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This is a story about two sisters, one who lives in 
LiÈge, in Belgium, and the other who leaves to live 
and work in Palestine for ten months.

I’m the one who lives in LiÈge: Delphine.
I spend my time drawing.
AnaËle, who’s leaving, likes to write.

From our sides of the world, we exchanged
letters. The idea came to us to make a comic that
told the story of what she experienced during
the ten months we spent living so far from each 
other, from March to December 2008.

This book is a personal look into a complex reality, 
through the lens of an intimate exchange.





Hey, Nan,
You’re leaving soon... when I told people "My sister’s leaving for Bethlehem," it seemed so far away. But  now, it’s so real.
How do you pack for ten months in Palestine?Tell me that you’ll take care of yourself?

Delphine



BETHLEHEM, MARCH 10
Hey, Delphine, 
I finally arrived in Bethlehem.
I’m going to be living here for
a few months… 

I met Elias, the company’s
accountant, just after passing 
through the security checkpoint.

We’re not allowed 
to go without a 
permit…

Ahlan Wa Sahlan!
Welcome! Sorry
I couldn’t come
pick you up in
Jerusalem!



He brought me to meet my
colleagues, then out to eat, and 
then to the grocery store.

And now I’m finally in front of 
my apartment…

I’ll be starting work tomorrow, but right 
now, I’m not sure what to do.
Outside, shepherds are leading their flocks 
up the hills. 

inside, it’s just me.
So here I am,
writing to
you.

I’m relieved to be here. it was a stressful trip,
especially when I had to go through the airport in Tel Aviv.



I was in the line for “Non-israelis,” getting my story ready.
if they discovered that I was heading to Palestine, they 
could’ve kept me from entering the country.

What am I here to 
do? Tourism and see 
friends in Tel Aviv…

 How long
would you like
  a Visa for?

Uh…six months,
if possible.

What are you going to do for six months?

Tourism… 
And?

I’m Christian, so I 
want to go visit some 
of the sacred sites…

And?

…and maybe a little 
volunteer work.

Oh? For what
organization? 
Do you have a 
contact?



I was always a terrible liar.

I felt so small, standing across
from this woman in her booth.

Uh…in Jerusalem or 
maybe Bethlehem? I need to

make a call.

She made one call,
and then another.
it took a while.

All around me, people just showed their passports and passed straight 
through customs. I waited while the lady called another person.



All of a sudden, she hung
up, stamped my passport,
and returned it to me.

I can’t believe it, I 
made it through! Haha! 
So easy!

A few meters down the way, a 
security guard stopped
me and took my
passport.

Get your
suitcase and 
return here.

Then he brought
me to a room
where two other 
security guards 
were waiting
inside. 

They searched my bags. …and put my
computer through

a few machines.



They opened my
pot of honey and 
checked it with 
metal detectors.

Then they
looked through 
my clothes.

They even
checked my 
hair.

Then, another agent asked me a thousand and one questions.

What is the reason 
for your visit?

What is your job 
in Belgium?

My exhaustion overwhelmed my 
anxiety. I gave one-word
answers.



And just when I thought they would never return my bags or 
my passport, they let me out.

The taxi driver tried to convince me not to try and cross the
checkpoint between Jerusalem and Bethlehem.

What do you want to go 
there for? I know some 
great hotels in town.



Love, Anaële.

And I made it
to Palestine!

I’m so excited!

But at the same
time, I’m scared…
and I’m really
all alone in this
apartment.

I finished this
letter…and now?

I need to make my 
bed and put away
my clothes.

But I’m in Palestine!
   I have a whole country to discover!
              Adventures to go on!



Dear Nan,
So, you made it?
In reading your letter, I could picture everything. I tried 
to draw you there.
But, as always, I have a hard time with your nose. It’s just got such a unique shape.
When I think that I won’t see it again for all this time, I can feel a small hole in the pit of my stomach. Tell me how you’ve been!
              Love, Delphine



Hey, big sis,

How are you?
Belgium and its cloudy skies seem so far away right now. Here, the sun 
seems right at home. (Speaking of, I actually got a really bad sunburn 
on my nose, in case that helps you draw it.)

it made the large 
green almonds on 
the hills of
Bethlehem ripen.

We pick them and put them in a bowl with 
some salt. Then we eat them whole with 
the shell.

it’s so delicious and refreshing. it’ll make a good replacement for
the white lemon beers I love sipping so much while sitting out on a
terrace in Brussels.

BETHLEHEM, MARCH 31



I go on walks to try and see more of the 
town. Everything is still so new.

Can you believe I’m in the town where Jesus was born?
it reminds me of our Catechism classes.

Actually, the history seems to bring a lot of tourists 
here. I see them around town.



Yesterday was Land Day. There were protests everywhere. People were 
shouting chants I couldn’t understand at all.

Land Day started on
March 30 in 1976. That day, 
Palestinians took to the 
streets to protest the 
annexation of their land.
The israeli Army opened
fire and multiple protesters 
were killed.

in honor of the day, a group
of women gathered at my
organization.



They all had stories to tell relating to the land.

My cousin lives in an Arabic
village in israel.

The villagers had their farmland confiscated and had to find 
another source of revenue. Plus, israeli law doesn’t allow them to
do any construction, maintenance, or even hammer a nail into a wall.

Little by little, the houses are getting older, 
and the people are forced to move.

Ever since the
wall was built in
Bethlehem, I lost my 
grove of olive trees.



And I can’t see the 
sunrise anymore.

My brother, who lives in Jerusalem, 
saw his house crushed by an israeli 
bulldozer…

…and his land
confiscated.



