Task: Jewish Lady and Palestinian TV repairman- 1708142 Prithi Shukla Level 5 - Writing Fiction (HPEN5009)

The Wisdom of Mrs Silliman
prithi shukla
I relished the late morning sunlight as I basked in a low chair on the patio. My small house on top of the hill gave me a considerable view of Bethlehem. The little white and yellow new homes contrasted starkly with the shattered grey desert rock on the horizon. I recalled the damaged home of my deceased Palestinian friend Aliya and closed my old, tired eyes. If only there was peace, I mused.
“Mrs Silliman, Mrs Silliman are you okay?”
Through my half-open lids, I caught a glimpse of a pair of skinny legs with scarred knees in front of me. It was young Solomon from down the hill. He was only eight but had somehow managed to carry up a huge wicker basket, filled with his mother’s delicious homemade Khubez, a pitta like bread.
“Imah sent me,” he panted, trying to catch his breath.
“Should I leave it on the kitchen table like I normally do?” he enquired, lifting up the heavy basket. 
“Yes, Sol, please. 
There’s some fresh orange juice in the jug on the table,” I offered “…help yourself to some.” His eyes gleamed and he skipped up the patio stairs, heading for the open door.
The blue winter sky was deceptive and a chill in the air forced me to want to wrap up. My ninety-year-old bones yearned for my thick black shawl. It was hanging on the back of the chair in the kitchen.
“I’ll come in with you,” I said as I stretched out my right hand towards Solomon, “…come on, pull me up.”
I led the way through the cold living room into the kitchen, shifting my weight from one arthritic foot to the other. The thick walls and small windows of the house left the rooms devoid of sunlight. Solomon placed the basket on the kitchen table while I retrieved my shawl from the chair and wrapped it around me.
I reached for two glasses from the open cupboard above the counter and poured some orange juice into both.
“Sit Sol,” I said, “…don’t feel shy.”
Solomon sat on the chair closest to him. I placed a few plates on the table, a bowl of fresh olives, hummus, dates and olive oil near the full basket of bread. Palestinians and Jews share similar food, I thought, as I stared down at the dishes that reminded me so much of the sustenance Aliya had offered me in her home.
“Tuck in…Sol”
As he pulled at the Khubez, breaking the bread into pieces and dipping it into the hummus, he innocently asked:
“Mrs Silliman, Imah said to remind you to watch Schindler’s List. It’s on this afternoon.”
It was the last thing I wanted to see. I stared at the tattooed number on my left wrist, a stark reminder of the Holocaust, loath to revisit the dreaded horrors of genocide and ethnic cleansing. It was happening here, too, right outside, in the West Bank and Gaza settlements. 
“Oh, thank you Solomon, but I don’t plan to watch it.”
“But you must Mrs Silliman, Imah and Abba say we must. It’s our history. We must never forget.”
I stared at Solomon, a little boy of eight. I wondered if he understood it at all. I could never comprehend the logic of parents eliminating the childhood of the next generation rather than preserving it. 
Just then there was a knock on the front door. I could hear the door being pushed open, then slammed shut, followed by footsteps coming towards the kitchen. It was Solomon’s mother, Ilana. He excitedly jumped off his chair and ran to hug her.
“Imah…”
“Ilana,” I said surprised to see her. “Thank you for the Khubez, it's excellent.” I glanced at Solomon, who had his mouth full. “Right Sol?” He nodded emphatically in agreement.
“I’m glad you like it,” Ilana replied, pleased.
After a short pause, she brazenly walked into the living room and stared at the large flat screen TV with a smile.
“Did Solomon tell you about Schindler’s List? They are showing the movie on TV this afternoon.”
I kept looking at Ilana, I knew where this was leading to. 
“I was hoping we could watch it here with you. Our TV is old and tiny, and it would be a shame to miss it.”
Before I could answer, she was already fiddling with the remote. The TV was now on, but the reception was not clear. She started fidgeting with the settings.
“It’s hopeless. I’ll call the TV repair shop.” She fished out her phone from her handbag. 
“Do you have their number, Mrs Silliman?” 
I felt reluctant to say no, considering Ilana had stuffed the basket full of pitta bread for me. I had also learnt that she could be very unforgiving if she did not get her way, so I usually gave in to her.
