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A SEA OF WORDS 4™ YEAR

Foreword

Andreu Bassols. Director-General of the European Institute
of the Mediterranean

4th Year: The Paths of Participation: Democracy and Citizenship

The EU declared 2011 as European Year of Volunteering, fostering an active citizenship,
which is why the literary contest “A Sea of Words” has focused on the development of social
solidarity as the consolidation of democracy, a subject that values the vision and expectations
of young people, who from various scenarios show us through their writing the values and
conflicts developed in contact with their societies, as well as their desires in relation to Euro-
Mediterranean societies.

Barcelona is the headquarters of the Secretariat of the Union for the Mediterranean (UfM).
This city, which with its name and energy has symbolised Euro-Mediterranean cooperation since
1995, acquired an international organisation that made it the de facto capital of the Mediterranean.
It is the recognition of a long history and continued effort since the so-called Barcelona Process
began in 1995. Its Euro-Mediterranean involvement since then is unquestionable.

The UfM Secretariat has, in principle, a technical mission of preparing, monitoring and
driving the projects approved by the summits or the ministerial conferences. In fact, with
headquarters in a city and country that firmly believe in the Mediterranean project, with the
support of all levels of government and a committed civil society, this new Union will have a
broader development and much more actively invigorate the projects of Euro-Mediterranean
scope. Having its headquarters in Barcelona, dialogue and cooperation will be strengthened.
Barcelona’s involvement and energy will make the dream of the UfM a reality. These challenges
consist of achieving peace, democratisation, social and demographic transition, employment,
sustainable development or collective security.

In this context, young people play a fundamental role, as they can act as a bridge between
the two shores of the Mediterranean, with a clear projection towards an egalitarian future, where
the cultures of the region understand and respect each other in mutual enrichment.

The youth of today, in being so plural, show some fractures and, to overcome conflicts,
can only relate to each other through intercultural links. This interculturality must not only be
exercised in the countries themselves and between those ambits that share linguistic closeness,
but also between the youth of countries of the South and North, with the aim of facilitating
understanding of diversity and fostering exchanges that allow us to get to know each other better.
Young people, their dreams, realities, potential and actions, can open new paths to overcome
distances and stereotypes, which are more difficult to achieve from other ambits.

Literary language allows us to confront and interlink these issues of such different natures.
Moreover, the literary message makes it possible to enter the everyday, to know the particular,
the individual, together with the collective and the political. The short story allows us to enter
the complexity of differences without generalising them but rather by describing them. From
this point of view, literary production is a fundamental means of expressing and describing

IEMed.
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events, ideas and emotions that can be directly transmitted to and by young people from all over
the Euro-Mediterranean region.

The project “A Sea of Words”, promoted jointly by the European Institute of the Mediterranean
and the Anna Lindh Foundation, was developed with the aim of contributing to fostering
dialogue between peoples and the exchange of knowledge and experiences between different
local and international traditions.

The IEMed has always sought to be a bridge between the two shores of the Mediterranean. It
has been an interesting experience. We have received 165 short stories from 32 countries and the
jury has selected 20 stories, all of them of remarkable quality. Now they are available to you in
this book, a virtual book that does not occupy space but that we hope will occupy a place in your
thoughts and reflections on the future of generations and the generations of the future.

Given all of this and especially the great reception that the initiative has had among young people
of the Euro-Mediterranean countries in this the fourth year of the contest, we are convinced that
this is an experience that will continue in the coming years. The quality and enthusiasm of the
contributions by the young participants allow us to be confident that this dialogue will enjoy
great continuity.

IEMed.
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Foreword

Andreu Claret. Executive Director of the Anna Lindh Foundation

4th Year: The Paths of Participation: Democracy and Citizenship

“A Sea of Words” has reached its fourth year, and it is probably one of the most important thanks
to the fertile collaboration between the IEMed and the Anna Lindh Foundation. The subject
“Democracy and Citizenship” hits at the very heart of the democratic changes affecting the
Euromed region. Some youths have acted as catalysers of the uprisings and have participated in the
struggle to redirect their countries to a brighter future. Others are fighting to find their way amidst
the economic crisis and unemployment towards an uncertain future. In confronting the crossroads
between past and future, between dreams and realities, they are confronting the challenge of
transmitting their visions and ambitions for their parents’ and grandparents’ generation.

This year’s “A Sea of Words” offers an outlet for dialogue that goes beyond the conventional
and explores the voice of fiction, creativity and fantasy, important mediums for dialogue. The
barriers and frontiers between peoples are taken down word by word and sentence by sentence,
creating spaces of participation and opportunities to share different visions.

Therefore, I greatly appreciate the IEMed’s commitment to strengthening this programme
in collaboration with the Anna Lindh Foundation. “A Sea of Words” has this year received
165 stories from 32 countries and an international jury has selected 20. The ever increasing
participation in the contest since its first year is the basis of its success. This shows the will of
young people in the region to transmit ideas and thoughts and contribute to a vibrant literary
landscape.

“A Sea of Words” is not only about filling the gap between tradition and modernity, but
also between the North and South. Youths are participating in the redefinition of roles and
expectations in a context of fragmentation and crisis, both in the societies where they are a
driving force and great majority or in others where the participation of older people continues
to increase. New scenarios for the future are present in these short stories and they draw a red
line with their contributions.

It is no surprise that the revolutions that swept Arab societies were anticipated by novels,
long before the political analysts and experts predicted the course of history. I was reading
Aswany or Khamisi and not papers by academics of great prestige in the Arab world when I
received early warnings about what would soon happen in Egypt. I am sure that by reading the
stories in this fourth year of “A Sea of Words” we will have the opportunity to better understand
what is happening in our societies on both shores of the Mediterranean and to anticipate some of
the profound transformations taking place. These endeavours to go beyond fiction in the specific
future can help us to see events from distance, curiosity and a beneficial critical spirit, listening
closely to the voices of youths.

The work of the Anna Lindh Foundation focuses on both the development of social
solidarity and the consolidation of democracy with the objective of creating spaces and meetings

IEMed.
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that foster participation. How can we involve the citizens of the Euromed region so they can
develop democratic rights and liberties? “A Sea of Words” prioritises this development to
contribute to better understanding, respect and trust in building the future. This was the purpose
of launching the contest four years ago and I am proud to see that, this year, “A Sea of Words”
has come of age as an important initiative in the panoply of Euromed cultural programmes.

IEMed.
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Literary Language,
Instrument of Dialogue 2011

With the issue Democracy and Citizenship, we present the best titles for the fourth year of “A
Sea of Words”, the short story contest for men and women aged between 18 and 30 living in the
Euro-Mediterranean area. The topic deals with social development as consolidation of democ-
racy, which involves a broad participation of citizens in developing rights and freedom.

“A Sea of Words” has reached its fourth year in 2011 thanks to the efforts and convictions
of the European Institute of the Mediterranean and the Anna Lindh Foundation and their strong
belief in this programme. “A Sea of Words” represents a unique method of cooperation, known
as a “network initiative”, since the selection of stories involves all the Anna Lindh Foundation
national networks.

165 short stories from 32 Euro-Mediterranean countries were received in 2011. The high
level of involvement is due to the fact that participants can write in any of the official languages
of the Euro-Mediterranean zone.

The broad scope of the call was possible thanks to its promotion by the almost 3,000 or-
ganizations that make up the 43 national networks of the Foundation, as well as other networks
in the Euro-Mediterranean area, such as the Euro-Mediterranean Non-Governmental Platform,
the European Youth Forum and the Euromed Permanent University Forum. Diverse organiza-
tions linked to some of these networks also strengthened the call through their own websites,
newsletters and journals.

In order to carry out the selection and translation process of the 20 winning stories, there
was a pre-selection at national level conducted by the network coordinators of the Anna Lindh
Foundation in each of the 32 states. Later, the organizers called an international jury comprising
Elisabetta Bartuli, translator and professor at Ca’ Foscari University in Venice; Jamila Has-
soune, Moroccan writer and librarian; Pere-Antoni Pons, Catalan writer; Najwa Barakat, Leba-
nese writer; and Alfredo Zucchi, winner of the third contest.

In the 20 selected stories different aspects and scenarios emerge within the topic of de-
mocracy and citizenship, such as social development towards solidarity and consolidation of
democracy throughout voluntary actions.

The jury members gave a special mention to three of the contest winners for the high qual-
ity of their stories and the originality of the subject matter: Hanane Oulaillah, with her piece
The Padlock, won the first prize; Ilija Djurovié, with the story THC and LCD won the second
the Republic Room.

Through their stories, the three winners analyze the different aspects of democracy and
citizenship, and they all share a glimpse of what can be found in people when they have experi-
enced a past full of violence and domination as they try to restore their lives.

In Hanane Oulaillah’s The Padlock, democracy is restored after many years of dictatorship
and social disorder; the main character is led by a true sense of citizenship in overseeing the
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correct procedure of the first democratic election day. Ilija Djurovi¢’s THC and LCD tells us
how difficult it is to get rid of one’s past, even when it seems so far away from us. In Playing
racy is perceived by the mind of a little girl from Lithuania during and after the Soviet Union
domination.

We would like to thank the company Mediterranean Editors & Translators (MET) for their
special and voluntary participation in translating two of the 20 winning stories: Slip Road by
Vesna Hauschild and THC and LCD by llija Djurovié.

The city of Barcelona hosted the awards ceremony and began a series of events that ended
in the town of Tarragona. The awards ceremony to present prizes to the 20 contest winners took
place on 28th November 2011 at the Institut d’Estudis Catalans in Barcelona.

The next day, the 20 winners participated in the workshop “Literary Language, Instrument
of Dialogue”, during which the jury talked to the winners about the literary perspectives of the
stories and their themes. In the second part of the workshop, Peter Bush, university professor
and translator, explained the complexity of translation and its importance in spreading the origi-
nal message.

The following day, as a shared intercultural experience, there was a trip to the town of
Tarragona, including a visit to the city centre and the Roman ruins, the Archaeological Museum
of Tarragona, and a lecture at the Catalan Institute of Classical Archaeology. There was also a
sightseeing tour of Barcelona where the winners could enjoy Antoni Gaudi’s architecture.

The European Institute of the Mediterranean and the Anna Lindh Foundation wish to thank
all the people who have contributed to the success of “A Sea of Words™: firstly, the 165 participants
of the contest and the 43 national networks of the Anna Lindh Foundation; the members of the
International Jury for their magnificent work and unfailing devotion; the Institut d’Estudis Cata-
lans; and the Catalan Institute of Classical Archaeology of Tarragona. Special thanks to all the
members of the work team of the European Institute of the Mediterranean and the Anna Lindh
Foundation, especially their directors Andreu Bassols and Andreu Claret.




Group photo of the jury and the winners of the 2011 contest.
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Towards Hope

Alaa Almalfouth. Palestine

The wide-brimmed hat he was wearing could
not stop him sweating from his forehead and
cheeks, just as his sunglasses could not con-
ceal his obvious watchful gaze. He was hold-
ing luggage laden with clothes and personal
things, as his heart was loaded with endless
troubles and immense pain. The long wait
since the early morning made him lose all his
energy, despite the fatty breakfast he had eat-
en, which was prepared for him by his mother
while she bid him a farewell and murmured:

“Samy, this is the last breakfast for you
in Gaza and, God willing, your breakfast to-
morrow will be in Manchester.”

He smiled as he recalled this situation.
The growing fatigue made him unashamed
to sit on his suitcase, and he started to scan
the large number of travellers overcrowd-
ing the departure lounge inside and outside.
Everyone had been waiting their turn since
the early morning. Since the closure of the
crossing two years ago, it had not opened for
passengers except when it rains in summer.

His mind began to wander towards the
PhD scholarship which would be cancelled if
he could not travel in the next two months.
He had spent many nights awake studying
hard to earn such an opportunity, but his fu-
ture was threatened by this dreaded crossing.
He wished he were a bird so that he could fly
wherever he wanted. If he had been born in
one of the independent countries, he would
not have experienced such troubles and mis-
ery. The voice of the crossing officer inter-
rupted his thoughts, as he declared over a
loudspeaker:

“The crossing has been closed from the
other side until further notice, kindly evacuate.”

A SEA OF WORDS 4™ YEAR

The news was more painful than a dagger
stabbing his chest. He walked towards the offi-
cer through the crowd of travellers, who raised
their angry furious voices, and tried to question
the closure. The officer interrupted, telling him
that the Palestinian side is powerless.

Samy dragged his feet as depression
and grief added twenty years to his twenty-
five year old face. He took a bus home, leav-
ing the crossing and abandoning his dreams.
It did not take long for him to reach home; he
rushed to his bed and drifted into deep sleep.

The sunrays infiltrating the window
burned his face, and an intruding fly buzzed
around him. He tried to continue sleeping
but the heat of the sun and the buzzing fly
prevented him. Moments later, he heard his
mother calling:

“Samy, wake up my son. It’s breakfast
time.”

He woke up lazily, washed his face and
sat around the table along with his parents
and siblings. The television was showing the
morning news, which was the same as every
day. Samy was the eldest; Mahmoud was his
younger brother, who was in grade one and
his sisters were Maysa, Ghada and Reem.
Samy started eating greedily, moving be-
tween hard-boiled eggs, olives and the bean
salad with lemon and green pepper, one of
his mother’s specialities. His father watched
tenderly with eyes surrounded by ageing
wrinkles. His father wanted to speak, but he
declined so that he would not interrupt his
bird from recharging the energy that he had
consumed the previous day. But his anger
rose when he heard the broadcaster announc-
ing that some humanitarian and European or-
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ganizations were going to form the first ship
of solidarity to break the siege in Gaza over
the next month. He spoke sharply:

“This is nonsense; the whole world
conspires against us and does not rescue our
nation. How will we benefit from a solidar-
ity ship carrying some medical and nutrition
aid? In Gaza, we are like swarms of birds im-
prisoned in a small cage. We are not looking
for some crumbs of food or drops of medi-
cine, but we strongly need to destroy the cage
and fly freely.”

Samy replied quietly: “Let me disa-
gree with you my dear father; the European
nations sympathize with us completely and
they strive to expose and break the blockade
through hundreds of humanitarian, human
rights and culture organizations.” His father
looked with scepticism, but Samy went on:
“Through my posts as a specialist in human
rights in several meetings, via video confer-
ences and live chat on the internet, I built
many relationships with Europeans of multi-
ple spectra and beliefs.”

His mother intervened and said simply:
“So did you meet any European girls?”

Samy answered with a smile: “Yes
mum, many girls participate in those meet-
ings, some of them have a significant role in
organizing this ship, like my Cyprus friend,
Maria.” Then he continued talking to his fa-
ther: “More ships are to come from several
European countries and Arab countries as
well. This will continue till they break the na-
val blockade of Gaza.”

His mother poured a cup of tea, handed
it to Samy and said sweetly: “My wish is to
attend your wedding and hold your babies.”

Samy replied softly: “Everything has its
suitable time, now I devote myselfto my PhD.”

His father interrupted: “But how will
you travel when the crossings are closed?”

Samy sighed heavily and answered:
“My case is the same as dozens of students.”
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He sipped some tea and went on, giving
himself a little bit of hope: “God willing, all
our problems will be solved soon, but I des-
perately need your prayers.”

His mother raised her hands spontane-
ously and prayed: “May God look over all
your affairs and grant you what you wish.”

This simple but touching prayer made
Samy shiver, he had already finished his cup
of tea, so he excused himself and went to his
room to change his clothes. Then he went out
to buy some goods from the market.

Days passed and the arrival of the dear guest
approached. The momentous day came and
the media was ready. Samy participated with
the Palestinians who amassed flags, ban-
ners and hopes. Out of their extreme joy and
love, the masses felt that it was not enough
to receive their guests at the airport, so they
boarded boats and headed out to the sea. The
distinctive flags waved at a distance, then it
came closer and closer till the flags and hearts
were mixed amid the cheers and joy of the
crowd. Some of the gull flocks formed in the
sky as if they were welcoming the visitors
with a sky show. The delegation reached the
port and hands were shaking.

When the harbour splendour calmed
down, Samy accompanied some of those
working and interested in his field on a tour
around the sector, and briefed them on the
reality of the tragedy his people were ex-
periencing under the blockade. They were
shocked when they saw the suffering of those
people to the extent that one of them told
Samy:

“You will never go to hell, because you
are already there.”

Samy replied: “Amen... Amen.”

The successful arrival of the ship re-
ceived intense media coverage during the
day and the following days. This event en-
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couraged a flood of international institutions
to set plans for similar campaigns and even
bigger ones. A few days later, the delegation
departed Gaza the same way as their came,
after giving its people a glimmer of light and
hope for tomorrow.

Itis 11 pm.

Sleep prevailed over the quarter where
Samy lived; nothing could be heard except the
intermittent sound of some quarrelsome cats
that meowed every now and then. Samy was
lying on the bed trying to sleep, but thinking
about his future brought him into a bitter con-
flict and stole his peace. In only a few weeks
he would lose the PhD scholarship, which he
had been waiting for with bated breath. He
tried to occupy his mind by evoking relax-
ing situations, but he failed, so he grabbed
one of his history books out of the closet and
started reading. He read about wars here and
there, about massacres and pogroms, won-
dering if the world can one day live in peace
without bloodshed, if the poor and oppressed
people can enjoy life in the dark depths of
justice and equality, if... if... He started to
sail through the pages of his book and among
his unanswered questions till he dropped off.
He awoke to the sound of his ringing mobile
phone, looked at his watch to find it was six
in the morning, took the phone and saw that
his friend Maria was the caller.

After a yawn, Samy answered: “Hello
Maria.”

“Hi Samy, sorry for calling so early, but
it is an emergency,” said Maria, timidly.

“I hope everything is fine,” said Samy
optimistically.

“Do not worry Samy. You told me be-
fore about the difficulty you face when you
try to travel for studying. Yesterday, I was
in a meeting with a number of activists and
organizers for the ships that are supposed to
be sent during the next two days to break the
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siege. | suggested the idea of accompanying
you along with a number of other students on
the return journey. The idea met with total ac-
ceptance!!”

“Great, thank you dear Maria, 1 will
never ever forget your help,” said Samy
cheerfully.

“Don’t mention it. I need your help
in choosing about ten students who have to
study in Europe,” said Maria.

“God willing, I will do my best,” prom-
ised Samy.

“Ok, good luck, goodbye.”

“Bye, Maria.”

Samy could not hide his joy; he quickly
called some of his friends and their friends,
prepared the list of names and sent it to Ma-
ria. Two days later, three ships sailed from
Cyprus to Gaza. The journey was fraught
with risks, but the ships withstood the rough
sea. In the meantime, Samy and his friends
were getting ready and their heartbeats accel-
erated whenever they heard news about the
interception of ships by hostile forces, but
peace activists overcame all the difficulties.
As they came nearer, their determination be-
came fiercer. The connection between Samy
and Maria continued to coordinate the trip.

A few days later, the ship docked safely
at Gaza port. Those ships received a greater
reception than their predecessors. When it was
time to leave, the crowds gathered at the port
to say goodbye, and the families of the stu-
dents came to bid farewell to their loved ones.
Samy hugged his parents and siblings and
tears were falling from his parents’ eyes. His
brother Mahmoud hugged him and whispered:

“Do not forget to bring me the big ted-
dy bear you promised.”

Samy nodded positively and said: “I can-
not forget my dear family.”

The captain’s voice interrupted them
when he declared that it was time for the ship
to sail. Samy and his companions sailed in
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one of the ships waving the Palestinian and
European flags and jumping for joy amid the
loud cheers.
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Minutes passed quickly and the ships began
to sail, moving gradually towards the west.
Moving towards HOPE.
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Ondaoa ehev0epng eMAOYNS KO GOUNETOYNS

INopyog Apmatlions. EALGSQ

«Me Aéve INdpyo. To dvopd pov onpaivel ovtds mov epydaletat otn I'n, o yewpydc. Otav fjuovv
HLopO oPovGA UTAE OTMG OAO TO aydpra Kot Emanlo pe avtokvntaxia. 'EfAena kaptodv oy
NAEOPAOT], POPOLOVY TO CKOTAdL KOl £KAVO TPOGEVYT TPV Koyunbm. Akopa kat av vootalo
TOAD, TOTE deV KON ONKa opic va £xm KAVEL TNV TPOGELYN LOL.

Meyoddvovtag Ty 6YOAEI0, EPMTEVTIKA GUUUOONTPLES OV, EYPOYA CTLXIKLO KOl GUV-
Onuata og Bpoavia. Aokipaco torydpo, SoKiHaco OAKOOA, EKOVO KOTTAVE, Y10 KOQE TIG TEAEVLTOIEG
wpeg. Xovppeteiyo o€ KAPyddes, TPA ATOVGIES KOt TYO GTA TAPTL TOV OPYAVAOGCE 1 TAEN LLOV.
Axdpa kot av dgv f1feha va mdo yati dev elya d1G0son N Empene va TA® KATOL OAAOD, dev
€yooa 00TE éva TAPTL TNG TAENG pov.

[Toté dev €xm kavel kamoa yewpyikn epyacia. Eipot 26 ypovav, dvepyog. Tedeimoa to
AKelo ota 18 ko pmka 6to Taventotpio. [Ifpa to mTuyio pov Kol EKTANPOGH TIG GTPTIO-
TIKEG LoV vroypedoels. Otav amoAlvnka amd 10 6TPATo, Ol YOVEIS OV OV THpaV dMPo Eva
avtokivnTo 1d10¢g papkag pe exeivo Tov motépa pov. Qpaio avtokivnto kot a&dmoto, dnwg
Aéet. Tehevtaio dev T0 KUKAOQOP® TOAD Yiati cuVHBmG dev Exm AeTd Yo Beviiviy.

«Zg EVYOPLOTOVLE OV T Holpdotnkeg Oda avtd poali pag, INdpyo. Oa NOera TOpa va
nmpocmadnoelg vo duyndeic Eava Olo 660 LG EIMEG e SLOPOPETIKY GEPA. Eekiva amd ekeivo
7ov Bopdooat o Eviova, Y®PIg va ival amapaitnTo e T GEWPA oL GUVERNGOVY.

Alotooe yia Alyo. Koita&e yopw v aibovoa kot €ide tmg OA0L iy KappouEva Ta. pdTio
mhvo tov. 'Evolwoe tog ypetdaletot aépa.

«Mmnopovye va avoifovpe Eva Tapabupo;»

«Dvowd, INdpyo. INati dev 10 avoiyelg ecv;»

[poydpnoe mpog to mapdbupo Kot To dvoise. pioe dote va tov BAémovv drot Kot Ee-
kivnoe: «Agv égaco o0t évo TAPTL TG TAENG Hov. DOBOOVY TO OKOTASL Kol EKOVE, TTPOCEVYT|
TP KON OD»

«Twtt dvoiEeg to mapdbupo, INdpyo; Mropel Kdmo10¢ va kKpudvey Tov dtékoye eKEiv.

«Ma, pdTNOCO KOt LoV EITOTE VO TO OVOIE®. .. »

«No pov pidég otov evikd, og mapakoi®. Eicat o INdpyog kot gipon 1 EAévn. Eyd amd-
vinoea povo yio péva, kabdg dev pmopd vo EEpm g voldBouv 6ol dcot gival g avT) TV
aifovoa. Agv €mpene Vo, pOTNGELS KAl TOVG VTTOAOLUTOVG Y10l VAL TO aVOIEEIS;»

«Mao, kavévag dev dopmdvnoe... Pavtdotnka Teg ov Kamolog dev ffehe va avoi&m to
nmapdBupo, Oa to Eleyer.

«Eo0 yati myyaveg og dAha To TApTL TNG TAENG 0OV 0KOpA Kot av dgv NOEXEG;»

H epdnon tov duckodreye. Apyioe va ydvel ta Adyla Tov.

«Twti... yotl ayov ot eilot pov. ... Kot yoti...»

«Oy!» podvate exeivn 1060 duvatd mov Aot oty aifovca yopisav va Ty KottdEovv.
O TINopyog oTapdTnoE APECOS Va. WAGEL Kot EKAEIGE YPTyopa TO mapdfupo.

«Tti 10 éKheloeg;» tov padtnoe tote évtova Bupmpéva.
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«Ey®... dev ffeha... dev Eépw...» o Tdpyog Ppiokdtav Eva otddio mpv Eeomdoel o€
Avypovg.

e o oty M €Kpaot| TG GAAOEE EVIEAMG KOl ELPAVIGTNKE YL TPDTN POPA £val X0~
poyeho 010 TPOCHOTO TNG. ASAO otV apyn, Lo ypryopa katéiafe OAo T0 TPOCHOTO TNG Kot TO
BAEUp TNG YoAvEYE.

«dpyo, kabioe og Topakai®d 6t BEon cov. Me ouyywpeic av to mapdkova. Kolmcopi-
ote 0Mot to ['idpyo oy opdda pag!»

«Kardg pbeg, I'dpyo!» pe o eovn ot vwdAomot mov Ppickoviav oty aibovca amd-
VINGAV 6TV VIOSEIEN TNG. ZNKOONKOV Kl £VAG-EVaG TOD E6OLEAV TO XEPL KL TOV AYKOALUGOV.
Metd amd Aiyo, Kot apol 6lot kabioav Euvda otig B€oeig Tovg, o Tdpyog avaonkmbnke oty
KopEKAOL TOV Kot EITE OMAVTOVTOG 68 OAOVG CUVOMKA: «yaipopot mov gipan poli cogy.

«ITotog Bérel va popaotel poli pog pio epmelpio EAe0Bepng ETAOYNG KO GULUETOXNG;»

«Mmopd va Thp® T0 AOY0;» pOTCE po KomELD YOpw ota 30 pe Opopea Tpdotva paTi
KoL O TEVIOTO LOAALGL.

«Dvuoikd, Mapia. Av Gupemvovy Kot ot VTOAOLTOL, GE OKOVLLEY.

Ohot éyveyav katagatikd kabdc n Mapia diéoyioe pe ta pdtio g Vv aibovoa Kot 1
Kkoméha Eekivnoe.

«X0eg o Tpwi Kovpeya to Ykaldv oTtov KNmo pov. Teleidvovtog oképTnra g Bo NTav
KoAN 18€a va Kovpeva T0 YKOLOV KOl GTO UIKPO TOPKO OV VITAPYEL GTN YETOVIA LoV, KUBDS
ovvnBwg apyodv mord va £pBouv ot vtdAAnAot Tov dnpov. Méxpt To Bpadv elyo TeEAEUDGE.

Y10 mpocomo ™G Mapiag Elapye éva yapdyeho. Otav tedeimoe v kovPévta tng, dhot
EEomacav Gg EPOKPOTILLOTA.

«Ilog évolimwaeg, Mapia;» podtnoe 11 EAévn 6tav oTapdtnooy va okoOyovTot To XEPOKPO-
THLLOTO.

«Evowwca dvvarr]. Evolwoo tmg eiya T dOvaun vo oAAGE®D KATL T0V eV OV GPECE, VO,
Beltidom tn {on Hov Kot TV YELTOVAOV Hovy.

«dpyo, TLAeg»

H gpdnon g EAévng tov Edeviace. ZKEQTNKE Alyo Kot AAvTINGE LETPTLLEVOL.

«Eyd dev Oa to éxava. Agv givar d1kn Lov S0VAELL. Yhpyouv 0pprodiol Tov 0PeiAovY va
acYOAN00VV LE TNV TEPUTOINOT| TOV TAPKDVY.

To npoécwmo g Mopiag GKOTEIVINGE KOl TO LLATLO THG 0T TO TPAGIVO EVOG VEOPOD VA~
AOL TPV TO YPOUA TOL KVTAPLeolov. Ot vworowol, PAETovTag TV avTidpacn TG KOTEANS
apyroav va povppovpilovv, piyvovtag kéfe 1000 emikpitikés patiég oto Iidpyo.

«Agv Nfgha va . .. evvoohoa TAC... dgv Bl .. »

«Oy, otapdtal» n EAévn diékoye amdtopa v tpoonddeid tov va dikatoroyndei. «Eyxelg
po dmoyn Kot auto givatl amdivta oefactd eddy». Teleidvoviag v KovPévia g €ide g Ta
LLOVPLOVPNTA E1YOV CTOUATNOEL.

«Nat... dev gipat otyovpog, dev E€pw...» o I'dpyog powvdtav prepdepévos kot kaboiov
olyovpog 00TE Ylo AVTA TOL EAeYE OVTE Y10 AVTA TTOV GKEPTOTAV.

«AmevBuvopar oe 6Aovgy eime n EAévn pe coPapd tovo. «Eipaote 1) opdda eAedBepng emt-
A0Y1G Ko ovppeToync. Elote edd yioti miotevete nog otn (o1 cog dev emAéyete elevBepa kot
0élete avTo vo aAlGEel. H eledBepn emihoyn Opwg mpoimodétet kot 10 oefacd TV ETAOYDY
TV GAAwv. [Tdvto Quoikd pe yvopova tv erevdepia kot v a&lompéncion.

«Karm ovppetoxm;» pomoe o I'dpyoc.
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«Kdoto, prnopeic va anavtioelg oe anTn THY EPMTNON;»

O Kdorag, évag peonikag avtpag pe opond ykpilo poilid, onkddnke amd m Béom tov K,
amevBuvopevog oto ['dpyo, gime: «1 cvppetoyn axolovbel Kot evicyvet v eAevBepn emhoyn|. Kd-
Oe emloyn mpovmobétel Spdon Kot avtevepyela. OTov GUUUETEYOVLE GE [0 TPOOTAOELD Vo TpaLy-
HLOTOTOMGOVLE OVTO OV EMAEYOVLLE VIOl LLOG KOIL TOVG YOP® LLOG, VOLMOOVLLE tKavol Kot SuvoToi».

O TNdpyog Tov dKovoe pe TPocoyr]. ATAvInce pe évo oo yYopudyeAo Tov KpAtnoe Topd-
Eeva axivnto ywa apketd devtepoienta. Ta pdtio Tov BOAwoAV Gov va elye TepAcEL Omd Umpo-
G010 TOVG 1) AN £vOG ovelpov. Otav TeEMKd amodoios va el Katl, pdtoe: «Ttytverol 6tav pua
emhoyn etvan Svokoin; Ti yivetor dtav pio emdoyn anoutel vo plokapelg Katt onpovtikd; Onmg,
Yo Topadetypa, Ty idta cov ™ Lon;»

H epdtnon tov cuvodedtnke omd o kivnen wov Bo propovce va ivar 0tL Efyare éva
YAPTOUAVTIAO atd TNV TEEM TOV. AVTO TTOL €10V VO KPATAEL OU®ME GTO ¥EPL TOV OTAV TO GNK®-
o€, NTaV €va TOTOM.

INa pepkd Aemtd 1 aibovcsa NTav TG0 GLOTNAN TOL GYEIOV AKOVYOTOV TO OVOLYOKAEL-
o0 TOV patidv. Noples mog Hetd amd Alyo 1 olonn avth £ytve cuviBelo Kot KavEvag dgv
NnBeke va v ondoet. Tehikd, 1 EAévn podtnoe pe 660 peyaidtepn otabepdtnto pnopodoe va
Kpotnoet ot vy g «[dpyo, Tt 10 ¥peldlesal ovTd T0 OTAO;

«BE\® va. KAv® pio VTOBETIKN EpATNOT OTIV ORAdO EITE EKEIVOG KPOTMVTAG TO TIGTOAL
He TNV Kévn TPog Ta KATW.

«Ze akovpe» gine ) EAévn mov tav n pdvn mov iye Ppet T dvvan g ovig g,

«Eotm Tmg anethd KATolov and £d® PECH VA TOV OKOTOC®Y. TeleidvovTag T ppdon on-
KWOOE TO OTAO KoL TO £0TPEWE TVYaia TPog TNV opada. «Olot EEpovpe Tmg avtd Ba fTav Aabog.
H epdon pov: m6co gdikoro gival kdmolog va dpacel MoTe va. omopevyOel KATL TETOL0;»

Koita&e enipova Evav-évay pe to 6mho mdvta ynAd tpocmaddviog va mdpel KAmolo omd-
vinon. BAénovtog g kavévag dev Emaipve 10 A0Y0, cuvENLoE: «AG KAV® TO EPMTNLO TLO CL-
ykekpévo. Eoto nog anethd va okotdow tov Kdotay.

Aéyovtog autd, £otpeye To moTOA otov Kdota, onpadedovrag to otbog tov. To mtpd-
ocond tov Kdoto £yve kdtaompo ki &yeipe ot payn ¢ Kopékiag. Tov émace o tpopepn|
Cordda. 'Eviwmbe 611 1 kapdid Tov ¥Tumovce 100 duvatd, Tov dev Oa dvteye Kot 0o oTapaTodoE.
O T'wpyog, pe 10 6o wavta otpappévo otov Kmorta, koitage évav-évav Toug GALOVS OKTM
avopeg Kot yuvaikes mov amdptilav v opdda ehevbepng emhoyng Kot cvppetoyns. Otav to
BAELLA TOV £MEQTE TAV® TOVS, OVTIOPOVG AV e daPopeTkd TpOTo 0 kaBévas. Kdmotot Ekpuyav
T0 TPOCHOTO TOVG GTA YEPLAL TOVG, KATOL0L TIPENY dLVATH, KATOWOL EUEVAV EVIEADG amabeic
oav vo punv mtictevay avtd mov cuvéPave. H Mapia elye mapadobei oe éva vevpikd yéAo mov
070 TEAEI®UA TOV YIvOTAY AVYLOG KOt OGKPVAL.

O TINdpyog Eéomace og SLVATA YEALN KOl TO YPMLLO. TOV HATIOV TOL enéotpeye. Etoyog va
apmdel T pkpoTepT gvkatpio Tov Ba Tov dwvotav Yo va voldoet kardtepa, o Kootag évot-
®oe avakoveolévos. H avakoveion petadddnke avtavakiaotikd oe OAovg oty aiffovca kot
QAavnKay OEd, ETLPLAOKTIKA YOUOYEAN OE KATOLO TPOGMTA.

«To 6mho givar yedTko. Onmg cog eima, T0 EpMOTNIA Lov 1Tav VTOBETIKO» gime o [idpyog
KO TATNGE TN OKOVOAAT Y10 VO, 0KOVGTEL LOVO EvaL adOVapo «KAK». «Nopile dpmc 6Tt amédet-
Eo Tog av 1 dpdon amaitel picko, TOTE Eival 0 SVGKOAN 1) EXAOYT».

«Agv givar mdvta edkoro va Eemepvhipe ta Evotiktd pacy andvinoe n EAEvn. «Xe kdbe
nepintoon Opmg E€povpe mowo glvatl T0 cmoTd Kot madedovpe yia 1o kaAdTEpo. O dvOpwmog
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glvat Kovovikd ov Kal Yo vo. AELTOVPYNGEL GMOTA 1 KOvovia Tpémel OAo To. LEAN TNG VO VITO-
ompilovv T cuvoyn TG HECH OO TN OPACT KO T1 GULUETOYN TOVCH.

«Mzopd vo Tap® T0 AOY0; B va popactd pe v opdda pio gpmelpio Spdong kot
ocoppetoyne». O Kdotog poawvdtav tdpa moAd yoypoog, cav va giye Eeydost 10n Twg mpv
HeplKd AemTd TOV ameilovoay pe éva, Onmg voule tote, yeprdto OmAo.

«Dvowd, Khota. Av aic0dvecat £TO1L0G, GE OKOVE.

Inkadnke amd tn B¢om Tov Kot TAnciace to Ndpyo. Me pa amdtopn Kivinon Kot mpv
TPOLGPeL eKEIVOC va avTIOPATEL, TOV £00E £V SLVATO XTOAN WO 6TO TPdoWTO. To ¥THAN O TOV
£p1Ee kAT Kat dpyioe TOTE VoL TOV KAMTGAEL 0T TAEVPE Kot TO TpOSmmo. OAot kottovoay ympig
Vo avTdpolV T ATOVAOTH XTUTLOTO GTOV, OVIUTOPO VO aVTIOPACEL, OUOPLPTO AvTpa Tapd
povo Alyo GUGTAOVTOV TO TPOCHOTA TOVS GTO OVPALAYTE THVOV.

Orav o Tudpyog dev giyxe ma ovte T dvvaun va eovalel, o Khotog otapdmoe kot npepog
enéotpeye ot 0éon tov. Ipv kabicet, to PAEpp0 TOL dacTavpmdbnke pe exeivo g EAévng,
N omoia, cav va EAafe Evo HooTiKd puMvope, onk®Onke kot xtonnce pe dOVaUN TO SITAMUEVO
Koppui Tov I'dpyov.

«Zg EVYUPLOTOVLLE OV pHolpdoTnkeg TV 1otopia cov poli pag Kootoy eine okovmilovtog
po knAida aipatog mov gixe Ppedel 1o mamovtot tg. «Eivat kdmolog dAlog mov B€lel va pot-
pooTel (o wotopio eAevBepng emA0YNG Kot GVUUETONNG poli pag;»
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A Free Choice and Participation Group

Georgios Ampatzidis. Greece

“My name is George. It means the earth-
worker, the farmer. When I was a baby, I was
dressed in blue like all the boys and played
with toy car. I watched cartoons on TV, was
afraid of the dark and prayed before going to
sleep. Even when I was too sleepy, I never
went to bed without saying my prayers.

“When I grew up I went to school, fell
in love with my girl schoolmates, scratched
lyrics and graffiti on the desks. I tried my
first cigarette, tasted alcohol, played truant
from school to go for coffee before return-
ing home. I took part in fights, skipped school
and went to parties thrown by my classmates.
Even if I was in no mood for going or had
to go somewhere else, [ never missed a class
party.

“I have never done farm work. I am 26
years old, unemployed. I finished school at
the age of 18 and then entered university. I
graduated and did my military service. When
I demobbed, my parents bought me a car as
a present, the same make as my father’s car.
A nice and reliable car, as he alleges. Lately,
I do not drive much, because often I cannot
afford the petrol.”

“We thank you for sharing all that with
us, George. Now I’d like you to attempt to
tell us again all that you have already told us
but in a different order. Start with what you
remember more vividly without necessarily
following chronological order.”

He hesitated for a moment, looked
around the hall and saw that everybody was
staring at him. He felt like he needed some air.

“Could we open the window?”

“Yes, of course, George. Why don’t you
open it?”

He walked to the window and opened
it. He turned round to us and began: “I didn’t
miss my class parties. [ was afraid of the dark
and prayed before going to sleep.”

“Why did you open the window,
George? Someone might be cold,” she inter-
rupted him.

“But I asked and you told me to openit...”

“Please, call me Helen. You are George
and I’'m Helen. I only replied for myself, but I
can’t know how all the people who are in this
class feel. Shouldn’t you have asked the other
people before opening it?”

“But nobody said not to... I thought if
someone didn’t want me to open the window,
he would say so.”

“And you, why did you go to your class
parties even if you didn’t want to?”

He was troubled by the question. He
started to waste his breath.

“Because... because my friends went...
and because...”

“No!” she shouted so loudly that eve-
rybody in the class turned and looked at her.
George stopped speaking at once and shut the
window quickly.

“Why did you shut it?” she asked him
very angrily.

“I... I didn’t want to... [ don’t know...”
George was about to cry.

In a moment, her facial expression
changed completely and for the first time a
smile appeared on her face. At first shyly, but
then it seized her whole face and her expres-
sion relaxed.

“George, take your seat, please. Excuse
me if I went too far. Welcome George to our
group!”
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“Welcome, George!” all the people in
the class said, following her suggestion. They
rose, shook his hand one by one and gave him
a hug. Then they returned to their places and
after a while George rose and said to all of
them: “I’m glad to be with you.”

“Who would like to share with us a free
choice and participation experience?”

“May I speak?” asked a young woman
of about 30 years with pretty green eyes and
dishevelled hair.

“Certainly, Maria. If the others are ok
with it, we are listening to you.”

They nodded as Maria cast her eyes
round the class and then started speaking.

“Yesterday morning I mowed the lawn
in my garden. When I finished, I thought it
would be a good idea to mow the lawn in
the little park in my neighbourhood as well,
because the municipal workers don’t do that
often. By the evening I was done.”

Maria’s face glowed with a smile.
When she finished, they all applauded her.

“How did you feel, Maria?” asked Hel-
en, when they stopped clapping.

“I felt strong. I felt I had the power to
change something I didn’t like, to improve
my life and my neighbours’ life.”

“George, what do you think of this?”

Helen’s question startled him. After re-
flecting for a while he said in measured words.

“I wouldn’t do it. It’s not my job. There
are people who have to take care of the parks.”

Maria’s face became gloomy and her
light green eyes like young leaves turned into
cypress green. When the others saw the girl’s
reaction, they began to murmur and looked at
George critically.

“I didn’t want to say... I meant that...
I didn’t want to...”

“No, stop!” Helen broke in on his excuses.
“You have your opinion and this is respected here.”

After these words he realized that the
mumbling ended.
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“Yes, I’'m not sure, I don’t know.”

George seemed confused and not at all
secure about what he was saying or what was
on his mind.

“I’'m addressing myself to all of you,”
Helen said in a serious tone. “We are a free
choice and participation group. You are here
because you believe you don’t have a free
choice in your life and you’d like to change
that. But free choice also presupposes respect
for the choices of others. But always based
on freedom and dignity.”

“And the participation?”” George asked.

“Could you reply to this question,
Kostas?”

Kostas, a middle-aged man with scanty
hair, rose from his seat and addressing to
George said: “The participation comes after
and strengthens the free choice. Each choice
presupposes action and self-action. When we
take part in an endeavour to achieve what
we choose for us and the people around us, we
feel efficient and strong.”

George listened to him carefully. He
grinned in a strange way for some seconds. His
eyes misted as if a dream had flashed through
them. When he finally decided to talk, he asked:

“What happens when a choice is diffi-
cult? What happens when a choice requires
that you should risk something important?
Your life, for example?”

His question came along with a gesture
like taking a handkerchief out of his pocket.
But then they saw him holding a gun.

For some minutes the class was so silent
that almost a blinking eye could be heard. You
would say that after a while this silence became
a habit and no one liked to break it. Lastly, try-
ing to keep her voice steady, Helen asked:

“George, why do you need this gun?”

“I’d like to put a hypothetical question
to the group,” he said holding the gun down.

“We are listening,” said Helen being
the only one holding herself together.
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“Let’s say that I threaten to kill some-
one among you.” As soon as he completed
his sentence he levelled his gun blindly at the
group. “We all know that this would be a mis-
take. This is my question: how easy is it for
someone to act so that such a thing could be
avoided?”

He stared at them one by one holding
the gun and trying to get an answer. As he
realized that no one wanted to speak he went
on: “Let me be more specific. Let’s say that
I threaten to kill Kostas.”

While he was saying that, he levelled
the gun at Kostas and pointed at his chest.
Kostas’s face became pale and he leaned
back. He came over all dizzy. He felt his
heart beating so wildly that he thought it
would stop. George, pointing at Kostas with
the gun, looked at the other eight men and
women, one by one, who formed the free
choice participation group. When he gazed
at them, each one reacted in a different way.
Some of them hid their face in their hands;
others screamed or didn’t stir an eyelid as if
they couldn’t believe what was happening
right before them. Maria had gone into fits
of laughter resulting in sobbing and crying.

George burst into loud laughter and
his eyes found their colour again. Kostas felt
relieved, ready to seize the slightest chance
that would make him feel better. This relief
spread in the class automatically and some
people started to smile shyly and reservedly.

“The gun is a fake. As I told you, my
question was hypothetical,” George said and
pulled the trigger which only clicked feebly.
“But I think I have proven that if the action
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requires some risk, then it is more difficult to
make a choice.”

“It isn’t always easy to get over our in-
stincts” Helen retorted. “But anyway we are
aware of the right and we fight for the best.
Man is a social being and society works prop-
erly if its members uphold its cohesion with
their action and participation.”

“May I say something? I’d like to share
an action and participation experience with
the group.”

Now Kostas was calm; he seemed to
have already left behind the fact that some
minutes before he had been threatened with a
gun, supposedly loaded.

“Surely, Kostas. If you are ready, we
are all ears.”

He rose from his seat and approached
George. With a jerky movement and before
George had time to react, Kostas punched him
in the face. He knocked him down and began
to kick him in the ribs and the face. The oth-
ers watched without reacting to the successive
blows against George, who was bleeding help-
lessly; only their faces winced with the yells
of pain.

When George was too exhausted even
to scream, Kostas returned to his place, quite
composed. Before taking his seat, he met
Helen’s glance, and as if she had received a
secret message, she rose and hit George hard,
who was lying doubled up.

“We thank you for sharing your story
with us, Kostas,” Helen said while she was
wiping away a blood stain from her shoe. “Is
there anyone else who would like to share a
free choice and participation story with us?”
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29 Tovviov

Avtovia Acnpokoroviov. EALGOo

2116 29 Tovviov 10 mpwi, N eiAn pov N 'Eptlv onkobnke otig 7.30 to mpwi yia va givorl oto
ktnpto g Goldman Sacks otig 9.30. Exel kavel v mpaktikn ne. O adeppog pov ) idia dpa
énopve to Tpévo Tov amd to Iapict yuo va emotpéyel oty OAlhavdia. Exel kdvet to petonto-
y1ok6 tov. To 1610 Tpwivo otig 29 Iovviov fovv cto kévipo g ABNvag. Exel pévo-kat exeivn
v Nuépa voulo ot Bo mebdvo M and aceuéia, 1| and yapd.

Ké0Oe popd mov kamotog pabaiverl 6Tt gipor EAAvida Ba pov met mbavotarta 0t £xet Ephet
0€ KATOl0 OO TO EKOTOVIAOEG VILEPOYO VIOLAL O, EYEL TLEL APETPTTA. TOTIPLo. 00OV Kot £xEt
amoAaOGEL EVOV KAAOKOLPIVO £pMTA KATM 0o ATEpES ayTides nAov. ‘Eyovtag yevvnBel mpiv 22
KaAokaipla Ex® (oet amd T0 6 PEYPL TO O KO AvATOd0, TO GLYKEKPIUEVD GTEPENTVTO. MTopEig
v LG 0Tt € (Moel wpaio Tpdrypota Aowmdv-kat ov o et 0o Byeig 100% aAndivog. Avtd mov
0o cov e eyd eivor 6Tt otig 29 Iovviov ahdage 100% n dikid pov avtiinyn oyetikd pe v
eMvIKn) kowvavia.

Y7robétm Ot evnep@vesat amd To LECH YEVIKA, Kot TLo €101KA and o Tvtepvet. Ynobétm
emiong Ot E€peig Tmg amd tov Mdawo €xovpe éva gidog 1316TLING emavactaons. Erovdotaon
oyt Yot kG0e amdyevpo AvBpmmol OA®V TV NAKidV polevovial og mhoteieg 6mov cuinTdve,
npoteivouv, ynoeilovy. OvTe emeldn VILAPYEL Hio TPOTOPAVIS LAlIKOTNTO OTTEVAVTL OTO, SEVA Ol-
KOVOLKG HéTpa 1oV Taipvovtal evavtia otovg EAAnveg moAites. [Ipdkettor yio pio AvOpdmivn
Enovéotaon. Evag enavonposdiopiopds tov oyécemv moritn-kowvavia, po kupiog moiitn-mo-
Altn. Mia oyéon mov TAéov Exel Baoelg yepéc, oe Bepéhia aAiniofonBetlac, evepyng GULLETOYNG
Kot OYL TVADVEG-TPATOVAOYAPTO TTOL PLOUILOVTOL OO TO EKAGTOTE TPOCSHOTIKO OQENOG.

O ‘EAAnvog moAitng mov Néepa eyd mébave otig 28 Tovviov. Tnv akpiPdg emopevn pépa
pio kowvaovikn Avaotaon ELafe xdpa 6TV 7O KEVIPIKY TANTEIN THG XDPAG LoV, GTNV TANTEIR
SUVTAYUOTOC, OmEVOVTL OKPIPMG 0o TNV EAANVIKY BovAn. Meta&d tovev ynuKov mov piyvo-
vTawv 0oVGTOAN amd TO COUATO ACPUAENS Kot Li0G €K TOV TPOYUATOV TPOTETEAECUEVNG Yi)-
@LoNG VEOV PETPOV MTOTNTOG 1] VOGO L0V GTAUATNOE TOLAGYIGTOV dVo Popés. TIpog otrypnv
vopla 6t avtd £yve AOY® TNG OMOTVIKTIKNG atdoeapog eSattiog Tav dakpuyovov. Ex tov
VOTEPOV GUVELOTOTTOINGCO OTL £YIVE Y10 VO GUVTOVIOTEL Kol VoL EVOLVAUMBEL [1e TNV avdca TV
VIOAOITOV dladNA®TOV Gt TAaTE Q.

2xed06V OA0 TO PACUO TOV NAIKIDV, KOUUATIKOY OVIIMWYEDY Kol OIKOVOUIK®OV dUVOTO-
v tav ekel. Exel mov pweg yratpol kot voookopot, 6Lot toug e0ehovtés, LETEQEPAY TOVG
EKOTOVTAOES TPOVLLATIEG LLE TOVG GLPUOVG TOV PETPO. Ava 5 AemTd, 65O Kot 0 YPOHVOG OVOLLLOVIG
peta&y 600 GLUPUOV, KOGUOG TVIYHEVOS Omd ¥MUKA Kot e déppo Aevkd and to Maalox yet-
POKPOTOVGE TOVG NPMES TOL KPOTOVOAY TO POPEIN LLE TOVG TPAVUATIEG TOV O1OTVTOV AVTOV
moAépov. Drddeg Kot paokeg 0&VYOVOL LETOQEPOVTAY Kol OVTEG HECH TOL HETPO UIOG KOL 1|
aotuvopio eumddile ™y mpocéievon aobevopopwv. Kabe dgutepdrento autdv TV AETTOV Eva
eninedo o TAV®, 6TLG 16050V TOV LETPO Ol GEKLOVPLTL AUTAPMOUEVOL AVOTVEVGTIKA LE LOCKEG
pe edkd eidtpo, cav dArotl aotikol duteg Lag kabodnyovoay, Lag vBdppuvay, Hog TPocTd-
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tevay PAlovtog To Koppi TOVG KUPLOAEKTIKG UTPOGTE GTIV 0loTLUVORIKT avbotpecio. O aptBpdc
TOV YTUTNULATOV TOV VIECTNOAV dEV UTOPOHV VO GLYKPLOOVV LE TO OLDVLO EVYOUPLGTM TOL OAOL
o6col Nuaotav eketl Tovg yxpwotdpe. Onwe TPocOTIKE YpMOTO o€ eKEivN TN Kupia, KOVTA 6T 65
N omoia PAETOVTAG [E VO UV UTop®d VoL 0voi&® Tal PaTie Lov amd To KAGHO Kot TO ToOVELLo,
éByade amd v todvta g pio olokdBapn, Aevkn TETGETO KOl OV TO, OKOVTLGE amoid. Toco
oo, OTTmG Lovo pio untépa EEpet var ayatd To moudi e,

Atyo apydtepa kol evd 0 OILOG LoV €L YAOEL TNV 0KOT TOL Yo Alyo Aemtd, e&ontiog piog
KpOoTidaG IOV £0KOCE TAV® TOV, Be®pod S ATL TIMOTA MO0 COVPENASTIKS dev Umopel av GupPet.
Ye Myotepo amd 2 Aemtd AowmoV evd elya detl Evav ayamnuévo pov avBpwomo va tpelaivetat
vimbovtog v andiee piog aicOnong tov, moavikofAnpévog Kot amopnuévog tpootafoos
va Bpet éva ac@oréc pépog, PAET® pio kodovtuopévn kupio. Me niikia yopo ota 35 Kot pe
povya a&iog 660 o ypdvia ¢ morromiactalopeva emi 10, Ppédnke évag Oedg E€pel mwg,
010 £0MTEPIKO TOL pETPd. Tapayuévn mpoonabovce va Ppet 516€000. AtEodo dopuyng omd
TO YMUKA 0AAG Kot amd ekatovtddes tpdoona KoTofefAnuéva amd o yNIKA [ cuvépo
opylouéva-dikaimg opyiopéva. Opytopévo and TNV GTEPNOT CTOLYELMOMY OIKOVOLKAV Gpa Kot
KOWQOVIK®OV SIKALOUATOV, OPYICUEVA Yo Lio KOKT) @I 6° OAOKANPT| TNV EVPOTALKY NTELO,
v AdBn wov dev evBdvovtar avtoi.

Eldyiota pétpa mo wépa, maipvovtag pio AdvBacpuévn andeacn, tpdypo cuvndiopévo oe
KOTOOTACELS TOVIKOV, Bpebnkape ot péon axkpipag g miateiog Xvvtdypoatog. Avdueco og
KOADLLEVOLS GOV OGTOKOT 0GTUVOLLLKOT Kat avOeKTIKOUS 0Ta SOKPLYOVA amd TaL YpOVIL EUTEIPLOG
AVOPYLKOVG, OTEKONAOTE gUElS yapévol. To povinie Kot To yooild Tov GOpovCOLE deV Elvat
wovd va pog tpootatéyouy. O eidog pov o @. Kot eyd eipoocte ota mpddupa Amobupiag. Aev
BAémovpe and To KAGUO Kot T Topoyr], Kol KOPLOAEKTIKG OgV UTOPOVLE VO TAPOVUE AVAGO.
Aev EEpo TG Kal amd TTov, 6V0 (guydpla ¥Epla LG YPOT@VOLV, Hog Kpatave ooytd. Kaveig
a6 Tovg 30O pog dev Exetl dSvvaun va avtiotodel, vo del Tov pag Tave. Oa propovcoay va gival
actuvopukol. Agv givar 6pmg. Eivor 2 pavpovropévol TOmol mov Hag 0dnNyouv akpidg mive
armd 000 Khdovg Tov kaiyovtat. To 610&eidto Tov dvBpake TG POTIAG povpast Aaipapyd To
daKpLYOVO, TPOKELTAL Yo Alyol TETPAYOVIKG LETPO GTO OTOl0 VITAPYEL £val 13{0TLTTO KABEGTMOG
OVOTTVEVGTIKOD QGVAOV. Xtyd, o1yd apyilovpe v ovamvEOVE KAVOVIKG KoL VO, WOXVOVLLE YLl
acPaAés katapHylo, Eavakatefaivoviog oTov KAEITO YMPO TOL LETPO.

Méoa 6” OAa aUTA TOPOYT, KOUUEVES 0vVAGES Ko xEpto. fo10g10g mov TpoTdocovTol amd To
movBevd 1 avBpodmivn Enavactaon eiye mepdoet o dAlo enimedo. AviikpOlovpe €va oTryidTumo
amd avtd Tov av enpdkelto Yo Bivteo, Ba eiye yArddeg ‘yromnpata’ oto Youtube. Mion vrou(iva
avapyIKol, oo avTovg oL HIALOV dev Yvapilelg Tpocomkd alAd mhvta PAETES OTIG TOpEieS,
Kol Gtyovpa amrd anTovg TOL Ol YOVEIG GOV Kot Ol S1Kol LoV BEmPOVV VIOITIONG Y10l TIG OOTIKEG
KOTOOTPOPES, KOTEPNKAV GTO HETPO KPOTMVTOG Mo wotéha maymtd Kot yupove. Popmdvtog
OKOLLOL TIG LOOKEG TOVG, LAvpOL povyo oV Kot KATO101 otd avtovg yopvootnot amd tnv Evracn g
‘Uéymg’, ApYLoaY VoL TPOGPEPOLY GE OAOVS OGS TAYOTO PPAOVAL KOl YVHO PEPVUKOKO.

