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I’m mad at you. Your memory, which is engraved in my mind, has all these 
holes in it. Am I not remembering all that you told me? Or was what you told 
me incomprehensible? I was very young when I started to listen to your 
stories. Later, when I turned to them for help, I discovered the holes in them. 
I started to ask you about them. But the more I asked the more you got mixed 
up, or maybe I did. How can things not get mixed up? I was certain that there 
was another city on top of the one we live in, donning it. I was certain that 
your city, the one you kept talking about, which has the same name, has 
nothing to do with my city. It resembles it a great deal; the names, orange 
groves, scents, al-Hamra Cinema, Apollo, weddings, Prophet Rubin’s feast, 
Iskandar Awad St., al-Nuzha St., the Sa`a square. . .etc. Where are all these 
names from? We walk together and you mention other names too. Names not 
written on signs. I had to learn to see what you were seeing. Ugh and all 
those people! I got to know all their problems and how they were forced to 
leave Jaffa. I know all the boring details about their lives and some 
interesting ones too. I know all the jokes they used to tell. All this without 
having met a single one of them. And I probably never will.
 
Your Jaffa resembles mine, but it is not the same. Two cities impersonating 
each another. You carved your names in my city and so I feel like I am a 
returnee from history. Always tired, roaming my own life like a ghost. Yes, I 
am a ghost who lives in your city. You, too, are a ghost, living in my city. We 



call both cities “Jaffa.”
 ...
You said you used to walk down the streets laughing out loud with your 
father. Barbed wire surrounding you for more than ten years. No one could 
leave Ajami except with an official permit. They even stole Jaffa’s name 
when they placed it under Tel Aviv’s administrative custody. Is this why I 
dislike Tel Aviv? Did I inherit this lump in my throat from you? Why do I 
still live in it then? “Why shouldn’t you? This is Palestine. . . these are Jaffa’s 
villages and it’ll always be ours,” you said to me. But then you fell silent as if 
speech was painful.

You said you went out with your father in what can only be described as a fit 
of madness. You walked with him and greeted strangers to fool him into 
believing that what he himself had said was true. That everyone had returned 
to Jaffa. You said he was demented and saw everyone there. Ten years passed 
and he couldn’t get used to his new Jaffa. Can one get used to his nakba? 
They changed street names into numbers to remind you that you were in a 
prison called Jaffa. As if you needed anyone to remind you of that. You said 
that your father saw Bus no. 6 coming on time and saw his partner, Zico, 
giving him back the keys to the “mobilia” warehouse they co-owned. You 
always said “mobilia” instead of “furniture” because you loved the sound of 
it.
...

You realized that your father was demented when he knocked on your door 
one cold morning. He said that Zico had visited him during the night and said 
they could go back to bring the furniture from the warehouse and open the 
stores. You didn’t say anything when you heard him say that. You stopped 
arguing with him when he yelled and said that he wanted to go back to his 
home. When you told him he was at home he accused you of lying. At first 



you didn’t understand what was taking place. Then you realized that he was 
demented, all of a sudden. And you realized that he was going to die all at 
once as well. You took him by the hand and walked with him on his last 
morning. “I walked and felt I was going to the gallows. The Israelis could 
have killed us. We weren’t allowed to just go out whenever we pleased. There 
was barbed wire everywhere. We were in prison and he was determined to 
leave Ajami. God saved us. I don’t know how. I was reciting the Kursi 
chapter from the Qur’an all the way. I was terrified.” You took a deep breath 
after that last sentence. As if all the air in the world wasn’t enough to fill your 
lungs. Sixty years later and you would still feel a tightness of breath when 
you talked about the nakba, your nakba and Jaffa’s. Your Palestine. You took 
him by the hand and greeted the strangers as if they were the city’s people. 
You said that God must’ve heard your prayers because no one stopped you to 
ask for permits. Pedestrians nodded as they responded to your greetings in a 
language they didn’t know. As if everyone had agreed to let him bid his 
hometown farewell. When you returned home he said he was going to bathe 
and sleep a little. But you knew that this was it. Did he take a bath because he 
knew he was about to die? Did you do the same? Is that why you took a bath 
before leaving and refused to let anyone come with you? You hadn’t left the 
house for six months. Did you want to die alone by the sea? Survivors are 
lonely.


