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MEANWHILE = By Jumana Odeh
Take me home
through the roadblocks

JERUSALEM

riving to medical school, as I

D do on two days of every week,
passing several
checkpoints, with the
soldiers, I felt compelled, for the sake
of the future, to to understand

them. I could detect their fear as much
as their aggressiveness, their frustra-
tion as much as mine, and most of all
their young age — the age of my stu-
dents and my daughter.

Was their behavior at the check-
points, individually or collectively,
normal and healthy behavior? Cer-
tainly not. There were times when I
could sense humanity, could even
glimpse their promise. But at most

light awning, offering some protection
from the weather. Suddenly, one of the
soldiers — young and female, like my
student

My student said the soldier watched as
people in the line became wet and
angry. She seemed happy.

The students asked me: “Dr. Jumana,
how can you explain this behavior? Is it
normal?” “Of course not,” I responded.
“But despite this you must find ways to
give yourselves strength. I know it's ex-
tremely difficult, but it is healthier to
think positively than to give up.”

times they were only students? How can I
a gun in my face, fol- effecti respond
lowed by a uniform. - to their feelings of

Each day, before I ‘Would an Israeli anger and victimiza
leave home to travel i tion, and the result-
from one place to an- soldier, even a wounded 7o S e ek
other inside my own one, would accept for revenge? I won-
country, I pack my 2 der what an Israeli
bagmthanewbook. my treatment? leader in my situ-
abottle of iced water, e ation would do. The
a thermos of coffee, best — and -—

two cellular phones (one for use in the
West Bank and Gaza Strip; one for use
in Jerusalem and Israel) and my per-
sonal music player. Perhaps this bag
works as a defense mechanism, but it
helps with each day.

Finally, I arrive at the medical
school. The class that I tackle, not
teach, is “Medical Ethics” (I believe
medical ethics is not taught, but ex-
plored and discussed).

I have been giving this course for
four years, and each year it becomes
more interesting. Classroom discus-
sions are inevitably hot as we explore
the relationship between doctors and

patients, religion and the body, sex and
spirit, confidentiality and more.

The most charged question is al-
ways: “If you found a wounded Israeli
solider, what would you do?” Re-
sponses vary from the most negative to
the most positive. An ironic reply has
become more and more common: “You
think an Israeli soldier, even a
wounded one, would accept my treat-
ment?” “Don’t they see themselves as
too superior to accept our help?”

The minute I ask a student, any stu-
dent, about his or her day, a story of
roadblocks, checkpoints and systemat-
ic harassment and humiliation will in-
evitably pour out. All this just in order
to go from home to university and back

again.

Today one student, a young woman,
desm’bed&uglysoenaltwasnining
heavily, and, a with many others,
she was wnitiln.:Em line at a check-
point. Above their heads, there was a

equipped

thermos of coffee, I have my head-
phones on. John Denver is singing,
“Country roads, take me home / To the
place I belong.” If you were to ask me
bowmanyhoursofmyhfehlvellost
waiting at checkpoints, I would tell
you how many books I have read.

At the last checkpoint , I recognize
the soldier. He was at the checkpoint
when I left home in the morning. His
face has no expression. Suddenly, see
ing the headphones on my head, he be-
gins to laugh. He asks me — in Hebrew,
of course: “Don’t you have money to
buy a radio?” I reply: “What is it? Are
you finally able to talk to me, and to
laugh, because you are secure in your
superiority over me? This morning,
you had only a gun. Now, you have a
gun and the belief that I am poor.”
How old are you?”

“Twenty.” “The same age as my old-
est daughter. The same age as many of
my students.”
th:nmnﬁtl;lulg:kuwe h?avesome&ng

you think. But we i
thatitseemsyouhavealmdylost.Our
lnunamty The soldier is silent. But I

“Take me home, country
rond. I’m there, for today.
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