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Kafa


Chapter

"We are merely passersby in nations, passing through them and leaving them behind. We were not there to witness their construction, nor do we know which stone was laid first, which first house was built, or the gender of the first child who cried within them. Yet, it was decreed for us to witness how nations are demolished—those very nations whose ruins we used to pass by, regarding them as mere ancient relics. Perhaps their last inhabitants experienced this exact same reality back then; they fled, just as we did, in search of a new homeland.

I wonder, do we carry a buried fear of losing shelter within us, making our entire focus now revolve solely around finding refuge? I believe we are still inheriting that fear from our first parents, Adam and Eve—our parents who made what we, their children, judge as a simple mistake, and were expelled because of it from their first shelter, to dwell on this earth and endure suffering just to survive. Now, we resemble them; we carry the same sense of loss and regret that they bore."

And I caught the fracture of light in their eyes. Now, it rests in ours.

"We carry the dream of returning one day—a dream of return that has morphed into a nightmare of return. As for the war we fled from, they merely delude themselves into thinking it is the path back to the Lost Paradise.

We also did not forget to bring with us, as Adam did, the sin that cast us out of our homeland. We never leave our sins or our evil behind after the experience; instead, we carry it like a creed, because we haven't learned yet that it was our own evil that drove us out, while we continue to blame others. Exactly as Adam blamed Eve, Eve blamed the serpent, and the serpent blamed the devil that inhabited it—we always find someone else to shoulder our guilt.

We keep blaming and blaming, to the point that we even blamed God. We say He brought us into this evil world because our father ate from the tree. But the truth is that Adam chose death for the sake of kingship, fully aware that he was inviting death. We brought this evil along with us, clinging to it as if it were more precious than Paradise itself. We wish to return to Paradise and live without death or evil, yet we kill one another; we want to return carrying each other's blood, the weeping of mothers who lost their sons, the plight of orphaned children, the bodies we tore apart, and the hearts we shattered. Would God accept us into His Paradise while we carry all of this?

The truth is, we didn't lose Paradise for an apple. The truth is, we must find the truth before we depart this world that currently shelters us, lest we find no refuge at all."

"And the LORD God said, 'The man has now become like one of us, knowing good and evil. He must not be allowed to reach out his hand and take also from the tree of life and eat, and live forever.'"

Half an hour later, the driver of the Servees (minibus) said:

"We’re stopping here so everyone can get their papers ready."

Kafa was sitting in the very back row. She placed her youngest child in his sister's lap, while holding the child just older than him in her own arms. She turned her back to the window, sliding into the narrow empty space behind the seat in front of her to make room for another passenger to sit where her son was, thereby saving the fare of two seats.

People began getting off one after another, and she stepped down with them. Her legs had gone stiff from being cramped, so she wanted to walk a little.

Soon, everyone boarded again. Up front, voices began to rise. Two passengers were arguing over a seat; the one who had been sitting there returned to find someone else had taken his place. The argument escalated into a fistfight, and all the men got off to break up the fight. One of them yelled, "This is no time for this, break it up!" And indeed, it was broken up. They climbed back in. A woman said with deep bitterness, "May God's curse be upon Bashar!"

A seat in a minibus, occupied for barely an hour... one almost killed another for it, and then they curse Bashar, who refuses to give up a throne. Humans never see or realize their own actions, yet they make excellent judges over the actions of others.

Chapter

The first checkpoint is the one we must cross.

We preoccupy ourselves with the final checkpoint—the one we imagine separates us from Paradise and from God. We search for the knowledge of God, moving from one pursuit to another as if crossing checkpoints that separate us from knowing Him, until our knowledge feels complete and we think only the final checkpoint remains. Yet, we are still stuck at the very first one. We carry fake identities that will be exposed the moment the inspection begins. And so, we remain... without an identity. And without an identity, we will not pass.

At the Checkpoint

The Servees came to a halt in a long queue. The driver turned to the passengers to deliver his instructions:

"Alright folks, get your IDs ready. Sisters with covered faces, please reveal your faces when the soldier takes your ID. May God bless you, we don't want any trouble."

She was clutching a small bag containing her ID, her daughter's ID, and an Ikhraj Qayd (Extract of Civil Status Register) that she had gone to the court to obtain after her "lowlife husband"—as she referred to him in her thoughts—had left. He had departed with her co-wife and her daughter to Saudi Arabia to be with his wife's family, leaving her behind to fight for survival alone in the war.

His voice echoed back in her memory, reminding her of what he used to say:

"Don't you dare leave the house, because the security forces burn empty homes."

"Do not leave the house."

It was the family home that everyone had abandoned, leaving her there all alone. Whenever someone left, they handed her their keys to guard the place, entrusting her with their home. Yet, whenever they return, they will treat her like a thief. They knew well that she had no control over her own destiny and could never leave.

It never crossed her husband's mind to entrust her with his children, or to move them to a safe place. That scoundrel probably wished for our death just to collect money from the Tanseeqiya (the local coordination committees that managed the revolution and paid stipends to the families of those killed in battle).