We were chased out of our 
village. I've never been able to 
go back since.

We kept the house key. 

That day, every woman wanted to speak about the love they hold 
for their land, and the pain they feel in seeing it taken from them, 
separated by walls, fences, and checkpoints.

 They talked, and they talked, and soon, it was just a loud mess.
Every one of them wanted to tell their story first. Where they talked
   in English before, they began speaking in Arabic more and more.



I couldn’t follow the conversation. So, I 
just smiled and nodded along. it seemed to be 
enough.

I like going to
women’s groups.

Usually, the people I meet here are men. it’s hard to make
 friends with girls my age since they’re always traveling
             in groups of their own.

But whenever I get the 
chance, I join them.

They take off their hijabs, speak 
freely, and their eyes start to 
glisten.



Love, Anaële.

Are you 
married?

Do you have 
children?

  How many
 brothers and
 sisters do you have?

Do you like 
Palestine?

What’s more
beautiful, Palestine
or Europe?

it’s hard to reconcile these funny, talkative Palestinian women with the 
women I meet in the street.

Though this is clearly not my world, it’s so charming, so welcoming, 
that I can’t help but enjoy it.

What have you been 
getting up to?

They talk about everything and nothing,
and ask me a lot of questions.



Hey, Sis,
For the moment, I’ve been putting 
plants on my terrace.
Gauthier’s making fun of me. He 
says I don’t have a green thumb, 
and that they’re going to die right 
away! (We’ll see!)
Isn’t it hard living in the middle 
of that mess? The situation over    
there just seems so complicated... 
Here, Spring is finally returning.
(It’s about time!) Love, D



Hey, Delphine,
Yes, it’s a mess, but that’s 
part of what I like about it.

Today, I visited Mousa.

He lives in Beit Ummar, a farming town.

As soon as I arrived, his 
mother brought us a
basket of fruits.

Ahlan Wa 
Sahlan.

...and tea, of course.

BETHLEHEM, APRIL 19



Mousa talked a lot, but he
seemed tired.

I wonder if his desire to be a good 
host kept him from telling me 
that he needed to rest.

A few weeks ago, israeli soldiers came to the village.

We ate with Mousa’s aunt, who’s twenty-five years younger
than him. His grandfather joined us, with his two wives.



A soldier fired.

He went to the roof with a few 
friends to see what was going on.

The bullet pierced a rock and
shattered into little pieces. One of
the pieces embedded itself into his
brow bone.

At the Palestinian hospital, they were only 
able to remove part of the bullet.

He couldn’t get a permit to be treated in israel because he went 
to prison when he was sixteen.



So, he still has a piece of the bullet in his head. He takes aspirin 
when it hurts, and he continues to work on plenty of projects.

Here, we’re going to create 
a House of Peace, with 
lessons for kids.

You could work there!

The project is exciting. it would 
allow me to fulfill
my volunteer work and see 
Mousa regularly.

Next, I visited the Dheisheh 
refugee camp, just outside of 
Bethlehem.

Close to 13,000 people live there
on 1.5 square kilometers.



They’re the descendants of
Palestinians who fled their
villages in 1948.

in Dheisheh, I met a man named 
Majdi, a director for
a youth center.

He sent me on a tour of the camp with one of the kids, Mahmoud. He’s 
tall, wears glasses, and takes his job very seriously.

He smokes like a Turk. 



Dheisheh looks like all the camps on the West Bank: a labyrinth of 
narrow streets, houses made of concrete, just tall enough to block 
the sunlight. There’s graffiti, posters of martyrs, and people who spend 
their lives here, living in areas designed to be temporary.

Mahmoud brought me back to Majdi.

Dheisheh is known in all the
West bank because most of the

resistance and political prisoners
in the ’90s came from here. that

brought on a violent response
from the israeli army.

He lit his cigarette with another cigarette.



Majdi told me about the metal 
fence that surrounds the camp, 
with just a few turnstiles as 
exits, that the army can close 
whenever they want.

Some lasted several months, with just one hour in 
which people were allowed in the streets to shop 
and buy food.

Nowadays, the israeli Army still enters
the camp regularly, usually at night.

The cease-fires during which no 
one was allowed to go outside or 
appear at the window.



When I finally decided to 
leave, it was late into the 
night.

A few months ago, one of the kids from
my program was killed in the street. 

I was abroad when 
my brother told me. 
I wish I had been 
here…

Majdi talked and talked 
and talked. He had so 
many things to tell me! 
He fascinated me, but the 
cigarette smoke made me 
dizzy.

I couldn’t breathe.

it stinks of cigarettes in 
the office. Majdi sprays air 
freshener into the
ventilation.



        The night here seems thicker, more
menacing. Everyone stays curled up indoors.

The wild cats and dogs take over the streets.
They scare me with their eyes that shine in the night.

And here I am,
back in my calm
little apartment in
Bethlehem, a little
overwhelmed by
all the people
I’ve met.



Hello, Nan!
I have a hard time reading 
your letters...How do you relax?
Here, the sun’s only starting to poke out. Everybody is already 
outside trying to take in the 
first rays of sunshine.
Last night I dreamed of you. 
You were running in a labyrinth 
that looked like the wall that 
surrounds the West Bank.
( Did you know that I still 
sleepwalk? This morning I found 
all the doors and windows in my apartment open...)
     I miss you. Your Sister



Hello, Delphine. What do I do to relax? Same as in Belgium,
    I go drinking with a few friends or smoke some hookah.
                    I could go for some right now, actually…

This morning, Mousa’s
brother called me.

