happened, the pleasure was 

absolute. 

And he also remembered how once, when he was a leftie, he has seen some slappers 

with their tits out trying to turn everyone on, and he, the leftie, was revolted by them, but  

the truth was that he was afraid of what they had to offer and their power to set off all his 

fuses, and they, who knew this, chose to persecute him good and proper. Had he been a 

right-winger at that time, it would have been full house for him. 

He threw himself down on the be, and Nadia came to hug him. He told her that he 

didn’t know who he was, and she explained to him that a murderer who admits to murder, 

even after many years in prison, behaves differently from a murderer who does not admit 

to it, and that this is the main difference, because a murderer who admits to murder begins 

to live like a murderer, and he is allowed to feel, whereas a murderer who does not admit, 

is not allowed even to feel. 

He opened his diary, and showed her the dates and explained that that it couldn’t 

have been he who murdered her father, but the facts meant nothing to her. 
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Fifty Three 

He storms the stairs with ease, taking them two at a time – that’s the rhythm one has to live 

by – he throws a quick glance at the mailbox at the top of the stairs and is appalled: a buff 

envelope! This catastrophe had been anticipated for several days now, he knew it would 

come, but preferred to forget. 

It’s all clear to him now: each innocent peep into the mail box reveals a fear of the 

unknown, that same buff envelope that’s waiting for him, that same ominous hint. 

Admittedly there have been cases of salvation, when he opened the mail box, opened the 

envelope, and he found himself holding in his hand none other than a list of addresses that 

he was required to confirm for the military, that same boring mission that took up one 

evening of his time, and he felt enormous relief: saved again. 

He opens the box, removes its contents with a trembling hand. No, he won’t look at 

it right now, on the stairs, he’ll go in first, where he can open that booby trapped envelope 

in a place that is better protected. 

Carefully, he opens the door, with a feeling that Nadia is not at home, and indeed, 

her bag is not there, it’s such a nice day, she must have gone up the mountain. 

He’s alone in the house, like once, when he was single, when there was nothing else 

in the world except himself. The house is large and empty, he’s unused to this quiet, how 

has he managed to forget that aloneness within himself, as if it had never been there. 

The envelope is empty: no, it’s not a list of addresses. A list of addresses is a much 

thicker page. 
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He’s being called up for a month’s military service in the West Bank, he’s to report at 

the Dekel Junction on the outskirts of Tulkarm. 

It’s all lost, it’s as if nothing ever had any significance. It’s clear to him now that it’s 

all been one big bluff, the plans of years, the plans of days, it’s all the same, here today, 

gone tomorrow. 

He’s been waiting for this very moment, this hole in the stomach, this inner collapse 

of everything, and suddenly, out of all this destruction, from out of this fine silence, he felt 

amazing freedom and spiritual uplift, as he was born to a new world, to new opportunities, 

something clean and unpolluted, as innocent as a new born baby. 

He’s wondering through the house lightly, dressed in jeans and a pair of trainers, 

moving about lithely from place to place, the spring of a veteran parachutist in his feet, and 

he goes over to prepare himself something to eat, already feeling the hunger of military 

service. Yes, he’s over forty, but he has not forgetten the war of survival. The first rule of all 

is euphoria: its’ all lost and suddenly there’s a kind o f clarity of thought. 

He throws a backward glance, right-winger, leftie, murderer, no echo returns. From 

a distance everything seems to him so small, so far away, one envelope with the power to 

change worlds. Nothing is really of any importance to him at this moment. He is alone with 

himself, as he was once, when he was a soldier in the regular army, so alone, so lonely and 

so strong. He himself is life or death, he can do everything, and nothing, everything is 

inside of him, no debts, no additions, the true freedom of a soldier at war, only he and the 

sky, only he and the earth, only he and that loving enemy. 
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Nadia turns up smiling at the door – any minute now, she won’t be smiling – he 

waves his call-up papers at her 

“What’s that?” she asks, 

“Army service,” he replies with a smile, 

“When?” 

“A month from now. For thirty days. 

“Alright, there’s still time,” she says quietly. 

He realizes that he has preempted, he’s there already, taken a ride. 

Nadia is busy now with her bag, taking out files, chisels, hammers in various sizes 

and lumps of clay that serve her as models, she builds, he destroys. But it’s not true, today 

he’s a soldier in the army of peace, off to protect the peace with the Palestinians. Off to 

build a new world. 

 

He leaves the house at a run, he mustn’t be late for his patients. The street sparkles from a 

night of rain, and his old car refuses once again to ignite. He turns the switch and doesn’t 

bring his hand back. Let the battery go flat, damn the car just let him get there on time. 

Sado-masochism, that’s the relationship he has with this creature. 

It gives in at last, coughs into action and he’s on his way. 

The road is wet, military service in the winter. Since receiving the call-up, he hasn’t 

been the same Yoni, things seem to go past him, his patients no longer pass through his 

guts, even Nadia doesn’t really touch him. He awoke early this morning and he jumped at 
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the chance to be with her, to help her clean up, help her prepare food for the road, but felt 

that he was no longer with her. 

He held her close to him, looked deep into her eyes, believed that these are good 

enough hints for her to remember, and suddenly realized that it would be he who would 

forget, somewhere out there on his military service he’ll be occupied with other worlds, 

and he wanted to be there already. Waiting for the nightmare is worse than the nightmare 

itself. 

He must inform his patients, check out what it means to them – anger and 

disappointment, and mainly, separation and desertion, as if life was not complicated 

enough without all that. 

 

 

On the carpet, he pulls on his tall boots, laces them up carefully, straightens up to his full 

height, fills his lungs with air. The army shoes give him the few additional valuable 

centimeters that he had always dreamed of, now he’s stronger than in his trainers, which 

he wears every day when he goes to treat his patients, now he’s active, not passive. What is 

about this uniform that it dresses him in so special a mood, as if he is someone else? 

Nadia is still sleeping, he kisses her on the forehead and steals out to the pre-dawn 

darkness on his way to the central bus station. The air is fouled by a blend of scents at this 

early morning hour, as if it were alreay evening. He gets a bus to the Dekel Junction, he has 

an hour or two to sleep before reaching the base, to make up for the night’s sleep he is so in 

need of. 
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The familiar plastic upholstery of the bus seats makes him feel sick, people get on 

slowly, swaying from side to side, hard-luck faces, tired eyes, there is so much suffering in 

this bus on this morning of a new day. Another soldier gets on, tall shoes, uniform, he 

doesn’t like these physical tasks. For years now he’s been practicing over and over to talk 

with himself and with his patients about feelings, and now, it’s as if it’s no longer 

important. 

“Psychologist in action,” words that contradict each other, he tries to examine with 

himself what he’s going through and what he feels. Maybe this stint of military service will 

be fun, he’ll get out of himself a little, loosen up, scream a little, it won’t do him any harm 

after so much time being pent up in clinical work. 

He looks out of the window: the green is getting sparser, and the yellow rocky 

slopes instill a calmness over it. The sun is already hanging at the edge of the sky, sending 

out cold rays to heat up the earth. He has always loves these wide open spaces that are so 

good for cleaning out one’s head. It is probably here that Joshua fought several thousand 

years ago, he sees two camps deployed opposite each other, cavalry facing cavalry, staves 

facing staves, Israel against the Canaanites. 

He would have like to have handled this battle, not planes and landed bombs, 

congealing blood on the rocks, human death and heroic victory. “The Sun in the Hills of 

Edom and the moon in the Ayalon Valley!” he cries out, and an entire army jumps out of 

itself and into action. He’s the Commander in Chief, and the Edom mountains burn behind 

him. 
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The bus comes to a halt and stops his train of thoughts. He disembarks to fill his 

stomach, chooses a thick sandwich and a glass of juice, although he still hasn’t done 

anything and hasn’t earned this meal, and returns to the bus full to overflowing and 

relaxed. 

It is now time to sum up his achievements to date, in order for him to keep going 

ahead: the relationship with Nadia, altogether alright, even in his work at the mental health 

station, it hasn’t been long enough for him to fuck up… 

“It is eleven o’clock and this is the news,” he hears from the radio, “A bus full of 

passengers on their way to work has blown up in Jerusalem’s Katamon quarter…” 

He is excited, feels lucky, one of those last remnants who were not blown up. He 

wonders how long it will be before he is blown up and out of the game. He feels he has 

been addicted to this drama since the day he was born, the drama of life in the shadow of 

threat and danger, it’s the life potion that flows through his veins. When it ends, the huge 

boredom that bubbles beneath it will be revealed in all its glory. No, he’s not ready for this, 

how hard his analyst has worked to show him the boredom that lies beneath the drama, the 

emptiness beneath excitement, like a promised land to which he’ll never come. Only now 

does he notice how avidly he waits for each news broadcast. 

The bus slows down, a guard raises a gate, barbed wire fences, eucalyptus trees, 

whitewashed tree trunks, leaves dispersing in the wind, a smell of burning in the air, old 

memories that make him nauseaus. Here, in this new-old world, the paths all marked in 

white, everything’s in a straight line, there’s no short cuts or roundabouts. At the end of the 
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marked path, he recogized the sargent major, from now on there’s no escaping the feeling 

of depression. 

He goes off to sign on for his equipment, commotion all around him, endless 

laugher and chatter coming at him from all directions, emotional meetings of old comrades 

at arms. There’s Zvika in front of him, mutual smiles, violent thumps on the back, he feels 

satisfied. With Zvika here, life here may be a little better after all. 

“This time we caught it right up the shapf,” Zvika announces. 

“How are we going to eat this crap?” he responds as if in disbelief, “a whole month 

in the territories…” 

“Here comes the nerd!” someone shouts over there. 

 “There’ll be joint patrols with the Palestinians, you know, what a laugh, Operations 

have been planning it for quite a while.” 

 

 

“Salim, Salim, get up, wake up already!” he shakes him by the leg. 

He’s exhausted after six hours of guard duty, midnight, a full moon over yellow 

earth, he wants to sleep. 

“Come on, already, Salim, it’s your turn to do guard duty now.” 

A star studded sky, and the lights of Tulkarm across the way, have been dazzling 

his eyes for several hours. Only a lone wailing tan will be passing here this evening, it must 

have an idiot who put up a guard tent at this spot. 
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“Salim, Salim, my brother, who are we guarding here, for god’s sake, the wailing 

wind?” 

“Yoni, brother of mine, do me a favor, let me sleep some more.” 

“Salim, Salim, you … “ No, he won’t say maniac, he’ll unbuckle his equipment, 

throw down his weapon, make Salim see he’s talking business. 

He looks up, a shooting star that passes by once in a thousand years is now moving 

toward Dahaishe. She’s waiting for him at home, sent him a nice parcel of goodies. They 

opened it together. It was nice of her, she included a copy of Playboy magazine in the 

parcel, so he’ll have something to do out there in his military reserve service, and Salim 

said that she’s a good woman, understanding. His own wife has no idea about such 

magazines, and so it should be, but she does whatever he asks her to, even if she doesn’t 

like it herself. And the magazines… he looked at them in disbelief. 

“Salim, Salim, what’s the matter with you, aren’t you getting enough of it at home?” 

