                                                Pictures of War

  Who was expecting the war to suddenly begin, and destroy everything we love? Who was predicting that it might come back again to a land hadn't forgotten yet the sound of war for decades?
  It is the war again, breaking in without excusing anybody and without knocking the doors. It is the war again, immediately flaring up, just like fire in hay, burning what it burns, destroying what it destroys, and killing whom it kills.

  The same place, the same victims, and the same murderers with the same cold smile upon their faces as if the battlefield were a video game. Everything is the same; it is just the time that steamrollered.

  Everything is the same. The same scenes keep on repeating themselves repeatedly... A young killed baby, thrown on the street smashed asphalt, or sleeping under the ruins. When will they stop killing those little angels who did not know the meaning of death yet?!

  This is not a war, but a tragedy, amongst a savage killer and a victim trying to breast, with his soul, or what remained from it, and with his body, which became carnage.
  Moreover, the talk about the heroism and the courage is for the composition that must be told. Nevertheless, the reality is another thing. The martyrs are of course blessed, and those who defend their lands, too. However, this small country does not need any more blood, tears, and pain. This country does not need any more damage or destruction… Aren't they enough, those tragic years this country lived, or died a fortiori?

  We hate war, we hate death, and we hate destruction.

  We do not deserve the life we are trying to hold on to with our hands and nails…

  Since the beginning of the war, I have been trying to face it with reading, dodging from a book to another. Reading is so much easier in such tragic circumstances, despite its difficulty though.
  I am trying to isolate myself away fro, the "outside", withdrawing to some books I had forgotten for a while.

  I try to read, forced, skipping the dispersion I'm living through since the first spark; as the wars have been breaking into and off, while some like me where effete, couldn't hold a gun… just held a pen!

  That feeling, feeling idle and worthless part with me, but it comes with every new war, converting into deadly guilt. The time the war dozed cannot be ever encored, and the postponed dreams will forever be postponed.

  In addition, what was supposed to be done during the tragedies is too hard to be done in the peacetime.

  Reading, then, for facing the war. Do you read in such time? Reading, isn't it the fellow of writing? Isn't it its other face? Doesn't reading need some inner peace and quietism too?
  I try to read and I fail. The thoughts are suppressed, the mind is lost, and the eyes are always looking towards nothing. Anxiety in the soul, anxiety about the fate, anxiety about life, and anxiety about this land they call home.

  You close the book and sit in front of the T.V. screen. Moreover, when the electric current switches off, you go to the small transistor radio, and listen to the news, silent and grief-stricken. You postpone reading repeatedly; what is happening on the land now cannot be disregarded or forgotten. The shock of the second slaughter awakens unbearable pain in the heart.

  White papers are bestrewing in the sky like doves' wings, like the south's winter grains, like drizzle flying over the blueness of the sea… What a beautiful scene!
Nevertheless, as the papers fall down to the round, they became black… They are publications; shoot by the hostile planes in our skies, interfusing more fear and horror in the souls, publications warning the people and telling them to leave their homes and quit their villages; the houses and the villages will be strafed.

  The enemy does not make such a precession for the sake of protecting the innocents, but for the sake of dreading them and spreading creep and sorrow in the ambiences.

  If the enemy had noticed the beauty of the scenery where the white papers were falling, he would not have thrown them. But, he actually realizes that those papers are inked in black, in the black color he is raining the country with its cities and forests with.

They are publications inked in grudge and hatred; you pick them with your fingertips in order not to let the hand be stained with its poisonous ink.

  I could not understand how the opponent soldier opens a religion book and pray before shooting the villages and suburbs with a rocket.

  It is the prayer before homicide, it is the prayer that should be done in order to assure that the missile would kill many children, and women, in order to assure that he missile will burn and destroy… Who could understand such sight?

  The enemy's army brought little girls, and they were told to write messages for our children on the missiles and the rockets before being released towards our land.

The soldiers do not kill our children only, who fall with their innocence under the plunging fire, but they also kill their children psychologically and symbolically. They kill the infancy of their children, making of them the killers of the future. Maybe it is the fiercest and ghastliest slaughter ever… slaughtering the innocence in its first manifestation… slaughtering peace in its cradle.

  Under the shade of the tent, in a yellow-grey colored plot of ashes and ruins that was supposed to be a garden, the little child could not recognize the moon of the night… That night, the moon did not shine with its silver light. Moreover, the tent was not anything but a rag set up in one of the corners.