Soldiers came during 
the night and took 
Mousa. Don’t come to 
Beit Ummar today.

is there anything
I can do?

Not much. There
are thousands of
Palestinian political 
prisoners. You can 
write him. He’d like 
that.

BETHLEHEM, MAY 3



I’m scared for Mousa. He already told me about prison.

The threats, the beatings. 
The sleep deprivation.

The cells are 
so small they 
have to stay 
standing.

I thought about Mousa all day.
I ended up talking with my friend 
Akram.

it’s normal here, don’t worry. 
They beat us at the beginning 
and then they leave us alone.

How about some
  falafel?



But it’s not normal for 
me! I’m scared, disgusted, 
and I feel powerless. 

My israeli friends don’t 
want to believe it.

This weekend, I went 
to visit him. First, 
I had to cross the 
checkpoint.

it felt like I was going inside the 

belly of the beast.



 After showing my passport and walking down many
hallways, I arrived in a large hangar. I waited in line and

every time the light turned green, three people passed.

On the other side of the turnstile, there was 
a metal detector. if it beeped when we went 
through it, we had to try again.

it beeped when a woman passed 
through. She had to take out the 
pins from her hijab.



After the metal detectors, I 
walked through a large hall and 
went through another turnstile 
after showing my passport to a 
young, bored-looking israeli.

it’s one of the most 
ridiculous places in 
the world.

Yes, it’s hard to imagine
anything more absurd…

Come back in a few 
years and you won’t have 
to wait in line. You won’t 
be able to see anyone 
here at all. Everyone’s 
leaving the country, little 
by little.

On the other side, there’s a field of olive trees and a road that 
leads to Jerusalem. One town on the left, another on the right. in 
total, it took me two hours to cross the ten kilometers between 
the two.



After all that, I’m not as
excited to go to israel.

       But I ended up
       having a really
        great night.

 Today’s a day where Jews need to
remember that they suffered and that
 they shouldn’t make others suffer…

…that’s something we
forget all too easily.

We celebrated Pesach with an israeli family. My friend, Uri,
managed to get permits for his Palestinian friends.

We commemorated the day Moses crossed the Red Sea.



Uri’s brother is Orthodox. He wears a kippah, a white dress shirt, 
and a red string around his wrist.

The bread is without yeast because they 
had nothing else to eat, and the wine 
symbolizes blood.

We sang in Hebrew, and then Arabic, and then in English. The 
grandmother sang in Hungarian with a shaky voice.

I’m so glad you all met! This is 
the best Pesach we’ve had. You 
young people give us hope!

After that we went out to a few bars with the cousins like in 
Europe. We drank, we danced…just a normal night in israel.

Love, Anaële.



Hello, Nan!
I’d love to come visit you.
 Everything’s well here; I’m 
working with kids now. They’re 
drawing giant hopscotch courts.  
  Do the kids there do the
   same thing?
 Our parents are doing well.
 They’re proud of you, their
 brave little girl, as they say!
 I visit them from time to
 time. Take care of yourself.
  (I miss you.) Delphine



There’s also “Sabah el Warda.” (I wish you a day full of flowers.)

Hey, big sis, how are you? And what about Gauthier?

it’s hot here. So hot. I walk around town, 
and I can feel the sun following all my 
movements.

in the streets, I can smell 
jasmine everywhere…

…even in the greetings.

Sabah el Kher.*

Sabah el Yasmin.**

*Hello. **I wish you a day full of Jasmine.

“Sabah El Nour.” 
(I wish you a 
luminous day.)

Or even “Sabah El Loon.” 
(I wish you a colorful day.)

BETHLEHEM, MAY 20th



it’s also kite season here. The kids prefer it to hopscotch.

He ran and ran. The kite 
climbed up to a meter. 
He was really proud of 
it.

Despite the heat, I’m keeping 
active. Last weekend, I went 
to Nablus with Nina, a friend 
of mine from the Netherlands, 
who’s here with a volunteer 
program like me.

On my street, one kid built 
a kite out of plastic bags, 
scotch tape, and sticks.



We were welcomed by the Darna Association. 
it was started by three men who grew up in 
the Askar refugee camp:

When we were teenagers, 
we weren’t really that 
close.

During the first intifada, we threw 
rocks at the israeli tanks. We were 
stopped and brought to the same 
interrogation room.

I gave them a 
box of Belgian 
chocolates.

Then, we were transferred to 
a prison for several years.

in prison, the israelis 
let us organize.



When I arrived in 
prison, a man from 
the South asked me 
what political party I 
belonged to.

Fatah?
Hamas?

PFLP?

I was fifteen years 
old. I didn’t know 
anything.

Uh…

Nasser was nineteen.

Fatah!

Fatah!

     Since we both
  came from Askar,
 I felt like I could
   trust him.

   And that was
  how I ended up
 in the same cell
as him and Yussef.



Prison was our university: the other prisoners taught 
us lessons on politics and history. We read, learned 

what Fatah stood for, and debated.

Yussef, Nasser, and I all decided
 to create a project for young 
people back in Askar camp as soon
  as we got out of prison.



And we started as soon 
as we could, from a tiny 
office building.

We were proud as peacocks, but 
people in the camp were skeptical.

They’re not too used
to books...

But little by little,
they started to bring us 
their kids, and the
program grew.



We toured the camp and its 
streets with Nasser.

it felt just like the other 
Palestinian camps.

The UNRWA school.

The buildings ready to expand 
right alongside the families.

The water reservoirs on the 
roofs.

That’s Jamil’s house,
one of the youths at
our center.

He was killed by soldiers 
in the olive field a few 
months ago.



