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                                   Carnets de Voyage Occupied Palestine

                                  5 November- 28 November 2005

Email reports:

First mailing:

I am in the office of our partners IPYL in Hebron, its been a really nice day. I arrived and chatted with all the people here- salaried members and volunteers. They have got me working already, I have to go and pick up the other volunteers for the workcamp from Jerusalem tomorrow! 

I have just spent the evening with a friend a Palestinian whom I met in Spain this year who showed us his home and then took us to his friend's shop, where we also met up with another friend I met on my last visit to Palestine. It was really nice to see them again, we laughed a lot. I was reminded of Palestinian customs as they told me that I was not allowed to laugh out loud in the street, as it is very conservative in Hebron. I am sure that I will get lynched-shit 


Above the shop they have a Men's den, its really funny its a room above a shop which has been kitted out by them for them, its full of Che Guavara pictures, and Free Palestine and Catalonia symbols! They have also invited us to their Cave! In Hebron its ultra- conservative so they are not allowed to drink at all- even in the shop they shouldn't be drinking. One of their friends bought some land and he discovered a cave which used to be a place where wanted people would hide. They organise to meet up at least once a month, they go to Bethlehem to get alcohol, and then go there and get really drunk!!!! We will hopefully be doing that with them soon! 

It seems pretty calm here at the moment, but things are brewing, many think that the third Intifada will come soon- but if its does it will mean a lot of death to the Palestinian people. The Israelis are continually building the wall and restricting movement. Another person whom I met, lives in Jerusalem but will soon need a permit to go to his work (YDD another one of our partners) which is just in the West Bank. This is based on the system of ID cards for Palestininans in both Israel and the Occupied Territories, blue cards (for those inside Israel and Jerusalem) and green cards (for those in the West bank and Gaza). These cards define where you are from- the Israeli state or the Occupied Territories, and are a direct violation of human rights.

The other night we went to Ramallah, on the way back you have to walk through this really massive checkpoint/terminal. The soldiers were there having a party, listening to really load music, chewing gum and laughing- but when I say soldiers these were kids of 18 years old... but this is normal, 18 years old and you are thrown onto a checkpoint... the funniest thing was that they spent the most time looking at my passport and let the Palestinian I was with just pass by. This is how fucked up the wall is... I mean they say that it is to stop suicide bombers getting into the state of Israel- but on this really big/ main checkpoint for the West Bank the women don't even have to go through metal detectors- which the men are obliged to do. The wall is only about annexing land into Israel, and  bringing it's colonies in the West Bank into the state of Israel. They don't give a shit about the Palestinian who has his livelihood growing in these lands, or his home that may be in the way... its all about restricting movement, annexing land and crippling the Palestinian population- the situation is NOT getting any better here. 

After saying all this, I feel a lot calmer than the last time I was here- things just don't seem to shock me any more... but it will be a place I miss a lot when I have to leave. 


Second Mailing

In the last few days we have seen and heard so much, from gun shots and being told to leave the place where we were in order to be safe, going through checkpoints and picking olives, hearing horror stories, visiting the Nativity Church in Bethlehem and visiting the town where we are are staying which has settlements leering all over it, and which has its personal history of bombardment from these illegal settlements.

On the first evening of the workcamp, which took place in Beit Jala, we went to watch a basketball game between Ramallah and Beit Jala, Beit Jala won but we did not get to see this as we were tired, it was the National West Bank championships- Beit Jala lost in the final against Jerusalem which took place a few days later.

The next day we went to visit Bethlehem we were received in the Town Hall by the Deputy Mayor. He told us about the siege on the Nativity Church during this Intifada and about the people which were killed during this siege. The Israelis occupied Manger Square and the Peace building and had tanks focused on the church for approximately one month. The Deputy Mayor was also victim to an Israeli assault, his car was sprayed by more than 300 bullets during an IDF (Israeli Defense Forces) search for Hamas (a militant group), he took 9 bullets, his wife and one of his daughters were also injured, the other daughter was killed. He is now actively working towards peace between Israel and Palestine.

A guide took us to the Nativity Church, it is divided into Orthodox, Armenian and Catholic, the Catholic church was having a big baptism. There were many of people of different origins wearing white robes which they will will wear for the next time when they are buried. It is really macabre to see them folding these cloths, knowing when the next time will be that they use them.

