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Case Number 1

Name: Huda al-Najjar

Location: Buren, near Nablus

Interviewed on 11 February 2010

My name is Huda Najjar and I live in the village of Buren in the north of the West Bank.  I am 29 years old and live with my mother and two of my brothers and my sister Huda.  We live in a fairly isolated house away from most of the houses in Buren and close to the Israeli settlement of Yitzhar and to the road that connects the main road to the settlement.

On 24 December 2009, I heard that a settler had been killed on a road near Nablus and I was worried that there might be an attack that night from the settlers in Yitzhar.  I left the shutters in the house open and the road to the settlement is well lit so I can see what is happening outside.  At about 8 pm,  I saw a bus going up the road and pulling up on the road near to our house and I saw a lot of settlers come out of the bus.  There were also some cars and it looked like there were about 120-150 settlers although it’s difficult to be exact about how many there were.

Some of the settlers, perhaps 30-40 of them came closer to the house and started to throw stones towards the house.  I was at the back of the house and looked through the back window and shouted to the settlers to go away.  I saw a man lift up his arm to throw a stone in my direction and moved slightly just before a stone actually came through the window next to me.   I quickly blocked up the window with a piece of wood as it didn’t have glass in it just some meshing over it.

I went to call for help and called the Red Cross and the Israeli co-ordination office (the DCO) to tell them what was happening and that there were settlers outside throwing stones at the house.  The DCO told me that they would send some army jeeps to the house.  The Red Cross kept calling through the night to check that we were all right.

Israeli army jeeps arrived after about 30 minutes.  During the 30 minutes before the soldiers arrived, I was busy making phone calls and answering the phone to people checking that we were all right.  I could hear stones being thrown at the house; they were hitting the walls of the house.  I could also hear shouting and cursing which I couldn’t understand but I did hear them saying “Mohammed” and “Ali.”

I was feeling agitated and nervous but was not really conscious so much of what was going on and I had lots of adrenaline, trying to keep people updated with what was happening and I was also trying to film using a video camera given to us by the Israeli human rights organization B’Tselem.

When the soldiers arrived at the house, they shot in the air and tried to keep the settlers away from the house.  But it took about three hours for the soldiers to disperse the settlers.  Later that night, three soldiers came to the house and asked to go up to the roof to keep an eye on the settlers.

By about 11pm, the whole thing was over and I felt relieved and calmed down.  But at night when I went to bed, I still felt worried and anxious.  I often have nightmares about the settlers.

I constantly feel worried and anxious; worried about what might happen to us and what might happen to the house when I’m not there.  I am constantly watching the cars passing by up to the settlement to see whether they are going to stop and get out and come down to our house.

If there wasn’t the problems with the settlers I would maybe have liked to have worked outside the house but I have to stay to look out and watch the house.  But really, because of the constant worry about the settlers I have lost any desire to leave or do anything fun – I just feel unhappy.  It feels like there is nothing that can be done to stop it happening.  There is no point calling the police, they don’t do anything, I just call the Red Cross and human rights organizations.

Case Number 2

Name: IS

Location:  Buren, near Nablus

Interviewed on 11 February 2010

My name is IS and I am 22 years old.  I was born in the village of Buren and live in the family house there with my mother and my brothers and sisters.  Our house is located on the hillside opposite the village of Buren and close to the Israeli settlement of Yitzhar.

At around 2pm yesterday, the 10 February I looked through the window and saw a large group of settlers moving down the hillside towards the house.  I saw my brothers on the hill where they were shepherding sheep and goats and shouted at them to come down to the house because there were settlers nearby.  They didn’t hear me because they were too far away, but they saw the settlers themselves and started to run down the hill towards the house.   At this point, I could see about 12 settlers but then they seemed to call to some others who joined them and I could see about 30 in total. 

There is a small Israeli army base near our house, but the soldiers do nothing to stop the settlers.  Some soldiers did come out when they saw what was happening but all they did was prevent Palestinians who were coming up from the village coming near to the house.  The soldiers all took position with their guns though – it looked like a picture or a film.

The settlers then came down closer to the house and I could see that they were carrying sticks or metal objects that were which looked flat and sharp.  The settlers split up, some came down near to the house and some dispersed around the hillside.   In the group of settlers that I could see about 100 metres from the house, all of them were wearing masks except for one.  The settlers were triumphant that my brothers had left and moved away back to the house as if they had scared them off – and were shouting “We won”.   They were about 20-25 years old, the one without the mask was probably the oldest and looked about 25. 

I was filming what was going on through the window with a camera that I’ve been given by B’Tselem.  I felt nervous but held myself together to film because I want to be able to prove what we go through.  I also get a rush of adrenaline which makes me overcome any fear that I have of the settlers.

I could see the settlers throwing stones at the house using their hands and using sling shots.   Some of my family were still outside, mainly the men.  The women were inside the house.  Fortunately though nobody was hit or hurt by the stones and no damage was done.  We have metal grills over the windows to protect the house from the settlers and to stop them getting through the windows.

The whole thing was over in 45 minutes.  There was an argument outside between the soldiers and the settlers.  Two soldiers stood between the house and the settlers and after the argument, the settlers then walked off.

My mouth felt dry when it was all over.  I had a glass of water, and my tongue stuck to the top of my mouth.  We were all talking about what had happened and about how the army doesn’t do anything to protect us.   That night I dreamed about the settlers and them coming and surrounding my brothers.

I can’t describe how much the settlers have affected my life. They are a constant presence and worry.  Sometimes they come every other week; sometimes there is a month and we don’t see them.  When they do something big they usually don’t come back for a while. Its unpredictable and we don’t know when or why there coming, sometimes it’s because something has happened to a settler somewhere, other times there is no reason. 

I’m not in control of my life, I can’t leave my house or Buren because of the problems with the settlers.  When I go somewhere I am always phoning my mother to check that everyone is alright and whether the settlers are around.  I so badly wanted to go to university but that’s not possible with all the trouble.  I feel I lost my childhood because of what they do to us.  They have killed our animals, they have destroyed crops and trees we’ve planted and they’ve burnt our home.  I feel like I’m 100 years old.  Instead of looking to the future I am always thinking about the settlers and what they do to us. I don’t have any hope for the future. 

Case Number 3

Name: MA

Asira Al-Qibliyeh / Nablus

Interviewed on July 27th, 2009

I am MA. I am 40 years old. I am married to AB and we live in the village of Asira Al-Qibliyeh near the West Bank town of Nablus together with our six children; the eldest is my son Rafiq who is 18years old and the youngest is my daughter Hadil. She is 4months old . 

Our house is located near the Jewish settlement of Yitshar. Settlers living there regularly attack the houses nearest to the settlement, sometimes up to four or five times a month. They carry out their attacks at different times of the day sometimes late at night when we are sleeping other times during the day when the children are playing outside. When they get to the gate I feel my children are in danger especially when no-one alerts us to the settlers’ presence in advance. We often receive telephone calls from our neighbors telling us that settlers are around our house. They sometimes shout to alert us. We immediately go inside the house.

On Thursday July 23rd, 2009, at around 5:30 in the afternoon about 15 – 20 settlers began to walk down the hill from Yitshar toward our house; my children were playing outside.  Soldiers also came into the village with the settlers . Other people from the village gathered when they heard the news that settlers were coming into the village.  The settlers were standing around10-15 metres away from my house.  They were throwing stones at the nearby houses and also at some of the people from the village who had gathered. Fortunately nobody was hit on this day.  I recognized one of the settlers because he often comes into the village, he is more than forty years old and has long side burns and a long beard.  Three of the settlers covered their face with t-shirts so they couldn’t be recognised. Then the soldiers began to fire sound grenades and tear gas and I was scared for my children, especially my eight-year-old son, Ahmad. He is terrified of settlers. He always cries when settlers attack us.

My youngest three children were in the house, but three of my older boys were outside.  So I went outside to bring the boys inside because I was worried about what would happen to them.  Me and my sister in law were outside collecting the boys when the soldiers started firing sound grenades at us, one of them landed at my feet, then more landed, perhaps three or four amongst the other people around us.  I was scared and so was my sister in law. I managed to return back into my house with my twelve year old son and at that moment the soldiers started firing tear gas near my house.  I went to check on my youngest daughter and found her crying with foam around her mouth, I think that this was because of the tear gas.  I  felt terrified for her and started to scream and shout asking for her father to come. My husband then carried her out of her bed and took her outside – he wanted to show her to the soldiers to show them what they’d done to her.  But nothing changed, they continued to fire the tear gas and wouldn’t speak to my husband.

While my husband took our daughter, I followed him outside with my son Ahmad and my daughter Beesan. After he’d shown Hadil to the soldiers I took her from him and took her with Ahmad and Beesan down to their uncle’s house which is a short way further down in the village. I did this to get them away from the tear gas. As we set off, there was still a smell of tear gas in the air and we saw some army jeeps coming up through the village. When I returned passed my neighbour’s house, she told me that my mother was at her house and that she had been badly affected by the tear gas and had passed out.  She had been trying to get to my house. I was terrified – really worried about my mother.  I went into the neighbour’s to see and found her shaking and very pale.   I said to her “why did you come? I told you not to come when there is trouble up here.”  My mother told me that she worries about me and cannot but come and see me when she hears that there’s trouble.   Someone had called the ambulance and when it arrived, they gave her oxygen to help her breathe.  I wanted my daughter to get some treatment from the paramedics and so I went back the 50 metres to my uncle’s house to collect.  They checked the level of oxygen in her blood and they said that she was ok, they advised me to keep her outside the house rather than inside. 

The soldiers stayed in the neighbourhood until sunset and the settlers did not return into the village, but stayed on top of the hill that looks down into the village.  

That night, I couldn’t sleep I was so worried, I thought the settlers would come back into the village.    

The situation is getting worse, but there is nothing anyone can do.  My husband went to make a complaint to the Israeli authorities about the settlers’ behaviour in our village, at the beginning of this year, 2009, but nothing came of it. 

Case Number 4

Name: Hana Jamil Ratib Abu Haikal

Jabal Al-Rahma / Hebron

Interviewed on October 20th, 2009

I am Hana Abu Haikal, I am 51 years old. My husband and I got divorced in 1992 after a very short marriage which lasted for 40 days only. I have one daughter, Wisam, who is 19years old. I own my own hair salon in Hebron, which also sells clothes and beauty products. I set it up in 1983 when I was working as a hairdresser, now I mainly manage the salon and provide beauty treatments for customers. My daughter and I live together with my mother who is 70years old and my sister Lina who is 42years old. We all live in Jabal Al-Rahma neighborhood in the centre of Hebron.

