Tuesday, June 11, 1991, 22:45

I'm stationed somewhere west of Ramallah at a small outpost more or less in the middie of an
Arab village. We've been here a bit over 24 hours, we being the command of our plugah. The rest
arrive tomorrow afternoon when we accept full responsibility for the territory where we're stationed,
and the miluimnikim whom we're replacing will be released. Today I had close to nothing to do and I
allowed myself the luxury of reading a book from start to finish. Since I slept well last night and caught
a nap this afternoon I'm hardly tired, so having now finished the book I feel like starting to write, but
on the other hand, even without being particularly tired, I'm probably ready to sleep.

About fifteen of us from our plugah {of about 60 altogether) enlisted eatly, basically to learn the
territory before the others arrive. Our plugah is separated from the rest of our g'dud which is stationed
around Hebron We'll be functioning as an “independent” plugah, meaning that we'll have limited
contact with the different g'dud that's stationed in this area which has more or less formal
responsibility for us.

Wednesday, June 12, 13.00

I wasted this morning waiting with one of the jeeps of our plugah while it had it's weekly check-
up and repairs. [ went along with the driver — at least two people have to be in each military vehicle
when it's on the road. And now it's the funch break and there's still a good deal of work to be done on
the jeep. In other words, this is a rather boring way to waste a day. We're at the central headquarters of
the area command in Ramallah where there’s a large garage responsible for all military vehicles in the
area, and this being the lunch break we ate in one of the dining halls here and then found a spot of
grass to relax on before the mechanics return to work.

We were here two days ago for a briefing from the area commander and then from various other
- officers who gave us an overview on the area and the nature of our job. While he spoke he stood in
front of a large map of the area on which the Jewish settlements were boldly emphasized, with their
names clearly written. Only when you stand very close to the map can you make out the Arab villages
{and towns} and their names. In the entire area there are about 250,000 Arabs and 25,000 Jews, though
you wouldn't know that from looking at the map. The area commander gave us an overview of
activities in the area which was somewhat problematic. On the one hand he has an interest in the area
being quiet, but if he describes it as too quiet then there really isn't much challenge in being
commander of the area. So he's caught in a bit of a bind.

On the other hand, a good deal depends on how you look at things. Occasional incidents of stone
throwing by teenagers, even if accasional means every other day, don't define the area as hot, but two
incidents in one maonth of gunfire directed at the army or at Jewish settlers perhaps do. This area
commander probably also knows from experience that though many of the soldiers who serve in his
area are interested only in things staying quiet, numerous others are frustrated by not being able to
perform as soldiers. He thus seeks out new forms of “action” which will allow his soldiers to feel like
soldiers.

One of those actions is a novel method of trying to catch stone throwers. The basic idea is an
ambush in which one jeep pretends to get Jost near a village, and when kids come out to throw stones,
a second jeep, stationed at a distance, can shoot a live bullet from a rifle with a telescopic lens at the leg
of an identified stone-thrower. The injured kid won't be able to run away, and when the other kids
scatter the first jeep will be able to take the kid prisoner. After the briefing Yossi R, our leftist sergeant,
and [ looked at at each other in disbelief — this is the scrt of intelligent response to kids throwing
stones that the army has been able to come up with since we were last in the territories. We've since
learned that this tactic has been tried a number of times, though special permission and training is
required before taking action. I don't doubt that it succeeded in catching a few stone-throwers, though
I'm definitely dubious about whether it brought about a decline in stone throwing.

As we were on our way from the briefing to our outpost we passed Yad Yair — a new military
outpost established after Yair Mendlesohn, a settler in one of the settlements of the area, was killed at
that spot in an ambush about half a year ago. One of our plugah members cynically remarked that in
another half year it will be a civilian settlement that we'll have to guard — an interesting comment,
considering that the person making it lives in the territories himself (though of course for the “quality
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of life” they offer) and can't be accused of having any left leanings.
Thursday, June 13, 16:15

I've had a slight change of venue, but it seems to me that in order to best describe where I am
now [ should first give a better description of where I've been until now.

Last October we were stationed at the Tulkarem refugee camp which was adjacent ta the town of
Tulkarem. Tulkarem is perhaps two kilometers to the east of the green line, meaning that we were
hardly outside of Israel proper. (Then again, lsrael itself, and the west bank just next to it, are
sutiiciently small to make even the areas farthest from the green line quite close.) But the Tulkarem
retugee camp felt as though it was light years away from my everyday reality. The refugee camp was
approximately 400 x 600 meters large, with about 12,000 residents.

The area our plugah is presently responsible for stretches from about four kilometers east of
Ramallah for about twelve kilometers to the west, until the green line. Our jurisdiction, if it can be
called that, runs north, from about seven kilometers north of the green line, where the western
outskirts of Jerusalem are situated, for about twelve kilometers. This is rural, hilly territory, with
numerous small and medium sized villages dotting the landscape. I don't know the total population,
but it'’s probably similar to that of the entire Tulkarem refugee camp. On the whole it's a calm and
quiet area, though of course no area in the territories has been really quiet during these three and a
half years of Intifada. On the other hand, things look very similar to how they looked ten or fifteen
years ago when, as civilians, we would go on tiyulim in this area, hiking to springs or walking through
riverbeds filled with bustanim — fruit tree gardens might perhaps be the best translation. And just as
then we hardly thought twice before walking through the village, or buying fruit in the village market,
or even of eating the fruit on the trees (after all, this was conquered territory, and even if you didn't
wan to behave like the conqueror, you found it very easy to do so), today we wouldn't consider not
patrolling in groups, armed, frequently checking behind us to be sure that nobody is sneaking up on
us.

Thursday, 1815

I've been writing while standing watch at our outpost, and then a little more than an hour ago
went on a short tiyul around the area — mostly as a display of our presence. Now that I'm back on
watch | can pick up where [ left off. And that's quite desirable, seeing as how I still haven't explained
where [ am.

Our plugah, about fifty people altogether, not counting those on leave, is stationed in three
different outposts within the area I've described. In order to best understand where these outposts are
located, it’s important that I describe one more characteristic of the area we're in — numerous small
Jewish settlements. To get to these seitlernents — three in our immediate are, and altogether around
ten or twelve in and around the full area of our jurisdiction — it's necessary to travel on roads that go
through a number of villages, and often, so we've been told, stones or perhaps molotov cocktails are
thrown at the Israeli vehicles on their way to and from the settlements. Israel is presently aliocating
large sums of money for roads which will bypass these villages, thus helping make the settlements
desirable places to live not only for the ideologically motivated but also for those who want cheap
suburban housing — and no contact with a hostile Arab population And this is what's referred to as
the goal of peaceful co-existence in official Israeli propaganda.

So our three outposts are located by villages that the main roads pass through. These aren't
necessarily particularly hostile villages, though there certainly is no special reason for them to be
friendly. Their location is what's important, not their behavior. One particular village in our area is
known for being extremely hostile, and we have orders not to enter it unless told otherwise. This is
another sort of co-existence — since the village isn't on a road of any consequence, it's best to let well
enough alone.

In order to ensure that we don't go off the main roads and by taking 2 wrong turn enter an
unfriendly village — with uncomfortable consequences, mounds of dirt or stones have been set up at
the wrong turns. Israelis in general (Israeli Jews?) and the army in particular know that they’re not to
go past these roadblocks. Within larger, urban, areas, like Ramallah, the main roads that lead to places
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that the army has to get to (command headquarters, for instance) have a vellow line painted on them,
and our insiructions are to always travel on the road with the yellow line. These precautions are the
result of experience — people who have made the wrong turn-off have run into ambushes,
Testerday, as ['ve already mentioned, | accompanied a jeep to Ramallah for it's weekly check-up
and repair. The driver and [ didn’t have & map, and hadn't made the trip before unac:comp;anied, orin
daylight. [ have a good sense of direction and rarely get lost, and | trust myself on this. Sll, we had a
rather uncomfortable feeling when, on the way back, the driver thought we were on the wrong road.

[hese aren't exactly times in which an Israeli soldier can ask directions to his outpost from Arab
villagers whom he meets along the way.

Thursday, 21.00

Until a couple of months ago a plugah stationed in this area would have been divided inta two
outposts — the one [ wes at until this morning, and another by another village farther west. Both these
outposts house around 25 people, and the basic work is patrolling the area, day and night, Though
these outposts are situated in villages, they don't really have contact with them.

This isr't the case with the outpost I'm at in ‘Ein 'Arich. 'Ein 'Arich is today a quiet, even
picturesque, village with a spring in its center tu which everybody comes to fill buckets of water and
bring them back home since the village isn't connected to a central water supply. It would undoubtedly
be nicer to have running water at home, but the village doesn't really seem particularly poor. But Il
try and describe more of the village at another time. What's presently important is the fact that though
this is a quiet village it apparently wasn't always that way. Though [ doubt that ‘Ein 'Arich was ever a
particularly hostile village, stones have been thrown at vehicles passing through, and from where
we're stationed we can readily see the ruins of two houses, said to have belonged to “terrorists” and
because of that destroyed by army authorities. I'm stationed an the roof of a house overlooking & turn
in the road in the center of the village. The house, of course, was confiscated by the army, and the roof
15 now an outpost for six soldiers whase job it is to show their presence in order that the village
remain quiet, Thus we sit on our roof and watch the goings on, and a couple of times each day we
stroll around, Since at present ail is quist, we're apparently performing our job well. And as for me,
political considerations aside for the moment, I'm in a beautiful spot where [ can enjoy the view and
occasionally be outside on rather relaxing and enjovable tiyulim. And since there are only six of us
here it's quiet and comfortable — the sort of spot | always like to get to on miluim, and rarely do
anymore since ['ve been the plugah medic and thus almost always situated in the central outpost of
our plugah.

Friday, June 14, 13:30

One of our responsibilities here is seeing to it that the bus from Jerusalem to one of the
settlements, and back, gets through 'Ein 'Arich without any problems. A patrol of three soldiers on a
jeep meets the bus near Ramallah and follows it until the settlement and back as one sort of protection
— though since the bus is much faster than the jeep, by the time the jeep gets to us the bus has already
passed almost five minutes =arlier. We also send out a patrol on foot, three or four soidiers, who by
showing their presence in the village are supposed to prevent stone throwing. Once again, considering
that since we've been here all has been quiet, perhaps the system works. From the time the bus passes
in one direction until it returns in the other perhaps half an hour can transpire, and since the bus is
almost always around ten minutes late, in order to show our presence in the village for the few
seconds during which the bus passes, the patrol has to be in the villags for about 45 minutes, All of
this, by the way, is for a bus which since we've been here has had no more than five passengers, and
usually less, at any one time.

fust waiting around for the bus for that long a tiime can be quite baring, so we take the
oppartunity to wander a bit around the village. This is also an opportunity for us to fill a few bottles
with the clear and tasty water of the village spring and perhaps buy a watermelon at the Mom and Pop
store right next to it. Or perhaps we'll simply sit in the shade of some of the fruit trees in one of the
village’s many bustanim (the figs aren't really ripe yet).

All this is still, of course, necupation. We give our neighbors our leftover bread and vegetables
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at}d get large tasty pitot in return. We have the ripest fruit on the trees pointed out to us, or perhaps
when we want 10 get from one terrace to another, but the terraces are fenced off, someone will
obligingly show us where the not so obvious opening is. The young girls at the spring flash friendly
smiles when they take our empty bottles and fill them for us. We say “please” and “thank you” and
perhaps a few other phrases or sentences that we know in Arabic. But we're walking around with
rifles, our outposts is heavily protected by a barbed-wire ferce, and we peer uninvited into the daily
lives of the villages inhabitants with our binoculars, or wander uninvited through their yards and
gardens, and an Israeli flag flies from our cutpost atop a confiscated house in a manner which the
people of the village must unavoidably define as provocative and threatening. No question about it,
this is’ definitely occupation.

Though, considering the circumstances, I'm stationed at a very comfartable spot where it's
possible to get lots of sleep, and to read and write a lot, when the opportunity presents itself to explore
the territory on foot, I almost always jump at that opportunity. Thus yesterday afternoon, when the
bus had to be “protected”, three of us took a long walk through the bustanim of the village, observing
the basic, but effective, irrigation system, and recalling how not too long ago a tiyul such as this could
be made without weapons. We also walked pleasurably through part of the residential district.

This morning we decided to take advantage of the fact that the day still wasn't too hot, and we
climbed the hill behind the village to the south. The sergeant of our outpost, Yossi R, had heard a
religious member of our plugah remark that from the vantage point of the top of the hills he had
understood once again why we can't give up any part of Eretz Yisrael, (I think that what he mostly
meant was that from a high vantage point one can see how small Israel is, and thus in need of the
territories, but he probably also meant that one could get a feel for a geographical, and thus indivisible,
whole, mixed as well with the pastoral, perhaps Biblical imore on that another time] beauty of the
area.) Yossi remarked that who knows, maybe if we'd climb up to the top and catch the view, we'd
finally understand as well. Since [ wanted to see the view anyway, and since until then “because it's
there” was about the only other reasan I had for making the trek, I decided to willingly suspend my
disbelief and entertain the possibility of being convinced. Though the view was definitely very
impressive (and the figs at the top of the hill — an incline of about 150 meters — riper than those in
the bustanim of the river bed) we weren't convinced,

On the way back to our outpast we passed through part of the village and noticed that although
everyone takes water from the spring, a rather basic form of internal plumbing has developed. Some
of the water is pumped uphill, and then goes via pipes and hoses to people’s homes. Others carry large
cuantities of water to their homes, and fill large tanks with pipes attached to them. [ really don’t know
what peaple do about toilets, and we have the same problem. Though our conditions are on the whele
excellent, to relieve ourselves we have to venture outside, walk about thirty or more meters along a
terrace, find a clean spot, and go to work. This is actually quite comfortable, and after all, field toilets
are never more than holes in the ground anyway, so there’s not much difference. But [ suppose that
it's not supposed to be very becoming for the occupier to be caught with his pants down — that can
perhaps cause the occupied to think that we're no better than they are.