Axopa kot otig mo Lopikes edoeg e n (o pmopel va glvor YAvkKid cov ekeiva ta
KOAOKOIPLOL 7TOV TOOLV OYT® YPOVAOV KOl HOVPIGUEVOS OYXEGOV OOV TNV VOYTO, ETPOYEG
COKOAOTEVIO TTOYDTA, HE pio avaca. AQod TOCUAELPOGOVY OAOKANPOG, YUHOYEAOVGES TOGO
YAVKG 10V TO POVO oV G&Ilec NTav Eva @IAL. Kat oxeddov mavta owtd Emaipveg!

Topa 14 ypoévia petd, sicor mdAl povpoc-yloti mevlelg Yoo TNV OIKOVOUIKT, Gpa. Kot
KOWOVIKT KOTAGTPOPN TNG YDPOAS GOV, OAAG £XES ELTLXMG AKOMO KOl TOPA QTN TN YADKA
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TOV TAYyMTOV YOP® OO Ta Y€ 60V. AT KOVTA Kot T YADKO TOL A0V Kot ouTh TG EATidaG.
Miag eAmtidog mov EempoPaiietl péoa amd TIC oTdyTEG EVOG TaATOPNUEVOL €Bvoug mov O
evobel ypammvovtag oTig YOVPTEG TOV TIC TOAALES TOL dumAovov, Ba T Tdoel oeLyTd Kot fa
TPOYMPNGEL GTO LEALOV YOLOYEADVTAG NN PEL.
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June 29th

Antonia Asimakopoulou. Greece

On June 29th, my friend Emily got up at
07.30 in the morning because she had to be
at Goldman Sachs at 09.30. She does her
practical training there. At the same time my
brother took the train from Paris to go back
to the Netherlands. He does his postgraduate
studies there. On that same morning on June
29th, I was in downtown Athens. I live there
— and on that very day I thought I would die
of suffocation or joy.

When people hear that I am from
Greece they are likely to tell me that they
have visited one of our hundreds of magnifi-
cent islands, have drunk huge quantities of
ouzo and have enjoyed a summer love under
the infinite sun. As I was born 22 summers
ago, | have lived through these stereotypes to
a great extent. So, you could say that I have
lived through nice things —and if you do, you
will be 100% right. What I can say is that on
June 29th my conception of Greek society
changed completely.

I assume that you get your information
from the mass media and especially the internet.
I also assume that you are aware of the fact that
since May we have been living through a pecu-
liar revolt. It is a revolt not because each after-
noon people of all ages gather in squares where
they discuss, make suggestions and adopt reso-
lutions. Nor because there is an unprecedented
mass movement against the harsh economic
measures taken against Greek citizens. It is
about a Human Revolt. A re-determination of
the citizen-society relationship and mainly of
the citizen-citizen relationship. A relationship
that is soundly founded on solidarity and active
participation, but not on pillars of playing cards
that are adjusted by personal interest.
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The Greek citizen I knew died on June
28th. The very next day a Social Revolt took
place in the most central square of my coun-
try, Constitution Square, in front of the Greek
Parliament. Between massive amounts of
tear gas fired shamelessly by police forces
and a final vote for austerity measures I was
short of breath at least twice. For a moment I
thought it was due to the suffocating atmos-
phere caused by the tear gas. Then I realized
that this happened so that my breath could
tune into and be strengthened by the breath
of the other protesters in the square.

People of almost all ages, political be-
liefs and all income brackets were there. There
were heroic doctors and nurses, all of them
volunteers, who carried hundreds of injured
people inside the metro station. Every five
minutes, the time lapse between trains, people
suffocating from gas and pale due to Maa-
lox applauded these heroes, who carried the
stretchers with the injured people in this odd
war. Oxygen tanks and masks were also taken
by metro, because the police did not allow the
ambulances to approach. Each second of these
minutes, a level above, at the metro entrances,
the security personnel equipped with spe-
cially filtered masks looking like urban divers
guided us, encouraged us and protected us,
shielding us with their bodies against police
arbitrariness. The blows they suffered cannot
be compared but all of us who were there are
so thankful. I am personally thankful to that
woman, almost 65 years old, who seeing that
I could not keep my tearful and burning eyes
open, took a spotlessly clean towel out of her
purse and wiped them softly. So softly like a
mother who loves her child.
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After a while, when my friend lost his
hearing for a few minutes as a firecracker
went off near him, I thought that nothing
more surreal could ever happen. But in two
minutes, after | had seen my dear friend go-
ing mad because of hearing loss, being pan-
icked and puzzled and trying to find a safe
place, I saw a well-dressed lady. She was
around 35 and her clothes were worth her age
multiplied by 10. God knows how, she was
inside the metro station. She was upset and
was trying to find a way out. A way out of the
chemicals but also of the hundreds of people
who were pale and drawn from the chemicals
but at the same time angry — very angry. An-
gry about the lack of fundamental economic
and social rights, angry about the bad repu-
tation all over Europe, angry about mistakes
for which they were not responsible.

Just a few metres from there, having tak-
en a wrong turn — usual in a panic —, we found
ourselves in the centre of Constitution square.
Among policemen armed to the teeth and an-
archists resistant to tear gas thanks to all their
years of experience, we were standing and look-
ing abashed. The neckerchiefs and glasses that
we wore could not protect us. My friend F. and
I were about to faint. The tears and the agitation
hindered us from seeing and we could hardly
breathe. I do not know how and from where
two pairs of hands grasped us and held us tight.
None of us could resist, or see where they were
taking us. They could be policemen. But they
were not. They were two guys dressed in black
who were taking us to two burning waste bins.
The carbon dioxide released from the fire was
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greedily sucking up the tear gas. Little by little,
we began to breathe normally and were looking
for a safe shelter as we made our way down to
the metro station.

Through all this perturbation, breath-
lessness and helping hands, the human revolt
had changed. We were attending a snapshot
which would be downloaded massively on
YouTube. Half a dozen anarchists, those you
probably do not know personally but you al-
ways meet in rallies, those who your parents
and your family consider responsible for the
civil disasters, entered the metro station with
ice-creams and juices. They still wore masks
and were dressed in black, although some of
them were bare-chested from the fever of the
battle, and began to treat all of us to straw-
berry ice-cream and apricot juice.

Even during the tough moments, life
can be sweet like during those summers when
you were eight years old and suntanned al-
most like the night, and you would eat choc-
olate ice-cream breathlessly. After you were
smeared from face to toe, you would smile so
sweetly that you deserved to be kissed! And
you almost always were kissed!

Now, 14 years later, you are still tanned,
because you are mourning for the economic
and social disaster of your country, but fortu-
nately you still have the sweetness of the ice-
cream on your lips, and the sweetness of the
sun and of hope: a hope that emerges from
the ashes of a worn-out nation that will be
united by grasping the hands of other people,
holding them tightly and moving towards the
future with laughing loudly.
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Fenétre barricadée, laisse entrer le soleil !

Atika Belhacene. Algérie

Avez-vous déja en un instant tout a fait ordinaire de votre vie, senti que cette dernicre venait de
prendre un véritable tournant, senti en cet instant synonyme méme de la banalité humaine jaillir
une de ces lumiéres grandes a éclairer toute la sombre ambiguité de votre vie ? Avez-vous déja
connu ce grand moment, cet éclair du temps qui a changé votre vie a tout jamais, cette minute
providence aprées laquelle vous n’avez plus jamais été la méme personne ? Wissem ne le savait
pas encore mais en ce 22 décembre 2008, elle venait de connaitre ce moment.

Rentrant chez elle comme a son habitude chaque vendredi aprés la priére collective, Wis-
sem attendit devant la porte de sa maison... « Wissem ! Abdallah ne va pas pouvoir venir tout
de suite. Il vient d’appeler Mahmoud et lui a dit que Meriem a eu un malaise et qu’il a du la
conduire en urgence a I’hopital. Il te demande de I’attendre chez nous », s’exclame de la fenétre
Wahiba, la voisine d’en face.

« D’accord, d’accord, qu’Allah vous récompense de votre amabilité », Wissem conduit le
pas vers la maison de Wahiba.

« Entrez ! Entrez ma sceur ! Honte a nous ! Depuis le temps que nous sommes voisines, il
a fallu qu’on attende un drame pour nous rencontrer ».

« Excusez-moi, j’espére vraiment que je ne vous dérangerai pas trés longtemps ».

« Mais non, ne dites pas de sottises ! Vous étes chez vous ma sceur, installez vous ! Je
reviens tout de suite ».

Wissem se retrouve dans une piece qui ressemble plus a une bibliothéque qu’a un salon. Les
quatre murs entourant le fauteuil sur lequel elle est assise emprisonnent des milliers de livres et
lui donnent le sentiment de se retrouver dans un temple du savoir.

« Petite brebis entourée de loups féroces, cela fait 10 ans et j’ai toujours le méme sentiment a
chaque fois que je pénétre dans cette piece », dit Wahiba toute souriante.

Wissem : Effectivement, cette piéce est impressionnante. Vous avez la des trésors inesti-
mables. Je vous jalouserais presque ».

Wahiba : La plus grande partie appartenait a mon pére. Il était cheikh d’une zawiya et
professeur d’école. Sidi Mansour, vous connaissez ?

Wissem : Non désolée, je suis sceur musulmane, je ne crois pas a I’islam marabout.

Wahiba : Non, mon pére était soufiste pas marabout.

Wissem : Désolée mais je n’y crois pas non plus.

Wahiba : Mais non, ne soyez pas désolée... L’autre partie, je I’ai achetée avec mon mari
au fur et a mesure et sont tous en rapport avec nos domaines de travail.

Wissem : Bien ! Trés bien ! Et qu’exercez vous ?

Wahiba : Moi je suis professeur au département de psychologie et mon mari est avocat...
Excusez ma curiosité et vous, étes vous lettrée ? Wissem, génée, baisse la téte. Ah, ou avais je
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la téte ! Je n’ai plus de manieres moi ! J’espére que votre parente ira mieux, que Dieu soit avec
elle et ses proches ! Continue Wahiba.

Wissem (secouée) : Ma parente !? Mais de qui parlez-vous ?

Wahiba (choquée) : Mais Meriem, voyons !

Wissem (avec totale froideur) : Non ce n’est pas ma parente, ¢’est la deuxiéme femme de
mon mari ! Vos gateaux sont excellents, vous ’ai-je dis ?

Wahiba (perdant ses mots) : Merci, merci ! Attendez, on sonne a la porte, c’est peut-tre
votre époux ! Je vais voir.

Wissem : Non celui la c’est Nacer, le petit dernier de Fatma qui habite la maisonnette
bleue au bout de la ruelle. II frappe et s’enfuit.

Wabhiba : Et vous savez ¢a rien qu’en entendant la sonnette ?

Wissem : Cela fait huit années que la seule sonnette que j’entends est celle de mon époux
alors entendre de temps a autre une autre que la sienne est un événement mémorable dans ma
vie. A vrai dire, chaque jour en milieu d’aprés midi comme maintenant, je m’assieds devant
ma porte et attend impatiemment cette sonnette qui m’annonce que quelqu’un de I’autre coté
de ’humanité se souvient de moi. C’est mon petit bonheur quotidien ! Quant & mon mari, le
connaissant chez sa deuxiéme épouse, il m’a siirement oublice !

Wabhiba n’arrive plus a cacher la confusion qui la pénétre, elle met sa main sur celle de
Wissem, « je suis navrée » dit t-elle. Wissem retire sa main doucement et esquisse un sourire
timide : « Mais non, ne le soyez pas ! Chacun son destin et tel est le mien ».

Wahiba : N’avez-vous pas de famille, d’amis ?

Wissem : Non.

Un silence glacial prend part de la picce a la réponse de Wissem. Wahiba ne sait plus si le froid
lui sort des os ou s’il vient de I’extérieur, elle sent ces gouttelettes briilantes coulant le long de
son épine dorsale mais n’arrive plus a en définir I’origine. Elle a le sentiment que chaque cellule
de son corps est entrain de pleurer. Des milliers de questions se dressent broussailleuses dans sa
téte, elle en a plein la bouche.

Wabhiba : Regardez, celui 1a c’est L haletement de I’halétement d’Tbn Rochd en réponse a
L’halétement des philosophes de ’imam El Ghazali, excellent ouvrage et inépuisable source de
savoir... Enchaine t’elle debout devant une étagere... et celui 1a c’est Chambre a soi de Virginia
Woolf, toute femme n’importe ou dans le monde devrait le lire...

Wissem : Le voila mon mari qui arrive. Je reconnais le bruit de sa voiture. Se reléve t’elle
en arrangeant son nigab. Je vous remercie infiniment ! Que dieu bénisse ton foyer.

Wahiba : Il n’y a vraiment pas de quoi, je n’ai fait que mon devoir de voisine. Soyez la
bienvenue quand vous voulez. Elle I’a raccompagne jusqu’a la porte, Wissem rejoint Abdallah.

Wissem (haussant le ton) : Je t’ai dit des milliers de fois qu’il était plus que nécessaire que
j’aie une clef moi aussi. Cela fait huit ans, ce n’est pas trop tot pour me faire confiance !

Abdellah ralentit le pas et la fixe du regard : Ferme-1a ! J’espére pour toi que tu n’as rien
dit, et puis comment faire confiance a une pute qui a trahi son Dieu !

Vingt ans de carriére comme psychologue, ¢a ne trompe pas. Wahiba sut dés ce 22 décembre

que dans la maison a deux métres de la sienne vivait une femme violentée, 1’archétype méme de
la femme maltraitée : cloitrée chez elle, isolée de tout contact avec 1’extérieur, insultée, humilié
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et contrainte a la soumission mais elle était encore loin de mesurer I’ampleur de cette violence.
Son mari le lui déconseilla fermement a maintes reprises mais Wahiba s’était décidée a aider
Wissem, le « ce sont leurs affaires, nous n’avons pas nous en méler » ne trouvat point de dessein
a son oreille et les mises en gardes de Mahmoud la laissérent de marbre. Les cris, les insultes,
les hurlements et les éclats de verre au milieu de la nuit, elle en savait désormais I’origine. « Je
refuse de I’enfoncer encore plus par mon silence. Nous serons la main invisible d’un meurtre en
nous taisant encore plus ! », ¢’est ce qu’elle dit 8 Mahmoud des lors et ¢’est ce qu’elle dit a la
police quand le lendemain elle se rendit au poste, dénongant son voisin pour mauvais traitement
a I’égard de son épouse. Quelle fut grande sa déception quand les policiers lui firent explicite-
ment comprendre qu’elle était entrain de détruire un foyer et qu’ils n’interviendraient pas avant
qu’il y’ait véritable agression et dénonciation de la part de I’épouse elle-méme.

Allongée sur son lit dans sa chambre sans télé, sans radio et sans berceau, Wissem sursaute
surprise par une sonnette a la porte. C’est Wahiba lui ramenant des gateaux.

« Comment vais-je lui expliquer que je ne peux pas lui ouvrir la porte, que je n’ai pas les
clefs de mon propre chez moi ?... Elle saura tout et Abdallah me le fera payer... Je vais me taire
et faire comme si je n’étais pas la... Mais non, ce n’est pas faisable, cette femme m’a accueillie
chez elle et a montré tant d’amabilité... mais il n’en saura rien ! Je ne vais pas lui dire... mais
Dieu maudit la femme désobéissante...» les idées se bousculent dans la téte de Wissem, elle est
proie de confusion.

Wahiba : Ouvrez Wissem ! Je suis devant la fenétre et je sais que vous étes la... j’ai vu
combien ils vous avaient plu la derniére fois et j’ai voulu vous en ramener un peu ». Wissem
jette un coup d’ceil timide de la fenétre : je suis navrée, excusez-moi... je suis vraiment désolée,
je ne peux pas vous accueillir chez moi...

Wabhiba : Ce n’est pas de votre faute, je sais. Vous n’avez pas les clefs... la boite est petite,
elle passera par les barreaux... tenez !

Wissem : « Vous ne devriez pas autant vous géner ! Merci beaucoup... Attendez ! Moi
aussi j’ai quelques choses pour vous. Tenez ! Je ne crois pas que c’est de votre goiit mais ¢a
pourrait enrichir votre bibliothéque... ».

Wabhiba (trés émue) : « Waiting for Godot ! Wissem ! Je suis... je suis... vous me...».

Wissem : Surprenez ! Oui je sais, je sais | Que fait un livre pareil chez une femme comme
moi ! Je ne vous ai pas répondu I’autre fois mais j’ai un Master en critique théatrale et ce n’est
pas de la comédie que je vous fais la.

Wabhiba riante s’en va : Jespére de tout mon cceur avoir un deuxiéme acte du coté fenétre
de votre maison. Jusqu’ici n’attendez pas Godot ! Il n’est pas venu et il ne viendra jamais. Si
vous voulez, on pourrait aller le chercher ensemble.

Depuis ce jour, les deux femmes se donnérent rendez-vous devant la fenétre toujours aussi barri-
cadée. Durant deux ans, Wahiba attendit le départ d’ Abdallah pour aller rejoindre son amie et la
fournir en livres, en documents et en médicaments. Un peu plus tard, elle lui offrit un téléphone
mobile « au cas ou » et lui fit découvrir les joies du Net. Les nuits ou Abdallah dormait chez sa
seconde épouse, le ciel pouvait entendre les rires de Wissem traverser les barreaux, les déchi-
rer et rejoindre les étoiles arrachant a chaque nuage une place auprés de la lune. Durant deux
ans, Wahiba fut a tour de réle I’intraveineuse d’une agonisante, le poumon d’une essoufflée et
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I’ceil vaillant d’une contrainte a ’aveuglement. Wissem revivait grace a elle, a travers elle et
en elle mais les nuits ou Abdallah dormait a la maison, le ciel et Wahiba larmoyaient toujours
autant en écoutant ses vociférations d’écorchée. Les cieux se rassuraient de temps en temps en
entendant retentir les sirénes de la police mais leur cceur se crispait d’avantage en les entendant
repartir aussitot laissant derriére eux un Abdallah encore plus violent et une Wissem encore plus
meurtrie. Wahiba avait beau tout faire, Wissem n’arrivait pas a dépasser sa frayeur et dénoncer
Abdallah. « Je n’ai que lui », s’excusait-elle chaque fois a Wahiba.

Au quartier, la rumeur circulait ; Wahiba endoctrinerait Wissem et la pousserait a divorcer. A la
mosquée, les femmes I’isolérent et a leurs fétes, elles ne 1’invitérent plus. Abdallah finit par ap-
prendre cette nouvelle liaison « dangereuse » et ne tarda pas a la détruire. Wissem perdit méme
le droit d’aller a la mosquée et les livres dissimulés sous ses piles de vétements ne lui furent plus
d’aucun réconfort. Le souvenir de Wahiba au chevet de sa fenétre lui semble si lointain, perdre
cette relation du dernier espoir signifiait la perte du dernier fil qui I’alimentait de vie. En ses
draps blancs si souvent rougis de sang, elle ne vit plus que son futur linceul. Le tombeau, elle
I’avait dans le cceur et le cimetiére, elle y habitait depuis plus de huit ans.

« C’est une belle journée ! Je vais me coucher, une si belle journée... ». « Ferme-la salope !
Tu m’agasses », crie Abdallah en pénétrant la chambre de Wissem qui chante a voix haute.
Rouge a leévres rouge, vernis a ongles noir, cheveux relachés et trés bien coiffés, mini robe en
satin rouge, Abdallah n’en revenait pas de voir Wissem.

Abdallah : Tu as moins I’air d’une chienne comme ¢a !

Wissem : Je sais ! Je suis magnifique, belle, sublime ! DIVINE ! Elle se dirige hautaine-
ment vers la porte de sortie.

Abdallah : Qu’est ce que tu fais ?

Wissem : Je vais féter mon anniversaire avec mon amie Wahiba.

Abdallah : Elle perd les pédales la femme ! Elle perd les pédales, ton anniversaire est en
aout et nous sommes le 22 décembre. Il rit aux éclats, Wissem prend la clef de la maison et se
dirige sérieusement vers la porte.

Wissem : « Bye, je ne rentre pas ce soir », elle continue a ouvrir les serrures.

Abdallah hausse le ton : « Assez durer ! Referme cette porte tout de suite et enléve ce
déguisement ». Wissem complément indifférente ouvre le Gros Cadenas. Furieux, Abdallah la
tire des cheveux et la jette sur le sol. Elle se reléve et court s’enfermer dans sa chambre et com-
mence a crier de toutes ses forces, elle vocifére a s’époumoner...

« Ouvrez la porte monsieur ! Ouvrez, c’est la police ». Abdallah ouvre la porte tout souriant.

« Bonsoir monsieur, pourrait-on voir votre femme ? ».

Abdallah : « Bien sir monsieur... Wissem ! Wissem ! Viens, on demande a te voir ».
Wissem dans son élégante toilette sort et avance vers les policiers. « Couvre-toi femme ! » lui
indique furieusement Abdallah mais elle continue d’avancer faisant mine de ne pas I’entendre.

« Bonsoir madame, étes-vous bien madame Lakhal Wissem ? ».

Wissem : « Oui tout a fait messieurs ! ».

« Voila, nous venons d’entendre deux témoins nous indiquant que vous seriez victime de
violence conjugale. Pourriez-vous nous le confirmer ? ».

Abdallah sourit a Wissem et aux policiers, « tout a fait messieurs, je suis victime de vio-
lence conjugale et je désire porter plainte pour coups et blessures entrainant la mort, agression
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sexuelle, emprisonnement, vol, et tout un tas d’autres choses », dit enfin Wissem devant le
regard perdu d’ Abdallah.

« D’accord madame, nous aurions besoin de votre déposition ».

« Huit ans a raconter, ¢a va étre long ! Mais d’abord allons a la maison en face, je m’y sen-
tirai beaucoup mieux pour vous narrer mon histoire ». Devant la porte, Wissem trouve Wahiba
et Mahmoud en train de I’attendre.

« Les salops ! Je croyais que tu étais mon frére ! Ah la putain, tu vas me le payer, tu vas le
payer tres cher », crie Abdallah embarqué dans la voiture de police.

« Je fus une putain ! Femme de joie, point en I’air et culotte baissée ou alors sans culotte. Fille
d’une analphabéte dont je maudissais la soumission @ mon pére. Je fuis mon Douar natal pour
poursuivre mes études a 18 ans, effacant derriére moi et en moi toute dévotion a une vie conjuguée
au masculin. Je refusai trés jeune la fatalité de vie de la femme algérienne, fille de, sceur de, épouse
de et qui finit mére de. Je ne fus faite pour aucun moule sinon celui de la liberté et de 1’insoumis-
sion. La bonne réputation et 1’obturation du vagin, je n’en avais que foutre. Le théatre, de festival
en festival et de scéne en scene, capitaine de mon dme et maitre unique de mon destin, tel fut mon
réve. Ainsi je décidai mon destin.

La vie animée d’une mangeuse d’hommes. L’absolution de la Vodka et la vulgarité¢ du Pastis,
les nuits d’éternité et I’ivresse vaginale, je connus tous les plaisirs et goitai a tous les paradis et
un jour je connus Abdallah, beau et vertueux taxiste, barbu en Kamis qui me conduisit chaque
nuit & mon lieu de soirée. Les nuits passérent et la voix de I’imam récitant le Coran dans la
voiture résonnait de plus en plus dans mon cceur, plus encore que la voix du chanteur de soirée.
Abdallah me passait de plus en plus d’ouvrages sur la religion et m’en parla de plus en plus : le
jour du jugement dernier, la torture de la tombe... J*arrétai d’abord la boisson puis resserrai les
jambes, peu de temps apres j’arrétai les soirées mais rien ne me satisfaisait. Je devins paralysée
par la peur de Dieu, je me voila et m’¢éloigna de plus en plus de la sceéne. Je ne m’en doutais pas
mais je sombrais doucement mais sirement dans le fanatisme et ’intégrisme religieux. Je me
dégottais, quoique je fisse je me trouvai toujours sale et répugnante. Toutes les caresses passées
sur mon corps me semblaient repasser a ’infini comme des lames meurtriéres me rappelant a
tout moment les flammes de I’enfer. Abdallah me parla du repentir, de la miséricorde de Dieu, de
la deuxiéme chance. Contrairement a tous les hommes qui me présentérent partout a tous leurs
amis mais jamais a leurs meéres, Abdallah me demanda en mariage. J’appris a I’aimer en aimant
Dieu, contre I’amour éphémére de la chaire, il m’offrit un amour platonique, timide et tolérant.
Je I’épousai en 2000. Je mis le djilbab et arrétai définitivement le théatre « mixte ».

Sans télé, sans radio, sans téléphone, Abdallah me dépourvut de tout ce qui me mettait en face
de la tentation. I1 prit les clefs de la maison le temps de me connaitre, de m’apprivoiser et de
me faire confiance. Ceci ne me dérangea nullement au départ, je fus trop occupée a adorer Dieu
mais avec le temps je commengai a me lasser, la sortie seule le vendredi pour la priére ne me suf-
fit plus. J’avais coupé tout lien avec mes amies « trop libres » et « trop nues ». Un peu plus tard,
Abdallah me contraint a couper les liens avec mes parents jugés par sa communauté de fréres
comme étant mécréants pour leur pratique d’un islam marabout. Je pris des lors conscience de
I’amertume de ma réalité, je fus piégée mais il était trop tard. Je croyais me soumettre a Dieu
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mais en réalité, je me soumettais encore une fois a un homme et cette fois si ce fut pire, je me
suis réduite a ’esclavage au nom de la religion.

Les coups ? Je ne saurai vous dire précisément comment ¢a a commenceé, je crois que personne ne
saurait dire précisément comment commence ce genre de choses. Ca commence en élevant le ton,
¢a vire trés vite aux insultes, ¢a se développe en menaces et trés vite, on a I’ceil bleu. Je fus fouettée
quand j’ai voulu reprendre mes études et mutilée pour avoir salué dans la rue une ex-amie non voilée.
11 prit tous mes papiers d’études, ma carte d’identité, mon passeport. Il saisit mes bijoux, prit ma vie.
Je fus enceinte de six mois quand il m’annonga son deuxiéme mariage aprés uniquement deux ans de
mariage, mon refus me valut d’étre battue pour injure a I’égard du Coran, jusqu’a ’hémorragie qui
me fit perdre mon enfant. Blessée dans ma fierté je refusai qu’il me touche aprés mais il me forgait,
je pleurai, je criai mais rien n’arrachait cette béte féroce a mon corps. Je fus emprisonnée chez moi et
a maintes reprises violée par mon propre mari. Pourquoi ne 1’ai-je pas tout simplement quitté ? Cela
vous semblera ridicule mais j’avais peur de lui et peur de ce que je deviendrai sans lui. Je n’avais
rien, ni maison, ni enfant, ni travail. Je n’avais que lui, du moins jusqu’au jour ou je connus Wahiba.
Wahiba me fit prendre conscience que ce n’était pas a I’islam que je m’étais convertie mais
a la doctrine religieuse extrémiste d’Abdallah et de ses semblables, utilisant la manipulation des
versets et pronant leur interprétation dans un sens unique. Sens arrangé de fagon a soumettre la
femme et a la réduire a 1’esclavage au nom d’Allah. Je commencai & me regarder différemment,
comme un étre humain entier, digne et en droit a 1’égalité et la justice au méme titre que tout autre
étre humain sans distinction aucune de race, de nationalité ou de genre. Nous naissons tous égaux
et dignes, je I’avais compris et des lors plus rien ne pouvait plus me freiner ou me faire peur. Par
le billet de Wahiba, je rentrai en contact avec une association d’aide aux victimes de violences
de genre qui m’éduqua en droit et psychologiquement. J’eus plusieurs correspondances avec des
femmes ayant ou vivant la méme chose que moi. L’Association me trouva une place dans un
refuge pour femmes battues le temps de finir les dernieres formalités de mon nouveau travail.

Dans I’amphithéatre, s’élévent les applaudissements. Les gens se mettent debout, les plus émo-
tifs se débattent avec leurs mouchoirs.

« Asseyez-vous svp, asseyez-vous », dit la conférenciere, « je n’ai pas encore fini... Pour vous,
ce n’est peut-étre qu’une nouvelle touchante et émouvante mais, il est impératif de regarder
les choses avec plus de maturité... Ce que j’essaye de vous expliquer c’est qu’il ne suffit pas
d’applaudir, il faut agir. Vous connaissez une femme violentée ? Agissez, alertez ses proches,
informez la police, parlez-lui et ne vous découragez jamais car il lui faudra toujours dix fois plus
de courage que vous. Ne perdez jamais la foi car elle la perd a chaque seconde. La mobilisation
de la masse est plus qu’urgente, des milliers de femmes partout dans le monde subissent quo-
tidiennement la violence, mobilisez vous ! Engagez vous dans des associations ou créez votre
propre association ! Croyez-moi, il n’y en aura jamais assez. Camarades militants et militantes,
soyons citoyens ! Votre combat vous semblera toujours une petite goutte insignifiante dans
I’océan mais n’oubliez jamais que ce n’est que de gouttes qu’est fait I’océan. Sans Wahiba, je ne
serai jamais 13, j’aurai encore la téte dans 1’eau et mes draps auraient certainement rencontré leur
tragique destin de linceuls. Il est question de dignité humaine alors contre une tragique chute du
rideau, privilégions toujours une entrée glorieuse sur scéne ! ».
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Barricaded Window, Let the Sun In!

Atika Belhacene. Algeria

Have you ever felt, in a completely ordinary
moment, that your life had just undergone a re-
al shift? And in that moment, which embodies
human banality, did one of those lights illumi-
nate all the dark ambiguity of your existence?
Have you ever experienced that great moment,
that flash of time which has changed your life
forever, that minute of providence after which
you have never been the same person? Wissem
didn’t know it yet but on that 22nd December
2008, she had just experienced that moment.

After returning as on every Friday from
group prayer, Wissem is waiting in front of
her front door when Wahiba, the neighbour
across the street, cries out from the window:

“Wissem! Abdallah can’t come right
now. He’s just called Mahmoud and told him
that Meriem is sick and that he’s taken her
urgently to the hospital. He wants you to wait
for him at our house.”

“Ok, ok, may Allah bless you for your
kindness.”

Wissem walks over to Wahiba’s house.

“Come in! Come in, my sister! Shame
on us! We’ve been neighbours for so long yet
it takes such a misfortune for us to meet.”

“I do hope I won’t disturb you for too
long.”

“Of course you won’t, don’t worry!
You’re at home, my sister, make yourself
comfortable! I’ll be back in a moment.”

Wissem finds herself in a room that
looks more like a library than a sitting room.
The four walls around the sofa house thou-
sands of books and give her the feeling of be-
ing in a temple of wisdom.

“A small ewe surrounded by wolves.
It’s been ten years and I always have the

same feeling every time I go into this room,”
says Wahiba smiling.

Wissem: “Indeed, this room is impres-
sive. You have priceless treasures here. I envy
you.”

Wahiba: “Most of them belonged to my
father. He was the Sheik of a Zawiya and a
school teacher. Sidi Mansour, you know?”

Wissem: “I’'m so sorry, I’'m a Muslim
sister, [ don’t believe in Marabout Islam.”

Wahiba: “No, my father was Sufi not
Marabout.”

Wissem: “I’m sorry... but I don’t be-
lieve in it either.”

Wahiba: “Don’t be sorry. I gradually
acquired the other books with my husband
and they are all related to our fields of work.”

Wissem: “Good! Very good! And what
do you do?”

Wahiba: “I lecture at the Department of
Psychology and my husband is a lawyer...
Excuse my curiosity, but are you well-read?”

Wissem, troubled, looks down.

Wahiba: “Ah, but what am I doing?
Where are my manners? 1 hope that your
relative gets better, God be with her and her
loved ones!” continues Wahiba.

Wissem (shaken): “My relative!? But
who are you talking about?”

Wahiba (shocked): “Meriem, of course!”

Wissem (coldly): “No, she is not my
relative; she’s my husband’s second wife!
Your cakes are delicious, did I tell you?”

Wabhiba (confused): “Thank you, thank
you! Wait a moment, someone is ringing the
bell. Maybe it’s your husband! I’ll check.”

Wissem: “No, it’s Nacer, the young-
est son of Fatma who lives in the small blue
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house at the end of the alley. He always
knocks and runs away.”

Wahiba: “And you know just by hear-
ing the bell?”

Wissem: “For eight years the only bell
I’ve heard is my husband’s, so to hear anoth-
er from time to time is a memorable event
in my life. To tell the truth, every day in the
middle of the afternoon like now I sit in front
of my door and impatiently wait for the bell
announcing that someone from the other side
of humanity remembers me. It’s my little dai-
ly pleasure! As for my husband, and knowing
that he is with his second wife, he must have
forgotten me!”

Wahiba cannot conceal the confusion
haunting her. She puts her hand on Wissem’s
and says:

“I’'m sorry.”

Wissem gently removes her hand and
smiles timidly:

“Don’t be! Everyone has their fate and
this is mine.”

Wabhiba: “You don’t have any relatives,
friends?”

Wissem: “No.”

An icy silence takes hold of the room
with Wissem’s answer. Wahiba no longer
knows if the coldness comes from her bones
or from outside. She feels those small burn-
ing drops of sweat slipping down her back
but she doesn’t know why. She has the
feeling that each cell of her body is crying.
Thousands of complex questions come to
her mind.

Wabhiba: “Look, that one is the The In-
coherence of the Incoherence by Ibn Rochd
as a response to The Incoherence of the Phi-
losophers by Imam Al-Ghazali, an excellent
work and an inexhaustible source of knowl-
edge...” she tells her, standing in front of a
shelf... “And that one is 4 Room of One’s
Own by Virginia Woolf; every woman in the
world should read it...”
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Wissem: “That’s my husband coming.
I recognise the noise of his car.” She stands up
arranging her nigab. “Thank you very much!
God bless your home.”

Wabhiba: “You’re welcome. I’ve only
done my duty as a neighbour. Come when-
ever you want.”

She accompanies her to the door. Wis-
sem meets Abdallah.

Wissem (speaking more loudly): “T’ve
told you thousands of times that I really need
a key too. It’s been eight years; it’s time to
trust me!”

Abdallah slows down and stares at her:

“Shut up! I hope you haven’t said any-
thing. How can anyone trust a whore who has
betrayed her god?”

Twenty years working as a psychologist
makes you see things clearly. Wahiba knew
from that 22nd December that a battered
woman lived in the house two metres from
hers, the archetype of the abused woman: a
prisoner in her home, isolated from the out-
side, insulted, humiliated and bound to sub-
mission but still far from realising the scope
of this violence. Her husband warned her on
many occasions but Wahiba was determined
to help Wissem. People who said “it’s their
business, we mustn’t get involved” did not
convince her and Mahmoud’s warnings left
her indifferent. She now knew the origin of
the shouts, the insults, the yells and the crash-
es of glass in the middle of the night.

“I refuse to repress even more with my
silence. We will be the invisible hand of a
murder if we say nothing!” This is what she
told Mahmoud then and what she told the
officers the day she went to the police sta-
tion. The police officers made her understand
that she was destroying a home and that they
would not intervene until there was a real ag-
gression reported by the wife herself.
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Lying on the bed of her room without a tel-
evision, without a radio and without a cradle,
Wissem jumps up surprised when the bell
rings. It is Wahiba bringing her some cakes.

“How will I explain to her that I can’t
open the door, that I don’t have the keys of my
own house? She will know about everything
and Abdallah will make me pay. I won’t say
anything and just pretend not to be here... But
no, it’s not feasible, this woman welcomed
me into her home and was so kind to me and
needn’t know about it! I won’t tell her... But
God curses the disobedient woman...” The
ideas shake in Wissem’s mind, she is confused.

Wahiba: “Open the door, Wissem! I’'m
outside the window and I know you’re in... |
saw how much you liked the cakes last time
and I decided to bring you some more.”

Wissem timidly looks out of the window:

“I’'m sorry... I’'m really sorry. I can’t let
you in...”

Wabhiba: “It’s not your fault, I know.
You don’t have the keys... The box is small
and will fit through the bars... Take it!”

Wissem: “You shouldn’t have bothered!
Thank you very much... Wait!! I also have
something for you. Take it! I don’t know if it’s
your taste but this could enrich your library.”...

Wahiba (deeply moved): “Waiting for
Godot! Wissem! [ am... [ am... you...”

Wissem: “I’ve surprised you! Yes I
know, I know! What is such a book doing at
the house of a woman like me! I didn’t tell
you last time but I have a master in theatre
criticism and I’m not joking.”

Wahiba leaves smiling:

“I hope with all my heart to have a second
act at your house. Until then, don’t wait for Go-
dot! He hasn’t come and will never come. If you
want, we could go and look for him together.”

From that day, the two women met in front of
the always barricaded window. For two years,
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Wahiba waited for Abdallah’s departure to
go and see her friend and provide her with
books, documents and medicines. Sometime
later, she offered her a mobile phone, “just
in case”, and helped her discover the joys of
the internet.

The nights when Abdallah slept at his
second wife’s house, the sky could hear the
laughter of Wissem going through the bars,
breaking them up and reaching the stars, taking
from each cloud a place close to the moon.

For two years, Wahiba played the part
of an intravenous drip attached to a dying
woman, the watching eye of a person bound
to blindness. Wissem revived thanks to her,
through her and in her. However, the nights
when Abdallah slept at the house, the sky and
Wahiba always wept at the sound of his shouts.
The sky calmed from time to time when hear-
ing the police alarms but its heart tensed more
upon listening to them leaving so soon, leav-
ing behind an even more violent Abdallah and
an even more bruised Wissem. No matter how
hard Wahiba tried, Wissem did not manage to
overcome her fear and report Abdallah.

“He is all I have,” she apologised to
Wahiba every time.

In the neighbourhood, the rumour circulated:
Wahiba would indoctrinate Wissem and push
her to divorce. In the mosque, the women iso-
lated her and didn’t invite her to their parties
anymore. Abdallah finally discovered this
new “dangerous” liaison and did not delay
in destroying it. Wissem even lost the right
to go to the mosque and the books concealed
under her piles of clothes did not give her any
comfort. The memory of Wahiba at her win-
dow seemed to her so distant... Losing the
final hope in this relationship meant losing
the last thread that fed her with life. On her
white sheets so often tainted with blood, she
only saw her future shroud. She carried the
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grave in her heart and she had been living in
a cemetery for more than eight years.

“It’s a nice day! I’'m going to bed, such a nice
day.”

“Shut up, bitch! You’re getting on my
nerves,” shouts Abdallah going into Wis-
sem’s bedroom, who is singing loudly. Red
lipstick, black nail varnish, untied and very
well combed hair, short red satin dress. Ab-
dallah cannot believe what he was seeing.

Abdallah: “You look less like a bitch
like this!”

Wissem: “I know! I’m great, beautiful,
sublime! DIVINE!” She goes haughtily to-
wards the front door.

Abdallah: “What are you doing?”

Wissem: “I’'m going to celebrate my
anniversary with my friend Wahiba.”

Abdallah: “You’re crazy! You don’t
know what you’re saying, your anniversary
is in August and today it’s 22nd December.”

He starts laughing. Wissem takes the
key of the house and moves towards the door
with determination.

Wissem: “Bye, I won’t be back tonight,”
she continues unlocking the door.

Abdallah raises his voice:

“That’s enough! Close the door imme-
diately and take off that costume.”

Wissem, completely indifferent, opens
the big padlock. Abdallah, furious, drags her
by her hair and pulls her onto the floor. She
gets up and runs to lock herself in her room
and starts crying with all her strength. She
shouts until she loses her voice...

“Open the door, sir! It’s the police!”

Abdallah opens the door, smiling.

“Good evening, sir. Could we see your
wife?”

Abdallah: “Of course, sir... Wissem! Wis-
sem! Come down, someone wants to see you.”

Wissem, wearing her elegant dress, goes
down and moves towards the police officers.
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“Cover yourself, woman!” Abdallah fu-
riously orders her but she continues moving
on as if she has not understood him.

“Good evening, madam. Are you Mrs
Lakhal Wissem?”

Wissem: “Yes, it’s me, sirs!”

“We’ve just talked to two people who
told us that you are a victim of domestic vio-
lence. Could you confirm that?”

Abdallah smiles at Wissem and the po-
lice officers:

“That’s right, sirs, I’'m a victim of do-
mestic violence and I’d like to press charges
for physical abuse, sexual assault, imprison-
ment, theft and many other things,” Wissem
finally says, faced with Abdallah’s bewil-
dered expression.

“Alright, madam, we need your state-
ment.”

“Eight years will take a long time to
explain! But first we’ll go to the house op-
posite, I’ll feel much better there telling you
my story.”

In front of the door, Wissem meets Wa-
hiba and Mahmoud waiting for her.

“Bastards. I thought you were my broth-
ers. You, bitch! You’ll pay dearly for this,” Ab-
dallah shouts from the police car.

“I was a whore! A loose woman, scantly
dressed. The daughter of an illiterate wom-
an whose submission to my father I cursed.
I escaped my native village to continue my
studies at the age of 18, leaving behind me
and in me all devotion to married life with
a man. From a very young age, I refused the
fate of the Algerian woman, the daughter of,
the sister of, the wife of and ending as the
mother of. I was only made for freedom and
rebelliousness. I didn’t give a damn about my
reputation. Theatre, from festival to festival
and from stage to stage, the captain of my
soul and only master of my destiny, that was
my dream. So I decided my destiny.
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“The busy life of a man eater. The abso-
lution of vodka and the vulgarity of alcohol,
the nights of eternity and vaginal drunkenness.
I experienced all pleasures and tried all para-
dises and one day I met Abdallah, a handsome
virtuous taxi driver, a bearded man in kamis
who every evening drove to my place of work.
The nights went by and the voice of the Imam
reciting the Koran in the car increasingly re-
sounded in my heart, even more than the voice
of the night singer. Abdallah gave me more
and more books about religion and spoke to
me about it more and more: the day of the
Last Judgement, the torture of the tomb... I
first gave up drinking and then closed my legs.
Soon after, I stopped going out in the evenings
but nothing satisfied me. I became paralysed
by the fear of God; I put on a veil and increas-
ingly distanced myself from the stage. I didn’t
hesitate but I smoothly slipped into fanaticism
and religious fundamentalism. I hated myself,
and no matter what I did I always felt dirty
and disgusting. All the caresses upon my body
seemed to endlessly return like murdering
deadly blades that always reminded me of the
flames of hell. Abdallah told me of repentance,
the mercy of God, the second chance. In con-
trast to all men who everywhere introduced
me to their friends but never to their mothers,
Abdallah asked me for my hand in marriage. |
learnt to love him by loving God; against the
ephemeral love of flesh, he offered me a pla-
tonic, timid and tolerant love. I married him in
2000. I put on the jilbab and I definitively gave
up the world of performance.

“Without TV, without radio, without tel-
ephone, Abdallah deprived me of everything
that put temptation before me. He took the keys
of the house from me, tamed me and made me
trust him. This did not disturb me at all in the
beginning: I was too busy to adore God but
with time I began to get tired. Friday evening
prayer was not enough. I had cut all links with
my friends, who were “too free” and “too na-
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ked”. A little later, Abdallah obliged me to cut
the links with my parents who his brotherhood
community considered infidels because they
practised Marabout Islam. I then became aware
of the bitterness of my reality, I was trapped but
it was too late. I thought had I submitted my-
self to God but, in fact, I had submitted myself
again to a man and this time it was worse: [ was
reduced to slavery in the name of religion.
“The abuse? I can’t tell you exactly
how it began. I don’t think anyone could ex-
actly say how these kinds of things begin. It
starts with shouting, it quickly turns to insult,
it grows into threats and, very soon, you have
a bruised eye. I was whipped when I wanted
to resume my studies and mutilated for hav-
ing greeted an old friend of mine in the street
who was not veiled. He took all my study
records, my identity card and my passport.
He took my jewels, he took my life. I was
six months pregnant when he announced his
second marriage to me after only two years of
our marriage. My rejection meant being beat-
en for insulting the Koran, until the haem-
orrhage resulted in a miscarriage. My pride
wounded, I refused to be touched by him
later but he forced me. I cried, I screamed,
but nothing could shake off that savage beast
from my body. I was imprisoned at home and
raped many times by my own husband. Why
didn’t I just leave him? You may find it ridic-
ulous but I was afraid of him and frightened
of what I would become without him. I had
nothing, no home, no child, no job. I had only
him, at least until the day I met Wahiba.
“Wahiba made me aware that it was not
to Islam that I had converted but to the ex-
tremist religious doctrine of Abdallah and his
fellow men, who manipulated the verses and
interpreted their meaning in their own way.
A meaning to subjugate the woman and re-
duce her to slavery in the name of Allah. I
began to look at myself differently, as a com-
plete human being, dignified and deserving
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of the same equality and justice as any other
human being without any distinction of race,
nationality or gender. We are all born equal
and dignified, I had understood, and from
then nothing else could stop me or frighten
me. Following Wahiba’s advice, I joined an
association providing assistance to victims of
domestic violence which trained me in law
and psychologically. I began corresponding
with women who had experienced or were
experiencing the same as me. The associa-
tion found me a place in a refuge for battered
women when making the final arranging for
my new job.”

The auditorium filled with applause.
People stood up, and some were moved to
tears.

“Sit down, sit down, please,” said the
lecturer, “I have not finished yet... For you it
is a moving story but it is essential to look at
things with more maturity... What I am try-
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ing to tell you needs more than applause, we
must act. Do you know a battered woman? If
so, act, warn those around her, inform the po-
lice, talk to them and never get discouraged
because they will need more courage than
you. Never lose faith because she loses it at
every moment. A mass mobilisation is more
than urgent. Thousands of women throughout
the world suffer violence every day. Stand
up! Join an association or found your own!
Believe me, there will never be enough. Mili-
tant comrades, be citizens! Your struggle will
always seem to you a small insignificant drop
in the ocean but never forget that the ocean
is only made up of drops. Without Wahiba, I
wouldn’t be here, [ would still have my head
in the water and my sheets would have found
their tragic destiny as shrouds. It is a matter
of human dignity. So, against a tragic curtain
fall, we must always favour a glorious en-
trance onto the stage.”
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Traffic Light

Ayah Bseisy. Palestine

As the green traffic light was on, he was already standing on the pavement, so no car would honk
at him. He placed the tissue box, the medals, and some small car accessories down on the pave-
ment... He rubbed his hands really hard, it was freezing. He took a look at his hands, wondering
how he had forgotten his gloves... usually his sister reminded him to take them with him.

It is strange how much his life has changed ever since his sister got divorced. He remem-
bers till this day when she was married, and how happy his mother was about her only daugh-
ter’s marriage, and he still remembers how his mum was crying the day after she left the house...

He was only 21 years old and it’s been 11 years since he had decided to leave school in
order to work in Jerusalem. He was tempted by the fact that he’d be paid 5,000 NIS per month...

“If I end up a doctor I won’t get this amount of money!!”... These were the words that
convinced his mother, and she did her work to convince his father...

“But he should continue his education!!” his father argued.

“Come on, he’s no good studying, he’s 21 and he’s still in the first year of university. His
cousin is one year older than him and graduated last month, and he’s planning to go to work in
Jerusalem as well... So why on earth would you want him to study?”

The mother was looking at the gestures of her husband, it was clear that he needed more
persuading. “Wives know best!!” her mother always told her.

“He’ll probably spend more years studying, wasting our time. Just let him go and work
and he’ll help you with the household expenses. It’s time for you to rest and leave work!!” she
continued, and she succeeded!!!

He still remembers his mum telling him the exact words of the conversation, bragging
about how she could convince his father, how delighted he was to leave school and start to
work...

The traffic light changed to red. Quickly, he grabbed the car’s accessories with both hands
and did the usual, moving from one car to another and saying the prices in a very low voice,
which could hardly be heard. The two minutes of red light were over so he went back to the
pavement, and tried to remember the chain of thoughts that had led him to remember a conver-
sation between him and his mum that took place years ago.

Holding the accessories in his hands, he didn’t want to put them down, he didn’t want to
waste the few seconds of picking them up from the ground, but his hands started turning blue
from the cold wind that was slapping them...

“Hope it won’t rain,” he thought to himself. “Can’t risk being sick from working in the
rain or not working!!”

His thoughts went back to the day he returned to the house from work in Jerusalem, and
seeing his sister sitting with his mother. She wasn’t laughing or smiling as she used to do... That
was when she found out that her husband couldn’t have children. Of course, his mother told him
that. Because his sister tried to fake a smile as he asked her what was wrong. ..
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And then he remembered the day he entered the house and found his sister sitting with his
mother, her eyes red, but this time his mum didn’t tell him what was wrong... His sister col-
lapsed crying and told him that her husband was beating her...

He still remembers this day, 8 years later, when he started shouting at his mother and sister
about why they hadn’t told them, and promised his sister that he would kill her husband...

And when he sat with his dad later, after he calmed down, they discussed how they could
solve this problem, and his dad suggested asking his brother-in-law for a divorce quietly and
calmly, but the brother wanted to kill him and started swearing and screaming.

“You’re not doing anything!!” the mother said, entering the room. “And stop shouting, we
don’t want to wake your sister. She’ll go back to her husband, put up with him; it’s just a phase
that will pass!!”

The woman had spoken and the father and brother considered her plan, but were not sure
about it. The brother wanted so hard to just go and hit his brother-in-law, but he couldn’t.

Only one year after that he still remembers how he got a call from his sister in the middle
of his working day. She was crying so hard... he started to ask: “Did he do it again?”

“No!!!” was her answer. “Our mother just passed away this morning.”

Even though he remembers his sister’s reply, he doesn’t remember how he hung up the
phone, went to his employer, asked him for permission to leave, and then arrived home. Every-
thing was vague for him...

Months after his mum died, he started missing her, no one to cook for him, no one to wash
his clothes, and no one to take care of his sick old father. His sister came as often as she could,
but it was never like his mother.

“She should’ve found you a wife,” his sister told him once. “You didn’t have to be stub-
born and refuse to marry our cousin as our mother suggested,” she continued, “guess she always
thought of you as her little child and gave you everything you needed.”

“She’s jealous,” he thought to himself. It’s just a sister-brother thing that has been going
on ever since they were kids, anything they want to argue about, they just say that they were not
the favourite child, and then the jealousy issue pops into their heads.

Why didn’t he get married? He was in his early 20s and most of his friends were mar-
ried: “I just love being single!! I suppose after my mum’s death we’ll see how lovely it is to be
single!!”

Red light!!! He woke up from his deep thoughts and ran toward the stopping cars, for
1 minute and 30 seconds had already passed. He was moving between the cars, not much hope
of selling anything in the next 30 seconds. He started to move towards the pavement, when a
window opened and a boy hardly 20 years old called for him:

“How much is the tissue... doesn’t matter, give me one.”

“Only 5 NIS,” he replied wondering how on earth a boy could have money to own such
a car!!! The cars from behind started to honk, he looked up and the light was green, so the boy
told him to meet him on the side across the street. So the car parked and he ran after it between
the other cars. He didn’t even look to check the cars, he just wanted the 1 NIS profit coming
from this small transaction... “I should try to sell him more things, damn it. I left the flags on
the street... I’ll try to sell him the key holder!!”

He went to the car and gave the boy the tissue, and the boy gave him the money. He want-
ed to offer the rest of his products but the look on the boy’s face, and the way he completed the
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deal, made him feel so little and insignificant... So he gave him the change and walked back to
his corner, trying to sink into his thoughts!!! Insignificant, that was the feeling. “He didn’t even
look at my face!!! Was I nothing??”

He couldn’t remember how long he’d felt this way. It only started when he decided to
work at the traffic lights selling gum and newspapers... at that time he started to fade away and
become invisible.

He wanted to remember the last time he felt like a full human being, when he was not fad-
ing or invisible, when he was a reliable man... It only took him couple of seconds...

He remembered one day when he came back from work, entered the house, smelled food
being cooked, closed his eyes and inhaled really deeply... “Mmm... molokheyeh, my favorite,
must be my sister cooking for us.” There was a big smile on his face as he went into the kitchen,
but it soon changed to a frown. His sister was crying while cooking. She looked so surprised that
she started to wipe her tears with her apron, as she was faking a smile, saying:

“Oh, dear brother, you’re back so soon, you must be hungry.”

“Why are you crying??” he interrupted her.

“Look, I made you molokheye, I know you love it,” she said as if he hadn’t asked her
anything.

“Did he do it again? Did he hit you?” he asked.

Suddenly, her cheerful face changed back to a sad face. Her broken spirit was obvious, and
she burst into tears, nodding her head in agreement.

He didn’t curse, he didn’t get mad. He just wrapped his arms around her offering his
shoulder to cry on, and she did. She cried like never before, no more hiding tears from him, just
crying, and each tear and each voice she made told him how awful and unbearable it was for her.

He grabbed her arms gently, pushed her far away from him to see her face full of tears,
looking into her eyes he said:

“You don’t have to go back to him, this is your house and it has always been like that. If he
doesn’t respect you, you don’t need him... Do you hear me? You don’t need him,” and he took
the apron and wiped her tears and held her again.

He still remembers his father’s reaction to the fact that he wanted to get his sister a divorce.
He expected shouting and screaming to try to convince him, but on the contrary he agreed. He
said that he felt the unhappiness of his child, but didn’t want to interfere unless she wanted him to.

So his father made some calls inviting the elders of the family for a cup of coffee and
mentioning a problem, but not saying what it was.

His memories were interrupted by a man calling for a tissue box. He didn’t notice the red
light, so he jumped from his place and ran quickly to the car driver who called, not noticing the
medals and other things that were sitting in his lap. Everything fell down on the ground, but he
jumped over them and went to the driver to sell him the tissue box. The driver gave him 20 NIS
and as he put out his hand to take the change, the driver said: ““You can keep the change.”

He smiled, took out the change and said it’s not fair, and gave the driver the change and
thanked him. The driver smiled and said: “Have a nice day brother.”

What a change from someone who didn’t even look into his face and treated him as an infe-
rior, to someone who was nice and treated him as an equal, and above all he called him brother!!

The light wasn’t green yet, but he had to go back where he had left his things scattered
all over the ground and started picking them up. He started picking up the mess as once he had

IEMed.




AvaH BSEISY

A SEA OF WORDS 4™ YEAR

picked up the pieces of his sister’s shattered life. He remembered how he was frustrated by the
reaction of the family elders as they suggested his sister should go back to her husband, saying
that Al Qur’an says that she must endure it...

He still remembers how he started screaming that God never said that humans must be
treated with violence and that he would ask for a divorce whether they went with him and his
father or not... One of the old men asked him to calm down or else he would destroy his sister’s
life.

“I’1l destroy her life??? I’m saving it. I’m not waiting for her to come back to us in a cof-
fin!! We came to you because we respect you enough to go with us to their house to end every-
thing smoothly and peacefully, but if you don’t want to do that, if you don’t value my sister’s life
or her pride, I guess I’1l just act on my own and deal with things on my own.”

How could he say such things? What would everyone say in the village? All the men stood
up at the same time as if they had been practising for a long time, and the elder one said:

“Then go. You’re on your own with this madness,” and with that they all left the house.

He turned his face to his father expecting him to be mad, but he was wearing a smile
instead.

“You’re a man now, and tomorrow we’ll go and finish the whole thing.”

Everything was done easily, they didn’t expect that. He planned to get married to another
girl, hoping to have children, but of course that didn’t happen and now 10 years later it still
hadn’t happened.

“God punished him,” his sister used to say!!

