„˘‡†Ï‚ÈÒ††®ÌÈ¯ÂÙÈÒÂ†Â‡È„ÈÂ©†Ô‡ÓÚ·†‰ÏÈÏ·†È˘È˘
¨¯ÓÊ‰˘†‡È‰†‰ÈÂ¯È‡‰©†È‡˜È¯Ó‡‰†¯È˘‰†Ï˘
‡ˆÂÓÓ† ‡Â‰† ¨‰˜„ˆ† ¯ÓÂÏÎ† ¨‰˜‡„Ò† ÏÈ
Æ®‡˜ÂÂ„†ÈÂ·Ï
˙¯ÓÊ‰† Ï˘† ‰ÏÂ˜† ¯Á‡† ÈÏ˘† ˘ÂÙÈÁ‰
ÌÈÚ‚¯† Ì˙Â‡·† ‰¯˘‰† ¨ÊÂ¯ÈÈÙ† ˙ÈÂ·Ï‰
˙‡ß‚©†˙È¯ˆÓ†˙¯ÓÊ†ÌÚ†È˙Â‡†˘È‚ÙÓ†¨Ô‡ÓÚ·
¨ÚÂÏÂ˜† Ë¯Ò† ÍÂ˙Ó† ¯È˘·† ¨®‰¯È¯Ê–Ï‡
Æ‰‰ÊÓ†ÈÈ‡˘†È·¯Ú†ıÂ¯Ú·†¨Í˙˘˜·Î†˙ÈÎÂ˙·
Ú‚¯†¨ÚÈ˙ÙÓ‰†¨˜ÙÒÓ‰†ÂÙÂÒÏ†ÚÈ‚Ó†ÚÒÓ‰
‰¯˘†˙È„¯ÙÒ†‰Á˙·†ª‰ÏÏÂÒ‰†˙¯Ó‚˘†ÈÙÏ
˙Â¯Á˙†˙¯‚ÒÓ·†¯È˘†®‰È‡Ó‡†ÒÂÈ„Ó¯©†˙¯ÓÊ
¨‰Ë˜† ‰˜‰Ï·† ‰ÂÂÏÓ† ˙¯ÓÊ‰† ÆÂ˜ÓÏÙ
¢‰ÏÈ‰˜¢† ÔÈÚÓ† ¨ÏÂ„‚† ÈÂ·È‚† ‰Ï† ˙˘Ó˘Ó‰
˙„·‡ÓÂ†˙ÎÏÂ‰†¢‰ÏÈ‰˜¢†‰ÏÈÓ‰†Â·˘†ÌÏÂÚ·
Æ‰˙ÂÚÓ˘ÓÓ
˙‡† ¢˙¯ÎÂÊ¢† ˙ÈÚÂˆ‰† Â˜ÓÏÙ‰† ˙¯È˘
ÂÈ‰˘†ÌÈÓÏÒÂÓ†Ï˘Â†ÌÈ„Â‰È†Ï˘†Ì‰È˙ÂÏÂ˜