From Bethlehem you have a really good view of the Israeli Separation Wall, Bethlehem also has an large terminal/checkpoint through which all visitors and natives have to pass. We went to visit it and had to leave straight away as the Israeli army started firing from their Mirador (a look-out tower) over Rachel's tomb(a sacred site - especially for Jews- so very well protected by the IDF).. we do not know at what, when some volunteers looked back they could see them coming up to the hill.

After a tour around the city, we returned to our little Orthodox town of Beit Jala. The afternoon we were greeted by the Town Council and shown all around, a tour in taxis!!! We saw where the wall is going to be constructed, the land which has already been annexed into Israel by settler colonies installing on Palestinian land, and the road and bridge which has been made through two mountains. The road is to link the settler colonies to Jerusalem and is not for Palestinian usage. The settlements leer over the town of Beit Jala, Gilo is in front, just 6 months ago they stopped firing on Beit Jala and launching rockets. whilst we were looking gun shots came from another settlement- they surround the town- its like they are watching and waiting until they can take over the whole area. Farmers cannot even go and get their olives, or even walk though the valley where they used to hunt, or walk to the top of their hill because it has been taken and built upon. Gilo now even officially makes part of Jerusalem- its is no longer even considered as a settlement, its a neighbourhood. The place where we are staying is on top of an adjacent hill, it was badly hit during the bombing. A once beautiful ruined house still remains to tell the tale.

During the day we saw a rally in honour of the death of  Yassar Arafat, Fatah militants in their keffiahs (traditional Palestininan scarves) with their faces covered and sticks in their hands, and kids holding up a picture of Arafat. Its really strange cause my first reaction was to be scared, these are the images you see on TV which are conveyed to us as violent, but they are just freedom fighters (this does not mean that they have been in armed conflict) from Fatah paying their respects to their dead leader.

Palestinians are being cut off, isolated by checkpoints, barriers and the separation wall. They are regularly abused and attacked, they have no life and have no freedom of movement, a genocide is in action here.

The next day we started work picking olives, it was amazing. The family were so nice, we ate lunch all together in the field which the farmers wife had made for us. In the afternoon we tryed to go to an olive festival in Bethlehem but it had finished by the time we arrived. The evening everyone partyed in a nightclub (not me I was sick). For some of the Palestinians it was the first time the had been to a club as they come from Hebron which is Muslim and very conservative. They had a great night.

Today, I am feeling burnt- the sun is lovely. We had to pass by the checkpoint to get to our olives, just one of the Palestinians got checked. The olives are surrounded by waste from a road which passes between them. Next to the olives is another road which has been blocked by the Israeli army so that they can control one of the two roads which leave the Bethlehem region . People from Beit Jala drive up on one side and then transfer produce onto lorries which can drive on the other side... on the road to Jerusalem. From this point you can see the house which the Israeli army has taken over at the checkpoint- on the way back we saw a sniper pointing his gun and watching us. We wanted to leave olive branches by the checkpoint on the way back but our leader strongly advised us not to do it. in respect to the Palestinians we were with we did not.

Third mailing

Yesterday was a really interesting day we participated in a candlelight protest for the  'Independence Day of Palestine' voir future Independence of Palestine. Apparently this day has been celebrated since the 90s It has something to do with a speech of Arafat. The only problem with the protest was that it was

really only us apart from one other NGO, The Holy Land Trust, there with us. We sang and we shouted, we also had a police escort and the TV filming us!

Fourth mailing

One funny anecdote from the other night, Anna (a Norwegian) and I went out drinking with a friend in a nearby town, we ended up by driving all round the streets of Bethlehem, and the end we drove up to the Beit Jala check point at around midnight, and it was closed, the road barred by a big barbed wire fence. So we yelled 'fuck you' and burned off back down the road! It was just a bizarre thing to wake up in the morning and remember that. Very childish but somehow very satisfying. The occupation becomes so heavy that this kind of release eases the sense of helplessness for a few fleeting seconds.

Yesterday we didn't really do anything of interest, some people went to a theatre and saw a play from a German community in Portugal. It was apparently a  moralising play and was not well received by the Palestinians, as the play was basically preaching about how peace should come about and it had all your stereotypes in it.

Today we are in a refugee camp... I have to go!

Fifth Mailing

I have just come back from the refugee camp, where we were witness to a humanitarian crime.

It all started rather peacefully we just walked around the camp and then went to the separation wall which touches the camp. We all painted on the wall, phrases and pictures. I came up with the great line of 'Oh little star of Bethlehem.... oh the fuck how do I get over this wall'! (not so good I know...) From the wall we could see the observation post of the army over Rachel's tomb. The last time we were here we had to leave due to shooting from this post.

