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I threw the bracelets under the big bulldozer. After
that, I was brought here . . .

Last Fragment

The maid said to me: ‘“They wrote about you in the
newspapers.”’

“Why?”’ I asked.

““The director had sent candy to the children in your
village.”’

‘““Were the children happy?”’

“Yes,”” she said. ‘“They sent a telegram of thanks to
the director.”’
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Again
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THE sea. 1 TRAVEL ABOVE YOU TO THE END OF THE
world. I came from you as a drop, as a tear from your
eye. Why was crying created from tears? So that I would
fall as a tear? A tear on a night of love, or a night of
misery, or a night of revenge. Any night. A man and a
woman and a tear. And a creature dying and living,
carrying the sin of one night. Life in its entirety is the sin
of one night. Damned are the nights which produce
human beings. They drink in the nights infused with
anxiety. Misery flows in the marrow of their bones. The
shock occurs every moment. The electric touch of pain
is embedded in the folds of the brain. Creatures afflicted
by madness, anger, agony, and frustration, and ground
down by the crush, the chase, and the fleeing.

From where? And to where? And when will the drop
return to the sea? I don’t know.

The voice of the singer Abd al-Wahab cries in the
distance, carrying all the sorrows of the night.

The sea . . .

Moses struck the water with his stick. The water
receded, and a way was opened up beneath the feet of
those fleeing.
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I was one of them. I hid myself in the exodus of the
wretched and covered myself with their nights in order
to flee. I was lost in their perdition. We descended into
the bottom of the parted sea, crawled, and fled. The
waves protected us. The waves were like mountains on
either side of us. It was a moment in which the whole
world became still. The sea held its breath. Had it
breathed, the mountains of its waves would have tumbled
down on those in flight. The sea held its breath and
clutched its waves to its heart. We crossed to the other
bank. We flung ourselves onto the ground to catch our
breath, to nurse the wounds, and to still the pain with
the sweetness of salvation.

The sense of terror . . .

The sight of Pharaoh standing on the other bank with
his armies of men and chariots, his arrows sharpened
and poisoned . . .

The flight . . .

But where to? There is no escape. Pharaoh is our fate.
He is always behind us.

Then who is the way for?

‘“Whoever wants to escape will find a way.”’

There’s no end to my good mother’s proverbs. Life
consists of pleasing proverbs on my mother’s tongue,
and other women’s tongues.

My mother is a person from the generation of prov-
erbs. Her words, which have no meaning, are killing me.
When they reach my ears, I feel as if they chop off my
head and blow out my brains. I raise a hue and cry in her
face, and in my face, and in the face of the whole world.

I run away . ..

“Taxi!”’
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“Where to? . . . What’s the address?”’

““Take me as close as you can to the sea.”’

The taxi takes off at full speed. My mind races ahead
of the speeding car to the water. My innermost feelings
are a sea raging and beating against the shores of my
body. I head off from wherever I may be sitting, and sail
away. The horizon has no limits. The world has no end.
I came to the world at the moment of beginning. Every-
thing was water, and I was a drop, swirling with the
current, gliding on the surface of the universe. The earth
and the sky were still joined together. I was at their
meeting point. I disengaged myself. I climbed up to the
sky and down to the earth. I chose the sea, so that the
journey and the horizon would remain my limitless
world. I could climb to the sky and flow on the surface
of the earth. There were no limits and no fetters, no
bridges and no walls. We were all drops, swimming and
swimming. When did the journey of misery begin?

The drop was covered with white foam. The foam
became a beautiful woman. Her first name was Aphro-
dite. The name changed and the form changed too, but
she remained a woman. The body is only the first prison
cell. After this prison, there are millions of others.

“Whereabouts?’’ The driver asks again.

And I'm still traveling alone, competing with the
speeding car, searching for a time where cares and
sorrows have vanished; looking for a place that doesn’t
possess me, nor I it; a place that I come to as a guest and
leave without grief, without being known, and without
knowing it.

The silence takes me back from the sea to the earth.
The silence means we’ve come to a stop.
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‘““Whereabouts?”’

““This is the place.”

I look closely at the number, at the building, at the
faces. Everything is as it used to be. I stare at the driver.
How did he know my address and bring me to my door?