(

¨¢‰·‰‡† È¯È˘† ‰˘ÂÏ˘† ¨Â„ÏÂË† ÔÂÏÓ¢† Â‡È„ÈÂÂ
È˙‡·‰† ¨‰È¯Ï‚·† ÈÊÎ¯Ó‰† ¯„Á·† ‚ˆÂ‰˘
ÔÂÏÓ·†‰ÈÊÈÂÂÏË·†È˙ËÏ˜˘†˙ÂÏÂ˜Â†˙ÂÂÓ˙
Æ±πππ†¯‡ÂÈ·†¨Ô‡ÓÚ·
˙ÂÁÎÂ·† ÏÈÁ˙Ó† Â‡È„ÈÂÂ‰† Ï˘† ÚÒÓ‰
¨ËÚÓÎ† ˙ÈËÒÈÏ‡ÈÂÏÂ˜‰† ¨‰„·Î‰† ˙ÈÙÂ¯È‡‰
¨È·¯ÚÓ‰† „¯‡‚ÂÂ‡‰† ˙ÂÓ‡† ˙Â„ÏÂ˙† Ï˘
¨ÔÈÈ¯˜‰†Ï˘†ÂÏÂ˜†ÌÚ†Æ¢‰Ë¯‡¢†ıÂ¯Ú·†˙ÈÎÂ˙·
Æ¯„Á·†‰ÓÏˆÓ‰†ÌÚ†˙ËËÂ˘Ó†È‡†¨˙È˙Ù¯ˆ·
¨¢Â„ÏÂË¢†ÔÂÏÓ†¨ÂÓ˘†ÔÎÂ†ÔÂÏÓ‰†Ï˘†Â·ÂˆÈÚ
Æ‰ÈÒÂÏ„‡†Ï˘†¯‰ÂÊ‰†ÈÓÈÏ†ÌÈÒÁÈÈ˙Ó
‚ÈÙ‡Ê‰†È˙Â‡†‡È·Ó†‰ÏÈÏ·†¯˙ÂÈ†¯ÁÂ‡Ó
˙ÈÙÂ˜˘‰† Ï˘† ÌÂÒÁ† ÈÂÚ·ˆ† ÍÒÓÏ
¢ÏÂ¯˜† Â‰¢† ¯È˘·† ‰ÂÂÏÓ† ¨¢JERUSALEM¢
˙ÂÚÓ˘Ó† ÔÈ‡† ÆÏ‡¯˘È† ÏÂ˜·† ¯„Â˘Ó‰
¨Ô‡ÓÚÓ† Ë·Ó·† ¨˙·˘† ·¯Ú·† ¢ÌÈÏ˘Â¯È¢Ï
ÈËÒÈÒÈ˜¯‰Â†¯ÂÂÈÚ‰†ÏÈÏ··†˙Ú·ÂË†‡È‰˘Î

)

JERUSALEM
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‰È‡Ó‡†ÒÂÈ„Ó¯†Ï˘†‰ÏÂ˜†Æ‰ÈÒÂÏ„‡·†‰ÈÙÏ
‡Â‰˘†¨ÍÎ†ÏÎ†È˘ÓÓ†‡Â‰†®‰ÙÂ¯˙†Ω†ÒÂÈ„Ó¯©
Â·˘†ÔÈÈÓÂ„Ó‰†ÈÒÂÏ„‡‰†·Á¯Ó‰†˙‡†Ô˜˙Ó
¨‰ÏÂ˜†¨‰È„È†¨‰ÈÙ†‰‡¯Ó†Æ˙ÈÊÈÙ†¨˙·˘ÂÈ†È‡
˙Â¯˘Ù‡†ÏÚ†ÈÏ†ÌÈÊÓÂ¯†¨‰Ï˘†ÌÈÂÂÏÓ‰†‰‡¯Ó
ÆÌÈÈ˘ÓÓ†Ûˆ¯ÏÂ†‰¯ÈÒÓÏ†¨ÌÈÒÁÈÏ
¢ÏÂÏÂ˜‰† Ï˘† ˙ÒÚÂÎ‰† Â˙·¢† Â‡È„ÈÂÂ‰
Â¯ˆ‡˘†¢È˙ÂÁ‡¢†‰ÎÂ¯Ú˙·†‰Â˘‡¯Ï†‚ˆÂ‰˘©
ÏÚ† ‚ˆÂ‰† ¨®¯ÂÏÙ–Ò„Ó† ‰ËÈ¯Â† ˙˘˜† ‰ÏÂ˘
˙‡† Æ˙ÂÂÏÁÏ† ÍÂÓÒ† ¨¯ˆ‰† ÔÂ¯„ÒÓ·† ÁÈË˘
˙ÂÁ·†‰˘·Ï‰–‡˙†ÏÏÁ·†È˙ÓÏÈˆ†Â‡È„ÈÂÂ‰
ÆÊÈ¯Ù·†Â·ÏÎ
¯„Á† ÔÈÚÓÎ† „˜ÙÈ˙˘† ¨ÈÊÎ¯Ó‰† ÏÏÁ·
È˘Ó†ÌÈ˜˙ÂÚ†˙ÂÓÈ¯Ú†È˙Á‰†¨ÈÒÈÒ·†ÌÈ¯Â‚Ó
È¯Â˘ÈÓ†˙‡†¯‡˙Ï†È˙˘˜È·†Ì‰·†¢ÌÈ¯ÂÙÈÒ¢
È˘ÚÓÓ†„Á‡†ÏÎ·†Â˘‚ÙÂ†Â˘‚˙‰˘†˙Â‡ÈˆÓ‰
Æ‰Ï‡‰†ÌÂÏÈˆ‰