Red light, then green light, then red, moving around the stopped cars and sometimes sell-
ing and sometimes not... It went on till the daylight started to fade. It was already cloudy, and
it looked as if the day got shorter than usual. As he looked up at the sky, he felt some drops of
rain falling on his face. He decided to call it off for the day and go home and he gathered all the
medals and the rest of the accessories. He walked 15 minutes to reach the only public transporta-
tion leading to his village, and got onto the old bus, waited another hour until the bus was full of
people. He took the money from his pocket and started calculating the how much he had made
that day. It was such a bad day; he hadn’t even earned his bus fare. He remembered when once
he earned lots of money from selling flags, because it was the time when the great poet died,
and everyone was putting flags on their cars and holding them. He remembers how delighted
he was, not that the poet was dead, but because on that day he made lots of money and that he
didn’t have to walk for 15 minutes but took the taxi. He didn’t have to wait for hours for the bus
to fill, but took the taxi which usually costs double. So the bus moved at last and, during the 30
minutes on the way back home, he tried to remember the name of the great poet, but couldn’t.
He felt guilty for they always said he was the best national poet, wrote poems for the country,
the cause and the people and, above all, him being dead created the best working day ever. Oh
how guilty he felt at this idea... He tried to remember his name, but nothing... so he decided to
wait until he got home and ask his sister.

Once he got home he smelled the food; his sister had heated leftovers from the day before.
He took off his shoes by the door, went in and sat on the mattress, waiting for the food. As his
sister was putting the food on the plate with only one spoon, he asked if she was going to eat,
or his father, but she mentioned that they had eaten earlier, so he silently ate his food. He was
really tired.
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“It must be the cold, that’s why I’m peculiarly tired,” he thought to himself.

As his sister was bringing the tea to him, he asked:

“What’s the name of the poet who died last year??”

“Why do you want to know?” she replied.

“Well, it just came up and it’s on my mind and I can’t remember his name.”

“I can’t remember either,” she said walking toward the kitchen to wash the dishes.

He poured the tea in the small cup and started sipping it with the fresh sage. He drowned
his thoughts trying to remember the name of the poet... It popped into his mind and he started
smiling at how silly he was not remembering such a common name. His sister came in and no-
ticed the big smile on his face.

“Why would you want to remember his name? It’s not like he remembers your name,”
she said.

“Maybe not, but if he had met me I think he would’ve written a poem about me,” he re-
plied.

“You’re being absurd now. Why do you think your life is interesting enough to be written
in a poem?” she asked.

“Well, it’s just a story of another man living in a village selling things to cars at traffic
lights, acting invisibly... but someone will see me and won’t think I’'m invisible.”

He took the last sip of his tea, placed his head on the pillow and imagined many scenarios
of how he’ll meet someone who’ll see him, remember him, smile at him... and maybe, just
maybe, they will write about him.
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Ilija Pjurovi¢. Crna Gora

U Amsterdamu, na sre¢u, mogu da hodam ulicom sa pet grama marihuane u dzepu. Do sad
nisam provjerio da li pravilo o pet grama znaci da u drugom dzepu mogu da imam jos toliko.
I tako sa svakim sljede¢im dZepom na mojim pantalonama sa pet dzepova. Po pet grama u pet
dzepova znaci 25 grama trave u pantalonama. Ne ra¢unam dva dzepa na kosulji, naravno.

Rado bih razgovarao sa policijom kad bi me zaustavili. Spreman sam da se drzim svoje
ideje od 5 grama po dZepu. Uz dosta engleskog i malo loSeg holandskog dosadiva¢u im dok ne
odu. ,Ike, Ike, dont spik holand, dont spik holand. Poket gras fajv dont spik andrstend.” I sve
tako dok se ne uhvate za kapu i nastave dalje. Niko nije raspolozen da maltretira azilanta. I dalje
se osjecam kao politicki iako me u dZepu prijatno zulja njihov pasos. Drzavljanin sam ali se ipak
osje¢am gadno. Kao visak. Ili otpad. Otpadak, tacnije.

Sto god da se desi danas je moj dan i niko ne Zeli da me uznemirava. Znaju ko sam i oda-
kle sam i svi su ¢uli da je danas uhapSen onaj kojeg su svi trazili. NajtraZeniji. Iza reSetaka je.
Narucio je jagode i ¢eka. Izgleda loSe. Sa kapom koja je nekoliko brojeva veca kao i koza koja
mu se nekako topi sa lica. U kofi Sopu je televizor bio ukljucen, za one koji vole da prate radnju
kad se urade, a svi kanali su se razbudili kad je stigla vijest. Monstrum je uhapsSen. Kasapin iza
reSetka. Duhovi kona¢no mirni. I tako dalje u istom dosadnom tonu.

Sjedim i ¢ekam da se kroz pomjerenu svijest probije holandski spiker. Konobar se okreée
prema meni. On me zna. Od pocetka sjedim u istoj stolici i upoznali smo se. Prije Cetiri godine
mi je prisao i rekao da mnogo pusim. Rekao sam mu da tako lakSe patim za zemljom. Nije mu
bila jasna emigrantska patetika. Kad sam izgovorio ime prostora koji sam napustio mislio je
da govorim o Africi, ,,ili tako nesto®, rekao je. Onda sam pomislio da to i zvuci nekako africki.
Black Mountain. Crna Gora. Montenegro. Afrika, brate, nema $to.

Nastavio sam da dolazim u isti kofi Sop i da puSim mnogo a konobar je svaki moj sljedeci
upad ukraSavao imenima gradova zemlje za koju je shvatio da nije africka. Balcans, I found it,
its on Balkans, ponavljao je. A ja sam rekao Western Balkans, my friend, thats the worst one, i
smijali smo se, lijepo smo se smijali.

Od tada smo neka vrsta prijatelja. Ne pricamo mnogo ali se razumijemo. On me pogleda,
ja mu namignem, on donese koka kolu ja smotam, nista vise od toga. Kad sam dobio pasos rekao
mi je: ,,Ista govna, eto §to smo sad*. Moj holandski je bio sve bolji, pogotovo kad se naduvam, a
on je tvrdio da govorim bolje od lokalaca. Dopadao mu se moj akcenat, a ja sam ponekad mogao
i da se Salim na tudem jeziku, $to je, smatrao sam, znak da nisam toliko los.

Dobar si ti tip, Montenegrino, govorio mi je kad popusi sa mnom. Inace ne pusim, Monte-
negrino, ali ti si dobar tip i nije mi loSe kad mi pravis$ drustvo. Sjeban si ti, Montegerino, a meni
ne smetaju sjebani tipovi.

Tako je govorio konobar, sve dok mu nisam donio DZeja. SvjeZe iz metroa preko ruke dru-
gova po nostalgiji, kroz prazni kofi Sop pustio sam glas, nedjelja i svi su tu, a kofi Sop prazan.
Montenegrino, pa ti si ludi nego $to sam mislio, a muzika ti nije afri¢ka ni za kurac. Tako je rekao.
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On me prvi pogledao kad su svi cnnoovi bbcevi i abcevi ovoga svijeta javili da je ,,mas-
termind of the biggest war crime after second world war arrested”. Montenegrino, pa ovo je
onaj vas.

Nije nas, rekao sam, previS§e umoran za objasnjavanje. Ali kao da jeste, blizu smo, skoro
komsije, dopunio sam.

Nekoliko naduvanih Holandana okrenulo se prema meni, nisam znao §to da uradim pa
sam visoko podigao dzoint i rekao: ,,Jebi ga, ne sluze alkohol, inace bih vas Castio, takav je
red”. Vjerovatno su mislili da sam lud, mada ne mnogo ludi od njih, pa su samo vratili izbuljene
poglede na ekran.

Svi su gledali generala kako dijeli cokoladu i mazi djecu. Misle da je to uzasno. Da od toga
ne moze gore. A moze. Ne znaju koliko moze.

Iznenada zainteresovani naduvani umovi nisu skidali pogled sa ekrana. ,,Mastermind of
the biggest” ih o¢igledno zanima. Pojedini odmahuju glavom, a moj konobar me povremeno
gleda i slegne ramenima.

Njihova paznje me udaljila i gurnula u novi dzoint i teSke misli. Nije mi jasno kakve veze
srebro ima sa imenom sela. Tu teSko da ima srebra. Tu se i dalje izvlac¢e samo kosti. Kao da se
razmnozavaju ispod natopljene zemlje. Tako sam mislio dok su vrijedni novinari trazili prve
zrtve. Majke stradalih su zadovoljne ali nista ne moze da izbrise bol. Ne postoji hapsenje koje
uklanja takve podoénjake. O¢i se iz mra¢nih duplji tesko vracaju na svjetlost. Ironija jutarnjeg
sunca ne ulazi u takva udubljenja. Summertime, and the livin’ is easy. A one bi voljele da ga vide
na giljotini. TraZe od suda da im ga preda, na pravdu boga kazu i gledaju prema nebu. Daleko su,
mislim, a ,,mastermind* ¢e uskoro da leti za Hag, one ostaju, on stiZe, a ja sam blizu, Amster-
dam-Hag vozom, mala stvar, a usput bih mogao da potrazim DZonija, da pitam za Ljuba i ostale
»tamo kod nas®“. One bi se rado mijenjale sa mnom, odavde bi lakse otiSle na protest koji ne bi
promijenio stvar. Ja vise nikome ne mogu da pomognem a mastermind ¢e svoje da dobije samo
da prvo dobije jagode. One su dobre za krvnu sliku, kazu.

I tako ¢e da produ dani, mislim. Baj baj lijepa prijepodneva i poslijepodneva, uz pristojnu
gramazu trave i diskaveri ¢enel u kofi Sopu na lcdu. A tako sam volio pjesmu kitova kad se na-
duvam i smjestim u svoj ¢osak. Svi smo voljeli pjesmu kitova, osje¢ao sam to. Zidovi kofi Sopa
su posrtali pod dubokom plavom koju je prskao lcd, a gusti dim je stvarao efekat talasa, mogao
si da gledas i da razdvoji$ velike od malih, talas za surfere, talas za dobru zajebanciju uz obalu,
talas koji bi ozbiljno zaljuljao barku, i sve to vidi§ a samo sjedi§ u svom ¢osku. Katodna cijev je
ni za §ta, pomislio sam toliko puta.

A sad nas ¢ekaju dani sa ,,mastemindom®. Izruci¢e ga ili nece. Protesti, slavlje, ja tebi ma-
ter ne nego ja tebi. I sve to bez cilja jer mastermind je mastermind i sigurno putuje za Den Hag,
to je jedino jasno, ako ve¢ nije tamo, jer dani brzo prolaze kad duvas i slusas kitove.

Nekoliko dana i gotovo. Seveningen bluz i kofi $op. On u sudnici, mastermind sa kapom
i jagode su odradile svoje, nije viSe onako blijed i koZza mu djeluje nekako svjezije. Opet li¢i na
onog starog. Ciko sa ¢okoladom. Kamera snima lozu i hvata majke, ipak su dogle, nisu Zalile pa-
re, odrijeSile su kesu sjele na avion i eto ih. Vicu. Neke placu a jedna ga samo gleda. Kamerman
ijaisvi ostali jasno vidimo da ga ona samo gleda. Ne place niti vice ali ga prati. Takav pogled
ne moze da se ne osjeti. I on ga osjeca. Znao bih to i da nisam naduvan. Osjetio je taj pogled od
kojeg ne moze da se pobjegne i pogledao je prema njoj. Prema lozi i prema majkama. A ona,
ona koja ga samo gleda i ne place niti psuje, sad je iskolacila o¢i i vice, glasno da je svi ¢uju,
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»gdje je moj sin?, | .gdje je moj sin!“, viée i kofi Sop Cuti, a ona nastavlja i kamerman je snima.
Mastermind mirno sjedi. On zna i mi znamo da je staklo neprobojno za metak i zvuk, mozda joj
¢ita sa usana, mozda ne, ali se ipak osmjehuje. Ponovo li¢i na onog starog of chocolate, osmje-
huje se i gleda prema lozi iz koje se ne Cuje pitanje, kratko gleda i spusta pogled prema sudiji.
To je on. Sad sam siguran da jeste i viSe niko me ne gleda iako je on ,,onaj moj*“. Konobar je u
toku i ne propusta prenose sudenja. Izlazim na ulicu i viSe me nije briga. Amsterdam je veliki,
pocinju vreline a ja nisam vise azilant, imam pasos$ i sad je ,,onaj moj* ustvari ,,onaj njihov* a
moji su samo dZepovi i svaki je tezak ravno pet grama. I vjerujem da mi je lakSe. Bolje je §to
sam pobjegao prije nego Sto je mastermind postao mastermind i prije nego $to se moja zemlja
odvojila. I niSta me ne zanima jer viSe nisam Montenegrino nego Holandez sa 35 grama trave i
sopstvenim videnjem zakona. Zelim da vjerujem da me ne zanima, ali od ,,onih mojih* se tesko
bjezi. Zanima me. To znam iako lebdim i ne Zelim da znam. Doti¢em me. Ipak, Montenegrino,
ne bjezi se tako lako.
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Ilija Djurovi¢. Montenegro

Luckily in Amsterdam I can walk the streets
with five grams of marijuana in my pocket.
I haven’t checked yet whether the five-gram
rule means that I can have the same amount
in the other one. And so on with every other
pocket in my five-pocket trousers. Five grams
times five pockets means twenty-five grams
of weed in my trousers. That’s not counting
my two shirt pockets, of course.

I’d be happy to talk to the police if
they stopped me. I’'m prepared to stick with
the theory of five grams per pocket. With a
bit of English and some bad Dutch, I’1l bore
them until they leave. “Ik, ik, dont spik ho-
land, dont spik holand. Poket gras fayf dont
spik andrstend.” Until they touch their caps
and keep on walking. No one wants to harass
an asylum seeker. I still feel like one, even
though their passport is pleasantly rubbing
against me in my pocket. I’'m a national, but
I still feel disgusting. Surplus. Waste. One for
the reject bin, to be exact.

Whatever happens, today’s my day and
no one wants to bother me. They know who
I am and where I come from and they’ve all
heard that the one everybody’s been looking
for was arrested today. The most wanted one.
He’s behind bars. He’s asked for strawber-
ries and now he’s waiting. He doesn’t look so
good. His cap is several sizes too big and his
skin seems like it is somehow melting off his
face. The coffee shop TV’s, on for those who
like to see the action while they’re high, and
all the channels come alive when the news

1. This edited version of the original translation was cre-
ated by Stuart Dyke, Mary Fons i Fleming, Paula James,
Mary Ellen Kerans, Aisha Prigann and Irwin Temkin be-
tween March and September of 2012.
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breaks. The monster arrested. The butcher
behind bars. Spirits finally at peace. And so
on and on. Same old story.

I’m sitting, waiting for the Dutch news-
reader to break through my displaced con-
sciousness. The waiter turns to me. He knows
me. [’ve been sitting in the same spot from
day one so he knows me. Four years ago he
came up and said I smoked a lot. I told him
it makes it easier to suffer for my country.
The emigrant pathos was lost on him. When I
named the place I’d left, he said he thought
I was talking about Africa “or somewhere like
that.” Then I figured it does sound African in
a way. Black Mountain. Crna Gora. Monte-
negro. Africa, bro, can’t deny it.

I kept coming to the same coffee shop
and kept smoking a lot, and the waiter greet-
ed each of my entrances with names of towns
from the countries he realized weren’t Afri-
can. “Balkans, I found it, it’s the Balkans,”
he repeated. I said, “Western Balkans, my
friend, that’s the worst one,” and we had a
good laugh.

Since then we’ve sort of been friends.
We don’t say much, but we understand each
other. He looks at me, I nod at him, he brings
me a Coca Cola, I roll up, that’s pretty much
it. When I got my passport, he said, “Same
shit, that’s what we are now.” My Dutch was
improving, it was particularly good when I
was stoned, and he claimed I spoke better
than the locals. He liked my accent and I was
able to joke around in this new, foreign lan-
guage, which I took as a sign that my Dutch
wasn’t all that bad.

“You’re a good guy, Montenegrino,” he
said when he smoked with me. “By the way,
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Montenegrino, I don’t smoke, but you’re a
good guy and hanging out with you is alright.
You’re fucked up, Montenegrino, and I get
on with fucked up characters.”

That’s how the waiter talked until I in-
troduced him to Dzej. In the empty coffee
shop, fresh from the subway and the world
of homesick compatriots, I started singing:
“Nedelja i svi su tu...” The coffee shop being
empty. “Montenegrino, you’re crazier than I
thought, and that music isn’t fucking African
at all,” he said.

He’s the first to look over at me when
all the BBCs, CNNs and ABCs of the world
report that “the mastermind of the biggest
war crime since the Second World War” has
been arrested.

“Montenegrino, this is one of yours.”

“He’s not ours,” I say, too tired to ex-
plain, “But it’s almost as if he is. We’re close,
almost neighbours,” I add.

Several stoned Dutchmen turn towards
me. I don’t know what to do so I raise my
joint high and say, “Fuck it, they don’t serve
alcohol or I’d buy you all a drink, as is the
custom.” They probably think I’m crazy, but
not much crazier than them, so they just turn
their lost gazes back to the screen.

They all watch the general giving choco-
late and hugs to the children. They think it’s
terrible. That it can’t get any worse. But it can.
They have no idea how much worse it can get.

Suddenly interested, stoned heads can’t
take their eyes off the screen. They’re obvi-
ously interested in the “mastermind of the
biggest.” Some of them shake their heads and
my waiter occasionally glances over at me and
shrugs.

Their attention alienates me and drives
me to dark thoughts and another joint. I can’t
wrap my head around silver having anything
to do with the name of that village. There’s
hardly any silver there. The only thing being
dug up is bones. As if they’re multiplying un-
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der the damp ground. That’s what I thought
when the diligent journalists were searching
for the first victims. The mothers of the dead
are pleased but nothing can erase their pain.
No arrest can remove the dark circles under
their eyes. They’re so deep set now they can
hardly turn to the light. The irony of the morn-
ing sun doesn’t penetrate such darkness. Sum-
mertime, and the livin’ is easy. But they’d love
to see him hang. They want the court to hand
him over to them, have him answer to God’s
justice, that’s what they’re saying as they look
to the sky. I’m thinking they’re far away, and
the “mastermind” will soon be flying to The
Hague, they’ll still be there and he’ll be here.
I’'m not far, it’s easy to get from Amsterdam to
The Hague by train. I could look up Johnie on
the way, ask about Ljubo and the others who
are “ours.” The mothers would gladly switch
places with me, it’d be easier for them to go to
the protests from here, but it wouldn’t change
anything. I can’t help anyone anymore, but
Mastermind will get what he deserves after he
gets his strawberries. Strawberries are good
for your blood, they say.

This is how the days will go by, I ex-
pect. So long to beautiful coffee shop morn-
ings and afternoons with a decent supply of
weed and Discovery Channel on the LCD.
Stoned and sitting in my corner, how I loved
the song of those huge whales. We all did,
I could feel it. The LCD splashed deep blue
on the coffee shop walls and they tumbled
under waves of thick smoke. You could tell
large waves from small ones, surfers’ waves
from waves for messing about on the beach,
waves that would seriously shake the boat,
you could see all of that just sitting in your
corner. The cathode-ray tube is useless, or so
I’ve often thought.

And more days with Mastermind lie
ahead of us. He’ll be extradited. Or not. Pro-
tests, celebrations, fuck your mother, no I
fuck your mother. And all pointless because
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Mastermind is always the mastermind and
nothing will keep them from taking him to
The Hague, that’s the only thing that’s clear.
Ifhe’s not already there of course, the days fly
when you’re stoned and listening to whales.
Couple of days and it’s done. Scheve-
ningen blues and the coffee shop. Master-
mind’s in the courtroom with his cap on. The
strawberries did their bit, he’s no longer as
pale as he was. Skin seems fresher. He’s him-
self again. The old man with the chocolate.
The TV cameras are filming the gallery and
show the mothers. They came anyway, never
mind the money. They reached into their pock-
ets, got on the plane and there they are. Yell-
ing. Some cry and one just looks at him. The
camera crew and I and everyone else can see
that she’s the only one looking at him. She’s
not crying or yelling. She simply fixes her
eyes on him. A gaze like that, you can’t help
feeling it. And he does feel it, too. I’d know
that even if I wasn’t stoned. He feels that gaze,
the kind you can’t escape from, and looks in
her direction. Towards the gallery and the
mothers. The woman who’s simply looking at
him, who isn’t crying or cursing, starts to yell
loudly so everyone can hear. Her eyes widen
and she yells, “Where’s my son?” The coffee
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shop remains silent, but she keeps at it and the
cameras stay with her. Mastermind sits calmly.
He knows and we know that the glass is bul-
letproof and soundproof. Maybe he’s reading
her lips, maybe not, but he’s still smiling. He
looks like his old self again, the man with the
chocolates. He smiles and looks at the gallery,
the question silenced by the glass, and glances
down at the judge. It’s him. I’m sure of that
now. No one’s looking at me even though
he’s “one of mine.” The waiter follows the
news and never misses the trial. I go outside
and I don’t care anymore. Amsterdam’s big,
it’s getting hot, and I’'m no longer an asylum
seeker. I have a passport and he’s not one of
mine. He’s one of theirs. Only the pockets are
mine, each one weighing five grams. I believe
my life’s easier. It’s better that I left before
the mastermind became Mastermind and my
country separated. I don’t care about anything
anymore because I’m no longer Montenegri-
no, but a Dutchman with thirty-five grams of
weed and my own vision of the law. I want to
believe that I don’t care, but it’s hard to escape
these people who are my people. I do care. I
know it, even though I’'m floating and don’t
want to know. It gets to me. You can’t escape
that easily, Montenegrino.
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After el-Fawar

Pnina Geffen. [sracl

I haven’t seen Jamilla for two years.

Two years in which I’ve been imagin-
ing her green eyes, the scarf wrapped tightly
under her chin, her long maroon dress. I re-
member a silver ring dotted with tiny stones
on her long, narrow finger. She may still be
walking along the side of the road, a black
purse slung from the middle of her shoulder,
her legs carrying her two kilometres each day
to the school where she teaches.

On that last day of April I set out for
Jerusalem. The car roared down the road,
obeying my pressure on the gas pedal. Every
sharp turn of the road made me imagine anew
the moment in which a masked sniper would
appear behind a rock, aim his rifle at me, and,
without mercy, spray me with bullets.

The car turns over, spewing thousands
of glass splinters, some of them glinting in
the sunlight and some of them drenched in
blood, and I’m trapped between the bottom
of the overturned car and the scorching as-
phalt, and around me are barren nature and
spent bullets scattered at the foot of an old
pine tree.

After a long narrow stretch, the roads
get wider and the vista expands, and el-Fawar
emerges out of the twists of the road, and with
it the sky and light, and fields of caulifiower
and cucumbers; old tractors moving slowly
on damp earth, a pair of boys sitting hunched
over on a cart yoked to a donkey, and a group
of farmers sitting near a small water cistern,
their knees drawn close to their chests. Birds
sang joyously then, the sun was large, and the
air was clean.

And I am locked in the car, unable to
reach out to this stretch of the road, and my
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soul desires to escape through the window
and sit in the shade of the rickety tin shack.
My gaze falls on a heavy woman, her hands
filled with baskets from which a soft jumble
of green leaves protrudes, drops of water
glistening on the fresh bunch, and at that very
moment [ would exchange places with her,
with her heavy gait, just to get out of the car,
to get out. To breathe the moisture in the air,
to rinse my face with water from the cistern,
to look closely at the cauliflower’s connec-
tion to the earth.

El-Fawar disappears behind my back
and the roads empty of houses. A quartet of
children with schoolbags pulled way down
their backs turn their heads back and follow
me with their gaze until the next curve.

Before el-Hajara I noticed a woman
bent over the shoulder of the road, her mo-
tions frantic and everything about her ex-
pressing panic. White papers blew about her
in the wind; some of them hung on the bush-
es, some were strewn on the road, and some
were crumpled in a little pile under a rock.

From a distance she motioned to me
to stop, using agitated waving motions, and
pointed at the road. I gripped the steering
wheel and anxiously studied the paths on the
side of the road. Here the sniper would come
out in a moment from behind the bushes and I
would end my life here between el-Fawar and
el-Hajara. A small voice inside me piped up
to tell me to slow down, and I slowed down.
The woman bent down again and continued
energetically picking up the papers.

With another few glances I made sure
that the woman was alone. I kept slowing
down until the car stopped. She stood op-
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posite me with a pile of pages between her
hands and her chest, and through the wind-
shield I saw a pretty face with pink rouge and
a scarf tied tightly around it. I gave a quick
look in the rear-view mirror. There was no
one besides her.

I shifted to neutral and got out of the
car. She pressed the crumpled papers to her
chest and looked at me fearfully. I stood op-
posite her and was silent. Around us more
papers were scattered, on some of them the
black marks of car tyres. Something in her
frozen gaze touched me.

“Can I help you...,” I blurted out in the
end in Hebrew and pointed at the papers that
hung on a thorny bush. She continued look-
ing at me, silently.

“Do you speak Hebrew?” I asked after
a minute of silence. “Do you understand what
I’'m saying?”

She put another bunch of papers under
the rock and pointed northward.

“I’'m going to the school,” she said in
Arabic.

I picked up some of the scattered pa-
pers, covered in dense Arabic handwriting.
I handed her the last of the papers that had
been strewn on the road and she gave me a
nod in return.

A white Subaru station wagon screeched
to a halt near us, and a resident of my com-
munity stuck his head out the window.

“What are you doing here?” he yelled at
me. “Is everything alright?”

“Everything’s alright, there’s no prob-
lem,” I answered hurriedly and brushed the
dust off my blouse.

“Are you sure?” he asked, looking sus-
piciously at the woman next to me.

“Yes, yes, it’s okay,” I said a little more
assertively.

“Be careful,” he said in parting and
drove off, looking at us in his front rear-view
mirror.
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“Thank you, thank you,” the woman
murmured in Arabic and gave me an embar-
rassed smile. I looked at her. A pretty woman,
a leather purse, high heels, and a pile of dirty
papers under her arm.

“Are you... are you walking now?” |
asked, and I mimed the movement with my
fingers. Suddenly I felt that it was a stupid
question.

“Do you want a ride?” I asked in a mo-
ment’s flash of inspiration, and I pointed to
my car and at her in alternation. The woman’s
face lit up and she nodded.

As I drove I saw how she kept moving
her hands over the papers to straighten them,
and I felt compassion for her.

“Are you a teacher?” [ asked in Hebrew.

Then, mixing English and Arabic, I
asked, “You are a teacher? You are in a ma-
drasseh?”

“Yes, a school...” the woman replied in
Arabic with an energetic nod. She pointed at
the papers and poured out a flood of excited
words, pointing first at herself and then at the
papers and back at herself.

I didn’t understand a word. I only nod-
ded and looked at her every few moments.

“Here,” she said in Arabic, pointing at a
path that led to a distant building.

“Thank you...” she said and nodded to-
ward me again and again when I stopped the
car at the side of the road. She got out of the
car and two girls who were walking nearby
hung on her joyfully and looked at me with
interest. They were wearing green-striped
blouses.

“I’'m Jamilla,” she called to me through
the open window. “Jamilla Nizar.”

I waved goodbye to her.

That was a beautiful day. A large sun
and a light breeze, the kind that would have
spread Jamilla’s hair if she hadn’t covered it.
I sailed on my way, and my heartfelt excite-
ment and anger. Joy and nervousness.

IEMed.




PNINA GEFFEN

In the evening the phone rang. It was
Dudi, the security officer of the community.

“Tell me, is it true that you took a Mus-
lim woman in your car today?” he asked.

“Uh ... yes,” I answered slowly, sud-
denly feeling I had been caught breaking the
law.

“Are you out of your mind?” he asked
in a scolding tone. “Do you know what kind
of alerts there are in our area? What’s wrong
with you? Don’t you know that you don’t let
any Arab into your car?”

Suddenly, Jamilla’s face and the scat-
tered papers appeared before me.

“Listen, Dudi,” I answered in a weak
voice, “I didn’t actually offer her a ride, I just
saw a lot of papers scattered on the road, I
don’t know why I stopped, I just...”

“It really doesn’t matter what happened
there,” he said in a stern voice. “It is forbid-
den to stop for anyone on the road. You un-
derstand?”
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“I understand,” I whispered and hung up.

That night I lay on my bed and stared
at the ceiling. I thought about Jamilla Nizar.
Where does she live? What does she teach? I
tossed and turned and couldn’t fall asleep.
I couldn’t define what I was feeling. A strange
and oppressive feeling enveloped me.

When 1 finally fell asleep, I dreamed
that I was standing on a giant cauliflower, my
hands spread out to the sides in an attempt to
keep my balance. At the bottom of the cauli-
flower little children ran around trying to climb
it, unsuccessfully. Some of them climbed up a
rickety ladder that suddenly fell apart, some
jumped and waved their hands, and I just kept
standing on the cauliflower, my hands spread
confidently, and the cauliflower moved slowly
from side to side, right and left.

Toward morning, the dream lost its
clarity. But one thing I remember clearly to
this day: it was the whitest caulifiower I had
ever seen.
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Letters for a Peaceful Revolution

Lyuba Guerassimova. Bulgaria

Dear Future,

Despair is palpable in the air. We live in the midst of heroism by day and sleep in the midst
of death by night, longing for sleep to mean more than closed eyes and nightmares. Today’s
killings were on a scale that defied our imagination. It was the largest grave we dug. In this
revolution, it does not matter what standing you had previously, how much you earned, or what
life you would go back to in case you survived. We are all equal before death. The tacit acknowl-
edgement that we were all in the same boat, with equal chances of staying alive, has brought us
into one family. We are all brothers. Earlier today I saw our leader mourn one of us as if he had
lost a son. He meticulously cleaned his face and combed his hair. As he was doing this, I felt a
tear run down my cheek as the long-suppressed sorrow rose and left my spirit unguarded. I miss
all my dead friends. I miss all my relatives who ran away. Will I survive long enough to ever
see them again? From up here I can see another body, but I cannot distinguish what he is wear-
ing in this silent darkness, whether he is a brother or a devil. All I know is that he is some poor
mother’s son. The blood surrounding him forms an uncanny puddle which reflects the moon.

It was 20th July, the day of prophet Iliya, who rides the heavens in his chariot and has
charge of storms and thunder. The thunder that day came only from gunpowder. The headquar-
ters of the revolutionary committee for the Ilinden Uprising had reached us with the fateful call:

“Brothers, finally the much-anticipated day to get back at our enslaver has come. The blood
of our brothers, innocently perished at the hands of Turkish tyranny, is crying out for retaliation.
The trampled honour of our mothers and sisters needs to be recovered. Enough with so much pain,
enough with so much disgrace! Death is a thousand times better than brutish life. The designated day
in which the people throughout Macedonia and Adrianople ought to come out overtly with weapon
in hand against the enemy is the 20th July, 1903. Follow, brothers, your leaders and gather under the
banner of freedom. Persist, brothers, in the struggle! Salvation lies only in perseverance and long-
standing struggle. May God bless our righteous deed and the day of the uprising. Down with Turkey!
Down with the tyrants! Death to the enemy! Long live the people, long live freedom!”

The air of excitement had trapped our souls into a perpetual ecstatic hope which led us to
sincerely believe in the success of the uprising. Yet somewhere deep in the memory of our hearts
lay the painful truth that our lives would be a price to pay for a cause. When we were coming out
of the forests and into the battle, we were fighting to survive; we were fighting for each other.
We were not thinking of the cause. Yet we knew. We knew that if we die, we die for the free-
dom of our families, of all Bulgarians in Macedonia, from Bitolja through Ohrid. I sometimes
wonder: Are we going to be remembered, just as we learn of our khans and kings, who fought to
unite and bring glory to Bulgarians everywhere? Will there be a monument for us?

There are twenty of them for every single one of us, and we are outnumbered as well as
outgunned. Our houses were set alight and are now providing us with the smouldering light to
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cook the last provisions we are left with. I heard that my cousin’s family left with the whole
neighbouring village for the eastern lands that were freed from the Ottomans. The Bulgarian
government is providing help for all of us who are seeking refuge in the freed lands, yet they
have still not waged war on the Ottomans. Some say they have forgotten about us. Some say the
Great Powers are not allowing this. I sincerely hope they have not forgotten about our struggle.
As we are lying here in the woods, we cannot help but have little sympathy for the cowards who
ran away. Why did they choose not to take up arms? Even with no ammunition left, I will not
flee. I will die here, on my land.

Last week I met a newspaper correspondent who said he is from England, yet I could not
understand anything else he said. Will Europe really hear our cries for help? Will our spilled
blood matter for them? Can these writers truthfully portray the desperate stench that sticks in
my nostrils? I know where my anger comes from: from years of witnessing unfairness and op-
pression, lack of rights and freedoms. The last devil I saw spread out on the ground, I started
kicking. But you cannot kill an enemy twice. What damned fools we are — all human and still
can do no better than killing each other.

The Past,
An Unknown Rebel

* % %

Dear Past,

Every time I pass by the eternal flame of the Monument to the Unknown Warrior, I think
of you. I think of your pain, blood, and thirst for justice. Every year grateful Bulgarians gather
to commemorate the Ilinden—Preobrazhenie Uprising and all its fallen heroes, just as we lay
wreaths of fresh flowers for our brightest leaders throughout history, for our distinguished rul-
ers, and for the ones who perished in their struggle for a cause. 1903 was not the end of bat-
tles. Numerous wars were fought on the Balkans and across the whole world, with amounts of
weapons you could never have imagined, with flying machines that can easily destroy huge
buildings, with bombs that can erase whole cities in a matter of seconds, with chemicals that can
damage the lives of generations. People struggle against their enemy in tens of countries. In the
aftermath of your struggle, 30,000 refugees fled to the freed lands in the east, thousands died,
and even more houses were burned. The self-sacrifice of the ones who gave up their lives for
Bulgarian freedom is firmly anchored in our common memory, and your uprising is still seen as
a powerful impetus for the national ideal of liberation and unification of all Bulgarians.

Remember the English reporter you met? There were many more like him, and their words
of your uprising captured attention of diplomats across Europe, who pushed for more reforms,
yet the push was too gentle. I am now happy to tell you that there is now a principle of self-deter-
mination for nations everywhere, which is gaining more and more importance, and it has slowly
brought freedom to the lands you were fighting for. Yet I am also sad to tell you that liberty did
not come with unity. Thracian and Macedonian Bulgarians were readily accepted as refugees,
but their lands were split further and further. Just like you, I ask, why did the great powers not
support them further? Why did my country’s neighbours declare that if the government fought
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for you and your brothers, they would be on Turkey’s side and declare war on the young Bulgar-
ian state? Do you remember the story of our greatest hero of the struggle for freedom was cap-
tured by the enemy? Because of a traitor whose veins carried the “brotherly” Bulgarian blood. It
hurts my soul to tell you that disunity still prevails in our world. Freedom has not yet erased it.

Yet I admire mankind. In war and bloodshed, some people still believe in nonviolent
peace. During your uprising, a republic was proclaimed in a southern town, Krushevo, and even
though it lasted for only ten days before it was crushed, four ethnicities were communicating
peacefully, and even the ordinary Turkish families were not harmed in any way. Now, in a very
similar way, there is overwhelming peace in the area. We are not at war with our neighbours,
and we are even cooperating. Could you have ever imagined that the mayor of the city of Istan-
bul would fund the restoration of a Bulgarian Orthodox church? Could you ever imagine that
mosques and churches would successfully coexist across the country? It is a beautiful thing to
imagine, and even more beautiful to witness.

I believe in the power of nonviolence, and yet I dearly respect your struggle. I exist be-
cause of you. I am in the here and now because both of those who fought and those who sought
refuge in the liberated lands. Some of your friends died as Bulgarians, and some of your family
fled. Your cousin married a beautiful girl and gave birth to an angelic child. The child grew up
happy and independent, raised three sons with his charming wife, and was an integral part of the
political life of the country. I am his granddaughter.

I live in a democratic republic which provides basic rights and freedoms to all its peoples
— at least on paper. We are part of a union of European states and hopeful that this will make our
lives better. Yet we still do not strive to reconcile with our neighbours. We do not strive to enter
into a Balkan union. The language that was long ago created to unite us now divides us. The
religion that is supposed to make us better human beings has left us mistrustful and in disbelief.
The political discourse makes us hate each other, and it has taken me many years to open up
my heart and mind in order to expel these destructive feelings. I believe in peace, yet peace can
only come through a revolution in our ways of thinking and acting. It is admirable to imagine
you waiting for the enemy in the woods, with a loaded gun and hopeful eyes and, despite my
staunch support for nonviolence, I would probably have stood up for the cause together with
you. Because there is an uncanny beauty in revolutions. Would I take up arms for the sake of
peace? I don’t know. All I know is that revolution is beautiful. Death is not. Is it?

The Present,
Your Child

k ok 3k

Dear Present,

It would take you more time to travel to Sarajevo than to reach the westernmost parts
of Austria, and I understand why this frustrates you. The destruction of the Berlin Wall stood
for something much larger, namely the demise of the transnational communist comradery and
friendship. The drive towards democracy has left many wondering who they are, who is to
blame for the disparity between rich and poor, and why they now constantly see crime and
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suffering. On the Balkans, many wars were fought which could have been avoided. The suffer-
ing and death that they created will need decades to be softened in the memory of the peoples.
Comradery has been replaced by the “us versus them” paradigm and by a discourse of who has
the greenest grass.

You rightfully wonder why we are not united, why the Great Powers have not supported
people’s right to self-determination, why some have been desperate enough to take up arms, and
why we are sometimes filled with so much antagonism. The peace you describe is not honest
peace when it does not come from the inside, from personal peace. The lack of outright gun-
loaded violence does not promise perpetual peace when unspoken diplomatic anger towards the
Other accumulates. Conflict in this part of the world is often attributed to ancient hatred, yet it
is in fact not much different from conflict elsewhere. The source of it all is the greed for power,
fear of the Other, hatred, and overzealous ambition. These self-serving destructive emotions
are often coupled with religion, language, or ethnicity in order to give them more legitimacy in
their violent quest, yet you should not fall victim to this misconception. Even in secular socie-
ties, religions have had an immense influence on our morals and ethics, and all major religions
tell us that there is something wrong with us if we have no compassion towards each other. And
language exists to enable us to do this, not to divide us. Ethnicity exists to enable us to see the
humanity in each other.

Compassion does not mean feeling sorry for each other; it means treating others as you
wish to be treated yourself. There can be no social justice without compassion, and the greed
for each other’s riches that is so often expressed in the political abuse of religion and nationality
can only be erased by compromise. It should not be about having more power, but about mutual
respect and openness. Our identity need not clash with how others feel, and your Bulgarian
identity can indeed be reconciled with your friend’s Macedonian identity, if we are open to it.
Creating peace requires us to get naked before each other. Not literally, of course.

Yesterday I was observing a few children play with a basketball. I asked one of them
where he came from. The child merely looked with surprised and said, “why, don’t you want to
play with us?”” Then he explained: “I am Bulgarian, so you can never know if I say ‘yes’ if I nod
my head, he is Macedonian, so he can invite you to his house at the beautiful lake Ohrid, she
is Greek, so she can show you how to write your name with funny letters, and he is Turkish, so
after the game he will prepare for us some black tea with baklava!” I smiled and remembered
all those who have died in order to create an environment for all of this to happen. In the end,
compromise has slowly crept in, and agreeing to disagree, forgiving but not forgetting, people
have moved forward for the sake of both their own selves and future and past generations. We
still believe that war movies present the most beautiful romances, and we sometimes find death
beautiful. Yet we have opened up enough to look for beauty in living life. Is it possible that,
while we remain sensitive to our conflicts, social solidarity and compassion overcome our dif-
ferences and create an environment where we find happiness not in what we own but in what
friendships we create? It is. I am a witness.

In loving memory,
The Future
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White Lies

Ayelet Gundar-Goshen. Israel

Two months before the election the man
from the kiosk called Avram Aditu and asked
whether he would like a job. Avram Aditu
didn’t come to him immediately, because the
last time the man from the kiosk had called
him he’d grabbed him by the neck and told
him that if he sold his crappy lighters there
again he would kick him back to Ethiopia.
But this time the man from the kiosk wasn’t
angry at all. He smiled at Avram Aditu and
asked how old he was. And when Avram Adi-
tu answered fifteen, he smiled even more and
said if that was the case, it was even legal.
That wasn’t entirely correct, because Avram
Aditu was not quite fifteen, but Madonna had
told him that he had to learn to lie a little, at
least to tell white lies, and this seemed to him
like a white lie.

After the man from the kiosk heard that
Avram Aditu was fifteen and that he wanted
a job, he took him to the kiosk storeroom.
Between towers of wafers and cigarettes lay
posters of the candidate.

“You know who this is?”” asked the man
from the kiosk.

Avram Aditu thought about Madonna
and meant to say that he knew, but at the last
minute he felt that twinge, on the back of his
leg, and admitted that he didn’t.

“Don’t you have TV over in those tin
shacks of yours?” asked the man from the ki-
osk, and before Avram Aditu could answer he
continued, “This is the man who will save this
country. Our candidate for prime minister.”

Avram Aditu looked at our candidate
for prime minister. He had big blue eyes and
a high forehead with just one wrinkle. He had
thick eyebrows with a space between them,
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not like Avram Aditu’s eyebrows, about
which Madonna had sworn that one night
she would sneak up on him with tweezers
while he was sleeping and at last separate one
eyebrow from the other, and ever since then
Avram Aditu had waited for her to come but
she didn’t come. Our candidate had a well-
trimmed beard and a white shirt.

“He’s going to clean up our country,”
said the man from the kiosk, to kick out the
Arabs, may their names be obliterated, and
all those shits from Africa. “Not you guys,”
said the man from the kiosk. “Those who
came illegally. The non-Jews.”

The man from the kiosk looked at
Avram Aditu and waited for him to nod, Yes,
I understand. So Avram Aditu nodded.

“Here’s some paste,” said the man from
the kiosk, and pointed to the corner. “You
take the posters and you stick them every-
where you can —bulletin boards, bus stops,
walls. But do it at night, uh, so they don’t
start telling you you’re allowed to put up
posters, you’re not allowed.”

Avram Aditu nodded again and the man
from the kiosk smiled again. “Fourteen shek-
els an hour. Let’s say fifteen at night. That
comes to...”

“Four hundred and ninety shekels
a week,” said Avram Aditu, and the man
from the kiosk looked at him for a moment
before he took out a calculator and did the
calculation.

“Wow, that’s right. And if you feel like
having an ice-cream bar at night after you’ve
put up the posters you may take one. But deir
balak [watch out],” he added in Arabic, “not
more than one a night, okay?”’
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And then the man from the kiosk raised
his arm to the large refrigerator and took
down an ice-cream bar for Avram Aditu, and
when he did that Avram Aditu smelled the
armpit of the man from the kiosk and thought
that Madonna had been mistaken when she’d
said that Russians stink of fish. The man from
the kiosk stank of totally ordinary sweat. In
the evening he called Madonna and told her.

“Nonsense,” she said, “you didn’t smell
it well enough. If you had really stuck your
nose in his armpit you would have imme-
diately smelled that it was fishy. Russians
always say that Ethiopians stink, and they
themselves stink like a rotten fish.”

Avram Aditu didn’t want to quarrel
with Madonna, so he remained silent, but
Madonna kept on:

“They didn’t always smell like rotten
fish, you know. When they came here from
Russia they smelled like regular people. But
then the Israelis who were here before stuck
them in all kinds of holes, like our city, a ton
of people in a single building, and they start-
ed stinking like fish dumped in a pile. No,
like chickens!”

“Chickens?”

“Yes, chickens. When you put them in
trucks and they climb on top of each other to
get some air and half of them choke to death
on the way and it stinks awfully. Or, actually,
like dogs!”

“Dogs?”

“Like that disgusting dog from the Da-
let neighbourhood he used to kick all the time
and swear at, and I thought he was the cut-
est dog on earth, and then once another dog
came into his courtyard by accident, a little
one, and do you know what he did?”

“What did he do?”

“He devoured him! Like the Russians
devour us! Do you understand?”’

Avram Aditu didn’t understand. A lot
of people didn’t understand what Madonna
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said. That was why they sent her to a board-
ing school for exceptional children. They
said she had an adjustment disorder.

“That’s only because I won’t let them
call me Esther,” she told him the day before
she went away. Maybe that was the truth, be-
cause no one at all had talked about a board-
ing school until the day she’d quarrelled with
the teacher about the name. The teacher took
roll call and got stuck on Madonna’s name,
when she was still called Tigist.

“It’s impossible to pronounce that
thing,” the teacher said. “It’s not Hebrew.”

“That’s right,” said Madonna, who until
then had been called Tigist. “But it’s my name.”

“So now you’ll be called Esther.”

No one got upset about it. Half the
girls in the class had already had their names
changed to Esther, just as half the boys were
already called Avram.

But Tigist stood up and declared, “Why
on earth should you be changing my name,
and especially to an old name like that, from
the Old Testament?”’

The teacher tried to be nice and told
her that Esther was a very with-it name, that
even Madonna added it to her name when
she started taking an interest in Kabala, and
Tigist laughed out loud and said that if that
was the case, why shouldn’t they simply call
her Madonna? A week later she was already
in the boarding school. When Avram Aditu
came to say Hi, Tigist said:

“Madonna. You’ll call me Madonna.
And you’ll phone me every day and we’ll
stay friends.”

And so it was.

After Avram Aditu got the job of putting up
posters of the candidate he could no longer
speak to Madonna every day. At the boarding
school they allowed pupils to use the phone
only between 9 pm and 10 pm, and that was
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when Avram Aditu was working. Madonna
was a little angry in the beginning, but later
she understood, especially when he told her
about the ice-cream bars.

“Come there at night and take a bunch,”
she said when they talked on Saturday. “And
then sell them to everyone in the neighbour-
hood.”

Avram Aditu said there wasn’t a chance,
and Madonna laughed and said he was just a
coward.

“I’m not a coward,” Avram Aditu said
to her. “I just don’t want him to ask me where
s0 many ice-cream bars have disappeared to
and I wouldn’t have anything to say to him.”

“Tell him there was a power outage
and everything was spoiled,” Madonna said.
“That’s a white lie.”

“That’s not a white lie,” Madonna.

“It’s a lie that you’re telling a white
man, right? So it’s a white lie.”

Avram Aditu laughed, and Madonna
laughed too, and it was wonderful, because
for a long time their phone conversations
had been kind of strange, as if they no longer
had anything to talk about. In the middle of
Avram Aditu’s laughter Madonna asked him
how much twelve times eleven and a quar-
ter is, and when he answered, one hundred
thirty-five, she laughed even more.

“And seventeen times five and a half?”

“Ninety-three point five.”

“You know what, at least take two ice-
cream bars instead of one, just to know that
you can.”

And when Avram Aditu still didn’t say
no, Madonna said one was for her, as if she
were eating it with him on the bench. And
then Avram Aditu knew that he had to.

But at night, when he came to take post-
ers and paste and two ice-cream bars instead
of one, the candidate looked at him in a way
that made him feel uncomfortable. All night
Avram Aditu smeared paste and hung post-
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ers, and all night the candidate looked at
him with a satisfied look. With every pass-
ing day, Avram Aditu noticed more things
that he liked about the candidate. His lips, for
example; when you looked at them closely
you saw that they were smiling a little. Or his
ears, which were not exactly the same size,
and precisely because of that he suddenly
looked nicer. Every few days a new batch of
posters arrived, and Avram Aditu would go
into the storeroom of the kiosk and discover
that the candidate had changed his shirt, or
had sat behind a desk and folded his hands,
or was holding a flag. But no matter what he
did, he always looked kind of serious, and
also a little happy, and very, very in the right.

“I don’t believe that you’d rather spend
your time at night with pictures of that Nazi
than talk to me,” Madonna said. And Avram
Aditu was annoyed.

“Why Nazi?”

“Don’t you read the newspapers? They
let us do that here. So we’ll know what’s go-
ing on in the country. And I’'m telling you,
your candidate is totally nuts.”

“Newspapers are a hunk of shit,” Avram
Aditu said. The man from the kiosk said that
all the time, and it sounded right.

“Okay. Whatever. Did you eat an ice-
cream bar for me?”

Avram Aditu said he had, even though
he hadn’t, and later he said to himself another
hundred times that Madonna herself had told
him that he had to learn to tell lies, especially
white lies.

The next day the man from the kiosk called
Avram Aditu and told him that the war had
begun.

“I saw posters of the whore on the way
here,” said the man from the kiosk.

The whore was the woman candidate of
the other party. The man from the kiosk never
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called her by her name. Avram Aditu thought
that was slightly amusing.

“They must have told her that our
whole city is plastered with posters of the
candidate,” the man from the kiosk said.
“And now she wants it too. But we’ll screw
her. Right, kid?”

“Right,” said Avram Aditu.

From that night on, Avram Aditu went
to put up posters with the man from the kiosk.
Avram Aditu would put up posters of the can-
didate, and the man from the kiosk would tear
down posters of the whore. Sometimes the
man from the kiosk would talk about the can-
didate and about how he would clean up the
country. Sometimes they were silent. Once
the man from the kiosk asked Avram Aditu
if he had a girlfriend, and Avram Aditu said
not exactly, but he had Madonna, and then
the man from the kiosk laughed and whacked
him on the back, but not so it hurt, a friendly
whack, and Avram Aditu smiled.

After a few nights like that, Avram Aditu
asked the man from the kiosk about his tattoo.
The man from the kiosk laughed a big Russian
kind of laugh, which made his whole mous-
tache quiver, and Avram Aditu thought that if
bears laughed, they would laugh like that.

“It’s a sun,” said the man from the ki-
osk, and he showed Avram Aditu the tattoo on
the back of his hand up close, which really did
look a little like the sun. The hand of the man
from the kiosk was very big, and three promi-
nent veins crossed it like three great rivers.

“I made it myself when the army stuck
me in the Ural Mountains, to remember that
there is something like this sun. Because in
the Ural Mountains there isn’t any.”

Avram Aditu tried to imagine a place
that had no sun, and he couldn’t. He knew
where the Ural Mountains were, because the
map of the world hung right in front of him
in class, and he always remembered things
like that by heart. But he didn’t know that
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they had no sun, only that they were purple,
and that they stretched from Kazakhstan,
which was green, to the Arctic Ocean, which
was light blue. And the man from the kiosk
rubbed his hand with the tattoo with his other
hand, and the sun was squashed for a moment
and then returned to its usual shape.

“Now I don’t lack sun,” said the man
from the kiosk. “Now it comes out of my
ass.”

“And what is that?”’” Avram Aditu point-
ed at the letters that were under the sun, in a
language he couldn’t read.

“That’s my name: Leib.”

“But they call you Arye.”

“Yes, but there they called me Leib.”

* % %

One night the man from the kiosk brought his
son with him, who was Avram Aditu’s height
and was wearing white Nike shoes. The man
from the kiosk said his son had come to help,
but it was obvious that they had made him
come, because he didn’t put up any posters of
the candidate and didn’t pull down any post-
ers of the whore, he just stood on the side and
stared at his white Nikes. The man from the ki-
osk talked about the candidate and about how
he was going to clean up the country, but his
son kept staring at his Nikes, and he didn’t even
nod his head in agreement. Avram Aditu nod-
ded his head a lot, and gradually the man from
the kiosk stopped talking to his son and started
talking to Avram Aditu. And that was nice.

On the way back, the man from the ki-
osk asked his son if he wanted to come again
the following night.

“No way,” said the son of the man from
the kiosk. Go with the retard.

After that there was an uncomfortable
silence in the car. It was uncomfortable be-
cause the man from the kiosk felt uncomfort-
able. You could see it. Avram Aditu, howev-
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er, felt fine. It wasn’t the first time he’d been
called a retard.

He spoke little and was silent a lot and
because of that people sometimes thought he
wasn’t all there. Madonna said that if they
took all her words and all his words and aver-
aged them, it would be great, because Avram
Aditu spoke too little and she spoke too
much. Madonna said it was fine that Avram
Aditu didn’t talk much. He should talk as
much as he felt like; he had other good things
about him.

“What things?”

“That you see things that other people
don’t see. That’s why you came today, isn’t it?”

She’d said that to him the day before
she left for the boarding school for excep-
tional children, when he’d come to her house
even though she’d told everyone not to come
and insisted that she had to pack. He’d come
just the same and discovered that she didn’t
have to pack at all. What was there to pack,
anyway? She just didn’t want to see every-
one because she was afraid she’d cry, and she
never cried. He stayed with her until it was
really late, she talked a lot and he talked little,
until 2 am, when he said to her, “Goodbye,
Tigist.” and she said, “Call me Madonna.”
And also: “One night I’ll come with tweezers
and separate your eyebrows.”

They’d wanted to send Avram Aditu
to a boarding school too, but a different one.
The maths teacher had spoken to the principal
who spoke to Avram Aditu’s mother and told
her that she had an exceptionally bright child.
It was a shame to waste such talent. In Tel
Aviv there was a special boarding school for
children like him, so their potential wouldn’t
be wasted in the dust of the periphery. But
Avram Aditu thought about Madonna sneak-
ing through his window with tweezers and
finding the room empty, as he had peeked
into her room a week after they sent her to
the boarding school, peeked even though he
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knew she wasn’t there, only to see if maybe,
despite everything... And when he pictured
Madonna standing with the tweezers in the
empty room it made him so sad that he told
his mother he wanted to stay.

The man from the kiosk and his son
dropped Avram Aditu at his house. The man
from the kiosk said, “Goodnight, kid,” and
his son didn’t say anything. Avram Aditu
said, “Goodnight,” and got out of the car,
but instead of going home he walked down
the street, which was completely empty and
quiet and even beautiful. Everywhere he saw
pictures of the candidate and that was won-
derful. Avram Aditu looked at the blue eyes
of the candidate, and at his ears, the right one
that was slightly smaller than the left, and
most of all he looked at the straight eyebrows
with the white space in the middle. And sud-
denly he really, really wanted to talk to Ma-
donna, even though it was late. He took out
his phone and called her and thought that
even if she didn’t answer, he would leave a
message. For once in his life he would leave
a message.

Because, hard as it was for him to talk
to people, he had never spoken to the voice
mail. He would say, “Hi, Madonna. I thought
that you would come already to separate my
eyebrows.” Or maybe just, “Hi, Madonna,”
and hang up. That would be good, too, and
a lot easier.

But after a few rings, a boy’s voice an-
swered, and when Avram Aditu said, “May I
speak to Madonna?” the voice said she was
busy now, and in the background he could
hear Madonna laughing really, really hard,
the way she’d laughed on Independence Day
when everyone got drunk in the grove, and
Avram Aditu couldn’t stand that laugh and
hung up.

The street was as quiet as it had been
before, but Avram Aditu could still hear Ma-
donna’s laugh. He didn’t want to hear it, but
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he heard it. Then he began to run, and in-
deed his legs hit the pavement so hard that
he didn’t hear a thing. He ran and ran and
ran, and then he ran some more. In the end
he reached the place where they had hung the
posters of the candidate, he and the man from
the kiosk and his son with the Nike shoes.
It was good, getting there. A whole wall of
posters of the candidate, like a carpet, and not
even one poster of the whore. But then a car
stopped near the wall and two boys got out
quickly and pulled paste and posters out of
the trunk and started sticking them right on
the face of the candidate.

“What are you doing?” said Avram
Aditu.

“Hanging posters, that’s our job,” said
one of the boys.

“But why on him?” said Avram Aditu.