Shabbat, June 15, 1345

During my watch yesterday [ took the opportunity to do a good deal of writing, and then in the
late afternoon the Shabbat newspapers arrived (at least parts of scme of them artived) and we read
them and [ also finished the book [ was reading, Last night 1 was on guard duty for our early shift, from
2100 until midnight. This meant that [ could comfortably go to sleep at a rather logical hour and sleep
at least until 06:00. I slept until after 0700 and woke quite refreshed. A short while ago I tried to nap a
bit, but discovered that [ wasn't tired. Before guarding last night I replaced part of a patrol for about an
hour and in that way caught a ride to our plugah where I was able to phone Tzippi. She wasn't home,
but [ reached Bennie and Ruchama who promised to tell her I'd called to wish her Shabbat Shalom.

Since close to nothing happens here of major significance I don't find myself falling behind on
writing, but on the cther hand I've been making notes about numerous items that deserve mention
and it seems that on these I've got some catching up to do.

In one of the Shabbat papers [ read a report on a B'Tzelem investigation on the death of a
fourteen year old boy on Tuesday or Wednesday.
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shabbat, 16:00

My writing was interrupted by a visit | ol our patrals. [U's the patrol’s responsibility to be on
2 roads, ready to be called to wheraver nacessary on immediate natice. Statistica ily anything can
naﬂpen at any time in any area of our responstbility with the same ¢ degree of ptobabl ity, meaning that
unless the patroi has some speciiic responsibility that requires that it be somewhere in particular, it

doesn't really matter where the patrol is. Basicaily for that reason the patrol has been sitting and

visit ‘“b wm us for the past twa hours, and has .ml left while ['ve been witting this sentence. During

had conversations wilh Al il uree D:’ii"@“ﬁ&‘ﬂ and was thus imore or less
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WITing, | was repiaced on watch about fifteen minutes befare the pati ol left.
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i to which we're presently
st of where I'm situated. (Most of our

- n, ours, was exchanged with one plugah from the g'dud
uasoonsxme for this area. The g'dud we're with 1s from the tank corps, and at a rather hlgh decision
making level it was decided thal an infantry unit should be kept in this area as well, thus the

xchange. The official army version of the boy's death is that he was throwing stones at a patrol and
that the patrol followed the prescribed guidelines in trying to stop and arrest him. Though 1 have little
faith in the army when it comes to explaining away mistakes, [ have to admit that this particular story
is too far fetched to have thL honor of being considered seriously. Army policy, as explained to us in
our briefings, is that only if we're in immediate danger can we open fire on stone throwers, and that
only if they appear to be above the -_-nge of 16 We're not even supposed to chase atter them if they run
away, let along shoot at them. Seemg as now the boy killed was shat from behind, he must have been
munning away, and it he was running away, ihen according to army orders it was forbidden to shoot
hirm, That the p1ese=1t official version Is absurd is obvious, How long we'll have to wait for a new
version isn't clear,

One of today’s patrolees with whom | -'~'1'~tv--\ri is a religious rightist and close friend who enjoys
ing with me. Today he chose to attack B'Tzelem for being one-sided, meaning anti-Israel. He told
mie aboul a teft, kibbutznik, triend of his who has connections to army investigations who has told

thes . s work, He then of course waited for me to say
em nad neither the resources, nor the authority, to
iong, and that o therefore had to do its best ta raise questions about army
nvestigations and demand that they be more than only whitewashes. Dut there wasn’t much point in
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[ should ud that U‘mc em quotes a friend of the killed 20y uﬁo was with him at the time of the
r:»;ing From what's written in the papers, the boy seems to claim that they weren't even thrawing
stones. This may be true, an gh it seems to me much more ?‘:-e'.l.csvab}e that they were. | also don’t
think that an admission of stone throwing should in any way diminish the believability of the boy's
story. And it certainly makes sense that Paiestinian youths throw stones avery so often at Israeli
patrols. ) o

I, by the way, am otten “accused” of preparing reports for B'Tzelem when I'm seen writing, which

s guite frequently. [ always respond that T .L e happy to report on any inappropiiate actions with
which [ come in contact. [ also add that my :,:-:,ijc-:. fon ;.1n t to any particular inappropriate action,
though of course I'm against "exaggerated s, but ta the conguest in general,

For the appmmmatr}v five days lhal we've been here things have been very quiet. Last night one
of our patrols met with a roadbiock of burning tires near Ramallah, but it seems that this was dealt
with quickly and rather easily. (We haven't vet spoken with the patrol of last night in order to gel
more details, but from the reports that we received on the field radio during the “incident” things
were taken care of quickly and without con ipncations,) L cant bunk aof any olner incldenis here thal
would suggest (hat we can't expect a rather guiet month. Then again, the shooting of this boy may

1EIWISLE,

ralso be am i
{to the other pa reful, because it seemed that the residents were
organizing some sort of demonstration eard this on the field radio and intervened. From where
we were stationed all was quiet except for a vegetable vendar advertising his wares via a loudspeaker

Jﬂ passed through our village

il soontot

minumal, 1991, a5



bic bamynle g . . T S | Tuic tha el et i i ;
on his truck, andd many people gatherng around (o buy, This the patral idertified as the siart of a

( trouble you can find it in even the most innocent

demonstration. It tumns out that if vou want to fii
of situations.

Parts of the Shabbat papers relate to new developments within the leadership of the Palestinians
in the territories. During this past week a public forms was held in Fast Jerusalem in which much of
the mid-level leadership in the territories criticized the too rampant Palestinian violence, most
frequently visible in the killing of people accused of collaborating with Israeli authorities. I'm not
really surprised that this sort of thing happens since on the one hand Israel has tried to prevent any
responsible leadership irom developing in the lerritones, while on the other a street class of gangs and
' i nict has filled the vacuum by translating its regular
2 tening to note that a reaction to this s developing,
Since 1@ Intiiada a bad name in the international press, the new
leadership is willing to hang out its dirty laundry in public, expecting and hoping for sympathy for this
new tactic ot public criticism. (American [ews an the whole are still caught in the dirty laundry
syndrome and don't do miuch of a service to Israel by not being critical of what we're doing)

lsrael claims that the Intifada is deteriorating (and has been making this claim off and on for
about the full three and a half years it's been going). The Palestinians claim that what's taking place is a
regrouping of forces, a seeking of means to allow the Intifada to continue without it having too trying
effect on people’s lives. In other wards, they're trying to dig in for the long haul. I tend to believe
that they're right. And for the moment it seems that things will remain relatively quiet, until
something happens to making things explode agai
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During today tour of the six of us stationed here joined, in lwo different shifts, numerous others
from our plugah who swam in the pool of a moshav in the westernmost portion of the area of our
responsibility. [ chose not to go. On the whole [ don't really enjoy swimiming in pools, though without
a doubt two hours m a pool would have been a much more enjoyable way of spending my time than
simply staying here. My main reason for not going, however, was political — though that’s hard for
most of the people I'm with to understand. 5o hard, in fact, that we hardly get into discussions or
arguments about it — it's simply outside of their world of considerations. The mashav is, of course,
focated in the territories, and though it certainly doesn't turn to me in order to gain legitimacy, 1 still

; sid doing anything that bestows that legitimacy. For personal reasons [ didn't refuse o serve
this time. ['ve discussed these with some © mds, and they're understanding, but they also seem
tly, to my mind) rather apathetic tu my personal dilemma. On the one hand, for the vast majority
o therm, serving in the territories raises absaolutely no moral dilernimas, and on the other, they can
rather disinterestedly respond to me "what does it interest me what you thought of doing, or think
you should do —you're here now, énd that's what counts.” And in many ways, they'd be right.

Before these miluim [ sent letters io my g'dud and plugah commanders, explaining to them
without going into the details of 12 egnancy and the tests yet to be performed, that though I'd
quite definitely made up my mind this time that | would refuse, for personal reasons [ really couldn't
allow myself that moral luxury under the present circumstances:

iy o

Monday, May 27, 1891
Dear Khanhar

Among the many things that I'd planned 1o do around now, sitting down to write you a letter
wasr't one of them. Toward the end of the school year and the beginning of the summer it's natural
that one think of more pleasant fopics than a month a miluim in the territories. But on second
thought. perhaps it was unavoidable that this letter would be written. The reality of the State of
lsrasl at the end of the twentieth century will conunue, apparently, to be a reality of rule over
another people, and my reflactions an my place within that reality will continue to be refleciions of
doubt and of painiul deaisions. approaching mijuim get closer | once again am writing

You a

letter.

t's hard for ms (o explain precisely what happened that brought about a change and caused
me ultimately to serve in our last miluim. Perhaps more than anything else | was curious to see with
my own syes what service in the territories was like, and thus your argument that before | could
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refuse i should first knov what it was like first hand impressed me. | was influenced as well, as you
knew before those miluim. by the feeling of belonging to my plugah with all that that impliss about
commitments to fiiends and to a fighting unit. You also knew thai | didn't see refusal to serve as a
political soluticn, but instead only a last personal refuge of conscience from an impossible
situation. And yet, even though you probably thought that in the end | reached the correct decision,
the feeling thal I'd made an incorrect decision continued to irouble me.

This isn't to say that i feit somry about my decision to serve. It's clear to me that to a certain
extent | owed to myself this meeting with service in the territories, and | admit that | learned a lot
from it. it's hard to say that those miluim in the territories left a particular mark on me, other than a
deep fesling of the banality of the occupation. In this light it's important for me to emphasize that |
don't see the soldiers who serve in the territones as monsters or as blood thirsty criminals. | had
contact with many scoldiers who mads an effort 1o behave in a humane manner during their service,
and it sesms to me that as far as this was possible, they succesded in this effort. There were times
when | felt a need i¢ interfere and {o ry and restrain certain behaviors (mostly in the cases of

conscripts who were serving w;th us) but | learned that under the prevalling conditions and the
axcitement of action it's very hard to influence another soldier.

But these thoughts are begude the point. Above all eise | went to our previous miluim with the
deep set feeling that | wasn't furthering lerael’s security but was instead being an accessory 1o the
weakening ot the true security of the Slate. This feeling stood out above all others that | felt during
those miluim, and it's the central one in my conscioushess and my memaory when | have to once
again consider serving in the ternicries.

About two weeks ago | spoke on the phones with Yossi Peretz and explained to him my
misgivings. To a certain extent he was surprised since we'd already gone through one month
together in the territories and he didn 't identify signs of particular suffering by me. Still, he has
already grown to know me, and my inclinations. He suggested that | start this miluim and that |
check by myseli if | want to continue or if | want to be court martialed. | explained to him, as I'd
explained to you last summer, that the way | see thungs, it's much more sericus to refuse during our
serwce {han itisb er‘c;re we siart. (C»‘al profi -:u,“J me that in his opinion these aren’t miluim like in

Lebanan ed his suggestion.
"l'?"ﬁ H(Jr sonal consid «{iun:‘s, I'm inclined to accept his offer, even
thougn my 118 that | should refuse to serve from the very beginning. There's never a
particuia s time to sit in a military prison, but for me this corning month is a particularly

map{ﬁﬁn‘_n: raz:- U,m»::- Tod_ay mo i in the past, {'m very aware of the fact that we live not only in a
world of values and ideas, but also in a warld of personal relations and of commitments and
responsibilities, and that compromise is ofren the only means by which 1o bridge between these
iwo worlds,

Each day of the past few weeks has been a day of questioning, of doubt and of personal
reflection. mysell torn between diffsrent realms of responsibility and commitment. It seems that
things will continue that w vay until the day we enlist, and perhaps during our miluim as weil. In the
meantime, it was my responsibility to share my thoughts with you.

Sincerely.

But unlike my last miluim, refusing or not refusing to serve isw't much of a topic of discussion.

I've already noted that 'Ein’Arich is a quiet and picturesque village, but [ haven't really described
it. The village is built around two sides of a road running east to west. The road runs along a river bed
which is of course the lowest part of the village. On each side the hills rise about 150 meters, with the
populated area rising for about a third of that, anci not muc:.'h mote than 100 meters in either direction
frorn the spring The bustanim are situated to the west, Although the houses go in both directions, the
bustanim are only in the direction of the flow of the water. On the southern side most of the buildings
are concreta, while on the northern side more are from stone, We're on the northern side.

f xﬁ“@“rincly the village is both Chnstian ar cslem with the Christians on the north, the Moslems
on the south, Abave us s a church with rather hollow and umrnpre sive bells, while right in front of
us, bullt an top of the spring is the mos sometimes the mu'azin has a full and convincing voice,

milivmijowmal, 1991, p.7



while at other times we hear a recording which is filled with static. Though I'm far from an authority

et

on mu'azins, | think [ heard some Bulgaran or other Balkan thythms and motlfs in some of what I've
neard here, while at other times, the cries sound much more mainstream Arabic. This may be because
of the mixing of Moslem and Greek Orthodox cultures, but it may simply be that I'm mistaken and
that all of what I've heard is “mainstream’”.