Hotel Toledo Sigal Eshed

„˘‡†Ï‚ÈÒ††Ô‡ÓÚ·†‰ÏÈÏ·†È˘È˘

6.2.01-6.3.01

Hotel Toledo: Three Love Songs (Videos and Stories) Sigal Eshed
In the video Hotel Toledo: Three Love Songs,

˙‡† ¢˙¯ÎÂÊ¢† ˙ÈÚÂˆ‰† Â˜ÓÏÙ‰† ˙¯È˘
ÂÈ‰˘†ÌÈÓÏÒÂÓ†Ï˘Â†ÌÈ„Â‰È†Ï˘†Ì‰È˙ÂÏÂ˜
˙Â¯˘Ù‡† ÏÚ† ˙ÊÓÂ¯Â† ¨‰ÈÒÂÏ„‡·† ‰ÈÙÏ
ÌÈÈ˘ÓÓ† Ûˆ¯ÏÂ† ‰¯ÈÒÓÏ† ¨ÌÈÒÁÈÏ

exhibited in the central room of the
gallery, I brought images and sounds
caught from TV in an Amman hotel room
in January 1999.
The video’s journey starts with the heavy
Europeen, almost Colonialistic presence of
the history of Western Avant-Garde, via a
program broadcast on ARTE. Accompanied
by the voice of a French narrator, I roam
around the room with the camera. The
hotel’s design and name, Hotel Toledo,
allude to Andalusia’s days of glory.
Later that night zapping brings me to
a blocked screen with the inscription
“Jerusalem,” accompanied by the song
“Oh Carol” broadcast on The Voice of
Israel. Seen from Amman on the eve of

The journey reaches its sudden but
satisfying ending a minute before the
battery runs out; on a Spanish channel, a
singer (Remedios Amaya) is singing a song
in a Flamenco competition. She is
accompanied by a small supportive group,
like a ‘community’ in a world where this
word is losing its meaning.
The Gypsy Flamenco ‘remembers’ the
voices of Jews and of Muslims who
preceded it in Andalusia. The voice of
Remedios Amaya is so real, it seems to heal
the imagined space in which I physically
sit. The look of her face, hands, her voice,
the look of her companions, hint at the
possibility of relations, of true transference
and continuity.
The video The Colonel’s Angry Daughter

The Gypsy Flamenco ‘remembers’ the voices
of Jews and of Muslims who preceded it in
Andalusia, thus hinting at the possibility of
relations, of true transference and continuity

Shabbat, “Jerusalem” is rendered
meaningless, as it drowns in the blind and
narcissist blend of this American song
(ironically, the singer, Neil Sedaka, is
actually Lebanese in origin).
During my search for the voice of
Lebanese singer Fairuz, who is singing at
that very moment in Amman, I manage to
find an Egyptian singer (Najat alSaghrira), performing a song from a
Musical, broadcast on an Arab channel I
can’t identify.

(first featured in the show Sister: Mizrahi
Women Artists in Israel, curated by Shula
Keshet and Rita Mendes-Flohr), was
displayed on a carpet in a narrow corridor,
close to the windows.
I shot the video inside a changing room
in a Parisian department store.
In the central space, which functioned
as a basic living room, I piled copies of two
‘short stories’ in which I aimed at
describing the moments in which each of
these these photographic acts occured.

¢ÏÂÏÂ˜‰†Ï˘†˙ÒÚÂÎ‰†Â˙·¢†Â‡È„ÈÂÂ‰†˙„Â·Ú†ÍÂ˙Ó†ÌÈÈÂÓÈ„
Images from the video “The Colonel’s Angry Daughter”
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ÔÂ˘‡¯†¯ÂÙÈÒ
Æ®˙È¯·ÚÏ†˙ÈÏ‚‡Ó©†ÂÓ‚¯˙Ï†ÈÏÚ†ÏËÂ‰˘†¨ÆÒÆ‡