In August 1984 the Jewish settlement outpost of “Ramat Yishai” was built alongside our house, on the Western side. An Israeli roadblock was placed on the only paved road leading to our house and the only way for us to go in and out of our house was to go through the settlement. In the beginning it wasn’t that difficult for us or our guests to move, but gradually things became more difficult and three roadblocks were placed on the street leading to our house. 

Things got even worse during the first Intifada. During the second Intifada we were no longer allowed to use the road at all, we were not allowed to drive or walk on it. This meant that we had to take dirt roads, through fields, in order to get to our house. We had to carry our shopping through this dirt road. We were not allowed to bring in large pieces of furniture or electric equipment or even construction materials to repair and maintain the house except with prior coordination with the Israeli authorities through the Red Cross. This still is the case until today. This means that the house is in a bad state of disrepair and we cannot bring in the materials to repair things.  We have to have special coordination for our guests every time someone wants to visit us. We are asked to provide justifications for the visits. 

Soldiers at the roadblock are a constant source of fear for us. They repeatedly search the house whenever they please and stop to inspect us as we walk by. I used to park my car in a far away place among olive trees but the settlers deliberately damaged it many times and even set it on fire.

My family and I have submitted many complaints to the police but nothing has happened. We feel the Israeli police side with the settlers and say things against us. We went to the Israeli High Court of Justice and received a judgement from the Court was that we were allowed to use the only paved road leading to our house again. This was a fraction of what we were hoping to get. The settlers have since then intensified their assaults against us. They prevent anyone from visiting us and they harass us as we walk past our house especially at night. 

We know very well that all this is to make our lives so unbearable that we would decide to leave our house so that the settlers could take it over. It happened many times in the past that settlers offered to buy our house for a large amount of money. One of the settler leaders once offered my father a blank cheque and told him he could fill out the amount he wanted. They offered to help us obtain residency anywhere in the world, but we refused these offers. 

The situation is particularly difficult for my elderly mother who suffers from chronic diseases and is in need of frequent medical care. She has diabetes, heart problems and high blood pressure and as a result of her age and medical condition, her mobility is limited.  Because cars cannot get to our house, the only way to take my mother to visit a doctor or to go to the hospital is by ambulance. Even then, an ambulance is allowed to get to our house only after we submit a request via the Red Cross to obtain the necessary coordination. This process takes hours and it is not always guaranteed that an approval will be granted. It is not unusual for settlers to attack the ambulance. All this puts my mother’s life in danger.

On April 11, 2009 my mother was at the hospital.    She had been admitted on an emergency basis because she had very high blood sugar levels and was receiving treatment for this. On that day doctors told us her condition was improved and she could return home. I called the Red Cross and informed them. They know my mother’s condition very well and as usual, I asked them to obtain the necessary coordination for the ambulance.  I waited at the hospital until I received a phone call back from the Red Cross employee who assured me that the coordination with the authorities was all done and that the ambulance was on its way to take my mother from the hospital to the house.

The ambulance arrived on time and my mother was taken out of the hospital into the ambulance. It was 3:20 in the afternoon. I sat in the back of the ambulance where my mother was and a paramedic sat in the front seat next to the driver. The ambulance drove in the direction of our house. Israeli soldiers at the entrance to the “Shuhada” street stopped us to do the necessary checks and then let us pass without any problems. The ambulance drove for about 200 meters. At this point I heard a soldier say in Hebrew “stop…stop”. The driver stopped and the soldier approached us with a gun in his hand. He asked the driver “who gave you permission to pass?” He said this in broken Arabic. The driver explained that coordination had been obtained and that the soldiers at the first checkpoint had already checked and everything was fine.

Meanwhile, I saw through the back window a group of settlers, perhaps ten or fifteen of them gathered on the side of the road.  One of the settlers’ children, who was about 14years old, was walking toward the ambulance. While the soldier talked to the driver I saw the boy lean down to pick up a stone. The soldier looked at the boy as he continued to talk to the driver. At this point the boy threw the stone at the back window of the ambulance and broke it. The stone landed near me and my mother. I was frightened and yelled at the soldier. I told him “my mother is in serious condition, take this boy away”. I spoke to him in Arabic and I am not sure how much he understood what I was saying. The soldier didn’t move and didn’t do anything. The boy then picked up another stone and threw it at the same window which caused whatever was left of the broken glass to fall down. When this was happening I leaned over my mother to protect her and to prevent stones and broken glass from falling on her. I then lifted my head up and saw a number of other settler children approaching us. The soldier didn’t do anything to prevent the settlers from attacking us.

The soldier then told the driver to go back where he came from. The driver did so while the settler children chased us until we got to the other roadblock where the soldiers stopped us. The settlers followed us and threw more stones at us. I was terrified although I tried hard not to show my fear; I didn’t want my mother to collapse. I felt deep despair when I realized the soldiers showed no concern, I felt everything was useless, even the coordination.

I heard the settlers curse us in Arabic. They were saying very bad words to us like “fuck you and fuck your mother”. I am too embarrassed to repeat some of the words they yelled at us. I began to cry as I bent over my mother to protect her while the settlers kept throwing stones at us from all directions. My mother was crying too. I was very worried about her and didn’t know what to do. I heard the driver speak to the soldier asking him to either protect us or to let us get out of the area.

In the end the ambulance left Al-Shuhada street and drove back. When we got to the area under the control of the Palestinian Authority the driver stopped for a few minutes to inspect the damage to the ambulance. It was badly damaged with a lot of broken glass. I heard the driver speak to his boss, and I felt my mother became very tense. She started to look different. The driver then continued to drive until we arrived at the Red Crescent hospital, which was the nearest hospital to us. My mother was treated there and given first aid. 

My mother was not able to return home that day. We took my mother in an ambulance to my cousin’s house where she stayed for three days and I went home by foot. I visited her each day and she was in very bad condition. She so badly wanted to be at home and saw no end to this on-going ordeal. 

I and my sisters and mother all suffer from different illnesses which I believe are a result of the difficulties we suffer on a daily basis. Our choices are very limited: either we accept to live like this or we leave our house and go live somewhere else and let the settlers take over our house.

Three days later we submitted another request for coordination to transfer my mother by ambulance to our house. We got the necessary coordination and my mother arrived home without any problems. I was with her. My mother feels that her condition has deteriorated after this incident. She cannot stand on her feet easily. She is scared each time she hears noise around the house. She probably is more worried about us and the young children than about herself, especially since she feels helpless and unable to protect us. She doesn’t sleep well at night. She often wakes up in the middle of the night feeling restless. When I ask her what the problem is I realize she has been having bad dreams. We rarely leave my mother alone anymore.

We feel very lonely in our struggle with the settlers. The complaints we submitted to the police have not made any difference to our lives. I did submit a complaint about what happened on 11 April 2009 and gave a statement to the Israeli police at the Kiryat Arba police station but nothing has happened.

Case Number 5

Name:  Jamila Dieb Misbeh

Location: Al Khalayleh, Al Jib, Ramallah

Interviewed on 13 May 2010

My name is Jamila Dieb Misbeh and I am 45 years old.  I am from the village of Judeira but moved to Al-Jib when I married my husband. We now have seven children, four boys and three girls.  My oldest daughter is Nihad who is 24 years old and married, Ilham is 20 years old and Bayan is 15 years old.  My oldest son is Hussein who is 23 years old and works as a labourer, Hasan is 18 years old, Nadal is 17 years old and Hamdan is 14 years old.   

My home is situated in a part of Al Jib called Al Khalayleh which is now located behind the Wall and we can only get to it through a checkpoint.  Our house is only about 50 metres from the settlement of Gavon and also near the larger settlement of Giv’at Ze’ev; we have about 2 dunams of land for our property and then on the edge of the land there is a barbed wire fence with the settlement behind it.  

Our house belongs to my husband and when I first moved there when I married, his parents were also living there.  My father in law died a few years ago, but my mother in law still lives in the house with us.  The house has three rooms, one for the girls, one for me and my husband, one for my mother in law and the boys sleep in the living room.  There is also a kitchen and a bathroom. Part of my husband’s house was built more than 50 years ago and is built properly of cement but for many years it has not been possible to do any proper construction on the house and so the extensions have all got zinc roofs rather than cement. Even before the wall was built the area was designated as a green zone and we could not build and extend and had to use zinc.  Now even that is not allowed, we can’t do any work on the house, despite the fact that the houses of the settlements have been built all around us. 

I only go through to the village when I have to, so I don’t have to go through the checkpoint.  But we are so cut off from our family, none of my family can visit me.  Even my sisters in law who grew up in this house are not allowed to visit now they are living away from the house with their husbands.  When my daughter got married, I wanted to have the wedding at my home but this wasn’t possible because nobody could come.  I wanted it to be a happy occasion for her but it’s just not possible with the situation.

My father in law died three years ago at home and none of the family or friends from the village could visit to pay their last respects.  We hired a car to bring him to Al-Jib but they wouldn’t let the car through at Givat Ze’ev and we had to go all the way round through Ramot and Beit Iqsa so his family could see the body.

There is no public transport that we can use in the area that we live, and it takes about half an hour to walk to the checkpoint and then another fifteen minutes on the other side of the checkpoint to get to the shops and services on the other side.  It usually takes about an hour altogether to go through when I need to go shopping or go to the clinic.   It’s also forbidden to bring through eggs or chicken or meat through the checkpoint, they usually check our bags when we pass through the checkpoint.  This happened to me a few weeks ago – I was taking through 6 chickens and 2 kilos of meat and I begged them to let me through with it, after 30 minutes of me begging them and telling them that I wouldn’t do it again they let me through with it. 

We also can’t take the gas cylinders we use for cooking and heating through the Givat Ze’ev checkpoint, we can only take it through the checkpoint at Ramot after co-ordinating with the Israelis and this is very difficult to do.  When I go through this checkpoint I have to rent a car from one of my neighbours for 100 shekels an hour to go here as it’s a long way from our house.  Palestinian cars can only come through the Ramot checkpoint if they are registered in our area, otherwise it is prohibited so we have to rent a car from our neighbours.  Some of our Palestinian neighbours have Jerusalem ID and have yellow plated cars – I and my husband can’t use these cars because we have West Bank ID and we also can’t go into Jerusalem even though we are on the Jerusalem side of the wall and cut off from the West Bank.  We can only use a West Bank car registered in Khalayleh.