They’ve been together here a week on this hill, yesterday, they didn’t know each other, and 

tomorrow they’ll never see each other again, but today, brothers in arms, that’s how it is in 

the military. He told Salim about Nadia, heard from him about Fatma, his wife. 

“Salim, Salim, wake up already, I’ve got the Playboy ready for you, come on, have a 

look, optical fuck, come on Salim, you maniac!” 

Salim smiles in his sleep, stretches. How can he sleep on this hard earth? He has to 

be an Arab to be able to, he doesn’t have a bad back. 

A couple of idiots stuck here for over a week in this whole, in the middle of 

nowhere, guarding nothing. 
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He’ll do another hour’s guard duty, then he’ll go to be bed, he won’t manage to fall 

asleep anyway. Then he’ll wake him up and they’ll do a watch togethere, it’s pleasanter 

that way. He remembers what they taught in the regular army: when a duty rosta blows 

up, it’a always the fault of the guy had to the waking up, because he was supposed to stay 

awake until his mate got up, it’s the law. Early in the morning, the joint patrol will come 

up, if they find the two of them asleep, it’ll be him who’ll get in trouble, it won’t do him 

good complaining that Salim didn’t want to get out of bed. 

He places a kettle on the gas burner, lights a flame into the night, he’ll make himself 

some black coffee. This, too, should have been done by Salim, why, for god’s sake, is he 

doing everything for him? Let him do something for himself, for a change. 

He’ll bring a small cup of coffee with cardamom seeds to his bed. What else would 

you like, Salim, a woman? 

“Wake up Salim, come on, get up, first you’ll get the coffee, then the woman. You 

have to be ready. If not, she’ll go. Come on, get up, already!” 

This time Salim sits up, opens one eye, he’s never had a sleeping bag like this one, 

sleeps the sleep of the dead. But, actually, if a woman’s supposed to be arriving, he should 

stay awake. He’ll stay to do guard duty, he can’t sleep quietly if Salim’s having it off with 

some woman or other. 

“Salim, brother, if a woman does come, you’ll wake me, OK?” 

“I will, I will,” he swears, “you can trust me, Yoni. First you, then me, I give you the 

honor, you’ll go first.” 

“Salim, you swore, swear again.” 
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“By the life of Allah, by the life of Allah!” and raises an arm out of the sleeping bag, 

throws a glance at the stars and swears. 

“Salim, Salim, is that how you make fun of Allah?” 

“Why fun, Yoni, why? It’s a woman, not fun, it’s an honor. But if you’re asleep, 

Yoni, I promise you one time, one fuck will be for you.” 

“Don’t forget, Salim, brother of mine, to think of me once, that one time will be for 

me, now get up already, I’m shattered.” 

“You’re a great guy, Yoni, a great guy, fix me up with a woman, goddamit, you’re a 

terrific guy. But Yoni, it’s an Israeli woman that I want, a left-winger, only a leftie, not 

someone on the right, I’m afraid of those.” 

“Salim, brother of mine, it’s a leftie that loves you, that’s what you’re going to get, 

trust me. It’s all there waiting for you, and you’re not even getting up.” 

“Yoni, Yoni, stop pestering me, can’t you see that I’m putting my shoes on? Let her 

wait a minute, first I must have some coffee, Yoni, bring me the coffee, can’t take on a 

woman without first drinking a cup of coffee. D’you know what I think, Yoni, I’ll tell you 

the truth, if those leftie women of yours were to join the effort, there’d have been peace 

long ago. D’you understand, by helping those Hamas-niks to lay down their arms, do you 

realize how relaxing that is? Can’t you seehow it can contract the shabariya and make it 

swing again? That’s what a woman is for. Among us Arabs, too, when there’s a quarrel 

between the tribes, it’s the women who do the appeasing, it’s a well known fact, that’s the 

only thing that can bring about peacce.” 
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“And what about me, Salim, Do you expect me to stand there watching you, holding 

up the candle?” 

“I promised you, Yoni, one round will be for you, you have my word.” He stands up 

and stretches, he’s had a good sleep, the maniac. 

 “Get up, Salim, come on, come and look. Look, I thought earlier that I saw 

something out there in the dark, keep an eye open over there. If you hear anything, wake 

me up immediately, don’t be alarmed, just wake me up.” 

“Don’t worry, Yoni, don’t worry, brother of mine, you can trust me one hundred 

percent,” he jumps into his trousers, laces up his shoes, puts his pack on quickly. “I’m 

ready!” he says and straightens up. 

 Never before has he seen a soldier waste so much energy on nothing, who asked 

him to stretch out, who asked him to stand up straight? Next thing, he’ll be setting off on 

the patrol with a magazine in his rifle. 

“Relax, relax, Salim, take it easy, if there’s any problem, just wake me up, don’t 

hesitate. If you’re in doubt, come and wake me up, alright, Salim?” 

“Alright, brother, but wait a minute, I need to crap.” 

“Come on, Salim, come on already, but don’t go too far, you’re as black as night 

already, and I have to see you. Otherwise you’ll just turn up suddenly and give me the 

fright of my life and I’ll stich a bullet in you, it’s happened before. You’re going to have to 

crap here, nearby, within seeing distance.” Oh, no, now he has to put up with this Arab’s 

shit, as well… 
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“Don’t worry, Yoni, I’m going down this slope here, what kind of people crap at 

home? Haven’t they taught you anything?” 

“But sing as you crap, Salim, so I can hear you.” 

“Don’t worry, Yoni, I’ll be back in a minute!” Salim calls into the darkness and slips 

down the slope. 

“Salim is guarding Yoni in his sleep,” Salim whispers to himself, “who would ever 

have believed it, a prisoner standing guard, a thief guarding a policeman.” Why does he 

think that, he’s not a thief, after all, he’s a policeman in the Palestine Police force, and the 

other is an Israeli soldier, what’s happening to him, what? 

Yoni’s asleep, his face caressed by moonlight. Salim examines his drooping forelock, 

he’s dead! 

No, it just seems as if he’s dead, it’s the night making him crazy, it’s the tiredness 

that’s confusing him. “Salim, wake up!” he calls, and gives himself a ringing slap on the 

face, into the night. 

 

 

He’s seated next to the window, the bus moves off, light breezes bear with them 

satisfaction and relief, it’s over, he’s finished it. He counts the stones covering the hills. 

Feels his feet forcing their way between them, step after step, so as not to sprain an ankle. 

Olive trees that haven’t yet flowered, hard roots sending out arms into the rock, reluctant 

to part. In his last stint of military service, it was the wondering dunes that accompanied 
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him, waves upon waves in a sea of gold, he likes them and their warm touch, just like in 

Nueba. 

We were young once, naked and barefoot, there on the rounded, naked dunes, like 

women, making love to them. He’ll never forget those days, and now, he has to have a 

passport to get there. A nation’s loss, he thinks to himself, over something that belonged to 

it, but no longer does. 

And now what, to relinquish the Golan Heights willingly? No, there’s no way he’s 

going to let them prune him down any further in size. What kind of disturbed personality, 

that has the entire world dealing with it, what country would agree to remain so small and 

diminished in size.   

And maybe we’re no longer a disturbed personality among the nations, we have 

been given some warmth from the world’s nations, and it helps, it is, after all, what a 

disturbed personality requires, some of the warmth and love it has never received. And 

perhaps … those are the years and the age that have made us what we are. It’s a well 

known fact that a disturbed personality during the fourth decade of life, undergoes a 

certain abatement, some middle-road. It’s no longer the same suffering. 

It’s so very hard to know in therapy what really helps, and perhaps we may simply 

have begun to understand our real proportions – a small country and that’s all, and he 

notes to himself that, once again, he is thinking like a left-winger. 
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Fifty Four 

Nadia turned on the electric radiator as well as the convector heater. “Sit down!” she 

orders him and Yoni lowers himself down on the wobbly sofa, that is covered completely 

with towels, “First, let me have your shoes!” 

Nimble fingers untie the long shoe laces, and Nadia uses all her might to pull off the 

tall military boots, not giving in. In suitable compromise, he straightens his foot to help her, 

she hasn’t got a chance otherwise, then he raised his bottom subserviently, and she 

removes his military trousers, and only then does he notice the bucket she has placed next 

to the sofa, a bucket blossoming over with white foam and a thick greenish sponge inside. 

Spread-eagled on his belly, his arms askew, and she’s sprinkling cool water on his 

back, passing the sponge from his neck and down to his bum and back again. 

He thirsts for the sponge that is wandering over his body, responds to its courting, 

waiting for what’s coming, like a silent observer of the Milky Way, and again she dips the 

swollen sponge into the bucket, does not squeeze it out, showers over him pleasant warm 

water. 

“That’s what my mother used to do to my father,” she gasps, “each evening, when 

he came back home from working on the building site.” 

He watches her from below: a faded tee shirt that suits this kind of work, narrow, 

faded jeans. She’s barefoot, her small breasts swaying nervously. 

“Lift up your arm!” she orders him, sending a fresh warm sponge up to his arm pit. 

Her night hair ways from side to side like a large screen, as she struggles with a dirty spot, 

scratching passionately with a finger nail, soon he’ll have a wound there. He peeps out 
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from between his eyelashes, screwing up his face with her, fighting by her side against that 

terrible stain that has stuck to his flesh. 

Now Nadia is busy behind his ears. “Just look what you’ve got there!” she cries out 

emotionally, as if she’s found an ants’ nest, “and don’t think that’s the end of it, later, in the 

bath, we’ll get to work on your beard and your head.” 

Father never dreamed that his son would give himself up to thoroughly to the 

ministrations of an Arab woman. He wondered if he’d have even allowed himself to lay 

back like him and place his body in his mother’s hands, and then he felt like turning Nadia 

over with one circular motion, to sit above her, like they had done as children, holding both 

sides of the head with their hands and asking, breathlessly, “Do you give up?” 

“Turn over,” she instructs him. It’s his stomach’s turn now. A wet sponge is laid on 

his chest and is pressed downward … he wants to smile, to laugh, but no, it’s not the right 

time, she’ll be offended, for him it’s erotic, for her, a mission. 

Maybe she’ll rub him hard down there…? He must wait patiently. Now she’s 

passing the sponge gently over his stomach muscles, circular movements, covering each of 

them with a white embroidery, before moving on the next muscle, altogether six in 

number. “You’ve become stronger during your military service,” she says, “look, you 

didn’t have muscles like these before.” 

She straightens up, scans his body from above, sends out long arms downward. He 

makes no move, and she’s leaning above him, does everything, rises and falls, falls, and 

rises. 



                  301 

And suddenly, it’s happened out of his body, it’s coming out, she’s getting out the 

good in him, and at that moment, it’s clear to him that he’s a leftie and that is how lefties 

have sex. 
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Fifty Five 

And now he’s pouring out the wine, raising his elbow, high, nicely, and the wine drips into 

the glass, slowly at first, in a bright golden stream, he rolls the bottle as he pours, and 

finally, lifts out the last drop gently. The last drop, yes, it too receives it’s due respect, in 

other words, the first drops come first, there’s a single central stream, which is thick and 

strong, and finally, there are the last drops, and each one has it’s own place, that’s how it is 

with him. In the end, he lays the bottle down on the table with a thud, and a few drops 

spray out to dirty the surface. That’s exactly what he feared, that he’d be one of those who 

dirty their surrounds. 