Picturesque and pastoral are good descriptions of the village, but without a doubt one of the most
accurate descriptions is “Biblical”. This is particularly so because a good deal of the life of the village
focuses around the spring in its center. During the day, and especially toward evening, women come to
fill buckets of water that they carry back home on their heads. Children also fill buckets, and play
around with the water. ['ve seen boys with wagons {or the buckets going back and forth, and it looks as
though this i3 a privilege reserved only for malgs,

Though I don't have any statistics, my guess is (hal there are about 700 people living in the
village. During the day we don't see many men. They're probably away at work, many of them in
Israel. Sometimes we see them getting home from work via Arab buses, and toward evening we see
them walking along the main street, often with their children. At present the daylight continues until
aiter 20:0C. By 21:00 everybody seems to be at home, and by 23.00 almost all the lights have been shut
off. At that time, if the dogs aren’t barking, or the frogs not croaking the gurgling of the spring comes
through loud and clear, and it's a peaceful and caiming souncl.

It's hard to avaid the description of Biblical. Yesterday afterncon a patrol visited us and looked
out on the village and the spring and was impressed and pleased with the view. One of the soldiers
started to say something about the similarity to Ya'acaov and Rachel when another interrupted him
and remarked that the village was something right out of an Indiana Jones movie — thus revealing a
culturally rich and literarily deep pool of associations.

A couple of days ago we noticed a group of women sitting on the ground at the cemetery above
the village. Perhaps fifty peopie congregated there, with some young boys bringing date palm leaves
which they left near a grave. This dici't seein 10 be a funeral, but rather some sort of memorial
service. At the same tiime someone was distributing cakes from a large tray down below next to the
mosgue. It seemed as though he brought them up to the cemetery, distributing them to everyone
along the way.

Today [ noticed a boy and girl of about 16 in very western dress strolling together through the

this, though it may not at all have been out of the ordinary.
They weren't holding hands, just strolling together. On the whole there’s a rich mix of traditional and
 dress in the village, Many of the married women cover their hair, though I don't think that

ninl &

>

village. This was the only time ['ve s

el
all of them do. Since there's someone on almast each patrol that visits here who remarks that he'd be
happy to live here, it's fair to ask how many of the village's residents want to continue living here, and
how many would prefer to move to a more western and technologically advanced setting I don't
really have any way of answering that question, but [ wani to be careful not to to wrongly assume that
the peaple living here have chosen to have a taid-back life style. lt's more than only possible that they
would be happy to make some technological improvements in their village which might make it less
picturesque but more amenable to a comfortable, modern life style,

Perhaps the most interesting scene that [ noticed today was what seemed to be a family visit. At
first [ noticed a girl of about 16, in very western dress (meaning mostly very tight jeans) and a camera,
wandering around one of the houses near us. After a while I saw what seemed to be her two younger
sisters since they were dressed quite distinctly differently from the other girls in the house. It seemed as
though they were being shown around, and then same obligatory family pictures were taken. I had the
feeling that the girls were visiting their grandparents since a considerably older couple in traditional
dress was posing in the family pictures, I don’t know if the girls were visiting from the city, or perhaps
even from abroad. (I think it's already summer vacation in the States, whereas in the Arab school
system of [srael today was a school day, though since these giris are on the Christian side of the village,
perhaps they have Shabhat off where they live. But, though the scene definitely interested me, all this
18 pure conjecturs.

1 16, 1545, at home

Sunday, |t

[ arrived home at around 1315 and have since had time to eat unch, shower, catch up on the
mail, and visit with Tzippi who is presently out teaching and attending to various other tasks. And
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this gives me a chance to do some catching up that [ was about to get around {o this morning when [
was replaced earlier than I'd expected by someone returning from leave and 1 was thus able to start out
on my way home.

This was at about 10:30. I'd slept until §00 and then fried eggs and made some salad for a few of
us, and we simply sat around and talked. At first this was only Yossi K. and myself, and since our
political apinions are very similar we were able to use that base for jumping off into cultural issues in
general. Much of what we talked about YF‘VONEQ around how the occupation is or isn't reflected in
leraeli culture and and how tt's effected the dall y lives of not cmly the Palestinians but of ourselves as
well. This could have flared into a healed political argument when another member of our plugah
woke up and joined us, and almost catching the drift of the conversation, started to try and explain to
us why peace with the Arabs (“Palestinians” is a bit too sophisticated a word for him) was an
impossibility. He by the way even tried to convines us that the present peace with Egypt wasn't really
peace. It took a little while, but by not taking the bait and thus avoiding getting into an argument we
succeeded in getting across to him that not eve "vthing was reducible to simplistic slogans. One small
victory for reason? [ doubt it.

At about 1030 [ decided that I'd replace the person on guard duty at the time since though he still
nad perhaps another hour to guard, [ was going home taday and could afford to put in some time
guarding Besides, it would give me an opportunity to do some writing. But it was then that I received
word that [ was about to be picked up to be brought back to the central base of our plugah and from
there catch aride into Israel

Before falling asleep last night, at around 02:00 after two hours of guard duty and an interesting
evening tiyul that I'll return to Jater, [ asked myself why I was going into so much detail about this
viliage. I think that the answer has only parily to do with the fact that for a number of hours a day 1 sit
perched above much of the village and peer into people’s lives. There's very little of importance
toward Israel’s security that I can expect to find through watching the village, and the army seems to
realize this since unlike at outposts on the borders we're not asked to write down what we see or make
reports out of which military intelligence will try and make sense. To a large extent our main task is
thal of intimidating the people in the village by constantly reminding them that we're here and
watching them whether they like it or not. Through our binoculars we can readily follow people’s
ity activities. It's easy to look at the faces of the people (mostly women) who come o the spring to fill
thelr buckets with water, or peer into {il winciows after nightfall. Almost all of us here have said that
we've felt embarrassed when someone we'ie watching looks up and waiches us watching him/ her.

So in part the reason | write aboul what [ see in the village is that observing the village is a main
part of my job and thus fills up a good deal of my time. But [ think that it's precisely as a result of that
job that [ actually go into detail about what I'm observing The ariny, after all, doesn't really care what
goes on in 'Ein 'Arich, unless it’s of significance to Israel's security. When | write down what I'm
observing about people’s lives I'm in some small way giving them back their personalities; I'm
resisting seeing them in the solely black and white terms of for us or against us which the occupation
forces onto both sides of this contlict. Writing down my observations of the village helps me to
avercame some of the dehumanization of the occupation.

Last night we almost had the opportunity for some “action”. Not that any of us were particuiarly
interested in said action, but we're not the ones 1T:a"»<1'ng the decisions. The residents of the Jewish
settlernents who have to pass through 'Ein "Asich to get to their settlements have been complaining
that Motz'ei Shabbat, when guests leave for their homes and settlers return from a Shabbat away from
the settlements, is the night when the most stones are thrown at them. The second in command of
our plugah (the first was away at home, preparing for exams) decided that we should offer these
settlers whatever aid we could. A number of activities were prepared throughout our area of
responsibility, and at 'Ein "Arich four of us wandered around the village and on the road from around
22:15 until 23:30, the times when the bus from Jerusalem was supposed Lo go back and forth through
the village. Our orders were to catch stone throwers, if possible, to stop cars with license plates from
the territories and check the identification cards of the people in them, and to stop and question
anyone wandering around the village during that tme.

We had a bit of a hard time relating seriously to this assignment since we were quite convinced
that almost no cars would be on the roacls, no stones would be thrown, and nobody would even be
outside at that time. We jolungly prepared tor the venture as though we were preparing for a trek into
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thern borders, Such a trek can
s planning whereas we knew that this particular outing
would be little more than a hike. In the end things went as we'd known they would, and attogether we
had a rather pleasant nighttime hike through the village — nothing more,
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be dangerous and demands
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Shabbet, June 22,1991, 1030

Since ['ve been at home throughout alimost this entire week perhaps this should be a separate
letter instead of part of my miluim ot nal, bu i.’* s not just the ch-rono‘iom'cai continuity that makes

.m

¥ il Though I've been comfortably at home
throughout the week T've still very consciously been m mdmm as weﬂ Partly this is due to speaking
with people, telling ther ere I'm located, heanng from them where they last were, and the fike. It
listen to news reports —there'’s a certain ﬁmﬁef‘hacy that some reports can
take on that perhaps aren't felt when they're not about to have a direct effect on you,

Nat that this was often the case h; week, but it was certainly something +hat [ felt. There have
been a numiber of nepur‘ durnig this week of leave that suggest unrest in the territories — unrest that
may be reflected in what's luppoim'g whete U'm stationed — but on the whole things have been quist,
But more thar :ne 2 reasons, miluim, whether m the termtonies or not, have a way of interrupting
ang's ife. And 1 very distinctly felt that while on leave this week. | think that everyone has the
sensation, when stationed somewhere in miluim, of time going by mr'rec;ubly slowly. There's a certain
drabness to even the mast “interesting” miluin which makes them feel almost endless. But when you
get home on leave you somehow feel that the true reality is what you've left behind and that you've
‘»‘ct\.nmed home for only a short break from it So even though [ accomplished a nuimber of things
during this week | was cth-'\lq)-':: distinctly aware of the fact that this was “in between” time.

["tock” a week of leave now, even thaugh it ‘nnbdnly means that ['ll be almost a full three weeks
back with my plugah, u\lwulu leavs-,, until the end of these miluim, because il seems as though this is
the most definite time that | can be home. A couple of the other m~d1t: in my plugah have pre-
arranged leaves because of their st andl it looks as though I'll be needed for the remainder of our
.l.rm[h i Lh s told my plueah ¢ chances were very 1'1 m‘that 1r4 ne ai:; etu get out

> inciude my "-.rL',s‘i'h'-f it '-.JLH.I.‘ as part

pweent

atsa has to do with the way

. tive” duiy in the plugah, and that commands a
Celialh aimount of reapeu 50 fow I'm nnnhm;_ up this, under the arcumatances, week, and [ can only

be hopeful that [ won't have difficulty digg B f ahead of ma
ttwas pled T‘&I iirom returnad brought encouraging
5 with Vca ftl g full all-clear (as much as that's
) hoken about the _rjt;issﬁm ity that once that all-clear is

given 1l be able to rerusez tcs setve the remainder of iy imilulin, fhough both of us are quite aware of
the fact that there isn't much sense in declaring that [ want to be court martialed after about 3/4 of my
month and at that titne to take the chance of still being sentenced to a full month of jail. Then again,
there are those wha will claim that there’s no sense in refusing at all since it doesn't accomplish
any‘tﬁmv and ultimately only causes me to suffer. Actually, what disturbs me most, as I think it did as
well during my last miluim n the territories, 15 the fact that #t's incredibly easy to adjust to the role
thrust on me of being an accupler. Without too much difficulty 1 can explain away my actions,
claiming that my present role of occupier is (compared to what?) rather innocuous and not autrightly
hurtful, And of caurse that's & basic part of the problem — the occupation has become nothing if not
banal, and banality is perhaps among the hardest things to overcome simply because it's seemingly so
inoftensive. One of the people who serves with me will soon be moving his family to one of the
rev uasx »Ves’r bank sett lcn‘ents (R'vava) — une of those set up {launtingly by the Israeli govemvnent ta
. Tho s particular {riend is no doubt aware of the extent to
1 political act, most of the people I'm with see this
¢ - another example of the banality of the
xplaining myself to the penple 'm serving with.
g they invariably respond — but we're not doing anything
""hu' ting at anyone; why should you refuse to be part Uf this

O ':his %—

i TR

-—-""'he.n they hear that 'im considerin
extreme; w«a 're not breaking bones,
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service? My “95;:; nse of “that’

" is mdlv noit that clear to many people,

This leads to perhaps the i otes that | didn't get around 1o '-mtm;,-
about befoxe my leave, When onal command headquarters for our jeep’s day of
repairs I had a chance to see how same other Israelis relate to the occupation. The headquarters’ garage
is filled with young soldiers wheo have vanous jobs there, The Israeli army is different from most
armies in that the most capable peopie become combat soidiers whereas it's the less capable who are
given jobs behind the front lines. (And even when, as today, highly capable people are needed for
behind the lines jobs like computer systermns that require high nuembenre and quick thinking, there's
still a large degree of status as aon,m,k,d with combai, and especially infantry, roles) But this is slighily
beside the }.'C-TIL What's important is that numerou icls, the vast majority of them far from
{ . Ramallal or in similar jobs there.
o Kids serve }‘V:yr'\n(" the green line, though [ dou hT that many of them are L,Dﬂ-iuuum\ aware of

e elite of lsraeli sociely
;]‘

spend their service

that fact. Bamallah today s, after all, a short dive from the northerm-most suburbs of Jerusalem, and
thear* Hd~ I* ave bc&-"\ o 'ﬁtt tnﬂ mm of imied terrtories and P nnah'v have no reason to see

thus even though most of them have receved only minimal weapons training, they learn to teel
secure with their weapous, strong because of their weapons. The note 1 made to myself was “boys with
guns”, and sadly that's all t o acmu ate a descripiion of the situation. A generation ago we used to quote
Maaor: all power grows out e barral of 2 gun, [ doubt that [ really believed that then, and find it even
harder to accept today, Ln 1 “1019 s little question that the occupation ultimately rests on Israel's military
power, angl that these kids, though in many ways a minor and even insignificant part of Israel's
military, get a certain satisfachion from the sense of power that comes with hdvr‘i@, a waapoit,