A few years ago the soldiers used to regularly ridicule and humiliate the Palestinians going through the checkpoint.  One time 2 years ago when I was going through, I had forgotten my ID card and asked my son to come and bring it to me.  When he arrived the soldiers grabbed my son and one of them kicked him so he fell to the ground.  I then went and got between my son and the soldiers to stop them hurting him anymore, when they moved forward I pushed them both backwards and away from my son.  After this incident the police came to my house and they investigated what had happened, but they decided not to follow up with it. 

I no longer send my children to school in Al-Jib where they used to go because I don’t like them to pass through the checkpoint.  The soldiers used to joke with the girls and this is not good.  So I transferred Bayan and my son Hamdan from the school in Al-Jib to Beit Iqsa.  She now has to pass through the Ramot checkpoint where there is a co-ordinated arrangement for the school bus to pass through.   It is much further for them to go.  My older daughter Ilham was in Class 9 when I transferred Bayan but instead of transferring schools with just one year to go, she left school early.  Me and her father did not want her to have to go through the checkpoint every day and were afraid for her of the soldiers.  I would not let my daughters go alone through the checkpoint.

My children get frustrated that none of their friends can visit.  None of my family have been allowed even one visit.  My husband’s sisters have not even been allowed to visit their sick mother in our home. I wish I could have my life without the wall and could go back to sharing my life with my family and loved ones.  We have no life at all here. 

Case Number 6

Name:  JD

Location: Al Khalayleh, Al Jib, Ramallah

Interviewed on 13 May 2010

My name is JD I am originally from Beit Iksa but when I married I moved to live with my husband’s family in an area called Al Khalayleh in the village of Al Jib.  The house is located inside the wall on the Jerusalem side, and the wall and checkpoints separates us from the village of Al Jib and the rest of the West Bank. 

I married when I was 15 years old and I am now 50 years old.  I have nine children aged between 33 years and 12 years old.  All my children except my youngest daughter are married. My oldest son S is disabled, he can only walk with crutches now and has had to spend a lot of time in hospital getting treatment.  He used to work but after the surgeries he can’t anymore.

I live in the house of my husband’s parents.  I and the rest of my family have West Bank ID which means that although we are on the Jerusalem side of the wall we are not allowed to go into Jerusalem.  To travel through the checkpoint to our home we have to be registered as living in the Al Khalayleh area and none of my extended family does and so they cannot visit me in my home.  Before the Wall and the checkpoints my parents house was only five minutes away, now it takes me more than an hour if I go to visit them.

Our house also has a large area of land around it, about 40 dunams, although around 200 dunams was confiscated by the Israelis to build the wall.  Our house is located around 300 metres down a rough track which is difficult to access. Until very recently there was no public transport around, now there are two cars we can use but they are for Palestinian workers who have permits to work in Israel.  We can only travel in these West Bank Palestinian cars and only cars that are registered to a house in Al Khalayleh can be in our area.  We can’t afford to have a car ourselves so we usually have to walk everywhere or in difficult situations we will ask our neighbours for help.

I was very ill recently and had to go to the hospital for an operation on 4 August 2009.  To be honest, for two or three months I put off going to the doctor and to the hospital because it is so difficult to get access to the doctor and expensive to get there. I just put up with the pain and took herbs and pain killers.  Before the Wall it would have been very easy and would have only cost 10 shekels to go to Ramallah. Eventually my son persuaded me that I had to go.  A friend of my son took me to Ramallah in his car because by this stage I couldn’t walk, they took me through the Ramot checkpoint.  The doctor in Ramallah said that I needed a hystorectomy surgery and recommended the Macassed hospital in Jerusalem.  The Doctor filled in a report for me and then my son went to the Israeli co-ordination office to get the permit.   On the day I had to go to the hospital my friend’s son took me to the checkpoint at Givat Ze’ev and dropped me at the crossing.  I then walked through the checkpoint and took public transport to Ramallah and then to the checkpoint at Qalandiya where again I had to walk through.  I had to go to the hospital on my own because they did not give a permit for anyone to go but me and none of my family have permits for Jerusalem. I am now recovered but after the surgery every six weeks or so I would have to go back to the doctor in Ramallah for follow up.  Travelling was very difficult.  

At the hospital, I had no one, I was completely alone with just foreigners around me.  Nobody could visit me for the ten days that I stayed in hospital.  During the bad moments I wished I was dead, I felt so alone.  After I was discharged I was able to get a taxi from Jerusalem home – the taxi driver checked my permit before he would drive me back to my home.

When I got home, I was back with my husband and children but none of my sisters or brothers could come and visit me.  I wasn’t feeling well and really wanted to be able to see them.  

It is very difficult when any of us need medical treatment and have to go to the doctor, hospital or clinic.  Two days my daughter in law and her baby had to go to the clinic in Al Jib to have their vaccinations and I went with them with some of the other children.  It is about a 3km walk from our house. We had walked about half of the way to the checkpoint, and I was walking a bit ahead, when one of the children started screaming that she was dead.  I ran back and found that she had fainted because of the heat and the long walk.  

It is very hard for my son S.  He can only walk with crutches and has had to have a lot of medical treatment.  He has had operations on both ankles and medical procedures on his bones and now has metal rods in his legs.  He used to be able to work but after the surgeries he can’t anymore.   When he had to go for treatment we couldn’t afford to pay for transport which is very difficult to get anyway, so when he had to go I would walk with him to the Givat Ze’ev checkpoint and I would carry a small stool so when he couldn’t walk anymore he could stop and sit down on it and rest.  On the other side of the checkpoint we would get in a small bus to go to the hospital in Ramallah.  It is very difficult now for him to leave the house as we are about an hour walk away from Jib through the checkpoint and this is very hard for him.

We built a small house next to our house which was meant to be for S, his wife and their four children. They moved into it although it was not really finished but in 2005 the Israelis demolished it.   They had to move back into the main house, but it’s so crowded.  They are six people living in one room in the house.  There are 25 people living in the house altogether  and we can’t extend the house and build any extra rooms although we have a lot of land around the house and there are lots of new houses in the settlements of Givat Ze’ev and Givon just by our house.  We have just five rooms and a kitchen and a bathroom.  We’re having to use the rooms that we used to use for sheep for people to sleep because it’s so crowded.

Only one person in the family has work, that’s A my son.  He works in a car wash in a settlement and earns $700 a month. My oldest son is not able to work and the other’s haven’t been able to get permits to work in Israel: it is very difficult to get work in the West Bank.

We used to be farmers and make money from the land, and my sons used to work on the land.   We used to make around 15-18,000 shekels a year from selling produce. This has all stopped since the wall was built.  We would grow wheat and corn but this is not possible anymore because we cannot bring the machinery to do the harvest:  we need  to use a combine harvester and it can not come through to where we live.  We also have olive trees and vines, but now it is all ruined – we are in shackles.  We don’t have the equipment to look after the land and can’t take what we need through the checkpoint and also can’t take anything out to sell.  I also used to grow and sell vegetables; tomatoes and cucumbers but it’s too difficult to transport them to sell now. 

My daughter SR and my son S’s children go to school in Al-Jib.  Every school day they have to go through the checkpoint.  If I could I would send them to the school further away in Beit Iqsa so they wouldn’t have to go through this checkpoint but I can’t afford the money for transportation.  They and I are afraid on a daily basis having to walk around an hour to get to school and pass through the checkpoint.  I have encouraged all my daughters to marry young to try and end the situation so they don’t have to do it anymore.  My daughter N married when she was 16 years old.  Fortunately she can still visit the house here as we have made sure she has stayed registered here but her husband can’t visit. 

We can’t bring meat and chicken and eggs through the checkpoint and we’re also not allowed to bring gas cylinders through for cooking.  We have to make do with cooking on fires. 

I wish we didn’t have the wall anymore.  I want to be able to go back to how it was before: to be able to cultivate our land and have access to our families and for them to be able to come and see us.  If we were able to cultivate our lands, our lives would be very different.  This is not a life but I don’t want to leave our home as we would be betraying the land and the people. 

Case Number 7

Name: Mounira Amir

Location: Mas’ha, near Bedya

Interviewed on 22 April 2010

My name is Mounira Amir.  I am 46 years old and I have six children: four sons and two daughters.  I have been married for 28 years now and I have a son who is 27 years old who is married and lives away from home.  My other children, sons aged 21 years. 18years and 10 years and daughters aged 19 years and 12 years old, all live at home.  I live in a  house in the village of Mas’ha, which is totally enclosed – on the side by my village there is the eight metre high Israeli wall, on two sides are fences and on the other side is the Israeli settlement of Elqana.  There is a gate in the fence next to the wall which I have to use to get to my house.

I live in Mas’ha, which is very close to the larger village of Bedya and is in the north of the West Bank.  When I first married, in April 1983 and moved into my home, it was the last house in the village.  My husband had spent 10 years building the house on land that he had bought.  His family were originally from a village called Kurf Kassem which is inside what is now Israel, and came to Mas’ha as refugees.  It felt very special to move into the house with my husband and for us to have our own home and not live in the house of his parents.   This was a very happy time for me.

But in 1985 or  1986, things began to change.  Israeli settlers began to build the settlement of Elqana on land that belonged to the village, and right next to our house.  Nothing was ever said to us or to anyone in the village as far as I know, they just started building. It started with one house and then slowly it started to get bigger.  I began to feel worried about what was going to happen to us, to my family,  to the village.  The settlers never greeted us or spoke to us when they started building and then moving in although they did use the shops and services in the village.  We had started a small business on the grounds of the house, a nursery selling plants, and the settlers used to buy things from us.

The economic situation for us improved and we bought another house in the village in about 1998 and moved to live there and ran the business from the other house at the end of the village.  But this all changed in 2000 with the Second Intifada, the Israeli army erected a barrier on the road before our house, which was the last house before the settlement and blocked access to the house.  For two weeks we were unable to go to the nursery which meant that most of the plants died and we lost a lot of money.  When we were able to go back, we found that the plants had died, pots and storage units had been destroyed and fertilizer and other things had gone.  Overnight our main source of income was destroyed.  Since then, the business has been closed. 

At the beginning of 2003, we heard that the Israelis had started to build the Wall near to Jayyous in the north and began to worry about what was going to happen in our village.  I was very concerned about what would happen to our house and we moved back to the house and stayed there for three months. My husband and I made some inquiries with the Israelis about the wall and whether we would be affected, but we were assured that we were not at risk.  Nonetheless, we rented out the house so that it wouldn’t be left empty.

