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Letter from Rafah

Those of you who've attended these vigils before know of Mohammed and his regular reports from Rafah
I met him by email about two years ago when he was a 19 year old field worker for a charity helping
Palestinian children. For Mohammed, the story is never about him, but about the people of Rafah. Since
I've known him, he has become a regular contributor to a Norwegian newspaper, and covered some of
the worst incursions in Gaza. His birthday is late in May, and last year, in the immediate aftermath of
Operation Rainbow, he completely forgot it. This year, he wasn't under direct fire. Of course, he waited
hours at the checkpoints to get home, there was no electricity in Rafah that day—in other words, it was a
normal day in Occupied Gaza. Here is an excerpt from a recent article he wrote

A year later, the pictures from Operation Rainbow are still sickening. For the first time, I apologized for
the overwhelming gore of my photos, and did not publish the worst ones. But the images are easier to
bear than the reality of standing next to a hospital gurney full of bits and pieces of what were recently
living people. Before it ended, 60 civilians had been killed, hundreds injured, many of them permanently,
hundreds of houses destroyed and thousands made homeless.

These days, Abu Sophi Adjarewaan, an old man of 53, spends a lot of time at the mound of rubble that
was once his home. Normally, he sells fish in the market, but the fishermen who can still work can rarely
get their catch past the Israeli checkpoints. Nothing has been normal for this man and his family since
their home was destroyed in Operation Rainbow. Even now, he seems in shock. This was the house
where he was bom; it held everything he ever accomplished in life; it would have been his legacy to his
children. "I hope," he says in a whisper, "I can find someone who will ask the Israeli Prime Minister,
'Sharon, why did you destroy my house? How did it make your country better, or safer, or happier?"'

Like everyone here, I have questions. Can a just peace be negotiated? Will the cease-fire hold? But in
Rafah, one never escapes the past, so I also wonder: How can good people be complacent, as the bodies
and souls of the innocent are ground into the dust as surely as the demolished houses? Don't they
understand that silence kills?

Finally, Mohammed sent a personal message to us today: The individual voices of Rafah are small, but
thanks to you and people like you in Israel, Europe, and America, those voices can become loud enough
to move the machinery of power closer to peace and justice. For that priceless gift, you have my deepest
thanks.



Holy God, We Praise Thy Name

Holy God, we praise Thy Name
Lord of all we bow before Thee;
all on earth Thy scepter claim,
all in heaven above adore Thee;
Infinite Thy vast domain,
everlasting is Thy reign.

Hark, the loud celestial hymn
angel choirs above are raising;
Cherubim and Seraphim
in unceasing chorus praising,
fill the heavens with sweet accord;
Holy, Holy, Holy Lord!

Music: "Grosser Gott" - Katolisches Gesangbuch, Vienna, ca. 1774.
Words: "TeDeum Laudamus" - ca. 3"’century; "Grosser Gott, Wir Loben Dich" - translation
ascr. to Ignaz Franz, 1719-1790;
English translation by Clarence A. Walworth, 1820-1900
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110. A Mighty Fortress Is Our God
Text: Martin Luther Trans, by Frederick H. Hedge

Music: Martin Luther Harmony from The New Hymnal for American Youth
Tune: EIN' FESTE BURG, Meter: 87.87.66.667

A mighty fortress is our God,
a bulwark never failing;
our helper he amid the flood
of mortal ills prevaling.
For still our ancient foe
doth seek to work us woe;
his craft and power are great,
and armed with cruel hate,
on earth is not his equal.

Did we in our own strength confide,
our striving would be losing,
were not the right man on our side,
the man of God's own choosing.
Dost ask who that may be?
Christ Jesus, it is he;
Lord Sabbaoth, his name,
from age to age the same,
and he must win the battle.

And though this world, with devils filled,
should threaten to undo us,
we will not fear, for God hath willed
his truth to triumph through us.
The Prince of Darkness grim,
we tremble not for him;
his rage we can endure,
for lo, his doom is sure;
one little word shall fell him.

That word above all earthly powers,
no thanks to them, abideth;
the Spirit and the gifts are ours,
thru him who with us sideth.
Let goods and kindred go,
this mortal life also;
the body they may kill;
God's truth abideth still;
his kingdom is forever.

Links for downloading:
Text file

Choose an instrument: Piano | Organ | Bells
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Six Days of Hope

"I feel as if I've known them all my life," said one Norwegian volunteer about
his new Palestinian friends. Lene Dalen, of Norwegian People's Aid Youth and
Gudrun Bertinussem of Norwegian People's Aid office in Palestine brought four
Norwegian volunteers to Gaza City to meet fifty Palestinian boys and girls
from Tamer Institute for Community Education for a six-day "summer camp."
Lene and the other young people waited hours to cross the military checkpoints
as visitors but a week later, they left loving Palestine and its people as
much as their native Norway. The horror of watching elderly people, women, and
children humiliated and beaten by the occupying army was in stark contrast to
the open-hearted welcome they received from their Palestinian counterparts as
they spent six days together on the Gaza beach in cultural activities,
discussions, swimming, meals, and getting acquainted. Nabil Abu Jazar, 23,
whose family home in Rafah was bulldozed during an incursion, said talking
with the Norwegian youth opened up new perspectives for him. "Financial
support, job creation, housing—that helps, of course, but this sincere
solidarity, this willingness to live as we do for a while, means even more to
the Palestinian youth." When the visitors had to leave, no one could
hold back the tears, but Abu Jazar told his friends, "Weep if you must, but be
sure to laugh before the tears reach your mouth!" It was Lene Dalen's first
visit to Palestine, but she is determined to return. Indeed, all the
Norwegians promised to be back next summer with more young people from Norway
to learn first-hand about life under Occupation in Gaza.