The mafor topic of discussion in lsrasi over these past two weeks hasn't been the occupation, but
instead the declarations of our Minlster of Absorption. Yitzkhak Peretz has been known i say some
pretty extreme things in the past — that a traffic accident in wi n h children were killed was due to the
fact that the city the kids came from was fillecl with “unkosher” mezuzat, or that Israeli soldiers were
being killed in Lebanon because of the low moral standards of women soldiets. This time he didn't
exactly outdo himself — he simply chose the kibbutzim to pick on, '

xplaining why he didn't want | go tok Jnnuf mn he reca Hed tl days of the
b ati \»"—\h of the 195U ¢

Moroccan Jews who were sent 1o kibbutzim wers

T B

Il

forced L0 ieave mpn i amtuma reﬂgcmq Dmctue:.,
He of course addbu that the rejection of tradition caused an merease in crime and he preity clearly
5 ' can crminal of prostitute today you'll find a kibbutz 1

criously? That's hard to say. The outpouring of support
ve seen in a very long time, and every newspaper was
or thase who were crlqwmo on kibbutz who had only
pozitw t‘-‘ n_.;; o s3y about their kibbutz experience, There are no doubt many in Israel who agree
with Peretz {and just as many who are pleasec with the opportunity to knock the kibbutz movement)
hut on the whole after rounds one and twa of this particular issue the kibbutz movement certainly
came out in a very positive light.

What disturbs me is the fact that we still don't seem to realize to what an extent we're in the
rmidst of a cultural struggle. No doubt we're going to have to learn to accept one another and Israslis
going to have to find ways to remain a tolerant and pluralistic society. But there's also no doubt that
u}hmatelw the Zionist movement sought to radically change the Iemmpeoplﬂ and that part of that
change is a rejection of the traditional religious view point. Today the proponents of vadical Zionism,
thinking that with the establishment of the State they've ac w,vexi their goais, have toned down their
arguments and argue only [or lolerar ile at the same time the exivemist religious elements are
gam‘m— strength and we're hardly of 'deolumhan alternalive to their offensive.

1 of course make a connection bet secular [srael and the struggle for an
Israel without the territories — an [srael whose security is based on real security needs rather than on
rie messianic conception of a greater lsrael. But while sitting in the territories Dre—occupied with the
aeeupation, { hardly Emew about this other controversy until the Shabbat papers arrived last Friday

the struggle fora

o
Al
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Vhen | ot hGme Lzippl and | checka

o which evening we could get a car, and then found that
compnmentary nckets were avalaile or thal same might at the Philharmonic’s concert, Anc 1S
Aondas vamne we went to Tasl Avsics Frpe - 3 Il i 1t vkl s Syvewyi i . . g
iIOTIAQY EVENINEG WE Welll tQ 181 AVIV 10 an ¢ Qe 1 nai pamuumv mspiring, EVEInE OF THUsIC

:-'nnL, was away Tuusdu‘y and I toak that up artunily to transeribe what I'd written while on miluim.

I'd wanted to }Dn iome on leave for last night since this was the evening of the concert of Tzip
students (and those of the hired piano teacher we have as well). A bit to Tzlppi s surprise the kids
rm"od very well and everyone was rmprameu My kvutzah was busy with their activities around the
ct of Indians which they'd started before 1 left for miluim and [ had a good deal of contact with
mum ..,‘.mrzd that topic during the week.

Une ot my activities during this week was doing a bit of research on the area I'm in. There doesn’t
seem to be much mid-level material available, and I'n not really interested in daing too much reading
on the geoiogical make up of the area and the like. Thus I've mostly found only passing references tc
the villages in the area and perhaps a couple of interesting sentences about each. A friend also gave me

a shart article describing a pleasant tiyul in area, and perhaps [l be able to interest some people in such
a tivul in our free time. Of course this article was first published well before the Intifada when
wandering around the area where I'm stationad was much easier, but the placas, if not the atmosphere
are still the same.

,JA

1

And this mormmg Mon called and we had a chance to talk, and talk... | hope that [ was able to
ve her anxiety We rea

1o pass that positive fzeling

iy are much less anxious today than we were two weeks ago, and I'm happy

ort Lo her,

[ chid close to nothing today, and can't sav that I'm particularly happy about that. Not that I'm
looking for actmn, but by this point in a long day [ start to reflect on the fact that it was long, but littie
alse.

I'left home at 700 this morning and was in Ramallah by 915 expecting to find a ride from there
to where my plugah was stationed. | did find a ride, but it didn't leave until around 13.00 meaning that
I had little to do but sit around (and do some reading). For three tediously uneventful hours, from
1500 until 18:00 { personned the tield radio, and then at 1800 I was finally able to take my shoes off
after a long day. I've been promised that [l have to have them on again for at least part of tonight.

Though things seem very quiet, enough apparently happened in our area during my week of
Jeave to "merit” more activity, Fire was set to some fields at the very west of our area of respansibility,
and there have apparently alsa been some meidents of stone throwing This has caused the decision
making ranks in the area to demand that we accelerate cur activities here — toward just what goal is
still unclear to me. I'm supposed to get a betier picture tonight.

It was only on this morning's news that T heard of the central issue that's been keeping everyone
zp in arms. Friday evening's television news camed any army appm's/c-d repart on an army unit that
cireages up i “Arab” clothing and lotters, or something like that, in refugee camps, follows suspected
“terrorisis” until they have a cha 5 spring on them and catch them. Our final action last year in
lulkarem was refated to one of these units. [t was clear that this was in general a secretive unit, but at
least to my mind the sort of secret that was alse cammon knowledge. [{'s generally understood that
[srael, like probably evervone else, has unconventional units for the performance of unconventional
TASKS,

Thus I was per y surpriged by Lthe intensity of the public response against the uncovering of
these units — dlid peopie reaHy think they were that carefully kept secrets? So today was a day of close

to public furor over the uncovering, with many people claiming that the well being of the soldiers in
these units was jeopardized by making them public. Amid all the public furor (or support tor the
uncavering, invariably for the reason that it supposedly helps to frighten prospective “terrorists” from
taking action if they have some picture of what's waiting for them) almost nobody is questioning
whether these special units are justified, or whether the sort of activities they're involved in really
{urther the cause of bringing quiet to the territories. The reigning “liberal” pusition seemns to be that
the uncovering was a positive move since it doesn't really endanger anyone, while on the other hand
it shows the Palestinians that Israel’s ‘«peda' actions aren't directed at the general population but
only at particular persons identified as hostile and dangerous. For me, this only avoids the issue of
whether units of this sort and the actions they're mvol lved in are rea Ny in Israel's best interests. In
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other words, tar me this s still a politi ton, and  have grave doubts about whether units of

this sort have any chance of furthering pe
Tuesday, June 25, 1300

I'm somewhat rested after a nap of ahout an hour which followed lunch and a shower after

returning from six hours of a vehicle patrol throughout the area from 06:00 until 1200 this maorning,
though there's a good deal of scenery in our area, and this morning wasn't as hot as the last couple of
mornungs, | returned very tired. My bemg tired is definitely the result of a good deal of travelling but
six hours of a patrol probably yields a net time of less than three hours really on so road, so that’s not
my only reason for being tired. Another major reason is my activities of last night — more on that
later.

During my patrol, for the first time since the start of these miluim, [ got to see all of the territory
we'e responsible for. When [ first arrived here two weeks ago via windy and hilly roads it was night
and we had the feeling of having landed in the nuddie of nowhere, yet also facing the entrance to a
rather large house at the eastern edge of the village we're in — Al Jania. This is, from what ['ve seen, a
slightly larger, bul on the whale less mieresting, village than 'Ein 'Arich. But actually what [ think
makes it less interesting from my perspective i< the fact that we don't really have any spot [rom which
we can get much of a view of the village. We're nat even expected to take much interest in what
happens here. This is home base, and from here we go out to our various tasks. It's of course simply a
function of time and the opportunity to get to know the area that makes me feel almost embarrassed
about teeling disoriented when we first arrived. On the other hand, during “normal” miluim we're
stationed on a border anc no matter how long the road to our outpost, it's very clear from which
direction we came, and where the border is. [Here, less than half an hour's drive either from Jerusalem
ur from Tel Aviv, the area all around us, in whatever direction we turn, 1s considered hostile territory
and we have no way of knowing from which direction trouble might surprise us.

And that pretty much describes the situation while on patrol. Instead of patrolling the borders
we're simply showing our presence, on the whole expecting and hoping that nothing is going to
happen to disturb the tranquil and quiet atmosphere, but trained to take action if the situation merits
it. On the whole, however, we've learned that “trouble” is on the whole a very temporary, and
subjective condition. We for instance recsive reports of rock throwing that have to be checked out, and
invariably when we get to the scene of the "crime” all 1s quiet. We've learned that in situations such as
this 1t's best to simply leave well encugh alone, and admittedly most of us aren't looking for “action”
and would prefer finishing our shift without having anything extraurdinary happen.

So tuday we patrolled, visiting the various outposts in our area, and driving through the villages
on the route. At one puint we met a Jewish settler whao tald us that he'd just removed a fake bomb
from the road and that we should do something about it. Of course if what he found in the road
iouked enoueh like a homb (or a package with a bomb in it) then it would be highly foalish of him to
take his chances and remove it from the road. If it was obviously fake, then it wasn't anything to get
excited about, and not worth our dealing with. We reported what he told us, and continued. Had
anything reaily happened that should be called trouble or a disturbance? (And perhaps even — was
this Jewnsh settier telling us the truth, or perhaps he'd only seen a sack of straw which had fallen on
the raad and let his imagination take [ree flight) There really isn't any way for us to know. Yet this
“incidert” will probably be listed in a statistical sunmumary of the month's activities and will help
someone prove that the Intifada is still going strong while someone else will use these same statistics
tr show that it's pelered out.

Last night we mel a car whose dyiver told us that its broken side window had been broken
perhaps ten minutes earlier by a rock thrown near one of the villages in our area. The window was
most definitely broken, and the village was already most defimtely quiet.

For the past couple of nights there have been greater expectations of disturbances because this has
been the Moslem holiday of the sacrifice. Holidays, being times of greater religious and national
dentification than regular times, are expecled to bring more disturbances. [ don't know whether this
expectation can actually be proven by statistics, and it seems to me that doing so is an impossibility
since the army takes certain measures to keep the quiet which may actually in the long run cause more
disturbances which remain connected statistically to the holiday.
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And that brings me o my activities of last might. Last night [joined our secand in command as a
soit of back up unil for a group of enlisled soldiers who entered the most hostile village in our area,
_,f-:_zst what they were supposed to do is beyond me, since what they hoped to do was catch suspects, and
they hc.q':g:d to catch thern when they would start to run from us. This suggests, of course, that without
us there things would be quiet and that we're thus perhaps working against our own best interests, but
these are of course political considerations, and the army isn't political. Whatever, as they approached
the village they spotted a group of males running from them and called on us to try and catch them.
[hey identified the house they thought they'd taken refuge in and we entered the village, found the
house, and eniered it as well. To nobody's surprise, we found nothing, Three women were walching
television (I think it was Israeli TV) in the hause, and having little choice in the matter, they let us
look around. '