He was fourteen years old.
I wish you could’ve met 
him. He was such a clown!

When Jamil ran to get his 
ball, a soldier fired from 
the road.

You see, the town is here, 
on the hill, and the road 
that runs from it goes 
right by the field.

it’s normal here.
I’m tired of hearing
      “it’s normal here”
            …No, it’s not normal!



We’re going to 
visit his family.

The mother tells us the same story Nasser told us.
it’s warm and dark. I don’t understand what I’m doing here.

Aren’t we going 
to bother them? I 
wouldn’t want to 
impose.

Too late...

His mother 
flashes a 
smile when 
she sees
Nasser.

Her son is with her. We 
go to shake his hand, but 
he refuses 
to take it.

He’s a member of Hamas now; he 
doesn’t shake women’s hands. 



But why did 
they shoot 
at him?

it’s normal 
here.

We leave, shaken.
The brother catches up to us. Hey, do you have an 

email address?

He can’t shake our hands, but he can write 
us emails. We don’t dare to refuse.

Then, the brother shows us 
all the photos they took at the 
hospital.

There are dozens of pictures 
of the kid with a bleeding 
bandage wrapped around
his head. I can’t handle it
anymore.



The sun weighs more and 
more. I feel heavy, ready to 
melt and disappear into this 
dry land.

We continued our visit. Every street has its own history.
      Nasser wants to share it all.

You see all those 
gunshot marks?

Nasser finishes by turning us over
to Yussef. We go visit the old town.



Politics takes precedence over tourism.

There are pictures of martyrs on all the walls: young, old,
children, bearded, bald, smiling, scowling, men, and women…

At every corner 
there’s a plaque

engraved with the
list of martyrs

killed at that
precise location.

Nablus is a town
entirely of martyrs.



We stop to eat kanafeh, the famous cakes bathed in syrup.
Amjad and Nasser join us.

They tell us plenty of stories, and we ask them plenty of 
questions. We laugh a lot, again and again, and I feel better 
every time.

Have you heard 
the one about 
an American, an 
israeli, and a 
Palestinian who 
are all on a bus 
together?

All of a sudden, with these forty-year-old 
Palestinian refugees, I felt like I was
surrounded by old friends.



I say goodbye to Nina. We don’t need to talk
to know that we both feel the exact same way.

Love, Anaële.

I’d stay a little longer, but I have 
to go back to Bethlehem. With the 
checkpoints, you never know how 
long it’ll take.

My thoughts and feelings are all 
over the place as I leave.

The checkpoints bring me back to reality, so I count 
them: five between Nablus and Bethlehem.



Hello!
 I started biking. I bike by the Meuse every morning to go to work. I stop on the dam bridge and I watch the barges go by.I have all the gear now: helmet,fluorescent vest, and rain pants.
 If only you could see me!
All that to say, everything’s good here. What about you?Your trip sounds challenging...

Love, Delphine



…Seeing weddings drive by: they honk, and film, and sing, and dance...

Hey, Delphine,

Actually,
a lot of things

have been getting
to me here, but I’ve
also had so many

simple and beautiful
moments:

Meeting people, laughing
at their jokes about
people from Hebron,

 
Eating delicious

Maqluba made by
their moms…

BETHLEHEM, JUNE 15



…and at work the kids are 
slowly getting used to me.…gathering apricots. Here, 

we call them michmich. 
One thing I’ll never get 
used to is people saying, 
“tomorrow in the apricot.” 
Who knows why…

Even the ones who don’t speak 
much English are making an effort.

Hey, anaële, 
how arrrre 
you today?

And those who do speak it well, speak to 
me in Arabic, instead, to help me learn.
I still can’t understand much.



Outside of my activities at the youth center, I continue to explore 
Palestine. Yesterday, I went to Hebron.

I met up with my friend
Bassam at his university,
just after his test.

Anaële!
Welcome.

He introduced me to all his 
professors, to show them 
he had a European friend.

He took me from one office to the next, and
of course we ended up in the office of the
professor who had just given him his last exam.

And who hadn’t 
graded it yet...



Then, we went into Hebron
proper. This town is crazy. 
There’s a modern side to
Hebron that’s lively and
commercialized.

We made sure to visit 
the brand-new shopping 
center, too…

…and its top-of-the-line security system.



        And then there’s
   the old town, filled with beautiful
Mediterranean architecture, and a heavy,
tense atmosphere. There are entire streets
of closed shops, barbed wire fences, guard
patrols, and checkpoints.

A soldier points his 
gun at the people 
entering the old 
town. it makes my 
blood run cold.

Abraham, isaac, and Jacob are all buried in Hebron. 
Settlers concentrated in this part of the city, to make 
sure to be near the CAVE OF THE PATRIARCHS. 



They annexed Palestinian houses and built modern 
buildings at the heart of the old city.

The Palestinians who do
business on the ground floor 
put up a fence above their heads 
to protect themselves from the 
objects that would get thrown 
down.

The most impressive is the 
old souk: the new settlers 
live in the homes on the 
floors above, and they built 
bridges to go from one side 
of the street to the other.

Tourists always 
take pictures 
here.



When I turned my head
    down one street, I saw
       a group of soldiers
       looking at us.

it’s the first time that I find 
myself with a gun pointed at me. 
Suddenly, I’m disconnected from 
reality.

One of them 
points his gun 
toward us.



I feel like I’m in a video game:

The labyrinthine streets, the merchants who stop us to sell their 
tea. it’s nice of them, but also intrusive all the same…

Along the way, I pass all sorts of exotic things: tripe hanging in the 
air, sequined slippers, cauliflower marinating in rose flower vinegar. 



