
It was supposed to have started raining
by now. The season changed just before
Ramadan began almost a month ago. The
air became cooler, the clouds rolled in and
have for many nights out of the month
covered the city in a dense murky
fog. Save for two small occasions
lasting maybe ten minutes each,
the rains have still not come. It
bears repeating as many times as
possible that this land, Gaza, is
running out of water. What clean
water has not been stolen or given
away quietly in private negotions
during the Oslo process will last
for another five to ten years -- if no
.more gets stolen

It is a big "if," but that word seems
to have been forgotten a long time
ago. To an extent, all of life here
here in Gaza could be punctuated
by that word, if. The harvest will
be good this year, if our fields
don't get raized by the military.
Ramadan will be generous, if our
community is not destroyed in the
next incursion.  Though all these
"ifs" may be understood, people
rarely bother to mention them.
Too much time would be taken up
planning for eventualities that no
one can control, planning for things
that can't be planned. Last night
there was military movement down at the
border. Tanks are gathering at the Mabar
Cross Point between Egypt and Rafah.
There is little doubt in people's mind as
to what the military is planning. Last
year there was an invasion exactly at the
end of Ramadan into Al-Barazil refugee
camp. Seven people were killed, about 13
homes demolished. The year before, they
invaded Ybna, and six people were killed.
This year the days of Eid (the four-day
celebration right after Ramadan) will be
filled with joy, our local coordinator told
us in our morning planning meeting; then
with a brush of his hand he added, if they
.don't invade, which they probably will

But this yearôs Ramadan has been full
of violent punctuation. It is expected the
same way that rain is expected during
this season, but in a cynical way, this
yearôs violence has been even more likely

than rain. Families donôt talk about the
happiness of Ramadan, about parties and
family gatherings, or about revelations
theyôve had during prayer. They donôt
complain about the fasting, many are too
sick from recent losses to feel like eating at
all. Just before Ramadan, neighborhoods
in Rafah were destroyed during the largest

invasion in years. Everyone was affected,
close to 150 homes were destroyed, more
than 1,200 people were made homeless.
There are stories of entire families forced
to stay in a single room of their house
while it was being shelled for two days
straight. For some, that single room was
their bathroom -- the safest place in the
house. The families only left when forced
by the military at gunpoint, out into the
streets where they ran for their lives from
tank shells and and helicopter bullets,
no time to collect their belongings and
documents marking their lives and their
familyôs history, the memories of joyful
punctuations of births and marrages.
That invasion ended, supposedly, but
throughout the past month the military
has been taking care of unfinished
business it did not get to complete in the
remaining neighborhoods. Most recently
in Block O, a tiny section of Rafah about
one square kilometer was invaded for two

days. It was severed from the rest of the
city and surrounded by tanks. A week
before in this area, a young child, 13
years old, was shot in the stomach on his
way home from school. He bled to death
over two days, while doctors frantically
tried to keep his blood transfusions from
spilling out through his stomach. But

there is no pause in the disaster of
this occupation. His familyôs home
was then demolished a week later
in the Block O incursion. No one
knows why, no ones really asks
why anymore. But it doesnôt get
easier to see a mom turn into a lake
of tears talking about her martyred
son, about how he earned his own
money catching birds since the
family was so poor, about how
when buying anything for himself
he bought one of the same for his
brother, about all the dear little
joys, the little punctuations her
son brought to her life, otherwise
depressed from so long under
.occupation

That depressed boredom is not to
be taken lightly. It is one of the
biggest challenges that people face
on a daily basis. Unemployment
is at 85% since the beginning of
the intifada, but one canôt take
time off from the occupation.
Gaza is described by many as the
largest maximum security prison
on earth. Thousands of acres of

trees and farmland have been destroyed.
As the farmland is plowed under by
Israeli bulldozers, people are forced to
leave their rural lives to join the swelling
ranks of the destitute and unemployed
urban population. Many are too poor to
be able to have the customary delicacies
usually marking Ramadan. Instead
they break fast with cold prepackaged
hummos made in Israel -- there are only
a few things left that one can buy that are
actually Palestinian-made. To counter this
depression breaks are looked for wherever
they can be found. Ramadan is one of
those occasions looked forward to, an
entire month of holiday. But the violence
also breaks the monotony, the routine
boredom of isolation of total closure. It is
something to talk about; the fear, the pain,
or the sadness, is something, at least, to
feel. -- Noah is 24 years old and a student
of aquatic biology. He likes to cook, and
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Punctuated Depression