It was a large and richly, and rather modernly, furnished house —at least what I saw of it. In
general the village seemed to be well off. Most of the houses I saw were fairly large, seemed finished,
and they had gardens and gates around them. Then again, since it was nignt, perhaps I got a wrong
impression. One of the things 1 definitely did notice was that all the walls were covered by slogans that
haan't been erased or painted aver. The army enters other viliages in the area and commands the
residents o erase the wali slogans, bul tus particular village, Na‘ameh, is too hostile to be bothered
with, especially si

e i's not on a main road

he enlisted soldiers we were backing up succee

led in catching vne of the group they chased,

Though this particular 20 year old wasn't on the wanted list (more on that later) we were told that he

should be brought back to the area headquarters for questioning (at the least). We crammed him into
our jeep to which we also crammed two of the kids from the unit we were backing up. [t was crowded,
and he was uncomfortable and frightened (and his hands were tied behind his back) but his short ride
with us was uneventiul. Un the other hand, when we returned to the main road we met up with one
of our patrais which had caught someone who turned out to be on the wanted list. Apparently their
suspect, seeing that lsraeli soldiers were approaching the willage (though they tried to do this quietly
and without being seen) decided to get away, and was caught by the patrol which had set up a
roadblock. Numerous different forces met up on the main road, many of them excited and proud over
having caught a suspect. Wher he (also handcuffed behind his back) was moved from one vehicle to
another, one member of our plugah took the opportunity to give him a healthy punch in his stomach.
I wasn't watching at the time, but it was apparently done purposefully while our second in command
wasn't watching. [n a couple of seconds everything was over, and most of the people standing around
enjoved the briet show, Our second in command was definitely mad when he found out what
happened, and bawled out the puncher, but ihere was little else he could do, and [ think that he
understood this, [ would have found it hard to explain to him why [ wasn't as upset as he was over
what happened, but we didn't talk. T think he was too upset. After all, I hold no illusions that there is
such a thing as an enlightened occupation and am convinced thal even the most civilized occupier
will ultimately deteriorate into the use of brute force in order to maintain power. So though [ might
hope that our behavior be bevond repraach 1 don't really have any expectations that it will be. And this
is all the move the case for voung kids who've grown up with the occupation, and the use of force that
thsupposedly justifies, as a fact of lile. (On the other hand, the LAPD seem capable of being much more

than us)

brutal
The wanted list tor the territories is most prabably a military secrel. For the entire area of the west
bank, a population of let’s say 700,000 people, there's a wanted list of approximately 800. Since all of
these are males, and almost all between the ages of 16 and 50 {this is conjecture on my part, but rather
lagical conjecture) the correct percentage isn't worked out by figuring out 800 out of 700,000, but 800 out
of perhaps a quarter of that — 175000 (and aven this seems a bit large). That gives a figure of about one
in every 220 persons, or about one half of one percent of the population on the wanted list. It seems to
me Lhat one half of one percent of the aduit male population is too large a number. It doesn't figure
that that many peaple are suspected of “terrorist” activities or connections. And of course they're not.
The hist also includes peopie suspected of tax evasion, perhaps people who haven't paid traffic tickets
and uthers of this sort, wanted for much more mnocuous crimes than “terrorism”. But we see any
name and number on the list as a dangerous suspect, and somehow think that statistically, if we stop
220 people we'll find one on the list. The procedure is relatively simple. If we stop someone we
forward his identity number to our plugah headquarters via our field radio and there we have a list
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that checks out whether the person is listed or not.
Wednesday, June 26, 13:00

I'nivery tired, and doi't seem to be able to sleep, so perhaps it's just as well that I'm presently
personing the field radio. [ was starting to get used to the idea that not much happens even where I'm
presently stationed fand of course [ have no objection to that) but then things seem to have picked up a
bit. Since my patrol of yesterday moming, thar started at 06:00, I've slept about four hours, but that's
not due solely to being busy. Somehow ['ve gotten out of synch and can't seem to sleep for mare than
ewar hours, atter which 1 wake up and can't fall asleep again.

Manday was a day during which | dicin't get around to writing — but not due to being busy, but
because there was almost nothing to do and a number of us simply spent the day visiting — discussing
the various topics that we always discuss, but domg so anyway. At one paint I even taok the part of
Moti, my Chabbadnik compatriot of over ten years, and told him what he would say about each topic
— and he agreed that T was right.

But things got a good deal more hectic, even though at the moment, in retrospect, perhaps there
st that much to get excited about. ['ve been writing while personing the field radio, and during this
time one of our patrols has had the job of accompanying UN. trucks that are distributing iood to some
of the villages in the area fh v reported being met by rocks and bottles i one village They apparently
warnied the villagers that If things wouldn't guiet down the food wouldn't be distributed. Another
pairol '-ﬂpcn"tsd entering a villags and finding there Palestinian flags (as in the past, the report was
PLO flags” and I made the correction) which they had taken down. But though these incidents suggest
unrest, on the whole the day is going by quietly

SUIL last night things were hectic. At about 22:30 T was preparing to go to sleep for a full night's

sieep after finishing a shift of three hours at the field radio, and participating in about an hour of
exercises around the possibility of an attack of same sott in the area. We'd just finished our exercises
when word came of a real attack — an incendiary device was blown up as a bus was passing (with little
damage and no injuries) at a spot to the north of us — outside of our area of jurisdiction. We were
called on to help out and drove north to join the forces blocking off the area and searching for the
perpetratars. Nobody found anything and at around 01:30 we received word we could return to our
paosts. When the jeep [ was in returned to our outpost at around 03:00 we decided that instead of
waking the people who were histed ror the late patrol shift we'd simply continue until 06:00. So 1
crawled into bed exhausied and intending to sieep at 06.00 — and for some reason was awake by U8:3U.
Not what I'd intended. We haven't yet seen today’s papers so we don't know just what it is that
happened last night, but #t was definitely mere serous than sporadic stone throwing,

Wednesday, 1900

T've been writing off and on throughout the afternoon, during and after my shitt. The of the
time has mastly been spent resting and visiting. At one point ! was sitting with our second in
command and he told me that he'd wanted to ask me what I'd thought about what happened Monday
i — but had been too upset tu ask. [ told him that I'd thought that that was the case, and told him
why | hadn't been surprised with what had happened. His politics seem to be decidedly middle of the
road, meaning that it's hard for him to imagine ap 'xliticai solution that ensures [srael’s security other
than continuing to hold on to the territoriss. us wants to believe that an enlightened occcupation
is possible and is disappointed by behavior w hach I see as more or less inevitable

Friday, June 28, 17:45

Almost twa tull days have elapsed since | last wrote, and a good deal that bears being written
down has taken place. ['ve definitely been active, and even busy, for much of this time, but I've also
caught sume much needed sleep as well. In order that everything doesn't all get confused in a blur of
fading memaories before | can write things down P've found that I've had to make a few notes to myself
of what's transpired.
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Friday, 1415

['ve been personing the field radio now for aver an hour, but anly now am [ getting a chance to
stt quietly and write. That's not because anything of particular import has been taking place but simply
because numerous small tasks have kept me busy. '

Wednesday evening | got very little writing done, even though I'd hoped to write what's so far
the most interesting story of these miluim. [nstead of writing [ spent most of the evening visiting —
even rememoering oid war stories —until about 22:00 at which time i caught about two hours of sleep
belare guarding from midnight until 0300 and then returning to sleep tor about five more hours of
steep. Much of my visiting was with Moti, the Chabbadnik member of our piugah. We talked about
how miluim permits people an opportunity to present themselves differently than in their civilian
lives. We've covered this same territory before bul it's always interesting for us to wonder out loud if
the people we're with during miluim are the same when they're in their homes and to picture to
ourselves how they may be different when at home. And of course this change of character being
relative to the different surroundings in which we find ourselves is true about ourselves as well. |

suppose that il's a sign of how close we've grown over the years that we were able not onty to analyse

the subject 1 * d sociologically, but also quite personally. As a sort of case in point, a bit
later in e evening a g i of the plugah, sat around after supper and told

o

mes irom our past. | think that must peopie who know me m avilian life would be surprised

such as this.
Thurscay morning trucks from the UM were once again going to distribute foad (1 think it's
mostly, if not solely, sacks of flour) in our area, this time in the most hostile village in our area. We
were thus ordered to prepare a rather large unit that would accompany the trucks, though just why
this is needed 15 a good question. Cur second in command claiins that if we don't accompany the
trucks the various “terrorist” organizations conunandeer them and take the goods for their own
interests. Thus we have to be there to see to it that the villagers get their flour. Once again, enlightened
accupation. | think the reasan is much simpler. We can't stop the UN. from distributing food, but we
an still show whao's in charge. In order to get their flour from the U.N. the villagers have to recognize
that we're in charge. The village doesn't particularly like us (surprise?) and met us with stones
(thrown solely by kids of around ten or twelve years old), The civil administration which we're
accompanying which in tum is accompanving the UN, warns the village that if they don't stop
throwing stones they won't get their food — even though the food isn't from us.

In the end this was a surprisingly uneventiul activity. The villagers apparently chose not to come
to where the trucks were to gef the flour, and after a wait of almost an hour everyone turmed around
and left. We met with numerous stones {and got a flat in cur jeep when we drove over a nail elegantly
placed for us to drive over when we swerved a bil off the road in order to aveid a small roadblock of
rucks on the road itself.

I'm beginning to notice that quite a
They're disappointed that things are as quiet as they are and want more action.

Upon returning from my leave on Sunaay | tried to organize tiyulim to what seemed like the
most interesting spats wour area. [ readily got cur second in command interested but it took us a
while to find the proper time. Yeslerday, from noon until about 1600 the chance presented itself for us
tcx hike through the village of 'Ein Kinyah and visit the springs in the area, and then to get to a few
other impressive and attractive nearby spots before reaching a main road where we waited to be picked
up and brought back to our outpost. Of course when in miluim, and especially in the territories, a
simple tivul 1sn't really possible. We have (o be in uniform, and with our rifles, and we have to have a
field radio with us so that we can be reached it needed, It's also preferable for one of us, usually the
medic, to have his battle belt with him. In other words, a rather simple tiyul can become quiet an
aperation. Unless we loak at things from an opposite point of view. As part of our job here we're
suppased to send out fool patrols, What can be easier than to send out a foot patrol to an area where it
cain not only fulfill its central function, but also enjoy the scenery? Thus five of us went out on a patrol
which was at the same time (and purpesefully so) a pleasant nature hike. Under the circumstances |
can't complain.

And now it's after 2200, I've tinished my shift of, this time, four hours. Qur Shabbat meal started
while T was still on my shift. [ don't really mind missing the kiddush and the like, particularly because

number of the people I'm here with are becoming irritated.
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Hilike the sort of Kabbalat shabbat | can identify with, in the army [ too often have to hear religious
extremist nationalist views expressed as hwuszh they're the real normative Judaism. Anyway, when |
was ldpldced on my watch and got to the meal | asked whather there had been a sermon and was told
that this time there hadn't been. I asked what ﬂds week's parasha was and was told it was Balak The
person [ was sitting next to knows that [ have a good grounding in Jewish saurce material and he only
slightly faughingly invited me to give a sermon. | told him that there was an obvious connection
between this week's parasha and our miluim in the territories that was simply waiting to be expressed
in a Kabbalat Shabbat serman: In the parasha Bil'am is asked to curse Israel and in the end says words
of blessing. In the same way, 24 years ago evervbody thought that getting the territories was a lessing,
anc now we understand how much of a curse they really aie for us. | dicgn't make these nbservations
more public than to the people sitiing closest to me.

Shabbat, June 29, 11:15
The only Shabbat paper that we received here tlus week was the magazine section of a favorite

ar o mme that a friend who retwrned {rom leave brought especially for me. After a full night of
H?.:J.JL .i—‘f-‘p | :'1: back at the ueu:t radio and ior the Past hOUY I! ver read the Paper, - A !1d now l":e wOb a

e a it

chance tc

Alter a short nap Thursday afternoon we started preparations for a long and full night of

“action”. Much of the action that takes place here is cat and mouse and it's totally predictable that some
action from the Palestiman side is going to elicit an opposite and disproportionate reaction from us.
The tact that the reverse is also the case — that the l atestinians respond to things that we do (whether
equally or disproportionately 1sn't the question at the moment) isn't well understood by the military
memalit\/ Israel and the army always seem o see themselves as the party being attacked and having to
espond, wlich 1s, of course also the way *""u? uther side sees things.

About two weeks ago arscnists set five to the fields of a moshav very near the green line.
Footprints apparently led to two villages just over the ling, Nil'een and Al-Media, Thursday night

“action” was taken. At about 400 early Friday morming the Border Patrol, along with the army, entered
these two villages, declared curfew, and called on all the males between the ages of 15 and 35 to come
to central spots in the villages for questioning. The Border Patrol was responsible for the work inside
the villages — rounding up those who didn’t come of their own volition, and questioning, We were
responsible for roadblocks and catching people tving to run away — i this case alimost nobody.
Another unit was kept oceupied with lookouts on the villages, and of course we were also on call if
anything pr'}b]e'uam were to develop. Altogether about 100 soldiers and policemen were involved.
Fhaugh our umit was respansible for roadb Jlcks, our plugah commander had the job of patroliing back
and forth between the villages, and smce ['m on his jeep {and was one af the [ew medics in the whole
operation) | was on the roads almost all the time.

At about midright all the torces involved in this action gathered at one of the settlements just
inside the green line 1o receive a briefing, [t was then that | heard the catchy phrase “‘mativational
talks” In other words, in addition to questioning the men in thee villages also get to hear a sort of
sernon 0 which | can guess that what they'te told is that if they behave properly and don't make
wouble, [srael won't have Lo enter thewr village and round them up.

To the dismay of a number of members of our plugah, everything went quietly. Travelling back
and forth T found that my main task was trying to keep my eyes open, at which I was far from
successful. And this gives an interesting perspective on the whole operation. From the personal angle
of the ordinary soldier, this action wasn't much of a success. | returned exhausted, others were hungry
and tired, and still others were upsel because they didn't have anything to do during the action that
“really” merited their being there. It really dossn'’t matter to these soldiers that all the males of two
villages were rounded up at U400 in the morning and herded together until at least 1000. That's their
probiem. just asit's their prablen that the entire village was awakened before dawn, and was
essentially occupied for about six hours, In the briefing we were told that it was hoped that everything
would go quickly so that the prayers at the mosques would take place at the regular time. In other
words, somebody still believes in an e:mgnten@d ocmpaimn

Being on a jeep that went back and forth between the two villages | was able to see the disturbing
sight of all the males being rounded up. I've got the uncomioriable feeling that ' one of the {few
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people wha seeing this would feel much discomfort. [ have no idea whether this action was
considerad a success from the ")-r‘rm;:ez:tncz of intelligence — w ne her in questioning something

significant was cliscovered that wasn't known previously. And then again, perhaps that wasn't really
the objective. Perhaps the central abjective was anly to remind ever ym_;dy who's in charge.