I ask him.

He assures me I gave him the address when I flung
myself on the car seat. I don’t argue.

A lot of things have come to an end, including the age
of arguing. We’ve entered the age of silence. Everything
is done by force of habit. All actions take place without
the intervention of our will. We eat. We drink. We sleep.
Children are born. We kill, and hate, and love. Even
love. What was the meaning of this word in your time,
you, the old people? Words are few. We can no longer
bear the additional burden of the word. Machines operate
and think and plan. The radio is the only machine that
sometimes speaks. There are modern devices that pick
up vibrations from space. Our engineers work away, and
receivers break through new barriers every day. Voices
are received from space, and we hear all those who have
left us. I have no longing for anyone. I’ve often asked
about the meaning of this word. They say longing is a
cold that bites at the depths of the heart. Longing is a
mad craving for something. These words belong to the
age of words: my heart is nothing but a pump drawing
blood.

This morning is different from any other morning . . .

Why?

In a vibrating, staccato voice, the radio broadcaster
announces:

*“Our instruments have managed to pick up signals—
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muttering and whispering—from the uppermost reaches
of space. Reception is still poor, but the voices have
confirmed that they are from our planet, from earth.
Everything is still very vague. We are trying to overcome
engineering problems, but the few words that have
reached us are ones of greeting to you.”

For the first time ever, longing is born in me. My
blood’s pump trembles; the monotonous routine to
which it has worked, year in, year out, breaks down.

The cold that bites at the depths of the heart . . .

I yearn for something . . .

My yearnings are submerged in a feeling of alienation.
I don’t know what he wants, or what I want. I listen to
the program. Instruments have been used that are more
sensitive than any known before. No penetration of
space has ever reached these voices before. This is the
first time they have said that they leave us simply to
dissolve in space as souls, and then observe us. I throw
myself to the floor at the foot of this sophisticated piece
of equipment. My ears vie with the instruments in trying
to reach out into space. I search for something.

These mutterings and buzzings and silences and tears
are all his. I heard his tears and silence and coughing as
he met the morning with his old, bare chest. He died far
away from us. They said it happened in obscure circum-
stances. His pointed words killed him. In an age when
only sickly words are spoken, he was surrounded by
sugar-coated words. But he was not one of those who
spoke them.

I’ve never seen him. I know him as if he breathes in
my soul, and I wear his face, with all its sharp features.

My mother tells me I was born a few days after they
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took him away. But I know him. His image appears to
me often. I meet him on all my journeys. There is no
shore I visit without seeing him there as well. His roaring
laughter is soundless. He beats his broad chest and
waves his fist. One day the time for our meeting will
come. And today I hear him. My heart is heavy with
longing. Its fuse can explode at a touch. The sand from
every shore of every sea in the whole wide world will no
longer be enough to extinguish the fire.

“Where to?”’

To whom is my question addressed? I can’t find the
taxi driver. When did I get out of the taxi? How long
does it take to climb these twenty floors with their five
hundred stairs? I don’t count them with time or numbers,
but with the words that are gnawing at my heart and that
I’m chewing over. I finally reach the last floor. People,
houses, cars are like little toys fulfilling the daily routine.
At the end of the day the puppets are turned over, their
faces down. The game at night is called sleep. At dawn,
the key is stealthily turned, and the machines are wound
up and begin to gyrate. I’ve released my daily scream.
Who will release me from my key? Who will break the
prison cells? Who will make me a human being again?

My heart pumps longing. The face of my father, whom
I’ve never seen, accompanies me. I wait for his voice in
the coming vibrations. I thirst for it. I touch all the seas
of the world and they turn into crystals.

I want a drop of water.