On 1 August 2003, someone from the Israeli army notified us in writing, and they also spoke to us, that the wall was going to be built right next to our house.  As soon as we heard that, we moved back into our home and the tenant moved out.  Then they told us that our house would be demolished, but we refused to leave and in effect, they said ok, then we will leave your house on the other side of the wall.  Shortly after this, they started to build the Wall.  They confiscated a lot of land from our house to build the wall and for a road for military vehicles that is in between the wall and our house.  In most of the sections near us the wall is a metal wire fence but just in front of our house, they have built a nine foot high concrete wall.  It’s just a small section, maybe 50 metres long just next to our house. It felt like a punishment for refusing to leave, to cut us off completely from the village so we couldn’t see our neighbours or the village any more and force us to leave. But we knew that we wanted to stay in the house and didn’t want to lose it.      

After about three months, and by December 2003, they had finished building the wall.  At this time, the Israeli soldiers would allow us to pass through the gate to the village twice a day – once in the morning and once in the evening.  They would unlock the gate to allow us to pass through and then lock it again behind us. At this time we had a lot of support from activists including Israelis and from the UN, the Red Cross and human rights organisations.  We also used to have lots of television companies come to visit us to see our situation.  A tent was built nearby and people would sit in it 24 hours a day showing their support for us.  Some of them used to block the way of the bulldozers and one day the soldiers locked us in the house and then two buses, one was full of soldiers and the other one they used to take away the activists.

But they gave us a lot of support and the Israelis didn’t like the fact that the house was famous for all the wrong reasons and they were being made to look bad.  So the soldiers granted us better access by giving us the key to the gate, I take great care of the key because my whole life depends on it!  The soldiers said we couldn’t have guests, but we ignored it and would have people come to visit.  But we found out they must have cameras on the gate, because every time we had guests, soldiers would come, I think that there must be electronic sensors on the gate.   We have never obeyed the orders – it is up to me to decide who is allowed in the house and I will let anyone in who wants to visit.  One time probably in 2005, the UN came to visit and a soldier who was by the gate asked me what I was doing.  I told him “I am opening the gate for my guests from the UN.’ For an hour and half the UN then negotiated with the soldiers before they were allowed through. 

There’s been lots of incidents since then – for example one time, my son was locked out on the other side of the gate for two days and the soldiers wouldn’t allow him through.  Another time, a group of activists came to visit; the soldiers kicked them out and then locked the gate and took the key and left.

We are now a bit more used to it, but I wish we didn’t have to live like this.  I worry because I don’t feel comfortable leaving my daughters on their own.  If I go out then I will take everyone with me.  If I need to go to the village, I will make arrangements with everyone, I make sure I know where everyone is.

My life has changed a lot since the wall was built.  It’s the small things that I miss a lot. For example,  I used to be able to talk to my neighbour in the next house; I would shout and she would come over and have a chat and a cup of tea.  I would have liked to have had my son’s wedding in the house, and parties for the children’s graduations but this isn’t possible.  My 12 year old daughter’s friends won’t come to the house because of the situation and neither will my 10 year old son’s friends.  

My children are affected by the situation.  They don’t want to live like this.  After school, they want to hang out with their friends but I say no, they have to come home because they need to come back through the gate.  My youngest son has grown up only knowing the gate and the wall.  He knows no different.  He used to refused to go home because of the wall and still doesn’t want to come straight home from school. He wants his friends round but they won’t come. 

My older daughter is studying at An-najah university in Nablus.  Every morning I let her out through the gate and every evening she shouts to say she is back, and I go out and let her back in.  Last year, she rented a flat in Nablus and I was happier that she didn’t have to go through the gate every day, but she wanted to stay at home this year.

Our financial situation is much worse now.  We lost the business because of the closure and then the wall.   My husband is now just working two days a week for a project digging wells in local villages. Things are very difficult for us.  Before the wall was built, our house was worth about 150,000 Jordanian Dinar (about $210,000) now it is worth far less even if it were possible to sell it.  We received no compensation for the land we lost to the wall and the road – we used to have about 3.5 dunams of land, now we only have 1.5 dunams.  I tried to make some money doing some work in the house; I would maked tomato paste at home to sell in the village.  But the soldiers would ask me about what I was carrying through the gate and in the end it was just too much trouble, and I don’t do this anymore.  It’s very difficult to move things in and out of the gate, it’s quite small and I have to use a small cart to transport things.  We have some large pieces of rubbish in the garden – old metal frames and things, but we can’t move them, they won’t fit through the gate.

We also have trouble from the settlers who are right next to our house.  When they come and throw stones, I think I’ll leave.  But then, I calm down and say I’ll stay.   There used to be more incidents, but there is still stone throwing, during the day it’s mainly kids of about 14-15years old who throw stones at the house.  They’ve broken the glass in the solar heating several times and broken windows in the house.  The last incident was ten days ago – on Saturday 10th April.  It was about 5pm and I heard the sound of stones hitting the roof and I saw a group of settlers outside throwing stones.  There was no damage thankfully on that day.  We don’t bother making complaints any more.  My husband used to go and make a complaint each time, but then the Israeli co-ordination office told him not to make the complaints any more. The soldiers also bother us – the army jeeps drive up and down the road in front of the house, and they squeak their tyres and speak loudly as they go past us.  

The settlers do it to drive us out of this place.  The settlers curse us and say bad words, I can’t repeat what they say but it’s often cursing our religion and our prophet. We’re the only Palestinian house on their side of the wall and they want us to go.   

Case Number 8

Name: Faiza Al-Qishawi

Location: Hares

Interviewed on 22 April 2010

My name is Faiza Al-Qishawi, I am 29 years old. I am married to my cousin and we have two daughters and one son. I was born in Gaza and that is why I carry a Palestinian identity card with a Gaza address in it. This has caused me many problems. I am currently living with my husband and children in Kufl Hares in the West Bank but the Israeli authorities consider that I am living here illegally. They refer to people like me as infiltrators.

Problems actually began five years ago when the Israeli authorities refused to issue me a permit to leave the Gaza strip to come to the West Bank for my wedding. I applied for a permit to exit Gaza but my application was repeatedly rejected. I made it very clear in my application that I was going to get married to a Palestinian from the West Bank and that it was the reason for my application. I provided all the information they needed and the supporting documents they requested including a copy of my wedding invitation card but all this did not help. I was distressed and felt my whole future was destroyed because I wasn’t able to marry the person I wanted to marry. I applied more than 5 or 6 times over a period of 4 years, provided many papers and many details but my application was rejected. 

As a last resort, my mother-in-law approached the Palestinian minister of civil affairs and begged him to intervene with the Israel authorities on my behalf.  Finally I was given a permit to leave Gaza but for 9 days only. This was ridiculous,  still I was very happy. The permit clearly said I needed to return back to Gaza within 9 days. Returning back within 9 days was not an option for me. I don’t understand why they did this when I clearly told them I was going to get married. I haven’t returned to Gaza, not even for a short visit, since I left on March 1st 2005.

Israeli authorities did not give a permit for my father and two of my brothers to attend my wedding. My other two brothers, my sister and her two daughters and my mother were the only members of my immediate family who were allowed to attend my wedding. 

Living in the West Bank with an identity card that has Gaza as an address makes my life very difficult. It means I can not travel back to Gaza because if I do I will never be allowed to leave it again. It also means I can not travel freely within the West Bank, like going from my village to Ramallah or to Nablus or Hebron, because if I do I would expose myself to the risk of being arrested at any of the many checkpoints and immediately sent back to Gaza. Having an address in Gaza is a curse.

I can only dream about ever visiting Jerusalem which is less than two hours away from my village. Traveling abroad is impossible. I would love to go to Jordan or to Egypt, to accompany my husband and my children for a holiday but this is not possible. I would love to go to Saudi Arabia, for the religious ritual of Omra, but I cannot. I am living in a big prison.

Immediately after I got married my husband and I applied for a change of address for me. The application had to be approved by the Israeli authorities who have been refusing to change addresses from Gaza to the West Bank, not only for me but for everybody else. I think there are thousands of people with the same problem as me. We are all stuck. Three weeks ago I heard on the news that the Israeli authorities passed a new law which basically allows them to arrest and deport anyone with a Gaza address as if they have committed a crime. I have since been so worried that Israeli soldiers would come and arrest me or send me back to Gaza. I am worried that one day I will be separated from my husband and my children. My husband is also worried. He doesn’t know whether one day he will find out he is unable to live with his own children. 

When I applied to have my address changed I had to give all my personal details to the Israeli authorities. I had to give them my exact address in the West Bank, the name of my husband and where he lived and what he did. They have all the information they need to come and arrest me anytime. I no longer need to appear at a checkpoint for them to arrest me. They can come anytime and take me out of bed. This is a constant worry to me. It is affecting my life. I feel I cannot rest. I am constantly stressed. I heard that the Israeli authorities will deport 70,000 people back to Gaza. This scares me. It will be a disaster.

In the summer of 2007 my brother had a heart attack and died unexpectedly He was not ill. He was 36 years old. I could not go to Gaza to attend his funeral and be with my mother during this difficult time. I was so angry that I felt I could have committed something stupid out of frustration. It is the worst thing that can happen to anyone; not to be able to mourn with family. 

My parents have never seen my children and my children don’t know their mother’s side of the family. I so badly want my mother to see my children and to enjoy them with me. Every time I inquire about my application to change my address I am told there is nothing new. Israeli authorities have frozen the process of what they call internal family unifications. 

My life is very restricted. I would like to have a job and to go out and work and meet people and to be productive and useful to others. I am educated and qualified for a good job. I cannot go to a hospital of my choice if one day I need one. When I had my youngest daughter I had to go to the hospital in Qalqilia not because it was the best hospital but because it was the only hospital I could access without having to go through a checkpoint.

I have been worried about my life since I got married but the new military order is making me feel even more worried. It is a frightening new order. I am not an infiltrator as they now refer to people like me. I haven’t done anything wrong, I haven’t committed a crime. I feel trapped. On the one hand they refuse to change my address to where I live now and at the same time threaten to send people like me back to Gaza without any hope of ever allowing us to leave again. I find this very strange and unacceptable.

My husband has a good job here and our economic situation is good. We own our own house and our children have a good future here. I just hope we will be able to live a normal life with our children and to fulfill our dreams.

Case Number 9

Name: HB

Location:  Ramallah

Interviewed on 9 March 2010

My name is HB and I am from Gaza but moved to Ramallah in May 2005.  I am a non-violence trainer and also work for the Palestinian Red Crescent as a local monitoring and evaluation expert.  I am married and have six children, five are from my first marriage and one from my second marriage. Living in Ramallah with an identity card from Gaza is very difficult and affects most aspects of my life: my ability to travel, to see my family and friends, and to work.