Nadia asks him to pour her out a glass of wine as well, and Yoni replies, “Glad to,” 

smiling broadly, and asks if she prefers Emerald Riesling or Sauvignon Blanc. 

“Sauvingnon Blanc,” she smiles pleasantly, although she doesn’t really know the 

difference. 

He explained to her that she’s allowed to ask, that it’s nothing to be ashamed of, that 

it only produces respect, but that she should ask the way a woman would ask who gives 

her trust, and not ask over and over, like those who say they believe and trust, but, in 

reality, do not. 

Again, he brings the bottle close to the rim of the glass, slowly, moderately, not the 

way he has rushed things all his life. And only when he felt the glass was ready, opening 

its mouth and waiting, did he pour the liquid into it, like before, first the individual drops, 

and then in a solid stream, and it seems to him that the glass is glowing and the liquid is 
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dancing in joy along its rim, spreading golden lights on the glass walls and finally on the 

walls of the room. 

At the head of the table, Nadia served him a larger than usual portion of meat – he 

got his first – and only then did she sit next to him and wait for him to speak. 

He wanted to tell her that, for some reason, the matter of the murder has been 

troubling less, since he turned into a right-winger, but thought immediately that there are 

some things that one should reserve for oneself. If you talk about everything you feel, as 

you would to a psychologist, unreservedly, endlessly, then what would remain to a person 

if he’s sold his soul. He asked himself how it had been with his mother, who saw 

everything about him even without the need for words, and then understood why he has 

so much respect for her. 

He cut energeticall at his steak, large pieces, and pushed the juicy meat – which 

Nadia always knows how to make rather more rare than well-done -  into his mouth, and 

the red liquid flowed in his mouth in rivers of saliva that flowed with the half-chewed meat 

downward into his gullet, and disappeared somewhere in his belly. 

He rememberd being told in his childhood, to make sure and chew everything very 

well, so as not to swallow pieces that were too large and choke, but nowadays, he can allow 

himself to swallow his prey however he wants. He wondered if this cow would have 

wanted him to swallow it whole or be chewed thoroughly, and told himself that what the 

cow did not want, he would swallow in whole large pieces, because this shows greater 

respect to the animal, that it is being swallowed in large bites, rather than being chewed for 

hours, only to be spat out afterwards. 
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He was sweating and removed his shirt – he is not ashamed of his large belly – 

continues to devour everything on his plate, moves his eyes from the red meat to the two 

large bunches swinging over Nadia’s plate, like two giant drops of water about to drop to 

the ground, caressing her meal from above, as if they, too, belong to the menu, and the fact 

that they are two is of such importance to him, because if it was only one, it would not have 

been the same thing, and how now, as he chews the meat and the saliva is dripping from 

his mouth, it seems to him that the crack that he is so engrossed in, could have drained off 

he juices in his mouth, with an indescribable love, like a baby nursing from live flesh and 

everything flows for it. 

But a woman is not an object, and he won’t devour her right now, although had he 

only wanted to .. he remembers how he once used to ask, beg, and only occasionally would 

he be given any, at regular hours, at night, when she didn’t have a headache, but the 

knowledge that he can, and that it’s all his, only add tasty, sweet sour, flavors to the meat 

that he loves so much, and he continued to chew passionately. 

Nadia asked if he’d finished and if she could clear the table, with a moderate gesture 

of the hand, he signaled to her to wait, that there was no hurry. He pulled out a toothpick 

from the container on the table, pushed it into his mouth, raised a lip and an eyebrow and 

delved between his teeth, extracting the remains of the meat he had just devoured. 

She’s sitting there watching him with an equable smile, how nicely he takes care of 

himself – maybe he’d like a cup to spit into, but after waiting a while she thought he might 

not feel like it, that he doesn’t need it. 
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When he finished his delving, he threw the toothpick somewhat angrily down on 

the plate, unbuckled his belt, allowed his belly, which had swollen from the meal, to drop 

forward and press slightly on his testicles. Only now, after sitting together for a while, as 

he looks in and she’s watching him, smiling a modest smile, waiting for him to say 

something funny, only then did he turn his head to her, rose from the table and said he’s 

had it, and she stood up with him and collected the plates, and his words lay heavily on 

her heart, but she knew that he knew that she knew that he’d had it, and it filled her with 

great pleasure. 

 

He lay down on the sofa in the living room, closed his eyes, spread his legs, released his 

testicles, which are about to burst from the pressure of the meal, listens to the radio, on 

which some leftie was making sense, but only now, for the first time, does he actually 

realize that he’s weeping, whining all the time, and he asks himself if those wingers really 

are suffering, or whether its just in the character of people who are whiners. 

Nadia’s delightful breasts continued to dance in front of him, above the plates, 

filling his lips with sweetness, and it suddenly became clear to him what those lefties are 

weeping about, and how they take those babies and force the nipple into their mouths, just 

to pour the milk, and that all, just to feel that she’s nursing, just to run off and tell the lads, 

and then to run off to work and build up a career, and he’s still said nothing about breast 

feeding in secret, as if she was doing something wrong. 

Now, as he peeps out from between his lashes and seed Nadia, who has not yet 

finished clearign away the table, passing a damp cloth over the surface, and how her 
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breasts, her cleavage, the crack, jump with the cleaning movement, he understands the 

extent to which jumping breasts are connected in his awareness to cleanliness, as if there 

are no desirable breasts otherwise. 

Nadia, he believes, will nurture their child differently, she’ll let it grasp her breast 

firmly, allow it to play with it to it’s heart’s content, know that it’s his, and that in the 

future, he’ll have his wife’s, and, in the end, when he no longer wants it, she won’t take it 

away immediately, won’t pull it out and run away, because their baby wants to feel her, to 

feel a woman’s body, because it’s important for it to become a man. 

Nadia was no longer waiting for him by the table when he awoke, she was sitting 

with her sketches, started talking and didn’t shut her mouth, chattered on about her 

sculptures, that she wasn’t getting it right, that she’s trying to get a teaching job a the 

Bezalel Academy of Art, and that she has put on weight. 

According to what she was saying to him, it was clear that he had become left-wing 

again. He looked at her, and it seemed that they were simply brother and sister, friends and 

partners in the same things, the same indecisions, except that he never has any time for her, 

because he is so involved in himself, and she never has any time for him, because she is so 

involved in herself.  

She continued to scramble his brains, until he got angry and told her – only in order 

to get away from this verbal flow of hers – that he was going to wash the dishes, because 

it’s his turn today, and she said once again that she didn’t want to have children, because 

she wants to fulfil herself, and that she still has big plans with regard to her sculpture, 

which is being erected on the hilltop. 



                  307 

He wondered if he, himself, wanted children, and he too, at this moment, was not 

over enthusiastic at the prospect, he didn’t mind putting it off for another few years. He 

couldn’t believe that he’d been able to think so differently about the whole matter only an 

hour ago, and said out loud: “Children are happiness, children are a blessing,” and the 

words remained hollow, empty and meaningless to him. 

Things changed once again at dinner, when he sat with his belly at the head of the 

table and Nadia was clearing away the dishes, sorry that they had no children to join them 

in their meal, and that the silence covers everything, and knew that if she was sad, sad for 

him, it’s a sign that he had again become right-wing, otherwise she would be involved in 

herself. 

He didn’t even think to offer to help her, only started to say the blessing over food, 

and she joined him with “La, la,la,” because she was unfamiliar with the words, but the 

spirit was familiar from her father’s home, who used to say the blessing from the Koran. 

Nadia read his thoughts and asked if he’d like make a kid now. He did not reply, 

and she walked the bathroom and got herself ready for bed. Yoni came up to her and and 

did what had to be done, knowing that he would have to work hard for years to come in 

order to support his family respectfully, not like those lefties, who get money from their 

parents to buy a house and are exempt from such problems. 

Only now does he think that he has never enjoyed sex as much as the thought that 

he has done what was expected of him, not for his personal gratification, but in accordance 

with the demands of another big daddy. 
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Fifty Six 

In the morning hours there are hardly any people on the beach. It’s been ages since he’s 

walked in such peace, maybe even since he was released from hospital. He looks in the 

calm water: naughty Danny is peeping up at him, chubby and round, the work of appetite 

inducing mediation, and above his head, he can see bright and clear, the reflection of the 

Jaffa clock. This sea was once filthy, in the very middle of Tel Aviv, today it’s so clear and 

beautiful. 

He continued a little further south, toward Nadia’s father’s house. Yoni had told 

him that during Id-el-fitr, they are planning to rent the house for a week, to spend the 

holiday there. Fortunately for them, it has been bought up a Jewish American millionaire, 

who was rending it out at an exorbitant price to anyone who wanted it. Nadia wants for 

them to buy the house to live in for good. 

Danny remembers how the whole family went out for a boat ride on the Yarkon 

river. Father went to buy the tickets, and they all waited for him in the hot sun, it was 

probably close to noon. They sat down in the boat, father picked up the oars seriously and 

started rowing, explaining to everyone that when you pull up anchor, you have to row in 

the opposite direction. 

He believes that father was wearing his usual white shirt, buttoned up to the neck 

and a tie, one of his decorated ties, which flapped in the wind. He asked to be allowed to 

row, too, but father said that it was not a job for him, that he’s still a child and doesn’t 

know how. 
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A single boat on calm waters draws lines of light behind  it. They sought hiding 

places along the river, between the bull rushes and the heavy trees leaning over into the 

water, pulled their boat by hand and bent their heads, and, again, emerged into the light. 

Then they laid down their oars, listened to the song of the birds and ate to their hearts’ 

content. 

Father explaiend that this was not a river, barely a spring, by foreign standards, and 

mother sat their silent, the whole time. She was wearing high heeled shoes and a red dress 

and a gold necklace and a frozen expression on her face. 

Danny knelt over the edge of the boat and dragged his hand in the water, raised it 

for a moment and splashed laughingly at his father. “Stop it!” cried his father, “stop it, I tell 

you!” but he went on splashing fragments of water in the laughing sun. 

He strode over to the wet, in order to make walking easier, from time to time 

shaking off the sand that had accumulated in his shoes, wondering why it had made father 

so angry. The sea was calm, boats sailed on the horizon, and March crocuses flowered on 

the rocky slopes. 

Suddenly he noticed a banner born on the wind, and raised his head toward the 

beach: ahead of him stood a huge notice board bearing the message, “Nothing beats 

Osem,” interchanging with “Peres Will Divide Jerusalem.” “Beware of the approaching 

general election,” Haim, his therapist, had told him, as they parted, “it might just bring you 

back to hospital.” 

He collected a few stones and flung them at the word “Peres” paddling in the water, 

but the writing became joined, rose and once again was reflected clearly in the small waves 
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he had caused with his stones. He tried again, this time with a larger stone, careful not to 

hit the word, “Jerusalem.” After a few light trembles, Peres returned to his original shape. 