Upaon returning [ ate and showered and slept, and then at around 1400 I left for anather
patrol/hike to another nice spot. This was a shorter tivul, and in the end we got to anather outpost
rom where | was able to call Tzppi and we wished each other Shabbat Shalom. Since then things
have been quiet and reiaxed, and though it would be incomparabily better to be home, this has been a
lmmxm;, shabbat. And chancas are yLmC‘ tiiat "uupk wan't stay t this wav thxoqgnom next week

Sunday, June 30, 21:30

Uhings have levelled uit a b at beside the one big story which I've yet to relate, I'm
caught up with all I've wanted to write about and nothing earth -‘n:t‘:"rm has happened that bears
reporting. Last night | personed ih-e tieldt radio from midnight until 04:00, and then 1 took the
oppaortuni 0 Lve been enjoying so much that I've continued reading it

v LG siart res

aunng my ree ume today as well

On the other hand, Fve had a L.;'za..v--:-: of venue which merits being reported. Since this morning
I'm now at a the western maost Lautpost ol our plugal, i the village of Kharbata — about five
est of Al Jania where | was this past week, and about another five kilometers from the
green line. the work here is more or less the same as that in Al Jania, in some ways a bit busier, but on
the other hand, because this isn't the center of our piugah's activities, less intense. One important
difference is that we've got plumbing and since there's nothing that says that a month of miluim has
to transpire without regular tailets, that's a pasitive change

The reason [ was transferred to this spot is because the work load is rather intense — around
eleven hours of being busy i some way each day (as opposed to perhaps nine at the most where [ was
last week), and the person who acted as work manager until now was released today and somebody
responsible was needed to replace him. Since this person was also a medic and the outpost can't be left
without a medlic, it made sense for me to gzt the job. Though I'm not looking forward to being busier
than ['ve been until now (and making up the work list will take time from reading or writing) there’s
something positive n breaking my month up oV being 1 a number of aifterent places and being with
a number of dillerent people. This definitely miakes the lime go by faster.

kilometers

Monday, July 1, 0330

ned of late, but | can no longer write that all is

nc had crawled inte :JL.I., xcadlng 1 bit befare

ty. All ot a “\.,-Lh—“ word came of some kind of

ol 1o set up a roadblock for cars

h L was among the first people to the

: s [ was able ta return to my tent

some sleep — but this time ciothes on, was still able Lo sleep, though less comfortably
;0. Those who :;tw')d at the xoadrluu clidn't returmn until after U0:30, meaning that they lost out an a
couple of hours of sleep. The rest of the night was quiel, and now it's light out and 1 can write a bit

before finishing my '?.}*1“

The main difference between Kharbata and where ['d been until now is that this outpost is
attached to a small regional branch of the civil administration, and every day people line up o receive
various permits from the adiministration, and on varlous days wormen and children come (o a doctor
wiho visits here. This gives those of us here one adciional task — guarding the enirance to the
administration and electronically frisking all those who enter (women are checked by a woman soldier
'-;u"hn} works here almost every day). [ haven't yet had the pleasure of having this task, and I'm not

iooking farward to it. [ can decide not to give it to myself and probably nobaody will complain, though
I'm not sure that's very fair. What's more, il I've alreacly decided to serve in the territories, what
differerice does it make what jobs I perform here — they're all dirty work, and frisking someone
comimg here to get a work permit, or something similar, isn't necessarily dirtier than playing a
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supparting role m helping round up all the males of a village. The fact that it's perhaps more
distasteful because it invoives personal contact is actually rather unconvincing when 1 think of it, A
good argument can probably be macde to show that one to one contact is much more "humane” than
the mass and purposefully impersonal contact of rounding up all the males of a village.

Monday, 1530
_ tm back on watch and have more or less finished tonight's and tomorraw’s wark arrangements,
fomorrow 1s a it easier to arrange than today's because people will be returning from leave, and
although they'll be replaced by others taking lcave, Tll still be able to get a few hours work out of thuse
taking leave, and that lessens the general load a bit,

From what I've been able to make out, yesterday evening's explosion wasn't an explosion at all.
Someone, probably a [ewish settler in the area, saw something on the road that looked like an
explosive device, and his/her report set off the entire area. But of course if | say that that's nothing to
get exaited about, then [ can probabiy be rightly accused of not taking all necessary precautions.

this marning | went out on an early maming tivul a bit to the west of our outpost. [ prefer
walking patrots o velucular ones (and | seeim w be i a ramonity about that) but the area of this
morming s patrol was on the whole not very interssting On the other hand, it was nice to be out and
dFOUNG.

Kharbata may be a very interesting village, but there isn't much of interest from the vantage
point we have here. The mosque, which we face has loudspeakers like all the other mosques we've
seen here, but they don't work, and instead the mu'azin stands on the porch, cups his hands, and cries
aul whatever he has to say — just as this was done for generation upon generation.

Today's most interesting event was spending an hour ushering villagers into the civil
adimuustration. I'd pronused myselt that ['d avoid this task, but when one of us hadn't yet arrived this
morning [ took responsibility on iy own shoulders and replaced him until his arrival an hour late.
While another member of our plugah checked people one at a time with a metal detector, [ guarded
him. If these bodily checks are necessary, then | can also admit that they're also on the whole
innocuous. Most of the people visiting the administration are {familiar with the procedure and don't
seem to get excited by it. It's worth noting that whenever we go to a concert or some other public event
our bags are aiways checked, 50 to a certain exient [sraelis have a reason not to see this procedure as
anything particularly humiliating,

Dunng my hour shiit [ noticed that one of the people entering had on a particularly interesting
T-shurt. The T-shirt was black and green with a large "RISE” writien on il. Above that was written
something like "Arab land is ours”, and at the sides of the front were two more slogans proclaiming
the graatness of Arab civilization (all of this in English). (I almost always have some paper in my
pocket with which to write down interesting things that [ notice, but somehow this time 1 didn't, and
thus 1 don't remember the exact wording } But what was most interesting about the T-shirt was that it
was more a sort of “designer” shirt than a T-shirt with a slogan, and anybody looking at it would have
no reason to think that it or its wearer were making a political statement. ['d even venture the guess
that the wearer didn’t know what i said, and it was much more the sort of shirt one buys m a ritzy
store than via a mail order political group. Even if the bearer did know what the shirt said it’s hard to
make a political statement if nobody knows thal a statement is being made, and today, when all T-
shirts seem to have some sort of slogan on them (usually something like “Sports Be in It” or
something else devoid of any nbvious meaning) nobody seems to read T-shirts.

Tuesday, july 2, 16:30

I'm on what has become my regular aitemnoon shitt. This is a time when | cam prepare the next
day’s work list, and also do a lot of reading, I've got very little to write at the moment, but since the list
is finished and [ also finished the book [ was reading, I've got some time to write, About all there is to
write at the moment is that another uneventful day has gone by. At present I'm much more
preoccupied with seeing to it that the daily work load is fairly allocated than T am with the nature of
the occupation — one more example of the banality of the occupation.
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Wednesday, [uly 3, 0745

{t's a rather overcast and even cool moming, making it a comfortable time for a foot patrol.
About an hour and a half ago | went out with four others from where we're stationed, Kharbata, until
Dir Kadis, a village about three kilometers east of us. We have a similar patrol each morning and
every day toward evening as well. Each time we try and vary our route a bit, though there seems to be
a limut tor the number of possible routes. Whereas vestercay evening we walked via the terraces, today
we walked on the road. Slnce a major purpose of a pairol such as this is to show our presence, in a way
1t also makes sense lor us 1o stop an accasional car and ask for identification and the like, At 0700 in
the morming one can be pretty sure that cars on the ruad are on their way to work, but thai doesi't
really matter because the purpose of stopping them isn't to find someone on the wanted list, but only
to show who's in charge.

One this patrol we stopped one car — probabily hecause it was new and shiny. Why do [write
that? 've got a rather decp seated {ecling that four Arab youth in a snazzy car regi-iter as more of a
threat to the Israeh psvche than older people in a less impressive car. L was a bit surprised when aiter
we'd checked this car the officer | was with look our main inte Trogator aside and told him that he
could be much more avil and humane in his behavior while i't’lai(ihL; the check. Since [ find any check
short of not making a check at all, so that it
will be less so. Perhaps everything depends on tone i voice, pcmaps on the extent of the search. This
particular officer thought it very important that we perform our jobs as fully and as professionally as
possible so that the villagers would know wha's in charge. Yet somehow this also bothered him and
he was uncomiortable with too clear a show of strength. Though [ can look upon his dilemma from
the outside with condescension, [ can actually understand the dilemma he was faced with very well
Maost people who aren't gung ho about the accupation have to continually question themselves about
where they draw the line about their participation. Often it's less important just where the line is
drawn, which can be rather arbitrary, than the fact that someone 1s deciding to draw one.

While on our patrel we were passed b numerous settlers in their cars on their way to work. It's
interesting to note that they're distinctly different from those in the area where T was previously
stationed, even though the distance between the two areas is only a few kilometers. The settlements 1
was near last week were rather small and religious, and affiliated with Gush Emunim. Even from very
fimited contact with the setilers one got the unpression of their being highly ideologically motivated
{From ‘1eqnng them on the walkie-talkie that connects between the settlements which we're also
tuned in to | also noticed a good percentage of English speaking accents.) The settlements farther west
{very close to the green line) are on the wha Je non-religious and seem to be in the territories mostly
because they can enjoy large homes al cut-rate prices. This may actually be the reason that they can
afford expensive cars — they definitely seem well off and comfartable from what ['ve seen of them.

q Prrsetharire | eyl css what-ademtd e
(0 be humiliating & doit'l see what should De i YRl

Thursday, luly 4, 0900

This is turning out to be a rather good time to write, meaning perhaps that I'm pretty bored at the
moment sitting on watch and 1 don't have anylhing much o { interest with me to read. Last night a
group fram our plugah accompanied a couple of officers | rom the civil administration when they
went to a nearby village 1o visit a few tax evaders, The procedure is that they get to the houses, knock
on the doars, demand their identification cards (giving a lemporary card instead) and then the person
with the temporary card has to show up at the civil administration and pay his taxes in ordler to get his
11) back Not having an 11 card in the tarvitories is a very unsavory position to be in. This operation
weni by quite uneventrully and | nught not have been aware of it ai all had [ not been on guard duty ai
the time, listening in on the reports via the field radio.

About the only mteresting thing I've been doing here has been our foot patrols, and they aren't
always all that mteresting, Still, ['ve baen listing myself rather consistently for these patrols. This
morming, like yesterday morning we walked on the road, but yesterday early evening we climbed over
hill and dale on our way to Dir Kadis finding numerous “archeological sites” — water holes, caves,
olive presses and the like as we walked. This generated a bit of interest for the extent of this patrol, but
as far as archeciogical sites go, these were highly uninteresting
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Shabbat, July &, 10:30, at home

Though I've alreadly had a full week of leave, [ had ne complaints when my plugah commander
tald me that he wanted to send me home for a few more days. He did this mostly because [ have a
certain degree of status in the plugah due mostly to my age and the fact that I still perform every task
that I'm called upon to perform, And if he wanted to send me home for an additional leave, | was ail
for 1,

5till, even though beggars can't be choosers, [ wanted to be home for school vesterday because it
was the last day of classes and we wanted to celebrate together — and among other things part both
iroim me and from the teacher of this year, since both of us won't be with the kvutzah next year
Actually, there were numerous times during this month when it would have been nice for me o
have been home. There were numerous festivities which I'm sorry I missed, and [ would have liked to
have gotten to Jerusalem for the Tikkun conr"rr nee, but no matter when [ have a month of miluim

there are always things that I'm going to be mi ssing out on, and that's something that one simply
learns o live with

I'd told Tzippi on the phone that ['d alimost positively be home on Friday, and that | wanted to get
0 the kvutzah that morning. [ didn't tell her that chances were very good that ['d be leaving my

Qmpusl Thursday afternoon — even though this was 1&1;'1\/ definite [ didin’t want to generate
expectations that in the end wouldn't be met. But by Wednesday night everything was more or less set,
and most of my day Thursday was spent waiting {or qnuther medic from our plugah to be brought to
my outpost so that | could be off. [ was replaced at around 14:30, and at that time someone with a car
trom another ouipost was passing on his way to lel Aviv and [ had the luck to catch an immediate
mde,

The ride 1 caught was with a particularly colorful member of our plugah — a kid of around 25
with a sharp sense of humar, an excellent ear [or the way people talk, a wonderful memory, and an
inguisitive mitelligence. On the other hand, he looks like the fat boy on the block whom everybody
madle fun of, and it's clear that for him being in infantry was an important challenge, and an
ievement he's proud of. Since this kid is almest never without a joke he quickly endeared himself

2 the plugah, even though he's ready to juke about anything and is most happy when the subject is
‘sO‘"ﬂ\:fh'ITg offensive to someone else. He also is a  rightist of almast Kahanistic proportions, though it's
very hard to tell whether these are s real political behefs -— he's too smart for them, he takes a certain
pleasure out of sounding extreme, and he knows how to make himself sound less like a real peison
than like a slereotype.