I was born in Gaza and am an only child.  My parents are both dead – my father died twenty years ago and my mother died in 2006.  I married in 1987 when I was 18 years old.  I had wanted to be a journalist but when I married this was the end of this dream. It was a traditional marriage and I went on to have five children with my ex husband.  My oldest son is M who is 22 years old, then I have daughters MA who is 21 years old, L, 19 years old, LU 18 years old and T who is 16 years old.  I have another child, Y, a son who is four years old with my second husband.

I started my own business in Gaza, running a hostel and I met people from all around the world and made many friends.  The business was not so much about making money. I wanted people to see and to love Gaza. The best years in Gaza were between 1993 and 1997.  I also started helping out journalists and photographers who were in Gaza and so almost entered journalism by default!  But I found out the kind of life they lead and decided that it wasn’t for me.  I started to do some fieldwork and to co-ordinate fieldwork for projects in Gaza and also studied at university, all the time bringing up my children.

I was successful in Gaza.  I was working hard and doing a lot of training on non-violence for local organizations and worked as the Coordinator for the Jerusalem Media Communications Centre.  I also traveled to America & Europe on several occasions on speaking tours.   I was well respected and known in Palestine for my work.  

I was divorced amicably from my husband in 2003 and despite the laws concerning custody of children, we agreed that I would have custody of our children.  

I met my second husband at a leadership training course in Ramallah.  We fell in love and we decided to get married and that I would move to live with him in the West Bank in 2005.  When I arrived in Ramallah, I met someone who was directing the Quaker non-violence training and was asked to work as a consultant on their project.  I have had several other jobs – working with the Popular Committees and with a German organization called Medico International as a health project field coordinator, then I started working for the Palestinian Red Crescent Society (PRCS) in monitoring and evaluations.

When I came to the West Bank, I thought that my life would be more free.  I had traveled to the US on several occasions and had many contacts in the US and elsewhere.  But in fact since I’ve come to Ramallah my life has been much more restricted.  One of the reasons for this is that my husband’s brother, like many Palestinians, has a security file and this has impacted on me meaning that I am now being refused permission to go out of the country to the US and other countries.  The other reason that the Israelis give which is crazy as we are all Palestinian, is that my identity card names my place of residence as Gaza. 

Because I have a Gaza identification card, Israel does not allow me to be in the West Bank.  If I were stopped by the Israeli authorities and they saw that  I was from Gaza they could send me back to Gaza and I would not be allowed to return to the West Bank.  This means it is very risky for me to travel outside of Ramallah, as at each checkpoint I could be stopped and asked to show my Identification card.   I cannot therefore go to Jerusalem at all because of the checkpoints, and so cannot get a job that needs me to be able to travel to Jerusalem.        

When I got married, my mother and my friends and family in Gaza could not attend the wedding.  This was the same when my oldest daughter MA got married, none of our family, including her father could leave Gaza to attend the wedding.  She was also not able to leave Palestine to go on honeymoon after the wedding.

When my mother died in 2006, it was not expected.  I had not imagined that she would have any problems, my mother was not so old and had not been sick.  But things were very difficult in Gaza at the time she became ill, the crossings out of Gaza at Rafah and Eretz were closed and the hospitals were ill equipped and over burdened with cases.   Of course I wanted to go back, but I could not because I wouldn’t have been allowed back to the West Bank.   I could not go to her funeral and take part in any of the traditional rituals could not visit any of my family who were still living in Gaza.  This was really the worst thing. I could not believe that it had happened and the fact that I didn’t go to the funeral and have not visited her grave has made it very difficult for me to accept that she died.  It’s only recently that I’ve begin to believe that she is no longer alive.  My dream is to be able to go to Gaza and visit the graves of my parents and to pray for them.   

My children are also affected by the restrictions.  They all have Gaza identification cards and so have similar problems with traveling outside of Ramallah.  My daughter L is studying French language and fashion design and LU is in her final year of school and studying for her final exams, T is also at school.  Like me, they can’t risk traveling outside of Ramallah because they could be sent back to Gaza.  My son M is with his father in Gaza City.  He went back in 2006 to visit his father and is not allowed to return to the West Bank.  We haven’t seen each other now for four years. It’s very hard for all of us not to be with M.  

My daughters can’t see their father at all.  This is also hard for me, I am the only one responsible for them here, It would be so much better if they could see their father regularly and spend time with him during the summer holidays and also for him to be involved in decisions about their lives. 

During the war on Gaza at the end of 2008 and beginning of 2009, I was so worried about my son and about my other friends and family.  I would place a chair close to the television screen to see if I could see M and see whether he was one of the people pictured injured or worse.  It was very complicated, I would feel relief when I saw that it wasn’t him but then feel sad for the person’s mother – happy but sad at the same time.  We would speak on the phone but it was difficult because there was often no electricity in Gaza or no signal and sometimes I wouldn’t want to disturb him in case he was asleep.  I would worry, he would say that he was at home but I was not always sure he was.  He is young and sometimes the young lose or don’t understand the value of life and I would worry about where he was and who he was with.

Until now, I worry about him and dream about the day when I will see him.  He wants to leave Gaza to study and to see his sisters and to see me.  He is just with his father and his father’s new wife and baby sister. It’s not an easy situation for him.  He has no future in Gaza, it’s like being inside a prison.  The whole community in Gaza feel depressed and feel rejected.  People tell me that if I go back to Gaza I will notice that the place has changed, that it will be like I am visiting it for the first time. 

If – as a dream –I could get a job with an organization that allowed me to visit and work in Gaza and then return home to Ramallah I would love that; do projects to help people I love.  

Sometimes I imagine at checkpoints what I would do if I was stopped and sent back to Gaza.  It would be a crisis and a disaster but I would use it and would find a way to enjoy it.  I would visit my parents’ graves, I would go to the beach and think about my memories of Gaza.  I would visit my friends and family and rediscover them.  

I look at the map and see how the Palestinian areas have become smaller and smaller and separated into many small prisons.  As a Palestinian I will keep dreaming and working to live freely and in safety.  

Case Number 10

Name: A.A.S.

Location: Ramallah

Interviewed on 10 March 2010

My name is A.A.S. and I am originally from the Gaza Strip but moved to Ramallah in October 2005 and I work now as a coordinator for a local NGO which has its headquarters in Gaza, doing  international relations and fund partners’ services in the Ramallah office. 

I graduated as a civil engineer and worked for four years in this profession in different positions in the Gaza Strip. The last job was with an international organization in a project of infrastructure in Gaza. When the project was over, I became unemployed for two years because there were very few available work opportunities. This situation could have continued for long time; so I decided to move to Ramallah where work opportunities and life horizons are wider than in Gaza and I was encouraged by two sisters who had moved to live there many years ago.    

Now, according to Israeli policies and rules I am an illegal resident in the West Bank because I hold an Identification Card with the address Khan Younis/Gaza despite the fact that I came here with an official Israeli permission. Such  an illegal situation means that I am threatened at any time to be deported to Gaza with no possibility to return to the West Bank.

Before the year 2000, it was relatively easy to change the address on ID cards, and my sisters were able to do so. Later on, the situation changed and it became almost impossible.  The situation is getting worse and I regularly hear about people holding IDs with Gaza addresses on their ID being deported to Gaza.

I spent the first nine months in Ramallah without a job. Two jobs that fitted with my qualifications and experience as a civil engineer were offered to me. Both required traveling out of Ramallah, over the entire West Bank which is too risky for me as I could be arrested at checkpoints and deported. Consequently, I couldn’t work in any of the two jobs despite  being the first candidate to be offered both. Because of this,  I decided to apply for any job that was available and didn’t require me to travel even if it wasn’t in relevant to my career.  

I am working now as a coordinator for a local NGO which needed someone to work in the Ramallah office to facilitate fundraising opportunities by accessing donors in Ramallah who can’t go to Gaza.  I have good English language skills and good communication skills as well , so the job suits me.  I enjoy this job that also requires me to co-ordinate projects in the West Bank and co-ordinate the work between Gaza and the West Bank.  It is very frustrating that I can’t move at all to visit any of the projects outside of Ramallah or of course go to Gaza.  Also, the staff in Gaza can’t leave to visit the projects in the West Bank.  I have also been invited to participate in conferences held overseas that it would be really useful to attend, but I can’t go.

I’ve now been in the job for four years which I do like but I need to improve my skills and experience but it’s very difficult under all the restrictions on my movement.

It’s very hard being separated from my family.  My mother and two of my brothers are still in Gaza.  I haven’t seen them since I left in 2005.  They can’t leave Gaza and I can’t visit them there, because if I do I won’t be allowed to leave Gaza and come back to Ramallah.  I also have a brother in Germany who I haven’t seen for years.  He is not permitted to visit the West Bank and I can’t leave. I feel I need to get away; all my friends travel and my sisters travel, but I feel my horizons have narrowed.  I need to travel to have my thoughts updated and to experience other places and people.  I feel caged in a prison.  My family is planning to meet up in Egypt whenever the family in Gaza is able to leave through Rafah crossing point.  I’ll be the only one who can’t join them.

My mother is 60 years old and she got sick soon after I left.  I should be there to take care of her.  She only has my two brothers to look after her, and they have their own families to look after and anyway, it’s not the same as having daughters there.  When she got sick, I felt that there couldn’t be anything worse than being away from her and she never asked me to be back but I fell that I should.  But I also know that the situation there is terrible, with the blockade, then the war and all relevant consequences either economic or social. My life would be extremely difficult if I was there to the extent I am afraid that I would not be able to take care of anybody including myself in addition to sacrificing the complete life I have built in Ramallah and like so much.  It is a terrible dilemma.

I don’t know what will happen to me in the future.   What if they remove me from my home in the middle of the night? One day they could just come and deport me.  I save money in case this happens; in case I’m deported to Gaza and can’t get a job there,  This means I can’t buy a house in Ramallah or make any other big expenditures; I have to make sure I have savings in case I have to leave and everything I have is taken away. Such situation steals all stability from me.
In Ramallah I have friends, my sisters and a good job.  I have the potential to be very successful and develop my work, such potential had no horizons according to restrictions to my movement. I have to try living a normal life and I present a face of normality.  I don’t want to admit to how I’m feeling and what I’m suffering.  It is normal that I can’t sleep because of anxiety about the situation; I feel nervous and stressed.  I try different techniques to get relaxed like yoga, sport practices and sometimes medication but it doesn’t work.

I miss Gaza. I miss my family and seeing my nieces and nephews – I have eight that I’ve never seen and don’t know when I’ll get to see them.  I miss my room, my things and the family home.  I call my mother at least once a day and sometimes as much as five times a day trying to mitigate the implications of not being there.  We talk a lot but not about the main issue; that I’m not there.  We avoid it and I don’t know whether she forgives me for not being there with her.  She knows I had to leave Gaza but that doesn’t mean that she accepts the situation.  She has her pride but I know she is sad that I and my sisters are not there and I know that her health is only going to get worse. 