It’s because his mother’s an Arab, he knows this from deep inside him, from what he has in 

his heart – an Arab who cannot be subjected. 

He continued to walk toward the sinking sun, the sky appeared concave and grim, 

falling in on him from above and blanketing him in a huge red ball. Now he has less room 

to breathe, run and laugh. It would have been so different were he to have a signal, a small 

bird to whisper in his ear every minute whether he was sane or crazy, and he wondered 

once again if Peres’ mother really was an Arab, or if it was just a wicked story. 

Suddenly, he didn’t understand why, he broke into a run. He ran and ran the length 

of the beach, didn’t stop running, and when his breathing became organized, he could hear 

“Peres will Divide Jerusalem,” clearly in the beating of his footsteps, from beyond his 

breathing, within his very self. At school he had been a good runner, and now he was 

suddenly endowed with  some sort of power in his legs, maybe because of that rhythm of 

“Peres will Divide Jerusalem,” and the more he ran, the more power he felt he had with 

Peres dividing Jerusalem, and he ran, he ran, until he passed the breakwater and the 

queyside. He notices the left, right rhythm of the slogan and continued to listen to it in his 

breathing, until he felt cleansed of all thought, and only a single “Peres will divide 

Jerusalem,” remained . And when he saw the water blinking at him with a chuckle, and 

when he reached the area in his run in which he was devoid of all tiredness, he felt his skin 

purified and his pores opened and Peres will divide Jerusalem, like a special sharp potion, 

cleaning him from within with his cold breaths, clearing out his body and sterilizing it as it 
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had never been purified before. He increased the pace, knowing that Peres could never 

divide his heart, could never put a wall up in the middle, because his heart was beating as 

a single unit even as he ran. He saw people walking calmly, families, baby buggies, he 

overtook them and continued running as if he was taking part in a physical education 

class, knowing as he ran that people were watching him, to see if he was going to break 

down, if Peres will defeat him, and again he increased his pace and smiled at everyone, to 

show them that he wasn’t finding it hard, measuring his breathing, so as not to appear too 

tired, and from his sharp pulse, which was beating in a single blow, he knew that his heart 

was undivided. 

Threw a quick glance behind him, to make sure that he was first, that no-one was 

keeping up with him, and changed to a walk. He was very tired and breathing heavily, and 

a quiet relief enveloped him, only then did he hear another voice. He turned his eyes 

toward Nadia’s father’s house, and through the curtain covered window, he could see Yoni 

and Nadia making love on Nadia’s father’s bed, and the Arab in his heart shouted 

suddenly at the top of his voice; “You are  responsible for the murder!” 

It had all begun when Yoni had fired as if he, Danny, had fired those shots. Apart 

from that, Yoni had presented him with all the evidence that he had not committed the 

murder, but he, Danny, had known for a long time that facts have no access to the Arab in 

his heart, it’s a kind of Arab who is not interested by facts, which makes it useless to argue. 

Once they told him on the ward that you don’t argue with feeling, so go try to prove you’re 

no murderer. 
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There was a religious girl on the ward, who used to say, every time she spoke to a 

boy, “Let’s fuck.” Only after years of therapy, when she was able to recognize and accept 

the urges that were flooding her, did this thought stop troubling her. 

But he did not commit murder, so what does he have to confess to? 
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Fifty Seven 

An explosion on Dizengof Street, ten o’clock in the morning, he runs off to turn on the TV. 

A whole sea of casualties, lying there in pools of blood, body parts on the sidewalk, just 

like then, in Dahaishe. He is familiar by now with the process: first, for a brief second, 

spiritual uplift, and then the full force of the catastrophe. 

“We cannot go on like this!” a colossal roar issues forth from him, “We cannot go on 

like this!” Never before has he been as convinced of the truth of the inner cry as he was at 

this terrible moment. Gladness too, yes, he could even identify a vague gladness within 

him, maybe it’s the gladness of the survivors – he was not walking down Dizengof Street at 

that fateful hour … 

But where is Nadia? She had gone there … to do some shopping, she’d left this 

morning. 

He was agitated for a moment, thinking that something had happened to her, an 

atmosphere of release and freedom spread through him, hidden admittedly, momentary, 

but it, too, was there, it must be admitted, blended into the cocktail with the strange taste of 

having everything in it. 

He dials the number on the screen. “Nadia,” he says softly, each letter of her name 

melting in his mouth. 

A stubborn scan of the names, and “just a moment, please … she’s at the Ichilov 

Hospital in Tel Aviv.” 

“What state is she in?” he hears his weak, high pitched voice grasping at the hem of 

her dress. 
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“We don’t know.” 

“What do you mean, don’t know?” 

“We don’t know here what condition she’s in, you’ll have to go to the hospital.” 

“Sorry, alright.” He replaces the mouthpiece. Never before has his life depended on 

such fine threads, on the sound of words that are so feeble. 

He grabs his bag and runs to the car, he’s on his way, its’ exactly the same as he was 

on the way, once before, he’ll never forget it. 

It was during the October 1973 Yom Kippur war, when he went straight from 

synagogue to the busy highway, from he synagogue straight into the war. The whole way, 

he sat bent forward as the road ran behind him, aware of each and every tree and bush that 

he managed to get past, trying in his imagination to reduce the time. 

To get out of the pressure, to make time stand still, in such as a way as to  allow him 

to consider his actions with greater clarity. “Mustn’t exceed a hundred,” he repeats to 

himself, trying to sit back in the driving seat. 

The burnt out metal cars at the side of the road reminded him how he went straight 

out and signed on with the right-wing Likud party after the last terrorist attack. A long line 

of lefties preceded him at the entrance to the party’s HQ. They stood there silently, as 

lefties do, not pushing, but not believing either that their turn would ever come. He 

actually did push, pushed with all his heart, but without them feeling that he was pushing, 

as if he himself was being pushed, a slow and irritating kind of push, the you can apologize 

for, the kind of moderate pressure that has the power to break a man under interrogation. 
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His eyes hunted down a little boy who had pushed in to the top of the line. “Aren’t 

you ashamed of yourself?!” he asked, “what are you pushing in for?!” he called out with 

restraint in his voice and murder in his eyes. 

  That confused youngster had heard some rebukes in his life, but never any as 

wicked as this one, none so proving. He had lost his cool for a moment and now stood 

mortally ashamed, and then he folded himself and made his way to his rightful place at the 

end of the line, and only then did Yoni remember how he himself had jumped queues 

when he was a child. 

When it was turn to get a party membership card, he handed over a photograph of 

himself and the clerk asked, “why are you joining the party?’ 

He realized that his reply would be fateful, hesitated for a moment, and replied, 

“because I’m burning up from the inside!” 

The clerk accepted the reply immediately, and added, “Very nice,” and warned Yoni 

to tell the others what his reply had been. 

 

The meandering came to an end at Sha’ar Hagai, from here on it would be a quicker drive. 

He increased his pressure on the gas and flew through the open spaces, already there, 

already sprinting through the wards, as if possessed, knocking down patients, treading on 

old people, doesn’t slow down at corners, drags everything with him. 

And here is huffing and puffing by Nadia’s bed, looking down at her. She’s smiling 

at him softly: a superficial injury to her leg, she’s one of the casualties defined as light, 
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tomorrow they’ll release her. He’ll hold her hand, go with her, won’t leave her for a 

moment, he’ll prove his devotion to her … 

“She’s dead,” they’ll tell her, “you’re too late, she wanted to say to you goodbye but 

didn’t make it, she’s left a message for you with the doctor. Go ask him for it, you idiot.” 

Nadia is dead, and he’s being interviewed on TV, asked for his opinion on he 

situation. He has to make the most of this moment that will never be repeated, a moment in 

which his words have the special weight of a man talking straight from his heart, out of his 

own personal pain, which, as everyone knows is a guarantee of truth and honesty. 

“Blood for blood!” he straightens suddenly out of his agony, in front of the cameras, 

“Blood for blood!” he repeats, not elaborating. 

No no, he won’t say a thing, won’t waste those valuable once-in-a-lifetime words, he 

wants only to be left alone with his bitter fate. Actually, he’ll shut up, simply shut up, and 

this will give greater significance to his words. But when he thought about it, he didn’t 

know if silence symbolized the right-wing Likud, or left-wing Labor Party. 

 

At the Ben Gurion Junction he remembered that he hadn’t gone to the Arab in his Heart 

café before setting out for Tel Aviv. He regretted not having pinned up a mourning notice 

on the notice board, telling the time of the funeral, so they could all come to console him. 

He tried to guess how the people from the Arab in his Heart behave when they come on 

condolence visits, was sorry that nothing original occurred to him, but knew that they 

would not make do with traditional blessings. There would certainly be plenty of laughter 

and back-patting, they would bring gifts, Nadia would have liked it. 
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As a child, that was what would have appeased him, a gift. Even if mother or father 

had died, it would have helped a little, a candy or a sweet for example. 

At the entrance to the Ayalon highway, he shook himself out of himself, and 

thought he deserved a slap on the face for his thoughts, that at the worst possible moments, 

he has such simple and childish thoughts. Nadia, as if nothing had happened to her, and 

he’s only concerned for himslef. He remembered his mother once telling him that he was 

an egotist, but he didn’t know how to think otherwise. 

 

March 1996, Dizengoff Street is still washed with blood. In the room in Ichilov 

hospital,everyoen is asleep already, and a long ray of the moon penetrates through the 

glass window pane, caressing Nadian’s face with its soft pale light. The doctor says it was a 

miracle she got out alive, a few  pieces of shrapnel that will have to be removed from her 

legs, and that’s all. 

He sits on the pillow next to her head, gently stroking her hair, and she, like a little 

baby, refusing to sleep, wants to tell him now, in the middle of the night, what happened… 

“At first there was silence, a long, endless kind of silence, that was before the boom, 

like a minute of silence that rings in your ears, and then was the explosion, and I was 

covered by a blanket full of black dots…” 

She’ll never be able to forget that quiet, only she doesn’t know if it was really quiet 

or an illusion, and maybe, from the silence, she should have known what was about to 

happen, but now she wants to tell him about her mother, because she suddenly 

remembered her… 
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“In sandals on the warm sand, a golden Garden of Eden. Mother was a carefree girl,  

running along the beach in Jaffa with her friends, watching the sun hanging in the sky, 

threatening to drop on the boats out in mid sea, and she  dipped her sad smile in the cool 

evening waters and was tranquil. 

“’I stood and watched,’ she told me, ‘a silent breeze ruffled the hair on my heat. My 

feet were bare on the cool sand, damp from the evening dew, the sky grew red, and the 

salt, the smell of the salt distracts the senses, penetrates the pores and fills it with a feeling 

of sharpness and purity. We bent forward and joined hands to warm ourselves a little…’” 

She brings his hand to her, rubs her cheek in it, signals to him what he must do. 

“And then… then… where were we, I’ve forgotten in all this quiet, ah … I was 

telling you about my mother, but now my leg hurts. 