Soldiers, watchtowers...and Bassam and I in 
the middle of it all. Our goal: Abraham’s tomb.

But there are still a lot of obstacles in between:
other pushy merchants to avoid…

…checkpoints to get past…

Why does she speak
Arabic? She’s no 
tourist.

…and streets to cross. 
it’s long and tiresome.



At the entrance, our bags pass 
through the metal detector.

   And finally, we pass through the door we’ve worked so hard
 to get to. Families are sitting down, people are praying and 
cleansing themselves, and there are some girls taking pictures.

And we arrive in the mosque, where 
I have to put on a dark hijab in 
order to enter.

We sit down.
it’s beautiful and calming.



On the way home, I stop by Dheisheh to see Majdi at his 
youth center. I tell him about how I’m feeling.

How can someone
remain calm in
Hebron?

He nods along and 
serves me a glass
of fluorescent juice 
that’s far too sweet.

it’s a little improper for a young 
woman. Fortunately, there’s
nobody around to see it…

I feel at home. We talk late 
into the night.

…Besides the taxi driver,
who brings me back home.

(But he’s one of Majdi’s friends.) 
Good night! Anaële.



Hello Nan,
I moved into an apartment next to the fire station. I caught a virus and have been stuck at home all week. So, I’ve been watching them go about their day from my balcony.
 When it’s nice out, they have water fights or put on barbecues that theylight up with their gas tanks.
 Some of them spend their time flirting with the women that pass by. I imagine it’s probably very different from   how relationships happen in Palestine?
 Speaking of, you have quite a lot to    say about Majdi, don’t you?

D.



Hey, Delphine,

The most important part about flirting in Palestine
is that it stays secret.

Loubna explained to me that most of it happens on Facebook chat.

We can say anything 
there, and nobody else 
will know.

 As a European, things are easier.
We can walk around with boys, and talk 
with them, without being judged for it.

BETHLEHEM, JUNE 30



in any case, here, 
everyone thinks 
that European 
girls are easy.

A Palestinian wouldn’t be able to 
go to Majdi’s house two or three 
times a week and spend hours 
alone with him in his office.

it seems you were 
right again, Delphine: 
I think I’m falling 
for him.

And I feel like the most precious of treasures, comfortably
enjoying all the compliments Majdi gives me.



The romanticism that would annoy me 
in Europe finally seems normal here.

Since we have to keep it secret, I 
only see him in his office.

And since we know that someone 
could walk in at any moment, we 
keep our distance. it’s not easy… Majdi, are you 

going to come 
see what we
put together?

Not right now, 
Hassan, I’m a 
little busy.

I just moved into a small little 
house that my organization uses 
as an office.

there are other complications…



Suddenly, I’m officially
representing the organization,
and I can’t invite too many
people over.

Especially if they’re boys.

You understand, it’s 
the reputation of the 
organization that’s at 
stake here.

As Director, I 
have to take 
care of it.

Yes, yes.
I understand.

I’m also starting to understand 
that I’m not at home here, and
I never will be…

…but I like my new house; I have
 a garden and an orange tree.

My neighborhood is a little particular; it’s near Rachel’s Tomb.



The israelis decided to annex the tomb and 
build a military base out of it.

Before the wall blocked it, my street was the main street of 
the town. it connected Bethlehem to Jerusalem in the North and 
Hebron in the South.

A wall surrounds the tomb and Palestinians 
aren’t allowed inside. So, there’s a house near me 
with walls on three of its sides.



Today, as I go outside, I see the enormous Gilo checkpoint on
my right, the wall in front of me, and the wall on my left.

Every day, I walk along it to
go to work. On one side there’s the wall,

covered in all sorts of graffiti, and on the other,
closed stores and deserted houses. Some are still

occupied but are dark and quiet.



The wall is high, very high.
it makes me feel so small.

I can’t always handle seeing all of 
this. Yesterday, after the phone call 
from Mousa, who’s still in prison, 
I started crying.

There was no real reason, it was just a buildup of everything.

Well, don’t worry.
I’m still doing okay.

Anaële.



You sly fox!

So, this Majdi, what’s he 
like?You say so little about him 
that I have to guess at everything!

It’s summer in Liège; everyone 
is on vacation. I have a hard time 
working a day when it’s so nice out. 
 So, I took a day off to go to a 
park. I wrote to you with my feet 
in the grass.

Love,
Delphine



Hey, Delphine, 
I just picked up my pen, and it’s 
already sticking to my fingers.

it’s because of the pomegranates; 
they’re in full season here.

We open them with 
our hands.

And we put all the 
seeds onto a plate.

They shine 
like rubies.

There’s an Arab tradition that says that 
in every pomegranate, there’s one seed 
that comes from heaven.

Out of fear of missing 
that one, I eat all of them, and then I scoop up 
the juice with my fingers. it’s delicious and sticky.

BETHLEHEM, JUNE 20



To answer your question, Majdi 
is a real Palestinian. Passionate 
and interesting.

it feels nice to 
have someone to share how I’m 

feeling with, even if we’re 
interrupted frequently…

Earlier tonight, 
I wanted to just 
talk with him alone.



And then his brother immediately 
stepped into his office.

Hey, what are 
you doing? it’s 
time to go to 
Mohammed’s 
wedding!

I ended up helping his mom, his sister, his nieces, and 
his neighbors cook a big Mansaf (or, rather, pretending to help).



Then we all went to the marriage, a whole procession 
of women in front; men in the back.