“It’s on the fridge.” 
She immediately located the number amongst the many scraps of paper and punched away on her phone. 
When Daniella, my younger cousin had moved to Jerusalem with her husband, she had asked Ilana to look out for me. Although Ilana helps me around the house, I still prefer to manage a lot of the household chores on my own. 
For a ninety-year-old, my hearing is good too, and I could hear the conversation with the TV Repair Shop.
“TV Repair Shop.”
“Can you please come down to No. 24, Little Street as soon as possible. The name is Mrs Lahava Silliman. It’s the little white house with a red roof on top of the hill.”
“What’s wrong madam?”
“It’s the reception, it’s not clear.”
“Okay, give us half an hour and someone will be there.”
“Thank you,” Ilana said brusquely.
“Anat, Aliza, Josh and Dalia may also come,” she said looking at me. “They haven’t seen the movie. It’s important they see it.” 
I realized now why she had filled the basket. But who was I to moan? My time was nearly over. I believed in keeping peace with everybody. My family had suffered so much at Auschwitz. Daniella and I were the only two survivors. 
“Imah told me you were in Auschwitz?” Solomon blurted, as though he had read my mind. He chomped away on an olive and swung his little legs under the table. 
It was the last thing I wanted to talk about. I cringed. The Nazi’s gas chambers, hatred and deceit had crushed me. You’d think the world would have learnt from these horrors, but the warfare just continues. I looked out of the window, the devastation and violence were out there, too.  Israel and Palestine were constantly at loggerheads. There was no trust. 
The doorbell rang as Ilana was getting the living room ready for her children and the TV repairman.
[bookmark: _GoBack]She looked through the peephole and jumped back, then scurried into the kitchen as though she had seen a ghost. The TV repairman was outside with his toolkit. He was wearing a Kaffiyeh, the Palestinian checkered headdress. Her chin quivered as she hissed:
“It’s a Palestinian. They’ve sent a Palestinian to fix the TV. What shall we do?” Sordid thoughts ran through her mind. 
“They must’ve thought you were alone. It’s easier to bump off an old woman and rob her house.”
“Stop it, Ilana, don’t be silly,” I said scolding the woman. 
“I’m not being silly Mrs Silliman. I know how their minds work. They hate the likes of you and me just like Hitler and the Nazis.”
She was now quite hysterical.
“Solomon, lock yourself in the bathroom, Mrs Silliman, you stay here. I’m going to call the TV Repair shop and ask them to send someone else, someone who’s not a Palestinian.”
“Ilana, you’re being unreasonable. I’m going to open the door and let him in.”
Ilana trembled as she pushed a chair against the front door. Solomon by now had locked himself in the toilet. She had knocked off my glasses as I tried to push past her.
The bell rang again.
“Mrs Silliman are you there? It’s Ismail, I will have to leave shortly. Are you okay?”
“Let him in Ilana, I know the man. He’s been to the house before.”
“Mrs Silliman,” Ilana exclaimed, “I thought you would’ve learnt not to trust your enemies, especially after four years in the camps. You’ve lost all your family too!”
“Not all my family, Daniella is still here,” I said exasperatedly.  “I’ve also learnt people pre-judge others unnecessarily,” I entreated, hoping she’d see sense. “…please don’t pre-judge people, they’re not all the same.”
The bell rang again and this time it was Ilana’s four children at the door.
“Imah, we’re here and so is the TV repairman.”
I shuffled past Ilana, removed the chair with some difficulty, and let Ismail and the four young children in.
“I’m sorry Ismail to have kept you,” I said embarrassed. “We had a bit of a problem we had to sort out first.”
“Don’t worry Mrs Silliman. That’s perfectly okay. Now, what’s wrong with your TV?”
I led him into the living room. 
Anat, Aliza, Josh and Dalia hovered around Ismail, oblivious of their mother’s fears. They were interested in what he was doing to the TV. Solomon heard his brother and sister’s voices and let himself out of the bathroom. Ilana, red-faced, angrily corralled them into the kitchen shutting the door behind her, convinced she was right about the TV repairman.
Ismail picked up on my embarrassment. 
“Don’t worry Mrs Silliman,” he said, “I hope one day we will end this hate and violence between us. It serves no purpose.”
I smiled at his wise words. 
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