“And once, it was in front of the new clock they put up for us in Dahaishe, a big, 

wise clock that looked on you from above, an all-knowing clock, and I stood before it and 

looked up at it fearlessly, a little girl with a school bag on her back on her way to school. I 

stood there quietly, motionless, waiting to catch it when it moved, like in your game of ‘salt 

fish’ and it didn’t move, didn’t want to move. I knew it moved all the time, slowly, so no 

one could see, so no one could catch it, the way time moves by since the expulsion, moves 

and stands still, and suddenly I saw that five minutes had gone by, but I had no proof, 

because I didn’t’ see it move, and then there was an explosion.” 
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Fifty Eight 

Danny usually sits alone in the Arab in his Heart café, at this time of the afternoon, over 

looking the glass door. Single drops of rain slip slide downward, a yellow light illuminates 

them from within. The owner is hiding somewhere in a small room, holding in her hand a 

newspaper she has not had a chance to look at throughout the day. 

He especially loves poppy seed ca ke, but the walnut cake is also very good, as is the 

cheesecake. Once the café owner took the unaccustomed initiative of suggesting he deviate 

from habit by ordering something other than poppy seed cake, that he always insisted on, 

but it was the only deviation he could remember. 

She sits facing him, garnished with wrinkles in all the right places, a weak ray of 

light in her eyes, waiting, charged, to hear what he has to say – poppy seed or cheese? As if 

he might yet surprise her. 

She had known him then, before his breakdown, a single silent witness to what he 

himself knows, that what has been done cannot be undone. The only person in the world 

who has not changed his or her attitude to him since the breakdown, the same limp smile, 

the same light in the eyes, standing there for him, letting him choose the cake he likes best. 

Danny pulls out a single cigarette from his coat pocket, and tries to light it with a 

tremling hand. Soon he’ll make another run for the lavatory, the thunder of the latest bomb 

attack in Dizengoff Street echoing within him, he explodes with each bomb, feels it with his 

body, in his soul. Again he needs the lavatory: each attack, each attack brings down 

something in him, destroys the little he succeeded to build up since the previous attack. 
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Here, someone will enter at any moment, a father with his children, and point at him 

and tell his kid that that man over there, that trembling hero, stopped an entire Syrian 

armored division with one bazooka, in the Snake Rise on the Golan Heights. Yes, and he 

received a citation for it. “And just look at him now,” the father will tell his kid, “today he 

doesn’t even know if he’s a Jew or an Arab.” 

Now the father teaches his son a lesson on the soul of a hero, what hides in it – a 

man like any other, and not always that. “The cruel defenses of the soul,” the father bends 

forward toward his little son and explains, “are liable to leave us one fine day, naked and 

destitute.” 

Now they are stuffing him and putting him on show at the Heroes’ Museum next to 

the National Halls in Jerusalem. It is there that the maps of the heroes’ souls are carved on 

the wall. Every child can take a tour of the hero’s soul, to see where he draws his strength 

from, and what awaits him one fine day. 

One kid, for example, entered the labyrinthian soul of a hero and, after a long and 

exhausting tour, emerged a murderer, another, came out a lunatic, a third probably just 

died of emptiness and boredom, while a fourth died of fear. 

But just as the holy temple fell never to be re-risen, so the soul’s defenses, Danny 

knows, cannot be turned back. Once they have collapsed and fallen, they cannot be rebuilt. 

Now he is being taken on a royal throne and making the rounds all over the country, 

so everyone can see what happens to a man whose soul defenses have collapsed, whose 

bastions have crashed, and how un-worthwhile it is, and that they must go on fighting. 
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His mouth is tied and tries to shout, to say that the Arab in his Heart is now his 

friend, that the moment his bastions crashed, he discovered a new friend by the name of 

“Arab,” who has spent years in the prison of the soul, which is well known for its cruelty, 

behind tall walls, so as to make it impossible for him to escape, so he does not get away and 

reach awareness. But now, after serving his sentence, he deserves to be set free. 
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Fifty Nine 

Nadia rises heavily from the armchair, places her coffee cup aside without spilling 

anything, slips over the room noiselessly, toward the stove, presses an electric switch and 

the fire goes on. 

She recalls her mother’s bent back, as she fills the fire place with kindling, then thin 

twigs, and finally she adds a few logs. The tiles that had once been a colorful mosaic, have 

been replaced by rough Mediterranean style floor tiles in light shades. 

She returns to her desk, focuses her eyes on the sketches in front of her, repairs lines, 

notes down her comments in short hesitant movements, deliberates again, caresses the 

drawing with her eyes, and replaces it on the pile. She has found work at the state art 

school in Jaffa. Nowadays, the younger generation of Arab children are more involved in 

art and she is grateful for this. 

Father’s old reddish, cherry wood book case has been replaced by a new one, made 

of dark oak wood. The carpenter had promised father that the cherry wood, which had 

been specially imported from Lebanon, would withstand the saltiness that eats away at 

houses and people who live near the sea and causes to age prematurely. 

She goes out to the balcony to breath in some fresh air, and to look at the waves. 

People are walking on the beach, mostly individuals walking for health. The municipality’s 

tractor arrives each morning to churn up the sand, turn it over and cover up last night’s 

dirt. 

Father had told her how hard it had been for him to part from sand castle he had 

built on the beach, to know that this was the last time he would see it. He had believed at 
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first that the sea would guard and protect it until tomorrow, and then, when his mother 

called him back home immediately – it was evening, late – he was reluctant to part from his 

castle, and a kid he didn’t know came up and helped build it. He was dragged screaming 

back to the house by his mother, went behind her all the way and shouted to the boy, 

“Don’t touch it! Don’t touch it!” until being swallowed up the darkness of the staircase. 

And the following day he was consoled by the fact that although nothing remained of the 

castle, it was lost to the other boy, too. 

Now she watches a new sea each morning, the sands that don’t allow her to 

remember what it looked like the night before, and knows that it is not the firm earth of 

Dahaishe that does not change with the time, here, the sand comes and covers everything 

up, and then the waves wash over, and the salt and the wind cause one’s face to grow old. 

And perhaps father did make some impression on the beach after all, by which he 

could be remembered? She never got round to asking him, maybe he had written his name, 

as children do, on some soft concrete on the street corner, or carved a heart on a tree trunk. 

And now, as she stands there on the balcony looking at the sea, waiting for her baby 

to be born, grateful to Yoni for agreeing to buy her father’s house, Nadia asks: “Who am I?” 

as she used to ask when she was a child, there, in Dahaishe, beside the puddle. 

She reenters the house, Yoni is seated in an armchair that has been re-upholstered in 

traditional Arab-style upholstery, the bookcase behind him. It had once housed father’s 

religious books, not it contains books on art and psychology. 
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He gets up and takes a book off the shelf, explaining to Nadia that the author 

stressed the importance of empathy in therapy, the ability to step into the shoes of the 

other, and to experience his world with him from inside. 

She is overcome suddenly by a strange thought, that Yoni  has exploited his power 

as a therapist to step into his patients’ shoes, entered her father’s shoes, and is now 

wandering around in this house as if it’s always been his. Here he is scratching a small 

wound on his neck, as he reads, just as father had done. 

She sits up in the chair and stretches herself. He back aches, the doctor had told her 

that her spine is having difficulty bearing the new weight. She sips from her coffee and 

listens to herself. 

“What’s it like, being pregnant?” Yoni wants to ask but dares not. Since abandoning 

her sculpture and working in the school in Jaffa, since being pregnant, she has been 

standing aside in wonder, standing aside and applauding others. 

He, too, has grown with the times, with the peace process, he, too, sits quietly in his 

therapist’s chair. He won’t tell Aliza how hard it is for her to contact him, which is why she 

wants to come out of therapy, and that they have to discuss it, he won’t say to her, because 

she doesn’t wish to listen, and won’t press her. In time, he believes, she will come of her 

own accord. 

Spring 1996, a few weeks before the general election, the stormier the atmosphere 

outside, calmer the two of them, observing the heavy clouds, not knowing what tomorrow 

will bring. 
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Toward evening, a cool breeze blows in from the sea, and they remember the cold, 

dry mountain air in Jerusalem and the Arab in his Heart café, which they have not visited 

for many a day, and the shine in Nadia’s eye sparks in him those flashes of admiration that 

blow new life in him, that same glance that begs him to “tell me more and more, tell me 

about your childhood,” and he fills up with a kind of long-forgotten life force, a sort of 

mischief that is inflamed by her glance. 

She is stretched out on the bed, on her side, resting her head on her hand, a rounded 

belly places comfortably on thick blankets, full breasts tending heavily toward the bed. Her 

face, too, has filled, in the cheeks and around the neck. 

Only after he’s finished talking did he remember Dahaishe, and he thought she 

might be sae, her lips move slightly, soundlessly, but he dares not ask. 

 

Morning, he watches her walking down the road, stops, raises her face to the sky, closes 

her eyes and addicts herself to the sun’s caress. And again, she goes down the road, 

slipping gently, straight-backed,  swaying bottom and swollen belly in front. She returns 

home, rolls over the carpet, gasping, moves the TV, cleans off he dust, what is she doing 

here? It’s like Passover arrangements. 

She straightens her back, rests her rounded hand on her hip, sighs, it is obvious that 

her back aches. He looks across at her from her father’s writing desk, as he sips hot coffee 

with cardamom, out of a small cup that she had placed next to a golden pot from the 

storeroom. 
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Now he raises himself up from his chair, fills his lungs with the sea breeze and 

walks out to the balcony, he rests his arms on the railings that Nadia had painted 

turquoise, and talks to himself, gesturing eloquently with his hands, then he returns to the 

living room. Nadia squeezed out the cloth limply … boy or girl, Likud or Labor, nowadays 

everything comes and goes in peace, what’s happening here, for god’s sake? The 

pregnancy can’t possibly have done all this to her. Unless its’ because she doesn’t know 

who she is? 

“Look,” she says and smiles, “look,” she says and waits, “look,” she said to him 

again at night in a dream, and added nothing. 

He understands now what she said, she said to him, “wait and see,” she told that 

they have to wait, that it takes time, a child doesn’t grow up overnight. That is what she 

said and bore her glance toward the boats on the horizon. 

“Your Peres and Rabin are giving up too much to us,” she added as she cleaned the 

refrigerator, “It is hard to grow, under such conditions. We have promised to fight 

terrorism, even an adolescent has to fulfill his promises, otherwise how can he grow up 

and be given independence?” 

A quiet night. “Come,” she says, reading his thoughts, willing to give, willing to 

relinquish, even when it’s hard for her to do so, and he’s hiding inside himself, this time, 

too, he’s managed to soak up the insult into himself, to accept what she has proposed, not 

turn it into a war. 

Nadia pulled up a little afterwards – thought that her father’s hands were stroking 

her in his bed, and she, if she’s not mistaken, is sleeping on her mother’s side, and after all, 
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Yoni murdered her father, she is duty bound to tell him all this, why else did she marry a 

psychologist, to hold all this craziness in her heart?! 

At night, as she went out on the balcony to look at the sea, he understood that he 

had committed murder, and if it wasn’t murder, then it was certainly causing death, taking 

part in a killing, and if he had no choice, if his life was threatened, it might crear him from 

a legal point of view, but not emotionally, he knows that the soul has rules of its own. 

