July 20, 2002

Ramallah today

“I have been worried about my son and his children,” Rajah said into the microphone.  

“See, his children are 4 and 6 and when the 

Israeli soldiers broke into their house, in the 

midst of explosions, and took it over, the children were standing there.  The soldiers 

violated the children’s world.”  He paused, himself back in that moment, Ramallah during that siege.  Interviewer, Terri Gross, 

waited, then asked him another question.

I could not leave his last reply.  The words  kept repeating in my ears:  “They violated the 

children’s world.”  I guess I am one of those children; I know this as I know my own name: For the rest of my life, the soldiers will 

again be battering in our door.  I will, little, perpetually be standing there, hearing the explosions outside, seeing as in a nightmare 

bayonets pointing at my beloved father.  All my life in the future I will be asking myself:

“Will they kill him, kill us before they leave?”

Each time, in the night before the explosions begin – it is always the same – before the gunfire and yelling, before the pounding on 

our dark red front door, I dream of a large yellow baloon rising slowly off the gravel and sand in the front yard, in the morning breeze.  

I watch it rise, big, into the air, the yellow 

like the bright yellow of my dear sister’s dress, like the streaming yellow of the sun.