Once we had finished painting we went to a centre in the camp which works with the children of the camp. They explained to us that the camp has existed since the war of 1948 when thousands Palestinians were forced from their lands in what is now considered as Israel. People lived in tents for 5-6 years and then in small shacks and now in proper houses on twisted and winding streets. It resembles a ghetto.

The presence of the IDF in this camp is apparently normal, they come on a daily basis. They shoot and arrest. Around 45 children under the age of 16 inhabitants of the camp are currently in prison. One of our group leaders explained to us that during the first intifada he was arrested and kept in prison for 3 months when he was 13 and a half. His family were not even informed they had to find out for themselves. He was throwing stones.

The leaders explained that during the first Intifada the most part of Palestinians just threw stones, and the Israelis were commanded to react by breaking arms and legs and imprisoning them. The women of this refugee camp were apparently the real heroes during the Intifadas because they distracted the soldiers from the children. The 2nd intifada was a full on military attack both sides used weapons but of course one side is always stronger than the other- the Palestinians don't even have an army.

Whilst this was all being explained we heard shooting and then children running along the street where we were.... We were told that IDF soldiers were in the camp, we continued talking. Then we heard lots of shouting the leader we were with told us to come out quickly to witness what was going on. The soldiers came past and were shaking. Once they saw that there were Internationals in the camp, it really worried them. They told the leader to close the door but he refused saying that he would not imprison us, all this was communicated through shouting. He made sure not to close the door so we could witness all which was happening. The leaders stated that our presence calmed the situation.... I hate to think of what it would have been like if we were not there.

The soldiers yelled and told us not to take any photos, they watched us from a distance with their guns pointed. We realised at this point that the soldiers had detained a little boy, his father came and started negotiating with them- this went on for at least an hour. The poor kid was surrounded by 8-10 soldiers.

We were told to observe and we started filming. This really pissed off the soldiers once they realised what was happening, at once a really nasty evil looking bastard started running towards us and yelling, we were all told to run inside and we hide our cameras it was a really freaky moment we were so scared that they would arrest the Palestinians we were with, and take our cameras. At this point we were forced to close the doors, we were inside and could just hear the leader and the soldier yelling at each other. Then we were guarded from outside whilst we all sat inside looking completely shocked. About half an hour later we tested to see if we could leave- it was all clear, apparently the little boy had been freed.

This account really shows the cowardly nature of the Israeli army.

Sixth mailing

A few days ago we visited SOS Children's Village in Bethlehem. Its an association which was set up by an Austrian man in the beginning half of the last century. Its an association for orphaned children, in  Palestine this can be the fact that the child's parents have died, because a poor family have too many children, or because of a divorce where the man and woman must marry again and cannot take their children with them. It is encouraged for the families to stay in contact and for the children to visit their parents. Real brothers and sisters will also stay together, and the same religion will all be in the same house. Apparently, there is only one Christian family there and the 'mum' doesn't have many kids.

There are 12 houses in the village, each house has a house mum who is responsible for up to 10 children, there is also an aunt which provides support when the mother is on holiday for example. The aunts live together in one house and each family know the aunt very well.

We ate with a great family. The mother is an ex-teacher from a refugee camp in Nablus, her school was closed down and destroyed by the IDF so she joined the village 2 years ago. The mums stay with the same family and they are to consider it as her own, each house is independently run with all children living together as brothers and sisters. The house is provided with a food budget, clothes budget etc... The only thing missing the mum told us is a husband! The mothers cannot have an outside life whilst they are there. They can have a few days holiday every few months- this is when the aunt takes over. This is a really huge life decision to be made, its on the equivalent to becoming a nun if you stay there until well past your marrying age.

It was an amazing day but I was glad to leave with all the kids pulling at you and speaking in arabic!

Seventh mailing

I just want to write about our trip here to Hebron- a trip which should take 30 mins maximum- we had to go through 3 checkpoints. We saw the spot where three settlers were killed the other day a little memorial where they were shot down at a bus stop.  Palestinians were blamed, the Israeli army closed the checkpoints and people couldn't go to work... their freedom of movement diminished once more. I have just found out from a journalist friend that another settler shot them because he was having a bad day, but of course this was not reported in International media. Only the original story remains, is this propaganda against the Palestinians?

Yesterday a Palestinian was killed by soldiers in the Hebron region- we went past the spot.