“I don’t know,” said the boy, “that’s
what they told us to do.” And he was about to
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stick another poster on the face of the candi-
date and on his white shirt.

“Don’t do that,” said Avram Aditu.

The young man looked at him and
asked: “Are you looking to get beat up?”

Avram Aditu thought about it for a mo-
ment, and knew that he wasn’t looking to get
beat up. He just didn’t want the man from
the kiosk to come in the morning and see
that they’d destroyed everything they’d done
that night. And he didn’t want the face of the
whore to be thrust over the face of the candi-
date. And he didn’t want to talk to Madonna
ever again.

Later, the two boys and Avram Aditu
had a fistfight. The two boys won. Avram Adi-
tu lay on the pavement. His nose and mouth
were bleeding and a tooth was broken. Above
him, on the wall, the candidate looked down
at him with his good, blue eyes, with the thick
brows with the white space in the middle.
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Posebna voznja

Vesna Hauschild. Republika Slovenija

Zvocnik v dvorani televizijske hiSe zahrumi. »Prestali ste zadnji krog izbora, katera skupi-
na bo zmagala?« Negibna tiSina. Kandidati A zajamejo dih. »Sporo¢amo vam, da ... niste
sprejeti na resni¢nostni Sov why bother.« Kandidate pogoltne zalost. Toda po vsakem dezju
posije sonce in tudi nasi nadebudnezi do¢akajo svojih pet minut: ¢asopisna hisa, ki ima v lastni
teve hio, ki ima v lasti avtoprevoznike, ki imajo v lasti ... torej, nameni jim tolazilno nagrado.
Varno so namesceni v minibusu, na katerem se sveti napis »Posebna voznja.« »Pozdravljeni, z
vami sem Zoja in vas peljem na brezplacni izlet v Dramo.« Skupinica nesojenih resni¢nezev
se zacne nemirno spogledovati. »Pomirite se, ne gre za gledaliSce, gre za kraj malo naprej
od Otocca, kjer bo piknik,« oznani Zoja. Minibus zajame vonj olajSanja. Zoja kandidatom
izro¢i anketne listke. VpraSanje: »Kaj bi naredil, da bi postal slaven?« Vsi obkrozijo »vse«.
»Ne pozabite se podpisat, na koncu bo nagradno Zrebanje.« Tako, zavarovani so. Minibus
se pocasi, ni¢ hudega slute¢ pelje proti cilju. Zoja jim razdeli revije. »Casti naa zaloZniska
hiSa,« re¢e, med zobmi pa ji Skrta Sefov glas: »... revije nam ostajajo na pultih ... Treba je
najti nove pristope, treba je razsirit krog bralcev!« Prifliknjeni primitivci pametujejo, pecajo
in prcajo drug drugega, kot se za prave Zeljne slave pa¢ spodobi. Ura mine, ¢as je za postanek.
Zoja skrivaj pokli¢e v pisarno. »Kako, je §lo Ze v tisk? Kaj pa, ¢e ne bo uspelo?!« Preplavi
jo preplah. »Kaj ste pa napisali? O, to se bo dobro prodajalo,« zakljuci. Odpre prtljaznik,
pripravi pojedino. »O, ugriznili bomo v tortice«, vzkliknejo kandidati, »O, ugriznili bodo v
vabo, skovika v Zoji. Pozenejo se v vrsto. Stikla, ki bi rada svoje stikle sprehajala po Holly-
woodu, noce kalorij. »Vzemi vsaj Sampanjec, ji svetuje Zoja. V mehurckih utonijo sleherne
skrbi ... Stikla pokima. Ata Greblar se zagrebe za njeno tortico, ko jo zgrabi, pritete dekletce,
vso zariplo v obraz. V ozadju vidimo mamo, ki sunkovito izdihuje in leze skupaj. »Mama, ne
more, ne more- « dekli¢ pograbi tortico. Zoja jo prestreze. »Zal imamo ravno za vsakega
izletnika po eno.« »Pa ¢€e ji je padel sladkor, no, skup bo padla!,« zacvili dekli¢. »Saj bi
ti odstopila svojo, pa mi kot vodicki Zal ne pripada,« pojasni Zoja, medtem ko Ata Greblar
tlaci v usta tuje sladkobe in grenkobe. Nih¢e ni¢ ne rece. Deklica poklapano odide. Encijan
preucuje embalazo. »Nalepka je Cez sestavine,« in on, revez, ima alergijo na gluten. Pa le
vzame. Ne splaca se zamerit Zoji, »Sigurno ima kaksne veze.« In minibus spet spravi pot pod
kolesa. Soferju $ampanjec ni bil zadosti, izpod suknji¢a pokuka mala rjava stekleni¢ka. Nagne.
Ne more drugace. Encijan se priziba do njega. »A bi se dalo ustavit, slabo mi je?« »0, Sit,«
si misli Zoja. »Kayj, €e bo vse zamo¢il?« Zoja ze klice taksi, toda Encijan se ne da odgnati.
Samo bruhal bi rad. Potem pa bi rad postal slaven. »Mogo¢e nas pa snemajo«, mu roji po glavi
oportunizem. Zoja mrzlicno premleva ... »Edini je, ki je izbruhal uspavalo ... «. »Pavza za
vece!« se zadere. Vsi se zakadijo ven in avtobusa, da se — zakadijo. Zoja te¢e na vece. Iz torbice
vzame plasti¢no plastenko z vodo, vanjo vmesa prasek, dolije vodo, pomesa. Tece k Encijanu.
Priden je, vse spije. »Saj bo §lo«, si med tem govori Sofer, »saj bo$ speljal.« Minibus se kon¢no
premakne, Zoja si oddahne. »Naért mora uspeti, ne glede na vse!« Pogleda po minibusu —
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zivahnost je zaspala, in ve¢ina kandidatov z njo. BliZajo se Otoccu. Zoja vzame psicko iz naro-
&ja Encijana, pomigne $oferju, naj ustavi. »Ce se kdo zbudi, jim reci, da jih na pikniku ¢aka
kakSen zvezdnik,« ree Zoja in izstopi. Minibus odpelje usodi naproti. Zoja gleda za njim,
psicka se steguje iz narocja, hoce nazaj, hoce k lastniku, toda Zoja jo trdno drzi. »Vse bo $e do-
bro,« jo boza. In psi¢ka verjame, ker psi paé niso ljudje. Sofer se prekriza in spelje. Zoja natipka
sms: »Spijo kot angel¢ki«. Sofer zapelje na makadamsko cesto, ob kateri se vije reka. »Zakaj
si nam prikrival? Se dobro, da imamo zveste zdravnike. Koliko ima¥ $e? Mesec, dva?« mu
odmeva v glavi Zojin glas. Vedela je, zakaj je prisel v Slovenijo, da druzini posilja denar. Vedela
je, da bodo brez njegovega odmerka umrli. In ¢e bo itak umrl tudi on, je vredno od tega vsaj kaj
imeti. »Naredi to, pa bomo omogocili héeri, da bo sla Studirat!« resno zarenci Zoja. Tresejo
se mu roke, trese se minibus. Kandidati spijo. »To ni pravi ¢as in kraj, da bi bil sebicen, si
Josip vrti Zojin govor, ko poljublja krizec za vratom. Minibus drvi ob cesti, tekmuje z reko. »To
ni pravi ¢as in kraj, da bi bil sebi¢en«, minibus se bliza bregu. »To ni pravi ¢as in kraj, da
bi bil sebi¢en, mora$ pomagati Saneli, kaj bo, ko te ve¢ ne bo«, minibus se prekopicuje po
vasSkem kamenju. Kandidati spijo. Josip se Se enkrat prekriza, minibus drvi, $e malo in kolesu
bo zmanjkalo ceste, §e malo in bo prepad, Se malo in bo ... konec. Minibus pada v globino, reka
ga Zalostno objame in pocasi, minuto za minuto, za¢ne naplavljati vse neusliSane zelje. Nastane
megla. Radio Ze oznanja nesreco. Na drugi strani sveta Sanela v spalni srajci skace pred televi-
zorjem: »Zadela sem, o, moj bog, zadela sem!« Zoja je drzala obljubo, Sofer se zdaj svetlika
med zvezdami, zvezde se svetlikajo na naslovkah revij. Naklada je poviSana, misija je uspela.
Nekaj zrtev gor ali dol. »Pa saj so hoteli biti slavni«, si misli Zoja. V pisarno stopi Sef. Miza
se zasSibi pod teZo bankovcev. »Super,« rece, »sploh tista novicka, da naj bi Slo za skupinski
samomor,« Zoja vdano pokima, pocoha psi¢ko. Sef jo votlo pogleda: »Kaj bo§ pa s tem?«
Zoja jo spet pocoha: »Saj ona ni ni¢ kriva«.
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Slip Road'

Vesna Hauschild. Slovenia

“You’ve completed the last stage of our con-
test,” blares the loudspeaker in the studio
lobby. “And the winners are...”

There’s a motionless hush as the con-
testants in Group A suck in air. “No, not you,
we’re afraid,” says the loudspeaker. “Your
group has not been accepted for our ‘“Why
Bother?’ reality show.”

The contestants are devastated. But
it’s always darkest just before dawn and our
troopers will have their fifteen minutes of
fame: the media corporation that owns the
television station that owns the transport
company that owns... long story short, the
contestants are awarded a consolation prize.
They’re safely boarded onto a minibus lit
with the sign Special Service.

Then it’s “Hi everyone, my name’s
Zoja and I’'m your guide today and we’re off
to Drama!” The contestants glance nervously
back and forth.

“Relax,” says Zoja, “Drama’s no thea-
tre, it’s just a spot past Oto¢ec where we’ll
stop for a picnic.” An air of relief settles over
the minibus.

Zoja distributes questionnaires. Q:
What would you be willing to do for fame?
All the contestants circle A: Anything.

“Don’t forget to sign it,” Zoja says, “be-
cause we’ll be drawing for prizes at the end.”
(So the company’s covered.) No suspicions
raised, the minibus heads slowly towards
its destination. Zoja hands out magazines.
“Compliments of our publishing house,” she

1. This edited version of the original translation was
made by Kymm Coveney, Joe Graham, Barnaby Noone
and Alfredo Zucchi between March and September of
2012.
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says, her boss’s voice still ringing in her ears.
(“Copies are piling up on the shelves! We’ve
got to find a way to beef up our readership!”)
The simpletons try to act smart, bickering
with one another like real fame junkies. After
an hour of this, it’s time to stop for a snack.

Slipping off the bus, Zoja calls the of-
fice. “What? It’s already gone to press?” A
wave of panic breaks over her. “But what if
I screw up? What did you write? Oh, at least
that’ll sell well,” she sighs.

She opens the cooler and gets the ban-
quet ready.

“Oh, you can almost taste those cakes!”
exclaim the passengers.

“Just follow the crumbs,” says Zoja in-
vitingly.

They line up in a flash and she starts to
serve them. High Heels fancies herself stroll-
ing down Hollywood Boulevard in her stilet-
tos but she’s watching her calories.

“Have some champagne, at least,” Zoja
suggests.

Candy’s dandy but liquor’s quicker.
High Heels gives in and Old Man Greblar
snatches her cake. He’s got it in his hands
when up runs a little girl, her face all flushed.
Behind her, to one side, there’s a woman
gasping for breath.

“My mum can’t — she can’t.” The child
makes a grab for the cake but Zoja stops her.

“I’m sorry,” she says, “just one per pas-
senger and you’ve had yours.”

“But her sugar’s dropped,” whimpers
the girl, “she’s going to faint!”

“Look, I’d give you mine if I had one,”
explains Zoja, “but unfortunately as your
guide I don’t.”
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And all the while, Old Man Greblar’s
cramming his mouth full of someone else’s
unhealthy treat. No one says anything. Deject-
edly, the girl walks away. Encijan studies the
wrapper. The label’s covering the list of ingre-
dients, and he, poor fellow, is allergic to gluten.
But he eats the cake anyway. It isn’t worth an-
tagonizing Zoja. She must be well connected.

Then the minibus sets out on its way
again. The champagne was not enough for
the driver. A small brown bottle pops out
from under his jacket. He takes a sip. He
can’t help it. Encijan waddles towards him.

“Can we stop? I feel sick.”

Oh, shit! Zoja thinks. This is going to
screw up everything! She starts to call for a
cab, but Encijan won’t allow himself to be
chased off. He just wants to throw up, and
then he wants to become famous. The thought
springs opportunely to his mind: Maybe
they 're filming us. Zoja feverishly takes stock:
he’s the only one who threw up the sedative.

“Toilet break!” she yells. Everyone
piles off the bus. Zoja sprints to the toilet,
yanks a plastic bottle out of her handbag,
pours in some powder and some more water.
She shakes it, then hurries over to Encijan.
He behaves himself and drinks it up.

“We’ll manage,” the driver mutters to
himself, “the wheels are starting to turn.”

The travellers are finally off again, Zoja
is relieved. We 've just got to make this work!
she thinks. She checks up and down the aisle.
The excitement has ebbed away, and most
of the candidates are out cold. They’re ap-
proaching Otocec. Zoja picks up a puppy
that’s sitting in Encijan’s lap and signals to
the driver to pull over.

“If anyone wakes up, just tell them
there’s some celebrity lined up for the picnic.”

And off she gets. The minibus’s fate is
sealed. Zoja stands there watching, the puppy
pushing away from her. It wants to go back to
its owner, but Zoja hugs it tight.
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“Everything’s going to be okay,” she
says, stroking it, and the puppy grins back be-
cause dogs are not people. The driver crosses
himself and pulls away from the curb. Zoja
texts the office: “They’re sleeping like an-
gels.” The tyres skid on the macadam where
it traces the river’s winding course.

“Why have you been hiding this from
us?” Zoja’s voice echoes in the driver’s head.
“Just as well we have doctors on the pay-
roll. How long have you got left, anyway? A
month or two?”

She knew he had come to Slovenia in
order to send money to his family. She knew
they would die, with or without his help. And
if he was going to die anyway, why not make
it worth the trouble?

“Just do it, and we’ll pay for your
daughter’s studies!” she’d snarled angrily.
His hands are trembling, the whole minibus
is trembling. The candidates are sleeping. In
Josip’s mind, Zoja’s words play themselves
over and over. This is neither the time nor the
place for selfishness. He kisses the cross that
hangs at his neck. The minibus flies along,
racing against the river. This is neither the
time nor the place. The riverbank is getting
closer. Neither the time nor the place. You've
got to help Sanela. What will become of her
when you re gone?

The minibus crosses the village, moving
steadily over the cobblestones. None of the
contestants stir. Josip crosses himself again as
the minibus hurtles onward. Just a little far-
ther and no more road left for the tyres. Just
a little bit farther and it will all be over. The
minibus is tipping into the abyss, the river
sadly embraces it, minute by minute all those
unfulfilled hopes washing up. A fog rises and
spreads. Already, the radio is reporting the ac-
cident. On the other side of the world, Sanela
jumps up and down in her nightgown.

“Oh my god!” she screams at the televi-
sion. “I hit the jackpot!”
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Zoja has kept her promise. The driver
now glitters among the stars, just as the stars
glitter on the covers of the magazine. Circu-
lation is on the rise, the mission was a suc-
cess. What difference do a few victims make?
They wanted to be famous, didn't they? Zoja
thinks. Her boss enters the office. The desk is
flooded with banknotes.
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“Great stuff,” he says. “Especially the
mass suicide angle.”

Zoja nods intently and pats the puppy.
Her boss looks at her pointedly:

“What are you going to do with that?”

Zoja goes on petting it.

“Well,” she says, “it wasn’t the puppy’s
fault, was it?”
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Ladies who travel East /Tunisky sviidce/

Katerina Horova. Ceska republika

Devils from Shell Go to Hell
(slogan na zdi ob¢anské zakladny v Lybii, 2. bfezna 2011)

,,Nikdy jsem se necitila krasné&jsi, nez kdyz jsem tii tydny v pousti mezi beduiny ani na chvilku
nevidéla zrcadlo,” ptfiznava mi v rozhovoru pro Cosmo moje uciteka bfi$nich tanct. Evana se
tiikrat rocné zbali a zmizi vegetit do egyptskych hor. Do mist, kam nejezdi uz ani dzipy, ale
musite pfesednout na velblouda a u mote se tam v kempu, ktery vypada jako jedna dievéna
budka, ohnisté a organizovany bordel na plazi, vali nezavisli traveleti pfiblizné za stovku denné.

,,Vloni mi mamka ptfenechala zajezd do pétihvézdové rezidence v Hurghadé. All inclu-
sive. KdyZz jsme s kdmoskou dorazily na recepci a vidély to otfesny divadlo pro turisty vCetné
unavenych velbloudl a vSudypfitomnych animéatorti, sbalily jsme druhy den rano krosny a misto
na schiizku s delegatkou ujizdély opét mezi beduiny. Recepéni v hotelu nejediiv zirali, kdyz
jsme se ptali po dzipu do hor. Pak ale ocenili, Ze chcem poznat opravdovy Zivot v jejich zemi.
Ostatni Cesi zas zirali, kdyZ jsme se tésné pred transferem na letisté ukazaly v mramorovém
lobby s krosnami, celé Spinavé a s perskymi koberci kolem ramen,” vypravéla mi mlada neza-
vislad Zena s jiskrou v oku. Celd kavarna plné vystresovanych tvafi, zatimco ona zéfila Stéstim.
To bylo v roce 2010 a uz tenkrat bylo zjevné, Ze se cosi chysta.

Pani Sammoudi jsem potkala také pii praci pro Cosmopolitan. Jako reportérka prestizniho
zenského magazinu kazdy mésic zoufale 1 naruzivé shanim piibehy zajimavych Zen. Jednou mi
takhle kamarad piedhodil kolegyni z prace.

,Danca si piivezla z dovolené Tunisana. Nedopadlo to dobfe. Malem ji zabil.” Jedina slast
novindfe. Kdyz vidi nosné téma, skoc¢i po ném. Jako lev.

Pfesto neCekam od setkani s Danielou nic zdzra¢ného, obcas se stane, Ze ma prace i cenny ¢as
pfijdou nazmar. Jenomze se pletu. Piib¢h o destruktivnim tunisko-ceském manzelstvi je zaroven
pribéhemnasvsech. Pfibéhemrevoluce, ktera nazac¢atku letosniho rokunavzdy zmeénila politickou
mapu svéta. Ohromujiciho vzepéti lidské touhy po svobodé, ktera nas spojuje v jedno lidstvo.

II

Ctvrtek, ptil $esté odpoledne. Cekam pied budovou nadnarodni spoleénosti O2. Davno pry¢ jsou
Casy, kdy jsem si zapomnéla vzit na rozhovor se znamou modni stylistkou tuzku i blok. Ona
upovidana dama se velmi divila, Ze si nedélam poznamky! Situaci zachranil az telefon, jez jsem
vydavala za diktafon. Po rozhovoru jsem state¢né utikala k po¢ita¢i. Dokud vSe nezapomenu.
,Dobry den,” tfesu si za chvili rukou se siln€jsi pohlednou blondynkou. Pani Sammoudi je
na antidepresivech a ja t€hotnd, takze si zalezeme do Coffee Heaven na poradné cokoladové dorty.
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,,Zvu vas na ucet svého §éfa,” pokusim se odlehdit atmosféru.

Daniela je ze mné totiz lehce nervozni. Nejtézsi ukol novinafe je svij protéjsek pii rozho-
voru uvolnit a naladit na spravnou vinu. Jinak na sebe maloco prozradi.

Casto se mi stava, Ze teprve po dvou hodinach, kdy koneéné odlozim tuzku, na sebe lidi
zacnou sypat zajimavé informace. Pied tim se kazdy vétSinou snazi udélat naoko dobry dojem.
Nebo se boji.

,»Tak jeden ¢okoladovy sen, vybira sympatacka nesméle.

Vypada inteligentné a hned na zaéatku se omlouva, ma pry dnes otfesné nehty, nebot’ ne-
stihla zajit na maniktru a sama si sundavala gelové drapky. Ukazuji ji své oteklé buitiky, aby se
ale pfesto ma slzy v ocich, kdyz ptinesou hnédou nadychanou nadheru a cokoladu s dvojitou
porci Slehacky. Misto jidla za¢ne vypravét.

,Na DZerbu jsem jezdila moc rada, kvtli mofi, mistnim a tak,” za¢ina a ja si piSu. Divam
se ji pii tom do o¢i. NevéFim, Ze se absolventka VSE zachovala tak naivné a nechala uhranout od
jednoho z mistnich ¢isnikd, ktefi ve snaze pojistit si letenku do Evropy uhani blond’ata dévcata
bazici po romantice.

,,Hned mé naptl Cesky, naptl slovensky a napil némecky zval na kafe, pomahal mi s
kufrem a odpfisahal, Ze se do mé zamiloval na prvni pohled.*

,»~Aha,” chapave kyvu. Na to mu snad neskocila. Je libo trochu romantiky vyménou za vi-
zum?

Mam védlejsak. Tlumo¢im tu a tam pro policii. Jednou jsem byla pozadana o delikatni
sluzbu. Petlumodit telefonat do Hurghady. Jednapadesatileta Ceska mé oslovila. Piitele si tam
nasla, sedmadvacetiletého ¢isnika. V jejich ocich jsme vidéli lasku, osudovost. Tak jsme volali.
Ani si nepamatoval jeji jméno. Jen opakoval, at mu posle prachy. Byl to docela trapas. Uhrala
jsem to na Spatny signal.

,,Abderrazakovi, nebo Abdulovi, jak na né&j spiklenecky volali kamaradi, jsem hned suse
oznamila, Ze jsem zadana. Jiskticky v jeho ¢ernych oéich okamzité pohasly,* pokracuje Danicla,
stk Cokoladu a jde vidli¢kou porazit dorta. Protoze se ji ale libilo jeho vypravéni o mistnich lidech
a o bratrovi, ktery se ozenil do Cech, parkrat si spolu vysli na plaz. Tenkrat netusila, Ze polovina
véci, které o sobé Abdul tvrdi, je lez. Napriklad prohlaSoval, Ze bratr studuje v USA. Jeho bratr
sice studoval americké dgjiny, ale v Tunisu. Hm. Pfizna¢né. Vzpomnéla jsem si na ¢isnika Ismai-
la, ktery na univerzité falSoval doklady, jen aby se dostal na staz do Francie. Na taxikare, ktery
neumél psat. Na recepcniho, ktery se stydél fict, Ze je Libanonec a tvrdil, ze je Ital. Na reliatu
Vychodu, ktera se probouzela. Na to, ze nebudu nikdy soudit lidi podle narodnosti.

,,V letadle zpatky jsem na Abdula hned zapomnéla, jenze on mi ptil roku vytrvale esemes-
koval a prozvanél. Taky mé obcas prozvangji taxikaii z dovolenkouvych destinaci. Pot¢si to.
Ale pro¢ vlastné?

Kdyz se pak Daniela rozesla s pritelem, tunisky donchuan se chopil Zivotni Sance.

,,Vratila jsem se na Dzerbu s maminkou a Abdul na nas ¢ekal v pozoru pted hotelem i s
celou svou rodinou, vzpomina Zena naproti me, v o€ich slzy.

,.Za skromny byt, kde zil s pfibuznymi, se stydél, takze si kvili mn¢€ na ¢trnact dni prona-
jal luxusni dim. Potencionalni tchyné nachystala pravé rybi hody. Citila jsem, Ze na mé hodla
ud¢lat dojem, ja ale jeho lasku neopétovala.*

Vse se zlomilo az ve chvili, kdyZ tunisky sviidce naplanoval romanticky vylet na pevninu.

IEMed.




KATERINA HOROVA

A SEA OF WORDS 4™ YEAR

,Ridila jsem ja, Abdul, atkoliv byl o &tyfi roky star$i, nemél fidi¢ak. Po naro¢né cesté mi
navrhl, at’ u ngj pfespim. Celou noc mé pozoroval a nézné objimal. Pravé takova péce a doteky,
aniz by mélo dojit k sexu, mi hrozné dlouho chybeély.*

Chapavé kyvam.

III

Léto, 1996, volejbalové hfiste v italském Bibione. Stydim se za své obCanstvi, protoze vSude
na trzich visi cedulky ,,Cesi, nekrat'te!“ a je vieobecné znamo, e nékteré intelektuprosté Cesky
chodi do postele s cizinci snad i za zmrzlinu. Tak se pfed italskymi kamarady pasuji na obyval-
telku Vidné. Po hie jdeme na kapucino.

,,N¢koho ti pfedstavime,” nadhodi zvesela moje kamaradka Antonella. V hotelu s ni pra-
cuje jeden Videnak.

,,Qriiss dich,* bafne na mé chlapec. Nerozumim mu ani pozdrav, slusny trapas. Nejhorsi
posezeni v kavarné v mém Zzivot¢!

Mrknu zpatky na rozrusenou Danielu, ktera se konec¢n¢ bez zabran rozpovida.

,,P0 odletu jsem v Praze vydrzela jen mésic a ptil a na Vanoce se vratila zpatky s kamarad-
kou. Abdul vystrojil stromeéek, ktery zjevné ukradl nékde v hotelu, pod néj naaranzoval dort s
prskavkami.

Tu noc se poprvé milovali a domluvili se, Ze kdyZ on nemiize do Cech, pfijede za nim
Daniela na ostrov jako delegatka.

,.Sice mi velkoryse nabizel, Ze m¢ uzivi, nechtéla jsem ale riskovat a byt na ném v cizim
prostiedi zavisla,” vzpomina Daniela na 1éto 2007 a ujistuje mé, Ze prace delegatky neni med,
ackoliv jeji plat pétkrat pfevysoval ptijmy drahého. Nekoneéné transfery z letisté do hoteld a
zpét, pohotovost Ctyfiadvacet hodin denné a neustalé feSeni stiznosti klientl na to, Ze slunce
sviti malo, Ze jim pii vecefi sousedé u vedlejsiho stolu snédli ryzi a v bufetu zddna nezbyla, ze
maji tvrdé polStare, ze je mistni prodejci oSidili na trhu pfi smlouvani. ..

,,Volno mas asi dva dny z mésice,” 1i¢i Daniela, kterou prace bavila i vyCerpavala. Zato s
partnerem se citila St'astna.

,,Jidlo 1 ndjem jsme platili napil, ob¢as vatil on, ob¢as ja. KdyZ jsem onemocnéla a dostala
horecky, celou noc nespal a otiral mé studenym hadiikem! Tohle jsem jesté s zadnym Cechem
nezazila! Jeho kolegové z hotelu se mi klanéli a zdravili m¢ madame Sammoudi. UZ tehdy ale
vyplouvaly na povrch dalsi p¥itelovy 17i. Provalilo se, Ze jeho bratr Vetef se sice do Cech oZenil,
ale zenu zahy opustil a naSel si pfitelkyni. Pak pfisla fe¢ na nasi svatbu.

Sleduji inteligentni Zenu naproti mé. Jak jeji roméanek dopadne? Po roce chtéla zpatky
domil. JenZe jinak neZ jako manzela si tmavooky suvenyr do Cech vzit sebou nemohla. Odletéla
tedy do Prahy zatidit dokumenty, po jejichZ podpisu se museli do deseti dnu vzit. Pfi§lo prvni
zklamani, Abdul mél pofidit Saty, ale nesehnal na né finance.

,» Tak jsem se vdavala v sukni a halence. Cestou na obfad ale prisla mnohem dé€sivéjsi rana.

Manzelovi volal na mobil z Cech Vetef, at’ se neZeni, jinak se okamzité zabije. Abdul
mu vynadal a telefon tipl. Nasledujici den pfipadl na posvatny svatek Aidek, jakousi tuniskou
obdobu Vanoc,* vysvétluje Daniela: ,,Rodina pfi ném zabiji ovci nebo kozla. Uprostied oslav
se tchyné najednou zacala svijet plaCem na zemi a rvat si vlasy z hlavy. Vetef totiz skute¢né
predchozi vecer v Praze skoncoval se zivotem. Lanem svézal svou pfitelkyni a ubodal ji a poté
se na tom lan¢ sam obésil z okna. Ve zpravach to vidél i muj otec.*
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V Tunisku lidé po smrti blizkého truchli jinak nez u nas. Nesméji se az do pohibu koupat,
stiihat, holit ani pfevlékat a smutek zahanéji sebeposkozovanim. Abdulova matka dva dny bre-
Cela, at’ syn neodjizdi do Evropy, nebo taky zemfte.

v

V televizi nad barem bézi zpravy. Tunisky prezident prchl ze zemé. Daniela se pta, jestli také
sleduji politickou situaci. Kdepak. Nevim tradi¢né nic, staram se jen o sviij chaby vydélek a o
par zalib. Jako vétsSina Evropand, ktefi zivofi v miru. Daniela mi doporucuje par knih a vysvét-
luje, Ze zemi jejiho ex ovlada chudoba a totalitni rezim navic je§t€¢ umocnény nabozenstvim.
Obcané se mohou do Evropy dostat jen jako studenti nebo tieba feditelé hoteld.

,,Nebo jako manzelé Evropanek, hotce dodava.

,,Onen tunisky prodava¢ ovoce, ktery to celé rozjel, se neupalil proto, ze by umi-
ral hlady, ale proto, ze ho ponizovalo uplacet darebné tGfedniky jenom proto, aby mohl d¢-
lat svoji praci,” pouc¢i mé jesté ma spolecnice. Za okny kavarny jako vzdy proudi vystre-
sované a ztrhané tvare z prace, zatimco svét uz nikdy nebude jako diiv. Uvazuji o tom, zda
si piisti rok zase se stddem Cechii vyrazim na levny last minute nékam do Hammametu.

\Y%

Léto 1972, Ceskoslovensko. Babi¢ka s dédou bali véci na dovolenou do Jugoslavie. Povoleni
vycestovat vyfizovali devét méesicl. Auto je narvané k prasknuti. Na stiese triini lod’, moje dese-
tiletd mama a jeji bracha se t¢si, ze poprvé uvidi mote. Na hranicich se objevi problém.

,Popojed’te prosim kousek stranou,* naviguje dédu celnik.

Rad by zkontroloval vnitfek vozu. Pod sedackou pak naléza dédiv univerzitni diplom,
srolované bankovky odhali v padlu lodi.

Déti se tvari nechapavé, kdyz z kose na jidlo celnik lovi porcelan. Rodi¢e maji v tvari
hriizu. Pokus emigrovat se nezdafil. Proto nejsem Americanka.

,,Abdul zkusil §tésti v jednom hotelu jako ¢isnik, coz se zdalo jako idealni zptisob, aby se
naucil dobfe ¢esky. Bohuzel se ale naucil hlavné pit zelenou a pivo,* piSu si.

,,Asi po mésici se s kamarady z prace opil a domt pfiSel az v ptl sedmé rano. V devét jsem
ho budila, ze musi vstavat, ale drahy tipl budik, vypnul mobil a tvrdil mi, Ze si vzal volno. Kdyz
ale v Sest vecer zapnul telefon, zavalily ho textovky od $éfa a Abdul mé prosil, at’ do hotelu za-
voldm a omluvim ho. Vymyslela jsem si, Ze jsme cestou z Prahy pichli pneumatiku, ale manazer
mi nevétil ani slovo,” vzpomind mlada Zena se rty od ¢okolady. Abdul se uz do prace nevratil.
A dalsi si nehledal. Pry kvuli rasismu.

,,Ve skute¢nosti mu ale vyhovovalo, Ze ho zivim a zije si v blahobytu. Na pracku a lednici
by doma Setfil roky, u mé mél vSechno. Nakonec chodil do hospody ¢astéji nez domu. Jednou
na mé jecel, Ze si uz nikdy nenajdu chlapa, ktery mé bude milovat jako on. Pak na mé tval, ze
uz si nikdy nenajdu zddného chlapa. Jednou na me cesky tval, Ze mé proda jako kurvu. Sousedi
grilovali na zahrad¢, slusny trapas!* Neni ale nikdy tak zle, aby vdm osud nenadélil alesponi
jednu sladkou nadéji.

,»Na Vanoce si manzel ptj¢il od mé mamy tisicovku, aby mi mohl koupit darek, penize
ale propil. KdyZ se na Hod bozi vratil domu az k ranu, prorazil sklenéné dveie do koupelny a se
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sttepem v ruce fval, Ze m¢ zabije. Nastésti v opilosti nezvladl koordinovat pohyby. Na pomoc
mi pfisel otec, ktery Zije v pfizemi naseho rodinného domku. Je to dvoumetrovy byvaly hornik,
a tak jsem cekala, ze se strhne bitka. Téta ale Abdula ptatelsky poplacal po rameni a povida:
,Tady si, kdmo, lehni a spi,” a na mé vyjel: ,Si Gplné blba? Pro¢ ho v tomhle stavu provokujes?’
Timhle chytrym pfistupem mi mozna zachranil zivot,” 1i¢i Daniela.

Po svatcich sehnala levny jednosmérny let na Dzerbu a piesvédcila choté, aby se podival
domii. Jezdil tam rad, vzdycky se naparoval, jak se ma v Cechach dobie.

,,Hned po priletu volal a sliboval, ze se zméni. Pry ho v Evropé posedl démon. Dé-
mon alkohol. Spoléhal, ze mu zaplatim cestu zpatky do Prahy, ale nestalo se. Uz se nevra-
til. Nemél penize na letenku, a kdyby se pfesto objevil na hranicich, celnici by ho na nase
uzemi nepustili,” kulminuje ptibéh i ma pracovni doba. Reportér je jen tak dobry, jako je-
ho posledni ¢lanek. Je to pfesné rok, co Danicla Abdula nevidéla. Na cizinecké policii,
kam §la v zoufalstvi vypovidat, aby méla v pfipad¢ dalSich stietd dikazy, ji policisté slibili,
ze povoleni k pobytu, které manzelovi zrovna dikybohu koncilo, mu uz nikdy neprodlouzi.

VI

Kdyz jedu po ¢tyfech hodinach vycerpana MHD domt a raduji se, Ze jsem nikdy neposunula
prazdninové flirty s egyptskymi ¢isniky dal, Daniela mi vola a tfese se ji hlas. Listovala si v
zatijovém Cosmopolitanu, ktery jsem ji pfinesla jako darek, a nasla rozhovor s mistrem v kultu-
ristice. Sportovec zacal ostfe trénovat az poté, co mu zavrazdili manzelku.

To s ni si zacal Vetef, bratr Abdula, to ji tenkrat v den snatku ubodal! V ¢lanku tato in-
formace chybi. Jediné, co kulturista byl ochotny kolegyni vyzradit, bylo, Ze manzelku zabil
blaznivy zhrzeny milenec. Daniela ale podle jména pfibeh poznava.

Svét je stale mensi. Dal$i mésice mé na webu New York Times uhranou fotografie nabité
touhou po svobod¢ a vtipnymi slogany jako napiiklad ,,Guys from Shell Go to Hell.” Lidé tam
nékde ted” bojuji za svobodu. Cmaraji na zdi hesla, jaka jsme v Praze vyvolavali v roce 1989 i
my. Na mysl mi vyvstane vzpominka, kdyZ jsme v roce 1990 s mamou jely autobusem do Svéd-
ska. Pfed vstupem na trajekt si nas$ autobus celnici odstavili stranou. Stali jsme v fad¢ se svymi
kufry a potupné ukazovali viechno, co vezeme. Ceské ob&anstvi mélo pachut’ ¢ehosi nezadou-
ciho. Casy se ale méni. Revoluce se nepta a kona. Néco bude. Casto sice do¢asné horsi neZ to,
proti ¢emu revoluce vypukla, ale bude to jiné nez predtim. Cas vase rany zahoji.
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Ladies Who Travel East, or the Tunisian Seducer

Katetina Horova. Czech Republic

Devils from Shell Go to Hell
(A slogan written on the wall of
a civilian base in Libya, March 2nd, 2011)

“I never felt more beautiful than when I spent
three weeks among the Bedouins in the desert
and did not see a mirror even for a moment.”
This is what my belly dancing teacher told
me during my interview with her for Cosmo.
Three times a year, Evana packs up her things
and flies away to spend some time vegetat-
ing in the mountains of Egypt. She travels
to places where not even jeeps will go; that
is, places where you have to travel by cam-
el, places where independent travellers lie
around in seaside camps that look like noth-
ing but a combination of a wooden shack, a
campfire and an organized mess of things on
a beach for 100 Czech Crowns per day.
“Last year, my mum let me have her
trip to a five-star residence in Hurghada.
All-inclusive. But when me and my friend
got to the reception and saw that horrible
show they put on for tourists, including tired
camels and animators who were all over the
place, we just knew that we couldn’t stay
there. The very next morning, we loaded up
our backpacks, and instead of meeting with a
delegate, like we were supposed to, we were
driving away to live among the Bedouins yet
again. At first, the hotel receptionists stared at
us as if we were crazy when we asked about
getting a jeep for travelling to the mountains.
But after hearing us out, they actually said
that it’s good that we want to see what life
in their country is really like. However, that

did not stop the other Czechs from giving us
strange looks when, just before the transfer
to the airport, we showed up in the hotel’s
marble lobby with backpacks, Persian car-
pets over our shoulders and dirt all over us.”

As the young, independent woman told
me these things, she had a sparkle in her eye.
The entire cafe was full of stressed out faces
while she was just glowing with joy. That was
in 2010, and it was already evident that some
dramatic turn of events was in the works.

I also met Mrs Sammoudi while work-
ing for Cosmopolitan. As a reporter for a
prestigious women’s magazine, I am always
desperately and passionately searching for
stories of interesting women. One day, a
friend of mine told me about his colleague
from work, saying that she would make a
good story. His exact words were: “Danca
came back from her vacation with a Tuni-
sian husband, but it definitely wasn’t a match
made in heaven. In fact, the guy tried to kill
her.” This was one of those moments in my
career when [ felt that sense of sheer bliss that
every reporter feels when she sees an obvious
story. When she sees such a story, she jumps
on it without thinking twice. Like a lion.

But still, I did not expect anything mirac-
ulous from my meeting with Daniela. Some-
times it happens that all my work and all the
valuable time that I put into it come to nothing.
But here I was wrong. The story of this destruc-
tive Czech-Tunisian marriage is the story of us
all. It is the story of the revolution that, at the
beginning of this year, forever changed the po-
litical map of the world, and of an overwhelm-
ing uprising of the human desire for freedom
which connects all of us into one human race.
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Thursday, 5.30 pm. I am waiting in front of
a building of the multinational company O2.
Long gone are the times when I forgot to take
a pencil and a pad to an interview with a fa-
mous fashion stylist. That extremely talka-
tive lady was actually surprised that I was
not taking notes! I only managed to save my
credibility by acting as if my mobile phone
were a Dictaphone. Needless to say, after the
interview, I bravely ran to my computer as
fast as I could to write down all that I remem-
bered before I would forget it.

Soon, I am shaking hands with a mildly
overweight but still attractive blonde.

Mrs Sammoudi is on antidepressants,
and I am pregnant, so we decide to conduct
our interview over some very good chocolate
cake from Coffee Heaven.

I am trying to lighten up the atmosphere
by saying, “Eat all you want. My boss will
pay the bill.”

This is because Daniela appears to be
slightly nervous in my presence. The hard-
est task for any reporter is to loosen the in-
terviewee up and get them into a reasonably
good mood. But besides her nervousness, she
reveals very little about herself. But it often
happens that after a two-hour interview is
over, the interviewee really starts to tell me
interesting things. This is because it is usu-
ally the case that, while the interview is ac-
tually being conducted, the interviewee tries
to make the best possible impression. Either
that or they are scared.

My likable companion timidly orders a
Chocolate Dream.

She looks intelligent. Right at the be-
ginning of our interview, she is apologizing
for the horrible state of her nails because she
did not have time to go to the manicurist and
also had to take her gel nails off by herself.
To calm her down, I show her my swollen
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fingers, which resemble fat little sausages,
and joke about how I might have to go to
the bathroom to throw up a few times during
the interview. She is now more comfortable,
but she still has tears in her eyes when the
waitress brings her a lovely, brown airy cake
and hot chocolate with a double helping of
whipped cream. Instead of eating, she simply
starts to tell me her story while I quickly be-
gin to jot down notes.

“I always liked to go to Jerba because of
the sea, the locals, and stuff like that.” While
she speaks, I am looking into her eyes. I can’t
believe that a graduate of the Prague College
of Economics could have been so naive as to
start something with a Jerban waiter. Jerba is
just full of waiters who chase after romantic
blonde girls from Europe in an effort to travel
there for free.

“Right when we met, he was already
talking to me in a mix of Czech, Slovak and
German and asking me to go have coffee
with him. He was helping me with my suit-
case and swearing to me that he fell in love
with me at first sight.”

I say “aha” and nod understandingly.
Surely she didn’t fall for that old trick. Would
you like a little bit of romance in exchange
for a visa?

I actually have a second job as an inter-
preter for the police. One of my assignments
for this job was a very delicate service for a
51-year-old Czech woman. In Hurghada, she
found herself a boyfriend — a 27-year-old
waiter. She needed me to interpret a phone
conversation between them. We saw love and
fatefulness in her eyes, and so we tried call-
ing him, but he did not even remember her
name. He just kept repeating that he wants
her to send him money. It was a painful and
embarrassing situation. I got out of it by say-
ing that the mobile phone signal was bad.

“Without much emotion, I just told Ab-
derazzak, or Abdul, as his friends liked to call
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him, that I was taken, and this automatically
made him lose the spark in his black eyes.”
By now, Daniela is slurping her hot chocolate
and getting ready to kill her cake with her fork.
Even though Daniela rejected Abdul, she liked
the way he talked to her about the locals and
also about his brother, who married a Czech
woman and moved back to the Czech Repub-
lic with her. Thus, Abdul and Daniela went to
the beach together a few times. Back then, she
did not realize that about half of the things Ab-
dul said about himself were lies. For example,
he said that another brother of his was study-
ing in the US. While it was true that his brother
was studying American history, he was actu-
ally studying it in Tunisia. Hmmm, typical.

I remember a waiter called Ismail, who
falsified his identification documents in col-
lege just so that he could get an internship
in France; a taxi driver who could not write;
a receptionist who claimed to be Italian be-
cause he was ashamed of being Lebanese; the
reality of an East that is just waking up; my
promise to never judge people according to
their nationalities.

“On the flight back home, I forgot about
Abdul right away, but he evidently did not for-
get about me, since over the next six months
he kept texting and calling me repeatedly.”

Taxi drivers from the places I’ve been
on holiday sometimes call me up too. It flat-
ters me. But why exactly do they do that?

When Daniela broke up with her boy-
friend, that Tunisian Don Juan quickly grabbed
the great opportunity that presented itself to
him.

“I came back to Jerba with my mother.
When we got to our hotel, Abdul was wait-
ing there with his entire family, looking very
upright and attentive.” As the woman before
me remembers these things, she has tears in
her eyes. “Abdul was ashamed of his fam-
ily’s apartment. It was actually pretty hum-
ble. And so, because of me, he rented a big
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luxurious house for two weeks. My potential
mother-in-law prepared a proper fish feast for
the occasion. I saw how he was trying hard to
impress me, but the problem was that I did
not feel the same way about him.”

But this soon changed when the Tuni-
sian seducer asked her to join him on a ro-
mantic trip to the mainland.

“During the trip, I drove. Even though
Abdul was four years older than me, he did
not have a driver’s license. After our difficult
journey, he asked if I would like to spend the
night with him. All night long, he just ten-
derly held me close to his body and looked
at me. We did not have sex that night, but his
caresses and the feeling that someone was
taking care of me were precisely what I had
been missing since my breakup.”

I nod understandingly.

I

Summer, 1996, a volleyball field in the Italian
city Bibione. I am ashamed of my nationality
because the markets are full of signs saying
“Czechs, don’t steal!”, and it is also a general-
ly known fact that some intellectually deficient
Czech women will go to bed with a foreigner
for as little as an ice-cream cone. Thus, in front
of my new Italian friends, I am trying to pass
myself off as a resident of Vienna. After our
volleyball game, we go to get a cappuccino.

My friend Antonella cheerfully offers
to introduce me to someone. You can imag-
ine my shock when I find out that this person
is a real guy from Vienna who works with her
at the hotel.

Right when I meet him, he barks out
“QGriis dich” at me. I don’t even understand his
greeting, and so I’ve put my foot in it, and it is
the worst coffee shop conversation of my life.

I glance back to the agitated Daniela,
who is finally starting to speak without inhi-
bitions and really say what’s on her mind.
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“After I got back to Prague, I only spent
a month and a half there because I soon came
back to Tunisia for Christmas with a friend
of mine. Abdul decorated a Christmas tree
for us, although it was evident that he stole
it from some hotel. He put a cake with spar-
klers under it.”

That night, Abdul and Daniela made
love for the first time. They agreed that if Ab-
dul could not go to the Czech Republic, Dan-
iela would come to his island as a delegate.

“Although Abdul kindly offered to fi-
nancially support me, I did not want to risk
becoming dependent on him in a foreign
country.” Daniela really did move there as a
delegate in the summer of 2007. She assures
me that working as a delegate was no easy
ride, but her wages were five times higher
than those of her significant other.

The work was demanding — unending
transfers from airports to hotels and back;
being ready and available to take action 24
hours a day; constantly dealing with clients’
complaints about the sun not shining enough,
about how during dinner the people at the
next table ate all their rice when there was no
rice left on the buffet table, about how their
pillows are hard, about how a seller at the lo-
cal marketplace ripped them off when they
haggled over the price with him, and so on.

Daniela says that she only had about
two free days per month and that while she
enjoyed the work, it exhausted her. But she
felt happy with her partner.

“We equally shared the costs of food
and the rent. Sometimes he cooked, and
sometimes I did. When I came down with a
fever, he stayed up all night to wipe my face
with a cold towel! I never had a Czech man
do that for me! His colleagues from the ho-
tel bowed down before me and called me
“Madame Sammoud”. But even then, I saw
that my boyfriend still sometimes lied to me.
For example, I eventually heard that while his
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brother Vetef really did marry a Czech girl
and move to the Czech Republic with her, he
soon left her and found himself a girlfriend.
But still, eventually, me and Abdul started to
discuss our own wedding.”

I am looking at the intelligent woman
in front of me. How will her romance end?
After a year in Jerba, she wanted to go back
home. But the only way she could take a
dark-eyed Tunisian home with her was by
marrying him. So she flew back to Prague to
take care of the necessary documents. After
signing them, she had to get married within
the next ten days. But her first disappoint-
ment in Abdul came when he was supposed
to buy her wedding dress but could not do so
because he could not get together a sufficient
amount of money.

“So I got married in a blouse and a
skirt. But something even more horrible oc-
curred on our way to the marriage ceremony.
Abdul got a call on his mobile phone from
Vetef in the Czech Republic. Vetef told him
not to get married, and that if he still went
through with the wedding, he would kill him-
self. Abdul would not stand for this, and so
he just told Vetef off and hung up on him.
The next day was the sacred holiday Aidek,
which is like a Tunisian version of Christ-
mas. When celebrating Aidek, a family usu-
ally slaughters a sheep or a goat and then has
a feast. That is what Abdul’s family was do-
ing when, suddenly, my mother-in-law fell to
the floor and started to writhe, cry and tear
out her hair. She just learned that during the
previous evening, Vetef took his own life in
Prague. He tied up his girlfriend with a rope
and stabbed her with a knife until she was
dead. Then he took the same rope and hung
himself from a window with it. The incident
made it to the news. Even my father saw it.”

In Tunisia, after someone dies, their
close friends and relatives mourn differently
than people here in the Czech Republic. Until
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the funeral, they are not allowed to bathe, cut
their hair, shave or change clothes. They also
try to chase the sadness away by physically
hurting themselves. For two days, Abdul’s
mother cried and begged him not to go to Eu-
rope, or else he would die too.

v

On the television above the bar, the news is
on. The Tunisian president escaped from the
country. Daniela asks me if I follow the polit-
ical situation there. Not at all. I usually don’t
know anything about stuff like that. I only
care about my very limited wages and a few
likes and hobbies, like most Europeans who
are struggling to make a living under condi-
tions of peace. Daniela recommends to me a
couple of books on the subject. She explains
to me that her ex’s homeland is ruled by both
poverty and a totalitarian regime whose au-
thority is strengthened by its connections to
the local religion. Also, citizens of Tunisia
can come to Europe only as college students
or directors of hotels...

“..or as husbands of European wom-
en,” she adds bitterly.

My companion teaches me some more
about the situation: “That Tunisian fruit ven-
dor who started it all did not set himself on
fire because he was dying of hunger, but be-
cause he felt degraded when he had to bribe
corrupt officials just so that they would let
him do his job.”

From the window of the cafe, I see
how the strained and stressed faces, prob-
ably on their way home from work, quickly
move by just as they always do, even though
the world just changed, and it will never be
the same.

I wonder how I’ll spend my holiday
next year. Will I once again join a large group
of Czechs for a cheap last minute trip to
Hammamet?
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A%

Summer 1972, Czechoslovakia. Grandma
and grandpa are packing for their family holi-
day in Yugoslavia. They spent nine months
dealing with government officials just to get
a permit to leave the country. Their car is
filled to the point of bursting. A canoe sits on
the roof like a throne. My 10-year-old mother
and her brother are looking forward to seeing
the ocean for the very first time. But at the
border, they run into a problem.

A customs officer asks my grandfather
to move his car a bit to the side. He wants
to inspect the car’s interior. Under one of the
seats, he finds my grandfather’s university
diploma. He also discovers some rolled up
bank notes in one of the paddles of the canoe.
The kids look puzzled as the officer is pulling
porcelain from out of a food basket. Mean-
while, their parents’ faces are full of fear.
This attempt to emigrate did not succeed. If it
did, I would be an American today.

“When we settled down in the Czech
Republic, Abdul tried working as a waiter at
a hotel. It seemed like the perfect way for him
to learn Czech. But sad to say, it mainly just
taught him to drink beer and green mint lig-
uor.” I am taking all this down.

“After about a month, he got drunk
with his friends from work and came home at
6.30 in the morning. At nine, I was trying to
wake him up, but he just turned off the alarm
clock, turned off his phone, and told me that
he took the day off. But when he turned his
phone on again at six in the evening, it was
full of angry text messages from his boss.
Abdul begged me to call the hotel and ex-
cuse him. I did that, and I told the manager
that Abdul could not come to work that day
because we had a flat tyre while outside of
Prague, but the manager would not believe a
word I said.” As the young woman remem-
bers these things, her lips are smeared with
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chocolate. As could be expected, Abdul did
not return to his job, and he did not try to find
another one either. He said that it would be
pointless because Czechs are racist.

“But the reality of the situation was that
he was enjoying a life of luxury, by Tunisian
standards, and did not even have to work
because I made enough money to support
us both. In his homeland, he would have to
scrimp and save for years just to buy a wash-
ing machine and a refrigerator. With me, he
had all that and more. But he spent all that
free time drinking, and it eventually got so
bad that he spent more time at the pub than
at home. We naturally fought because of this,
and during one of our fights, he shouted at
me that I should show more appreciation for
him because I would never find a man who
would love me as much as he does. Another
time, he yelled at me that I would never find
another man at all. And then there was that
other time when he screamed at me in Czech
that he would sell me as a whore. That was
just when our neighbours were having a bar-
becue in the garden, so you can imagine how
humiliated I felt.”

But things are never so bad that fate
could not give a person at least one sweet ray
of hope.

“When it was getting close to Christ-
mas, my husband borrowed a thousand
crowns from my mum, saying that he needed
some money to get me a Christmas present.
But he just spent it all at the pub over the hol-
idays. But the biggest turn of events came on
Christmas Day, when he finally came home
in the morning acting drunk and crazy. In this
mood of his, he smashed through the glass
door leading to the bathroom. With a shard
of glass stuck in his hand, he started scream-
ing that he would kill me and he even swung
at me a few times. Luckily for me, though,
he could not coordinate his movements well
when he was drunk. My dad lives on the first
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floor of our family house, and so he came to
help me when he heard all the noise. He is a
former miner, two metres tall, and I thought
that it would end with them fighting each oth-
er. But my dad did not react violently. He just
tapped Abdul on the shoulder in a friendly
way and said, “Calm down, buddy, and go to
bed. You’ll feel better after sleeping a bit.”
And sure enough, he did succeed in calming
Abdul down. Although my dad also scolded
me for provoking Abdul when he was drunk
out of his mind, he probably saved my life
that morning.”

After the holidays, Daniela convinced
Abdul to go back home to see his friends and
family and even found an inexpensive one
way flight to Jerba for him. He liked to go
there. During his previous visits, he always
bragged about how good his life in the Czech
Republic was.

“After arriving in Jerba, he called me
up and promised that he would change. He
said that the problem was that in Europe he
was possessed by a demon, the demon called
alcohol. He expected that I would pay for his
flight back to the Czech Republic, but that
did not happen. And so he never came back.
He did not have enough money for the flight
back, and even if he did return, the customs
officials would not let him enter the country
because his residence permit expired.” That
is the culmination of both the story and my
working hours. A reporter is only as good
as her last story. It is now exactly one year
since Daniela last saw Abdul. In her despera-
tion, she went to the Foreign Police to dis-
cuss her problems with him and also so that
their records of the conversation could be
used as evidence in case any further violent
confrontations with him took place. Luckily
for her, though, at the time of her visit, her
husband’s residence permit just expired, and
so the police just promised that they would
never extend it.
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VI

After the four-hour interview, I am taking
the tram home and feeling glad that I never
took my holiday time flings with Egyptian
waiters to a more serious level. But sud-
denly, my mobile phone rings. It is Daniela
and her voice is shaking. She was looking
through the September issue of Cosmo-
politan, which I brought her as a small gift,
when she came across an interview with a
bodybuilding champion. It said that he truly
started to exercise a lot only after his wife
was murdered. But Daniela recognized
some of the names and saw that it was Vetef,
Abdul’s brother, who killed the woman! She
was the girlfriend he stabbed to death just
before killing himself on Daniela and Ab-
dul’s wedding day! But this piece of infor-
mation is missing from the article. The only
detail the bodybuilder was willing to reveal
about the matter to my colleague is that his
wife was killed by a heartbroken lover after
she tried to end the affair.
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The world is constantly getting smaller. In
the following months, I am looking at the web
site of the New York Times and I’'m entranced
by photos that are filled with the desire for free-
dom and humorous slogans like “Guys from
Shell Go to Hell.” Somewhere in those distant
places, people are fighting for freedom at this
very moment. The slogans they are scrawling
on the walls are similar to the ones we chanted
in 1989. Just then I remember how my mum
and I took a bus to Sweden in 1990. Before we
could get on the ferryboat, the customs officials
took our bus to the side and made us all stand
in a line and suffer the humiliation of showing
absolutely everything that we were carrying.
A Czech citizenship had connotations of being
something that was at least vaguely unpleasant
all over the world. But times are changing.
A revolution does not ask. It just acts. Some-
thing will happen. Often the new situation is
worse than what the revolution fought against
— at least temporarily. But the new situation will
still be better than what came before. Time will
heal all your wounds.

IEMed.




A SEA OF WORDS 4™ YEAR
- & Y
b Alsa

4 g O)S Glwa) dasa

reeal) (ool ol Jsrdie JSU e AL e 5 lala ALY
Jas Jla eliall Juadia aae sl b Y L AL
rsilln g ol iy
95 3aa Al cpl
il Al g JaSy A8 jall & 43S i el Y
lcas sl Y 3 s ol
3gnd oLiall dayg coliall & ylan a8 clal G Al Ji g cdiaill Lo (g il caadl
Al o) JaSi
(i leagd aodaind ¥ SIS (00l ol Gia 3es Ay Ll caad
SISV 8 S (e Fign 98 50 g e (85 s
s oS5 3l 3 a5 jen
(gova e anl ) pary Al B e pdivg
Caaall (I lee g ppens 15381 s pad) (el e (il els sl
¢Cas 5 S5 1€ andl )

JS (Jlay Aaa )l Jans 558 Aelal) b iy slad g caslell dian 3 S
daxy agie aaly laa (ke ad jedae S (Gaany dish S agie sl
e 5 e G IS L

ALY S oyl

95y goall 23 Al (1A (oS Satil pa 1LY

IEMed.