Case Number 11

Name: Manal Zeitoun

Location: Silwan, East Jerusalem

Interviewed on 29 April 2010

My name is Manal Zeitoun and I live in the Silwan area of East Jerusalem.  I am married and have six daughters: Shorouk who is 15 years old, Hayat who is 13years old, Beida who is 11years, Ayat who is 8years, Nilly who is 5 years and the youngest, Ghader is 18 months old.  Things are very difficult for my family because my husband has West Bank ID and is not allowed to live in Jerusalem with us.

I married my husband 15 years ago, he is from a village called Hader near to Bethlehem and I am from Silwan in Jerusalem.  We both have different ID cards so we applied for family unification shortly after we got married so that my husband would be able to live in Jerusalem but this process takes a long time to process. We lived in a rented house in Silwan but my husband hated it because he was illegal and was basically living under house arrest – he couldn’t work, he couldn’t drive a car or do anything.  So we moved to live with his family in Hader.

We lived in Hader for 4 months, but because of this I lost my Jerusalem ID because I wasn’t living in Jerusalem.  I then got a lawyer who advised us to move back to Jerusalem and he then succeeded in getting  my ID back and made sure that my daughters who were born then had Jerusalem ID.  My husband has made two applications for family reunification but they have both been refused.  The most recent was just a few days ago.  They said that his application was refused because he had a police file that said he had been caught living in Jerusalem recently. This is true,  my husband does come to Jerusalem but only to see me and our children.  He still comes through to see us even though he knows that if he is caught he will be arrested and could be put in prison. He was once arrested and was put in prison for a month; they told him if he was caught again in Jerusalem he could be put in prison for three years and fined 3000 shekels.  My husband comes through to visit us perhaps once a month, he has to sneak in to Jerusalem.  What can I do?  He lives in danger and is constantly at risk but he says “How can I leave you with six daughters alone?” He wants to be with us.  

Things are very difficult financially. I work as a carer for two elderly people and receive child benefit for my daughters, but it is very hard.  My husband doesn't really work – he can’t work in Jerusalem and so can’t support us financially, he just does some odd jobs here and there for little money.  I don’t want to move to live in Hader near to my husband’s family, it would be very difficult for me and my daughters.  It would mean that I and my daughters would lose my ID and would not be able to come to Jerusalem to see any of my family.  My sister lives just down the hill from me in Silwan and my parents home is very close by.  We are all very close and I rely on them for support in lots of ways.  My husband’s family are not supportive; they have basically disowned my husband and me because we have had no sons and only daughters.  They have cut my husband off from his inheritance which is another reason why things are so difficult financially for us.

Case Number 12

Name: WS

Location: Anata / East Jerusalem

Interviewed on: June 17th, 2010

My name is WS. I am 42years old and I live with my husband and children in Anata in East Jerusalem. I have five children. The eldest is19 years old and the youngest is 10years old.  

I am originally from Bethlehem and I carry a Palestinian identity card. My husband is a Jerusalemite and carries a Jerusalem identity card.  When we first got married in 1990 and I moved to live with him in Jerusalem we submitted a family unification application to the Israeli authorities in order for me to be able to live in the city legally. My application was rejected. In the beginning they even refused to receive the application claiming that my husband and brothers were politically active and were jailed in the past.

Finally In 2004, and only after I appointed a lawyer, my husband received a letter from the Israeli authorities saying my application has been approved. They requested evidence that in fact I was living in Jerusalem as a condition for proceeding my application. My husband and I had to submit copies of water and electricity bills, a house lease contract, evidence that our children went to schools in Jerusalem and proof that we paid the Jerusalem municipal tax, the Arnona. We provided everything they requested but for a whole year there was no answer from them. 

During all this time and since I married and lived in Jerusalem I was almost under house arrest. According to Israeli laws it is illegal to be living in Jerusalem with a West Bank identity card. I could not visit my family in Bethlehem and they could not visit me. I was totally isolated from them. I could not go shopping, I could not take my children to school or attend their school activities, I could not visit friends or get on a bus or a taxi without risking being stopped by Israeli soldiers and arrested or forced to cross the checkpoint back to Bethlehem. Life was very difficult and not normal at all. I constantly felt as if I had committed something seriously wrong. I could not have a job although I very badly needed to work for financial reasons. I could not have an affordable health insurance. 

One day, during the winter of 2006, I stepped out of the house with my husband to do some shopping for the house. An Israeli army jeep passed by, pulled over and asked to see our papers. When the soldier realized I did not carry a Jerusalem Identity Card he confiscated my Bethlehem Card and asked me to follow him by foot to the nearest checkpoint. When I got there he told me to cross to the other side of the checkpoint and to go back to Bethlehem. I was terrified and refused to do as he told me. I panicked and thought I would never be able to return home. I told him I had young children at home and needed to be with them. I told him I was married to a person from Jerusalem and my application was being processed. I showed him the piece of paper that proved what I was saying.. He refused and insisted on me going back to Bethlehem. H even asked me to sign a piece of paper in Hebrew which I didn’t understand. In the beginning I refused but then I realized I had no choice but to do as he was telling me. I signed the piece of paper and crossed to the other side of the checkpoint. But instead of going to my parent’s home in Bethlehem I climbed the nearby hills and found my way back to Jerusalem through dirt roads. It took me about an hour to get home when I was less than ten minutes away from my home. It was dreadful. Since that indecent I have confined myself to the house and hardly ever left. When one day my youngest daughter fainted at school and had to be rushed to the emergency room I could not be with her. It was awful not to be with my sick daughter at the hospital. 

We asked the lawyer to intervene. He finally was able to overcome the obstacle which the authorities claimed was the reason for the delay in processing my application. We were told it had to do with my husband’s imprisonment for political reasons before our marriage. Ten days later, at the court, the lawyer was able to have them issue a permit that allowed me to be in Jerusalem. The permit did not allow me to be present or travel to any other place in Israel. Still, I felt this was a good temporary solution because it meant I could at least move around freely within the city and do things with my family. 

In 2007 I finally received the approval to reside in Jerusalem. This was not yet an approval for a Jerusalem Identity Card but a piece of paper, valid for one year, that allowed me to apply for a permit to be in Jerusalem including an overnight stay. I had to first apply for a magnetic card which had all my personal information including a palm print. On the basis of that I was finally able to obtain a permit to be in Jerusalem 24 hours a day. This permit is valid for six months which means I can have two such permits for the duration of the temporary residency permit. This was good but not enough. This permit did not allow me to drive a car, to have a job or to be eligible for an affordable health insurance. It restricted my ability to leave and enter the city at specified checkpoints where the palm-scanners are placed. Still, I was pleased.

Everything was working fine until last May when my husband went to renew the temporary residency permit which expires on August 3rd, 2010. He is supposed to ask for an appointment to renew it at least three months in advance which he did.  He was told that my temporary residency permit has been cancelled. They explained the reason to be the imprisonment of my two brothers and my brother-in-law. I was devastated. Just when I thought everything was going fine things became worse. 

My daughter is getting married in a couple of months and there is so much to do in preparation for the wedding. My daughter needs me to go shopping with her, to visit relatives and to invite people to the wedding but it doesn’t look like I will be able to do it. I don’t understand the logic. What do I have to do with my brother-in-law? Why do they punish me for something he did before I even knew him? The same with my brothers. I am not responsible for what my brothers did in their lives. One of my brothers was interrogated for 20 days and was not found guilty of anything. He was released and was not jailed. My other brother was put under administrative detention without charge and without trial. They had no evidence against him. He was released without a charge. The absurd thing is that the Israeli authorities have recently issued permits for my brother to enter Jerusalem. I don’t understand. They have no problem with him entering Jerusalem now but refuse to give me a permit to live with my husband and children because of him. It doesn’t make sense. 

I am very worried. I feel my life will come to an end on August 3rd when my current temporary residency permit expires. I feel it is going to be much worse for me now that I was able to move freely for nearly a year. It is a relapse.

My husband is very sick and sometimes looses consciousness all of a sudden. When that happens he needs to be rushed to the hospital and I am the only person who can take him to the hospital since he is always at home and does not have a job. If I have no valid permit I won’t be able to accompany him. 

I feel anxious and worried all the time. It has been 20 years since I got married and I still am not allowed to live with my husband and children. It has been too long, I don’t think I can take it any longer. Moving to another place in the West Bank is not an option. If we move to the West Bank the Israeli authorities will cancel my husband’s residency rights and that of our children.   I feel I am stuck. The situation is impossible. In about a month I will again be living illegally in Jerusalem with my husband and children. I will be under house arrest. 

Case Number 13

Name:  Fatima Ibrahim Dari

Interview on 23 November 2009

Location: Isawiya, East Jerusalem

My name is Fatima Dari, I am 38 years old and  I am from the Isawiya area of East Jerusalem. My house in Isawiya was demolished on Wednesday 18th November. 

 I married my husband in 1989 and we have six children.  My oldest is Mahmoud who is 19 years old, Mohamed was born on the 15.10.92 and is 17 years old.  Bashar was born on the 09.07.95 and is 14 years old, my daughter Bushra was born on 16.03.00 and is 9 years old, Isra was born on 07.09.02 and is 7 years old and my youngest is Abdel Rahman who was born on 29.02.04 and is 5 years old.

When I first married, I moved in with my husband’s family who are also from Isawiya.  We had one room in the house and it was really damp. We were still living in the one room after I had had my first three children.  It was very crowded and to make things worse I suffer from asthma and the dampness of the room made me very ill. 

In 1994, my brother who is living in the United States sent some money over to me so that I could build a home for myself and my family and we managed to build a small place in Isawiya.  It was completed in only 20 days because we got lots of people from around the area to help us get it done as quickly as possible.  It was small, two rooms, a kitchen and a bathroom,  but an improvement on the one room we had at my husband’s family’s place.  For eight people, it’s still a small place and we built an extension in 1999.  We didn’t have a permit for any of the building but in 2005 we were fined 88,000 shekels for the extension and have had to pay that off in 21 monthly installments of 750 shekels.  This was very difficult, it’s so much money just to pay the fine never mind the cost of applying for a permit.  

With my sister Maysoon, we made plans to build a bigger house for both our families so that we would have more space and also so my son could stay in the small house in Isawiya when he got married.  Slowly, over the years we’ve been saving up to buy some land and to build this bigger house in Isawiya.  Finally in 2006, we had saved up enough money to buy some land and to start building the house.  Although it wasn’t finished we moved into the house in January 2009.   On one side of the house there were three rooms and a kitchen and a bathroom, and on the other side there were two rooms and a kitchen and bathroom.  We applied for a permit for the house, but it was refused on the basis that the land is designated as a road.