On the road to Hebron we could also see lots of settlements from big to small- huge ugly houses built on stolen land- the Israeli government wish to join them all, they already have a great private road system linking them to Jerusalem- the Palestinians cannot of course use it, they have a shitty broken road to use.. All areas outside of the centre of big Palestinian towns is controlled by the Israelis. The land is divided into threes zones, A, B, and C. A is Palestinian controlled, B Palestinian administered, Israeli controlled, C Israeli controlled. The way they annex land is to put mobile homes on Palestinian land, leave them there for a few months and then they start building real structures- they are so ugly - it looks like lego and they leer over Palestinian towns just waiting... The whole of the West Bank is being swallowed up by these bastards who are stealing peoples land, homes and livelihood. 

Whilst I was in Palestine a non- violent action started taking place and is still in action. In a village called Bil'in, Internationals, Palestinians and Israeli human rights activists decided to follow the example of Israel and build an outpost in the village's lands ajacent to where the wall is to be built 

The outpost is legal by the Palestinian authority of the town, but Israel is opposed to the construction and has therefore declared the structure illegal even though it is on land which was originally part of the village but which has been confiscated by Israel.The outpost is near the illegal Jewish settlement of Matityahu East, neighborhood of Upper Modi'in. At first two caravans were put up and promply removed by the Israeli army and then a fixed structure was created. The final result appears to be that Israel have declared the structure illegal, and is it to be demolished, they have also stated that there will be no more building of illegal structures on the Jewish settlement and those buildings which have been set up without permit will also be destroyed. So the settlement built structures without permission.... but the settlement is illegal in International law in any case... all this because of a little non-violent action... 


Today we will go around Hebron- I am not sure what we will experience in the old city the heart of Arab Hebron which has been occupied by settlers since the 1970s- this town has the hottest history in the West Bank because of this and problems occur every day. It is such a sad place a once vibrant town centre has been destroyed by Israeli occupation. The shops are virtually all closed (a few have reopened since the recent intifada) soldiers are everywhere and the Jewish settlers attack those who may be out in the street. They are considered as the worst type of settler by all around them, the soldiers hate them, Israel hates them, the Palestinians obviously hate them. But they are very well protected 500 settlers, and 1200 soldiers. My friend has a checkpoint outside his family home, but because he no longer lives there and his name is not on the list the soldiers would not let him in. We all asked why but just got stupid replies from the soldiers. We were amazed by this. We questioned for a bit and then thought it best to move on. We went to the Abraham Mosque and saw the site of a massacre by a Jewish doctor (Baruch Goldstein) against the Palestinians whilst they were praying in 2003, 29 Palestinians were killed whilst prostrated in prayer and 125 injured, you can still see blood and bullet marks. Goldstein was beaten to death, (his grave is now a   sacred site for extremist settler groups) Fighting continued in the streets and many more people were killed. The Palestinians were punished for this, half of their mosque was taken away and curfew installed in the town.

Eighth Mailing

I am really getting fed up of soldiers I no longer want to see one and I don't think I can control myself if I do see one. I can't imagine how it would be to live this on a daily basis. I was asked by a friend last night if I would like to do a voluntary service here- I said no I think Tribal Law (which rules in Hebron) would kill me if the soldiers did not.

I got a bit fed up on the camp yesterday so after a visit to a village I came to Hebron, had a drink with friends and then stayed in a friend's family home where I talked with his parents until 2am very tired!

One thing that shocked me yesterday among many things was seeing stickers on cars saying Caterpillar- this is the company that Israel use for house demolitions- Palestinian houses!

We also visited a village which is completely isolated by the IDF, it is surrounded by an Israeli controlled area, and is in the middle of the rapidly expanding settlements. The village is no longer allowed to expand by order of the Israeli army. The settlements surrounding it are getting closer and closer. The village also has an internal problem as most of the children being born are handicapped due to in-breeding. People continue to marry their cousins and as a result the new generation have a lot of handicaps. There is an association working for this cause in the village and it is trying to work on sensibilisation, and special schooling for the handicapped children. They seem to be doing really good work. At least people now talk about this problem and they are aware it. The only problem is that the village is so cut off and surrounded by Israeli controlled land that there seems to be no way out of the spiraling situation.