I followed all the women into 
the wedding hall with the 
married couple and danced…

…While the 
men stayed outside.



Then we left. The men followed us, and Majdi’s 
brother offered to take me home.

And now I’m at home again, Upset 
and disappointed…

I have so much I want to tell 
you, but sometimes, everything 
seems so weird that I don’t 
know how to write about it.



Yesterday, I went 
to Oush Grab, a hill 
where the israelis 
want to build a 
town.

it’s one of the 
only hills around 
Bethlehem that 
still belongs to 
the Palestinians.

Otherwise, everywhere you look, you can see the 
settlements built on top of the hills.

it’s really something. 
When you travel the West Bank,
it’s worse than swiss cheese.



Oush Grab is now the 
settlers’ new ambition.

From time to time, they 
show up with these weird 
horns that they blow.

So, the Palestinians go too, 
with foreigners as witnesses.

it’s a battle to see who can show 
that the land belongs to them.

A bit of an unfair battle, anyways, because some of them have weapons 
and are protected by the israeli army.



Yesterday, when we 
arrived, there was 
already an israeli flag 
at the top of the hill.

I felt like I was in a game 
of Stratego that we had 
already lost.

We saw a young settler, about 
fifteen years old, with an M16 
slung over his shoulder.

The next time 
I see you, I’ll 
kill you all.

The soldiers told us to leave, but we stayed.

What’s the point?

To show them it’s our 
land, I suppose…



This is military 
land.

Show us the order, then!

They became even more threatening.

Leave, or we’ll 
arrest you!

The group stayed, stupidly indecisive, and the tension climbed.

For the last time, 
leave or you’ll be put 
under arrest!

We put some distance between us, except for a small 
group of tourists who stayed nearby.



The soldiers pushed them on the 
ground and arrested them.
it was violent.

We went to the bar, down the hill, stunned by the 
violence and the absurdity of the hill.

You understand why I 
don’t want to go to the 
protests anymore?

I don’t know what to make of it…

After, Bassam suggested 
that we go to a meeting between 

young israelis and Palestinians near 
Bethlehem.



They meet every month to talk calmly about the situation. 
it was so different from the morning.

I’m tired and just quietly 
following the conversation.

They talk about the Nakba, 
stereotypes, and religion.

We share hummus, 
bread, and fruits.

And then everyone 
goes home, on one side of 
the wall or the other.



Me? I go to Tel Aviv with 
a few israeli friends.

After several months 
in Palestine, everything 
seems so huge.

We drive on straight roads. 
There are no checkpoints 
or walls to stop us.

An hour and a half later and I’m on a beach with a 
cold beer and some very nice people.



Everything seems perfect. But when I put my feet in the water 
and I look at the horizon while drinking my beer…

…and then all the buildings 
of Tel Aviv, behind me…

…I think about Palestine, 
and my friends who can’t 
visit the sea.



I have a lump in my 
throat. I swallow 

it down, calmly, 
by myself…

…And I go back to the others 
and drink another beer.

Kisses, Anaële.



Hey,
I’m using my vacation to get 
out of town for a little bit. We’re 
in Vercors, and we’re taking long 
hikes through the mountains. 
Gauthier got huge blisters. I hope it 
won’t turn him off from hiking. 
Say, do you ever think about 
anything else besides politics? 
And your stories about battles 
against the settlers, isn’t it 
dangerous? You’re scaring 
me a little…
I’m thinking of you. 
Delphine



Hey, Delphine, 
I’m writing to you with 
my stomach full after 
eating a huge meal for 
Ramadan with Majdi’s 
family.

Ramadan is really weird. 
People are so reserved 
during the day.

When I talk about projects 
at work, Elias is evasive.

Wait. We’ll 
talk about it 
after Ramadan.

Bethlehem, August 31



in Nablus, it’s the same. The three guys who are 
usually so excited are practically apathetic.

So, what do you 
think, Amjad?

Uh, what did you say?

I was so excited to experience 
Ramadan in Palestine. And now, 
I just want for things to get 
back to normal.

You’d think that at night, the town would liven up.

But you’d be wrong. 
Everybody just stays in 

with their families.



A tourist has to choose 
between going into a 
bar full of other 
tourists…

Or being invited 
by a Palestinian.

But in that case, we have 
to fast all day in order to 
respect the meal.



For tonight, Majdi 
prepared chicken and 
almond crepes.

They rest in the 
oven while his sister 
finishes the salad.

His mom mixes the rice 
in a large pot.

She definitely leaves an impression. She’s like a 
gnarled branch that was pushed around for too 
long.



She looks at me 
with her small, 
piercing eyes. She’s 
quiet, without a 
smile on her face.

I try to speak Arabic, but 
she just narrows her eyes at me 

even more and doesn’t respond.

We sat together around a large rug on the ground. 
An imam on the television told us we could break the 
fast, and so we started by having dates and yogurt.



Then we moved onto the rest.

Majdi’s mother kept passing 
me one dish after another, 
and pushing pieces of meat 
toward me.

And his sister barraged me with questions.

Do you have brothers 
and sisters?

Are they 
married?

Do you live with 
your parents?



Then, we had dessert 
with coffee.

And, finally, 
hookah.

After all that, I went home, puffed up like the Michelin Man. 
Even writing takes a lot of effort right now.



During Ramadan, you don’t 
drink either…All day.

When I can’t handle it anymore, 
I hide in the bathroom.

I’m far from the 
only one…

Plenty of Palestinians 
don’t follow the full fast.



in Nablus, Nina and I went 
to the apartment above 
the organization’s offices 
to drink and eat a snack.