Nadia’s words rose up and floated in his head as a sea of stars spreads itself from 

above, and fishing boats sparkle way off on the horizon, that so long as he doesn’t meet the 

victim face to face, he’ll never know who he is. And now, when he knows all about the 

personal details of his victim, eats off his plates and sleeps in his bed, stands in her father’s 

place on the balcony and looks through his eyes at the sea, he knows how mistaken he has 

been all the time and how little difference it makes if he’s right-wing or left-wing, and how 

wrong he has been all those years when he moved from one camp to the other, as if the 

issue really was which one was just, or a single truth, while in the end, the issue is two 

sides of a single person. He wondered why they don’t teach this in all the schools right 

from the beginning. 

Now, as he opens the cupboards and sees the dishes, opens the wardrobes and sees 

the clothes, he is allowed to make his own story heard. But all this happened after he 

looked the murdered man deep in his eyes and listened closely to his story, Yoni accepts 

responsibility for everything he has done and admits to the facts, but not to the guilt, as 

they say in court. 
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He looks over the black sea, listens to the whooshing of the waves caressing the 

beach, and withdraw, rolling back into themselves, and asks himself what fault is it of his 

that he found himself there during his military service and he fired his rifle, and then met 

Nadia, and later, the came together to live in Nadia’s father’s house and made a baby, and 

if god cooked up all this mess, then let him bear responsibility for the woman who is sad 

because he murdered her father. 

Morning, he straightens in bed and looks out at the sea, sits up, puts on his slippers, 

makes himself a cup of mint tea and walks over to his desk, still in his pajamas. Even at this 

early hour of the morning, the scents of spring and the sounds of waves fill the tall-

ceilinged living room. Nadia is still sleeping, since last night, when they made loveless 

love. 

It’s getting clearer now, when the mists dissolve over the sea and it is possible to see 

into the distance. He is writing a play about a patient of his, who was an abused child and 

grew up to be an abusive parent, and the way in which he was constantly confused 

between being a victim or an aggressor: he laughed when he was being beaten and cried 

when he  was the one doing the beating. 

He lifts his head up from the page, the sea is rough to very rough. Since moving to 

live on the coast, these words have taken on a much greater significance for him. 

He stands up and goes over to see if Nadia as covered: she has shrugged off the 

blanket and remained huddled up, smiling in her sleep, a sweet smile that grows broader 

by the minute. What has happened to him to make her smile so? 
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He returns to his desk and stares at the page. He remembers her bringing him the 

coffee, unsmiling, said good morning with dull eyes, looking over at the waves, like a child 

who has had a toy taken from it. He thought that the moment they married, they would go 

on living in happiness for ever and ever, and the moment she became pregnant, this would 

be the dawning of a new era, but she is walking on, barely treading, chewing, hardly 

swallowing, breathing shallowly and taking care that the doors don’t slam from the gusts 

of wind coming in from the sea. 

He understands now why after each meeting between Arafat and Peres, Arat comes 

out disappointed and Peres is encouraged. Nadia will remain sad for years to come, 

because this is not what she exptected. They said on the radia that it would be rough to 

very rough, and he so wanted a calm Mediterranean. 

 



                  330 

Sixty 

Just like that, right in the middle of things, everything blows up in his face. He’s barely 

finished his internship, and she’s nearing the end of her pregnancy. He tried not to think, 

not to remember that he’ll soon have an Arab daughter, he still has a few days left in which 

he can avoid thinking, and after that there’ll be a new life. 

But it’s a long way off, far away, for him to be a father to an Arab baby, who knows? 

If he had at least established himself as a therapist, she simply caused him a pregnancy, 

and he didn’t want it, he resisted at first, tried to put off the end and was caught in a trap. 

He had promised himself once that he would have a child only when he felt really ready 

for it, but an Arab baby? 

The truth is that ever since his childhood he has been followed by this feeling, that 

he has a little Arab hiding inside him, just waiting to have his say. It had begun at home, in 

the gray emptiness that hung between the walls and went on in the neighborhood, 

splashing about in puddles in the evening, in the wailing cats and the neglected children, 

and the way he would return to his home from yet another day of survival, dirty armed 

and garnished with wounds and bruises, and it came to an end with Nadia – no wonder he 

feels that they are siblings. 

“You won’t force me to become a father!” he shouted at her. 

“You won’t force me to be childless!” she replied. 

He remembers how it all began: she informed him that she has stopped taking the 

pill, he was silent – it appeared to him far off and impossible, that an Arab should come out 

of him. When she told him happily that she was pregnant, he felt a kind of horror and a 
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weakness in the knees, but he know he could get through it, everyone does, and the finale 

was a long way off. 

When he saw her for the first time in the scan, his hair stood on end for a moment, 

and he understood that this was a real little girl, and again, he dove into the depths of 

denial, from which he surfaces only when the child started to kick, he placed his hand on 

Nadia’s stomach, not believing that she was really moving. 

Nature has given him nine months of emotional preparation, to position his little 

Arab daughter well and truly in his heart, and he was wasting them in a desperate attempt 

at forgetting the whole matter. 

Freedom has only just emerged from out of the darkness of the long years of his 

childhood, the wounds on his knees have barely scabbed and the caterwauling of the cats 

still rings in his ears, he has hardly managed to sip, to taste of that sweet drink and he is 

already selling everything, giving up to a little Arab girl what is dearest of all to him, his 

free soul. 

“Enough!” he shouts from out of his dream: he’s in prison, and has awakened in 

horror. Later, he dreamed that she was miscarrying, and awoke again to another morning 

of an ever-growing pregnancy. 

One evening, he looked into the mirror and saw an Arab, and the strange thing is 

that it was assuring. 

Nadia tried in vain to tell him that there is life after the birth, and that the little Arab 

girl is not a monster that demolishes everything. He runs off to buy a computer, to have the 

car repaired – who can tell what will remain of all these once the baby’s born. 
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Only a few days left and he’s not there. Maybe he’s one of those types that have to 

be forced, because they can’t do it alone, but he feels immediately that he’s been done a 

colossal injustice, he’s simply been raped in the worst possible way, the rape of a lifetime, 

into being the father of a little Arab girl – a kind of cruel castration of the soul, that causes 

him to change, become different, and in the end even to like it, but Nadia goes on saying 

that he feels as if it wasn’t his choice, and as if they hadn’t discussed it betweent them over 

and over again. 

 

 

Last night he asked Nadia for an evening off and went on his own to the Arab in your 

Heart café. He told the owner that his wife was about to have a baby. Three years he’s been 

visiting the place and he’s never told her anything personal about himself, always ordered  

cappuccino and poppy seed cake, and sometimes another kind of cake. Three years, and 

one fine day in he comes and tell her that his wife’s about to have a baby. 

He looked at her in admiration, in wonder and she asked, “What’ her name?” 

“Nadia,” he said. It’ll be alright, she said in a comforting voice, and with a minute nod of 

her head, and Yoni couldn’t tell if she was referring to the elections or to the birth. 

At around midnight, Jamil came and joined him. He was unshaven, in his usual 

faggotty clothes, with all the chains and pins, hair shiny with oil, smoking nervously and 

saying nothing. Then he pulled some old photographs out of his coat pocket and stared at 

them with longing. Yoni asked politely to have a look, too. 
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A group of Palestinian kids sat at the next table, ten years old or so, who looked at 

Jamil in derision. One of them said bitterly, “How can you go into the classroom after 

you’ve been throwing stones?!” And Yoni whispered to Jamil that it’s a good thing that 

kids come here. But Jamil continued to look at his pictures and only said that nothing 

would come of it. 

In the early hours of the morning, Warren Christopher, thin and gaunt, but with a 

facial expression that said determination, appeared on TV, and said that only a strong 

Israel could maintain peace and stand by agreements. Yoni became tearfully emotional at 

the thought that there was someone who believed him, and not like his father, who always 

used to say that, with him, gentleness would never work, that the only thing he understood 

was force.  
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Sixty One 

Surrounded by a golden aura, her locks spread out on the pillow, Nadia moves and rests 

alternately, one moment she shivers all over, grasping fiercely at the metals rails on her 

bed, shaking her head from side to side, slowly the suffering abates, dissolved into her 

angelic face, pain turns gradually into tranquility, and again the contractions overcome her 

and she grabs his hand with the strength of a giant, her body starts to twist, to groan, the 

twitches of an electric current rise gradually to a peak on the monitor, he feels the exact 

extent of her suffering in accordance to the pressure of her hand on his. He had never seen 

her to wild, so animal-like, where were those expressions coming from of such violence 

and suffering? He was disgusted by the sight of it and was immediately disgusted with 

himself for not allowing her to be herself even at the moment of truth. And again she’s 

excrescent and effervescent, and again, calm and tranquil. What inner rhythm this machine 

has, a clock made of flesh and blood, he has never thought there could be a thing like this. 

They told her not to bear down yet, but to bear the pain, and not to try to rid herself of this 

lump of life that was still and moving in sequence inside her belly – it, too, could be heard 

on the monitor, beating. He didn’t even know where to stand, was mostly under their feet, 

glad at not having anything real to do, otherwise something dreadful might have 

happened. A Yemenite midwife positioned herself like a noble deer, conducting this 

symphony with sensitivity and determination, with her slim hands and clear voice she has 

instilled some order into all this madness: “Bear down, now, relax, now… “ And then it 

was time for her to bear down and Nadia went at it like a wild horse, pulling forward with 

all its might. “Good, good, a little more, a little more!” called the midwife, and when the 
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contraction subsided, she advised her to rest until the next one. For a moment, he notices 

that he was unrecognizably far from himself, reluctant to feel or to sense, it all seemed like 

a movie to him. He remembered that he was there in order to be with her, but did not 

understand the meaning of the words. Another contraction, Nadia cried out with a force 

that shook her, to stand like this beside someone who is suffering, without the abilit to do 

anything to help, suddenly a dark head showed from between her legs and a stream of 

water shot out of its mouth, a sort of disconnected head, with a fountain issuing out of it, 

he had never before seen death and life in such close quarters, so closely entwined, he was 

horrified for a moment, but then the head and then the body slipped out altogether, and he 

watched as the midwife laid the baby on Nadia’s belly, swaddled in a red-brown blanket, 

sticky and bloody: Hagar was born, and felt a spiritual uplift. 

 

Evening, a day of hard labor has come to an end – clean the house, buy flowers, run to the 

hospital with Nadia’s favorite food. He’s sitting on her bed, stroking her head, and Hagar, 

still sleepy from the birth,  beside her in the little plastic hospital cot. Nadia, too is weary, 

summoning up her strength for the next feed. Soon they’ll be ordered to return Hagar to 

the nursery, and he’ll be sent home. 

How can he leave Hagar there, neglected, with all those other screaming babies, as if 

she was a baby in a refugee camp. How do they feel there, in identical plastic cots, getting 

their bottle at the same time every night, and they can scream until tomorrow, no one will 

go up them to stroke them, no one will come and calm them down. To start life like that, 

god help us, to be born into so anonymous an experience, as if you really do have no soul. 
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Maybe there’ s something corrupt there at the dawn of life, some castration of the 

personality, immature, incorrigible.  