Whilst drinking tea with a group of women we were told by one of the school teachers that women have no rights in this village. It is a Muslim traditional society village, they talked to us a little about the village, they have no postal service- again because of the occupation, the water causes jaundice... I could go on. I found out my mother had died whilst I was here, the news went round really fast and a guy came up to me and said 'I laughed when my mother died- life is miserable, I am happy she has left it' - they all agreed. And life in this village is miserable, the occupation by the Israelis means that they can rarely leave their village. The checkpoints are often closed and many women just have to give birth at the check- point without the necessary care, one child's skin was partly ripped off as a result of this. Later on I was talking with a lady in the Faisal Youth Hostel in Jerusalem who came over with a peace movement, she was telling us that they had been working in a village just like this and that she had been told about a pregnant woman who had pushed a soldier and she was shot in the stomach and left to bleed to death. These are not uncommon stories.

The evening we went to a home in a Refugee camp, the family explained their history to us. They still have the documents which state which land belonged to them, they had over 7km taken away from them. They also have pictures of the key of their house and each child is taught about the right to return (this is is the right to return to Historic Palestine for all Palestinian refugees inside and outside Palestine, in what is now Israel, the right to return to their lands which have been built upon, taken over by Jewish families or which have simply been demolished to make country parks by the Israeli state.

Follow up on my return:

The last few days in Palestine were also fairly eventful. On the last day of the workcamp I left from Hebron with two Hebronites to go to Jericho... the funny thing is that they were not sure that the car would actually get there cause they would have to go over the checkpoint which serves for the North/South divide. No car can go through it normally. At each checkpoint we came to we told the soldiers that we had to go to the next nearest hospital. The guy who was driving the car is handicapped, he is also the Ping-Pong champion of Palestine and plays basketball. He was in the mosque praying when the Settler Goldstein entered and fired on the people praying, he received, I think, three bullets, the one which paralysed him went through his neck.

As we came to the main checkpoint they both told me that they didn't have much hope of getting through and once we saw the first soldier they thought we had none. I have a theory- the worst soldiers are the ones wearing sunglasses. He silenced one of my companions and then we had to pull over. The bags and boot was searched. One companion appealed to the human side of the soldiers saying that the driver was in really big pain and had to go to hospital, the soldier said he would see what he could do. The driver was requested to show papers he didn't have, he spent time rifling through and showing other certificates- finally he was let though... This was the first time he had been through in 4 years in his car!

On the way back after we had dropped off one person, the driver explained to me that he was really worried for going back because it would be obvious that he had not been to the hospital in Ramallah where he was supposed to be going. He was thinking of all the stories he could make up. We arrived at the checkpoint, I showed my passport first the soldier smiled and said 'ah British' go through. We were exulted and very surprised. But this really sickens me.

With a female traveling companion we decided to go straight to the Dead Sea after we left the camp. The getting there was no REAL problem just three checkpoints (one was fairly hard getting through as normally Arabic taxis are not allowed into Israeli controlled land just outside Jericho). Even though this is officially the West bank- its not cause its Israeli controlled... very confusing. So anyway we arrived we had a dip and then we had to get back to Jericho.... But there is no transportation. So we hitched a lift with a gift seller... this was ok, he dropped us off at the junction of the road which goes to Jericho. We walked for a bit in the hope of getting a collective taxi... but a Settler picked us up, he said he could only take us to the checkpoint (thats cause he is not allowed inside the Palestinian controlled areas) we made sure not to really speak about what we were up to. He invited us up to his settlement cause apparently the view is very beautiful... we politely declined. So the checkpoint was really scary cause once we arrived three soldiers poked their heads in and then laughed- for a moment I was seriously scared about what they were going to do with us. They eventually let us out of the car.... and didn't really say anything so we went to walk over the checkpoint but were yelled at to get back. They said we couldn't walk over and that we would have to get a taxi from the checkpoint. They tried hailing a few cabs but they were full. Then they stopped a Palestinian car and made him take us into the centre of Jericho. Once in the car we were stopped and questioned about what we were up to by a different lot of soldiers, questions over with we went through the Israeli checkpoint to then go through the Palestinian one, although, they do nothing cause its already been well checked! This shows that Palestinian control on the inside of big towns doesn't mean much... at all.