MunamMAaD IsHaN KaaD

A SEA OF WORDS 4™ YEAR

o I

lin e e aa gaaliy Lo 1LY

Ladic ua_)‘}“néc cﬁ}s‘b.u'l_)u.lo MﬁM_MJbHY\ D ey d\_"._)l'l .J;'v ‘al.iﬂ
b};um_)qb\m)@ua.m'lwu;}sl TS n._u'n_)

S0 5 jlac 5 yrans (5 1558 gy G )
1oy (pa Ol aaf agie aal g clual o5 aal 3 Al

¢ yraws il Y

Ul e gac Y

AV 53 T s e (S

) Su aznals QlUall GLE cllall oy Ll L
) R k D » 3

Ja Lagr clusald claliy ol et L o) amsy Jlee disla las 5 spens
22 Ghay Y Al Gy WL W A s S Ly (Y
Al

Sl (paal g alee b s e yaall s
S ela, L dla 7 i0aY) oy

S jpaall | sadag

AalS S ae b jea () ja el CuiS

K;@_\EM‘L&U igLM‘LL‘I.AJ_sL\Sﬁ;ghj LLJ;YII lﬂ.@a_s Mlsﬁﬁ;
NSE D

e o3 oA 5 5 Baal 5 Ay jall Jsall caalial cilalaial 5 ) i callail 5 58 i
U.u\.ﬁ'l L.rL"‘“" _\sj sLm.Ll ‘_f“ t_il_m\a.\;'}“ Y dLQ.IJ'I dl..u;'luc. ;ua;.‘.',)\s. ]L_u.‘.
LJAY'; b)ea_.‘l d.m L}"‘ ;‘d—..‘l:' JJLAAH .\L&.Lm}”_s .‘.';.\.\.\u‘}“ LJ" Lk:_i.:.

IEMed.

96



MunamMAaD IsHaN KaaD

A SEA OF WORDS 4™ YEAR

S oY Gl s s Cman ST 8 gallg ae galla Ul QLYY asl
Ol <l jls D 3 5 ¢ eV allaioal sall g ae Can a Lialel e Ao e caalig
Usla i sall

$Chany 13 a4 ) ol

i&.mJM‘J\J;LA::\J}ﬂlWJMQUMQJﬁAjMJ‘.}AJ}Ji

& szl S Bind a1 T s
Ll dal e alaill oshilil) leally )l lgeall dlli o L S )l
e Al alaall sda gl ala s Al b (e Lela A <8y a8 da) S
oAl ds S o el
Qih}'g&ﬂ@S;}gY?dﬂﬁ@gihygsqqs_?)g\mwmmaﬁs
oot Dlad faall (B yai Y Al Bl pll Bl JUlaY) delad o Ja el Sg
L

Y lagie Claglaa Y ol B3 jlae g e Jlie) e e 38 ¢ gl Coialia 4
4Gl il jaladll sy eadl Gulallil) 8 e kel sl 4] LegilSa (o (n
a0 A5l Jals Jsadi Gl 8 5l ccilaent ¥ Al 3 Aumds slall 4 pally
o b2y L i 35 daalall b Claeadl) (mey o slil dmub e 4 s 8

YY) jan

O gl YL Adadll daalal) & 40200 5 ) 5 alal aliaie) (5 (MUl asd) 3
NENEEY) (o 2 30 e 858 aliaie W elgd) a3 (pliindl)

(glly Glo GBI Band (V) (b las 5 saen 0 I DAY 50 JalS & g
Aaaa gl € oyl
I3 i Ul cmeigti
¢ Al li o s

___wwuoﬂ‘gtan‘;JM\}eg“ﬁi,Jm ﬁi@@s

IEMed.




MunamMAaD IsHaN KaaD

A SEA OF WORDS 4™ YEAR

13 € aslaal) (1Y)

Lz,,_'mg__ﬁ.bjju.:. _3.1'! GIQJAASJIEMJ:__I?_,‘.}“ -‘)&MJJ‘.ACML__L};&.}

oy ALA ulad) GaY) g 8 ) pl sy Sl pey Axe 3Y
Wleas Lovie 4ne caad Jeilly ¥ 5V e zI8Y) 4k b S ¢ il
oAl Gty ol Ll diaal) 8 g pdll il

QUITLNN R DY [ VPR N P L ) IV S WU
Lagdld o (3 5am L gl € paam g e (il oS S0 Al (2 b 1 lee ol
& AL Llacay an 1 8AS Y i jall )
Jaul b s S0 o aedl aSaai s Sline agal AL (ams () saans 8 1 yrans sl
A Ay el Gl el LS Lagh agalust (1 jpes sl L Y ig Sl G
nad S Ua Udie aghamind (pmd @il fiabgll saagll s gl
Slad 13l lalay Y Lagd clidal 3 o pgs) 11FLegin 53 | sauad ; liaall
OSaa i saie SAS AT 138 g ) G
IS AU G SOV Calad 13la alas sl €apaal) 5 s |y Lialis e ;s
ey Jlee A8 4 da
AL g g Sl ) IS i o g Lavie tp )
Aelon U ) slindi T3 Jomnus 13La (5 55 i gus 25348 canimiy Jlidial

Qsigj‘auﬂumg;‘;sﬁsmq@J_\_Aiﬁlasm‘w@gwﬁgds‘
all 13 e Cadi (g Ll agie

C_;_);Jb_)‘a Li_).:.:.i L e g _)LA.C Jl.ﬁo';d.cel_jlulu_g r.uagai.“ P elua
Jel?ﬂspds‘w\lﬁqu@ﬁgjs};j@i&ms‘Q;..Jlg.odma?'.
dal (e S 23e S My paw G ) Ula s Cpasend) dfinn B3 gm0 7 8 (6

e (b cuadll Lyl (Ui 28 4, 3l

$ o € e sl cllia 13l ;o

IEMed.



MunamMAaD IsHaN KaaD

A SEA OF WORDS 4™ YEAR

Aana s oY gL | glad 13l ki)

st._u..\.l:m J@J‘_Aﬁa!ﬁjhcjwwdsmiﬂj GJYJ‘\.“@_){: ‘5“ Liallas)
Ly‘hduuﬁ&iﬂl)u_ud}huumuﬁ‘)la‘ﬁ'. su,.‘.:é'uasw)sua'u (o Lagga s
d.n.-ui ;uljud}gmm(u/wiéw‘_fh;:1.1_)«5]\.1‘__3_);."1&_\].&.)\5
d'!d}a:.d'lundﬁ"e'l.c-_)J@EJMPQJLAG‘)jl;SS‘aJdl&J:\‘:‘c‘Cg‘JLMSA

Caall 13gd (g taﬁll‘);_‘g Jaad

NVoa aalg e €I &) ST At i paiadg dsall sl )

Ol

OS5 e 23 (e Caad Y Al il el ) caadl g 8 ea 230 o o S Ll
RET I P BSRUPT

M‘EM&PI GEJJLEY_WJ e 3 ) g g Azaall ‘3_9:1&25513»:1
allal) (e cuhall HIS5 a8 el aaall ) Ll s3all oY) Sals S
;.u:l laj_g ‘?Lc' dSa:u KV uls ¢dic Q)Su]'l pc g ‘a.‘U:j'l da (!,'j i._ﬂ_;i_,]'. L'_I_;ll‘jj
sleiil )by slad oo Jady OIS LS Asal) G ) culadl) €0 ol iy £
L i;.\.\_s su..!l..a.nj] laln.l.n ca.m.\w _).\S‘I v _)451 &) T Qg Zua okl
Osly pd 5 canniall alal dalid) (3 1 saaial ¢3S pby 2l (e z g Al

Agiba g1l 5 5ll 5 Al S5 4 ) ey

OsSokiall Sl e gand Jb caend Jsl a8 Wl 5 jalae Jf Ll
asdhy Lialis ol il Ussal caaa o5 aUaie L) auail (5 ,AY1 aaluall olaily
J‘}:.w‘flﬂusb_)nd)y @}mt&u‘wsw&&ie.“mj)éﬂbhj_}m

ahbdﬂﬁadﬁhﬁﬁsw_}éwidsénwuﬂjwu_u_}c

olaily qeal) il Ly gad ¥ alea Ml gen Clapuall ol (33 aiels daal 3
gy i1l o) sed) (3 pabiay 4l L USOal aal caay ol Ll Liadds (a8 5Y)
Cole 5 aaa e Uraady Lae | Gl dc amy Lol adagiall ) (O] il 3
68 ol malico (g AT Gl lad s A jall AdUadll Cacadl) ClA jon cullail

IEMed.

99



MunamMAaD IsHaN KaaD

A SEA OF WORDS 4™ YEAR

Lale Jlgid dle o3 el o5 aal & i< ol cel sl 8 U (33U dle dlgiile e
(s e elsed) By s paba )l Cisa pand @i 3 ke B S Gl
oaladl A M5 el Wgla gaallaiall il Calagiul 4 Lgia S 0l
Callail o3 Lol ol M i i Ul caganns adaia ol )i () sl
alliy (S) Al as sl agd) o 480 (8 Laie (g prall LN (e de sana
o i) plaind i i) s ae BTl cagia Tasls o SY 3l
IS cagilany Ciua siuadl ) aalilea s 2Vl s BUSYI e ags Ue jul ks
Qidjt_\iwbsuéusggpossgsg;@ujis‘aaudﬁmbﬁs‘dﬁ]
A e Q818 e JS (g8 S (S (6 58 5 dil
Onbaall Ue oLl alinl @llia U jlanl ) da ) OS5 Ciua sl ) Ul
ide I L 1ed et pde ded US aY) ) J8 e Ullie) &5 A
)JMQSAM‘Q&_M‘MYP]UEA‘:“@‘JQM ey eada il
Ol e 93 jSiall Lal) s ) e Gauhll J) gl Lisbual
ral) SV Ll 5 il e (s 5 ani ol ¢l GlSall ) Ul

oY) Jlay asl #la iy il 330 ) s s3a

Aad) M 5oall DAYy i aalgl) osaal Vs A N Gl g el aay
i kil S gl g Al (5 9a B pua A8 2 ) ol &5 g )50 el
(o paddiela

felal aul sa Lo € DA claul Lo

. A

Slme @Y 53 jaladl ciaya 13

s Y) i o

U ) ol 1 el € il (e llial BB QIS L gl ae e
al ae dael Y o L Al

e e &Y 53 jalaally caa i 15l (Sl

RWQ&E;&EMHHLUJL;JMWU1 tll.ij)

IEMed.




MunamMAaD IsHaN KaaD

A SEA OF WORDS 4™ YEAR

Cogdy Jrandl 138 33 Jaa debia b dies debis (14 ja ey il
xSl

el i e Jie il 5 ABe 1 e g b i
wloA LY g el A

gl Ciaual s V0 A Al Al A e ) dies acludl s
Ade Gl pbind of o5 JeS

:zk.'ﬂ_)_}gi.“ S TP EYS IO | [E Y|
Apoall Gl g salaill = a8 CaS A b eladed g oY)

S e ST Jaiaf ae ol S IS Sl 5 A
el?lehibi‘_qchiwwc)ﬂalﬁ@_,_)j w;t@sa_umds@
(i al ael ol dily ga g A pall B8 e 5 4ade Oe B gh s Suriuly

e 155085 Legils
© paliall aaf lld aay Jao
A8 aludid 38 Liala o)) g2y

‘s‘gﬁsmsﬂmm@maﬁ@mdsoﬁjgnﬁ‘;cq}w&hm
S8l e bl

A (e Biaall 43,8 ) dies 2o bl ke
Seliac| Ja SAILatLY) ok ¢ 3iadll
PETRENR
ey W) o ol Y Lty 13) 5 je Al o jlat Jadd 138 e b ()
&l AT & yal
Lo a5 45,50 538 24

€ o L oa Lo

IEMed.

101



MunamMAaD IsHaN KaaD

A SEA OF WORDS 4™ YEAR

(_I‘.‘m; e Loall L;JLJI \.!:IJ 5ﬁ.;a._!'l_9 cﬂ\.!_, uu'iJ:.

pny 3¢5 o 8 be Ll Ly Cuale) s delise Sb man (g Y
(3alae sl z 5 Al

Ll el gl ellaf (V) odis) Ay

O siall el Al Capasi 5 AN (a8 8K ey (UL Alilad) S il
(S8 A g ol il
el SIS A L il e d deal

celaglll T sius aay A 8l 3 il (530 e Sl LSyl 8 et
Aaalall Lghagd 38 o gl (Al S s G

o Lagy chaan day Aman 305 G paUsiall slaef cxidy cuzmall g LY clls
a5 zmal i lalaia¥l oS eladl Galide 3 saae (hlie il
d,@tjwnwtzﬁw}amw@qw@mi _‘,,Lgmgﬂgwﬁtswu
u....n.ng_d}'. cgﬁ&die‘uﬂldjﬁiu)ﬁuhm;muﬂ_)&bﬂd@ aladl)
O ey o113 S (S5 clalain¥) Galiy) Coogs A Tjlas gl (s3] ualad

e _)_)Lj IS dl&l:‘z"l n._ﬂ.J_g c‘t.n::_)s:_g o_,s a._ﬂ_)AU:ul'. a_mh_;,l u.nSad'l ‘Ac
e gl Clalaial)

Buas Gl Halad daaad Slug pd e Glalaaiuy) 8l Al aeddl AL )
dal 58 cpoalaidl Ay e e i) dadl 5 alg clas dadl e il ginal) CilS
i 5 50 i (i 308 Y 05 & pnladl a1} GRS 122 2
‘:.1'} s&adﬂ‘ﬂél c.b.\.'l'lj ul_).:]lj ?Lr.lal'lu.au.\&_)ﬁnlmds t;l]__):\.n_,l.\s
uaua_)usm'ﬂ_).tpu‘ﬁ}’.muﬁop J.’J\ey_)LLauba_\'n_)M'lgngJM
e'l_*.s'u DAl culs saLzl::li Jaso Lc-_).m Maky G A by Lo an ) sc.‘;u.“
9wl nﬁuﬁmi Lebi g Al Lf"tl‘. " laall | S8 (<s Jalall
S ae Al @l Jgan e agie )Yl i i

da gl Aball s Glalaey) Gl é)Um).‘lijS]'l (daaall 30 Cagiy
Lg_)sll _)Ll;‘}”u_l.'ha_gu_ﬂ_)hmum‘;“)mh;); 'I.JJ'I‘%&_)UJY.JISJ:;_}AA
g_)n."i‘éjl__i@d:sm.\ﬂ{chL.a;ﬂdﬂLmﬂlH.umibyJH;h_dﬁy1onwl
Al Jase e e S Aus 203 le Sl e

IEMed.




MunamMAaD IsHaN KaaD

A SEA OF WORDS 4™ YEAR

L;:;)Eihajﬁuiu} G&DUQJYII Jﬁ}ﬁ)}hﬂ‘d)ﬂ\&ﬂ‘)@‘@u&a}
O s plaall iy calaly 8 Liadg 385 eSS Gl alia jll Lile Jlgl
cﬁuMY‘@ﬁwuﬁﬁbﬁbSc@m?.‘uﬂu‘xj Jil 32 gall W gla il S
Mudﬂ;%i_))uf_ulsss‘a)ﬂ';Lﬂb&’&)&h‘)’jgﬂ‘ljd_ﬂ.Jc.'I(;]
oY) o slile Ciial) Liasy ) aeai Ul g Gabia )l (5 ine (e 2SI
R Cula e plaall culalial S8
il s 5 g Liilad iy ol Liadl g 5 o Caaa g 8lad

5 s Ol

Slae S 4l S Llefy

3 any 852 ol ol W ST cana

LLQ.E J‘UJ‘ ;.'IJ@...Z.H LJ:“ Y} glé;‘yil L.J:“ Y _):iiv :d .\9.1 (;.l us.‘ 14.35 nl\:..u ui l—\l_’h
5y shal Al b o Y IS Gl Eanal (5 a0 oS5 TS Ly ¢ S
_?'.:é‘}"l‘:lc | o2 gl ) ) ale a8 ad) Wb edaa (e Lide ppre|

LJSJEJ)MM‘-\M'I_SF*J.“ u.uLd'.R.«me\_m. (_]T....uui.\_djl; c&gﬁbﬂiﬁ
_-\Ailb__):\‘n.l

aie s of 300 b 5 Ol Y ilagbea Y 5 3en sliia) Lo ol dused
Aba il jilaa 5 oYl g g

Al ity 135 T e ol €Al B 138 8 aE) e g Al Ada
Oz Sl dlal 435S el Gl Bsile o8 O sleny Gl ualic day )
wéﬁuﬁsjfi ‘_‘.)ﬁ“';tf"ﬂl' 'IJA d:\‘J.ILAt_ﬂJ.C' ME}&P}PJL‘LAQ# Jg_g
laaie ¢« Sy dall 358 o Jadu S ags 4l 235 J8 38 5 ey Ay e o0l 18
La oo WIS | (g 5l Oigeny mual Slus Lo a0l clilia o8 Sl
_)Lﬂ tu'ai_“ LRIVEN LJ““ UISA EJS ‘f n._u_\a:m Glade ibUJ;L_g Lc:.‘l Lo _‘|§_9 3_}.0;
Lﬁ_)SJl'la_y.'aC- 'r_g:.]a&.\ﬂf;ﬁ_ﬂLrﬂ\;sJy&jjﬂnM Mﬁ])lali‘_;::\ajbt&blh

rlalS g g 3 s ) Uy LS 5 31 &) gl S

IEMed.




MunamMAaD IsHaN KaaD

A SEA OF WORDS 4™ YEAR

el a1 5 (B_palaal) dnaall ) 5 )LE)) duaell o jlie die aSi) Laag
Adgall 33l ) (gand 8 4y 4l J g (e IS

O oS 23 addial | jlaall @8 AL 3 jea A8Y 8 o gl Gl Gxa Ciegd Ladice
Sladle QM})QLH]EJAAMﬁPﬁJFALi?E s@it&y.acjjg_;: dl‘)'.}a.“
e Cuaadll

Aaallal) el VIS JS il Ll Al s o sl flae Guedl) o
Jib awa e cuilS Lol Aals cdalud) B day yall o2 deliy (e Gt La g
RS

Allall e gl ol b jilacall bt @ paall ¢ S AT o ad gl Ly ST A
pa) s Lgd Adlu agie e o die Cule Al ALVl jedl) e g aladull g
Gloalae ala s alie Jd ade 58 Laa ST aelialy 5 jas dfea 2ay o sall 5 5l
e sy dad e sl aud cand S e Gl JS 3 Lk JLY)

ikl g Jul Al e patii ) gl cpdl) o A Jlakall JS

IEMed.




A Story of a Revolution

Muhammad Ishan Kaad. Syria

It was a rainy night in winter, everyone was
busy, and my mum called everybody:

“Come on kids, come on Abu Muham-
mad, dinner is ready.”

My father turned around and asked:
“Where is your brother Hamza?”

“I don’t know. I left him in the room
solving a maths problem.”

My father called Hamza, but there was
no answer.

“Go and see what it is and tell him that
his mother has prepared dinner and he can car-
ry on solving the maths problem after dinner.”

I went to Hamza’s room; I heard
mournful cries and some ambiguous words,
so I opened the door to see Hamza lying on
his bed, crying and shivering violently.

“Hamza, Hamza. Why are you crying?”’

Hamza turned to me and put his head
on my chest and said: “Today, some strange
men came to the school and arrested Samir
and Ammar to put them in jail.”

“In Jail!! Why?? How??”

“We were attending our science lesson
when the classroom door opened suddenly
and four men appeared. Each one of them was
tall and fat, they had rugged features and very
scary appearances and one of them was hold-
ing a pistol. They wanted Samir and Ammar.”

“Where was the teacher?”

Hamza stopped a little to wipe his tears
away, and then he started recalling what hap-
pened:

“The teacher asked them who they were
and how they entered the class. One of the
men said they were from Political Security
and had an order to arrest Samir and Ammar.
The teacher said they would take them only
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over his dead body. One of the men stood up
and hit the teacher on the head, knocking him
over. Upon seeing that, we all started to trem-
ble out of fear and anxiety. One of the men
asked where Ammar and Samir were. No one
answered, so he grabbed one of our compan-
ions by the hand and asked him if he was
Samir? He said he wasn’t so they asked where
he was. When the man started to squeeze the
boy’s hand, he cried and pointed his finger to
Samir and Ammar. Samir and Ammar tried to
escape, but they failed. The men caught them
and the boys were weeping and screaming...
Mummy... Daddy... Then the school head-
master arrived and asked them where they
were taking the students? The men pushed
the headmaster out of the way.”

I was grieved by every one of Hamza’s
words:

“Wash your hands and join us for dinner,
and be careful because they are criminals.”

Recently many protests have broken out and
swept through Arab countries one by one;
and there was much talk of the possibility
of transmitting these protests to our country.
People were filled with anger at the tyranny
and oppression used against them by the se-
curity forces.

One day when I was sitting with my fa-
ther in our shop, I heard the sound of some
police cars passing by very quickly. I went
out with my father to see what was going on.

My father whispered to one of our
neighbours: “Abu Zoher, what’s going on?”

“I heard that some slogans were written
on the school wall against the president and
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the security forces came to investigate,” said
Abu Zoher.

Then I realized that those calls by ac-
tivists to demonstrate for freedom and dig-
nity have been warmly received by villagers,
and this was expressed by the innocence of
children writing some of the slogans chanted
by demonstrators in many other countries,
which they heard on television.

I was surprised at what I heard that
day; how could anyone do that? How could
anyone think like that? Was it the children’s
courage or their innocence that knew no fear?
It was very puzzling.

It was mid-month, three days had
passed since Samir and Ammar had been ar-
rested, and there was no information about
them or even about where they were. This
was the same day some activists had planned
pro-freedom demonstrations. Life was nor-
mal in the village; there were no gatherings,
but there was a security vehicle roaming
across the village to monitor any unnatural
movement. In the capital, there was news
about many arrests and some assemblies that
were roughly broken up.

The next day, a sit-in was staged be-
fore the Ministry of the Interior in the capital
demanding the release of the detainees. The
sit-in was violently terminated with more ar-
rests!!

A whole week had passed without the
release of Samir and Ammar, and my mother
was worried about my father:

“Where were you, Abu Muhammad?”

“Ah, I am very tired, Om Muhammad.”

“God willing, everything will be fine.”

“I was with Abu Ammar, Abu Samir and
Al Mokhtar in the Political Security branch.”

“Political Security?? Why?”

Because of Ammar and Samir. Today
after evensong, Abu Ammar came and asked
me to accompany him along with Abu Samir
and Al Mokhtar to Political Security to meet
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the head of the branch and ask him to release
Ammar and Samir. We went together and we
asked to meet the head of the branch, who
welcomed us, and then we sat and Abu Am-
mar started to talk:

“Sir, please tell us where Ammar and
Samir are, our hearts are aching for them,”
said Abu Ammar.

“Don’t be afraid, they are our guests,”
said the head of the branch.

“Sir, would you please let us see them
and we will make them promise that they
will never do such a thing again?” asked Abu
Samir.

“No, we won’t release them; they wrote
slogans of incitement against the state and
national unity.”

“They are just children; they don’t
know what are they doing,” said Al Mokhtar.

“This is my final decision, God be with
you,” said the head of the branch.

“Are you expelling us, Mr Brigadier
General? Do you realize what the result of
what you are doing will be? We will bring all
the villagers and release Samir and Ammar
by force,” warned Al Mokhtar.

“Then we will kill all your men and
marry your wives,” threatened the head of
the branch.

“You will see what is to be. Let’s go
men,” said Al Mokhtar angrily.

The words of the head of the branch
were serious; it was a terrible insult to the
villagers and I did not think that it would stop
at this point.

On Thursday evening and nine days after
Samir’s and Ammar’s arrest, our neighbour
informed us that the boys had left prison. I
went with my father and Hamza to congratu-
late their parents on their children’s release.
Hamza jumped for joy when he heard that his
close friends were on their way back home.
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We arrived at Samir’s house and found that a
lot of people had arrived there before us, but
we saw fury growing in their eyes!

“What is it, Abu Samir?” asked my
father.

“See what they did to our children, Abu
Muhammad!” said Abu Samir.

We dashed to the children’s room to see
that Samir’s and Ammar’s bodies had been
tortured, their faces bleeding, their finger-
nails pulled out, their hands and feet dyed
brown. Later, I realized that these were the
signs of electrocution used in prisons. I was
dreadfully shocked to see them in such a hor-
rible state. Was it rational that children under
the age of thirteen should be exposed to such
injustice? Was it possible that the Political
Security’s crimes could reach this point?!

“I expected the boys to be beaten, but
not to this extent. God is great. God is great.
We will face those criminals tomorrow,” said
Al Mokhtar.

My father beckoned me and asked me
to take Hamza and go home. Silent and bitter
tears were overflowing from Hamza’s eyes.

I woke up on Friday and Ammar’s and
Samir’s image had haunted me all night. I
started to perform my ablutions to go to Fri-
day prayer. Everybody was ready; we head-
ed to the Grand Mosque in the village. El-
Sheikh preached about injustice and our duty
to face unfairness and never observe it in si-
lence. El-Sheikh did not pray to God to bless
our president as he used to do every Friday.
Suddenly and immediately after prayer, there
was a thunderous sound: “God is great. God
is great”. Most of the worshippers were en-
couraged, got up and gathered in the square
opposite to the mosque. They chanted slo-
gans of freedom, dignity and national unity.

It was the first demonstration I had
witnessed in my whole life, the first gather-
ing and the first challenge to Political Secu-
rity. The participants walked towards other
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mosques; new protestors joined us and we
became dozens. We were surprised at the ar-
rival of the security forces firing tear gas. It
was the first time I had experienced tear gas.
I had heard much about it, but I was never
exposed to it. The crowd did not give up and
they continued walking around the village to
bring the largest possible number of angry
demonstrators. The cries were very loud; I
felt that it was coming from the bottom of our
hearts mixed with oppression and pain. With
every cry I felt as if I was hearing my voice
for the first time. I got a strange feeling: I felt
a sense of identification with all protestors as
if we were a single block moving together.
Abruptly, the cries were interrupted by
the sound of bullets. Instinctively, everyone
ran into the alleys. We made sure that no
one was hurt, and we realized that they were
spraying the air with bullets to separate us.
Sporadic shooting stopped completely after
ten minutes. We assembled again and started
to raise outraged cries calling for freedom
and other slogans against the security forces,
stronger than before. The firing returned, but
no one cared. I heard the sound of bullets
penetrating the air around us and I realized
that they had started to target the protestors
directly. As we tried to escape, seven people
fell to the ground and we could not move
them. We waited until the shooting stopped
completely, then a group of young men who
were known for their bravery dragged them
away. I was not brave enough to join them,
so I remained with the others watching. The
young men were able to drag the injured men
only with great difficulty. The result was two
martyrs and five wounded; three of them
were in a critical condition. We carried them
on our shoulders and took them to the clin-
ic. Everyone was terrified of what they had
witnessed. We felt as if we were dreaming;
my eyes could not believe what they saw,
so I tried many times to concentrate, but all
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my attempts were in vain. We arrived at the
clinic and the security forces were waiting
for us there. The doctors received the injured
men and we were arrested. We were fifteen
persons, they took us to the police station,
and then we were taken to another unknown
place. We were beaten all the way, and re-
peatedly insulted and accused of treason. We
arrived at the assigned place; and could no
longer stand, out of extreme exhaustion.

One of the men shouted: “Take them to
the cell.”

Hours later, the cell opened and they
started to take us one by one. The fourth time
was my turn. I was taken to a room contain-
ing a chair and table, and I waited until some-
one came.

“What is your full name? And your
mother’s name?”

I answered him.

“Why did you join the demonstration?
Are you an infiltrator?”

I could not reply.

“Answer me, pooch...
work for? America or Israel?”

“Honestly sir, I don’t work for anyone.”

“But why did you participate in that
demonstration, you must be a spy.”

“No sir, I saw people calling for free-
dom after prayer so I stood with them.”

“Ah, you told me you long for freedom,
hah? Detective Gamil, take this infiltrator
away. You know what to do.”

“I swear on the Koran I have no relation
to anybody... I swear... I swear I'm telling
the truth.”

“Shut up ... shut up.”

Detective Gamil took me to another
room. He put me in a cupboard where my feet
were at the top, so that I could not escape, and
then he held a stick and said:

“Now I’ll teach you, traitor, how to
take part in demonstrations and call for free-

2

Who do you

dom
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He started to strike me with the stick and
I screamed hysterically: “Enough... enough...
I can’t stand it anymore.”

With every blow I felt as if my soul was
almost outside of my ribs. Pain wracked my
body and I pleaded for help, but he kept beating
me savagely and cursing me angrily till I could
no longer feel my feet; as if they were numb.

Another man entered and said: “I think
our friend has given up. Leave him.”

I could not stand on my feet, but they
forced me. Detective Gamil took me back to
the investigator.

“How was our hospitality? Did you like
it?” asked the investigator.

I could not utter a word.

“Are you going to give up so early, in-
filtrator?”

“Ok, sir, ok.”

“Take this paper and sign it.”

“What is this, sir?”

“Shut up and sign the paper, or I will
call Detective Gamil.”

“No sir, I will sign the paper without
Detective Gamil’s help.” I found out later
that it was a pledge not to participate in any
other demonstrations.

“Go now, your family is waiting for you.”

All the members of my family were
waiting outside for me. I forgot the pain
of my swollen feet out of joy. My mother
hugged me and cried:

“I praise God for your safety my son,
may God break their hands.”

While we were going home, they told
me about the villager’s anger after the mar-
tyrs’ fall and about the other movements
sparked in the capital the same day.

Days followed one after the other and anger
intensified. The number of demonstrators in-
creased every Friday, and many people in the
country joined the protests until they became
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a nightmare haunting the system. The fall of
martyrs became fixed every Friday. Saturday
became the day of funerals and further dem-
onstrations. With the expansion of protests,
the state decided to use military forces. The
army laid a suffocating siege in order to stop
the protests, but it did not work. On the con-
trary, the demonstrations became stronger
and more determined and children became
a prominent part of the daily protests.

It was Thursday night, anticipating a
new Friday demonstration. Morale was very
high, so the security forces could not weaken
the protestors’ determination. The villagers
decided to go to the besieged city the next
day, a few kilometres away. Each house do-
nated food, drink and medicine that were
loaded into cars waiting for the next day to
come.

Hamza was busy making a large sign;
he painted a tank pursuing a child carrying
food. The footprints of the child wrote “Re-
move the Blockade” and the tank wiped them
away. | felt Hamza’s inconsolable grief and
perceived the determination in his eyes upon
entering that city with the men.

Friday prayer ended. All the people
were ready to go to the city with the car sup-
plies according to the plan. Hamza’s painting
had never left him. We went out with about
five vehicles. A news report announced that
the neighbouring villages had decided to join
us in breaking the siege. It had been coordi-
nated with the rest of the villages to meet at
seven kilometres from the city entrance. All
the people arrived and started to drive to-
wards the city and, as we approached, bul-
lets fired down on us like rain as if it was an
ambush. Everybody was bleeding so we tried
to escape or return, but we failed. We were
trapped from all directions and I could no
longer see my father or Hamza in the chaos.
It was a real massacre in every sense. The
shooting stopped and we began to look for
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each other. The bodies lay on the ground and
their blood was mixed with children’s milk.

Suddenly, I saw my father; he was not
injured like me so we hugged each other
tightly and he asked me: “Where is Hamza?”

“I don’t know, but I remember that he
was with you.”

“Yes, but then he disappeared.”

We tried to look for him, but we did
not find him among the living or even among
the martyrs!! Our worry increased and we
searched again but in vain. I was desperate.
We were obliged to return home as it was
very dangerous to remain because the army
could attack us again. We thought that Hamza
must have returned home alone on foot.

Hamza was not at home, we asked eve-
rybody but nobody had seen.

Five days had passed since Hamza’s disap-
pearance, with no calls and no news, so my
father decided to ask about him in police sta-
tions and security branches the next day.

A loud knock! I wondered who would
come at this late time. I stood up quickly and
my father opened the door. We found four se-
curity men carrying something wrapped in a
white cloth. They left it on the ground with a
piece of paper on it. No one dared to approach
the wrapped cloth, everybody was terrified
and our faces revealed that all of us knew
what was inside. My father approached and
lifted up a part of the cloth to find that Hamza
was dead and wrapped in this shroud!! My
father fell over the dead body and wept, and
my mother lost her mind and started scream-
ing with a hysterical voice. We uncovered
Hamza’s body and were stunned when we
saw signs of torture everywhere on his soft
body, gunshots wounds on his limbs, his neck
twisted and broken, and his penis cut off!! I
grabbed the piece of paper left by the security
men and read:
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“WE FOUND YOUR SON ON THE
OUTSKIRTS OF THE CITY AND THIS IS
THE PENALTY FOR ANYONE WHO DE-
FIES THE WILL OF THE STATE.”

So, Iunderstood the meanings of Hamza’s paint-
ing. Upon hearing my mother’s screams, many
of our neighbours came to see what was wrong.
One of them captured images of Hamza’s body
and identified the signs of torture.

On Thursday evening, I was surprised
when my brother’s photos appeared on all
the international news agencies and they
were talking about the ugliness of this crime
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against humanity, especially as it was on the
body of an innocent child.

I had never expected my brother to act
as the main catalyst for our country to rise
up against injustice, tyranny, oppression and
slavery, which it had suffered over the last
few decades.

Today, the momentum of revolution is
gaining pace more than it did before Hamza’s
murder, and here several demonstrations have
been sparked by children under the name of
“Hamza’s Friends”. Perhaps the spirits of
Hamza and all the other children who were
murdered triumph over the oppression and
killing machine.
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Sugarcane Juice

Yasser Kashef. Egypt

It was Friday. I woke up early, maybe earlier than the previous days. The sun was like an apri-
cot. I kept watching it until I became dazzled, as if I were watching it for the first time. I did
some push-ups as a habit of my daily routine. Every time my arms pushed me up, I remembered
the scenes of police brutality. The vision seemed blurred in my mind. Vinegar and teargas had
chocked me. A volley of rubber bullets had penetrated my eyes. It rained water bottles and
Molotov cocktails. Bare hands fought batons and live ammunition. Death was everywhere, but
we were not numb. Bangs were loud, but we were not silent.

I got ready and headed to the Al Qaed Ibrahim mosque. On the way there, the seventeen-
day memories seized my mind. Every scene had left a wrinkle on my tanned face. I reached the
mosque when it was overflowing with people; it was like a fountain of blessed water nourishing
the thirsty lands of history. It was the greatest gathering ever. More than two million concentrat-
ed there, calling for freedom. Among the crowds, a recognizable voice called my name twice.
I'looked for the voice, trying to make my way through the crowds. It was Rady’s sonorous voice.
I found him in his wheelchair with his pale face and stout body. We shook hands and I pushed
him to a shadowy place near the mosque, while people began to form rows. They papered the
streets with newspaper rugs, in order to pray. The imam preached to us and his sermon encour-
aged us to call for our freedom and humanity. We asked God for support. During prostration,
I felt a great need to have my disgusting sins forgiven, but I insisted on praying to God to grant
us freedom and determination.

After we had finished our prayers, we collected all the papers we had prayed on. People
threw them in dustbins as if they were throwing all the buttered words, smears and lies. We
stood up in amazing rows, shouting in the same tone “LEAVE!” as if we were ordering every
misery to leave. Rady grunted, “Leave and let us live!” The scene was indescribable. I saw
Egypt’s flag everywhere. It was on a cute child’s face, an old man’s turban and a beautiful wom-
an’s veil. Flags and the pictures of martyrs were the source of shadow in this blessed march.
Amidst the march, Rady asked me, “What do they call this Friday?” A young man answered,
“Friday of Defiance.”

“Honestly Rady, I don’t care whether it’s called ‘Friday of Anger’ or ‘Friday of Defiance’,
all that really matters is our demands and our rights,” I replied.

k ok 3k

The march approached the Ras El Tin presidential palace that presented a symbol of tyranny
and corruption. On the way, we saw a plethora of graffiti narrating those historical events of the
25th January revolution. Rady started to hum some old songs when I was trying to push him to
the shadowy side of the street.

“Would you please leave me on the sunny side?” said Rady.
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“Why?”

“I was detained for more than ten years. I rarely saw the sun. Can you imagine... African
pharaoh lives without sun. Can a human being hide the sun from another just because he grew
his beard or memorized some holy speech? Until now, I can’t find answers to my questions.
Until now, I hide the truth, and you know what? Once you hide the truth, it’ll be your unbear-
able burden. I’m a detainee of fear, pain and silence. Sometimes I envy martyrs because I live
spiritless the same as zombies. The damned regime succeeded in zombifying us. I even fear
articulating the tyrant’s name, as it causes me this throbbing shiver. And now you want to push
me to the shadow?”

His words brought tears to my eyes. I could not reply or even pacify him. Bitterness and
the desire for vengeance choked my throat. I only pushed him back to the sun. He looked at me
and said:

“Smile even if your burdens are awfully unbearable. Smile even if your face is seized by
wrinkles. Smile even if your teeth suffer from deformity. Just smile and do not let a depressed
forlorn zombie like me break you down!”

My heart went out for Rady and for every victim of the damned regime, and I screamed
violently, “LEAVE!”

One of my best friends approached me. Her name is Sandra. She works as a journalist
and she always takes her camera everywhere she goes, it was like this notebook diary that poets
carry whenever and wherever. .. quite a poet she was! She joined us after I introduced her to my
bosom friend Rady. She joined the revolution from its first day, and her camera witnessed a glut
of events and saved a welter of memories. I looked at the pictures to find a mother lamenting
her murdered son. A child holding Khalid Saied’s picture surrounded by other martyrs. A brave
young man facing off with police brutality.

“Aren’t you afraid?” asked Rady.

“Should I be? Look Rady! The highest level of freedom is death when our bodies liberate
our souls in order to reach the transparent sea of light. Thus do not fear death in your search for
freedom,” replied Sandra. “Now I’'m convinced and not worried about you.”

“Thanks a zillion Rady, but tyranny has reached its peak here. They treated us like lousy
dogs and maybe worse. They torture you to death without trial while they release others who
killed thousands of people on a train obediently following its trails or a ship wildly piercing the
seas, or beings who were struggling in between. They forced some people to live one-eyed, and
led others to be orphans and widows. After all of this they ask us to be polite and show some
mercy!”

“Yes and they led the likes of me to live in a wheelchair...”

“Sorry about that.”

“Never mind...”

“Bear in mind, Rady, that what begins with a capital letter ends with a full stop. Also,
Rady, hope is still alive though chances seem to be dead. Yet you may still find answers to your
questions.”

“I appreciate your words, but come down to earth. Your words can’t cure me or bring
back my lost dignity or humanity. They tortured me to paralysis. I didn’t even have the chance
to reach the ultimate freedom of death I was telling you about! They humiliated me enough
until I lost faith in tomorrow. I don’t have dreams because I don’t sleep, but I have a surfeit of
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nightmares. By the way, there is nothing that can answer my questions. I learnt through my life
that questions kill people.”

Lots of people die beyond every “why”.

Lots of doors are shut beyond every “what”.

Lots of things lost there, beyond every “where”.

Lots of crimes are hidden beyond every “who” and “when”.

Lots of blinds go in tow beyond every “how”.

There is a line between light and dark beyond every big fat question mark...

“I agree with you Rady. However, you are the one who is supposed to come down to earth.
Nothing can be called impossible. Impossibility is the motto of lazy people. This revolution
has shown us that dreams might come true even after thirty years of tyranny. You may sacrifice
everything to gain freedom; in return, freedom grants you everything.”

Sandra’s words were fiery arrows of hope that lightened Rady’s spirit. For the first time in
fourteen years, I saw Rady’s smile though it dimmed in tears.

The three of us were a part of a unique mixture of old people, youths and children. We
hardly knew the others, but at least we all had one demand, which was freedom. We lost our
voices, but we did not lose our hope. The Friday sun was nearly set. Sandra suggested that we
could drink something to quench our thirst and help our voices back. We went to a shop that
sold sugarcane juice. The shop included a black-and-white television, but this nearly dud tel-
evision announced one of the most important pieces of news in our lives. Suleiman announced
Mubarak’s resignation in a thirty-second televised statement. Like a bat out of hell, I ran to the
street with my dark wings carrying me, telling people that our prayers were answered; and our
hopeless, thirty-year-old dream of freedom finally came true. A big grin wrapped around the
wizened faces. Yet, a wave of mirth attacked the street. Rady squealed with joy. He moved with
his wheelchair quickly until he fell down. People carried him and juggled him high in extreme
happiness. Sandra captured many photos of this historical moment. We were dancing, singing
and waving Egypt flags. 11/02/2011 was a day to remember in Alexandria and all over Egypt.
Mubarak left, but still there is a welter of Mubaraks to leave, but at least we reached the first
step. From that day forward, I did not stop this feeling of pride. Moreover, I did not stop drink-
ing sugarcane juice. Cheers!

Changes only happen when we go against

everything we are used to do...
Paulo Coelho
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Milestibas reps

Laura Lapina. Latvijas Republika

Vinas gara skropsta... Atrodu to uz savas jakas... Pacelu pret saules staru...Ta mirdz un plati
smaida... ka vipa... MO ®E'... Te nenormala ribinasana pie manam durvim partrauc manu
patikamo domu straumi.

,Kas ir? Ko vajag?” — atraucu!

,,Aleksandr!”

Atslédzu tévam savas istabas durvis.

,,Tavas mates veikala ir izsists logs! Jums pagalma ir nemitigas razborkas! Un cie§ vien-
mger kads cits! Labi, ka nekas nav aiznests, tavs vards uz lapinas lidz ar akmeni loga ir iemests!
Isti nenobriedusu puiku gajieni!”

,,Mans vards? T&t, tads vards ir pusrajonam

,.Neizrungjies un netaisies par idiotu! Galinai gimené SaSu nav, tatad paliek tikai tava
mammal”

,,NUu, protams, ka vienmer — es esmu sliktais, stulbais, vainigais!”

Es téva prieksa aizcertu durvis, nekad ta vél Iidz §im neesmu uzdro$inajies.

Un, protams, t&vs dobji noriic: ,,Neuzdrosinies!” Vina 1pasi barga balss aiz durvim turpina
vibrét vel ilgi p&c tam, kad vards jau ir izteikts.

,»,Tagad ar mani vins$ dro§i vien vairs vispar nerunas, pat nepaskatisies uz mani!” nodomaju.

Mans t&vs runa reti, un vins noteikti ieteiktu tapat darit arT citiem. Vienigas reizes, kad
vins atplaukst smaida, ir runajot par manu brali, jo uzskata vinu par normalu keksu, kam nauda
pieturas un galva vieta. Savukart man ko labu nedzirdét. Kad pirmais niknums par nepelnito
,uzbraucienu” ir pari, es tveru klausuli.

,,Hallo! Usatij, ka sviezas? Klausies, man ne visai patik vardarbigas metodes, bet Soreiz
laikam tiem piZoniem bis...”

,,Nuss, Sana, beidzot esi dzirdams, citadi jau domaju, ka esi kur emigrgjis! Vairakas dienas
nekas nav dzirdéts no tevis! Turklat vel pienémies prata, starik!”

Klausies, manas mates veikala ir izsists logs. Un esot pielikta zZimite klat — veltfjums,
tjipa man, batjka jau ir noskaidrojis!”

,.Ka tad?”

,,Nu, mans vards tur bijis rakstits.”

»Sana, bet tavs vards ir gandriz visam Ziep¢ikam?! Grizunu, Ostriju un Bistriju ieskaitot!”

,,Es jau arT to vecajam teicu!”

,.Nuss?!”

,.Bet, nemot véra pedgjo razborku parka, tomer ir skaidrs, ka tie ir latviesu pizoni! Cuju
iz daleka!”

122

1%

1. Krievu valoda ,,Mana Laumina”.
2. Ziepniekkalna (sarunvaloda ,,Ziepc¢iks”) daudzstavu maju rajons ir celts 1980. gados.
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,,Tatad tavam batjkam tomgr ir taisniba

,,NE?”

,,Ka, ng?!”

,,Vins ne no tiem faktiem sprieda! Vinam es vienmér esmu vainigais! Ai, labi... Galvenais
jaizdoma, ko daram!”

,,Viss jau ir skaidrs! Sadosim ta, ka pasi aiz sapém savus logus izsitis!... Oi! Sana, klau,
man ienaca prata vél viena lieliska doma! Ja vini ir tadi ,,padleci”, ka grib iziet uz mums, tavu
matusku apbizojot! Tad, davai, m&s arT vinus nedaudz ,,izsmalcinatak” panemsim caur galvena
pizona radiniekiem prieksa!”

,,Edza nesen tikai dzZivo misu rajona, un es neko par vina radiem nezinu, tos pargjos es
vairak pazistu! Tomér ta nav laba doma, Usatij, m&s ta¢u nenolaidisimies Iidz vinu Iimenim —
jabliez pa taisno!”

,»Sana — neliedz to prieku, pa muti sadot varam vienmér! Es zinu EdZzas masu — vina te
vazajas un kakus kopj! Sana... allo, tu tur?”

,Lauma?”

,,NU, re, tu izradas pat zini vinas vardu

,,Nu, beidz ta ta¢u nav vina masa!”

,,Prikin, vecais, ir gan! Viens tads idins, a otra miermiliga aitina, kas gana kakus!”

,,Nu un kas tur tads?!” es uzvelkos.

,,Nu nekas! Tikai ta spriedel&ju! Ka tapat ka tu ar batjku — it ka no vienas abeles, bet tomer
galigi no citas. Tapat arT tie! Bet nekas, pabied@sim kaku princesi, i Sis riktigi izbesisies!”

,,NE, nav laba ideja! Klausies — nav man vairs laika tagad! Sazvanamies vakara un ticka-
mies misu vieta pie Kinas Miira®.”

Blaviens, ta jau zinaju, nekas mana dzivé nevar biit tik perfekts. Panem notici brinumam
un atkal ablomies! Kauties ar Laumas brali es nevaru, bet dZzekiem pateikt, ka draudzg€jos ar
Edzas masu... Diez vai vini sapratis... Bet laika — tikai Iidz vakaram, lai tiekoties ar dzekiem
jau biitu izdomajis, ko darft!

122

k sk sk

Jau braucot trolejbusa jutu, ka esmu izsmélusi pedéjos spekus, Sodien dzivnieku patversmé gaja
traki. Mani gandriz sakoda Bertolds — milzigs kaukazietis, un, Skiet, manam milulim, rudajam
kakim Rudim, tomér §1 var izradities ped€ja diena. Nemaz nezinu, vai rit vinu vél satiksu! Ta-
¢u, neskatoties uz visu to, kaut kur dzili mant majo un silda liels, liels prieks! ,,5I Hamen TBoOIO
pecHuiry, Mosi Desi, oHa Onectena sipye YeM COMHeuHHi yd!™ — no rita mani lutinaja jaukas
szinas un, iesp&jams, vakara jau atkal satik$u vinu! Cik labi, ka SaSa dzivo tepat — mums pa
vidu ir vien parks!

,,Labvakar!” — es nokliedzos, ienakot pa majas durvim.

,,Labvakar! Nac vakarinas! Mes jau &édam!”

Ieeju virtuvé. Bralis jau s€z pie galda un mielojas ar kotleteém, bet mamma vel citigi gatavo
un liek tikko izceptas kotletes pa taisno no pannas bralim Skivi.

atsaucas mamma.

3. Garaka maja Ziepniekkalna — 510 metri.
4. Krievu valoda ,,Es atradu tavu skropstu, mana Feja, ta mirdzgja spozak par saules staru.”
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,.Ed siltas, délin!”

Mamma noliek uz plits atpakal pannu un pabuzina vina matus, bet bralis Igni sarauc seju
un nogriz nost no galvas vinas roku!

,.Cik jauki, ka vakarinas ir galda

,,Liec tu nu ari, Lauma!”

Panemu $kivi un uzlieku salatus, talak no sevis pastumju galas blodu.

,,Mani reali interes€, ko tu vienmeér vazajies pa tam ZiepCika daudzstaveném!? Es te cinos
pret tiem urlam, atmoroskiem! Bet tu tur lien ap vigu majam un vac vinu méslus!”

Edgaram nav gana ar savu porciju un vins$ ir kari sarosijies apést mani. Ta gan masu gi-
mengé ir normala paradiba.

,,Tie nav nekadi mésli — tie ir dzivnieki, kam nepiecieSama palidziba. Atskiriba no tevis
es daru kaut ko lietderigu! Un atmorozoks esi tu pats — nevajag visus krievus vertét péc vienas
mérauklas, turklat tur dzivo ar latvies$i.”

,,Protams, apméram 0,2 procenti.”

,,Bet, ko tu man ta Sodien piesienies, kas tev iekodis!?”

Interneta izplatita jauka dziesmina par tevi! Jau Draugos’ tev nosiitiju - paklausies! Bet
neuztraucies — es atbildi jau esmu sagatavojis.”

Interesanti — dziesma par mani!? Gan jau Edgars ko atkal izgudro, lai mani izvestu no
pacietibas!

Tomér parliecinosi nosaku: ,,PaklausiSos arT — noteikti kas vertigaks par taviem uzbrau-
cieniem!”

,Meitin, bralim taisniba, man arT nepatik, ka tu cauriem vakariem pa to Ziepniekkalnu
nemies ar tiem kakiem! Tur tacu visadi nenormalie staiga!” saruna iesaistas ari mamma.

,,N€, nenormali, ir tas, ka jiis esat tik aizspriedumaini! Tur tacu dzivo tadi pasi cilveki ka més!”

,,Ja, ja!” aizrautigi atkal iesaistas Edgars. ,,Tikai ar skiitu galvu, trenuSkas un gremo se-
muskas, un tadi, kas regulari pamet savus dzivniekus!”

,,Tu p€c daziem tipiem spried par visiem!” dusmigi iesaucos.

,»Neizmirsti, Lauma, ka miisu gimene no vigiem ir smagi cietusi! Faktiski miisu gimenes
ir paaudz€m izpostitas! Vectévi, omes, citi radinieki, tauta, visa téva bérniba sabojata tapat ka
veseliba!” mamma sak slaucTt asaras.

Vinai ikreiz jaraud, kad piemin téti, kas pirms trim gadiem nomira no smaga plausu kar-
sona. Mamma vaino téta b&rnibu, ko vins$ Sibirija® ar gimeni pavadijis. Vinasprat tade] tevs visu
mizu mocfijies ar dazadam kaiteém un nomiris. P& vina naves no Talsiem esam parcelusies uz
Rigu, kur omite mums mantojuma atstajusi maju.

,,Redzi! Tev patik, ka mamma raud!? Tautu draudzibas aizstave atradusies!”

,Mammu, tiem cilvékiem, kas dzivo tajas augstceltnés, tacu nav ar to nekada sakara!”

,,Ko tu ta meties vinus aizstavét, varbit jau ar esi kada urliku banda iesaistijusies, ne par
velti vini par tevi dzied, ko?” Edgars ierecas.

., Varbiit ari, un kas tad buitu?” vél vairak iekarstu.

,,Laumin, meitin, tTras Sausmas!” mate iesaucas. ,,Ko tu saki, tas nevar but!? Vai tieSam
esi zaudgjusi sapratu!”

12

priecajos.

5. Latviesu Facebook.
6. Padomju varas laika masveida izstitiSanu laika no Latvijas tika deportéti 1941. gada 15 tukstosi un 1949. gada 43
takstosi iedzivotaju.
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,»Nevis zaudgjusi pratu, bet man ir veseliga attieksme pret cilvékiem un spriezu par ikvie-
nu tikai tad, kad esmu iepazinusies, nevis no taluma nodarbojos ar diagnostiku! Ja, man patik
puisis, kurs ir krievs! Un nesaskatu taja neko briesmigu!”

,Nevar biit!” mamma iesaucas. ,,Nekada gadijuma tu vairs pat uz to daudzstavenu pusi
nepaskatisies!”

,»Aha, tagad, mammu, v&l gribi noteikt, ar ko draudzgeties! Bet zini — es ne tikai turpinasu
draudzgties, bet arT kltiSu par ko humanaku — par veterinararsti, nevis skolotaju ka tu, kas nemi-
tigi maca citiem dzivot!”

,,Lai dzivniekus koptu, tev nebija jabrauc dzivot uz galvaspilsétu!” mate ieblaujas.

,Z&l gan, ka mana maja patiesam dzivo kas daudz trulaks par dzivniekiem! Cilvéks, ko
pazistu paris dienas man ir pateicis daudz, daudz vairak laba par jums un at$kiriba no jums ir
sajlisma par to, ko daru!”

,O! Saldi dziedat jau vini prot, meitin! Tu jau esi galigi nozombégta

Es aizcertu virtuves durvis un galigi sasutusi dodos uz savu istabu! Iesledzu uzreiz datoru.
Neskatoties uz aizkaitinajumu, mani urda zinkare, vai Edgars ir melojis, vai tomer patiesam ir
kada dziesma. Ng, tiesam vin$ man ir ko atsttijis! Nospiezu ,,play” un dzirdu Sasas balsi!

ieblaujos un uzraujos no virtuves krésla.

12

iesaucas mate.

Viens divi... Viens divi...

Skiet, Edzu, tu talak skaitit nemaki
Ja tikai ar muskulu sp&ku visu risini
Bet zini Ziepcika dzivo pacani

Kuri rubt kaut ko vairak par dzivi

Hei, més tevi izaicinam!

He, tu jau nopriecajies

Ka uz kulaku vicinasanu?

Bis vilsanas

Sac jau asaras birdinat

MEgs tevi izaicinam uz ko daudz intelektualaku
Uz repa divkauju

Vai zini tadu miizikas virzienu?

Vai atpazisti tikai slageri?

Pirms tu mégini kaut ko sacer&t

Gribu pateikt kaut ko par misu rajonu

Ar Ziep¢iku kopa mes augusi

Tapec tiesi mes esam to pelntjusi

Par nacionalo taisnigumu cinies?

Kapec tu doma, ka tiesi jums pieder tiesibas uz Ziep¢iku, Rigu un Latviju?
Ar ko jus tas butu pelnijusi vairak par mums?

Varu derét, ka tev nav atbildes!?

Un tad cita balst ir iedziedats.
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Un, starp citu, tu, EdZa, laikam stipri atSkiries no savas miligas gimenes
Tava masa jau sen pie miisu daudzstavenem tusé

Tie$i miisu Sarmu vina augsti noverte

ZiepcCika dzeki, ne kaki vinu interese ...

Jutos sagrauta! Un es v&l vinu ta mammas prieksa aizstavéju! Tomér negribu lidz galam
notic@t! Jabut noteikti kadam izskaidrojumam! Edgars ir atsiitijis vel vienu failu! Vai tas ir tur-
pinajums!? Klausos, bet ta ir Edgara balss...

Zini, man nepavisam nav griiti paris rindinas sartmét
Tagad labi ieklausieties, ko es par jums visiem domaju!

