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Date: September 20th 
Location: Abu Tur, El Turi, Jerusalem 

I arrive late to my assigned location, something which happens rarely. It seems that my target is already on the move. Helpless, I start searching in the 
neighbourhood of Abu Tur. I go up from Hebron road to Gihon street. As I walk by, I notice a Bauhaus inspired modernist home; further on, I see a 
traditional Jerusalem villa from the beginning of the century. As I approach the villa, I notice that it is sitting at the edge of the mountain, overlooking 
the valley. I am surprised, and as I move closer the valley is reviled to me with beautiful pine trees. I look right and left, but it seems as if the streets 
are deserted. From afar, I think I hear a car driving. I decide to go up Oved street, and see where the noise came from. But no one is around - a 
peaceful silence? There is still some tension in the air, but I cannot understand what or where. As I pass by some cacti, I feel disappointed, trying to 
make up excuses in my head to tell my officer, once he will hear that I lost my target. I take a left on Abigail Street, and then right on Yishay Street. I 
notice a big garden, and I enter it. I spot two figures; excited, I approach them, not recognising them from afar as I did not have my glasses on. As they 
come closer, I sadly see that they are from the agency. I ask them if they have seen any targets around, anything suspicious. As they reply with a 
negative answer, I continue walking. I spot three construction workers on a building. But as I measure their distance, I come to the conclusion that 
they are not in the territory of my mission. I look to the right, and I see the Golden dome. I continue my lookout. Loud classical music comes out from 
a small house. I decide to take my map and navigate. I see that if I cross the park, I can get to Asael street. I see the separation wall. Down on Asael 
Street, my thirst brings me to a deserted house with moroccan music in the background. I take a glass of water, I do not wash it and leave quickly. I 
cross a beautiful private garden, with a chaise longue inviting me to come in. I look at my watch, 18:00, I have to continue my mission. From a path 
between the buildings I arrive to Ein Rogel Street. A strong smell of garbage. A car with 3 flat tires. I look up, and notice a bunch of kids approaching 
me, but I don't manage to recognise their faces before they run away. I stop to re-strategise, but I only see a wall in the horizon. I decide to leave the 
area, call my officer from a safe house and admit my failure. I did not find anything. I am dreaming of a cup of coffee. As I walk back to Hebron Road, 
I ask an Arab man with a black dress, where I can find a coffee shop. He offers me to come to his house, and have one with him. I politely refuse. If my 
officer will hear about it, he will not let me in any mission in Jerusalem again without police escort. It gets dark. I arrive to the safe house, make myself 
a cup of coffee and call my officer. She understands. I go out again, and take a taxi back home. I feel empty, disappointed I did not find anything, did 
not see anything, as if I was all alone in the neighbourhood. In the taxi, I hear a familiar song. I ask the driver to turn the volume up.  
“Ne me quitte pas, Il faut oublier, Tout peut s’oublier, Qui s'enfuit déjà ,Oublier le temps, Des malentendus et le temps perdu, À savoir comment, 
Oublier ces heures, Qui tuaient parfois à coups de pourquoi, Le cœur du bonheur, Ne me quitte pas… Moi je t’offrirai, Des perles de pluie, Venues de 
pays où il ne pleut pas, Je creuserai la terre jusqu'après ma mort, Pour couvrir ton corps d'or et de lumière, Je ferai un domaine, Où l'amour sera 
roi, où l'amour sera loi, Où tu seras reine Ne me quitte pas… Je t’inventerai Des mots insensés, Que tu comprendras, Je te parlerai, De ces amants-
la, Qui ont vu deux fois leurs cœurs s’embraser, Je te raconterai l'histoire de ce roi mort, De n'avoir pas pu te rencontrer, Ne me quitte pas… On a vu 
souvent, Rejaillir le feu, D’un ancien volcan, Qu’on croyait trop vieux, Il est, paraît-il Des terres brûlées, Donnant plus de blé, Qu’un meilleur avril, 
Et quand vient le soir, Pour qu'un ciel flamboie….” The taxi stops, I pay the driver and get out. I close the door. As he drives off, I can only listen to 
Brel asking, Le rouge et le noir ne s'épousent-ils pas? 
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