  The bailed out of the south are not used to sleep in the open air. And the tent they were setting up on the roofs of their houses differs from these white rags, which turn the night drizzle and the day sunrays from them.
  The tents above the roofs were, as the open rooms where sleeping, staying up, and talking underneath it, at night, are loved.

  Here, in the so-called garden, neither the sleep nor the talk is loved, and the wide space guarded with trees makes the one feel as if he were a bug or a bird without a branch... without a home.
  They are the bailed out, they spread under the trees, in the gardens corners, on the benches, or stand and walk within the iron fences. They have nothing to do, lying on the ground, dreaming of going back and thinking about many things, fearing the most thing they fear… the winter. It might betray them while being here, here with no home, with no roof, and with no family. Winter is harsh here, even if it was not too cold.
  The children are the only ones smiling and playing, forgetting what has happened and what is happening, but in the deep of their hearts… they realize that the tragedy is huge, huger than the sea.

  In the past, we were used to say "the migrants", and today we say "the bailed out"… The meaning is approximately the same. Nevertheless, the migrants, in our dictionary, are those who were "domestically" forced out of their homes and villages. However, the bailed out are those who are thrown away by the enemy.
  The same meaning and the same scene. The same pains and the same victims. You just have to look behind the garden fence to see how it is painful and too painful.

  The enemy's infernal machines did not even except the innocent victims' funerals, as if they even fear he dead among the graves and coffins… The enemy is killing them again.

The view of the obsequies that the enemy had pealed in the southern village was more than just horrible. When the missiles fell on the crowd they bestrewed terrified and chocked, and more than one coffin fell down to the ground, being trespassed, and no one dared to approach from them…
The enemy… not only kills the living, but also the dead.

  The tragedy bleeds the eyes blood instead of tears. The tragic phase stings and the eyes fail to take it in… The war, it is more than just a picture, it smarts more than murder itself, it smarts more than slaughter itself.

The martyrs who fall live in the picture, in the vivid picture, which is dated as they fall. Yes, it is a treasonous picture, but it is very… so real: The body that is disclosed by the camera encloses no secrets anymore… the nodded-head dead woman, she didn't have enough time to apologize… the child who died just like an angel, his body is exactly the same, but the spirit left.

  Even the houses, the fields, and the gardens do not survive the death that the picture makes. In one of the pictures, one of the families appeared, mourning for their tumbled house… Yes, their house. The ruined house picture is less painful than the family. Suddenly, that southern family found themselves without a home, without a roof, without a door.

  Every time the government tries to damn the enemy's pursued atrocious violence, the enemy's prime minister justifies with giving examples of another outrageous armies who wiped out entire countries, and he exculpates his country's war by saying it is the only way to actualize the liberal democracy in our country… Moreover, I wonder how the enemy could swallow all these lies and all this blood with self-satisfaction, believing in freedom.

  Rumors are spreading… They say the war has ended. Nevertheless, has it really ended? The war's tragedy, doesn't it begin when the war -itself- ends?

  It is enough to sit in front of the small screen, to see how the war ends! They were standing in front of the debris, shocked… women are weeping with torn voices, and men are trying to go against some tears gathered in their eyes; it's their houses, had fallen down, and nothing survived but some dust… They came early, just after the armistice being declared, to look upon their houses and alleys, which they were bailed out of them since weeks, but they could not fin them, though, what the found what tells them that the houses were here, and that the enemy's projectiles ruined them. They are the returnees, who were named "the bailed out" since days, the timed returnees who do not have anything but these sad grief-stricken looks to sweep upon their houses… The so-called returnees, they are going back again to the gardens and the schools, they have nothing to do here now… it is all gone.
  That dire scene is the first to attract on the T.V. . . . The camera that had visited the southern faubourg instantly passed on the citizens' tragedy, the tragedy of those who are standing on the ruins. Many of the war scenes are abbreviated; the houses are "precious" too, even if they were not as precious as the lovers, the children, the mothers, and the old who fell in the mad peal.

  The real tragedy has just begun… that is what the tremendous damage the war left behind accented. Here, alleys are completely erased, and there, buildings, looking like as if they were haunted for themselves, fell and by siding them others still immovable. Drooping verandas. Suspended rooms. Toys, books, clothes, pillows, and even men… they all became the same, buried under the rocks.

  The war had stopped… But do wars end suddenly as they begin suddenly?
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