Jas ka dzivnieki biiros dzivojat

Dzivoklis blakus dzivoklim

Dzivoklis blakus dzivoklim

Durvis, durvis, logs, logs

Kastite, kastite

Astite, astite

Fona dzirdamas ar balsi atdarindtas dzunglu dzivnieku skanas.

Ostrijs metas kauja, vicinas plaukstam

Nu gluzi ka Simpanzei tam pat visas grimases
Usatijs parvietojas ka smags, smags zilonis
Novaciet traukus! Novaciet traukus!

Sana grib izlikties par gudro ptici!

Bet nesanak pat Gpis!

Stop! Stop! Tomer par Sanu vél ir stasts!
Vai zinat to krievu dziesmu ,,izcilo”?

Tad turpindjums iedziedats, atdarinot smalku sievietes balstinu.
Sana solnce ja tebja lublu no zamuz nepaidu!’

Re, cik intelektuala, ir jUsu tautas kultiira
Sitadus un lidzigus méslus var dzirdét pie jums ik uz stiira

Nu, Sana, ka tev patik, ka tavu vardu $ados intelektualos darbos izmanto?

Bet atbildot par Ziepciku

Tie ir miisu sen¢i, kas par So zemi asinis ir 1&jusi

Tiesi vini pirms jisu kastiSu celSanas jau sen, sen ir $eit bijusi
Un tapéc, tiesi tapec, Ziepciks ir miisu

7. Krievu valoda ,,Sana, saule, es tevi milu, bet precéties netaisos.”
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Un tieSi tad€] arT mes iesim vel daudz, daudz talak

Repa ritmos vél krietni, krietni dzilak

Uz fristailu mées jiis izsaucam

Re, més vél daudz, daudz, daudz intelektualak tas lietas kartojam!

k sk ok

Dodos uz parku. Kaut gan jutos galigi stidigi, jo Feja vairs klausuli nece] un neatbild uz manam
Tszinam, bet ar USatiju esmu reali sastrid&jis par to, ka vins bez manas zinas pantinu par Feju ar
Ostriju bija repa ielikusi! Vip$ gan taisnojas un vienlaicigi man parmeta, ka nezinajis par drau-
dzibu ar EdZas masu, tomér. ..

Neierasties uz cipu ar EdZu nevaru! Man $7 situacija jaatrisina, ja gribu turpinat drau-
dzeties ar Feju, bet arT laika ierasties nevargju sanemties. Centos Iidz p&d&jam bridim sakopot
domas un jau savirpinat kadus pantinus, jo fristails jau vairs nav ieprieks saceréta deklaméSana.

Tad pa gabalu redzu, ka EdZus ar Ostriju jau parka vicinas ar dirém, USatijs iesaistijies un
censas abus noturét atstatus. Es skrienu, un, EdZu aiz pleca atraudams, uzsaku repu.

Tada kulaku vicinasana patiesi ir stids
Jo tai jeégas nav dzilakas par zilu aci
MEs, tu un es, esam vienlidzigi, nu gluzi ka brali divi

Ja, ja, mes visi esam no vienas miklas taisiti — cilveki
Un zini $o veértigo ideju man iemacTja tiesi tava masa

MEs visi te bez jégas apkart vazajamies

Un nezinam, ka cits citam izradities

Bet zini, esmu izdomajis mums daudz jeédzigaku nodarbi
Kas padarttu daudz, daudz zimigaku ar1 So repa karigu

Ja, ja, un grib&ju tev pateikties

Ka tiesi tu esi palidzgjis radit So ideju

Es sevi esmu beidzot patiesi atradis

Turklat ne tikai sevi, bet, noklausoties tavu repu, skiet, ar1, ka tevi

Ja, ja, tu neparklausijies
Vecit, man tev patiesi ir jaspiez roka
Jo, skiet, ka tu ar repu esi kopa piedzimis

Un to, ka atSkiramies, mums vajag izmantot
Gabalus rakstot kopa divas valodas

Par to, kas svarigs gan latvieSu dzekiem, gan krievu
Par dzivi Ziepcika, Riga un Latvija

* % %

IEMed.




Laura LAPINA

A SEA OF WORDS 4™ YEAR

Kad zvana Sasa, necelu. Tomer, kad zvana, Skiet, ka pa taisno uz sirdi, roka jau tveras p&c tele-
fona, tom&r noturos. Aizmigt ilgi nevaru. Tomér pamazam jiitu, ka nogurums, kas skiet neiztu-
ramakais un smagakais, kads vien bijis, nem virsroku. Aizmiegu.

Skatos televizora National Geografic raidijumu par mani pasu. Es esmu Afrikas savanna,
ir karsts un tveicigs, redzu, ka ievainotai tigeru mammai dzimst bérnini (pat miega iedomajos!
—,,Gluzi ka tai diena, kad ar Sasu satikos, tikai kakénu vieta tagad daudz lielaki sugas brali!”).
Skatos apkart, nav neviena! Nodomaju: ,,Kas vargjis bt tik nez€ligs?” Tad tiilin nedaudz talak
ieraugu gulam Edgaru — lai gan vins ir tigera ievainots, mani parpem nezeligas dusmas. Es vi-
nam pieeju klat un prasu: ,,Ka tu vargji!? Vai tu zini, ka, ievainojot $o tigeri, esi ievainojis dalu
sevis, un ne jau par tavu roku ir runa! M@s visi, debesis un zeme esam sava starpa saistiti, viens
vesels!” Tad es jiitu, ka mani apvij maigas, pazistamas rokas un ir tik viegli un labi. Tas ir Sasa,
vin$ parliecinosi saka: ,,Viss biis labi — més izglabsim mazulus! Neuztraucies! Un piedod par
visu!”

Klauvgjiens pie loga! Pielecu gulta sedus! Otraja stava — tas nevar biit! Esmu tik parmoci-
jusies, ka jau murgoju arT nomoda?!

,Fejal Atver logu!”

Izberz&ju acis, bet tas patiesam ir vins, uzrapies pa piestutétam trepém! Pieskrienu pie
loga.

»Feja! Piedod! Tas pantins$ par tevi — to es nerakstiju, mani draugi to izdarfja! Un vini jau
mani liidza tev atvainoties! Un to repu es aizsaku, lai nebtitu jakaujas ar tavu brali! Un, zini, tava
brala dziesma jau kaut kada taisniba ir, es tieSam daZzreiz jutos ka ieslodzits kaste. Tu esi ta, kas
mani atbrivo, esot kopa ar tevi, es jitos ka uzvarétajs! Un ne jau tapec, ka esmu dabiijis Edgara
masu, bet tapec, ka tu man liec justies labi! Zini, Sis kaskis starp mani un tavu brali... Skiet pat
aizraujo$s un kaut kas labaks par to neko, ar ko ik dienu te Ziepcika nodarbojamies! Jau agrak
kaut kadus gabalus rakstiju, bet reps ir Tstais, kura varu izteikt visu, ko domaju! Un to esmu at-
klajis, pateicoties tev!... Feja, tu dzirdi, tu klausies?... Es jau ar tavu brali sarunaju, mes ieraksti-
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sim dziesmu kopa! Tu vari tam notic€t? Viens pantins latviski, viens krieviski — reali rullésim
Vins noglasta manus matus... Vinga apker manu kaklu...
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Love Rap

Laura Lapina. Latvia

Her long lash... I find on my jacket... raise it
toward the sun... it shines and smiles broad-
ly... like her... Maya feya'... Suddenly an
abnormally loud pounding on my door inter-
rupts my pleasant stream of thought.

“What is it? What do you want?” I snarl
back.

“Alexander!”

I unlock the door for my father.

“A window’s been smashed in your
mother’s store! There’s a constant set-to and
ruckus in the courtyard! And always some-
one else pays the price! It’s good at least that
nothing has been stolen! Your name is on the
piece of paper with the stone thrown through
the window! A real immature kid’s manoeu-
vre.”

“My name? Dad, half the neighbour-
hood has that name.”

“Don’t talk nonsense and don’t play the
fool! In our neighbour Galina’s family there
are no Sashas.””

“Of course, as always. I’m the bad one,
the stupid one, the guilty party.”

I slam the door in my father’s face,
something I’ve never dared do before.

And of course my father growls in a
deep voice:

“Don’t you dare!”

His unusually stern voice continues to
vibrate behind the door long after the words
have been spoken.

“For sure he won’t talk to me at all now,
won’t even look at me,” I think.

My father rarely talks and he would
definitely advise others to do the same. The

1. “My fairy” — in Russian.
2. Sasha is a nickname for Alexander.
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only time that he breaks into a smile is when
he talks about my brother, whom he consid-
ers a normal guy because money sticks to
him and his head is in the right place. But I
never hear any good things about me. When
the first flush of anger about him getting on
my case has passed, I grab the phone.

“Hello, Ushatiy, how goes it? Listen, I
don’t particularly go for violent methods, but
this time those swellheads will have...”

“Well, what do you know, Sasha, final-
ly you surface, otherwise, I was thinking you
emigrated somewhere. For several days I’ve
heard nothing from you! And what’s more
you’ve got smarter, pal.”

“Listen, a window has been smashed in
my mother’s store. And a note was attached,
a gift for me. My old man has already figured
that out.”

“How?”

“My name was written on it.”

“Sasha, but all of Ziepchik® has that
name! Guys like Grizun, Ostria and Bistria!”

“That’s what I said to my old man.”

“Well, then?”

“But taking into account the last set-
to in the park, it’s clear that they’re Latvian
guys! I can just tell.”

“So your old man really is right.”

“No.”

“What do you mean, no?”

“He didn’t come to that conclusion
based on facts. I'm always the guilty one in
his eyes. Hey, forget it... The main thing is to
figure out what we should do.”

3. Ziepchik — shortened version in common use for the
suburb of Riga called Ziepniekkalns, a residential high-
rise neighbourhood developed in 1980.
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“It’s clear already. Let’s beat them up
so they’re so sore they’ll knock out their own
windows ...Yeah! Sasha, listen, I just had a
bright idea! If they’re such scum that they
want to move in on us, hassling your mum!
Then, let’s go and get at them in a classier
way — take them on through the big cheese’s
next of kin.”

“Edge* only moved to our neighbour-
hood a short while back, and I don’t know
anything about his family. But it’s not a good
idea Ushatiy, we can’t sink down to their lev-
el — let’s bash them straight.”

“Sasha don’t deny me the pleasure,
we can give them a licking anytime. I know
Edge’s sister — she hangs out here taking care
of cats! Sasha ...hello, are you there?”

“Lauma?”

“See, you even know her name.”

“Come on, that’s not his sister.”

“Hell, yeah, man, but she is. One a
moron, the other a peace-loving sheep who
herds cats.”

“And, so what?” I get hot under the
collar.

“Nothing! Just tossing it around. It’s
the same, as you with your old man — like
from the same apple tree, but really totally
from another. The same with them. But not
to worry, let’s scare the cat princess, and he’ll
have a fit.”

“No, that’s not a good idea. Listen — I
don’t have the time now. Let’s phone tonight
and meet at our place by the China Wall.”

Blast, I knew it — nothing is ever perfect
in my life. Go believe in miracles and again
get screwed! I really can’t slug it out with
Lauma’s brother, but to tell the guys that I’'m
getting friendly with Edge’s sister... I doubt
they’ll understand... But so little time — just
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until tonight, when I meet up with the guys,
to figure out what to do.

k sk sk

Already riding on the bus I feel totally ex-
hausted, because it was a madhouse in the
animal shelter today. Bertold, the gigantic
Caucasian, nearly bit me and it looks as if this
could turn out to be the last day for my dar-
ling ginger cat Rudy. I don’t know if I’ll even
still see him tomorrow. But, despite all this,
somewhere deep inside me a great, great joy
has settled in and warms me! ““Ya nashol tvoyu
resnyitsu, maya feya, ona blyestyela yartshe
tshem solnyetshniy lutsh!”® In the morning I
was spoiled by lovely text messages and it’s
possible that I’ll see him again tonight. How
good that Sasha lives right here — with only a
park separating us.

“Hi,” I shout on entering our house.

“Hi. Come and have your supper. We’re
already eating,” my mamma calls back.

I enter the kitchen. My brother is sit-
ting at the table eating meat patties, while my
mamma is busy preparing and transferring
the already fried patties directly from the pan
onto my brother’s plate.

“Eat them while they’re warm, son.”

Mamma places the pan back on the stove
and tousles his hair, but my brother makes a
sullen face and pushes her hand away.

“How nice that supper is already on the
table,” I exclaim happily.

“Fill your plate too, Lauma.”

I scoop some salad onto my plate but
push the bowl with the meat away.

“I really want to know why you’re al-
ways hanging out at those Ziepchik high
rises. Here I am bashing those urlas,” those

4. Edge — nickname given to Edgar, one of the protago-
nists of this story.

5. China Wall — the longest house in Ziepniekkalns —
510 metres.

6. In Russian “I found your lash, my Fairy, it shone more
brightly than a sunbeam.”

7. Urlas is a negative epithet in Russian, meaning “hoo-
ligans” or “uncultured persons”.
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morons while you crawl around their homes,
collecting their shit.”

Edgar, not satisfied with his portion, is
all hyped up to devour me. This is a normal
occurrence in our family.

“That’s no shit — those are animals need-
ing help. Unlike you I’'m doing something
useful! And you’re the moron yourself — you
shouldn’t judge all Russians by one measuring
stick. Besides, Latvians also live there.”

“Of course, about point two percent.”

“But why pick on me today, what’s got
into you?”

“A lovely new song about you has gone
viral on the net. I already sent it to you in
Draugi.® Listen to it! But don’t get uptight —
I’ve already prepared an answer.”

Interesting — a song about me? Edgar
probably made it up to get under my skin.

But I say with conviction:

“I will listen to it — for sure it’ll be more
worthwhile than your attacks.”

My mamma also gets involved in the
discussion:

“Dear child, your brother is right, I also
don’t like that for evenings on end you’re
worrying yourself with those cats in Ziep-
niekkalns! All kinds of abnormal people are
wandering about there.”

“No, it’s abnormal that you’re so prej-
udiced! The same sorts of people as us live
there.”

“Yeah, yeah!” Edgar adds with vehe-
mence. “Just skinheads in sneakers chewing
sunflower seeds and the sort that regularly
abandon their pets.”

“And you’re judging everyone based
on a few odd characters,” I exclaim angrily.

“Don’t forget, Lauma, that they’ve
caused great suffering for our family. In fact,
generations of our family have been devas-

8. Draugi means “Friends” in Latvian. The Latvian ver-
sion of Facebook.
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tated. Grandfathers, grandmothers, other rel-
atives — our people. And your father’s child-
hood as well as his health ruined,” mamma
says, starting to wipe away tears.

She always bursts into tears when she
mentions our dad, who three years ago died
from severe pneumonia. Mamma blames this
on dad’s childhood, which he spent in Sibe-
ria’ with his family. In her opinion this is why
dad had endured all sorts of health problems
during his lifetime and died because of them.
After his death we moved from the city of
Talsi to Riga, where our grandma had willed
us her house.

“See? Do you like seeing mamma cry?
What a defender of Latvian-Russian friendly
relations you’ve turned out to be.”

“Mamma, those people who live in the
high rises don’t have anything to do with that.”

“Why are you so quick to defend them,
maybe you too have joined some Urals gang
now, small wonder they’re singing about
you, right?” Edgar snarls.

“Maybe, and so what?” I feel more and
more pissed off.

“Lauma, dear girl, that’s absolutely
dreadful,” mamma exclaims. “What are you
saying, it can’t be? Have you really lost your
mind?”

“No, I’ve not lost my mind, but I’ve a
healthy attitude about people because I judge
each person only after I’ve got to know them,
not wasting time on a long distance diagno-
sis! Yes, I like a boy who is Russian! And I
don’t see anything dreadful in it.”

“That can’t be,” mamma exclaims.
“There’s no way I'll let you’ll even look in
the direction of those high rises again.”

“Aha, mamma, now you want to tell me
who my friends can be. Well, you must know

9. During the Soviet occupation of Latvia, the regime
instituted mass deportations to Siberia: in 1941, 15,000
and in 1949, 45,000 residents of Latvia were deported
to Siberia.
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that I’1l not only continue to be friends with
them, but I’ll become even more humane —
I’1l be a veterinarian, not a teacher like you,
who constantly teaches others how to live.”

“To take care of animals you didn’t have
to come to the capital city,” mamma yells.

“It’s a pity that something much more
stupid than an animal lives in my home! A
person I’ve only known for a few days has
told me many more good things than you
have, and unlike you is enthusiastic about
what I do,” I yell and jump up from the kitch-
en chair.

“Oh! They sure do know how to sing
sweetly! You’ve already been hypnotized,”
my mother exclaims.

I slam the kitchen door shut and, totally
infuriated, head for my room! I turn on my
computer right away. Despite my irritation,
curiosity spurs me on to see if Edgar has lied,
or if there really is a song. No, but he has sent
me something. I press “play” and I hear Sa-
sha’s voice.

One, two...One, two

Edge, it seems you can’t count any higher
If you must solve all just with muscle power
But know that in Ziepchik live some guys
Who dig something more out of life.

Hey, we challenge you to a duel!

He, he, you already rejoice at the thought
That fists and punches will fly?

But we’ll have to disappoint you

Start shedding a tear or two

We challenge you to something smarter
We challenge you to a duel of rappers
Do you dig this kind of music?

Or do you know only pop, just pop?

Before you try to compose something
Here’s a bit on our neighbourhood
We’ve grown up together with Ziepchik
That’s precisely why we deserve it.
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Are you fighting for national justice?

Why should Ziepchik, Riga, Latvia be yours
alone?

Why have you earned it more than us?

I bet you don’t have the answer.

(But then, a different voice has recorded the
next stanzas.)

And what’s more, Edge, you so differ

From all the others in your family

Your sister has for ages now partied at our
high rises

It’s our charm she greatly values

The Ziepchik guys, not cats, interest her.

I feel absolutely destroyed! And 1 de-
fended him so in front of my mamma! But I
don’t want to totally believe it! There must be
some explanation for all this! Edgar has sent
me another file! Is that the sequel? I listen to
it, but it’s Edgar’s voice...

Know, I don’t find it hard to rhyme a few lines
Now listen closely to what I think of you!

You live like beasts in cages
Flat beside flat

Flat beside flat

Door, door, window, window
Box, box

Tail, tail

(Inthe background a voice is heard mimicking
jungle beast sounds.)

Ostriy throws himself into the fight, brandish-
ing fists

Much like a chimpanzee even down to the
grimaces

Ushatiy heavy, heavy like an elephant moves
Hide the dishes! Hide the dishes!

Sasha wants to pretend he’s a wise old owl!
But manages just to look like a silly bubo!
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Stop! Stop! But there’s one more Sasha story.
Do you know this Russian song “extraordi-
nary”’?

(The sequel is sung in a mimicked high wom-
en’s voice.)

Sasha, solntse, ya tebya lyublyu, no zamuzh
nye paidu.'

See how intellectual is your national culture
This and other shit is heard on every corner

Now, Sasha, do you like your name used in
such an intellectual ditty?

But as for Ziepchik

These are our ancestors

Who’ve shed blood for this land

They’re the ones who were here

Long before your boxes were built

And just because of this, Ziepchik is ours.

And just because of this

We’ll go much further

Yes deeper into rap rthythm

We challenge you to a freestyle duel
And just watch, how we do things
To be much more intellectual.

* % %

I head for the park. Even though I feel like
shit, because Fairy Fay is no longer picking
up the phone and doesn’t respond to my tex-
ted messages, but I've really had a fight with
Ushatiy because they had put the verse about
Fay and Ostriy in the rap without telling me.
He did make excuses and at the same time
accused me of not telling him about my rela-
tionship with Edge’s sister, but still ...

10. In Russian “Sasha, sun, I love you, but won’t marry
you.”
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I can’t not show up for the rumble with
Edge! I have to resolve this situation, if I
want to continue being friends with Fay, but
I can’t bring myself to be there on time. Until
the last minute I try to collect my thoughts
and to spin off some verses, because freestyle
after all isn’t supposed to be the recitation of
something composed beforehand.

Then from a distance I see Edge and
Ostriy already in the park in a punch up, with
Ushatiy getting involved trying to keep the
two apart. I run and, grabbing Edge by the
shoulder, I start to rap.

Such fist swinging truly is just shit
No more sense than a black eye from it
We, you and 1, are very alike, two brothers

Yeah, yeah, we’re all made from the same
dough — human
And know, it’s your sister who taught me this
valuable lesson

We all drift / aimlessly

And we don’t know how to be one to the other
But know, I’ve invented an occupation more
fruitful

Which would make this rap war more mean-
ingful

Yeah, yeah, [ wanted to thank you

For it was really you who had the idea
I’ve finally truly found myself

Not just myself, but listening to your rap
I’ve also managed to find you

Yeah, yeah — you heard it right
Man, I really must shake your hand
Because, I think you were born with rap

But we should try to use our differences

To create rap together in two languages
About what’s important for both Latvian and
Russian guys
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And about life in Ziepchik, Riga and Latvia.

% sk sk

When Sasha phones, I don’t answer. But
when the phone rings, it seems as if its ring
goes directly to my heart and my hand reach-
es for the phone, but I resist. I can’t fall asleep
for a long time. But bit-by-bit I feel my ex-
haustion, which seems the most unbearable
and severest ever, take the upper hand. And
I fall asleep.

I’'m looking at a “National Geograph-
ic” programme on TV, which is about me.
I’'m in the African savannah, it’s swelter-
ingly hot and I look on as an injured tigress
gives birth to cubs (even in sleep it makes me
think: “Just like the day I met Sasha, but in
place of the kittens now there are its brethren
from a larger species!”). I look around and
there’s no one to be seen. And I think: “Who
could have been so merciless?”” Then a short
distance away I see Edgar — even though he
has been injured by the tiger, dreadful anger
overcomes me. I go to him and I ask: “How
could you? Do you know that in harming this
tiger you have harmed a part of yourself, and
I’m not speaking of your arm. We and the
heavens and earth are joined together in an
inseparable whole.” But then I feel warm,
familiar arms embrace me and I feel so good
and light. It’s Sasha, and he says with con-
viction:

A SEA OF WORDS 4™ YEAR

“Everything will be fine — we’ll save
the little ones. Don’t worry! And forgive me
for everything.”

A knock at the window. Startled, I sit up
in bed. On the second floor — that just doesn’t
happen.

“Fay! Open the window.”

I rub my eyes, but it really is him, hav-
ing crawled up a leaning ladder.

I run to the window.

“Fay! Forgive me. That verse about you
— I didn’t write that, my friends did. And they
already asked me to apologize to you. And that
rap I began so as not to fight with your brother.
And, you know, there’s some truth in your
brother’s song, I really feel as if I have been
trapped in a box. You’re the one that has freed
me, being together with you I feel like a win-
ner. And not because I’ve got Edgar’s sister,
but because you make me feel so good. You
know this hassle between your brother and
me... it even seems exciting and something
better than the nothing we ourselves do here
in Ziepchik! I started writing some pieces a
while back, but rap is the real thing, in which I
can express all that I feel. And I’ve discovered
that thanks to you. Fay, do you hear me, are
you listening? I’ve already arranged with your
brother that we’ll write a song together. Can
you believe it? One verse in Latvian, the next
in Russian — we’ll really be cooking with gas.”

He caresses my hair... I wind my arms
around his neck.
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ZaidZiame demokratija
arba mergaité iS Kambario Respublikos

Gintaré Laurinavidiate. Lietuva

Vienoje raudonojo komunizmo nuspalvintoje Baltijos Salyje gyveno maza mergaité, kuri niekuo
nesiskyré nuo kity vaiku. Ji turéjo didele blonding lelg uzsiver¢ian¢iomi akimis ir medziagi-
niu pilvu, turéjo maza kvaila Suniuka, dideli kaspina plaukuose, o didziausia jos svajoné buvo
gauti kramtomosios gumos. Si mergaité neturéjo daug draugu, tadiau turéjo fantazija. Ji buvo
pats paprasCiausias Soviety Sajungos vaikas, kurj valdzia pasididziuodama vadinty Spaliuku
— Lenino Antiku. Turéti jsivaizduojama drauga yra labai nattiralu, kai tau tik Sesi. Buti isvaiz-
duojamos Salies valdovu labai natiiralu, kai tau dvylika, todél astuoneriy mety mergaité, kuri
isivaizdavo viska, buvo tiesiog labai nattiralus darinys. Kai uz lango siaué¢ia korupcija ir drau-
go Lenino atminimas vaik§to Maskvos gatvémis, skelbdamas save dievu, jos kambario viduje
santvarka buvo visai kitokia, nei raudonais gvazdikais apsodintose gatvése. Tomas Moras §ia
»kambario* santvarka buty pavadings Utopija, o Winstonas Churchill’is geriausia santvarka i§
paciy blogiausiy tarpo, taciau §i mergaite, kurios vaizduoté augo greiciau nei Sviesios kasos, to
nevadino niekaip. Kickvienas meskinas, pasittas i§ dusios gauruotos medziagos, ir kiekviena
1é1¢, sédinti ant lovos atbrailos, savo nebyliomis stiklinémis ar saginémis akimis isivaizduoti-
nai spresdavo, kokia pasaka girdés ir kokia arbata geltonkasé jsivaizduotoja vaiSins drauges,
kurios pasi$nibzbédamos ir kikendamos darys slaptus balsavimus, kuri su kokia 1éle zais. Visa
jos kambario tauta spresdavo visus iskilusius klausimus ir vaikiskas jos dilemas bendrai, nes
raudonosios sofos respublikoje visi turéjo balsavimo teisg, nors turéjo tik isivaizduojama balsa.

Si sistema véliau, kaip ji pastebéjo, buvo taikoma mokykloje, kai berniukai ir mergaités
vienodomis apykaklémis ir rankogaliais mechaniskai keldavo rankas, taip reik§dami savo nuo-
mong apie artéjancias klasés iSvykas. Tik Sie vaikai neturéjo teisés klausti, pries keliant ranka, ar
iSgirti atsakymy, kurie taip ripéjo mazam zmogui, ka tik supratusiam, ka reiskia komunizmas.
Jokiy klausimy — buvo svarbiausia taisykleé, taip ir nesuprasta mergaités, kurios kambario respu-
blikoje santvarka buvo visiskai kitokia.

Maza mergaité, gimusi raudonojo komunizmo laikotarpiu, pati to nezinodami kiiré demo-
kratija, kai jos bendraamziai jsivaizduodavo uzjiirio karalystes. Blidamas Salies valdovu, jautie-
si virSesnis uz kitus, todél vaikams taip ir patinka monarchijos, ta¢iau mergaité savo kambaryje
buvo ne caraité, karalaité ar princesé — ji buvo valdove, kuri klausési, kas yra labai nebiidinga
jos amziaus vaikui. Vaikai nezaidzia demokratijos, nes nemoka klausytis, taciau mergaité, su-
teikusi balsa pliusinei meskai, mokéjo. Ji buvo viena i$ ty vaiky, kurie turéjo nuomong ir balsa,
taciau skyrési nuo kity tuo, kad mokéjo ne tik ji savanaudiskai i§sakyti, bet ir skirti kitam. Jos
mama buvo buhalteré, o tévas masinistas — tai profesijos, kuriose nekyla per daugiausiai klau-
simy, o pagrindinis darbas yra vykdyti nurodymus. Gal tod¢l Seimoje taip pat vyravo buitinis
komunizmas, kuris jos tévams atrodé paprastas, suprantamas ir jgimtas. Kodél a$ turiu eiti i
teatra su mama, o negaliu likti namuose su téc¢iu? Kodél a$ trecia diena i eilés plaunu indus, o
brolis nedaro nieko? Kodél as$ turiu daryti taip, kaip man pasakoma, o ne taip, kaip man atrodo
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teisinga? Ir kodél negalima klausti jokiy klausimy? ,,Kodél*“ buvo zodis nepageidaujamas nei
tévy, nei vadovy, todél atskyrus savo nuomong, balsa ir idéjas nuo kity mergaité uzsidaré savo
kambario respublikoje, kurioje kiekvienam ,,kodél” buvo ieskomas ,,todél ir kiekvienam ,,da-
ryk taip* sugalvojamas , kitaip*.

Sugriuvus Soviety Sajungai, kartu su ja iSnyko ir komunizmas. ISnyko vienpartiné sistema,
prekiy deficitas, metaliniai nuzulg stomatologiniai graztai, kurie dantista paversdavo { serijini
zudika, iStroskusi kraujo, skausmo ir aimany. Pranyko viskas, i$skyrus valstybés isivaizdavimo
stereotipai, kuriems iSnykti reikia $io to daugiau, nei griuvusios Sajungos. Tai buvo ilgiausias
darinys i8 visy trumpalaikiy, taciau $io laiko pakako pasikeisti kartoms, zmoniy mastymui ir pa-
¢iai pilietiSkumo savokai. Nors jau seniai nuvirto gelezinés uzdangos ir nukrito raudono aksomo
uzuolaidos, ,,homo sovieticus* dar iliks kuriam laikui. Sis Zmogus, §itaip troskes savo akimis
i8vysti naujaja demokratijos ausra Pabaltijuje, paémé valstybeg i rankas ir paleido, nes nezinojo,
ka daryti, kai sprendimus pagaliau turéjo priimti pats, o ne partinis komitetas.

Mergaite i§ kambario respublikos tuo tarpu augo ir pamazu suprato, kad kambario sienos
griuvo, nes jos sofos santvarka jsigaléjo valstybéje, kuri pries tai nejsivaizdavo nieko. PliuSinés
meskos virto realiais Zmonémis, kurie rinko ir turéjo biiti i§rinki. Taciau natiirali lyderysté buvo
numarinta, o nauju lyderiy Zzmonés kelti nemokéjo. Todél po ilgo laiko priespaudoje ir valstybé
padaré tai, ka ir maza mergaité kadaise — isivaizdavo pilietiSkus piliecius ir suteiké jiems bal-
so teisg. Pati pilietiSkumo sgavoka isigaléjo visur: kultiiroje, pasamonéje, taiau ne politikoje.
Zmongs, kurie kitados buvo tik mergaités ir berniukai, kurie susikibg uzranky dainavo valdziai,
skindami kelig demokratijai, uzmirso ka reiskia priimti bendrus sprendimus, formuoti nuomong,
argumentuotai kelti ranka prie balsadézés, nedarydami nuodémés ir nebalsuodati uz bal¢iausia
Sypsena, slepiancia rudas melagio akis. Ta¢iau laisva era prasidéjo tik tada, kada berniukai,
stumdg¢ medinius tankus, suprato, kad laimingai Saliai reikalinga demokratinio kambario siste-
ma, kurioje kiekvienas, atmerkgs akis po raudonojo spalio miego, pabusty kaip pilieciai, kurie
7ino ne tik savo, bet ir Salies varda.

Demokratijos ir pilietiSkumo negalima atskirti, taré mergaité savo pliusinei meskai, kuri
pries daugeli mety buvo ne demokratiskosios, o tiesiog jos santvarkos dalis. Vaikystéjetie Zo-
dziai skambéjo paprastai ir naiviai, ta¢iau ir uzaugusi ji vis dar tikéjo, kad jos kambario mesky
demokratijos santvarkos supratimas buvo toks, kokio reikéjo ir jai, ir jos sukurtai valstybei. Tik
vaikystéje 1élés buvo jos pilieciai, o ji buvo ju valstybé, kurios gyvenimas buvo pliusinés mes-
kos, medinés matrioskos bei vilnonés deficitinés pédkelnés, o dabar ji buvo l¢lé tos valstybeés,
kuria kadaise isivaizdavo save esancia. Si maza mergaité tada dar nesuprato, ka reiskia pilietis-
kumas, nezinojo, kas yra demokratija, taciau savo kambarélyje, nutilus pionieriy trimitams, ji
sugalvojo pati vaikiSkiausia, naiviausia ir nuo$irdZiausia paaiskinima, kuris nekilo nei i§ poli-
tinés ideologijos, kuris nenusédo tarptautiniuose zodynuose, nesugulé didziy zmoniy laipose. Ji
liko tik mergaités Sirdyje, kurios paslapciy ji neiSdavé niekam, i§skyrus kambario sienom.

Valstyb¢ kelesi kiekviena ryta, siilydama balsuoti, rinkti, deleguoti ir vadovauti. Pilieciai
keéleé rankas, sitll¢, delegavo, rengé referendumus, kol mety bégyje pradéjo suprasti, kodél ir kam
jie visa tai daro. Tada sugalvojo, kad laikas vél tapti Pilieciais ir bandyti paleisti Seima, kurti
dar trisdesimt nauju partijuy, laida pavadinimu ,,A$ myliu Lietuva®, kurioje taskai skai¢iuojami
véliavomis, o lietuvyb¢ silikoniniais implantais. Internetas pradéjo mirgéti nuo milijono prie-
zasCiy, kodél Lietuvoje gyventi gera, o paprasciausi gyventojy susirinkimai, ka jau kalbéti apie
mokyklinius, liko nelankomi. Néra laiko! Reikia surasti tikstantis pirma priezasti, kodél ¢ia
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gyventi geriau, pridéti bent viena punkta sarase ,,Top10 priezas¢iy, kodél neverta emigruoti®,
ant nuogo kiino nusipaisyti trispalve véliava ir apibégti tris kartus aplink rajona, kad Zmonés
pamatyty kaip Jus mylite Lietuva. [Smokome biti pilieciais be pilietiSkumo, ir apsukg istisa rata
gryzome prie besikuriancios demokratijos tobuléjimo pusiaukeléje apverstojo modelio, kada
laisvés turime | valias, meilés savo $aliai irgi, zinome milijona biidy kaip ja netikusiai parodyti,
dar milijona biidy kaip ja iSpeikti ir nei vieno pasitilymo kaip pakeisti esama padéti, kuria kei-
¢iame visais neimanomais biidais, bandydami i§vengti pagrindinio ir svarbiausio — dalyvavimo.
Visi pilie€iai dabar yra tame Raudongjame kambaryje, laukdami savos mergaités, kuri kuri ne
tik suteiks jiems balsa, bet ir iSmokys juo naudotis.

Kambaryje savo demokrating respublika sukiirusi mergaité jau seniai nebe maza mergaité,
o moteris, kurios kambaryje dabar savo valstybg kuria jos pacios vaikai. Nezinau, kokia san-
tvarka jie isivaizduoja, bet Zinau kad zaidzia valstybg ir toliau, nes taip daro visi vaikai, kuriy
pilietinis isivaizdavimas dar néra biurokratinis, o labiau toksai, kuri Tomas Moras vadinty Uto-
pija. Nes tik tolimojoje Utopijoje vaikai turi savo valstybg ir kuria tyra demokratija, balsuodami
uz tai, kas Siandien Zais slépyniy. Demokratija yra politinio rézimo forma, pilietiSkumas yra
valstybinio dalyvavimo forma, ta¢iau pasakykim tai vaikams, kurie zaidzia valstybe geriau, nes
mes jsivaizduojame. Néra geresnio pilietinio dalyvavimo pavyzdzio nei Zaidimas pavadinimu
,vaikyste®, i kuri yra itraukti visi vaikai, kurie nezinodami, nei kas ta demokratija, nei kas ta
politika, vieningai kelia rankas ir balsuoja, dalyvauja savo valstybés gyvenime, nerezga intrigy,
o tiesiog zaidzia gaudyniy ir gaudo viens kita, savo svajones, béga vaikystés saulélydzio link
naiviai tikédamiesi, kad jie uzaugs, bet Utopija liks.
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or a Girl from the Republic Room

Gintaré Laurinavidiaté. Lithuania

In a Baltic country coloured by red commu-
nism lived a little girl, who was just like all
other kids. She had a big blonde doll with gog-
gled eyes and a cotton belly, a silly little dog,
and a big ribbon in her hair. Her greatest dream
was to try bubble gum. The girl did not have
many friends, but she had a great imagination.
She was a mere common kid of the Soviet Un-
ion; a kid the government would proudly call
“Octobrist” — a grandchild of Lenin. Having
an imaginary friend is very natural when you
are only six and being the ruler of an imaginary
country is very natural when you are twelve.
When corruption rages behind windows and
the memory of Lenin wanders in the streets
of Moscow like a god, the system inside her
room is completely different from the streets
dressed in red carnations. Thomas Moore
would have called this “room” system Utopia
and Winston Churchill would have seen it as
the least worst system. But this girl, whose im-
agination was growing faster than her fair hair,
gave no name to it. Each and every bear made
from drizzly shaggy material and each doll sit-
ting on the edge of the bed, with their mute
glass or button eyes, decided which tales they
would listen to or what tea the fair-haired girl
would serve to her friends, and whisper about
who was to play with which doll. The nation
of her room solved all current questions and
her childish dilemmas collectively, because
in the red sofa republic everyone had a vote,
even with only an imaginary voice.

This system was later applied in school,
where boys and girls with the same collars
and cuffs mechanically raised their hands to
express their opinion about forthcoming class

outings. But those children did not have a right
to ask before raising their hands, or to hear the
answers, which were so important to a small
person who had just understood what commu-
nism means. The rule about not asking ques-
tion was not understood by the girl, because in
her republic room the system was completely
different.

The little girl, born in the period of red
communism, without being aware of it, cre-
ated democracy at a time when her peers
were imagining overseas kingdoms. Being
a king of a country one can feel superior to
others, which is why children are so fond of
monarchies. But the girl in her room was not
a daughter of a tsar or king, she was not a
princess — she was a ruler, who listened, some-
thing very uncommon for a child of her age.
Children do not play democracy as they listen
to others, but the girl who gave her teddy bear
avoice did. She was one of those kids who had
an opinion and a voice, but was different in the
way that she used it, not expressing it selfishly
but giving way to others. Her mother was a
bookkeeper and her father was a car salesman
— the professions which usually do not raise
too many questions, as the main work is to fol-
low directions. Maybe that is why the family
was also governed by domestic communism,
which to her parents seemed so simple, clear
and inborn. Why do I have to go to the thea-
tre with mother and cannot stay at home with
dad? Why for the third day in a row do I have
to wash dishes while my brother does noth-
ing? Why do I have to do what [ am told rather
than what seems right to me? And why can |
not ask any questions? “Why” was the word
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undesirable to parents or managers, so the girl
hid her opinion, voice and ideas from others
and shut herself in her republic room, where
for every “why” she looked for a “because”
and for every “do it this way” she sought “the
other way””.

With the collapse of the Soviet Union,
communism also vanished. The one-party
system, deficiency of goods, and worn-out
metal dental drills all disappeared. Every-
thing disappeared except for state stereo-
types, as for those to fade away one needs
more than a collapsed Union. It lasted long
enough to change generations, thought and
the very notion of citizenship. Although iron
walls and red velvet curtains have long fallen,
“homo sovieticus” was to remain for some
time. This person, who desired so much to
see the new dawn of democracy in the Baltic
states with his own eyes, took the state into
his hands and lost control because he did not
know what to do when it was him and not the
party committee who had to make decisions.

In the meantime, the girl from the re-
public room grew up and gradually started
to understand that the walls around her
room had fallen, because her sofa system
had gained ground in the state. Teddy bears
turned into real people who elected and had
to be elected. But natural leadership was ex-
tinct and people did not know how to put for-
ward new leaders. Therefore, after a long pe-
riod of suppression, they did the same as the
little girl had done — they imagined public-
spirited citizens and provided them with the
right to vote. The same definition of citizen-
ship gained ground everywhere in public cul-
ture and awareness, but not in politics. Peo-
ple, who once had been girls and boys sing-
ing hand in hand for the government, paving
the way to democracy, forgot what it meant to
make collective decisions, to formulate opin-
ion, to use the ballot box wisely. However,
the free era started only when the boys who
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had pushed wooden tanks understood that a
happy country needs a democratic room sys-
tem, in which after the Red October each and
every person opening their eyes would wake
up as citizens who know not only their name
but their country’s name.

The girl told her teddy bear, which years
ago had been a part the system — not of a dem-
ocratic one, but just of her system — that de-
mocracy and citizenship cannot be separated.
In childhood, words sounded simple and na-
ive, but as a grownup she still believed that her
understanding of the system was necessary for
her and the state she had created. In childhood,
dolls had been her citizens and she was their
state. In those days this little girl did not un-
derstand what citizenship meant, did not know
what democracy was, but in her room, after
pioneering trumpets fell silent, she created the
most childish, naive and sincere explanation,
which was not based on political ideology and
would not enter the mouths of great people.
It just stayed in the girl’s heart, her secrets
guarded within the walls of the room.

The state woke up every morning pro-
posing to vote, elect, delegate and rule. Citi-
zens raised their hands, delegated, and organ-
ised referenda, until in the course of a year
they began to understand why. Then they
thought that the time had come to become
citizens again and try to dissolve the Seimas,
to create another thirty new parties, to start a
broadcast called “I Love Lithuania”, in which
points are calculated by flags, and the Lithu-
anian spirit is measured by silicone implants.
Internet instantly became full of a million
reasons why it is good to live in Lithuania,
while meetings went unattended. No time!
One needs to find a thousand and one reasons
why it is better to live here, to add at least
one point to the list of the “Top10 reasons not
to emigrate”, to draw a tricolour flag on the
body and to run three times round the suburb
so that all the people would see how you love
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Lithuania. We learned to be citizens without
citizenry and came back to the model invert-
ed halfway to improve democracy, where we
have freedom as well as love for our country,
where we know a million ways to slate it and
do not make one single proposal on how to
change the present situation. And we avoid
the most important aspect — participation. All
the citizens are now in that red room waiting
for their girl, who will not only provide them
with a voice but will teach them how to use it.

The girl who once created the demo-
cratic republic in her room is no longer a little
girl, but a woman. I do not know what system
they imagine, but I know that they are still
playing the state, because this is what all the
kids do. Their citizenry imagination is still
not bureaucratic and much closer to the one
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which Thomas Moore would call Utopia be-
cause only in Utopia do kids have their own
state and create pure democracy, voting for
who will play hide and seek. Democracy is
a form of political regime, public spirit is a
form of civil participation, but try to tell this
to kids who play a much better state than we
can imagine. There is no better example of
participation than the game called “child-
hood”, which involves all kids, who without
knowing what democracy or politics are,
with one accord raise their hands and vote,
participate in the life of their state, weave no
plots and just play chase and run and keep
catching each other and their dreams. They
keep running to the sunset of their childhood,
naively hoping that they will grow up but that
Utopia will stay.
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Turning Tables

Razan Majdalawieh and Raneem Tayeh. Jordan

If someone were to pass by the neighbourhood at this exact moment, they would think that we
were not just neighbours, but the closest of friends. It was never like that though. We were never
all friends — none of the people in the neighbourhood got along with one another. We never truly
felt like a community — we would just stare each other down as we saw each other pulling into
the driveway, pulling out of the drive way, or taking a stroll around the neighbourhood. We were
separate entities living side by side barely acknowledging the fact that one or the other existed.
Our cultural differences were the main reason behind our feuding. He was Shiite, they were
Sunni, the others were Libyan, and some were Syrian, and so on and so forth. I’m not criticiz-
ing — I must admit that I had some culturist views of my own — I’m just stating the facts. There’s
just one sad part. One really sad part. How we got here. How we all of a sudden became friends.
It tears me apart.

We met on a beautiful Sunday afternoon in the winter. I often look back and reflect on
how things would have been if he hadn’t had the nerve to speak to me. They say courage is
contagious. I finally understand what they mean by that. His smile gave me all the confidence
in the world. The sun was serenely setting in the sky and painting a beautiful canvas with the
most striking hues of purple and pink. Most days felt insignificant to me, but I remember feeling
different that afternoon. I woke up searching for something. I didn’t realize what that something
was until I found him. He likes to believe he found me. But the reality is that we had been
neighbours for years, afraid to approach each other. The only time people would speak within
our neighbourhood would be to speak about each other. Of course I knew everything about his
family. And he knew everything about mine. But that is where the line was drawn. A line which
we were finally able to cross. I was at the marina going to meet up with a few of my friends
when we crossed paths. He was alone yet walking at an unusually fast pace. It was as if he had
somewhere important to be. I like to think it was me he was impatiently walking towards. We
made eye contact. I quickly lowered my gaze in an attempt to avoid any awkward conversation.

“Hey... you’re Tala right?”

His bold question took me by surprise. I looked up and suddenly felt my face flush. I was
a very outspoken girl. Not the shy type at all. But in that exact minute, I felt completely numb.

“Yeah I am. And you are?”

I froze after saying that. A cold breeze sent my hair flying over my face. I hoped that it
would cover the embarrassment in my eyes. Of course I knew who he was. I wanted the ground
to open up and eat me whole.

“Mohamed. We’ve been neighbours for years.” He smiled. It wasn’t a flirtatious smile, but
a kind and friendly one. I stayed quiet.

“Sorry, I’'m sure you have somewhere to be. I just wanted to introduce myself...”

I quickly interrupted him. “Right... Mohamed. The Sheikh’s son. I’ve seen you around
before.”
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We continued talking for a few minutes, and then we parted ways. Soon after that we be-
gan crossing paths on a daily basis and talking. I didn’t feel shy anymore. Instead I felt revived.
We shared so many common interests. Each conversation would leave me craving more of him,
until he finally became mine. Until we finally became inseparable.

Mohamed was just one of those people everyone drew themselves to. He was the only
soul that got along with everyone else in the neighbourhood despite our differences. He was of
Libyan origin. He was 26 years old. He was the son of the Sheikh. He was tall, compared to me
at least. Still pretty tall though. His eyes were... how shall I describe his eyes to you? To start off
he had beautiful eyes. I do not believe they were one solid colour. They changed depending on
what he was wearing or how sunny it was outside or some other strange reason. Sometimes blue.
Sometimes green. But they were the most beautiful shades of blue or green I had ever seen in my
life. He obviously inherited that from his mother, who was of European origin. I believe she was
Swiss. Maybe Polish. His father married her before he became a Sheikh. I do not quite under-
stand his hypocrisy though. He was allowed to marry a foreign lady, one that had a completely
different religion when they first met, yet Mohamed had to stay away from me. I’'m Palestin-
ian. My family is not as religious as his parents were, but they were still considered somewhat
religious. I’'m not saying my father would ever let me marry a half-Libyan, half-Swiss or Polish
gentleman himself either, I’'m just saying his father had no right not to let him. Truth is I never
really pictured myself with anyone who wasn’t Palestinian.

I was never racist — none of the families in the neighbourhood were racist either. We just
didn’t get along because of a few arguments we had regarding certain aspects of our religion or
cultural background. In the mosque is where their opinions seemed to emerge. The arguments
usually went on for a while and Mohamed was usually the one to calm everyone down. He kept
preaching to everyone about social solidarity. He said that it was important for us to have one
another. Yeah, right. Try telling that to Ali Jubran. He was the bitterest person I’ve ever met in
my life. He is an Iraqi Shiite. He hated our family the most. Whenever any of us try to speak to
him he goes on to say people with no country should not speak. Only later I found out that he
was once married to a Palestinian Christian lady. She died of cancer a while back and they had
two children — two children her family took away from him because her family wanted them to
be raised as Christians. He’s hated Palestinians ever since. He refused to marry after his wife
passed away. He loved her so much. But she was the only Palestinian he’d ever love. The only
person he ever will love. Everyone grieves in their own way I suppose, but his ways were over
the top. He was rude to Mohamed, but Mohamed kept reassuring me he only acts rudely to him
in front of other people, which I found extremely childish for a 50 year old. Whenever he argued
with my family, his one and only comeback would be asking if we were now going to throw a
rock at him. He would laugh hysterically for about three minutes. He told me I should go join
the people on the Flotilla boat to Palestine in order for me to realize there is no Palestine. He
told Mohamed to go fight with his people to get rid of Gaddafi in Libya because his country was
a joke. He told the Syrians they were next. Crazy son of a bitch.

But the one good thing about Ali Jubran was that he at least conversed with the neigh-
bours — unlike the Khrafy family. They led a life away from the rest of the community. They
were of Kuwaiti origin. They lived in their own gated castle-like home where the neighbours
could only guess what lavish or exquisite thing they were up to next. The only time we would
see them would be during Friday Prayer, or at a charity event where they would brag about how
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much money they donated. I bet it wasn’t even a millionth of their fortune. They had a Ferrari,
a Bentley, and a Phantom. They kept them framed in their driveways for the neighbours to see
what they couldn’t afford. If anyone came close to their property their high-tech alarm system
would go off. Technology was never quite my forte, but this alarm system was so crafty that
it would wake up the entire neighbourhood within a minute. Anyone walking by the Khrafy
estate would assume that a celebrity or a politician of some sort was inhibiting it. However, no
one really knew what the Khrafy family did to earn their fortune. It was social stratification.
They owned the caste system, and we were the untouchables at the bottom of the pyramid.
Some liked to believe that they inherited the money. I like to create my own theories. Maybe
the father worked as a torturer or an assassin for the government. That made their fortune
sound a little bit more exciting and realistic in my mind. I remember one day bumping into
their youngest daughter Areej at a concert. I could never forget her failed attempts to dodge
me as if [ was the plague itself. She was wearing an extremely revealing dress. Her legs were
shining under the moonlight and her hair looked flawless. I imagine she had bathed in gold
before leaving her home. She was 17 years old, but that evening she could have easily fooled
anyone. Except me. I knew that her family was extremely conservative, but I was never one
to judge. I kept her secret safe with me.

My family adored Mohamed but they did not want me to marry him. They couldn’t stand
his family. And he wasn’t Palestinian. But what kind of excuse is that? They said his father is
not eligible to be a Sheikh due to the way he acts towards everyone in the neighbourhood. He
should be the one promoting social solidarity, not his son. I still didn’t see the problem in marry-
ing him. They knew he was a good guy. I didn’t want to argue with my family, though, because
they were pretty much all I had. It was hard. It was between choosing the man I love and my
family. I suppose both ways would make me miserable. Mohamed and I knew we had no future.
There was just something about us being together that felt right. We were both Arab. We were
both Muslims. We were both Sunni Muslims as a matter of fact. Our parents just wouldn’t allow
it. It had nothing to do with religion. Nowhere in the Quran does it say people from two different
countries cannot marry each other. It’s a cultural thing, they say.

Mohamed was always trying to change things for the better. He was the only one in the
neighbourhood that was actually trying to bring us together. Nobody wanted it, though. We
didn’t see the point. Mohamed then went on to tell me his next plan since the neighbourhood
one wasn’t really working out for him. He was going to go to Libya. He was going to help the
people of his country get rid of the monsters who were in charge of it. I thought he was joking.
But he wasn’t. He came to tell me an hour before he was leaving. I was shocked. I admired his
courage and bravery, but what were to happen to me if he got hurt? How would I go on without
him? He told me I was being selfish. I couldn’t stop him though. He told me that bringing the
neighbourhood together was too difficult. He had to get our approval. With Libya it was simple.
He would just get on a plane, fly over to his country, and join the rest of the protestors in the
street. And just like that, he did.

He would send me an email every week. An email telling me how passionate he and the
rest of the protestors were about the whole situation. He would tell me he wouldn’t come back
until Gaddafi was no longer in power. He described every detail of the situation. The sounds of
firearm drumming in his ear. The fear of not being able to see due to the lack of light surrounding
him and the other protestors. The tears rolling down his eyes as he heard the sounds of crying
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children. It went on for about two months. Then, I stopped getting an email for about two weeks.
I sent him some, but he never replied. I began to panic. Then his father stopped showing up at
the mosque for the prayers.

One morning I woke up and heard our doorbell ringing. My mother had answered it. She
began to shout my name. My heart was racing. A smile slowly started to form on my face. Mo-
hamed came back to surprise me. I went down to find his father. No, I thought. This can’t be
happening. His eyes began to water. He told me everything I needed to know. Mohamed took a
14 year old rebellious freedom fighter under his wing. The little boy was involved in an uprising
with some government officials and their attempt to shoot him failed. Mohamed was the collat-
eral damage. He then announced that the funeral would be held at their house for the next three
days. That’s when I lost it. I completely lost it.

The whole neighbourhood began talking. Not the malicious kind of talking. They would
pray together. Pray for God’s forgiveness. Repent for their wrongdoings. Remember all that Mo-
hamed was when he was still amongst us. They would constantly visit our house. I felt disgusted. I
had a vacant soul full of remorse. In my head, this was all a show to them. I felt like it would even-
tually die down. They would eventually go back to their normal secluded routines. Everyday a
new neighbour would be at our house, crying and praying. The Khrafy’s. Ali Jubran. I just watched
them silently with pity, without shedding a single tear. Death is truly the most unique battle I’ve
ever had to face. There would be days where all I would hear would be silence. It would surround
me everywhere I’d go. The only time it would disappear would be when my fears settled. And
that’s when I realized that these people truly cared.

Something had changed in the neighbourhood. Mohamed had finally won his battle. It was
too bad he couldn’t witness it himself. And with time, I finally found inner peace. I finally found
the closure that I had hopelessly been searching for. Ironically, I found it through the people I
hated the most. I found it through a sense of a community. With every kind word, a stranger
would become family. And just like that, I began finding myself again. Instead of hearing si-
lence, I would hear his gentle voice. And I would remember his resilient eyes. And I would be
thankful for each day I was blessed to know him.
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Thank you, Ma’am

Odagescu Bogdan. Romania

Draga Skip,

Uite cé de cateva zile lucrez la documentarea cazului Piata Universitatii din Roméania
(1990). Imi fac temele pentru deplasare. Ti-am explicat pe scurt care-i situatia. Revolta
populard la caderea Cortinei de Fier, haos, nomenclaturistii de rang doi executd dictatorul
si preiau puterea, pozeaza in mari salvatori ai natiunii. Scenariul tipic, de manual. Opozitia,
eclecticd si agitatd, demonstreaza cateva luni intr-o piata. Presedintele interimar, Iliescu, se
cam saturd de atdta democratie si cheama cateva mii de mineri, asezonati cu membrii ai
serviciilor secrete, sa-i casdpeasca. Bat la studenti si intelectuali cateva zile, le baga mintile-n
cap, omoard vreo 150, Iliescu le multumeste frumos si wham-bam-thank-you-ma’am.
Happy end. Iliescu prinde doud mandate §i acum e presedinte de onoare al Partidului Social-
Democrat. E Tmbarligatd acolo situatia, inca nu am inteles ce e-n capul lor per total, dar am
impresia ca nici ei nu stiu sigur. Pare sa le meargad mai bine dupa 21 de ani, dar tare mi-e ca au
memorie la fel de scurtd ca a astora de pe la noi. Cica serviciile secrete de atunci mai misca si
acum, aceleasi fete, alte haine, daca e sa-1 cred pe sefu’. Sper sa nu am probleme, zonele fara
conflicte sunt cele mai parsive si nesigure, habar n-ai ce, unde si in ce fel iti poate exploda in
cap, intr-un mod sau altul.