ÁÈ˘·†È˙Â‡†Û˙È˘˘†ÏÚ†¨˙È˜Ú†‰„Â˙†‰·Á†È‡†¨ÆÂÆ‡†È‡Ó·‰†¨È„È„ÈÏ

˙Â˜Ï†˜Â˘Ï†È˙‡ˆÈÂ†¨Ú‚¯‰†ÏÏ‚·†‰ÁÓ˘†¨˙˜ÁÂˆ†¨‡Â¯˜Ï†È˙·˘È

ÆÏ‡¯˘È†˙È„Ó†ÏÚÂ†˙ÂÂÈˆ‰†ÏÚ†¨ÈÏ˜È„¯†ÌÈ˜¯ÙÏ†¨È„Â‰È†ÁÈ˘†¨ÂÏ˘

Æ˙„ÏÂÈÏ†ÌÈÁ¯Ù

È‡˘†‰‡Â˙·†ÂÏ˘†Ë¯Ò‰†ÏÚ†‰„Â·Ú‰Ó†È˙Á¯·†„Á‡†ÌÈÈ¯‰ˆ†¯Á‡

¯˜ÈÚ·†¨ÌÈ¯ÎÓ†ÂÒÎ†Æ˙È¯·‰†ÌÈÈ˜˙‰Ï†‰„ÓÚ†‰·˘†‰¯È„Ï†È˙¯ÊÁ

ÆÊÈ¯Ù·†¨¯ÈÚ·†ËËÂ˘Ï†È˙ÎÏ‰Â†¨‰ÏÂÁ

Æ‰ÈÈÊÂ¯–‰„†Â¯Ó†˙·Â¯˜˙†‰ÁÂ‰†ÔÁÏÂ˘‰†ÏÚÂ†¨ÌÈ„Â‰È

È˙È‡¯† Ì˘Â† ¨®¢‰ÈÈ¯ÈÚ‰† ˙È·† ¯‡Ê‡·¢©† BHV† Â·ÏÎ‰† ˙ÂÁÏ† È˙ÒÎ

‰˘È‡† ‰ÒÎ† ÌÂ˜ÓÏ˘† „Ú† ¨„Â·È‡Ï† È˙ÎÏ‰† ˙ˆ˜

ÆÊ‡†„Ú†È˙È‡¯˘†¯˙ÂÈ·†˙ÂÙÈ‰†˙ÂÈÊÁ‰†˙‡†¨‰ÒÈÎ‰†˙ÓÂ˜·†¨‰¯˜Ó·

‰ÂÓÎ† ‰‰Î† ‰„ÏÈÏ† ‡Ó‡† ¨‰ÈÈÙ‰ÙÈ† ¨˙¯Â˜† ¨˙¯˜ÒÓ

¨˙Â¯˜È†ÂÈ‰†Ô‰†Æ˙Â˘‚¯˙‰Ó†˙ÂÎ·Ï†ÈÏ†‰Ó¯‚†ËÚÓÎ†¨‰˜Â¯È†¨Ô‰Ó†˙Á‡

Æ‰˘Â˘†Æ˙¯ÙÂÒ†ª®‰Ú·¯‡Ï†‡Ó‡†—†ÈÏ†¯·˙Ò‰†ÍÎ†¯Á‡©

Í˘Ó·†ÆÔ˙Â‡†˙Â˜Ï†ÌÂ˜Ó·†Ô˙È‡†‰˘ÂÚ†È‡†‰Ó†ÔÎ˙Ï†È˙ÏÁ˙‰†„ÈÓÂ

ÌÈÈÈ·†˙ÈÈÁ†È¯Á‡†ÊÈ¯ÙÏ†‰ÚÈ‚‰Â†ÒÈÂ˙·†‰„ÏÂ†‰˘Â˘

˙ÓÏˆÓ†È‡†ÍÈ‡†·Â˘ÁÏ†È˙˜ÒÙ‰†‡Ï†¨Ì˘†È˙¯‡˘˘†ÈˆÁÂ†˘„ÂÁ‰

È˙Ï‡˘† ÆÔË˜‰† Á·ËÓ·† Â„ÓÚ† Æß∂∑† È¯Á‡† ¨Ï‡¯˘È·

¨¯ÂÚ†ÏÚ†¯Ó‡Ó†Ï˘†˙Î˘Ó˙Ó†‰·È˙Î†È¯Á‡†Ê‡†È˙ÈÈ‰©†˙ÂÈÊÁ‰†˙‡

‰˙È‰¢†∫ÈÏ†‰˙Ú†‡È‰Â†øÏ‡¯˘È†˙‡†˙·ÊÚ†‰ÓÏ†∫‰˙Â‡

ÈÓÓ†ÔÓÊÂ‰˘†¯Ó‡Ó†¨Ï‡¯˘È†ÔÂ‡ÈÊÂÓ†Ï˘†‚ÂÏË˜Ï†¨ÚÂÏÂ˜Â†‰ÙÂ‡