My apartment is on the first floor. I won’t go back
there. I’ve taken the decision for the thousandth time. 1
climb up and down the five hundred stairs every day,
struggling with the decision and fleeing from my chained
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will. The turning of the key in the elegant door puts an
end to everything. There it is: the air-conditioned apart-
ment, the colorful walls, the soft white bed on which
dreams roam and stretch and yawn. The plushness and
lushness of the bedroom are enticing. My husband con-
ducts his important conversations on a number of color-
ful phones. Everything is soft, alluring, and entwined in
fine spiderwebs. The expensive pictures are imported
from Paris. He draws his money from an enchanted well.
His hobby is to collect the rare—in art, in love, in food.
He laughs ironically. What is left of my breath, after
the exertion of climbing the stairs, fails at the sight of the
triumphant expression on his face. My dead resolution
finds its resting place in his eyes. I’ve become part of the
picture. The comfort and softness possess me. The si-
lence, the stillness, the smoothness drag me to the bot-
tom of the earth. I sink under its layers. The spiderwebs
wrap my feet together, twisting my steps round them-
selves. I turn round and spin between the rooms. The
tombstones of furniture rise higher every day. I recite
the verses of the Fatiha.! The reciting voice rings out in
the silence. The walls close in. They move, advance,
press together. They turn my body into a flat, dry sur-
face, a leaf preserved for millions of years between the
pages of a book made of brick, concrete, and iron. My
heart pumps longing. I rewind the recorded program. I
listen. My ears reach out into space searching for him,
for his roar, for the blow he struck into the air in order
to crush them, for the spit he spat at them when they

1 The first chapter of the Koran, which is recited, among other
occasions, at funerals or when remembering the dead or on visiting a
grave.
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took him away. He spoke his words at the right time.
Words that are not spoken at the right place and time are
decaying bodies.

My body leaves the bed, emptying what is inside it.
My husband makes love to me skillfully, as skillfully as
he handles everything else I don’t know about.

The cup of tea, the rocking chair which is moving
monotonously, the long bathrobe and the bed are all still
warm. I tremble and watch his briefcase. The briefcase
walks away, carried by his hand. It disappears. I, and
the other things in the picture, go into a state of waiting.

I tidy everything up again, but without deviating one
step from the framework of the picture. The tombstones
of furniture rise higher every day. I move round them,
reciting the verses of the Fatiha. I lift the silk covers.
There is not a scratch on the furniture. The covers are
lifted only to be patted gently and to have the dust
brushed off them. His hobby is to visit auctions and
bring back the rarest things. He visited our house and
handed his money over, and I was added to his purchases
and the collection of rare things. My features have be-
come the same as theirs. Words have lost their value.
Silence is no longer a condition around us: silence is a
living creature inhabiting our depths and smothering
every ember there. Everything is done by force of habit
or through fear of him. Pharaoh runs his kingdom with
great skill; the maids are sent to the market and the wives
are kept behind closed doors. Pharaoh is a lord who rules
by divine right. The queen ascends a throne of fog; a
puff of air from the master’s mouth blows the throne
away and he seats another woman on his right or on his
left. Kingship has corrupted everything. Sincerity has
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died out and the warmth of things has faded away.
Pharaoh does not speak. Pharaoh has become one of the
machines of our time, operating, pushing buttons, man-
aging.

This morning is different from any other morning . . .

Why?

Penetration into outer space brings back all those who
have left us. Penetration into the layer where souls live
is happening for the first time. I’ve recorded the program.
I play the recording again at the lowest speed, searching
for him among them. Everything strong belongs to him,
the laughter, the roaring, the stupefying silence.

He says his words here. I long for him. I long for the
word. I long for a place that doesn’t possess me nor I it.
I move. I dart along, without limitations, without chains.
I dwell on the surface of the whole world, taking and
giving. I turn into a drop of water. I flow into the big sea.

The sea . ..

Pharaoh is standing on the other bank. His scream
reverberates. I must go home, or else he will come down
to fetch me.

Pharaoh goes down to the bottom of the parted sea.

The wounds dry out. The pains subside. I stand up-
right on the shore of the wretched. I turn into a giant
rebel, Kkilling and burning. The waves roar. The sea
releases the breath it has been holding till we cross. Its
mountains explode as raging waves, submerging Pharaoh
and his armies. They beat the water with their hands;
their chests fill up with brine; their remains float on the
water.

The world quiets down. It becomes empty, clear.

We are at the moment of beginning.

I’m still moving as I sit on the ground, watching the
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sea: the movement of the water takes me on a journey
across the whole world. My heart is a bird that has left
my breast to flutter on a horizon where the earth joins
the sky. My body is a ship that stops at harbors to take
provisions, then continues its travels.

I will not return . . . until the sea has swallowed all the
Pharaohs.
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