Anyway, the previous night he'd been .
to deal with the tax evaders, and while on the way to
night. He told me that he hadn't been there — that hs-'c! reﬁ.a-: 2d |
Knowing that something was coming, I waited for the punch line: For reasons of conscience he refuses
tor have anything to do with income taxes. | certainly had to give him credit for knowing who to tell
that one to.

Getiing home for the last day of school was definitely something | wanted to do. It was important
for me Lo see the kids again, and also to get a couple of very pleasant gifts from them — a booklet with
photographs of each of the kids with a sentence {rom each describing something they enjoyed fromn my
wark with them and also a rendition of rae by each of them, and a T-shirt covered with drawings by
each of the kids. During the day [ also spreact out a large sheet of paper on a table and asked each of the
kids to draw something and sign #t, and we made the entire sheet into a large thank you card for my
plugah commander, thanking him for letting me get home for the last day of school.

Sitting at home is perhaps the easiest time ior me to iry and wifte about the most interesting
episode of these miluim. Juite a while aga | noted thai ['ve got an additional story to write, but 've
been putting off doing so. The story doesn’t involve me personally, and it doesn't particularly matter
where L fit it in to this journal.

It was on the evening of Tuesday, [une 25 that our g'dud commander visited us. That day had
been a long one for me, and it continued late into the night and uniil 600 the next marning so it
wasn't surprising that I didn’t get around o writing this story then. Our plugah is separated from the
rest of our g'dud which is serving in the area of Hebron, and we thus have only limited contact with
Khanan, the g'dud commander. Khanan came along with his two drivers, both of whom used to be
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sergaants n our plugah. (Since Khanan usad o be our plugah commander it sort of made sense for
im to give this job to two people whom he'd worked with before who were ready to move onto less
physically trying jobs. Both of them are perhaps three years younger than | am, making them ald
enough to maove onto jobs such as this) While cur plugah commander was speaking with Khanan,
thase of us still left of the vatikim of our plugah sat down with his drivers for a cup of coffee and to
hear from them what things were like where they were stationed. It was then that Avi tald his stary.

Aviis a gruff and bossy persan for whom the basic way of sciving a problem is to use more and
mare strength. This is so whether the problem is replacing a flat tire, waking someone for guard duty,
or dispersing a demonstration. It's not a question of politics but of character. On the other hand, he's
always willing to do more than his share of the work, and somehow this characteristic overshadows
his less positive qualities. We've always been proper toward each other, each giving the other the
respect he deserves but without ever being friends or developing much closeness. We really have close
to nathing in common, and frankly, I've never liked the guy, but even in cases such as this there’s an
undeniable closeness that results from being together many years in the same plugah.

Avi told us that during one of the arst days of our month of milum he was driving with the
geud's second in command on the main road behind an army truck and a local car with a farnily
msice when a large rock was thrown at the ruad, missing the truck and injurimg the Arab family. He
and the g'dud's second in command quickly got out of their jeep and van aiter the rock thrower whom
they clearly identified. They pursued him and yelled after him to stop, which he didn't. They shot
bullets in the air, and this didn't stop him either. Both Avi and the second in command had telescopic
sights on their rifles, and when Avi reported to the second in command that he had the rock thrower's
leg in his sights he got permission to shoot He hit him in the leg and the rock thrower fell When
they caught 1o with hum they found onlv a small entrance wound, but the rock thrower was in very
pad shape. They rushed him to a nearby Arab hospital and there the doctors refused to operate on him,
saying there was litile chance of saving him. Avi claims that the doctors preferred he die of injuries
mflicted by the Israeli army than on an Arab hospital operating table, A short while later, he was dead.
The bullet had entered his leg and spun up into his stomach, causing extensive intemal damage that
apparently brought with it massive blood loss. (As a medic | know that this is very possible. What's
more, the bullets we use, an American design, are known for never exiting a body on a straight line
from where they enter Tha U5 army has been known to take pride in these maiming bullets since
they make the care for the injured m the field of batile much more compiicated and that siows down
the enemy’s fighting)

When Avt told us lus sioiy he emphasized that evervthing that they'd done had been according
to prescribed and approved army pracedure, and that although an inquest is unavaidable, so far he'd
been commended by everyone whao'd guestioned him. For those of us fistening our first question was

1

obvious and unavoidable — how could Avi shaot at him at all. Our orders are very unambiguous — if
there's no longer any clear and present danger, meaning that it a stone thrower is already running
away — there’s na permission whalsosver to shaot. Avi explamed ta us that the standing orders of the

general area that the rest of the g'dud s located in are different irorm those that we have. Whereas we
have no permission to shool, Avi claimea that under the cucumstances he was faced with — a
pusitivelv icentified rock thrower (who haa causea damage), cries for him to stop, a rifle with
telescopic sights — he was actually fulfilling tus arders by shooting,

The end result, of course is that someone has been killed. According to Avi's stary, the family of
the killed rock thrower acknowledged that this was a problematic kid (of around twenty} who was a
known troublemaker, and they don't want to make an issue out of this. What's more, the rock thrown
caused damage to an Arab family (that received medical treatment from the army), and for this reason
ihe vanous Arab authorities in the area probably won't want to make an issue out of the madent.
Thus, though everything isn't cut and dried and over with, Avi is fairly confident that nothing will
fappen o nim

To me, all this sounds a bit too blameless and clean cut, especially coming from someone whom [
can't recall ever acknowledging any weakness, or admitting to 2 mistake. Though [ have limited trust
in the Israeli army’s pursuit of the truth, too much sounds fishy in this case, particularly the idea that
one can shoot at a fleeing stone thrower. ([ was taken aback when at our first brieting 1 heard about the
new tactics to catch stone throwers, it even in cases such as those the activity is planned and limited;
it isn't open nunting season.)
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Bul something else is al work here, and tlmu,gi. i may not influence ime as much as it influences
ux[u s that 'm with, 1t takes its toll on me well Aviis a former member of my p ugah with whom
ive served for many years, including during very trying times in Lebanon, We have a sort of instant
identification with him and the desire to defend him is almost a reflex. [f things ultimately come
down {o which side you're on, the prassure to be on the side of your buddy is immense. And of course

£
all this helps to show even more clearly why it's so difficult for me to refuse to serve in the territories.
Monday, july 8 0730

Early Uhus morng [ went oul an still anather foat pateal, th augh this tine it was somewhat
different than the norm. Five of us got up at (330 and were driven to Dir Kadis hefore dawn. There we
wandered around the village, making our presence ';\l-.w-n io whoever was awake at the time (and to
the dogs, who jwigu b; their bal‘kiz finitely ware aware we wers there) The basic idea behind
being in the village at dawn is no different than th nt behind almast all the rest of our actions here
We're the physical expression of the Israel oecupation, and we always have to find new or different
ways of making our presence telt. There are those of us who think that we're not really performing our
10b When we wander through a village without reacting to the slogans painted on the walls or to the
Palestinian tlags hanging rom the electncity cables. Une of these is Urern, the officer I'm nan mally witin
i these pmiun He's alsa a kibbulznik, and .n\.]'k‘lihy ...;nLJl asizes that his DDhUC&l DDmIOﬂb aren't
that different from mine (i n.‘i\,lu‘l we both agree that I'm more extreme). But he argues, as is all too
often argued, that once we're here political considerations have to be put aside and we have to do our
job as best as it can be done. Thus is the reason | was surprised that last week he was displeased with the
way that one of us on a patrol with him checked a car Uren thought the interrogating was too gruff
ancl that it was humiliating to check under the seats af the car. Though [ understand his approach, one
can easily argue inat this is the necessary means of performing our job.

Both Urenand [ land probably many athers) have stories about people we've stopped without
their [D cards whom it was obvious weren't suspect in any way (though just why this is obvious 1s an
interesting question) whom we could have brought to the authorities, We knew, however, that this
wuould be a long and probably uncomfortable pracess, and if it can be avoided, we're doing a service to
the person we've stopped, Unless, of course, we view things from a slightly different perspective —
such as why we're here at all, and what right we have to mierfere in these people’s lives. It's forbidden,
and inadvisable, for instance, for these people to go outside of then houses without their [ cards,
whereas | can think of numerous times when I'm not only out of my apartment bui even off the
kibbulz without any identification.

Dring vesterday’s evening patrol one of our group notced two men inside the gate of the yard of
a house, and for some reason decided that they were suspicious. He had no qualms about demanding
to ses their [D cards though there was no tangible reason to suspect them. On the other hand, if [ call
this harassment, I'll coolly be told that this s ne more than making our presence felt.

S0 this moming's patro) with Uren had a distinct ambivalence to it. On the one hand, we made
no qualms about being m the village at aawn — that was the entire purpose. But when we checked the
[T} of the few peaple we met during the patrol it was clear that we were only going through the
motions, and we tried to be as civil as ur,;s:sib;e, i suppose that I'd prefer some stranger to be civil to me
if he stopped me when | left my apartment in tm., morming and demanded to see my ID, though | can't
say that I'd particularly enjoy being stopped in the first place. Perhaps in this particular case “making
our presence felt” should have meant making lots of noise (and waking the people in the village)
though most of the people I'm with would probably admit that that goes over the line into
harassment.

We left the village befare it really started to wake up, but it was still interesting to see the
beginnings of that process — seeing the fvst signs of morning as peaple leave their homes, and to
wander around the village not really knowing where you are, but with the light of dawn getting your
bearings.

Monday, 1500

['ve rather consistently been spending most of my guarding hours at the same spot — on top of
the cwvil administration building, Since close to nothing nappens, and therg's very little to see, and
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hardly anything to look out on for that matier,

'mi able L

:' Lo do a lot of reading, though | alsa take this
wme to prepare the next day's work schedule. Thers isn't much that merits being written about, |

i

retumed to this post rather early yesterday moming having caught a ride from very close to home
with someane else from the plugah. }

What there is here to see is mastly the people coming to the civil administration. This is another
aspect of the Israeli occupation which is somehow different from the military show of force that we
represent. The civil administration (which for some reason [ don't understand is almost totally
military} s responsible for issuing the various permits necessary for regular day to day life fo g:o an in
the territoties, ‘

Tuesday, July 9, 0830

I didn't get around o finishing those thoughis of yesterday, but seeing as how once again this
morning I'm again in the same spot, there's httle reason to think that much should be different now
that would prevent me from continuing them where | left off,

Except that there is something different. Today is the 9th of the month, meaning that it's an
anmversary of the Intifacla — it's now torty four months old. Apparently each month is
commemorated by a strike. T don't know how extensive, or effective, this strike is, but outside the civil
administration the line is much longer, and much more unruly, than normal. This is probably because
people aren't going to work today, and if they're going to have the day free, then it makes sense for
them ta try and get some necessary paper work taken care of.

Tuesday, 11113

Uxpectations are high today for more incidents than is normal, and our vehicular patirol has
already had to check out a number of reports of nails on the road. Last night was also a night of
sumewhat Intensified action, though for me all it meant was waking up a couple of times during the
night before my shift to make some changes in the guarding schedule. In Gaza the last few days have
seen a number of vialent incidents, but although this can suggest that the same may be about to
happen here, so far the relative quiet is still being kept.

L was on guard auly during last might's action — the entering of one of the viliages in the area
with the hope of catching someone in his home, and [ listened in on the field radio although there
wasn't much to hear. Alter this unsuccesstul mission, around dawn, the action was capped ofi by the
rather customary addition of slogan erasing. Listening in on the field radio 1 could distincily hear the
disappointment in the voices of some of those taking part. As much as they're happy to be finishing up
here, they're also somy that there hasn't been more “action” during this month.

But anyway, back ta the civil administration. Though this is the formal representative of Israeli
authority in the territories (as we, | guess are the representatives of Israeli "power”) it is also the basis
for whatever non-military, or non-violent Israeli-Palestinian mieraction there is. Whereas it makes
sense to find in this interaction an expression of occupier and occupied, of powertul versus powerless,
informal relationshups develup which though they may spring from this base, seem to go beyond it.
Thus there are numerous times when I've noticed the enlisted soldiers working at the administration
conversing genially with the Palestinian applicants. This is In part due to the fact that these soldiers
know conversational Arabic (it seems to me that on the whole they don’t know it from their homes)
bt this is only the starting point. Being in daily contact with the peaple here, seeing them as
inclivicuals through the fact that they come here with particular applications and requests, it seéms
that basic human relations develop. An additional issue of status may aiso be involved here. On the
whole, relations are established with the more respected and privileged people in the region. After all,
it's with protessionais or with business people that the civil administration has the most extensive
contact. On the one hand, it's easiest to develop contact with these people who tend to be more worldly
than the average villager, and on the other these people probably derfve some status from being on
friendly terms with the civil adiministration. In these ways both sides seem to have same interest in
the development of at least minimal relationships.

