
humming now. Everything was fine, Dec told himself, until
the truck started to slow down.

At first he thought there was engine trouble. But there
was no rattle, no smoke. The driver brought the rig to a stop
without even pulling over.

“Is that the road?” he said.
They were at the very point where the two-lane high-

way started its long slow curve south, directly in front of the
entrance to the old road. There was a deep ditch bridged by
an overgrown and crumbling culvert. Beyond it the brush
closed in.

You would never see it. Never. Not unless you were
looking for it. If you were driving, you’d be too busy follow-
ing the pavement, your gaze drifting southward. If you were
a passenger, you’d likely be looking at the view to your right,
where the Eden widened and was lined with willows, as
pretty as a picture on a calendar.

“It’s completely grown over,” said Dec, backtracking
nervously. “I wouldn’t want to take a chance.” He didn’t
turn to meet the driver’s eye. He imagined this guy was
crazy enough to try it.

But the water haulage man just laughed. And then he
stopped laughing. He wasn’t looking at the old road any-
more. His eyes had wandered up to the tree-covered hilltop.

“Will you just look at that,” he whispered.
Dec didn’t need to look. Were it summer, the crest of the

hill would have been a sea of green. In fall it was a sea of red.
Only in winter or in early spring, like right now, before the
leaves had unfurled, could you hope to catch a glimpse of
Steeple Hall. Even then it took a keen eye to see it. You had
to stare at the exact right place until the tower and chimneys
and gables detached themselves from the camouflage of dis-
tance and forest and became something solid, something
man-made.

Dec grunted. Then he made a point of looking at his
watch. Once again the water haulage man put the truck in
gear, but this time without a word. Another couple of min-
utes and the road curved west and soon enough they came
to Camelot. A plain split-level you would never look at
twice.

“This one is me,” said Dec.
The driver applied his air brakes and brought the truck

to a stop right at Dec’s driveway. “Hey, now ain’t that some-
thing!” he said. Dec followed his gaze to the mailbox on the
other side of the road. It was a replica of Steeple Hall. His
father had built it in his spare time. And since his father had
nothing but spare time, it was intricately done, a marvel of
craftsmanship. A passerby wasn’t likely to know about the
house upon which it was modeled. But when the driver
turned to shake Dec’s hand, the boy could see that he had
made the connection, all right.

“Adios,” he said. “Nice to meet you.” He pumped Dec’s
hand. “Amigo,” he added with a grin, his eyes shining like
all get out. 
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HAD MY STORY BEEN PUBLISHED ON ITS OWN without the
juxtaposition of the Israeli-Arab background (see “Middle
East Focus: Jordan & Israel,” 73–74), I would not have made
such a fuss about my Palestinian roots. It is not easy to be a
Palestinian. No matter where you are in the world, you
cannot run away from it. It is like a big open wound. Every
single day we see how most of the Western media ignores
our suffering and misrepresents our case. It got so bad that
in one poll in the UK, young people thought that the
Palestinians were occupying Israel and not the other way
around. Recently, seven Palestinian children from the same
family were killed by Israeli gunfire in one day. Their tragic
deaths made mere ripples in the world media. Imagine the
headlines had the seven been Israeli children. I was so
excited about your magazine because I thought this would

be a way for children in the West to get to know us through
our literature.

The following links will provide deeper insight into
Palestine and the ongoing conflict there:
www.orientaltunes.com/listening_page7.html (a website called Ori-

ental Tunes, which includes an audio link to Simon Shaheen, a
well-known Palestinian American musician)

www.americantaskforce.org/101.htm (Palestine-Israel 101: a slide
show that shows the historical background and a possible solution)

www.chris-on-the-bike.de/eappi_uprooting00.htm (Christoph
Gocke’s account of the uprooting of olive trees in Jayyous)

books.guardian.co.uk (article by Rachel Cooke in the London Observer
of January 16, 2005, about Suad Amiry, who recently wrote a book
about life in Ramallah called My Mother-in-Law and Sharon)

Taghreed A. Najjar
Amman, Jordan

WLT Kids: 
Focus on the 
Middle East

Editorial note: In the biographical note to Taghreed Najjar’s “Who Hid the Eid Lamb?” (WLT Kids, January–April
2005, 75–77), we inadvertently left out important information about her: namely, that she is Palestinian. In her
response below, the author lists some websites that give a different view of issues in the Middle East.