˙ÚÓ˘¢†∫È˙Â‡†‰Ï‡˘†ÍÎ†¯Á‡†Æ¢‰·‰‡†‡ˆÓ‡†‡Ï†È‡†Ì˘˘†‰˘ÂÁ˙†ÈÏ

ÌÈÓÈ‰„Ó† ÌÈË¯Ò† ‰ÓÎ† ˙Â‡¯Ï† È˙ÎÏ‰† ‰Ê‰† ÁÈ˘‰† ÍÂ˙Ó† Æ‰Á„Â

¢ø˜‡¯ÈÚ†˙‡†‰ÏÈÏ‰†‰ˆÈˆÙ‰†˙È¯·‰†˙Âˆ¯‡˘

ÂÈ‰†Æ‰˜È˙‡†¨‰˜ÈËÈÏÂÙ†¨‰ÙÂ‡†∫È˙Â‡†‰ÈÈÚ˘†˙ÓÂˆ·†Â˘Á¯˙‰˘

Ô·ÂÓÎ†Æ˙ÂÎ·Ï†È˘‰†¯„ÁÏ†È˙ÎÏ‰†È‡Â†ÏÁ‰†¯·Î†‰ÏÈÓ‰†˙È¯·†Ò˜Ë

ÌÈÙ¢† ¨‰ÙÂ‡‰† ÌÏÂÚ† ÏÚ† ÔÈÈÏ˜† Ì‡ÈÏÈÂ† ÌÏˆ‰† Ï˘† ÂÈË¯Ò† ‰Ï‡

¨ÌÈ¯˙ÂÎ‰†ÏÎ†ÏÂÓ†¨È˙ÈÎ·Â†È˙„ÓÚ†Â·˘†¯„Á‰†¨‰ÈÈ¯ÙÒ‰†‰˙È‰†˙‡Ê˘

Æ®ÊÈÈÂ† Ë¯·Â¯† Ï˘† ¢ÌÈ¯·¯Ù‰† ¯ÂÙÈÒ¢Â† ÔÂ„† ÈÏËÒ† Ï˘† ¢˙Â˜ÈÁˆÓ

¨¢Ì˘Ï†˙¯ÊÂÁ†‡Ï†È‡¢†∫˙ÈËÓ¯„†˙Â˜Ù˙‰·†¨ÈÓˆÚÏ†˙¯ÓÂ‡†È‡˘Î

ÏÏ‚·†‰„Â·ÚÓ†È˘ÙÂÁ†ÍÙ‰˘†ÏÂÁ†Ï˘†¯˜Â·†¨¯˜È†¯˜Â·†˙¯ÎÂÊ†È‡

˙È¯·‰†Ô·†‰˙‡¢†∫ÂÏ†¯ÓÂÏ†È„Î†ÈÈËÒÏÙ‰†È„È„ÈÏ†¯˘˜˙‰Ï†˙˘˜·ÓÂ

¯·Ï†È˙‡ˆÈ†ÆÈÏ˘†˜ÈÒÚÓ‰–È‡Ó·‰†Ï˘†Â·†Ï˘†‰ÏÈÓ‰†˙È¯·Ï†˙ÂÎ‰‰

ÆÂÏ†„È‚‰Ï†ÈÏ†‡ˆÈ†‡Ï†Ï·‡†Æ¢ÂÈ˘ÎÚ†ÈÏ˘†È˙ÈÓ‡‰

ÈÈËÒÏÙ‰†È„È„È†·˙Î˘†ËÈ¯Ò˙Ó†˜˙ÂÚ†È„È·Â†ÍÂÓÒ‰†˜Â˘‰†„ÈÏ˘

for a while, until an intriguing woman walked in, radiant,

ethics; such were the films made by photographer William Klein

beautiful, mother to a girl as dark as she was (later on I

about the fashion world, Stanley Donen’s “Funny face” and

discovered that she was a mother of four); a writer. Shoshana.