On the morning of 18 November, I was with my husband visiting my son Mohamed at the Muqassed Hospital, after having his appendix removed.  While we were at the hospital, my husband had a phone call telling him that our house was going to be demolished.  As we returned to Isawiya from the hospital, we saw many heavily armed soldiers and police with dogs around the area.  Initially the police wouldn’t let me through but eventually they did and I went down and stood in front of the house.  They also didn’t want to let my son Mohamed through, but I said I wanted him with me and they let him through.

The Israelis soldiers and police were positioned around the house.  They were disconnecting the electricity and carrying things out of the house. I saw my sister Maysoon’s husband surrounded by soldiers.  He was allowed to go into the house with another man and get some of our things out of the house.  There were so many soldiers around, I had many of them around me, preventing me from going any nearer to the house.  I had guns aimed at me and my children.  I was trying to keep my son Mohamed and Maysoon’s son Khaled from going near to the soldiers.  They wanted to do something and I was trying to hold them back.  The soldiers were also taking pictures of us, including the boys as we stood there watching them.  My son started shouting and cursing at the soldiers, he was so angry.  He wanted to do something to stop them but I was holding him back to stop him from running at the soldiers or the house.   I couldn’t hold onto Maysoon’s son and he was able to free himself and went running into the middle of the soldiers and got into a fist fight with one of them who started beating him.  It was terrible but fortunately the commander stopped the beating and I heard him saying “Where’s the house that’s going to be demolished? – All this for this house!”  What he meant was that it was too much – all the police, soldiers and dogs for just one house in this obscure neighbourhood. 

Then, about an hour after I had arrived, they started to demolish the house with a huge bulldozer.   They even destroyed the wall that separated the house from the neighbour’s land. It was all over by 12.30. The house was completely destroyed, left in a huge pile of rubble. 

I cared about my home but what I was mainly worried about was the people.  I just wanted the police and soldiers to get out of the area without hurting anyone.  

I feel anxious and worried, and I’m not eating properly.  I’m also really worried about my children and the effect on them.  Mainly I’m worried about my son Mohamed.  He  received a phone call when he was at school to say that his house was being demolished.  My biggest worry is that we didn’t tell him about it.  He now blames me and his father.  He sees us as traitors because we didn’t resist or stop the demolition.  He and the other kids want to show that they can do something about it, that they can stop it.  I now feel that Mohamed is punishing me for what happened and for holding him back on that day and not letting him do anything about it.  I think he resents me for stopping him. 

Case Number 14

Name:  Waela Sultan

Location: Hares, Near Nablus

Interviewed on 22 April 2010

My name is Waela Odeh Sultan and I am 34 years old and live in the village of Hares which is in the north of the West Bank.  I have five children, three boys aged 14years, 12 years and 4 years and two girls aged 10 years and 8 years.  I’m originally from the village of Kira and moved to this village when I got married when I was 18 years old.  When I first moved I lived in the house of my parents in law and am still living there.  We had been building a house for our family but this house has now been demolished by the Israeli authorities.

Over the years, the house I am living in has become more crowded.    We share the house with my mother in law and my husband’s brother who has mental health problems, my sister in law and her husband and their eight children and another of my husband’s brothers and his wife and three daughters.  When I was first married, we just had one room on the first floor but as I had my children, we started to use two rooms downstairs, which we had to fix up to make suitable to live in.  Still the space is not enough for the family, my five children all have to sleep in one room and as they get older this is not good for them. The house is too crowded, the children are growing up and I also need more privacy.

In 2006, my husband started building a new house up the road in the village on a piece of land given to my husband by his extended family.  I was so happy when my husband started building the house.  We saved money and it isn’t easy to do this when you have five children to provide for.   I joined a co-operative, where I would put money in to help me save.  I also sold my wedding gold to raise more money. Things were not easy for us.

The house was still not finished. We have been trying to build the house gradually bit by bit when we can afford it.  The foundations were done and the outer and inner walls were all constructed but it still had no roof. 

In March 2010, we received a demolition order for the house.  I didn’t see anyone deliver the order, a young man from the village gave it to my brother in law who lives next door to the house.  He told us that soldiers had come to the village and took pictures of the house and then put notice in stones by the house.  My brother in law then gave us the notice which was dated 11 March 2010 and stated that the house would be demolished because it was built illegally in violation of zoning laws and that we had three days to make objections to the inspection committee.  But the notice did not have my husband’s name on it, it had the name of Mohammed Mansour. We didn’t know who this was.   My husband’s name is Maher Odeh Sultan.  We were very confused about the notice and didn’t know what to do.  But to be on the safe side we brought in a surveyor to draw up maps and the plans for the house which my husband then took to the Israeli District Co-ordination office in Tulkarem.  There, he found out that the surveyor had not done a good job and so the surveyor had to re-do the work that he had done and then my husband took the documents back to the DCO.

On the same day that my husband went back to the DCO in Tulkarem, the 14 April 2010, the Israelis demolished the house. 

I heard from my husband’s niece who lives near the house at about 9am that the Israelis were around the house and were taking pictures and I feared the worst.  I got myself ready and went up the road towards the house to find out what was happening.  I was about three houses away from the house, when I couldn’t go any further because about 10 to 12  Israeli soldiers were standing on the road and had blocked the way with an army jeep.  I went over to the soldiers and begged them to allow me to pass but they refused.  I could hear the bulldozers and there was dust in the air.  There were only about three houses between me and our house and I could see that our house was being demolished.  

I felt so upset, I was crying and slapping myself in the face.   My dream was being destroyed. 

My brother in law, Nitham lives next to the house told me that he had talked to the soldiers saying, “What are you doing?” and they had just said: “It doesn't have a permit.”  My brother in law told me that he went into the house and tried to stay in there to stop them bulldozing it, but that the soldiers told him that they were only going to demolish the top floor.  He said that they then forcibly removed him from the house and then demolished the whole house despite what they had said to him.

Nitham called my husband and he said that he was still in the DCO trying to sort out the documents, he told my husband to come back because they were demolishing the house.  It only took the Israelis about half an hour to demolish the house, and so when my husband arrived back after 1 -2 hours it was demolished.  We all went up there to look at what they had done and saw our destroyed house.

The Governor of Salfit came to visit us and so did the Red Cross and they said they would help us to fill in forms to try and get compensation for the house.  I hope we’ll be compensated and hope that we’ll be able to build a house again.

My children were at school when it happened and they were shocked when they saw the house was gone. I am still in shock, I can’t believe what happened. Yesterday I went up to where the house was – it is now just a pile of rubble and metal – and cried. I used to go up there and sit by the house and enjoy the peace and quiet and now it has all gone. 

Case Number 15

Name: Khawla Hanoun

Location: Sheikh Jarrah, East Jerusalem

Interviewed on: 7 April 2010

My name is Khawla Hanoun.  I am married and have four children, Fadi who is 21 years old, Sheriham who is 20 years old, Yacob who is 17years old and Mohamed who is 8 years old.   I moved to live in my husband’s home in Sheikh Jarrah in East Jerusalem when we married in 1986.  In August last year, 2009, we were evicted from our home there and now Israeli settlers are living there.  We have no home now and spend our days on the street near our house and at night we stay with family.

For many years, an Israeli settler company had been trying to take over our home which was given to my husband’s family back in 1956.  He told me that it was an agreement between the Jordanian authorities and UNRWA to provide housing for refugees who had fled their homes in 1948.  The house was in the name of my mother in law and my husband’s brother, Maher.  The house was home to Maher’s family and to his other brother Salim and his family.  Altogether there were six adults and their eleven children living in the house although each family has a separate section and a separate entrance. 

I didn’t really know much about what was going on until about 1998 when people entered the house and started to remove the furniture.  I remember by mother-in-law, who was ill with cancer, begging them to let her keep her bed.  After this I started to worry and learned more about the situation but still was mainly occupied with looking after my children and the home.  Then in 2002, they were claiming we hadn’t paid rent although the house should have been registered as being owned by Maher and my mother in law.  Then, one night in 2002, we were evicted from the house and all the furniture was thrown out onto the street.  I remember it clearly, there were hundreds of Israeli soldiers and police there to make sure that we left the house.

That time, only a couple of weeks later we were allowed back into the house but we knew that it was not over.  In the months before we were evicted for the last time, papers were being delivered ordering us to leave the house and my brother in law was put in prison for not obeying the court orders and refusing to leave his home.   When we received the notice, I felt very tired and weary.  I moved a lot of the furniture out of the house because I knew from last time that it would be destroyed if we were evicted again.  But of course we kept the furniture that we needed and our belongings in the house.  Financially things were really hard, we could hardly pay the bills or the local municipality tax. My husband was getting ill, he had high blood pressure and could not work.

On 2 August 2009, we were all in the house and we had some foreigners from the international solidarity movement staying with us because we knew what was going to happen.  We took turns in sleeping that night and keeping watch to see when they would arrive.  I was up for most of the night and it was only at 4.30am that I put my head down to get some sleep. It was only moments afterwards when I heard shouting and screaming and the sounds of glass breaking and I knew what was happening.  Suddenly I saw five soldiers standing over me screaming and shouting, I was half asleep and couldn’t respond straight away to what I was seeing although I had been prepared.  I later blamed my children for not getting me up before but they said that they were forced out of the house without being able to come and get me.

The soldiers didn’t let me put my slippers on and they were pushing and punching me all over as I was getting over – it felt like I was at the front line of a war.  The soldiers were wearing black uniforms and had masks on their faces and then gas masks over the top of them.   I fled  outside the house, and was shouting “where is my husband? Where are my children?”  I ran around looking like a madwoman searching for my youngest son and couldn’t see him. Somebody later told me that he had gone to a neighbour’s house and was prevented from coming back to the house.  

Outside on the street I could see the soldiers opening up the door of my brother in law’s house with what sounded like explosives.  The soldiers then brought them outside of the house, throwing them really, his wife, his twelve year old son, a solidarity activist, my 65year old brother in law, Salim and 67 year old sister in law.  My sister in law came out without her headcover and just in her night gown.

I think there were about five or six hundred soldiers around the house that night – they looked like ravens in their black uniforms.  I saw a soldier grab the hair of one of the foreign solidarity activists and shook her.  Then, I saw them grab another one and beat him and then take him away with lots of the other solidarity people.  