During the day, they are beside mother, but at night, the first night, alone, without a 

drop of warmth and love, you have to a new-born baby in order to understand that. 

He was torn and went home, left his missing piece somewhere in that hospital, as if 

he has nothing and nothing happened. He was thrown out of the warm hospital into the 

cool eastern wind blowing in from the sea. 

The lights of Tel Aviv and Jaffa, spread over the length of the coast were to his taste, 

an external, heroic backdrop that adapted itself to the way he felt. He stood for a moment 

and listened to the roar of the waves, filling his lungs with sea air, giving himself up to the 

caressing wing. 

During the first few moments of her life, just as she was born, he held her in his 

arms and looked into her wide open brown eyes. She looked at him, he felt that something 

was transpiring here, an untangleable tie, and maybe its his history that is unable to accept 

that it takes time to develop a relationship, he has to fall in love immediately, like those 

girls who fall in love at first sight, and he knows how it ends. 

Only now did he take in how reliable it is, this kind of love that leaves no room for 

paving a way, for slowly getting used one to the other. But why did that Nadia say to him 

at the first  moment of the birth of his fatherhood, “Look how you’re holding the baby, 

that’s not the way to hold her,” and were it not for the wonderful Yemenite midwife 

coming to rescue the situation by saying that he he’s holding the baby very nicely, he 
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would have completely gone astray. Just like that, before he’d even started to be a father, 

she made a nothing out of him. 

Early the next morning, he made his first phone call to Danny, told him the whole 

story with great emotion. Danny did not say congratulations or change his plans in any 

way, he only asked if it was a good thing that Hagar was born or if there were other things, 

but Yoni was thinking silently of the Arab woman who had stolen his freedom for the rest 

of time, but it did not bother him for the moment. 

 

 

A flesh and blood clock is what determines the pace, a capricious clock is what controls 

everything, internal rhythms which are well only to it – breaths, grunts, nursing, 

excrements, sleep and wakefulness in incomprehensible and incomprehensible personal 

tempo, all humming around him, adapting themselves to the lord of all the world. 

He stands near the window, looks a the sea, a moment of peace, twilight hour, a 

light rain drips over the city, a child of Jaffa, a child of the sea, now she’s sleeping, but 

there’s no one who can tell how long this peace will last. 

Raindrops searching their way down the window pane, carving out a road known to 

them only, masts of ships bent under the wind, fishermen hurrying to remove a sail, that is 

how they survive, the world caresses Peres, a new Middle East has just been born, a unity 

of nations, open borders, love at the road blocks, he is carried away with the stream, 

follows the connection, soft melodies of sadness accompany him. 
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He feels a touch and awakens, something touched him on the inside. Hagal will 

wake up soon and there’s so much to do, and here he is fantasizing all sorts of sick 

fantasies about a warm and loving relationship with the enemy. He’s fathered an Arab 

child, and he’s trying to pinch and awaken something there inside, but no echo returns. 



                  339 

Sixty Two 

He climbs the stairs quickly, reaches the door but is not really there. When he is there, he’ll 

have the time necessary to be there. Nadia is in the kitchen, he never knows what she’s 

doing there. There is something sensual and arousing about her, ever since she started 

nursing the baby, and nature has made him gentler, not as inflamed as he once was. 

“How was your morning?” he asks. 

“”Alright,” she answers simply, as if nothing happened. 

“Did she nurse, cry” he wants to know, and feels the onset of an iterrogation, that 

same uncompromising need to know everything. 

“She nursed a little, and then went to sleep.” 

“And did she cry?” he is surprised. 

“No.” 

A spark of familiar jealousy seeps into him, how does she manage it? What magic 

powers does she own? He wants to stand aside and look at her, to follow every detail, not 

to hide a thing. He doesn’t even know what it’s like to spend an entire morning with 

Hagar, he has never experienced it. 

She’s asleep, he has time. He walks over to peep at her, to fulfil his duty. He creeps 

over on tiptoe, as he would to a suspicious object, sees her sleeping, and his heart fills with 

satisfaction, how cute she is when she’s asleep. His father always used to say that they 

were good kids when they were asleep. Only now did he understand what he meant and 

was filled with disgust. 
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Hagar moves, just don’t let wake up and give a fatal blow to his free time – all at 

once he’ll turn into a servant – he plans a careful retreat. 

She starts to move restlessly – maybe she could feel him looking at her, it’s always 

happening to him – she blinks her eyes, stretches. It’s obvious now. Is he supposed to 

smile, to refer to her as “my Hagar”? 

She’s lying on her stomach, her head turned to the side, can’t she see him? He stands 

surreptitiously, stealing another moment of freedom, it’s too late already to escape. “My 

little Hagar,” he says with a pre-prepared smile on his face, and picks her up in his arms. 

His way of picking her up are always so ungentle. He has been taught a thousand 

times that you should put your hands on the baby’s body before lifting it up, so it gets used 

to it and be prepared to be picked up, and not the way he does it, as if she were a parcel. 

Touch is the first kind of attention, when you were able to listen to your own body, 

to the body of the new-born baby. The first conversation is one of touch, a dialogue of 

caresses, attention to the needs of the body, a multitude of feelings. Later come the words, 

and then it’s already late. 

How well he knows all this from the analysis he went through in the past. Words, 

words flowed like water, but words cannot replace touch. How may times did he say this 

to his analyst when he reached the end of the road, when the words ended, and he 

remained empty and orphaned. Were she only to touch him, hold him, contain some of his 

emotional turmoil, everything would have appeared so different. But there’s no changing 

what has already been done. 

“Would you like to change her diaper?” 
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“Yes,” he replies, as if delighted at the chance. Why does she always think of things 

that he does not, how does she know that a change of diaper is necessary? 

He picks her up gently and lays her down on the chest of drawers, takes care with 

the black haired head, making sure it does not drop or suffer a blow. He removes the layers 

slowly, unfastens the wet diaper. Nadia said that she has to be changed in the bath, not on 

the chest, so that nothing gets dirty, he’s forgotten again. 

He carries her on his arm, her face to his elbow, holds her fast by the hip, he won’t 

let her fall – his technique is perfect. 

He turns on the tap and tries to direct the water. What he needs is patience, he 

reminds himself. Maybe she’s uncomfortable, with her head on his coarse wool sweater. He 

should have placed a cotton diaper on his arm, to make it nicer for her to lay on. But she’s 

an Arab, it won’t hurt her so much. 

She’s still not crying, but time is short and the work load is great, soon she’ll grow 

tired and start whining, and then all will be lost, he’ll have failed again. 

He can’t the water right. Never mind if the water’s a little too cool, he likes to wash 

in cold water, and anyway, holding her like that for hours with a bare bottom and her head 

on a prickly wool sweater is no big deal either. 

He rubs the area carefully. Enough already, how long do you have to soap her? Her 

bottom doesn’t really show the remains of her bowel movement, but he wants to get her 

really clean, not like when Nadia changes her. It’s the same when he soaps himself, kind of 

cruelly. 
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He carries her back to the chest and lays her down gently, dries her little body, 

between the folds, around the corners. They told him that  the baby has to be dried very 

well, so as not to leave her wet there, and suddenly he awakens from out of himself: he’s so 

busy with technique, that he is not even looking at her. He is reprimands himself and 

promises that from now on he’ll be with her for the little that remains to do. 

Carefully, he inserts her shirt into her pants, the way he likes it, as a child he always 

hated those folds that pressed on him. Next, he takes her tiny, dark, wrinkly hands out of 

the sleeves, he is always particularly fastidious about this, what happens if she needs her 

fingers and is helpless without them. 

He has thought about parenting and how similar it is to the peace process, where 

techniques are not sufficient. You have to look for the eyes and make contact … 

The sound of her crying awakened him out of parenting issues and the peace 

process. Again, he wasn’t attentive to her, the way he had dressed her in her top and pants 

without noticing that was doing so. Where was he during those precious moments of 

connection? No wonder that she starts crying suddenly. It would not have happened to 

Nadia. 

 

 

Evening falls and his heart is filled with longings. He is sitting in the rocking chair, Hagar 

held close in his arms, and singing her “The Sycamore Gardem.” His father had been 

particularly fond of this song, used to play it on the old record player with the big horn, 
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standing there watching as the stiff record moved around and around. It’s his turn now to 

pass on the tradition of yearning to the next generation. 

Hagar watches with wide open brown eyes, coal black curls and dusky skin disguise 

her in the darkness. Out of the window, it is possible to watch the stormy sea, the flashing 

lights of the fishing boats and the waves breading on the quay. Tonight, he’s going to tell 

her everything, that the nurse at the mother and baby clinic had said that she’s an impish 

and recalcitrant little thing, like all the babies and that she mustn’t be allowed to nurse on 

her own whim, or to be picked up just because she feels like it, because if they start giving 

in to her, there’ll be no end to her demands. And that yesterday he had argued with 

mummy, saying that she was too warm and Nadia had said that it was cold. They both 

spoke from their guts, but there was such hatred … 

She looks at him with shining eyes, with a mischievous smile, and he has only 

begun the story, the night is young, and he wants to tell it all: Danny, Jamil, the Arab in 

your Heart café… 

She calms him, gives him something that is his, returns to him his softness. Hagar 

will make him a better psychologist, that’s quite clear to him, he knows what it is to be a 

father, what it means to raise a child. First, you must give, only later, to want to receive. 

But now he wants to tell her the main points of his story, why they chose to live 

beside the sea, and why mummy is sad, and that he murdered grandfather, and that, 

nonetheless, they can go on living and establish a family and maybe even be happy. 
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Suddenly he face puckers up and her eyes wrinkle in pain. What’s happening to 

her? A long, quiet wail catches him unawares, he had thought that she was with him 

forever. It’s can’t be, she’s broken the rules, and he’s left with his longings. 

He changes position, maybe that will make things better, holds her close to his chest. 

It doesn’t, he doesn’t have Nadia’s breasts, a moderate soft slope, what he has is a hard 

sharp rock. Even in this he can’t compete with her. 
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Sixty Three 

“It is ten o’clock,” TV anchor man Haim Yavin reads from a page, “the 1996 exit polls show 

a slight advantage to Labor.” 

“Yes!” a shout escapes Jamil. 

“Shshshs… you’ll wake up Hagar,” Nadia silences him. 

Now they are showing the Netanyahu camp in deep depression. 

The night draws slowly on, the nuts and seeds are eaten up, empty coffee cups stand 

all around on the table, the Likud is closing in, a mere tenth of a percent, Danny jumps for 

joy in his seat, Jamil lowers his head, and Nadia goes out on the balcony to watch the sea. 