Yesterday one of us reported an interesting incident. Among the people who work at this civil
administration branch are a number of local Palestinian villagers, and also at least one Israeli Arab
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irom jerusaiem. This particular person seems quite well off — he drives a nice car and dresses rather
expensively. He also speaks a very good Hebrew, and though [ doubt that many Israelis would mistake
him for being Jewish, tourists might not be abie to tell the ditference. My guess is that when this
person is here he leels more Israeli than he does Palestinian — if for no other reason than that in that
way he teels more powermul. Each person entering the civil administration must first pass a body check
— usually aciministered with a metal detector (women are checked by a woman soldier). But when |
write “each person” the intent is of course anly ta the Palestinians who come here. Jews with business
here don't have to wait in line — they enter freely, and of course without being checked,

But on with the story. When this person came yesterday he told the person at the gate that he
works here and doesn't have to go through the metal check Our person hete told him that he didn’t
care who he was, everybody (meaning all Arabs) entening the gate had to be checked, An argument
developed in which the Israeli Arab tried to show that he was diiferent from the Palestinian villagers,
but of course he didn't have much of a chance of convinaing a Jewish Israeli scldier with a rifle.

When 1 heard the story later in the day | remarked that he was an Israeli aitizen and as such

cleserving of the same treaiment as any other lsraeli citizen (meaning Jewish, of course). [ think I
caused a bit of a double-take, but [ doubt that [ was very convineing,

Wednesday, July 10, 20.30, at home

I've been home now far faur hours —
Aviv at sumimer refresher courses

cout two hours more than Tzippi who was away in Tel
eachers. The last day of milum is almaost always the
same nd malter where we are, and today wasn't an exception. Mast of the day is spent waxtmg, for our
rwp{acemen'zs to arrive, and then we return our equipment and wait around impatiently unii
everything is finished — meaning that the collective equipment is returned and/ or accounted for,
which is usually the most time consuming part of the whole day — before we can get our release slips
and start out on the way home. Things weni relatively quickly today, meaning that our replacements
arrived quite early and the returing of our equipment went smoothly, and even the final waiting
around wasn't 100 long, What's more, | even got a ride ail the way home. But perhaps the central
reason that tlhungs went so comfortably was because 1 didn't permit myself to become particularly
anxious. | even stayed behind for over an hour at the outpost I'd been stationed at when almost all the

est of those with me went to the ceniral outpost of the plugah and start returning their equipment,
and because of that I was able to relax and not feel rushed.

But [ didn't get around to writing, even though this was one of the things I most wanted to do. |
was stationed at our lookout from 10:00 !.mHF after noon, and had time to write, but somehow, even
though [ was relatively calm and relaxed, | didn't have the necessary caim to write as ['d hoped |
would.

Yeslerday late atternoon [ went out on the last afternoon foot patrol from our outpost. We were
driven to Dir Kadis, and then, before returning from there by foot, we wandered a bit around the
village. I guess that [ can say Fhai t'n';:; was a good time to be outside an our patrol, because much of the
g : ide at the same time, enjoying the cool of the early evening and in general relaxing,
ny kids were outside, some playing some doing various chores, and many more simply walking
rom one place to another. One of the people | was with commented to me that there were many very
aitractive chilaren in the vmage and 1 told huim that I'd been thinking the same thing. Tius was
perhaps the iirst time that we'd really seein the people of the village and it was a bit strange to realize
that 'd telt that I'd come to know the [JlaL,l.. without at all knowing the peopie. A few minutes atter his
first comment this same soldier shook his head sadly and remarked that it was unfortunate that these
peuplu have to live the way they do. He may have meant that these people deserved paved streets and
nicer homes, but T don't think that I was ietting my own political analysis get in the way when |
understood what he said as an expression of dismay at the continuation ot the occupation. | heard in
his remark a realization of the sadness and inhumanity of a situation in which these people could
quite easily go on with ther lives, living them as they choose, were it not for a group of soldiers who
are constantly enter ;nb their village and in that way reminding them that in ways both big and small
they have io live with the fact of the occupation,

;
ol

§.
L

for music

e was O

inilivmjoural, 1991, p23



i"l

v].“l‘llit_sﬂd/\/, L‘y 11, 845

i wanted to finish up all my writing yest

( rday, but discovered that [ was very tired. I took a
o watch the news and when f_ne-;._,n,-.‘

aver we decided ta go to sleep early — even though |
slept well on my last night of miluim I've learned that I'm ;?11)-51La1!y exhausted after 2 month like
this, no matter how easily it passes, and [ woke up this moming after ten hours of sleep.
Wednesday morning [ was ance again inside Dir Kadis for one last foot patrol, but this was only
for a few minutes before we returned to e road and headed for our outpost at Kharbata, Walking .
withvinie and one other rom our pluga & Lhree of the new unit that wa '
he termitory before they take responsibility. And this became an
interesting patrol because it was with interesting people. Our replacements stopped frequently along
the way tc view the gardens inside the village, or appreciate the flora growing on the hillsides, or to
pay attention to numerous other details. Too frequently [ have to slow down the others whom I'm
walking with in arder to get them to observe what's around them (and give me time to do the same)
50 it was nice to be on a patrol with others who did this naturally. After only a short bit of walking [
also realized that they were aiready getting into their traditional political arguments, and | quickly
ecognized wha it was i this unit who has the pe :Jmmm clogest W my own. Though we cidn't lal}\

s replacing up — we have
the job of showing them the work and the

h [ understood from Tam that bke me he's learned not to press his views on others but instead
s for the opportunities that inevitably present themselves to show how his point of view best
matches the reality of the situation. On the other hand, | doubt that he had felt himself faced with any
personal dilemma around whether to serve or not.

Though this was an interesting patrol, that of the previous evening held much more poetic
value as the last of our patrols. As we walked through the village on that patrol we passed a wall
which a group m Otd men were sitling against, They were engaged in friendlly conversation amon
themselves and one had apparently made a joke because two had broad smiles and were laughing One
OF our patrol :}*.uught that they were laughing at us and made same comment to that effect within our
group. And, of course, from our point of view we could well understand that they could have been
laughing at us. Here was a group of old men in a relatively poor village relaxing outside before
evening when all of a sudden a patrol of five Israeli soldiers passes in front of them. They sigh and
wink o oa"w other and say "this foo will pass” or hint that even though they seem powerless in
relation to us at the moment in the long run thevli stiil be here long after we've withdrawn, With my
political and social cutlook [ can timagine these men saying these things to each other, and laughing

|

Srmung ﬂ"l{-’mSEiV&‘b It s interasting that mmei..:né, xc!\/ sirnilar seems to have gone through the mind
of son { I amehow he knows that our occupation, although
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than a passing stage
And of

carious and stands a good chance of being no more
this and ather villages.
s at wark here. Soldiers don't like to think that
| ] . a 7 ¢  caught with our pants down. Don't these men know
that if they make me mad [ can easily shoot them and continue on with my patrol without giving
them a secand thought? They should be more careful. My guess is that thoughts of this sort run
through the mund of mast young soldiers wiho canry guns and meet with the civilian popuiauun af the
villages they patral. They permtted to use their weapons, and hope that the
villagers aren’t aware of thi r laughs at them this suggests to an already frustrated
soldier that they know that the soldiers can’t use their guns and this frustrates them all the more.
Tuesday was the %h of the month — an anniversary — it's now forty four months since the
beginning of the Intifada. Thus it was predictable that we'd find freshly painted siogans on the wails of
the village. ¥e'd been walking comfortably through the village, getting aimost pleasant eye contact
with the villagers, smiling to the kids because at the very least it's easier to smile than it is to frown or
scowl (and getting siiies in return} when we got to soime walls that apparently had Loo many slogans
for us to ignore. (I write "apparently” because I had no problem ignoring them, but others did) We
knocked on some doors i the area and when the people inside came out we told them in Hebrew and
in broken Arabic to get some paint, or anything else that would be effective, and to cover over the
slogans, Not much explanation was necessary since the people of the village are prett ¢ experienced in
this {the walls have had quite a few layers of !1]0881"!3 already and | never fail to note that if we leave
things as they are there won't be room [or more slogans whereas if we have the villagers pamnt over
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them we're only making room for new ones and they quite readily found the necessary utensils io get
the job done. :

Though the villagers we approached did the job, we had to admit that we were only hali-
heartedly interested in seeing it done. After all, we were leaving the next day and though we could
perhaps say that we were leaving our replacements a clean slate, we really didn't care that much, nor
did it matter. Thus after people arrived with paint to cover over the walls we told them that we'd be
vack lomotrow to check whether they'd reallv done the job and continued on with our patrol. We
knew that chances were good that they'd siop the work the moment we were out of sight, but we also
knew thal it didn't make much ditference.

Wien we started calling on peaple to erase the slogans groups of kids started to gather around us
i watch the show. Perhaps in another village this could have led to stone throwing and then to some
reaction on our part that could have too easily spiraled into unnecessary violence (though we didn't
have any anti-riot equipment with us and definitely wouldn't have used live ammunition, meaning
that at the most we would have retreated and cailed on a vehicle patrol to quickly get to the village).
Fm perhaps assuming too much, but the kids who gathered around to watch the show might have
peen thinking to themseives that {his particular unif, that's been around their area for about a month,
haan't made them erase siogans in the past, and periiaps they were cutious as to why we were doing
this now. Whaiever, our efiorts were only hall-hearted and we were happy to leave well enough alone
(@s long as well enough was within the caniines of the orders we had), and the kids of the village,
along with an irrepressible youthful curiosity, seemed to have a similar outlook to that of the older
men — they seemed to be saying to each other, with a mixture of nonchalance and amusement “this
too will pass”

And of course in one way, it did pass. Today there's a different unit in that area, fuliilling its
orders more or less as we did, probably choosing to be less involved in energetically shawing its
presence than the highest ranks in the area might want. The villagers in the area where we were
statlioned have seen one more plugah come and go, and though they don’l seem tangibly closer to
achieving independence, for both sides the month went by rather quietly and comfortably, and that's
also somewhat of an achievement,

And if it passed for them, it passed for us as weil In many ways this month of miluim was more
like a month on our borders than fike our month in Tulkarem of about nine months ago. In
Tulkarem something was almost always happening and we were all too often called on to deal with
demonstrations and other various incidents. This month went by with very few incidents, and most of
the actions that disturbed the relative calim (ar the status quo) were actions which we initiated.
Whereas in Tulkarem becoming mnvolved m madents was rather unavoidable, during this month
most of the time our tasks were the standard and regular tasks of guard duty and patrals that on the
whaole held very little out of the ordinary.,

T was home for a good deal of this month — almost one third of the time, which is without a
doubt a very substantial amount of leave, and | was thankful for being able to be home so much. [ aiso
penefitted from being stationed in three diiferent spots during the month and because of that not being
in a position where I too quickly gol bored aither with my surroundings or with the people [ was with.
And [ was able to do quite a bit of reading, something which [ almost didn't do at all when in
Tulkarem. In numerous other small ways this month was "normal” and [ often had to remind myself
that it was in the territories lest I began to feel that I was stationed on a border.

Until the end the people [ was with didn’t understand why it was that | resisted going to the pool
of the settlement only a few minutes away from where [ was stationed for the last two weeks. For most
of them the pool made these miluim quite comfortable and almost each afternoon a car filled with
soidiers from our outpost went there to relax for a couple of hours. Though my main reason for
resisting going to the pool was poilitical — not wanting to recognize the legitimacy of the settlements
over the green line — | had an additional reason. [ resist the idea that a month of miluim the purpose
of which is tc enforce the occupation should be a relaxing and comifortable month. If the opportunity
presents itsell when we're on the Golan Heights to swim in the pool of one of the settlements there,
Il jump at the opportunity. But [ want to continue to differentiate between two different tasks —
defending Israel and its borders, and enforcing the oceupation.

During a month like that which we spent in Tulkarem | found that it wasn’t all too difficuit to
become adjusted to the everyday tasks of our job, and | felt embarrassed by that reahization. During a
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month ke this past month it's even easier to forget that the name of the game is still occupation, and
often [ had to remind myself of this when things became too "comiortable”. It's a fact of lite that we
learn Lo live with — that emotional stress isn't always accompanied by physical suffering Sometimes
we have a strange desire for a bit of suffering in order to justify feelings of stress. If I didn’t continually
remind myself of the reason for my presence in this area it was all too easy during this month to let
my feelings of relaxation and comfort override the plain facts of my job.

At the end of my last leave, before returning to my last four days of miluim, Tzipp: thanked me
for not refusing to serve and going to jail Though things worked out well and it seems that we've no
fonger got any out of the ordinary reasons 10 be anxious about this pregnancy it made the month much
sasier on both of us that | was available had [ been needed. | readily understood her feeling because |
shared 1t

Yet somehow | feel as though I'm passing a very dangerous threshold. After having served two
month long stints in the occupled territaries 've Internalized the basic message that everyone has
tiied fo convince me of — it’s not that bad. After all, I've had only limited contact with the “native”
population, and much of that wasn't confrontational. I've even been able, very slightly, to restrain a
couple of people who might have gotten out of hand. It's become easy to relate to the details and to
disregard the bigger question — whether | can permmit myself to continue to Lake an active role in the
o

pation. For personal reasons 1 allowed miseli ta avoid a confrontation with that question this
tine, and [ don't regret that decision. since an end ol the occupation still isn't in sight chances are good
that whether I want it or not I'l have ain additional chance for that confrontation. I'm still not sure
what ['ll do then.
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