There were a lot of young 
people there, smoking a cigarette, 
drinking a coffee, or eating a bit.



We stayed in the 
apartment for hours, 
joking around, with the 
sense of excitement that 
comes with breaking 
the rules.

Ba’a was all worked up.

We’re all going to go to Hell, 
and it’ll be great. There’ll be 
a ton of fun people and all the 
sexiest singers!

Speaking of drinking, in Aida Camp by Bethlehem, there hasn’t 
been water for a month.

Can you imagine living 
without water? Especially 
with how hot it is here?



A few kilometers away, 
we can see the town of 
Gilo settlement, all green 
at the summit of one of 
the desert’s hills.

it uses a lot of water.

israel controls most of the 
water and limits access.

in Aida, there’s no money to 
buy water from the israelis.



And now, they’ve been going without water for a long time. Things 
are about to boil over…

Yesterday, there was a pretty 
violent riot, and a lot of 
people were injured.

They’re just being pushed to the edge.

it makes Majdi angry to see people 
act out like that.



My organization’s 
called Karama, which 
means dignity…

Precisely because that’s 
what the Palestinian people 
can’t lose, no matter what!

And now we’re 
fighting over 
some water.

I wanted to tell him that anybody in their shoes 
would go crazy from time to time.

Love, Anaële.



Hello,

There’s a buzz in the air at 
work with school starting up 
again, and we’re very busy at 
the moment.

But now, it’s the weekend. 
I took the opportunity to go 
hang out in Brussels and 
see Antoine, Pierre’s baby. It 
made me feel so old to see my 
friends start having kids! 

Thinking of you, 
Delphine



Hey, Delphine,
I’m coming back from 
Jerusalem, and I realize 
that I haven’t written 
to you about it.

I think it’s the seventh time I’ve 
been there, and it still seems as 
crazy as ever that I’m here.

Jerusalem…for me, it was a lot of different ideas.

Bethlehem, September 30



But nothing was quite 
as I imagined it…

The mountain of olive trees 
is a small hill of tombs, 
not trees.

Solomon’s Temple is like a wall, 
and you have to pass through a 
hidden, ultramodern metal 
detector to step inside.

The Temple Mount, the one where Ariel Sharon went with his 
army at the beginning of the Second intifada, is one of the most 
serene sites I’ve ever seen.



As for the Dome of the 
Rock, where Muhammad 
ascended, you’re not allowed 
inside if you’re not Muslim.

Every visit, I get lost in the 
maze that is Jerusalem.

And with my 
eyes wide open, 
I’m never 
disappointed.



I pass people walking around, 
wearing fur hats, even in the 
middle of summer.

Others carry an enormous wooden 
cross and sweat under the sun.

Tourists who buy little knick-
knacks for lots of money.

How much?

400 Shekels.

Women, more or less 
covered in cloth.



Today, I met up with my friend 
ibrahim. He’s an architect and 
knows Jerusalem like the 
back of his hand.

Do you see this house? 
Two months ago, it 
still belonged to a 
Palestinian family.



Here, it’s not Stratego 
anymore; it’s a game of Risk.

And, just like before, I feel 
like it’s a game that’s 
already been lost.

The battle for 
every house ends 
the same way.

ibrahim has so much to say; we could 
walk around for hours.



But we can also drink 
some mint lemonade under 
the shade of a tree, lay 
down in the grass, 
and just talk. Today, that’s 

all I wanted.



Majdi called me this morning 
to catch up.

Hello?

He wasn’t saying anything. 
He’s depressed, again.

And I don’t know what to say to him when he’s like that.

So, I went to see him.



How’s it going 
with the kids?

mmmh...



What’s going on, Majdi? 
What’s wrong?

Nothing…

I…Listen, I’m sorry. 
I can’t explain.

And you won’t 
be able to 
understand.

Do you want 
some juice?

No, thanks. I’m going to go.

See you later. 
I’ll call you.



He makes me mad when 
he gets like that.

He does his best to 
bear all the suffering he’s seen 
in his life, but sometimes it just 

leaves him choking for air.

So, he shuts down.
Sometimes, he talks under his breath.



His dad, who went to Jordan for business, never made it 
back to Palestine and died without seeing his family again.

it’s easier to understand 
why his mom is a gnarled 
branch.

Prison, first at eleven years old, 
then the humiliation, the threats, 
prison a second time at fourteen, 
then prison again…



The israeli army’s endless 
incursions into the camp.

He says a few words about it 
and then he goes quiet.

I miss the old Majdi.

Why did I even come to 
this damn country?

I wish you 
were here.

Love, Anaële.



It smells like Fall.
We went on a long walk. 
I love when the forest is 
orange. And Gauthier’s feet 
got used to walking…
Happy Birthday!
(Did you notice the nice 
card I found you?)
Love, 
Delphine



Hey, Delphine,
in October, all of Palestine is 
busy because of the olive trees.

When we leave the town on the roads that cut across the 
hills, we see families hard at work on every bend.

Bethlehem, October 12



The israeli and international 
volunteers have been called into the hottest regions.

Next to the settlements, Palestinians 
are regularly attacked by israeli 
settlers or chased by the army.

Nina and I decided to go 
gather olives in Ni’Lin.

We’re going to meet 
with Mohammed, one 
of the kids from the 
village.

it’s the next village that 
the wall will reach. The 
situation is tense.



I have to admit that my 
memories of the protest in 
Oush Grab made me a little 
hesitant to go.

When we arrived, israeli activists 
were already headed back 
down the hill!

Hey! All the 
work is done already; 
we’ve been here since 
five in the morning!