Hagar cries, yes, it’s clear now, a siren rising and falling, Yoni can’t stand it and goes to 

pick her up gently, hugs her, holds her close to his chest and tries to calm her, totally 

involved in her, in holding her, it’s no good, he steals a glance and is filled with horror, a 

creased face, weeping bitterly, real suffering right in front of him. What wouldn’t he give to 

be able to watch the election results in peace? At his dearest moment, she has to disturb 

him, can’t contain herself for so much as a moment. He tries the usual position on his arm, 

rocking her stubbornly while pressing down on her back with his hand, hoping the 

stomach massage might help, it doesn’t, he has to start walking around with her, and not 

sit down like a parasite on the chair, he knows that she calms down when he walks with 

her. Back and forth, back and forth, back and forth, turns up the TV, but the wailing does 

not cease. Confused commentators on the screen, first prophesied a larger victory to Labor, 

and now … the remains of hope in the fringe parties … maybe she’s filled her diaper? 

Maybe she wants to be changed? What a brilliant idea, he pushes a deep rounded finger, 
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by-passes all the clothing defenses, feels around with his bare fingers and pulls his hand 

out, sniffs, it’s a bit wet, but no kaka, maybe the diaper is pressing on her, she’s 

uncomfortable and she’s helpless? He pulls at the diaper a little to release the pressure, the 

crying does not stop, something is stepping on an old callous, plucks at ancient chords of 

the soul in melodies of mourning and loss, “Tie! Tie!” Haim Yavin announces dramatically, 

he’d give a lot to know what’s going in his heart at this moment, picks her up again, sticks 

her with a beseeching look, wishing she’d stop already, he can’t take any more, “what’s the 

matter with you, for god’s sake?” his glance says, tries to push a pacifier in her mouth, he 

was unable to do this once, and was annoyed with Nadia for using this method to shut her 

up, saw as blatant rape, let her choke, the thought flies by him as he covers her mouth to 

prevent her from spitting out the pacifier, he fails, fails as a father, she, this little Arab girl, 

is telling him that he is unable to be a father, it’s so obvious, so plain, she’s telling him this. 

Something hurts her, hurts her a lot, he repeats this to himself so that his heard does not fill 

with bath thoughts, maybe she’s got wind? He says this to himself so as to grasp at 

something familiar, rocks her again on his arm, in the hope of quieting down the sirens 

somewhat, but she’s doing her own thing, he no longer feels anything, is on automatic 

pilot, and just then Nadia enters, takes in the scene before he even has a chance to open his 

mouth, lifts up her blouse, opens her bra and releases a large nourishing breast. “Let me 

have her,” she orders, and he, with a smile of relieve and joy, as if he were she, diluted by 

the small child’s endless feeling of humiliation, hands her over, Nadia places her to her 

breast, Hagar attacks it greedily, extinguishes her fury on it with the same power as the 

screams that first issued out of her mouth, one last cry, a further groan or two, another 
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wail, and a final flutter of the legs, and the sounds of weeping dissolve and blend gradually 

into strong sounds of sucking, which are gradually replaced by quieter, more balanced 

notes. 

“Why didn’t you call me?” she asks, “I told I was going over to the neighbor for a 

minute.” 

“It never occurred to me,” he apologizes, “I didn’t even think she was hungry, she 

only finished eating before you left. I thought she had wind.” 

He threw himself down on the sofa, exhausted, angry at himself for not having 

thought of it, it’s not the first time he has trouble thinking that she might want to eat, it’s 

not the first time he has trouble thinking Hagar. 

It’s four o’clock in the morning, the Likud is in the lead, only a few percent of the 

votes have yet to be counted. “There’s no chance left, it’s all over,” Jamil blurts out, “all we 

can do now is mourn. A cold sun will rise tonight over the Middle East, a cold sun that 

won’t let anything grow.” 

Danny tries to console him, don’t worry, he says jokingly, the peace process will 

continue, that’s one thing he can promise him. They want peace on the right, too, right-

wingers also love their children. They might relinquish a little less, but there’ll be no 

catastrophe, he can be sure. 

Night, a beloved father has been murdered, Nadia wonders, a step-father is now 

sleeping in his bed. She knows this story, he brought an entire tribe along with him. “From 

now on, I shall watch them every evening on the nine o’clock news. Here they are, already 
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coming into my living room, sitting on my armchairs, slouching around as if they owned 

the place, and I am obliged to watch them, to listen to them, to love them.” 

She stepped out to the balcony in the early morning, to watch the sea grow blue 

through her father’s eyes. She knows what he’s saying, he’s reassuring, consoling, he is 

able to do this even from his grave. He had always been this way, never seeing things as 

too black, never seeing things too rosy, always a hint of a cynical smile on his thin lips, and 

one wise eye on the grim reality. 

He would have said that it’s not too bad, would not have blamed Yoni for his 

murder, he would have blurted out a few sarcastic words about those kids who threw 

stones and caused the event that brought about his death, and finish in a more optimistic 

tone. 

Nadia tells him now that he was murdered and his place has been inherited by 

someone else, a strange man is moving about his house. No, even this does not bother him, 

he tells her quietly not to over-react, not to get carried away with pathos, it’s true that he 

was murdered, and it’s also true the his place has been taken over, but the overall picture is 

not the way you are describing it, Nadia, now I must rush off … 

“Father, father, wait a minute!” 

He’s gone. He cannot wait, didn’t want to wait, did not wish to waste is time on 

nonsense and self pity. 

She raises her head: the fishermen have already finished unloading their nets and 

Hagar is moving restlessly, soon she’ll awake. 
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Sixty Four 

Night, It’s his turn to enjoy himself a little. He lies on top of her, feeling her large motherly 

breasts, it’s no longer the same sex as it was before, this time they are much larger, much 

fuller, feels the motherly warmth of long ago, now he’s inside her, in a hurry as usual, 

because he has no patience, nor does she, maybe it’s hard for her too, this game, wife and 

mother, this time he intends to enjoy himself to the end and not help her, he plans to take it 

all, everything there is, above and beneath at once, no one’s going to stop him capturing 

the desired pleasure, it’s not easy to fight simultaneously on two fronts, he grunts and 

penetrates, sucks and nuzzles, all in a single breath, with amazing harmony, to satisfy 

everything both above and below, body and soul, wife and mother, what else can one ask 

for in this world? He feels the pumping filling him with madness, feels the warm sweetness 

flowing into his mouth, from here and from there, he goes on, not giving up, another suck 

and another push, once more perhaps, and it’s all over, this is the top, it’s the end, there’s 

no more, it’s finished below, above, it goes on forever, that same warmth that will take him 

to anywhere. 

Nadia is sleeping, Hagar grunts reproachfully, a thousand pairs of eyes watch him, 

hate filled faces, as he strides between two rows, and no one touches him, only glances and 

angry voices, why does he call those voices angry? For a moment it appears that they are 

only vain voices against he background of a silent night, but no, she begins to move, to 

twitch, it is obvious now that there is no hope, Nadia is awakening, sitting up in bed, he 

can see how hard it is for her, as she sends out a long arm and lifts Hagar up from her cot, 

even at this late hour she does not forget to give a kiss before picking her up, extracts a 
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large breast and sticks Hagar to it, she does this about three times each night, he doesn’t 

know what his job is, he is still awake at the end of the feed, hoping to take her in his arms 

until she breaks wind, he takes a few steps in the cold house, from room to room, he loves 

these moments, however hard they are, there is something heroic about them without a 

doubt, a cold spring Jaffa night, dressed in his track suit, he strides back and forth along the 

large windows that overlook the sea, waiting for her to fall asleep, or for the dawn to 

release him from his suffering, she peeps at him through big beautiful eyes, not thinking 

that one has to sleep at all, she’s comfortable being held like this, this time in the middle of 

the night, valuable time, he and she in the dance of night, walking in regular rhythm, 

swaying his body and bottom, they are dancing now, it’s obvious, close to each other for 

the rest of their lives. Shadows on the wall, he follows them, a night full of shades of black 

and white, he’s always loved to dance to this graying music, silence, too, has it’s own 

melody, the rustle of the baby’s breathing dictates the rhythm, to listen to it as he would 

listen to himself, as he would listen to her, they are one body after all, breathing in a single 

rhythm, the rhythm of their steps, for some reason the blending relaxes him, pours 

tranquility over him, nothing separates then now, one large body moving in single rhythm 

in the darkness of night, the dance of life that never ends. He and she. Passing by the 

mirror, snatches a look, doesn’t look bad, this combination, this harmony, doesn’t want to 

part from the experience but the fatigue is heavy on him, tries to think about what he hasn’t 

managed to accomplish, the remains of the last day, Nadia gets up to fold the laundry, after 

last night’s lovemaning, with unmoving brown eyes, she scanned the tiny clothes, folded 

them and laid them in place in the closet. Maybe he’ll finally understand what she’s been 
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trying to tell him for years, that he married a sad woman, that this is what he has to live 

with … but there was something no less important, that has escaped his memory, if only he 

could change the wheel of his thoughts, to ignite the fuse of associations in the right 

direction … but his thought, he had never been able to control them, they had always led 

him wherever they felt like it, he is drowsing off, walking unsteadily, almost bumped into 

the wall, one more dance and that’s all, his eyes are slowly closing, maybe hers too, he 

places her very carefully in her cot, he has never carried out this act in a way that satisfied 

him, lays his head on the pillow, out there a cat wails, a threadbare miserable cat seeking a 

home, seeking pity, it must have gone out to drown and there is no one to save it, he 

awakens, no, there is no doubt who the pathetic one is here, who needs to be taken care of, 

it is none other than his own Hagar, he has already seen her sinking in the sand, drowning 

in the sea, getting lost, and he, he stands helplessly looking on, doing nothing, not knowing 

if he even came to her aid, but not now, now it is time to sleep at last, and that is no small 

pleasure. 

The ticking of the cuckoo clock in the living room has taken on a different rhythm 

since Hagar was born, the rhythm of the peace process is slowing down, getting stuck, the 

rhythm of new-born life, growing and expiring, all at the same time, he, too, grows and 

wilts, it is unclear what will overcome what in this cruel race, now he sleeps, but thinks, a 

kind of combination that has blessed him since Hagar’s birth, since he received that 

military call-up, his father used to sleep like that, too, like a German Shepherd dog, one ear 

always on the alert for a catastrophe, in a state of slumber no-slumber, even the dream 

world appears flat and joined to reality, blending into the ticking of the clock, connecting to 
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Hagar’s breathing, to Nadia’s groans and other sounds, no longer does day follow night 

and night follow day, from now on they are one, turning dizzily in the circle of his life with 

almost no difference, that ticking of the pendulum penetrates his sleep, the radio plays 

quietly, it’s the way Nadia likes it, he sleeps, but knows that he is actually awake, he sleeps 

a kind of realistic sleep. Hagar sends out a dull wail into the darkness of the night, does he 

have to get up for guard duty? He tries to create one last dream before diving into himself 

and disappearing, he is surprised that once again he remembers nothing, he is part 

sleeping, part waking, and the time, that same time that is so lacking him, is wasted at 

night on jumps in awareness, where was at a given time? Sometimes he thinks he’s dead, 

that he’s there in his unique condition, in the vicinity of the bitterness of death not for 

many more nights, after which death really will come to take him to his realm, living on 

borrowed time, the ticking of a stolen clock, and now he’s been given the chance to die 

while still alive, he lies on his stomach, and as a final exercise, pretends to be dead, relaxes 

his muscles, takes in one last deep breath, and disappears into himself. 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 