The next day, was amazing until the end... when it went a little wrong. The day was great because we felt free of the occupation, ok we had to go through one checkpoint and then into occupied land.... but still. We spent the day with a friend who had rented a car. We went to the Dead Sea, mudded up, washed off and slept in the sun. It was so relaxing. The resort where we were didn't even have any Israeli flags flying- such a nice break. As the sun was beginning to sink we went off into the desert and to a mosque. We covered ourselves up, three women, one man - he liked this as it seemed as though he was there with his three wives. We walked all around the building which was amazing. Its almost like an old stone ruin, but not ruined! Ruin, as its virtually empty lots of rooms with no one in them. Outside there are loads of tombs covering the landscape. Its truly beautiful. Outside donkeys were chained up and we even saw three camels walking past and later on we saw a whole group of them going to sleep. Whilst in the mosque we were shown the sacred crypt - very interesting - we even got to see the stone under the covers. And we saw the main prayer area with the luminous yellow painted shrine. It was a real treat because we had the warden show us around, afterwards he offered us Oranges!

We went further out and saw another big grave and then some Hebrew written in stones on the mountain which we took to be a marker for a Settlement. At this point I was becoming obsessed with barbed wire and kept seeing it everywhere. If the occupation ever finishes I do not know what they are going to do with all of it and the broken bits of wall- probably dump it in Gaza and the West Bank!

The evening we went off to Ramallah to see the tomb of Yassar Arafat which is in the government complex. This was completely raised in the time of Arafat and now being rebuilt. It was dark and three soldiers were guarding the tomb, which is big encased in a glass house. 

We ate in a restaurant in the evening, for the first night since the workcamp we ate what we wanted to eat and so really stuffed ourselves. This was great in the car back, serious stomach ache and a 70 minute wait at the checkpoint to leave Ramallah. The end to a beautiful day had to finish with occupation. Soldiers checking every single car... boot included... we had a 'sorry'- just because we were internationals. They can go fuck there sorry.

Whilst in Jerusalem we stayed at a friends house which has the separation wall at the bottom of his road, the next time I go there, the wall will be going up the road by the side of his house, its really unimaginable.  

For the penultimate day we went to see the association MCRC in Nablus. We took the shared taxi to the principle checkpoint in Nablus again its like a big terminal. We got through ok, normally you should pass without getting checked but we were called over and asked why we were there. Once we got through to the other side we started trying to find a car... as we were talking to a driver the people in the taxi jumped back in, soldiers ran up from behind us and pushed the driver and continued running up, all the taxis scattered, and drove away. The two soldiers had this strange look on their face and then one started fake firing into the air- it was really weird.

Once we arrived, we were given an explanation of the association and all of the work they do its really great, its the only association of its type in Nablus and its is open for all of the young people. We were invited to participate in a theatre workshop in the afternoon. After this we were treated to a tour around the old city- which is really nice and lively, but yet quieter than Jerusalem- probably as this is not your average tourist destination! We tasted Nablus traditional cake... a cheese base with a sweet topping! And we went to a traditional Hammam (bath) its was just like going back in time, exactly the same as the remains of the baths in Pompeii- unfortunatly it was a man's day. We also saw the site of a house which had been bulldozed by the IDF during the siege of Nablus with a family of eight on the inside. When the bodies were uncovered they were found with their bags in their hands – they hadn't been given time to get out. There is a commemorative plaque in front of the house to remember this.

Also all around Nablus you can see posters of martyrs, The Israelis call it 'Terrorist City'. One which really stuck in my mind was of a woman holding a gun and reading the Koran- typical for a militant fighter, with images of her death underneath. She had been killed fighting. Many people in Nablus are wanted people and some of them are very young, some of them have never even fired a shot but are wanted by the IDF for their connections to militant groups. If they are found they would be at risk of at least 18 years of prison. The Al Aqsa Martyrs are the most powerful militant faction in the town, yet they have an agreement with the Palestinian police not to walk around with their weapons. However, you should not take photos of people without asking.

The afternoon with the theatre group was lovely there were lots of young people there from the town, we all participated in games together- it was really funny to see how all the women stuck together and then all the men. The people were lovely.

The time came for when we had to leave, the idea was for us to go to Hebron that night.... on the way out of Nablus we had to go through turnstiles- these are electronically controlled so that you cant just go through. One guy was even trapped in the gate. I said that if that happens to me I will go crazy, and it did, but not for long as I turned round to my friend and screamed 'bastards'. They just treat people like animals. Then we had the lovely questions of ' why did you want to go there, nice was it' - sarcastic tone. They ask the most stupid questions and say the most stupid statements.

That night we took three hours getting back for a journey that should take 45 minutes. One checkpoint is causing all of this. So the trip to Hebron was abandoned, and sleep was chosen instead at the youth hostel in Jerusalem.

Victoria Lovelock

**************
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