Welcome to Ni’Lin! 
I’m Mohammed.

The israelis worked like dogs, 
and you arrived a little late…



But if you want, we can go collect 
the olives from my family’s land.

We’d love to.

No need to deal with 
soldiers today. What a relief.

Ahlan wa sahlan
Ahlan wa sahlan
Ahlan wa sahlan!

Would you 
like some tea?

it’s beautiful here!

isn’t it? Alright, 
get them some 
tea.



I allow myself to enjoy the calm and slow pace of the peaceful day.

We hit the boughs 
with a stick. The olives that fall onto 
the cloth below sound like raindrops.



When we’re done with a tree, 
we have some tea. it tastes 
like fire and sugar.

Mohammed brings us to 
the top of the hill.

Let’s pick the Za’atar! 
it’s great for tea.

There’s a great view from the top. I’ve 
rarely felt as at peace with the country. 



Can you see the sea, 
in the distance?

Uh, no…

Can you smell 
it, then?

it’s not 
that far.

But soon the wall 
will take it away 
from us.

But we won’t 
let them!

Look how far 
I can throw!

And then we return to share 
a meal under the olive trees.

These are olives from last 
year. Aren’t they delicious?



As we leave, I want to give 
Mohammed a hug…but I 
shake his hand instead.

Thank 
you!

My 
pleasure!

Mohammed, 
Be careful…

Don’t worry, I’ll be fine.

I’ve never been to prison, 
you know. I run fast, and 
I know where to hide.

Come back whenever you want. 
You’re always welcome here.



That’s a part of the trips, too: 
meeting people we’ll never see again 
who affect us so deeply.

Yesterday, they extended Mousa’s 
preventive detention for another six 
months. I won’t see him before I leave.



it’s over with Majdi.

it hurts, but, at the 
same time, it’s a relief.



I couldn’t do it anymore.

The suffering he refused 
to share was too much.

I miss you. Anaële.



Hey, Sis,
I’m sorry about Majdi. I wish 
I was there so I could give 
you a hug. Here, the days 
are already getting shorter. 
We’re indulging in winter’s 
small pleasures: :the nights under the 
covers, the soups, and the smell 
of wood in the fireplace.
Don’t you miss all that? Am 
I wrong, or won’t it be hard to 
come home? Come back soon.
I miss you, too.



Hey, Big Sis,
I found a bag of green almonds 
behind a closet, all dried up.

All of a sudden 
I wanted to treat myself 
to a big bowl.

But I couldn’t find any in stores.

Bethlehem, November 13



I’ve only got a few weeks 
left, so I’m taking the 
opportunity to visit the places 
I haven’t gotten to see yet.

I have so much to discover 
still. So many people to meet.

And at the same time, I don’t have 
as much energy as I used to.

Maybe because I 
know I won’t be here 
for much longer?

This weekend, Nina and 
I went to Qalqilya.



She had to meet with a man named Mo’Ayad, who 
works for the city, for her NGO.

With his belly and the dark circles 
under his eyes, he looked like a 
panda.

Ahlan Wa 
Sahlan.

And his grip only cemented 
the impression…



After a visit to the office of each of his bosses and having 
a coffee with each one, we were eager to visit the town.

Qalqilya is surrounded 
by the wall.

The only 
entrance is 
through the 
checkpoint.

We had a cease-fire for forty days.

During the intifada, 
it was normal. But this 
time, it was different.

When it was over, the wall was 
here, everywhere.



in forty days, we had 
lost the majority of 
our land and our view 
of the ocean.

All without a fight. 
Without even knowing 
what was happening.

The general impression I got 
from Qalqilya depresses me: it’s 

the wall and then nothing but 
sadness and worry.

But that night, Mo’ayad proves 
me wrong: he buys a huge cake 
full of cream for my 
birthday.



His whole family comes over, along with his friends 
and neighbors. I don’t know anyone, but that doesn’t 
seem to matter in the least.

We sing, we laugh, we talk 
until late into the night.

But the next morning, I’m still glad 
to leave Qalqilya…



…and grateful to return back to my place, in Bethlehem.

For a few days, my 
emotions have been 
all over the place.

I talk with everyone and joke around.



And the next moment I feel exhausted 
by everything, each story more 
dramatic than the last.

And then he got 
shot in the leg…

I don’t want to work on 
this old computer anymore, 
or stumble my way through 
conversations in Arabic…



I don’t want to walk through 
refugee camps where everyone 
looks at me every day.

Or give lessons to little 
girls so busy looking at 
me with hearts in their eyes 
that they don’t listen to me.

But Elias and my colleagues 
throw me a great surprise going- 
away party with all the kids.



I teach them the Belgian tradition of pieing, to avoid my 
stomach exploding after the umpteenth slice of cake.

After, I go get a drink with Bassam 
and we spend the night talking.



And now I don’t want 
to go anymore.

Khalas*?

Khalas.

* Done

All the love around me here is earned so easily…I’m going 
to miss it a lot!



I’m scared to go home, Delphine. 
I want to, but I’m scared.

Will you take care of me?
Love, Anaële.





Delphine!

Anaële!

What are you going 
to do now?

Mmm…I 
don’t know.



it’s weird, I have a 
hard time realizing 
that I’m back…

Everything happened 
so fast…

Two white beers, 
please.

Brussels. King Albert II accepts the 
resignation of the Prime minister.

Doesn’t seem like 
anything changed here!



Mmmh…
Tastes like 
Belgium.

…Gaza Strip. The israeli army 
bombs Hamas bases in the region.

Where do you 
want to go?



Your place!

The End



The End
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