Stii cd nu eu am cerut reportajul, chiar am incercat sa scap de el, dar n-am avut cum. Tre-
buie sa trag o fuga la Bruxelles inainte sd ajung in Romania, dupa care inapoi in Iran. Numai de
asta n-aveam nevoie. Cel putin asa credeam.

in fine, motivul pentru care iti scriu de fapt e un e-mail pe care l-am primit azi de la fiul
unuia din cei ucisi acolo. Iti trimit citeva buciti din el, detaliile misto le gasesti printre ran-
duri, nu ma apuc sa-ti explic tot. Tipul e presedintele unui ONG pentru imigranti la Bucuresti,
m-a ajutat cu niste date mai demult si am aflat, din fericire si din greseala, ca taica-so (fii atent
aici!) nu numai cd a murit batut de mineri, dar e un fel de personaj iconic pentru toata faza. iti
dai seama ca mi-a filat un bec. Oricum aveam nevoie de un unghi pentru naratiune, iar poves-
tea e perfectd. In mailul precedent zicea ci probabil din cauza lui taici-sau a ajuns si-si faca
o cariera din trezirea societatii civile si cred ca putem exploata detaliul. Tipul asta, care nici
25 de ani nu are, a pus pe picioare vreo cinci ONG-uri mari §i are rubrici in trei sdptaimanale
importante (din cele neafiliate, iti dai seama). Cred cé e destept, s-a prins ca faza cu ecologia
prinde bine, acum are si un mic sprijin politic din afara tarii. Asta vroiam sa te intreb: crezi
cd iese un reportaj prin gura baiatului? stiu ca e cam patetic pe alocuri, dar asta ne-a ajutat de
multe ori. Uite ce zice:

Domnule Casia,

La fel cum v-am promis si in mailul precedent (imi cer scuze, munca asidua de la organi-
zatie nu mi-a permis sub nicio forma sa detaliez mai repede), va voi oferi toate datele pe care le
am legate de tatdl meu, asa cum am avut (ne)sansa de a le afla, de cele mai multe ori, din vorbele

IEMed.

137



ODAGESCU BoGDAN

A SEA OF WORDS 4™ YEAR

unor oameni fatd de care nu am neaparat o forma de incredere sau empatie. Voi incerca sa leg,
din toate sursele pe care le-am avut la dispozitie, o poveste cat se poate de apropiata de fapte,
insd nu stiu in ce masura va folosi in vreun fel demersului dumneavoastra jurnalistic. Stiti si din
discutia pe care am avut-o la telefon sdptdmana trecuta: desi personalitatea lui Adrian Pop mi-a
marcat copildria intr-un mod extrem de puternic, imi e foarte greu sa il numesc ,,tata”
clasic al cuvantului, prima si ultima amintire directa pe care o am (care se poate, de asemenea, sa
fie nimic mai mult decat o falsd amintire la randul ei) as putea sa o fixez undeva in jurul varstei
de patru ani. Am avut parte, in schimb, de zeci si sute de povesti, relatari i articole de ziar care,
pe langa faptul cd l-au transformat pe tatdl meu intr-o stafie mai vie decét orice prezenta fizica,
au reusit mai mult sa ma deruteze.

[...]

Adrian Pop este, in continuare, un subiect tabu In casa mamei, iar motivele ei sunt,
oricat de meschine ar parea, perfect legitime. Dincolo de orice mare adevar istoric, ea stie
una si buna: avand doi copii 1n cérca, intr-o perioada extrem de neagra, inceputul anilor *90,
sotul ei, in loc sa isi caute un loc de munca, a preferat s faca pe revolutionarul. in momentul
in care orice om rational, intelectual sau proletar, prefera sa 1si gaseasca un loc privilegiat n
toatd miscarea tectonica a rasturndrii regimului, tatdl meu, aldturi de cateva mii de nebuni
(asa 1i numea mama, nebuni, fard cel mai mic loc lasat nuantelor), prefera sa se zbata pentru
niste cuvinte goale care nu aduceau sub nicio forma painea pe masa. [...] Nu le spunea ,,gola-
nii din Piata Universitatii”, nici ,,huligani anarhisti”, cum erau numiti in presa, acestea fiind
apelativele preferate ale regimului neo-comunist care se insinuase (criptocomunist, socialist
moderat, democratic, de tranzitie, spuneti-i cum doriti, fiecare cu eticheta sa), nu, mama nu
avea niciun strop de pozitie politica, ea le zicea ,,nebuni”, pentru ca doar un nebun ar face pe
boemul, cantand lozinci protestatare, in timp ce copiii $i nevasta rabda foame asemeni unor
avataruri stravezii din romanele Iui Dickens. Femeia asta, domnule Casia, ¢ imaginea fideld
a romanului de rand. In momentul in care a aparut intr-o seara alcoolizat (aici tind si o cred
pe mama, cu toate exagerdrile ei, stiu ca 1i placea sa bea alaturi de amicii lui scriitori, ,,’telec-
tualii aia terchea-berchea”), golind frigiderul si cdmara dintr-o miscare, pravalind bruma de
alimente intr-un sac de cadavru (nici azi n-am aflat de unde-1 luase) pentru a-si hrani prietenii
protestatari, mamei i s-a rupt filmul si 1-a scos afara in suturi. Atunci l-a vazut ultima oara si
tot atunci a instituit embargo pe numele sau.

Acum o saptamana am Incercat, dupa ani buni, sa deschid subiectul la masa de Paste, insa
fard niciun rezultat. [...] Va voi scuti de restul detaliilor dramatice ce au urmat, insa va asigur ca
am facut tot ce se putea, iar asta nu de dragul dumneavostra, ci dintr-o dorinta la care mi-e foarte
greu sa renunt, aceea de a convinge un om drag, poate cel mai drag, ca gandirea radicala 1si are
limitele dincolo de orice calitate profund umana si ci toleranta e durd, insa poate fi cultivata,
chiar si fara o educatie in acest sens. Ocupandu-ma atat de des cu probleme ce privesc toleranta,
ma Incapatanez sa refuz faptul ca pierd tocmai acasa aceasta lupta. Poate ca, la rindul meu, imi
lipseste toleranta. E o gheata foarte subtire aceasta, nu-i asa, domnule Casia? Cand in jurul tau
se ridica baricade, trebuie sa stai de o parte sau de cealaltd a lor, chiar si numai pentru a alege
culoarea gloantelor care te vor sfarteca sau marca bocancilor care te vor cilca.

[..]

Tatél meu a facut pe clovnul, cu un curaj tembel, exact in varful baricadei. Stiti la ce ma
refer, doar ati fost jurnalist de razboi. Cum poti judeca memoria unui astfel de om, domnule
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Casia? Nu e o intrebare retorica, chiar cred ca imi puteti oferi un raspuns. Sunt sigur ca ati dat
de astfel de oameni de-a lungul timpului. Poate in Afganistan. in Bosnia. Darfur? Irak? Africa de
Sud? Cecenia? Ceva imi spune cé planeta e plind de astfel de inconstienti angelici. Uniformele
nu i judeca, uniformele 1i impusca. Dumneavoastra cum 1i judecati? Ce faci cand un astfel de
om e prins, pe de o parte, in priza ferma a istoriei, iar pe de alta parte, de problemele patetice ale
facturilor de curent? Ati trait alaturi de ei, poate ca unul sau doi chiar v-au salvat viata. Aveau
copii sau doar lozinci?

[... etc., etc., etc. ...]

Am citit ieri, intr-un roman de Milorad Pavié, scriitor pe care, dacd nu ma insel, chiar
l-ati cunoscut prin 1999, urmatoarele vorbe, puse in gura unui personaj feminin: ,,Uita-te la
mine. Am 17 ani. Sunt de o varsta cu omenirea, fiindca omenirea are intotdeauna 17 ani. Asta
inseamna ca un popor e pururi un copil. Care tot creste si cdruia, precum hainele, 1i riman me-
reu stramte limba sa, spiritul, memoria si chiar viitorul”. Poti acuza un om daca se considera
croitorul perfect al acestor mari cuvinte? Limba. Spirit. Memorie. Viitor. Are cineva habar cat
de mult au intrat la apa aceste cuvinte? Adrian Pop era sigur ca stie masura perfectd a acestor
cuvinte. La fel credea si Hitler, la fel si Ghandi. Pe un om al istoriei 1l judeci dupa masura etica
ori politica, dar cum il judeci pe ,,nebun”?

Am pus 11 semne de Intrebare in ultimul alineat si cred ca e timpul sa incep sa raspund la
cele pe care le-ati ridicat dumneavoastra. Imi cer scuze daci m-am intins excesiv.

[...]

Continuarea, intr-adevar, nu prezenta nicio noutate pentru mine. Logic, oficialitatile ro-
mane n-au dat nicio cifrd a celor impuscati sau omorati in bataie de mineri. I-au inmormantat
pe ascuns, ca ,,necunoscuti”, intr-un cimitir de la marginea Bucurestiului. Undeva intre 100 si
150, printre care si Adrian Pop, cvasi-faimos din cauza unei fotografii care, habar n-am cum,
a ajuns pe coperta revistei Time. Nici macar nu se stie cine a facut-o. Cand am cautat poza,
m-a lovit. O stiam foarte bine. In coltul stinga jos, sub close-up-ul cu fata plini de singe a
unui barbos in agonie, cu ochii injectati ridicati spre ceva in afara cadrului, ce ar putea la
fel de bine sa fie Dumnezeu sau un baston de miner, era titlul unui articol pe care I-am scris
despre Razboiul din Golf. Prea se leaga toate, ca-ntr-un film prost, simt cd nu trebuie sa ratez
povestea. Poti rdde de mine, insd genul acesta de superstitii mi-au salvat viata de cateva ori.
Trebuie sa ma hotarasc clar, Tnainte de plecare, daca merg pe directia asta, iar tu poti sa-mi
spui daci inghite sefu’ povestea sau nu. il cunosti mult mai bine decat mine, tu lucrezi cu el
de douazeci de ani.

Tocmai asta e treaba, e prea Intortocheat totul si n-am nicio sansa, in trei zile, sa scot ceva
care sa stea In picioare istoric vorbind, niciun detaliu care n-a fost intors deja pe toate partile,
asa ca apas cat de mult pot pedala esteticd, las zona ambigua la suprafata. La naiba, daca nu-mi
accepta materialul, scriu o carte si gata!

Pop jr. e un idealist pasabil, saritor si implicat. Cred ca tot cu el o sd ma scot in Roma-
nia. Chiar dacé e patetic, nu pare unul din activistii radicali, nebuni de legat. $tii, aici am avut
probleme de fiecare data cdnd am vorbit cu roméanii. Sunt rupti in doud — fie vor sa-i facd unuia
statuie, fie vor sa-1 casdpeasca. lar asta e fix psihologia zonelor de razboi. E prima oara cand dau
de asa ceva, in halul &sta, intr-o tard care n-a avut un conflict armat din ’45. Sunt mai infocati ca
irlandezii. La fel §i cu mina pe care vor sa le-o exploateze o companie canadiana, exact acelasi
tip de scandal (cauta cazul, e interesant, Rosia Montana {i zice).
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Te rog scrie-mi repede, in trei zile plec si in alte cinci sunt la Bucuresti. Ma duc sa le vand
astora libertate la 25 de cadre pe secunda, dupa care ma intorc sa le vand alor nostri libertate la
25 de cadre pe secundad. Doamne, am ajuns sd-mi urdsc slujba.

Toate cele dragi,

al tau,

E.C.

IEMed.

140



Thank you, Ma’am'

Odigescu Bogdan. Romania

Dear Skip,

For a few days now I’ve been working
on a documentary about Piata Universitatii in
Romania (1990).2 I'm doing my homework
before leaving. I already told you about the
story. People’s resurrection at the fall of the
Iron Curtain, chaos, second-level people of
the regime kill the dictator and seize power,
pretending to be the saviours of the nation.
Typical scenario that you find in manuals and
books on this subject. The “oppositions”, the
ones against the regime, eclectic and hectic,
demonstrate for several months in some open
place or market. Interim President Iliescu had
enough of so much democracy and called for
thousands of miners, helped by supporters
of his regime, to disperse the demonstrators,
even with the use of violence. They beat the
hell out of students and other intellectuals al-
together, to “make them come to their sens-
es,” killing about 150, thanked by the Presi-
dent and wham-bam thank-you-ma’am. The
president has had two presidential terms and
is now the honorary president of the Social
Democratic Party. I don’t understand what’s
in their minds, but I think they do not know
for sure either. It seems to work better after
21 years, but I think their memory is short...

1. Another way to tell a story, told from the perspective
of a young boy with literary knowledge and a true gift,
using some different styles and mixing the facts with
legends, creating a whole different perspective of some
events. It is the story of pain, heroes and daily life that
can be generalized to other events and places, from no
matter what part of the world.

2. The market where the Revolution took place, legend-
ary for that event in Romania. It is also the very centre
of the city.
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They say their secret services are still active,
same faces, different image, if I am to believe
my boss. I hope I will have no problems, the
conflict areas are the most unreliable, I have
no idea what, where and how you can just
blow something in your head, one way or an-
other.

You know, I haven’t asked for the docu-
mentary, I even tried to get rid of it, but it was
impossible. I have to fly to Brussels before
reaching Romania, and then back to Iran.
This was the last thing I needed. At least I
thought so.

Anyway, the reason for my letter is
actually an email that I got today from the
son of one of the guys killed there. I sent you
some pieces of the message, the cool stuff
you find reading between the lines, I will not
explain everything to you...

The guy is the president of an NGO fo-
cused on immigrant issues, located in Bucha-
rest, and he helped me with some data some
time ago, when I happened to find out — by
mistake — that his pap (isn’t it incredible!)
only died because of the injuries inflicted by
miners (who beat the hell out of him), but
he’s a sort of iconic character now. You can
see that I’ve got some ideas. Anyway, I need-
ed a track, a different angle for the story. And
the story is damn perfect. My guy said in the
previous email that his father was likely to
be the real reason behind his choice of trying
to raise awareness inside civil society — and
I think we can somehow take advantage of
this detail. Our guy, who’s less than 25 years
old, managed to start about 5 big NGOs from
scratch and has some editorials in three ma-
jor newspapers (the ones without political
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affiliation, of course!). I think he’s smart.
He figured out that the environmental pro-
tection stuff is working. Now he even has a
little political support from outside the coun-
try. And now I will get to the point: I wanted
to ask you if you honestly think a real story
can come out through his words. I know it is
somehow pathetic, but this sort of tool has of-
ten helped us to achieve support. Well, judge
for yourself, from the words I’m reproducing
below:

Mr Casia,

As promised in the previous email (and
please forgive me for not being able to give
you more details so far because of the hard
work with the foundation), I will provide you
with all the details that I have about my fa-
ther, the way I had the (mis)fortune to find
out, mostly from some people that do not
necessarily make me feel sympathy or inspire
trust in me. I will try to connect the pieces of
information that I have to create a story that
shall be as close to real facts as possible, but
I still don’t really understand how this will
help you in your journalistic approach.

You also know from our conversation
over the phone last week that even though the
personality of Adrian Pop greatly influenced
me as a child, it is still very difficult to call
him dad in the classical meaning of the word.
The first and last direct memory that I have
of him (which may well prove to be a false
memory) comes from when | was about 4.
In turn, I’ve read many stories, articles and
other information that, while transforming
my father into a living memory — more alive
than a real presence — and haunting me, only
managed to confuse me in the end.

My father played the clown, insanely
brave, on the barricade. You know what I mean,
you were a war reporter. How can you judge
the memory of such a man, Mr Casia? It is not
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thetoric, because I really think you can give
me an answer! I’m sure you met these sorts of
people. Maybe in Afghanistan. Or Bosnia. Dar-
fur? Iraq? South Africa? Chechnya? Something
makes me think the whole world is full of this
angelic foolishness. The men with uniforms do
not judge them, they just kill them. But you,
Sir, how do you judge them? What do you do
when such a character is caught in the eye of
history on the one hand and in life’s pathetic lit-
tle nonsense (like bills and stuff) on the other?
You lived with these sorts of guys, maybe one
or two even saved your life. Did they have chil-
dren, or just slogans?

[etc etc]

I read yesterday, in a Milorad Pavi¢
novel — a writer that I think you met once,
probably around the year 1999 — the follow-
ing words, spoken by a female character:
“look at me. I'm 17. I’'m as old as mankind
because mankind is always 17. That means
that a person is always like a child who nev-
er grows up and whose language, spirit and
even memory are growing short.” Can you
accuse someone who considers himself the
true tailor of these words? Language. Spirit.
Memory. Future. Does anybody realize how
antiquated and somehow out of use these
words are? Adrian Pop was sure he knew ex-
actly what these words mean. So did Hitler or
Gandhi. But a character that made history is
to be judged only by ethics or political meas-
ures... then again, how do you judge a foul?

I put too many question marks in the
last lines and I think it is about time to answer
the ones raised by you, Sir. Please forgive me
for the digression. [...]

What came next was not new to me.
Logic, the Romanian authorities never made
public the numbers of the injured or deaths
in the fight with the protesters. The victims
were buried as “unknown victims” in some
cemetery outside Bucharest. Probably there
were between 100-150, including Adrian
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Pop, almost famous because of a picture that,
no one knows how, got on the cover of Time
Magazine. We don’t even know who took
that picture. When I saw it, it hit me. I knew
it so well. Somewhere in the bottom right
corner, in close-up, was the face of a bearded
man, covered with blood, staring at some-
thing unseen that might well be God or the
aggressor — it was the title and the idea of an
article that I once wrote about the Gulf War.
There are too many connections, like in a sil-
ly movie, that are making me think I should
not miss the opportunity. You can laugh, but
this sort of superstition saved my life a cou-
ple of times. I have to definitely decide be-
fore I leave if I should follow this road — and
you can tell me if the Boss is buying the story
or not. You know him much better than I do,
because you have worked with him for the
last 20 years.

That’s the fact, everything is too com-
plicated and I don’t stand a chance of getting
anything out and proving it to be true — from
the historic point of view — in three days.
There’s no detail that hasn’t been turned up-
side down and challenged, so I will leave the
ambiguity to dominate. Damn, if he doesn’t
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accept the material, I will write a book and
that’s it!

Pop Jr is a dreamer, helpful and in-
volved. I think he still helps me out in Roma-
nia. Even if he may sometimes be pathetic,
he’s not one of the activists that seem radical
or crazy. You know, here I had some problems
every time I spoke with the people: they seem
to be torn in two — either they want to make
one into a statue or destroy him. And that’s the
psychology of war zones. It’s the first time I
have found something like that in a country
that had had no armed conflict since ‘45. They
are more ardent than the Irish. Same type of
scandal (look at the case, it’s interesting) you
can also find these days.

Please write to me soon as in 3 days |
will leave and in another 5 I’ll be in Bucha-
rest. ’'m going to sell liberty with 25 frames
per second, after that I will come to sell our
guys liberty with 25 frames per second. God,
I came to hate my job!

All the best,
Yours,

E.C.
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Le cadenas

Hanane Oulahillah. Maroc

Khalid s’approchait d’un pas rapide de 1’école primaire « Naguib Mahfouz ». Ce matin 13, il
passa plus d’une heure dans sa salle de bain. Il avait rasé sa barbe, frottait ses pieds avec une
pierre ponce jusqu’a ce qu’ils deviennent aussi lisses et aussi doux que ceux d’un nouveau né.
Ensuite, il se badigeonna le cou d’eau de toilette a base de musc et décida de porter sa plus belle
gandoura qu’il ne sortait que pour les jours de féte. Et ce jour du lundi 10 octobre était justement
une grande occasion.

Il y a quelques semaines, Khalid avait été désigné responsable du bureau de vote du centre
ville de la capitale. Un grand honneur pour ce quinquagénaire, pére de 5 filles. Il avait pour
mission de veiller a ce que tout se déroule bien dans le bureau en ce jour historique. Jour ou la
démocratie fut enfin rendue au peuple aprés plus de 50 ans de dictature, de censure, d’empri-
sonnement arbitraire, de tétes coupées et des milliers de litres de sang versé. Le dictateur était
un général schizophréne du nom d’Ali. Il venait de se faire assassiner par Mohamed 1’un de ses
plus proches domestiques. Une vendetta réussie et préparée des années a I’avance. Une vendetta
dont on parla partout dans le monde arabe.

Tout commenga lorsque que Hamid, le pére du domestique, un petit marchand de pommes
de terre avait été exécuté sur ordre de Ali il y a plus de 5 ans. Son tort : avoir abimé ’un des
pickups appartenant a ses gardes du corps garé en centre ville. Hamid cherchait a descendre sa
lourde carriole remplie de 1égumes du trottoir et en la poussant, il en perdit le controle et la carriole
alla se loger dans I’aile droite du véhicule de luxe. Sans perdre une seconde, 1'un des gorilles du
dictateur sortit du véhicule et prit Hamid par les épaules et I’entraina violemment & I’intérieur de
la voiture. Une semaine plus tard, le commissariat appela la famille du marchand par téléphone
en leur demandant de venir chercher Hamid et surtout de ne pas oublier de rapporter avec eux une
couverture. Mohamed et sa mére partirent sur le champ au commissariat. Dés leur arrivée, on les
invita a descendre au sous-sol et de se rendre au bureau n° 4. Une odeur putride et de chair briilée
envahissait ce minuscule bureau sombre. Un policier a moitié endormi, les mains et les ongles
remplis de sang séchés leur montra d’un signe de la téte un long sachet en plastique placé sur un
vieux lit en bois. Mohamed et sa mére s’approchaient sans dire mot. Deux mouches affamées
se battaient en duel au dessus du sac. Le policier ’ouvrit et la femme de Hamid langa un cri de
douleur et s’effondra sur le sol sale. Elle avait reconnu le visage de son mari mort. Enfin du moins
ce qu’il en restait. Son nez et ses oreilles avaient été coupés, son front et ses joues comportaient
d’immenses hématomes et des traces de briilures de cigarettes. Les yeux du pauvre homme étaient
encore ouverts. Totalement pétrifiés. Mohamed posa délicatement sa main droite sur les paupicres
de son pére pour les fermer. Le policier se tourna vers Mohamed et lui dit en ricanant :

— Je te conseille de ne pas regarder le reste de son corps, ¢’est encore plus moche ! Ton pére est
mort sans &tre un homme ! Maintenant toi et ta pute de mére, vous allez me ramasser cette merde.
Voila ce qu’encourent les gens qui osent s’attaquer a notre Bienfaiteur Ali. Allez maintenant dégagez,
que je ne vous vois plus dans les parages sinon vous aurez le droit aux mémes priviléges.
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Mohamed s’abaissa au sol pour réveiller et relever sa mere. Il recouvrit le corps de son
pére avec la couverture qu’ils avaient rapporté, puis porta le cadavre sur son épaule. Sa mére et
lui sortirent rapidement et en silence de ce lieu de torture.

Quelques années plus tard, Mohamed avait grandi mais n’avait pas oublié ce que
le Général Ali et ses soldats avaient fait subir & son pere. Le temps passait et son envie de
vengeance grandissait en lui. La meilleure fagon de se venger était donc d’entrer au service du
dictateur, de faire parti de sa garde rapprochée. Mohamed envoya sa famille a 1’étranger. Puis il
changea son nom de famille. Il briila sa carte d’identité et se fit faire de faux papiers d’identité.
Il déclara a ses recruteurs qu’il était orphelin depuis son plus jeune age. Sans plus attendre, il
se fit embaucher dans les appartements privés du dictateur comme homme de ménage. Apres
plusieurs mois de loyaux services, Mohamed gagna tres vite la confiance du Général Ali et de
sa cour. C’est au moment ou on lui fit le plus confiance qu’il passa a I’acte et qu’il assassina Ali.
Le dictateur regardait la finale de la coupe du monde de football dans sa salle de cinéma privée
et le domestique en profita pour verser quelques gouttes de cyanure dans son verre de vin. Alors
que le Brésil marquait le but de la finale, Ali se leva en criant et en gesticulant dans tous les sens,
puis il retourna s’asseoir sur son fauteuil et but une gorgée de vin. Il commenca a trembler, une
mousse verdatre, plus verte que son uniforme sortit de sa bouche et il finit par s’effondrait sur
son marbre noir italien. Le dictateur était bel et bien mort.

Mohamed en profita pour lui voler quelques bijoux en or posés sur sa commode et disparut
a jamais. Mais beaucoup racontent que Mohamed partit rejoindre sa famille réfugiée dans un
pays voisin. Pour le peuple, Mohamed était leur libérateur. Un véritable héros anonyme.

En entrant dans la petite école, Khalid salua froidement un militaire en uniforme assis sur une
chaise. C’était dans cet établissement pas trés loin du commissariat de police ou fut torturé le pére
de Mohamed que le peuple allait voter pour élire un successeur au sanguinaire Ali. En marchant
dans la cour de 1’école pour se rendre dans une classe qui servirait de bureau de vote, Khalid
observait les murs. Ils n’avaient pas été repeints depuis bien longtemps. Pas une seule couleur ou
de dessins sur les murs. Pas de marelles sur le sol. Rien. Ca sentait plus la pisse que I’amour de la
transmission du savoir. Et pourtant, ¢’¢était dans ce lieu que 1’on apprit a des générations d’enfants
a devenir des étres soumis, a vénérer des monstres, a apprendre par cceur le nom de leurs ancétres
comme s’ils avaient marché sur la lune ou découvert le vaccin contre la rage.

En entrant dans la classe, la premiére chose qui attira I’attention de Khalid est un vieux
portrait d’Ali accroché au dessus du tableau noir. Il prit alors une chaise, monta dessus et décro-
cha la photo poussiéreuse du dictateur souriant et levant du poing. Il déchira le portrait en 4, jeta
les morceaux de la photo a la poubelle et s’essuya les mains sur sa gandoura en murmurant :

— Brile en enfer, saloperie !

On frappa a la porte de la classe. Khalid se retourna et éclata de rire.

— Entrez, entrez je vous en prie.

Deux hommes entrérent et saluérent chaleureusement Khalid. Mourad était le plus jeune, agé
d’une vingtaine d’années. Il portait un jean serré et un tee-shirt avec une photo de Michael Jackson.
L’autre homme, Ahmed un peu plus 4g¢é portait une longue barbe noire et une gandoura bleu marin.

— Il ne manque plus que Malika et 1’équipe est au grand complet, langa Khalid.

A peine cette phrase prononcée, une voix de femme se fit entendre.
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— Ne vous inquiétez, je suis 1a. Vous croyiez que j’allais vous laisser tomber en ce jour
historique !

Tous se retournérent et accueillirent Malika chaleureusement. La jeune femme voilée reti-
ra ses grosses lunettes de soleil pour mettre ses lunettes de vue.

Khalid monta sur la petite estrade de la classe devant le tableau noir.

— Mes chers amis, je suis trés heureux que vous soyez tous la. Aujourd’hui nous avons une
mission trés importante a relever. Faire que tout se passe bien pour que le peuple vote dans les
meilleures conditions ! L’urne est arrivée hier soir, les listes des votants sont prétes, les bulletins
sont tous placés sur la table. La seule chose que je vous demanderai, c’est d’étre sérieux. Ce sont
nos premiéres ¢élections libres, elles demandent toute notre attention. En cas de probléme, venez
m’en parler tout de suite. S’il n’y a pas de questions, je vous demanderai donc de vous installer
a vos postes et je finirais par dire : « Vive la démocratie ! ».

Les trois compagnons de Khalid se mirent a applaudir en criant a I’unisson « vive la démo-
cratie ! ». Chacun regagna son poste. Mourad et Ahmed eurent pour tiche de vérifier les cartes
des électeurs et les pieces d’identité. Quand a Khalid et Malika, tous les deux durent veiller a ce
que personne ne s’approche de trop prés de 1’urne.

Il était presque neuf heures. Les premiers électeurs commencerent a arriver pour voter.
Effrayés, ils piochaient rapidement les noms des candidats et partaient se cacher dans 1’isoloir.
Ils en ressortaient encore plus apeurés comme si les soldats de Ali allaient débarquer pour les
emmener en prison parce qu’ils votaient. Ils s’approchaient doucement de 1’urne, regardaient
furtivement a droite et a gauche et finissaient par glisser leur enveloppe dans la grosse boite
transparente. Certains respiraient et souriaient de soulagement. D’autres se mirent a pleurer. Ils
n’y crurent pas leurs yeux. Ils devenaient enfin maitres de leur destin. Désormais c’est eux seuls
qui allaient désigner I’homme ou la femme qui allait les gouverner. Plus jamais personne ne leur
sera imposé de force.

Et la journée continua ainsi. Des centaines et des centaines de citoyens se déplacérent pour
voter. Les piles de bulletins de vote diminuaient et partaient comme des petits pains chauds a
la boulangerie. La seule fois ou 1’équipe de Khalid bougea de son poste, c’était sur le temps du
midi pour que elle aussi puisse voter.

19 heures arrivérent rapidement. Les derniers €lecteurs s’empressérent de rentrer pour
voter. De son c6té, le militaire a I’entrée de 1’école ferma le portail. Plus aucune personne n’était
admise a I’intérieur pour voter. Fin des votes certes, mais la journée était loin d’étre terminée
pour Khalid et ses compagnons. Ils devaient maintenant passer a la cloture de I'urne qui allait
étre récoltée dans moins d’une heure par un taxi réquisitionné a cet effet. Mourad, Ahmed et
Malika s’approchérent de 1’urne pour la contempler de pres. Elle était pleine a craquer.

—Je serai curieux de savoir quel est le nom qui revient le plus souvent, questionna Mourad.

— Ah ¢a mon fils, seul Dieu le sait ! Désormais ce n’est plus de notre ressort ! Notre mis-
sion a été de veiller a ce que tout se déroule bien aujourd’hui ! Une mission accomplie a 100 %.
Maintenant pour ce qui est du décompte, c’est le travail d’autres personnes ! lanca Ahmed.

— Et si les personnes qui décomptent les bulletins ne sont pas honnétes, vous y avez pen-
s¢ ? Imaginez si elles choisissent un nom a la place du peuple ! dit Malika inquicte.

—Tu sais ma chére Malika, tout est possible dans ce monde ! 11 faut étre réaliste. Quand on
a vécu pendant 50 ans sous le joug d’un dictateur aussi horrible qu’Alj, je suis stire d’une chose,
la personne qui va remporter ces élections, de maniére honnéte ou pas, sera beaucoup mieux que
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lui. Un chien aurait eu plus d’humanité que lui. La démocratie est bel et bien en marche dans
notre pays et ¢’est ce qui compte a mes yeux ! expliqua Khalid.

— Mais comme a dit Ahmed, notre mission est accomplie. Je vais passer maintenant a la
fermeture de I’urne. Si la personne qui a rangé le cadenas pouvait me le passer rapidement...

Mourad, Ahmed et Malika se regardérent tous avec des yeux ronds.

— Mais Khalid, on ne I’a pas, nous, le cadenas de ’urne, langa Malika.

— Comment ¢a personne n’a le cadenas ? Quelqu’un a bien di le prendre ? cria Khalid.

— Mais non, je t’assure Khalid, on ne 1’a pas pris ! Je ne sais méme pas de quelle couleur
il est ce cadenas ? interrompit Ahmed.

— Peut-étre que le bureau central a oublié de remettre le cadenas avec I’'urne ? langa Mourad.

— Vous vous moquez de moi 13, vous voulez me faire une farce ? J’ai vérifié personnelle-
ment I’urne hier soir et je peux vous assurer qu’il y avait un cadenas !

— Ecoutez, gardons notre calme ! Ce que 1’on va tous faire ¢’est chercher dans la classe, il
a di tomber quelque part ! Ne vous inquiétez pas, on va le retrouver, dit Ahmed confiant.

Les quatre collégues se mirent donc a chercher le fameux cadenas. Malika se mit & genou
et sillonna le sol de la classe. Ahmed, lui chercha sur et sous les bureaux de la classe. Mourad
chercha autour des bulletins de votes posés sur une grande table et Khalid se chargea de cher-
cher autour de ’'urne et du tableau noir. Mais rien. Le cadenas ne fut pas retrouvé.

— Ecoutez, si vous voulez, je peux aller acheter un nouveau cadenas au supermarché d’a
cOté, personne n’y verra que du feu ! langa essoufflé Mourad.

—On a passé toute la journée ici a veiller au bon déroulement du vote, c’est pas maintenant
qu’on va tout gacher pour un simple cadenas. On ne partira pas d’ici sans 1’avoir retrouvé !
ordonna Khalid.

—Peut-étre que Mourad a raison, ce serait plus simple d’en acheter un nouveau ! Mon mari
et mes enfants vont m’attendre pour le diner, murmura Malika.

— Moi aussi j’ai ma femme et mes enfants qui m’attendent pour diner. Mais ¢’est non, on ne
partira pas d’ici sans I’avoir retrouvé ! Vous parliez tout a I’heure des craintes que vous aviez que
quelqu’un sabote le vote d’aujourd’hui et bien je suis désolé¢ mais la démocratie commence par
un engagement et le sérieux de chacun d’entre nous. L’ urne nous a été livrée avec un cadenas, elle
sera rendue ce soir fermée avec ce méme cadenas ! Point final. Continuez a chercher, hurla Khalid.

Et ils se mirent encore a chercher le cadenas partout, dans les moindres recoins de la
classe. Soudain Ahmed se releva du sol.

—Et dans I'urne, vous avez regardé dans 1’urne ? demanda Ahmed

—Quoi dans 1’urne ? langa Mourad

—Réfléchissez ! On a cherché partout ! Peut-étre que le cadenas est dans 1’urne sous tous
les bulletins de vote !

Un silence envabhit la classe. Tous les quatre s’approchérent de 1’urne en la scrutant. Khalid
s’avanga vers la boite transparente.

— Ecoutez, ce qu’on va faire c’est vider I'urne ! Débarrassez la grande table de tous les
bulletins de vote et on va mettre délicatement toutes les enveloppes dessus. Dépéchons-nous car
le taxi ne va pas tarder a venir la récupérer !

Mourad et Ahmed portérent donc 1’urne et vidérent délicatement son contenu sur la grande
table. Soudain un fort bruit retentit. Le fameux cadenas était tombé par terre. Khalid s’agenouilla,
le ramassa en esquissant un petit sourire et ferma définitivement 1’urne.
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The Padlock

Hanane Oulahillah. Morocco

Khalid was walking quickly to the “Naguib
Mahfouz” primary school. That morning, he
had spent more than one hour in the bath-
room. He had shaved his beard and exfoliated
his feet with a pumice stone until they were
as smooth as a newborn’s. Then, he smeared
his neck with musk-based eau de toilette and
decided to wear his best gandoura that he on-
ly used on public holidays. And that Monday
10th October was indeed a great occasion.

Some weeks before, Khalid had been
appointed head of the polling station in the
capital’s central district, a great honour for
this man in his fifties, the father of five girls.
His mission was to ensure that everything ran
smoothly on that historic day, a day when de-
mocracy was finally restored to the people af-
ter more than fifty years of dictatorship, cen-
sorship, arbitrary imprisonment, beheadings
and thousands of litres of spilt blood. The
dictator was a schizophrenic general called
Ali. He had just been assassinated by Mo-
hamed, one of his closest servants. A success-
ful vendetta prepared in advance for years. A
vendetta with great repercussions throughout
the Arab world.

Everything began when Hamid, the
servant’s father, a potato trader, had been
executed on Ali’s order more than five years
ago. His crime was damaging one of the
bodyguards’ cars parked in the town cen-
tre. Hamid was trying to move his heavy
cart full of vegetables on the pavement and,
while pushing it, he lost control and the cart
crashed into the right side of the luxurious
vehicle. Without wasting a second, one of the
dictator’s gorillas got out of the vehicle and
took Hamid by his shoulders and violently
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dragged him into the car. One week later,
the police station phoned the trader’s family
and asked them to come and pick up Hamid
and, above all, not to forget to bring a blanket
with them. Mohamed and his mother imme-
diately left for the police station. When they
arrived, they were invited to go down to the
underground floor to office number 4. A pu-
trid smell of burnt flesh filled that dark tiny
office. A half-asleep officer, with his hands
and nails full of dried blood, nodded towards
a large plastic sack on a wooden bed. Mo-
hamed and his mother moved closer without
uttering a word. Two hungry flies were duel-
ling above the sack. The officer opened it and
Hamid’s wife let out a cry of pain and fainted
on the dirty ground. She had recognised the
face of her dead husband. At least, what re-
mained of him. His nose and ears had been
cut off, his forehead and cheeks bore enor-
mous bruises and traces of cigarette burns.
The poor man’s eyes were still open. Totally
petrified. Mohamed gently put his right hand
on his father’s eyelids to close them. The of-
ficer turned towards Mohamed and told him,
sniggering:

“Best not look at the rest of body, it is
even uglier! Your father is dead and has lost
his masculinity! Now you and your whore
mother will pick up this piece of shit. That’s
what happens to people who dare attack our
Benefactor Ali. Now, out of my sight, I don’t
want to see you here anymore or you’ll suffer
the same fate.”

Mohamed knelt down to revive and
pick up his mother. He covered his father’s
body with the blanket they had brought with
them, then carried the corpse over his shoul-
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der. He and his mother quickly and silently
left that place of torture.

Some years later, Mohamed had grown up
but he hadn’t forgotten what General Ali and
his soldiers had put his father through. Time
went by and his thirst for vengeance grew.
The best way to avenge him was to enter the
dictator’s service, to form part of his person-
al guard. Mohamed sent his family abroad.
Then he changed his surname. He burnt his
identity card and obtained forged documents.
He told his employers that he had been an
orphan from a very young age. He was im-
mediately assigned to the dictator’s private
apartments as a cleaner. After several months
of loyal service, Mohamed quickly gained the
confidence of General Ali and his entourage.
It was then when he put his plan into effect
and assassinated Ali. The dictator was watch-
ing the world cup final in his private cinema
auditorium and the servant took the opportu-
nity to pour some drops of cyanide into his
wine. When Brazil scored the final goal, Ali
stood up screaming and writhing about, then
he sat down again in his armchair and drank a
gulp of wine. He began trembling, a greenish
foam, greener than his uniform, frothed out
of his mouth and he finally collapsed on his
Italian black marble. The dictator was well
and truly dead.

Mohamed took the opportunity to steal
some gold jewels lying on his sideboard and
disappeared forever. But many say that Mo-
hamed went to meet his refugee family in a
neighbouring country. For the people, Mo-
hamed was their liberator, a real anonymous
hero.

When he entered the school, Khalid coldly
greeted a soldier in uniform sitting on a chair.
It was in this place, not very far from the
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police station where Mohamed’s father was
tortured, where people would vote to elect
a successor to the bloody-thirsty Ali. While
walking through the school playground to
go to a classroom used as a polling station,
Khalid looked at the walls. They hadn’t been
repainted for a long time. There was not a
single colour or drawing on the walls. No
hopscotch on the ground. Nothing. It smelt
more of pee than love for the transmission
of knowledge. And, yet, it was in this place
where generations of children were taught to
become subjected human beings, to worship
monsters, to learn by heart the name of their
ancestors as if they had walked on the moon
or discovered the rabies vaccination.

Once in the classroom, the first thing
that called Khalid’s attention was an old por-
trait of Ali hanging above the blackboard. He
then took a chair, jumped on it and pulled
down the dusty photo of the smiling dicta-
tor with his fist raised. He tore the portrait
into four pieces, threw them into the rubbish
and wiped his hands on his gandoura while
whispering:

“Burn in hell, you piece of junk!”

Someone knocked on the classroom
door. Khalid turned around and burst out
laughing.

“Come in, come in, please.”

Two men went in and warmly greeted
Khalid. Mourad was the youngest, in his
twenties. He was wearing tight jeans and a
T-shirt with a photo of Michael Jackson. The
other man was Ahmed, a little younger than
him, with a long black beard and a sea blue
gandoura.

“We only need Malika and the team
will be complete,” shouted Khalid.

Just after he said this, a woman said:

“Don’t worry, I’'m here. You didn’t
think Id miss this historic day!”

All of them turned and warmly wel-
comed Malika. The veiled young woman took
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off her big sunglasses to put on her normal
glasses.

Khalid went up onto the small platform
in front of the blackboard.

“My dear friends, I’'m very happy that
you are all here. Today you have a very im-
portant mission to fulfil. Do everything you
can to make it as easy as possible for people
to vote! The ballot box arrived yesterday, the
voters’ lists are ready, the ballot papers are
all on the table. The only thing I ask of you
is to be serious. These are our first free elec-
tions, they require all our attention. If there’s
a problem, come and talk to me immediately.
If there are no questions, please sit in your
places and I’ll end by saying: ‘Long live de-
mocracy!’”

Khalid’s three companions began ap-
plauding and shouting altogether “long live de-
mocracy”. They all took their places. Mourad
and Ahmed were responsible for checking the
electors’ voting and identity cards. Khalid and
Malika had to ensure that nobody got too close
to the ballot box.

It was almost 9 in the morning. The
first voters began to arrive. Frightened, they
quickly picked up the voting papers with the
names of the candidates and went to conceal
themselves in the polling booth. They came
out looking even more frightened as if Ali’s
soldiers would appear and drag them off to
prison. They gently approached the ballot
box, looked furtively to the right and to the
left and finally slipped their envelope into the
large transparent container. Some breathed
out and smiled with relief. Others burst into
tears. They couldn’t believe their eyes. They
had finally become the masters of their des-
tiny. Henceforth, they would decide them-
selves the man or the woman who would
govern them. They would never again be im-
posed on them by force.

And the day went on. Hundreds and
hundreds of citizens came to vote. The piles

A SEA OF WORDS 4™ YEAR

of voting papers gradually decreased and dis-
appeared like freshly-baked cakes. The only
time Khalid’s team moved from their place
was at midday so that they could also vote.

7 pm quickly came. The final electors
hurried in to vote. The soldier at the school
entrance closed the gate. Nobody else could
be admitted in to vote. It was the end of vot-
ing, certainly, but the day was far from over
for Khalid and his companions. Now they
had to lock the ballot box, which would
be collected in less than one hour by a taxi
called for this purpose. Mourad, Ahmed and
Malika approached the ballot box for a closer
look. It was full to brimming.

“I’m curious to see the name that ap-
pears most often,” said Mourad.

“This, my son, only God knows! It is
no longer in our hands! Our mission was to
make sure everything went well today! A
mission fulfilled 100%. Now, the count is the
work of other people!” observed Ahmed.

“And what if the people counting the
voting papers are dishonest, have you thought
about that? Imagine if they choose a name not
chosen by the people!” said Malika worried.

“You know, my dear Malika, every-
thing is possible in this world! We need to be
realistic. When you have lived for fifty years
under the yoke of such a horrible dictator as
Ali, one thing is certain, the person who wins
these elections, honestly or otherwise, will
be much better than him. A dog would have
more humanity than him. Democracy is well
and truly underway in our country and this is
what matters to me!” explained Khalid.

“But as Ahmed has said, our mission is
fulfilled. I’ll now proceed to lock the ballot
box. If the person who has the padlock would
give it to me...”

Mourad, Ahmed and Malika stared at
each, eyes wide open.

“But Khalid, we don’t have it,” said
Malika.
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“How is it possible? Someone must
have taken it!” shouted Khalid.

“No, I assure you, we haven’t taken it! I
don’t even know what colour the padlock is!”
interrupted Ahmed.

“Perhaps the central office has forgot-
ten to send the padlock with the ballot box,”
suggested Mourad.

“You’re kidding me, aren’t you? I person-
ally checked the ballot box yesterday evening
and I can assure you that there was a padlock!”

“Listen, let’s not lose our nerves! What
we will do is to look for it in the classroom,
it must have fallen somewhere! Don’t worry,
we’ll find it,” said Ahmed confidently.

The four companions began to look for
the padlock. Malika knelt down and crawled
along the classroom floor. Ahmed searched
for it on and under the desks. Mourad looked
for it around the voting papers on the large
table and Khalid tried to find it around the
voting box and the blackboard. But nothing.
The padlock was nowhere.

“Listen, if you want, I can go and buy a
new padlock at the supermarket round the cor-
ner, no one will notice!” said Mourad breath-
lessly.

“We have spent the whole day here mak-
ing sure the voting went well, we won’t ruin
everything because of a padlock. We won’t
leave here until we find it!” ordered Khalid.

“Perhaps Mourad is right, it would be
much easier to buy a new one! My husband
and my children are waiting for me for din-
ner,” whispered Malika.
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“Me too, I have a wife and children
waiting for me for dinner. But no, we won’t
leave here before we’ve found it! Just now
you were talking about your fear that some-
one would sabotage the voting today and,
well, I’'m sorry but democracy begins with
a commitment and a serious involvement by
all of us. The ballot box was sent to us with
a padlock, it will be given back this evening
locked with the same padlock! End of story.
Continue searching,” shouted Khalid.

And they went on looking for the pad-
lock everywhere, in all corners of the class-
room. Suddenly, Ahmed got up from the floor.

“And the ballot box, have you looked in
the box?” asked Ahmed.

“In the box?”” shouted Mourad

“Think! We’ve searched everywhere!
Perhaps the padlock is inside the box under
all those voting papers!”

A silence filled the classroom. All four
approached the voting box, scrutinising it.
Khalid lent over the transparent box.

“Listen, what we’ll do is to empty the
box! Clear the large table of all the voting pa-
pers and we’ll carefully put all the envelopes
on it. Hurry up because the taxi will arrive
soon for it!”

Mourad and Ahmed picked up the box
and gently emptied its content on the large
table. Suddenly, a loud noise was heard. The
famous padlock had fallen on the floor.

Khalid knelt down, picked it up with the
faintest trace of a smile and definitively locked
the box.
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Les larmes des anges

Marine Ronzi. France

A toutes les Marie, les Aissatou et toutes les femmes de ce monde.
Qu’elles luttent comme des lionnes aussi longtemps que notre monde
sera rong¢ par les maux causés par cet te bétise si humaine.

Prologue

Les jambes de Karima flageolent, mais elle continue d’avancer en scrutant les numéros pairs.
Le 44. Ses mains encore couvertes de henné referment délicatement la porte d’entrée. Karima a
24 ans. Elle a déja beaucoup vécu.

C’est Marie qui la regoit et qui la guidera, avec beaucoup de tact, a travers les méandres
des administrations frangaises. Obtenir un titre de séjour, rechercher un emploi, connaitre ses
droits, mais aussi ses devoirs, apprendre la citoyenneté francaise. Aissatou, elle, accompagnera
Karima durant plus d’une année afin de s’assurer qu’elle va bien. Dans sa téte. Dans son corps.
Savoir écrire. Connaitre son quartier, participer a la communauté, rendre service. Echanger des
Savoirs.

Aujourd’hui, Karima va bien. Elle a eu de la chance, son mari est un homme honnéte et
doux. Cette année, elle lui donnera un enfant. Un enfant qui ne vivra jamais ce qu’elle a enduré.

Chapitre 1. L’histoire d’Aissatou

La douleur

La douleur me transperce comme une lance imbibée du poison le plus foudroyant. Je ne crie
plus, je ne pleure plus. Je n’ai plus de larmes. Je ne veux pas mourir, simplement parce que je
suis responsable de cette querelle qui oppose ma famille aux autres. Autour de moi, plus rien
ne va. J’en veux a cette mere qui n’a pas eu le Coeur de me laisser agoniser au village pour
enfin trouver la paix dans un sommeil éternel. La fiévre ’emporte sur toutes mes tentatives de
raisonner correctement.

Ca s’est passe si vite. En trois jours, on a organisé mon départ pour la France. La-bas, m’a-
t-on dit, il y a de bons hopitaux, des médecins compétents. C’est ta seule chance de survivre.
Recroquevillée sur mon siége, je regarde le soleil qui se léve a travers le hublot. Si je meurs,
c’est un échec pour Mahamane, qui a tant investi. Si je vis, je suis maudite. Maudite, maudite,
maudite.

Le choix
Désinfibulée. Enfin. Ce qui n’avait pas marché au village ressemblait ici a une simple formalité.
La femme de Mahamane s’est bien occupée de moi. Ici a I’hdpital, tout le monde s’accorde a
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dire que je suis enfin libérée. Libérée ? Ca me révolte. Que savent-ils, ces blancs si arrogants,
sur I’enfer qui m’attend auprés de mon mari ?

Prisonniére, oui. Il est hors de question que je rentre au Mali. Je ne veux plus voir le visage
de ces femmes. Au fond de leurs yeux ne brillait pas la sagesse. Au fond de leurs yeux, je 1’ai
vu, il y avait la tristesse, la soumission aussi. Mais il y avait surtout la Peur. Cette légére crainte
que j’avais ressentie dans ma jeunesse avant que maman ne vienne me prendre pour m’emmener
chez la matrone se transformerait en un monstre immonde et hurlant qui me dévorerait comme
il avait dévoré ma cousine Fatim. Fatim. Fatim était morte. Morte.

Le vide

Je n’ai plus de patrie. Plus d’identité. Plus de certitudes. Tout ce que j’avais construit dans ma
téte et dans mon coeur, mes réves de gosses, tout a disparu. Et ne réapparaitra plus jamais. Je ne
veux plus voir Mahamane, j’en ai eu marre d’étre son esclave.

Les mots

Je repense a cet homme que j’avais croisé en Suisse, dans une bibliothéque, peu aprés mon
arrivée. Ce sombre géant a la tignasse et a la barbe si indomptables parlait seul, comme possédé
par I’esprit des mots. Il passait son temps a écrire des vers, des formules. Des pages et des pages
s’envolaient de son pupitre. Tous les soirs, il remettait livres, journaux et magazines a leur
place, emplis d’étranges inscriptions. Tous les soirs, je guettais son départ pour me jeter sur ces
ouvrages et tenter de percer son secret. Je I’avais appelé « le Géant aux mille secrets ».

La chute
Je me sentais si loin de lui. Je respirais a pleins poumons le souffle grisant de la liberté. Je
lisais, je lisais, j’apprenais, j’observais, j’écarquillais mes grands yeux, je n’en croyais pas mes
oreilles, le monde était si vaste, si complexe, si tragique ! Je me joignais au mouvement, j’avais
tant d’espoir, je voulais me battre, me battre pour tous ceux qui comme moi avaient eu a subir
les injustices de ce monde...

Mais la réalité du quotidien nous rattrape. La dérive aussi. L’Europe est un continent
magnifique et cruel a la fois.

Ici, le lien familial, cette solidarité si précicuse a nos yeux africains, s’est estompée peu a
peu pour laisser place a une société morcelée ou 1’on souffre dans son coin, en silence. [l n’y a
plus que les mots, glissant silencieusement sur le papier de ces pages d’un livre inconnu, attrapé
au hasard sur une étagere de la bibliothéque du nord de la France. J’¢étais devenue la jeune fille
sombre aux mille secrets. J*étais seule.

Chapitre 2. I’accident

—Zoé!

—Maman !

Une infime fraction de seconde avait suffi au Drame pour se produire. Une fraction vio-
lente et douloureuse a jamais. La petite main de Zoé avait quitté un instant celle de Marie, et au
moment ou I’enfant se penchait pour ramasser sa poupée, le chauffeur du camion n’avait pas eu
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le temps de I’éviter. Mais une ombre mystérieuse avait eu le temps de plonger sur la fillette et
s’était fait violemment percuter a sa place.

La scéne s’¢était déroulée si rapidement que personne, hormis Marie, n’avait pas eu le
temps de réaliser ce qui venait de se produire.

A présent gisaient a terre deux corps inertes, et tandis que les badauds s’approchaient, les
yeux écarquillés de Marie se remplissait de larmes. Elle ne criait pas. Elle se mit a trembler.
Elle perdit rapidement la maitrise de son corps qui convulsa violemment. Une flaque de sang
sombre et épais se répandait lentement autour des deux corps immobiles lorsque Marie perdit
connaissance a son tour.

Chapitre 3. L’histoire de Marie

La perdition

J’ai envie d’étre un oiseau. De m’envoler loin. D’avoir un cerveau de la taille d’une noisette. De
tout laisser derriére moi d’un battement d’aile. J*ai I’impression que la vie m’échappe chaque
jour un peu plus. Je ne vis plus dans le vrai monde ; je ne suis qu’un objet transitionnel de la
méme maniére que ma vie n’est qu’une succession de transitions. J’ai voulu porter sur mes
épaules plus de responsabilités qu’elles n’en pouvaient supporter. Ah, c’est cela, la femme libé-
rée de ’Occident ! Je hais mon appartement miteux, je hais ce village de périphérie.

Chaque jour qui passe est un pas de plus vers I’abdication. Alors que je devrais me dépé-
cher de disparaitre a nouveau pour reconstruire ailleurs, il y a cette idée qui germe dans ma téte :
et si chaque mouvement vers 1’avant n’était qu’une fuite de la réalité ? Et si je ne faisais que
changer les choses temporairement ? Et si ma vie n’était qu’une succession d’histoires a répéti-
tion ? J’ai besoin d’aide. Je n’y arriverai pas, toute seule avec ma fille. J’ai 28 ans, je m’appelle
Marie et j’ai envie d’étre un oiseau.

L’espoir

Le soleil se refléte sur les luxueuses voitures qui ne cessent leur ballet matinal que pour s’attar-
der aux yeux des passants. Le ciel est d’un bleu si intense que nous nous attardons quelques
secondes pour I’observer.

— Pas un nuage ! S’exclame Zoé.

— Pas un nuage, tu as raison.

Nous continuons notre route d’un pas Iéger. Aujourd’hui j’arriverai au travail a 10 heures
du matin. Je n’en ai que faire, j’ai remis la carapace a sa place. Dans ma téte, il n’y a plus qu’un
objectif : la réussite sociale. J’ai balayé les vapeurs de la veille et j’avance, siire de moi. Une
petite main serre la mienne. Nous allons nous en sortir.

Depuis que j’ai décidé de vivre seule avec ma fille, tout a changé dans ma vie. En fait,
depuis quelques mois seulement, tout a véritablement changé. Non seulement je suis isolée
géographiquement, mais je suis isolée socialement aussi. Sans parler de ma dette qui me ronge
un coin du cerveau. Si je n’étais pas mere célibataire... Si ce n’était pas le cas, je travaillerais
jour et nuit. Je ne dormirais pas. Je travaillerais jusqu’a rembourser tout cet argent. Puis je
partirais. Loin.
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Le réve

Je veux un grand appartement avec plein de lumicre dans une grande avenue avec une grande
terrasse et les feuilles des arbres qui jouent avec le soleil juste devant. Je 1’ai vu a Buenos Aires,
il y a 7 ans, et ¢’est mon image du bonheur. Je veux apprendre et découvrir. Je veux toujours des
personnes différentes chez moi, et aussi une femme de ménage. Je veux changer d’air. Je veux
une carriére. Je veux que Zoé s’épanouisse. Je veux voyager dans toute I’Amérique latine. Je
veux apprendre la Murga et boire des Quilmes.

Tout cela, c’est a portée de mains, et inaccessible en méme temps. Mes montagnes quo-
tidiennes m’empécheront a vie de me rapprocher de mon entourage. Il y a bien longtemps que
nous nous sommes déconnectés les uns des autres. Je suis seule avec ma fille, je vis pour travail-
ler, et tout le monde a I’air de penser que je m’en sors trés bien, pour une mere célibataire. Mais
autour de moi, il n’y a que du vide. Un immense vide.

L’hypocrisie
Aujourd’hui, j’ai fait rire 1’assistante sociale au téléphone.
— Mais madame, vous avez un travail ! Vous ne toucherez rien !
— Alors, dites-moi a qui je peux m’adresser | Qui peut nous porter secours lorsqu’on est
seul et désemparé ? Qu’est-ce que notre pays a prévu pour nous, ceux qui n’ont plus personne ?
— Pour vous ? Mais rien, madame, ai-je entendu d’un ton malicieux.