Robert Wise’s “West Side Story”).

Shoshana had been born in Tunisia and came to Paris after

I remember a wonderful morning, an ordinary day that became

a transition period in Israel, after ’67. We stood in the small

free from work due to the preparations for the circumcision

kitchen. I asked her: Why did you leave Israel? And she replied:

ceremony of my employer’s baby son. I went out to a bar next

“I had a feeling I would not find love there.” Then she asked

to the market nearby, with a copy of the script written by my

me: “Did you hear that the United States bombed Iraq

Palestinian friend E.S., which I had been asked to translate (from

last night?”

English to Hebrew).

The circumcision ceremony had already begun and I went into

I sat down to read, laughing, happy with the moment, and then

the next room to cry. Of course it was the study, the room in

went out to the market to buy flowers for the new mother. I went

which I stood and cried, facing all those titles, saying to myself,

back to the apartment where the ceremony was about to take

with dramatic self-indulgence: “I’m not going back there”, and

place. Some acquaintances came in, mostly Jewish, and on the

wanting to call my Palestinian friend to tell him: “You are my

table there were refreshments from Rue des Rosiers. I felt lost

true ally now”. But it didn’t work out and I never told him.
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the crossroad that interested me at the time: fashion, politics,

Â‡È„ÈÂÂ‰†˙„Â·Ú†ÍÂ˙Ó†ÌÈÈÂÓÈ„
¢‰·‰‡†È¯È˘†‰˘ÂÏ˘†∫Â„ÏÂË†ÔÂÏÓ¢

Images from the video “Hotel
Toledo: Three Love Songs”

First Story
To my friend, director E.W., I am thankful for involving me in his
Jewish, sometimes radical discourse, on zionism and on the
state of Israel.
One afternoon I avoided working on his film, making an excuse
that I was ill, and went to wander round the city, Paris.
I entered the BHV (“City Council Bazaar”) department store,
and there I saw by chance, on the entrance floor, some of the
most beautiful bras I had ever seen. One of them, green, almost
made me cry. They were quite expensive, and I immediately
began to plan what I could do with them instead of buying them.
For the whole six weeks I stayed in Paris, I couldn’t stop thinking
how to film the bras (I had just written an essay about skin,
fashion and cinema, for a catalogue for the Israel Museum, an
essay that was ordered from me and later rejected. From this
discourse I went to see some inspiring films that took place at