She bit her lip in fury as she double-checked her documents. Once reassured, she relaxed and rested her head against the windowpane.

The queue was long. The sound of a woman screaming echoed outside as security personnel dragged her son away—it appeared he was identified as one of the rebels. She was begging them to let him go, weeping bitterly. Kafa wept too, holding her son tightly to her chest, thanking God that he was still young.

That security agent brought tears to this mother's eyes, and someone will surely come to make his own mother weep. Or perhaps his mother had already wept for a brother of his, and he is now taking his revenge. They will never stop. They trade injustice among themselves like a business, refusing to accept any loss in it.
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Chapter

"For human anger does not produce the righteousness of God."

Anger is a difficult feeling to explain. We know its triggers and call them justifications, as if we possess an inherent right to be angry. With our astonishing human capacity, we can always invent a reason to rage. Yet, we fail to see anger's power to grow and propagate—its uncanny ability to form factions and groups. Groups within groups, bound together by a shared wrath, only to be torn apart by anger itself.

I wonder, what would life have been like without anger?

Her face would have reflected a deep tranquility, as though resting in Paradise, when the murmuring of women began to awaken her. Kafa snapped out of her sleep, though her eyes remained closed. For a moment, she thought she was hearing the daily chatter that erupted every morning beneath her window—when the women from the adjacent building gathered in the courtyard between the two blocks after losing their jobs, their children had grown, their husbands had aged, and nothing was left to occupy them except criticizing their daughters-in-law, families, and in-laws, just as they themselves had been judged in their youth.

It was nothing more than a shared, mutual bitterness.

She began to feel an aching pain in her neck, as if a heavy boulder were resting upon it. Opening her eyelids slightly, with no real intention to wake up—exhausted as she was—she looked toward the sound of the women in front of her. They were not the women from her building, nor was she in her home. She looked up... she was out in the open wilderness!

She turned toward a gentle nudge from behind. Her son, eager before she fell back asleep, whispered, "I'm thirsty."

The women turned toward them upon hearing the boy speak. One of them said enthusiastically, "Relief is coming soon; they'll bring food and water."

Another added, "Let your mother rest, poor thing." Yet, they secretly wished she would wake up so they could hear her story, while Kafa was still piecing together her memory, which had momentarily vanished.

She remembered sleeping in the mosque after the Servees dropped them off in the heart of the city. She remembered the smuggler as she handed him the money, the night walk through the wilderness, the gunshots, and the livestock trucks that brought them here. She had crossed every checkpoint and military post. She had reached the border in the dead of night and didn't even realize how she had fallen asleep.

Her mind drifted back further, recalling the shelling on her neighborhood. Her memory kept crawling backward until it reached her wedding day. She remembered how full of hope she had been back then, and how that hope began to fade until it vanished completely on the day her husband married another woman. Then she realized that the war wasn't the only reason she came here; the real reason was her desire to escape all of her wars.

Her expression shifted as she pictured him sitting atop the folded bedding they stacked in the corner of the room every morning after waking up. She remembered his face, his hand gesturing while holding a cigarette in the other, flicking ash wherever he pleased, wearing shoes he refused to take off despite the sanctity of the home—treating her house like a barn, though he would never dare wear his shoes inside anyone else's home.

She heard his voice addressing her:

"My mother says your children didn't let her sleep yesterday. Her head hurts because she couldn't nap after lunch."

He had told her, "Penn them up," waving his hand like he was herding sheep into a pen. A shiver ran through her core, but she maintained her composure: "My children? How did they disturb your mother?"

He replied sharply, "They were playing and shouting right under her window."

In her mind, she reconstructed the building layout to picture where her children had been playing—behind the massive structure that housed everyone, including his brothers.

She responded even more calmly, "But all your brothers' and sisters' kids were..."

He stood up, crossed his legs on the floor, and then raised his palm, asking, "Are there no children here except mine?" He pointed at himself. "Only my damn kids' voices are loud enough to be heard! My mother said your son's voice was like a roar—so annoying!"

She exploded in his face as if he had stepped on a landmine. She screamed at him, "Is he not your son too?! Why only my son? Why do you say he roars? Should I tie them up just to make you happy?!"

He realized he had crossed safety lines. Her children were a red line—a boundary neither he nor anyone else dared to cross. For the sake of her children, she transformed into something terrifying that everyone feared.

That was her only justified anger.

As for him, like a coward, he retreated after causing turmoil inside her. His malevolent presence vanished, while her anger remained barren—it never grew, nor did it multiply; it quickly dissipated, leaving only deep heartache in its place.

How marvelous memory is! How can they say the memory center is smaller than a lentil? I feel as though I carry the planet Mars inside my head.

She pressed her head with both hands to stop the flood of thoughts as she stood up. The women grew excited now that she was awake, as if sitting in front of a television waiting for the next episode of a long Mexican soap opera. Hurrying the events along, one of them asked, "Is your husband not with you? Is he a martyr, or with the rebels?"
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“There is no barrier between us and
God but ourselves”

By Author
Mary Job

*

“We are but fleeting through countries, we pass and we depart...
and we carry the dream of return one day"
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