L’amour
Le mois dernier j’ai rencontré un garcon. Il a 30 ans. 30 ans, c’est encore tres jeune, chez nous.
J’ai de la chance, il a I’air d’apprécier les enfants. Avec lui, je m’envole vers un monde imagi-
naire. Lorsque j’enfouis mon visage au creux de son épaule, j’ai envie de lui dire combien je
suis vulnérable. Mais le malheureux est dans la méme détresse que moi, qu’il comble a coups de
sorties nocturnes interminables. Je ne sais pas s’il m’aime vraiment. Il fait comme moi, il trouve
dans mes bras le réconfort dont il a besoin pour continuer a vivre.
Je ne sais plus ce qu’est I’amour. Tout le monde se sépare, de toute fagon, méme mes parents.
Pourtant dans ma mémoire, il y a cette autre image du bonheur qui subsiste et contribue
a ma frustration. Ce ne sont que des éclairs, mais ils sont assez chargés pour me rappeler une
certaine plénitude qui s’est noyée prématurément dans 1’alcool et la drogue.

Epilogue

Le destin fait bien les choses.

C’est dans I’ambulance qui ramenait la petite Zoé a la vie que Marie rencontra Aissatou
pour la premiére fois.

Elle ouvrit les yeux lentement et croisa ce regard noir et intense qui la scrutait déja depuis
quelques minutes. Les yeux d’Aissatou semblaient dire : « Tout va bien, je suis 1a maintenant ».
Puis ils se refermérent. Aissatou dormit longtemps, trés longtemps. Plus de deux mois. Mais
lorsqu’ils s’ouvrirent a nouveau, ¢’est Marie qu’ils découvrirent en premier. Ensemble, Marie
et Aissatou pleurérent. En silence. C’étaient des larmes d’anges, n’en déplaise a Marie, que Zoé
dessina plus tard.
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Les yeux de Marie, qui autrefois cherchaient une réponse, son désormais apaisés et sereins.
Aissatou. La jeune femme qui a sauvé sa fille mettra trois années pour retrouver ses capacités
motrices. Ces années passées ensemble auront permis aux deux amies de construire leur projet.
Ensemble, avec leur coeur, leurs connaissances et toutes leurs forces, elles ont ouvert ce centre
pour les jeunes femmes, qui, comme elles, se sont perdues un jour et ont décidé de se battre.
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The Angels’ Tears

Marine Ronzi. France

To all the Maries, Aissatous and all
the women in this world.

Let them fight like lions as long as
our world is ravaged by the evils
caused by such human nonsense.

Prologue

Karima’s legs are trembling but she continues
on scrutinizing the even numbers. Number
44. Her hands, which are still covered with
henna, gently close the front door. Karima is
24. She has already experienced a lot.

It’s Marie who welcomes her and will
sensitively guide her through the labyrinths
of French bureaucracy. To get a residence
card, to find a job, to understand her rights,
but also her duties, to learn about French
citizenship. Aissatou will accompany Karima
for more than one year to make sure she’s
fine. In her mind. In her body. To learn how
to write. To become familiar with her neigh-
bourhood, to participate in the community, to
contribute. To exchange knowledge.

Today, Karima is fine. She’s been luckys;
her husband is an honest gentle man. This
year, she will give him a child. A child who
will never experience what she has endured.

Chapter 1. Aissatou’s Story

Pain

Pain pierces like a spear soaked with the most
devastating poison. I’ve stopped shouting, I’ve
stopped crying. I’ve run out of tears. I don’t
want to die, just because I’m responsible for
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this dispute between my family and the others.
Around me, nothing is going right. I am angry
at this mother who didn’t have the courage to
let me die in the village so that I could finally
find peace in eternal sleep. The fever is strong-
er than my attempts to reason well.

It happened so fast. In three days, they
organised my departure to France. I had been
told there are good hospitals there, skilful doc-
tors. It’s your only chance to survive. Curled
up in my seat, I’'m looking at the sun rising up
through the window. If I die, it’ll be a failure
for Mahamane, who has invested so much. If I
die, I'll be damned. Damned, damned, damned.

The Choice

Reinfibulation. Finally. What hadn’t worked
in the village seemed a mere formality here.
Mahamane’s wife took good care of me. Here
at the hospital, everyone agrees that I'm fi-
nally free. Free? This revolts me. What do
they know, such arrogant whites, of the hell
that is waiting for me with my husband?

A prisoner, yes. It’s out of the question
for me to return to Mali. I don’t want to see
the faces of those women anymore. Wisdom
didn’t shine within their eyes. Deep within
their eyes, I’ve seen it, there was sadness, and
submission too. But above all there was fear.
This slight fear that I had felt in my youth
before my mum came to take me to the mid-
wife would turn into a hideous yelling which
would devour me as it had devoured my
cousin Fatim. Fatim. Fatim was dead. Dead.

Emptiness

I no longer have a motherland. Or an identity.
Or certainties. Everything I had built in my
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mind and in my heart, my dreams as a kid, has
all vanished. And it won’t come back. I don’t
want to see Mahamane anymore, I'm fed up
with being her slave.

The Words

I’m thinking again about this man that I had
met in Switzerland, in a library, soon after my
arrival. That sombre giant with such a wild
shock of hair and beard was speaking alone,
as if he were haunted by the spirit of words.
He spent his time writing verses, formulas.
Pages after pages were flying out of his desk.
Every evening, he put the books, newspa-
pers and magazines in their place, filled with
strange inscriptions.

Every evening, I waited for him to leave
and delve into these works and try to uncover
his secret. I had called him “the Giant with a
thousand secrets”.

The Fall

I felt so far away from him. I breathed the in-
toxicating air of freedom deeply. I read, I read,
I learnt, I observed, I stared opened-eyed, I
didn’t believe my ears, the world was so vast,
so complex, so tragic! I joined the movement,
I had so much hope, I wanted to fight, to fight
for all those who like me had had to suffer the
injustices of this world.

But the reality of daily life takes hold
of us. The current too. Europe is both a great
and cruel continent.

Here, the family bonds, this solidarity
which is so precious to our African eyes, has
gradually faded to give way to a divided so-
ciety in which people suffer in their corner,
in silence.

There is nothing but words, silently
slipping on the paper of these pages of an un-
known book, caught at random on a shelf of
this library in Northern France.

I had become the sombre young girl
with one thousand secrets. I was alone.
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Chapter 2. The Accident

“Zoé!”

“Mum!”

A tiny fraction of a second had been
enough for the tragedy to take place. A for-
ever violent painful fraction. Zoé’s little hand
had removed Marie’s for a moment, and
when the child leant over to pick up her doll,
the lorry driver didn’t have time to swerve
round her. But a mysterious shadow had had
time to fall on the little girl and had violently
been crushed in her place.

The event had occurred so quickly that
nobody, except Marie, had had the time to re-
alise what had just happened.

Two motionless bodies were lying on
the floor, and as the onlookers approached,
Marie’s wide open eyes were filling with
tears. She didn’t cry. She began to shiver. She
quickly lost control of her body, which vio-
lently convulsed. A pool of thick dark blood
was slowly spreading around the two motion-
less bodies as Marie fainted.

Chapter 3. Marie’s Story

Iniquity

I feel like being a bird. Flying far away. Hav-
ing a brain the size of a nut. Leaving every-
thing behind with the flap of a wing. I have
the feeling that life is escaping me a little more
every day. I’m not living in the real world any-
more; I’m just a transitional object, just as my
life is no more than a succession of transitions.
I have wanted to carry more responsibilities
on my shoulders than I could endure. So this is
the free woman of the West! I hate my seedy
flat, I hate this village on the outskirts.

Every day that goes by is a step to-
wards abandonment. Although I should rush
to disappear again to rebuild somewhere else,
there is this idea that has grown in my head:
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what if each movement forward was just an
escape from reality? If the only thing I did
was to change things temporarily? And if my
life was just a succession of repeated stories?
I need help. I won’t manage alone with my
child. I’'m 28, my name is Marie and I feel
like being a bird.

Hope

The sun reflects off the luxury cars which
only stop their morning ballet to linger in the
eyes of passers-by. The sky is such an intense
blue that we linger a few seconds to watch it.

“Not a single cloud!” shouts Zoé.

“Not a single cloud, you’re right.”

We continue our brisk walk. Today I’11
get to work at ten in the morning. It doesn’t
matter, I’ve put on my carapace again. In my
head, there is just one objective: social suc-
cess. I have swept off the fumes of the day
before and I’'m moving forward, sure of my-
self. A little hand is holding mine. We’ll get
through this.

Since I’ve decided to live alone with
my child, everything in my life has changed.
In fact, after just a few months, everything
has changed a lot. Not only am I geographi-
cally isolated but also socially. Not to men-
tion the debt eating away at a corner of my
brain. If I weren’t a single mother. If it wasn’t
so, I’d work day and night. I wouldn’t sleep.
I would work until I had paid back all that
money. Then, I would go. Far away.

The Dream

I want a spacious flat with plenty of light on a
large avenue with a wide balcony and trees with
leaves playing with the sun just in front. I saw
it in Buenos Aires, 7 years ago, and it is my im-
age of joy. I want to learn and discover. I want
different people at home, and also a cleaning
lady. I want a change of scenery. I want a ca-
reer. | want Zoé to blossom. I want to travel all
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over Latin America. [ want to learn to dance the
murga and drink Quilmes.

All this is both within my reach and in-
accessible. My daily mountains will stop me
forever from getting closer to what is around
me. We’ve been apart from each other for
such a long time. [ am alone with my daugh-
ter, I live for work and everybody looks as
if they think that I’'m doing quite well, for a
single mother. But around me, there’s only
emptiness. An immense emptiness.

Hypocrisy
Today, I’ve made the social worker laugh on
the telephone.

“But, madam, you have a job! You won’t
get anything!”

“Then, tell me who I can talk to! Who
can give us assistance when we are alone and
helpless? What has our country planned for
us, for those who have no one anymore?”

“For you? Well, nothing, madam,” she
said with a malicious tone.

Love
Last month I met a boy. He’s 30. 30 years old,
he is still very young in our country. I’'m lucky,
he seems to like children. With him, I fly to-
wards an imaginary world. When I rest my
face on his shoulder, I feel like telling him how
vulnerable I am. But the poor thing is in the
same distress as me, which he fills with end-
less nights out. I don’t know if he really loves
me. He does like me; he finds in my arms the
comfort he needs to continue living.

I don’t know what love is anymore. Eve-
rybody separates, anyway, even my parents.

However, in my memory, there is this
other image of joy that persists and contrib-
utes to my frustration. They are just flashes,
they are vivid enough to remind me of a cer-
tain plenitude which had drowned premature-
ly in alcohol and drugs.
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Epilogue

Destiny does things right.

It was in the ambulance that brought lit-
tle Zoé to life that Marie met Aissatou for the
first time.

She opened her eyes slowly and met
that intense black face which had already
been staring at her for some minutes. Aissa-
tou’s eyes seemed to say: “Everything’s fine,
I’'m here now.” Then they closed. Aissatou
slept for a long time, for a very long time.
More than two months. But when they reo-
pened, it was Marie they saw first. Together,
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Marie and Aissatou cried. In silence. They
were tears of angels, whatever Marie likes
believes, that Zoé later drew.

Marie’s eyes, which in the past had
searched for answers, are now calm and se-
rene. Aissatou. The young woman who saved
her daughter will take three years to recover
her motor skills. These years spent together
will have enabled the two friends to build
their project. Together, with their hearts,
knowledge and all their strength, they have
opened this centre for young women who,
like them, were lost one day and have de-
cided to fight.
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Asure

Bihter Esin Yiicel. Tiirkiye

Ben o illeri hi¢ bilmezdim. O bozkirlari, o sar1 daglari, o tozlu, kurak ve sapa yollar: ilk go-
riisimdii. Tiim hayatim kiiltiir besigi, Avrupa ve Asya’min gdzbebegi Istanbul’da ge¢misti.
Cocuklugumun yazlariysa, Marmara Denizi’nin incisi Bilylikada’da ve Rum evleriyle bezeli,
Midilli’nin kars1 komsusu Ayvalik’ta gegen tatlt bir diis gibi. Dinledigim masallarda ise hep,
uykuya dalarken pencereden 1siklarini gérdiigiim Midilli ve annemin diinyaya gelisine ve benim
dogumumla taclanan, sakiz kokulu bir ask hikéyesine ev sahipligi yapan Sakiz Adas1 anlatilir-
di. Hi¢ géormesem de, dinledigim anilardan ve evdeki birkag¢ fotograftan tanir gibi hissederim
kendimi. Iste gordiiklerim bunlardi benim. Otesini gormemistim, 6gretmenlige baslayana dek.

k sk sk

Benim iilkem rengarenk bir mozaik gibi... Durusu magrur, sirtin1 acilara déonmiis, inadina gii-
liimsemek isteyen bir yiiz size giiliimser. Bir kadin yiiziidiir bu, Anadolu’nun bereketli topraginin,
Avrupa’nin en dogusuyla birlestigi noktadir. Dogurgandir benim iilkem, gengtir. Bir 6gretmen
daha bagka ne ister?!

Kim yanibasinda papatyalar, siimbiiller, yaseminler ve hatta gelincikler bir arada agmak-
tayken, yalnizca giillerden olusan bir bahgede dolagmak ister ki? Benim iilkemi sevmek, tiim
cicekleri birden koklamak ve her birini ayr1 ayr1 sevebilmektir.

Yazik ki her yiirek a¢ik degil boyle biiyiik sevgilere. Her yiirekte yer yok baska kokulara.
Nasil ki, her toprakta her ¢igek yetisemez, kimi yiirekler, hi¢bir giizellige gecit vermeyen, hi¢bir
mutlulugu yesertmeyen, corak topraklar gibidir.

Yiregi kiigiik olanlardir ¢igegi ¢igege diisman etmeye ¢alisan. Kendi yiireklerindeki nef-
reti baska yiireklerdeki korku ile alevlendirmek gayretindedir onlar. Basarirlar da... Igten ice
belli belirsiz 6n yargilarla sekillendirmeye calisirlar giiclerinin yettiklerini. Nedensiz siiriip gi-
den ve belki de hi¢ var olmamis bir ¢ekismenin tohumlar1 atmaya c¢alisirlar zihinlere... Her
tohum kendi ¢i¢egine doniigiir. Nefret, korku ve diigmanlik ekip mutluluk bigilemez, malum.
Kimi topraklart boyle zehirlenir iste... Toprak ki, insan gibi, ¢igek ki cocuk gibi... Ve biiyiidiikge
¢ocuklasan insan; hem ¢ocuk hem kadin, hem ¢ocuk hem de adam...

Nefretle beslenmis ayn1 bahgede filizlenen iki ¢igek korkar birbirinden. Suretlerinden de-
gil, yaratilan bir hayalden korkarlar. Gordiiklerinden degil, akillarinda canlandirdiklarindan;
koyulan sifatlardan, yapilan gruplandirmalardan, gerceklestiklerine “binlerce yeminler edilen”
dehset dolu olaylardan ve “ya tekrarlanirsa!” diisiincesiyle, olabileceklerden korkarlar. Kork-
tuklari “oteki”ler degil, “kendi”leridir aslinda, “diigiindiikleri”dir. Bilmezler.

Iste ben de 0 mozaigin siradan bir parcastyim. Ne hafife alinacak kadar degersiz, ne miis-
tesna sayilacak kadar bulunmaz. Herkesten biriyim. Ve hayir! Ben asla “6teki” lerden korkma-
dim. Ciinkii hangi kiyidan bakarsan bak, hep “6teki” oldum ben.

* % %
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Ogretmen olarak tayinimin Mardin’e ¢ikmas1 bir bomba gibi diismiistii aileye. Annem ve baba-
min, bildikleri iklimlerin ve renklerden 6tesinden korkuyla bahseden sesleri titreyerek heceledi
“Mar-din...” Babam telefonda bir 6liim haberi gibi verdi haberi dedem Dimitri’ye: “Sevda’nin
tayini Mardin’in sinir kdylerinden birine ¢ikmis.”

k ok 3k

Adim Sevda. Sevda Tiirk¢ede asir1 sevgi, ask, tutku ve istek icin kullanilir; hatta kimi zaman
asir1 sevgiden dogan bir tiir hastalik anlaminda.

Adim Sevda, ¢linkii ben biiyiik bir askin cocuguyum: Yunan babamla, Tiirk anamin agkinin.
Tarihin, kiiltiiriin, geleneklerin dost; siyasetin diigman kildigi iki toplumun. Korkulari ve menfaatleri,
yiireklerini karartabilenlerin; ayni sakalara giilen, ayni acilara aglayan, iki kars1 kiyinin ¢ocuklarinin
askinn. .. Diiglinleri, danslar1 bir; Ayvalikli Alexi ve Sakiz Adali Defne’nin askinin... Tiirk vatandast
Ortodoks Alexi ile Yunan vatandast Miisliiman Defne’nin kizlari, iki pasaportlu Sevda’yim.

Bilir misiniz Defne’nin Yunancasi Dafni’dir. Sizce Tiirk¢e ve Yunanca midir bunlar? Yok-
sa ayn1 toprakta yasamis toplumlarin ayn sozciigii farkli seslendirmesi midir? Ben bilemedim
hangisidir.

Adim Sevda; ¢iinkii bu agk iki goniile de diigmiistiir. Adim Sevda ¢iinkii “Sevdas” dir
Sevda’nin Yunancasi. Benzerdir, aynidir, tektir! Sevda tiim illerde, tiim sarkilarda birdir aslinda.
Fazladan bir “s” harfi midir, birini digerinden farkl kilan!

Adim Sevda; Miisliman bir anadan, Ortadoks bir babadan olmayim. Kendi dinim yok.
Ne rengarenk yumurtali Paskalya Bayramlari’'ndan, ne de piril piril, seffaf renkleriyle akide
sekerlerinin siisledigi Seker Bayrami’ndan vazgecemedim. Ikisi de benim. kisi de BENim.
Secemedim, segmedim.

* % %

Asure nedir bilir misiniz? Asure Nuh’un tatlisidir. Efsaneye gore, biiylik tufan sona erdiginde
Nuh’un gemisi, Nemrut Dagi’na oturdugu giin, gemidekiler kutlamak i¢in bir yemek pisirmek
istemisler. Ambarda bir ka¢ ¢esit tahildan azar azar kalan pargalar, biraz meyve ve bir avug
findik fistiktan bagka bir sey yokmus. Bakmislar olacak gibi degil, tek baslarina bir ise yarama-
yacaklar, hepsi karistirilip bir tatli pisirilmis. Birbirinden bunca farkli tatlar, bu tatlida bir araya
gelmis. Tozsekerle kaynatilan, nohut, kuru fasulye, piring, bugday, kuru kayisi, {iziim, incir,
portakal, limon, nar... Uzerine eklenen findik, ceviz badem, targin...

Bugiin Nuh’un gemisinin 6zel tarifi, {ilkenin dort kdgesinde, her bolgeye has farkliliklar-
la pisirilir. Ancak degismeyen bir adet vardir ki, bu adete gore; tarifi ne sekilde olursa olsun;
kiz evlada sahip aileler, her y1l Muharrem Ayi’nda asure yapmali ve komsularina dagitmalidir.
Rivayete o ki, annesi asure yapip dagitan kiz cocugu o yili hep bolluk ve bereket i¢inde gecirir-
mis. Iste bu inangla iilkenin dort bir yaninda kokeni ne olursa olsun anneler, kizlar1 igin asure
kaynatip birbirlerine dagitirlar. Kulaga ne kadar karman ¢orman, ne kadar lezzetsiz gelse de,
karmasadan dogan bir uyum; bir teklik vardir bu tatlida! Ben iste 6gretmenligimin ilk durag:
Mardin’i agsureye benzetirim hep.

* % %
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Suriye ile siir olan Mardin’in, Nusaybin il¢esinin Balaban koyii 6gretmenligine atandigimda
24 yagindaydim. Mardin’e ve kiiltiirel zenginligine gelir gelmez vurulmus, gérevimi yapmak
icin sabirsizlaniyordum. Sehir merkezinin basinda adeta bir tag gibi yiikselen Mardin Kalesi
ve agagil dogru basamak basamak inen; toprak renginin bin bir tonunu barindiran tas evler bana
zamanin Otesinde bir sehirde oldugumu fisildamigti. Etli yemekleri, bugiine dek hi¢ tatmadigin
gesitli borekleri, kavurucu sicaga karsi insanin igini ferahlatan lezzetli serbetleri ve tiirlii gesit
yemisiyle Mardin adeta bir masal kenti olmustu benim icin. Sehirdeki ilk gecemde, kaldigim
tag evin avlusuna ¢ikip sehrin 1siklarini ve ovanin ugsuz bucaksiz karanligini izlemis; kendimi
Istanbul’da, Biiyiikada’da veyahut Ayvalik’ta hissetmistim. Ovalar deniz; tas evlerin 1s1klariysa
kars1 kiyilarin igiklari olmustu benim i¢in. Ertesi giin zorlu bir yolculukla varmistim goérev ye-
rim Balaban’a.

Balaban; etrafini gevreleyen genis ovalarin ortasinda, kiigiik, fakir ve kete! kokan bir kdy.
Cokmiis asfalt yolun yakininda, dami akan, bakimsiz ve kiiciik okulsa benim c¢alistigim okul
olacakti. Diislediklerimden ¢ok farkli, alistigimdansa ¢ok uzak bir hizmet siirecine girdigimi
hissetsem de yapabilecek hicbir seyim yoktu. Burayi sevecek ve benimseyecektim.

Hepsi daha sekillenmemis birer fidan, toplam sekiz dgrenciden olusan ilkokul sinifimla
karsilagtigimda yasadigim saskinlik bugiin gibi hatirimdadir. Beni daha iyi inceleyebilmek igin
iyice acilmis on alti tane goz lizerimdeydi. Besi erkek {icli kiz 6grenciden olusan simifimla ilk
dersimin uzunca bir siiresi, cocuklarla birbirimizi inceleyerek ge¢misti.

—Adim Sevda Morisis?. Istanbul’dan buraya sizin 6gretmeniniz olmak i¢in geldim. Beni
kabul edip sevecek misiniz? Apaydinlik sekiz tane yiiz, evet dercesine kafalarini salladi, ben de
vakit kaybetmeden yoklamaya bagladim.

—Benjamen’® Yildiz!

—Buradayim 6gretmenim!

Kapkara saclari, kara gozleri ve kirmizi yanaklariyla afacan bir ¢ocuktu ayaga kalkan.

—Ilona* Y1ldiz!

—Buradayim &gretmenim!

Banjamen’e neredeyse ikiz kardesi kadar benzeyen bir kiz gocuguydu bu kez ayaga kalkan.

— Kardes misiniz yavrum siz?

—Amca ¢ocuklariyiz 6gretmenim.

—Ahmet’ Ay!

—Buradayim 6gretmenim!

Uzun boyu ve daha ince hatlartyla Ahmet, sinif arkadaslarindan daha biiyiik gosteriyordu.

—Yadid® Eken!

—Buradayim &gretmenim.

Ayaga kalkan Yadid, belli ki; daha ilk giinden okul onliigiinii kirlettigi i¢in utaniyordu.
Kirpikleri kaglarina degecek kadar uzundu Yadid’in ve elleri yara bere i¢indeydi.

1. Kiilde pismis bir tiir ¢orek, Giineydogu Anadolu Bolgesi’nde oldukga yaygin pisirilen ve igine peynir, et ya da sebze
konmaksizin, yalnizca hamur ve yag ile hazirlanan bu yemek, 6zellikle dar gelirli kesim tarafindan sikca tiiketilmek-
tedir.

2. Morisis soy adi, Tiirkiye’deki Rum ailelerde rastlanan bir soyaddir.

3. Benyamen, Siiryanice bir addir.

4. Ilona, Siiryanice bir addur.

5. Ahmet, Tiirkge bir addir.

6. Yadid, Stryanice bir addir.
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—Ishak’ Kara!

—Buradayim 6gretmenim!

Daha sonra kdyiin tek minibiisiiniin sahibinin babasi oldugunu &grenecegim Ishak diger
cocuklara gore biraz daha giirbiizdii.

—Meryem?® Dogan!

—Buradayim 6gretmenim!

Pespembe yanaklari, kivircik saclart ve durmak bilmeyen giilimsemesiyle Meryem, hig
de babamin ¢alisma odasindaki Kutsal Meryem resmindeki adasina benzemiyordu. Magdalalt
Meryem ne kadar hiiziinliiyse, adas1 Balabanli Meryem bir o kadar giilegti.

—Hasan’ Ay!

—Buradayim &gretmenim!

—Siz de Ahmet ile amca ¢ocuklar1 misiniz yavrum?

—Yok, Ahmet benim agabeyim, ii¢ sene okula gidemedi. Okula 6gretmen gelmemisti.

Ve son olarak gozlerim o mini mini giizele takildi. Gece rengi dalgali saglari, kocaman
acilmis bal rengi gozleriyle, biiyiiylince ne kadar giizel bir kadin olacaginin isaretini veriyordu
minicik yiizi.

—Senin adin listede yok yavrum, adin nedir?

—Yezida'® dedi oniine bakarak.

Bdoylece, li¢ii Miisliiman, dordii Siiryani ve biri Yezidi, bes erkek ve {i¢ kizdan olusan sini-
fimla tanigmis olduk. Ne tuhafti ki, hepsi Tiirkiye Cumhuriyeti vatandasi olan ve topu toplu iki
yiiz kisilik bir koyde hayatlarint huzur i¢inde siirdiiren bu ¢ocuklarin 6gretmeni, de yine onlar
gibi bir karigimdi. Mardin’in asureliginden git gide nasibimizi aliyorduk.
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—Sinif bagkan1 ayaga kalksin! dedim. Kendisine bazi gérevler verecegim.

Cocuklar saskinlikla birbirlerine bakiyorlardi.

—“Sinif bagkaniniz yok mu yoksa?”

—Yok 6gretmenim. dedi Ishak. Ama ben olmak isterim.

—Tesekkiir ederim Ishak’cigim ancak sinif bagkaninin arkadaglari tarafindan secilmesi ge-
rekir. Madem ki bu kadar kii¢iik bir sinifiz, tiim arkadaslarinizin aday olmasini ve sinif bagkani
secilirlerse, arkadaslarina neler vaat edeceklerini anlatmalarini isteyecegim. Sonra da oylamaya
gegecegiz.

—Vaat etmek ne demek? dedi Hasan Ay kafasi karigmis bir halde.

—Bir seyi yapacagina sdz vermek demektir Hasan’cigim.

—Peki, oylamak nasil bir sey? Oynamak gibi mi? Kalkip gobek mi atacagiz simdi? diye
sordu Balabanli Meryem kikir kikir giilerek.

—Hay1r, Meryem’cigim, oylamak; ben bu arkadagimin sinif baskani olmasini istiyorum
demektir.

7. Ishak, Siiryanice bir addur.

8. Mother Mary’nin Tiirk¢e karsiligi Meryem Ana’dir. Gerek Miisliiman, gerekse Hiristiyan Tirkler arasinda sikga
kullanilan bir addir.

9. Hasan, Tiirkge bir addur.

10. Yezida, Yezidiler arasinda en sik kullanilan kadin isinlerinden biridir.
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—O zaman herkes kendisine oy verir. diye mirildand1 Yadid sessizce.

—Burada 6nemli olan, hangi arkadasinizin verdigi s6z en ¢ok hosunuza gidiyorsa o ar-
kadasiiza oy vermenizdir. Onemli olan herkesin mutlu olmasidir. Simdi biraz ¢ikin oynayin,
teneffiisten sonra herkesin arkadaslarina neler vaat edeceklerini dinleyecegim. Sonra da baskan
sececegiz.

Okulun bahgesi bir ovanin devamiydi. Cocuklardan besi ¢ember olmus, biri ise elinde bir
mendil cemberin etrafinda dontiyordu. Sarki sdylenerek oynanan bu oyunda elinde mendil tutan
cocuk, bir ara istedigi bir arkadasinin sirtina mendiliyle dokunuyordu ve bundan sonra kendisi-
ne dokunulan ¢ocuk ayaga kalkiyor ve kendisine dokunan gocugu yakalamaya ¢alisiyordu. Her
kim bos yere 6nce oturursa digeri mendili eline aliyor ve ayni oyun yineleniyordu.

Oyuna katilmayan yalnizca iki ¢ocuk vardi. Yezida ve Ahmet. Yezida, katilmak isteyen
gozlerle cocuklari izliyor, Ahmet ise belli etmemeye calissa da Yezida nin yiiziine hayran hay-
ran bakiyordu. Okula 6gretmen atanmadigi i¢in kaybettigi {i¢ y1l kendisini Ahmet’in erken gir-
digi ergenlikle gosteriyordu. Biyiklari ufak ufak terlemeye baslamisti. Yezida’ya bakarken yiizi
belli belirsiz kizartyordu.

Yezida oynayan c¢ocuklara 6zlemle, Ahmet ise Yezida’ya hayranlikla bakarken, simifin
diger 6grencileri nese iginde kosturuyorlardi. Bir ara Yadid’in, Ilona sirtina mendille dokun-
dugunda “Ahhhh!!!” diye bagirdigin1 duydum. Belli ki can1 yanmisti. Ilona ise Yadid’in nasil
canini yaktigin1 anlamaya calistyor, arkadaslarina “Vurmadim ki ben!” diyerek kendini savun-
maya calistyordu.

Derse gectigimizde artik oylama baslayacakti. Cocuklarima kurallart anlattim.

~Once arkadaslariniz1 dikkatle ve sessizce dinleyeceksiniz. Herkes sdyleyeceklerini bitir-
dikten sonra ben sizlere kiigiik kagit pargalar1 dagitacagim. Hangi arkadasinizi segtiyseniz onun
isminin yanina bir ¢arpi isareti atacaksiniz. Sonra ben carpilari sayip, baskanin kim oldugunu
ilan edecegim. Haydi bakalim Benyamin, senden baslayalim.

Benyamin kafasini kasiya kasiya tahtanin oniine geldi. Sobanin yaninda durdu. Bir siire
diisiindiikten sonra “Beni bagkan segerseniz, hepinize gizli iksirimin tarifini verecegim!” dedi.

—Gizli iksirin mi? Ne iksiriymis bu Benyamin?

Gevrek gevrek giilerek yanitladi: “Ben sinifin hem en hizli kosani, hem de en uzaga zipla-
yantyim ¢iinki gizli iksirimden ig¢iyorum.” dedi.

—Tarifini sdyleme ama biraz anlat bakalim bu iksiri. dedim Benyamin’e.

—Cekirge suyunun igine, 6zel karisimimi dokiip, tam ii¢ giin ¢alkaltyorum. Ondan sonra da
iciyorum. Ama i¢indekileri bagkan olursam soyleyecegim. dedi.

Cocuklardan kimileri “1yyyy!” diyerek ne kadar igrendiklerini ifade ederken, bir kismi ise
katila katila giiliiyordu.

Benyamin’den sonra sira Hasan’a gelmisti.

—Ben bagkan olursam, anama sdylerim her giin size kete yapar. Tenefiiste herkese bir tane
kete veririm.

—Bu kadar m1 yavrucugum?

—Evet 6gretmenim.

Giilimseyerek yerine oturdu Hasan. Belli ki teklifine ¢ok giiveniyordu. Hasan yerine otu-
rur oturmaz, Balabanli Meryem kikir kikir giilerek ayaga kalkti.

—Ben smif baskani olursam, haftanin iki giinlinii okul, bes giiniinii tatil yaparim! dedi kah-
kahalar i¢inde. Siif arkadaglart Meryem’i bir yandan alkisliyor, bir yandan da se¢im zamamn
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biiyiiklerinden gordiiklerini taklit ederek “Yasa! Var Ol!” diye bagiriyorlardi. Belli ki galibiyeti
garantilemisti.

—Ama Meryem’cigim okul giinlerine siif baskani karar veremez ki. deyince, haylaz “Oy-
leyse teneflisleri uzatirim!” demez mi? Goniillere taht kurmustu Meryem. Pesi sira en yakin
arkadas1 Siiryani giizeli [lona kalkt1.

—Eger ben sinif bagkani secilirsem, Sevda 6gretmen ne derse onu yapacagim.

—Peki neden her dedigimi yapacaksin Ilona’cigim?

—Clinkii siz meleksiniz de ondan!

—Onu da nereden ¢ikardin kii¢iigiim?

—Siz meleksiniz, ¢iinkii saglarimz sar1 ve gozleriniz de mavi. insanlarin saglar1 ve gozleri
bu renkte olmaz, meleklerin olur. Bizim kilisemizdeki melek resimleri hep sizin gibi.

Yavrucuk tiim diinyay1 Balaban kdyiinden ibaret santyordu, giinesin altinda alev alev ya-
nan bu corak topraklarda, ne beyaz ten, ne sar1 sa¢ ne de renkli goz yaygindi. Belli ki, koyde
bir tek bende vardi bu 6zellikler ve Ilona’nin hayatinda ilk kez goérdiigii bu siradan renkler, onu
melek olduguma ikna etmisti.

Durumun bdyle olmadigini daha sonraki bir zamanda agiklamak planiyla, saglarini oksadim
ve onu yerine oturttum. S6zii Yadid almisti, agzinin i¢inde mirildaniyor, adeta sesinin ¢ikmasindan
korkuyordu.

—Ben smif baskani olursam eger, babalarin ¢ocuklarini dévmesini yasaklayacagim! dedi
tiim safligiyla.

Yiiziime tokat gibi indi bu sézler. Cocuklarimin yiizlerine baktigimda bazilarinin yiizleri-
nin 6nlerine egildigini gérdiim, belli ki onlar da dayak yiyorlardi babalarindan. En kisa zamanda
bir veli toplantisi yapmamin sart oldugunu disiiniirken szt Ishak aldi.

—Ben smif baskani olursam, biitiin sinifi babamin minibiisiiyle Mardin’e gotiirecegim.
Hem de hi¢ para almadan haaa!

Ishak da arkadaslarindan kuvvetli bir alkis almigti. Bagkanlik konugmalar1 biiyiiklerinkile-
ri hi¢ aratmiyordu ki, sira Yezida’ya geldi.

—Sinif bagkan1 olursam eger, Avrupa’ya ¢alismaya giden tiim Yezidileri buraya geri
¢agiracagim. dedi hiiziinle. Kendisini sinif baskan1 degil, cumhurbaskan1 zannediyordu
aklinca.

—Neden yavrum?

—Cilinkii herkes gog etti. Kalanlarin da hepsi yasli. Balaban’daki tek Yezidi ¢ocuk benim.
Annem sdylerken duydum. Midyat’ta yasayan bir ka¢ tane daha Yezidi ¢ocuk varmis ama...
i¢ini ¢ekerek devam etti, Bizim paramiz yok, Midyat’a gidemiyoruz. Oysa onlar da burada olsa
oyunlar oynardik beraber... Hem ben biraz biiyiiyiince beni de gondereceklermis Almanya’ya.
Orada uzak bir akrabamizin oglu var, biiyliylince onunla evlendireceklermis beni. Onunla ev-
lenmezsem beni Yezidilikten atarlarmis. Ben hi¢ gitmek istemiyorum.

—Yezidiler seytana tapiyorlar. diye fisildadi Hasan bana, diinyanin en biiyiik sirrint veri-
yormusgasina.

—Hayir Hasan, 6yle bir sey yok! Senin nasil bir dinin varsa Yezida’nin da dyle bir dini var,
sen bu uydurma seylere inaniyor musun yoksa? diye sordum Hasan’a.

—Valla 6gretmenim, ben de inanmiyorum ama herkes sdyleyince ne bileyim...

—Bir daha duymayacagim Hasan! Hepiniz kardessiniz burada.
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Kiigiiklerim bu konular1 anlayamazdi. Yezida da anlamiyordu aslinda. Ne Yezidiligin ne
oldugunu, ne de evlenmenin ne kadar ciddi bir sey oldugunu bilmiyordu. Onun tek derdi, anne-
sinden hi¢ ayrilmamakt.

Son konusma, sinifin en bilyligii olan Ahmet’e kalmisti. Ahmet, diisiinceli bakislarla aya-
ga kalkti, yliziime dimdik bakti, sonra arkadaslarina dondii.

—Smuf bagkani olursam, dedi, Cember ¢izilmesini yasaklayacagim. Cember seklindeki
oyunlar1 bagka sekilde oynatacagim.

—Neden? diye sordum istemsizce.

—Ciinkii, dedi, Yezida bizimle oynayamiyor. Cemberin ortasina diigerim, sonra da ¢ika-
mam diye korkuyor. Yezidiler i¢in gember 6nemlidir. Eger etrafina bir gember ¢izersen iginden
cikamazlar, ta ki, cemberde biri cennete, digeri cehenneme agilan iki kapr isaretleyinceye kadar.
Yezida bundan korkuyor ve bizimle oynayamiyor. Zaten o oynamiyor diye ben de oynamiyo-
rum. dedi ve ekledi: O yiizden baskan olursam, biitiin oyunlart Yezida’nin da bizimle oynayabi-
lecegi sekilde degistirecegim!

—Tesekkiirler Ahmet’cigim! dedim. O yasta bir ¢ocuktan bu duyarliligi hi¢ beklememis ve
saskinliga diismistiim.

Oylama sonlanip da oy pusulalarini agmaya basladigimda ise, kiicliklerimin o kocaman
yiirekleriyle karsilagmistim. Actigim her kagidin iizerinde Ahmet’in isminin yaninda bir ¢arp1
vardi. Cocuklarim, hayatlarindaki en degerli seyden; oyunlarindan, arkadaslarinin da aralarina
katilabilmesi ugruna kolayca vazgecebilmislerdi.

Ahmet gorev siirem boyunca hep smif baskani secildi. Sonrasinda ise Izmir’e ¢ikan tayi-
nim nedeniyle, ¢ocuklarimdan yalnizca yazdiklari mektuplar sayesinde haber alabildim. Aradan
gecen 10 yila karsin, mektuplarini hi¢ aksatmayan Balabanli Meryem; Ahmet ve Yezida’nin her
zorluga gogiis gererek, evlenip Sevda isminde bir kiz cocugu diinyaya getirdiklerini miijdeledi
bana son mektubunda. Okurken Meryem’in ¢ocuk kahkahalarini hala duyabiliyordum.

Mektubu okuduktan sonra dolaptaki asureden iki kasik yedim. Biri Alexi ve Defne’nin
sakiz; digeri ise Ahmet ile Yezida’nin kete kokan sevdalarinin hatirina...
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Ashura!

Bihter Esin Yiicel. Turkey

I never knew the places. It was my first experi-
ence of the steppes; mountains of yellow, dusty,
arid and remote roads. I had been living in Is-
tanbul, which is the cradle of culture, the pu-
pil of Europe and Asia. In the summers of my
childhood, the Pearl of the Sea of Marmara and
the Greek houses dominated Prencences Island;
Lesvos was against the neighbour, Ayvalik.
Those days seemed like a sweet dream. I heard
tales at night; I saw the lights of the window re-
flecting the story of a love of Lesbos and Chios
gum scented. To never see you, at home I look
at few photographs of the memories and allow
myself to feel. Here is what I saw. I never saw
beyond, until my teaching career began.
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My country is like a colourful mosaic.
Haughty posture, back pain returned, smiling
out of spite wishing you a hundred smiles. A
woman is the face of this, the fertile soil of
Anatolia, Europe, the connecting point for
the East. My country is fertile, young. Like a
teacher, what else?!

Who’s doorstep, daisies, hyacinths, jas-
mine, and even when a combination of pop-
pies, just wants to move in a garden of roses?
I love my country, more than all the flowers
to smell and to love each one separately.

Unfortunately, such a great love for
every man’s heart is not open. Every heart,
there is no other smell. Just as each flower
can match any in the soil, some hearts, there
is no beauty that we may not pass, there is no
increase in happiness, is as barren land.

1. Noah’s puding, a dessert made of wheat grains, nuts,
dried fruit, and so on.
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The heart of the enemy is small ones
that try to flower blossom. Another effort to
rekindle people’s hearts with hatred in their
hearts they fear your own. They manage too.
Inside a vague attempt to shape the forces of
preconceptions people can afford. For no rea-
son, and perhaps never have existed in a pro-
tracted attempt to take the seeds of the con-
flict with people’s minds... Each flower seeds
into their own. Hate, fear and hostility, the
team is priceless happiness, you know. Some
land is poisoned at work so... Soil that, as hu-
man beings, such as flower child that... And
grows as the Child, the people, both children
and women, both the child and the man...

Two flowers from each other fears bur-
geoning hatred fed the same garden. Copies,
but an illusion created by fear. What they see,
not envisaged in mind, laid such properties, the
classifications, concerning the events in “The
vows of thousands of” terror-filled events, and
“repeated” the idea, afraid of the possibilities.
Fear of “others”, not “own” in fact, “think™ is.
They do not know.

Here I am ordinary part of that mosaic.
What are you unworthy to be taken lightly;
I do not have to be considered exceptional.
I am anyone else. And no! I’ve never scared
the others. Because what you look from the
shore, always the “other” I’ve been.

* % %

As a teacher I am going to Mardin? family
like a bomb had fallen. My mother and my
father, they know fear, beyond the mention
of climate and the colours quivering tones

2. A city in the east of Turkey.
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spelled “Mar-din...” My father was on the
phone as a death news story to my grandfa-
ther Dimitri’s: “Sevda’s determination of the
border villages of Mardin came to one.”

% sk sk

My Name is Sevda (Love). Turkish name of
the excessive love of Sevda, love, passion,
and is used for the request, and even some-
times a kind of disease resulting from exces-
sive love means.

My name is Sevda (Love), because I am
child of a big love of the Greek father of the
Turkish mother’s love. History, culture, tradi-
tions, friends, politics, made enemies of both
communities. Fears and interests, the hearts of
people who found the courage, the same jokes
laughing, crying the same suffering, both
against the child’s love of the coast... Wed-
dings, dances are same of Alexi from Ayvalik®
and Defne from Chios who love each other...
Sevda is daughter of Alexi who is Muslim citi-
zens of the Turkey and Defne is Greek Ortho-
dox, Sevda has two passports.

Do you know Greek meaning of Defne
is Dafni. Do you think they are Turkish and
Greek? Or is it the same soil, speaks in dif-
ferent societies in the same word? What I did
not know.

My name is Sevda, because it fell in love
two hearts. My name is Sevda because mean-
ing Sevda is Sevdas in Greek. Similar, they
are the same, is one! Sevda is same at every-
where; all the songs actually are one. An extra
letter “s” Is it that makes one different from
the other!

My name is Sevda, daughter of a Mus-
lim mother and Orthodox father. There is not
my own religion. I cannot give up the colour-
ful Easter eggs or the sparkling, transparent
colours and adorned with candy sugars of an

3. A city in the west of Turkey, near the Aegean Sea.
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Eid Al Fitr.* Both of them are me. I could not,
did not choose.
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What is ashura? It is Noah’s pudding, a des-
sert with wheat grains, nuts, dried fruit, etc.
According to legend, at the end of the great
flood, Noah’s Ark, Mount Nemrut sitting
days, wanted to cook a meal to celebrate the
people on board. Little by little, the remain-
ing parts of a few kinds of grain in the barn,
some fruit and a handful of nuts and peanuts
wearing nothing else. As will be looked at,
but will not be alone, all mixed and cooked
in a sweet. So many different flavours from
each other come together in this dessert.
Boiled with sugar, chick peas, dry beans,
rice, wheat, dried apricots, raisins, figs, or-
anges, lemon, pomegranate... Added on nuts,
walnuts, almonds, cinnamon...

Today Noah’s Ark is a special dessert
recipe, unique to each region and differences
in the corners of the country to be cooked.
But there is one that does not change for
years. This is menstruating; recipe in what-
ever way; girl with filial families, each year
starting in Muharram Days they must cook
ashura and its neighbours should be distrib-
uted. It is said that the mother of that girl who
always delivers ashura whether to spend in
prosperity and abundance. Here is the origin
of this belief around the country, regardless
of mothers and daughters together to distrib-
ute ashura boil. Even if it may sound a mixed
up, no matter how tasteless, even if this is a
confusion arising from the integration, there
is a uniqueness of this dessert! Mardin that is
my first stop of teaching is like ashura.

k sk sk

4. The Celebration of Breaking the Fast marks the end
of Ramadan.
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I was 24 years old when I started teaching at
the village of Balaban Nusaybin with Syria
borders the province of Mardin. When I came
to Mardin, cultural wealth of the city was sur-
prised and was excited to do my duty. Mar-
din Castle at the beginning of the city centre,
almost like a crown rising and descending
down step by step, the colour of earth contain-
ing thousands of stone houses in a tone that I
whispered to me a timeless city. Meat dishes,
so far not tasted various pastries, the scorching
heat of man against the inside of the grout and
all kinds of delicious fruit refreshment with
the city of Mardin was like a fairy tale for me.
My first night in town, stayed in the courtyard
of the house of stone out of the darkness of
the vast plain where the city lights, and was
followed by myself in Istanbul, the Princes
Island had a feeling Or Ayvalik. Plains sea;
stone against the coastal lights of the houses
had lights on for me. The next day I got to ride
a tough task to Balaban Village.

Balaban Village is in the middle of the
plains surrounding the large, small, poor vil-
lage, and a scented kete pastry. I work in a
small school that collapsed near the asphalt
road, flowing roof, maintenance-free. It was
very different from my dreams, very far from
the service process entered the feeling it had
nothing to do also. I loved this village and
going to accept living there.

All is in an unformed a sapling, a total of
eight elementary school students faced the class
I was very surprised and I still remember it. In
order to examine me more thoroughly opened
sixteen eyes watching me. The class consist-
ing of five male and three female students for a
long time the first lesson, the children had been
looking and understanding each other...

My name is Sevda Morisis.’ I came here
from Istanbul to make your teacher. Would
you accept and love me?

5. Morisis is surname of Greek origin.
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Eight faces, yes, dogs shook their heads,
and I immediately started probing.

“Benjamen® Yildiz!”

“Here.”

Jet black hair and dark eyes, red cheeks
and a mischievous boy stood up...

“Ilona’ Yildiz!”

“Here!”

A girl stood up almost like her twin
brother of Benjamen.

“Are you Sister?”

“Cousin.”

“Ahmet Ay!”

“Here!”

Tall and thin lines, Ahmet, showed great-
er than their classmates.

“Yadid® Eken!”

“Here.”

Yadid stood up, obviously, than the
first day of school was ashamed to pollute
her school clothes. Worth up to his eyebrows
and lashes were long Yahid’s hands covered
in bruises.

“Ishak Kara!”

“Here!”

Later I learn that Ishak’s father is
only one minibus owner at the village and
Ishak is a little more powerful than other
children.

“Meryem’ Dogan!”

“Here!”

Pink cheeks, curly hair and a relentless
smile of Meryem, Blessed Virgin Mary in the
study of my father’s paintings, the island did
not appear at all. Blessed Virgin Mary is sad
in painting but Meryem, just as his namesake
Balabanli smiling.

“Hasan Ay!”

“Here!”

“Are you cousin of Ahmet?”

6. Benyamen is an Assyrian name.

7. Ilona is an Assyrian name.

8. Yadid is an Assyrians name.

9. Turkish meaning of Blessed Virgin Mary.

IEMed.
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“No, Ahmet is my brother, he could not
go to school for three years. School teachers
did not come.”

And finally, my eyes caught the mini-
mini-beauty. Wavy hair the colour of the
night, honey-coloured eyes wide open, you’ll
grow up and how beautiful a woman was giv-
ing the tiny face of the sign.

“Your name is not in the list, my child,
what is the name?”

“Yezida”'" she said, looking at the front.

Thus, three of them are Muslim, four of
them are Assyrian, and one of them is Yezidi,
consisting of five boys and three girls be-
came acquainted with my students. What was
strange that they all collectively, and the ball
two hundred people, who are citizens of the
Republic of Turkey in a village teacher in the
lives of these children continued in peace, as
they are also a mixed. I began to recognize,
Mardin was like ashura.

% sk sk

The president of the class stands up! I said. I
will give him some tasks.

Children stared at each other in surprise.

“Do not have a president of Class?”

“No,” Ishak said. “But I want to be.”

“Thank you, Ishak. But we must be se-
lected by the friends of the head of the class.”

Since we are such a small class, and
class president elected all your friends to be
a candidate, ask your friends to tell what they
will promise. Then we will vote.

“Promise to what?” Hassan said in a
confused state Month.

“One thing is promised to give Hasan.”

“So, how to vote on something? It is
like to play? I stand up and take a belly dance
now?” Meryem asked as chuckled.

10. Yezida is name that is very popular at Yezidies.
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“No, Meryem, vote, and I want this to
be the class president is my friend.”

“Then everyone will vote for her,” Ya-
did muttered quietly.

“What is important here, which she at-
tends a friend’s friend; vote like you can give
the most promise? The important thing is
that everyone’s happy. Now, let’s quit play-
ing, after inhalation what promise that every-
one will listen to your friends. Then we will
choose the president.

The school garden is a continuation of the
plain. Five of the children were a circle, hold-
ing a handkerchief in one revolved around
the circle. Song played in this game by telling
the child that keeps wipes his hand, touched
a handkerchief on the back of a friend wants
a break and then touched his children are
standing up and trying to catch him touch-
ing a child. Whoever takes it in vain before
the handkerchief and the other is seated in the
same game was repeated?

There were only two children to not to
attend the game, they are Yezida and Ahmet.
Yezida, followed by children wishing to par-
ticipate in the eyes, Ahmed tries not to show
the face of the Yezida’s staring in admiration.
Ahmet lost three school years because of not
having teacher at the school and he entered
into early adolescence showed. Whiskers had
begun to emerge. When he was looking to
Yezida, his face was red.

Yezida was looking at kids playing;
Ahmet is looking at Yezida in admiration,
the other students in the class played happily.
When Yadid touched Ilona’s back with the
handkerchief; “Ahhhh!” I heard him shout.
Obviously, there was a pain. [lona was trying
to explain her friends she had pain by Yadid.
“I didn ‘hit it!” Yadid was trying to defend
himself.

Now we move to the voting would be-
gin the course. I told my kids the rules.
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“First, carefully and quietly listen to
your friends. After graduating, I have to say
everyone you to deploy small pieces of paper.
If you mark a cross next to his name by which
you will take a friend. Then I count crosses,
I will declare who is the president. Come on,
Benyamin, you begin.”

Benjamin came to in front of the board
with scratching his head. He stood by the
stove. After thinking for a while, “If I were the
president of class, I will give you the entire
secret recipe for the potiong/elixir!” he said.

“Secret potion/elixir? What potion/elixir
is this, Benjamin?”

He crispy crunchy answered with a
laugh:

“I am the fastest running of the class as
well, because the secret potion I drink as well
as jumping to the far.” He said.

“Tell me the recipe to say, but let’s look
at some of this elixir,” Benjamin said.

“At special mixture into grasshopper
water and shape it a full three days. Then
you should drink. If you select me I’11 tell the
recipe of it.”

Some of the children said “iyyyy!”
When he expressed how much they report
feeling bad, is a part of one’s laughing.

After Benjamin next was Hasan.

“If T were the president of class, say to
my mother every day, she makes kete pastry
to give you during on lesson breaks.”

“That’s all, my son?”

“Yes, teacher.”

Hasan sat back with a smile. Obviously,
many relied on the proposal. Hasan sat down,
Meryem, chuckled, and stood up.

“If T were the president of class, the
school two days a week, do five-day vacation!
She said in laughter. Meryem’s classmates ap-
plauded the one hand, it also saw the big ones
to choose the time to mimic the LIVE! Bra-
vo!” “They cried. Obviously, she has grantee
for victory.
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“Meryem, the school teacher, but can-
not decide which days of the class president.”

The lazy indicates, “Then an improved
duration of breaks!” minds? Won over the
hearts of Meryem. Assyrian best friend got
up one after the beautiful Ilona.

“If T were the president of class, I will
do what Sevda teacher says.”

“So why are you going to do what she
says, llona?”

“Because you are angel!”

“What is the meaning of it, my little?”

“You are angel, because have yellow
hair and the blue eyes. People do not have
hair and eyes the colour like that, angels have.
Angel pictures on our church likes you.”

Students thought that the whole world
does not consist of the village of Balaban, un-
der the blazing sun in this barren land, what
white skin, blond hair, nor what was com-
mon eye colour. Obviously, the village had
one of these features and Ilona I saw for the
first time in his life those ordinary colours, to
convince him that [ had an angel.

Is not the case at a later time to explain
the plan, I stroked her hair and placed her in-
stead of him. Yadid had promised, he mutters
in his mouth, literally feared sound.

If T were the president of class, pro-
hibited beat children by parents said all the
purity.

These words fell like slap in my face.
When I look at the faces I saw some of my
children’s faces tilted in front of them, appar-
ently, their father beat them. A parent meet-
ing is required as soon as possible when con-
sidering Ishak started to speak.

“If T were the president of class, I will
take all of you to Mardin with my father’s
minibus free of charge.”

Ishak had received a strong applause
from his friends. Presidential speeches of chil-
dren are equally good to old people’s speech-
es. After Ishak next was Yezida.

IEMed.




BmTeER ESIN YUCEL

If T were the president of class, all the
Yezidis to Europe to work here I’1l call back.
She said sadly. It is not the class president,
president According to her imagined.

“Why my child?”

“Because everyone emigrated. All of
the elderly live in the village as survivors. I
am only child Yezidi in Balaban. I heard my
mother say. Yezidi children living in Midyat
had a few more, but... continued with a sigh,
we cannot afford, not go to Midyat. But they
are also used to play games together here
though... And I grew up a little they will send
me to Germany. There is a distant relatives
have a son, when I grow up, I have to marry
with him. If I am not to marry him, they are
going leave out me from the Yezidi commu-
nity. I do not want to go there.”

“Yezidis worship the devil. Hassan
whispered to me, as is the largest secret of
the world.”

“No, Hasan, there is no such thing! If
you have a religion, a religion so is how you
have Yezida, what do you believe that you do
not have this fitting?” Hassan asked.

“Well, my teacher, I do not believe but
everyone says like that.”

“Hassan, I will not hear one more time!
You are all fraternal.”

My little students do not understand
these issues. Yezida in fact did not understand.
She does not know what the meaning of Yezidi
is and how serious thing is marriage. Just, she
does not want to leave from her mother.

Last one was Ahmet. He was the big-
gest student of the class. Ahmet, staring
thoughtfully stood up, looked straight at me,
and then turned to his friends.

“If T were the president of class, I pro-
hibit scratching the circle. I will allow play-
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ing Ring-shaped games with other way, not
circle.”

“Why?” I asked involuntarily.

“Because, he said, Yezida do not play
with us. She scared to fall in the middle of
circle and get stuck. The circle is important
for the Yezidis. If you draw a circle around
her, she cannot step out of line until someone
drop two doors — one of them is hell, other
one is heaven — and she select the one of
them. Yezida afraid of it and do not play with
us. I am not playing because of she could not
play. He said and added: So, if I were the
president of class, I will change all the way to
play games as much as Yezida play with us!”

“Thank you, Ahmet!” I said. I never
waited the sensitivity of a child that age and
I surprised.

When 1 started to open the envelopes
in the election vote, I met the students’ huge
hearts. When I open the vote, Ahmet had a
cross next to the name on every paper. My
children, the most precious thing in their lives,
for the sake of his friends participate in the
games between them easily did not give up.

Ahmed was elected class president all
along the task continuum. Thereafter, the de-
termination of Izmir, news of my children
bought with only a few letters. Despite the
intervening 10 years, never to interrupt the
letters of Meryem; Ahmet and Yezida chest
stretching every challenge, She married a girl
named Sevda brought to the world heralded
the last letter to me. Meryem, still I could hear
the laughter of children while reading.

After reading the letter I had two table-
spoons of ashura on the pantry. Anniversary
of both Alexi and Defne’s Sevda which is
smelling of the gum; and Ahmet and Yezida’s
Sevda which is smelling like of kefe pantry...
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