È˘†¯ÂÙÈÒ
‰Ï˘† È˘‰† Ë¯ˆÂ˜‰† ˙‡† ˙˙Ï† ‰„ÓÚ† ÊÂ¯ÈÈÙ† ÆÔ‡ÓÚ·† ‰ÏÈÏ·† È˘È˘
‰ÏÚ†ÒÈË¯Î©†·Â˘†˙ÎÏÏ†ÏÎÂ†‡Ï˘†¨ÂÚÓ˘ÓÎ†ÂËÂ˘Ù†¨Ï·‡·†ÂÈÈ‰†ÂÁ‡Â
ÌÈÈÁ‰†ÌÈÈËÒÏÙ‰†·Â¯†¯Â·Ú†·‚‡†ÈÂÈÓ„†¯ÈÁÓ†¨¯ÏÂ„†±∞∞†˙Â·È·Ò·
Â‡ˆÈ†¨˙ÈÏ‚ÈÒÂ†È˘†¨ÈÏ˘†ÌÈ¯·Á‰†Æ®‰·È·Ò˘†ÌÈËÈÏÙ‰†˙ÂÁÓ·Â†¯ÈÚ·
ÆßÂ„ÏÂËß†ÔÂÏÓ·†¨¯„Á·†˘ÙÁÏ†È˙¯‡˘†È‡†Æ‰È˙Â·˜Ú·†¨‰¯ÈÚ‰†‡ÂÂ˘Ï
„È¯Â‰†¨ÏÂÓÓ†Ô‚·†¨Û‡ÂÂÒ†˙ÁÙ˘Ó†Ï˘†Ï‰Â‡‰†ÆÂÙÈ·†˙ÙÈ†·ÂÁ¯·†¨¯˜Â··†Ú·˘†¨È˘ÈÓÁ†ÌÂÈ†¨‰ÚÙÂ‰‰†ÌÂÈ·†ÂÙÒ‡†Æ±
˙‡†Â¯·Ú†ÆÏÂ·‚‰†¯·ÚÓÏ†ÂÚ‚‰†ÆÚ˜¯·†˙È·¯Ú†‰˜ÈÊÂÓ˘Î†·È·‡†Ï˙†˙‡†ÂÈˆÁ†ÆÚ‚¯‰†Ï˘†ÈÙÂËÂ‡‰†¯‰ÂÊ‰Ó†Â‰˘Ó·
ÆÂ„ÏÂË†ÔÂÏÓ†ÆÔ‡ÓÚÏ†ÂÚ‚‰†ÆÏÂ·‚‰
ÌÈÓ·†Â·˘È†Æ¯‰†ÚÏˆ†ÏÚ†¨ÌÈÓÁ†˙ÂÈÈÚÓÏ†ÂÚ‚‰†ÆÏÂÈËÏ†ÂÏ˘†ÒÂ·ÂËÂ‡‰†‡ˆÈ†¨ÌÈÈ¯‰ˆ·†È˘È˘†¨‰ÚÙÂ‰‰†˙¯ÁÓÏ†Æ≤
ÆÈ˘‰†„ˆ‰Ó†ÁÏÓ‰†ÌÈ†˙‡†˙Â‡¯Ï†ÌÈ‰„Ó˘†¯Ó‡Â†¯ÊÁ†È˘†¨ÒÂ·ÂËÂ‡·†‰ÚÈÒ†ÍÂ˙†¨Ì˘Ó†‰¯ÊÁ†Í¯„·†ÆÂ¯·È„†¨ÌÈÓÁ‰
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Second Story
Friday night in Amman. Fairuz was about to give her second concert and we were
heartbroken that we could not go again (a ticket cost around one hundred dollars,
which is an imaginary price for most Palestinians living in the city and in the refugee
camps in its surroundings.) My friends, Shay and Sigalit, followed her into town, in
vain. I remained in the room, in the ‘Toledo’ Hotel.
1. We gathered on the day of the performance, Thursday, seven in the morning,
in Yefet Street in Jaffa. The Sawaf family tent, in the garden on the other side of the
street, somewhat decreased the utopian glory of the moment. We crossed Tel Aviv
with Arabic music in the background. We arrived at the border crossing. We crossed
the border. We arrived in Amman. Hotel ‘Toledo’.
2. The day after the performance, Friday noon, our bus went on a trip. We arrived
at warm springs, on the side of a mountain. We sat in the warm water, talking. On the
way back, while travelling on the bus, Shay said again how amazing it is to see the
Dead Sea from the other side.
3. On Saturday, we went walking to stock up on last experiences from downtown.
Objects as well. In one of the clothes shops we talked, Shay and I, with the salesman.
I examined a green ghalabia, grayish, thin. To his question, we replied that we are
from Tel Aviv. “I’m also from Jaffa”, he said. I did not buy anything from him. When
we left, Shay said: He had such a sad look on his face.
4. We caught a taxi to the hotel, downtown. The driver looked like he belonged to
the Muslim Brothers. His quiet revenge on us: overpricing.
Â‡È„ÈÂÂ‰†˙„Â·Ú†ÍÂ˙Ó†ÌÈÈÂÓÈ„
¢‰·‰‡†È¯È˘†‰˘ÂÏ˘†∫Â„ÏÂË†ÔÂÏÓ¢

5. On the bus back, a moment after crossing the border, Saturday evening: Ali, who
sat before me, received a call to his cellular phone. It was Morad, who called Ali to
coordinate a photo session for the following day (all three of us were working for the
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same newspaper then.) I took the cellular phone from Ali and said: Morad, we went
to hear Fairuz sing. I told him all the details and he was astonished. Why didn’t you
tell me? He asked. I was sorry not to have thought of it. I lied a little and said that the
performance took place on Friday night. “Oh”, he said, disappointed; It sounded as
if for him, it would not have been considered desecration of the Shabbat.