I was really worried about my husband and children and I felt humiliated and insulted.  I was particularly worried for my daughter who was in pain because she had been beaten by the soldiers.  

I saw the soldiers taking the furniture out of the house; some of them were eating chocolate they had found in the house.  I wanted to go back in the house to take out some things and begged a soldier to go back in and get Mohamed’s bicycle – I didn’t want him not to have it.  They finally allowed me with five soldiers accompanying me – and I took the bicycle out of the house.  I then had to move away onto the other side of the road.  They didn’t allow my daughter to go back to the house to get some of books out.

At about 7am, when it was getting light, some vans pulled up next to the house and some settlers got out and entered into the house.   We remained on the street until the evening, sitting under an olive tree – but I felt shattered. 

The Palestinian Authority provided us with a hotel room to stay in, but we would go back and sit outside the house during the day.  During the Muslim festival of Ramadan, we would sit out on the street with solidarity activists and break our fast with them and with our neighbours on the pavement.  We still sit there to tell the world what has happened to us and that I want my home back.  It is my right, and we will continue to demand it back.  What right do they have to the house? What motive do they have for driving us out? We don’t have anywhere else to go; sometimes we stay with my sister, sometimes with my mother, but her house is in the West Bank and behind the checkpoint.

Seeing the settlers in the house upsets me a lot.  I see them going in and out of the house and see their children playing with the toys that we’d left behind there.  Some of the children including Mohamed played one time next to the entrance of the house and one of the settlers called Zahi kicked at him with his boots to get him away.  I worry about all my children.  Mohamed is always asking me why he can’t go home.    He also blames me for what happened and doesn’t want to go to school.  Yacob, who is 17 years old was doing well at school, especially in science, but now this has changed because of being displaced, he’s been really affected by the situation.  Sheriham used to get very high grades but this has also been affected by everything that’s happened.

All I want is a house for me and the children to sleep in, just a temporary shelter, something simple before we go back to our real home. Somewhere to feel safe and secure where we can have our own things.  I don’t feel at home at my mother’s home and neither do my children.

All of our neighbours have been very supportive of us.  But it is a horrible feeling seeing the way the settlers behave towards us and our neighbours.  The settlers throw stones at us and call the police and make accusations against us.  They also harass and throw stones at the solidarity activists.  They also say really awful things when they pass us and make rude gestures with their fingers.  They call us “prostitutes’ and ‘thieves’ and shout “We want to transport you to Jordan”. One settler pretended to pull his trousers down in front of the children and they have also pretended to run me and my children over with their cars.  They stand on the street with cameras and are constantly filming.  Yesterday they called the police because I was filming and claimed I was harassing them! I can’t tell you all of the things that they’ve done.  When the settler women come out – they are the worst.  They shout and scream at us. It is a tragic life we have.

The settlers have also brought right wing members of the Israeli Parliament, the Knesset to visit them.  They organize themselves on the street and pray outside our homes.  We, are not allowed to do anything we would be arrested but the settlers can organize whatever they like.  They tell us “We want to drive you out of Sheikh Jarrah and all Palestinians out of Jerusalem.”  

Another unbelievable thing was that we have been charged for them removing our furniture from our home.  We received a bill for 13,086 shekels and told us that if we didn’t pay they would impose further fines. Our financial situation is terrible, my husband is unemployed and has health problems. We have nothing but we survive.

Mohammed keeps having nightmares, he dreams about the night we were evicted.  When I think about it and see the images from that night I start crying.  I feel as if I’m in mourning for my home.  The kids are always asking when we’re moving back but I know that they are evicting one after another of the Palestinians in the area. My husband has been very badly affected by the situation.

I am 46 years old and the mother of three children.  Before this happened I was a housewife and not political but now I feel strong; that I have an inner strength from claiming back my rights.  But I still feel weak in front of my children when my son blames me for what we’re going through and asks me ‘when, when are we going back home?’ and  I’m unable to answer him.  

Case Number 16

Affidavit of Maysoun Ghawi

Location: Sheikh Jarrah, East Jerusalem

Interviewed on December 22nd 2009

My name is Maysoon Muhammad Ghawi. I am 43 years old. I married my Husband Nasser Ghawi in 1986. I have been living in Jerusalem since that time. I am originally from Ramallah but my husband is from Jerusalem and carries a Jerusalem Identity Card. My husband and I submitted a family unification application soon after we got married and three months later my application was approved and I received a Jerusalem Identity Card. I became a resident of Jerusalem and was able to live there with my family. In the eighties it was easy to obtain a Jerusalem Identity Card through marriage. They were routinely issued but now it is almost impossible to obtain and Jerusalem Identity Card. Things are very different.

My husband is ill. He became ill three years after we got married and needed to have an open heart surgery done to him. That is why he is unable to have a regular stable job. Our income is very limited. My husband’s father is a refugee. In 1948 he fled his village, Sarafand Al-Kharab, in what later became part of the state of Israel and came to East Jerusalem as a refugee with his family. They lost their property, their orange grove and their home. In 1956 UNRWA (United Nations Relief ad Works Agency), on whom he and his family were dependent on for food aid, health care and education, came up with a deal whereby they would give the family a home in the Sheikh Jarrah neighborhood if the family agreed to no longer receive aid from UNRWA in the form of food supplies and health and education support. My husband’s father’s family agreed, together with 28 other families who were lucky enough to be eligible for this offer.

My husband was born in the house in Sheikh Jarrah which UNRWA provided to his father. His father built a fence around it and connected it to electricity and water. He took care of it and kept it in good shape. The deal also included a promise by UNRWA and the Jordanian government to eventually register the house in the family name. Unfortunately the six-day war in 1967 happened before this promise was fulfilled. Some people say that the Jordanian government did not cooperate and was not really interested in fulfilling the promise. 

My husband and I have lived in this house since we got married. It is a large house and a total of 8 families of 40 members were living there: my father in law who is 87 years old, Khaled, my brother in law and his four children, Munir, my other brother in law and his wife and six children, Fouad, the third brother in law and his wife, Juma’a and his wife and two children, Khamis and his wife and seven children, Jamal who is not married and Itaf, my sister in law and her two children in addition to my husband and I and our five children.  We had all our children in that house and continued to live in it until August 2nd of this year when we were forcefully evicted.  It was horrible. I will never forget what happened on that day.

Tens of heavily armed Israeli police broke into our house at 4:30 in the morning on August 2nd, 2009. It felt like a whole battalion had broken into our house. They were dressed in black uniforms and were wearing masks on their faces. They even had metal protection on their legs. I was still in bed sleeping at that time. One of the policemen grabbed me from my arm.  I was terrified. I was very worried about the children. He then let go of my arm and I quickly grabbed my son Adam and my daughter Sara who were sleeping next to me and held in my arms. A group of policemen then pushed me out of the house to the neighbor’s house. I was shivering from fear. I didn’t know where my other children were. I was separated form them. Four hours later I realized that my other son was injured and was bleeding. My son later told me he was kicked on the buttocks very hard and the next thing he knew is he was on the street. He broke my heart.

I later begged the soldiers to allow me to go back into the house to take our official documents, the birth certificates and identity cards. I also wanted to have my telephone and to take the car keys. They forced us out in such a rush that we didn’t have a chance to take those things with us. They finally allowed one member of each of the families to go back to the house.

They prevented journalists from getting close. I was so desperate and determined to go back to the house and to speak to journalists that I jumped over from the neighbor’s house. At that moment I felt I overcame the initial fear that gripped me. I had so much energy and determination to go back to my house. I talked to journalists and was relieved when I saw the rest of my children.   

We have been living in a tent which we put up in front of our house since we were forced to leave. My husband sleeps there and I sit in front of the tent most of the day. Our neighbors give us water to drink and to wash and I use their bathroom to go to the toilet. My younger kids go to the toilet under the trees. I bathe my youngest daughter and her three younger brothers on the side walk. I wrap a blanket next the tree to and I light fire and I heat water in a big pot and use it to wash my daughter.  Settler families have moved into our house and are living there. I see children and pregnant women among them, I see them walking in and out of the house. One of the settlers once told me, as he passed by “go to Gaza, go to Jordan”. Provocative and insulting comments by settlers have become part of our daily routine. It often happens that in the middle of the night, just when we are about to fall asleep, settlers terrorize us by attacking attack our tent. We have been sleeping three or four hours a day. We are constantly exhausted. The police and soldiers who are present in front of the house do not intervene to stop the settlers from harassing us. They just sit in their van and watch. In fact, they attack and harass us instead of protect us. They have so far torn down the tent eight times since we put it up.

Since the eviction, several of my family members who were living in the house have been arrested, interrogated or banned from entering the neighborhood, myself included. I was summoned for interrogation at the police station together with my husband. I took my youngest children, Sara and Adam with me. One of the settler leaders accused me of attacking him. My fingerprints were taken and a DNA test was done to me. They took cell samples from inside my mouth. My husband and I were asked to pay NIS 5000 each as bail.  

Settlers claim that the land on which our house is built belonged to Jews a long time ago but they have not been able to come up with documented proof in the Court. We have been living under fear of eviction since 2002 when I first heard that settlers are claiming the land was theirs. We were handed an eviction order in April 2002. We quietly emptied the house and put up a tent on the side walk and lived in it for six months. But when the Court could not prove that the house did not belong to us we broke the locks that the police had put on our doors and moved back in. Court sessions took forever. They kept delaying a decision. In 2008 we were issued another eviction order. On July 28th, 2009 Israeli military showed up in four military jeeps in front of our house. They came to our house at 11 in the morning and handed us a notice that said we were going to be evicted within a month. A few days later we were evicted.

Immediately after the eviction the Palestinian Authority rented hotel rooms for us. We all had to stay in one small room. It was better than being on the street but it was very difficult to cope. I had no privacy. My children did not have enough space to play and do their homework. After repeatedly asking the Palestinian Authority for help, they finally offered to pay the rent of an apartment for one year. This was after we had already spent three months in the tent n the street. A modest apartment in Jerusalem costs at least $800 a month. I have no idea how we will manage. We are slowly buying new furniture and other things that we need for the new house. We have very little income. 

I am very worried about my children. They are not doing well at school. They are unable to concentrate on homework. My son Abdullah, who is in third grade, went to school without doing his homework on the day the police destroyed our tent. My son Muhammad is refusing to go to school unless we go back to live in our house. Adam spends a lot of time in school crying. He wants to be alone and does not cooperate with the teacher. He was recently moved to a class for children with special needs because he could not cope in a regular class.  Life is very hard and I don’t know what the future will bring but I don’t want anybody to pity me.  All I want is to be able to go back and live in my own house.



