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After I sailed with Joseph Conrad’s fiction many years through the stormy oceans of both human beings and water high waves, I found that time is well fit to land on my  piece of land where I should have been born in, and brought up, half a century ago, namely my parents village, Lubya, in Galilee Palestine, nowadays Israel. My whole life in exile becomes overshadowed by positive as well as negative illusions and dreams: the negative, with all its frustrations, bitterness, dispossession, fear, and instability; the positive, with all its anxiety, adventure, ambition, hope, challenge, successive exiles and expulsion. The borders between fancy and fact, illusions and reality are not well demarcated in such kind of permanent and turbulant exile, sometimes vaguely blurred, other times sharply drawn. Nonetheless, and in a world drawn in a highly speed towards globalization, economically and politically, localism, with all its cultural, traditional and lively social network stand still as focus for millions of people who found themselves driven to oblivion on the marginal borders of globalization, deprived of their human dignity and human rights, enshrined in modern Human Rights Charter and International laws. The concept of  “otherness” with its mysterious connotations as well as its old colonialist vibrations still dominate most of the current official discourse, in both circles western and eastern as well. 

This “otherness” phenomenon began to take strong feet at the expense of citizenship and the human rights included in the basic definitions of a citizen. Twenty two million refugees, both internal and external, with five million Palestinians among them, are striving to find their place and space in this modern ira, without discrimination, and on equal footing with the rest of the world’s citizens, irrespective of their religion, gender, color, or belief. Therefore, I have chosen to give the opportunity for an opressed narrative of few people who were denied that right, to express themselves and to narrate their own story by themselves, without representatives, without ommissions; to change the sphere of space to a specific geographical place, and by consequence, to give this place its human indegenous face by filling the allees and empy sheets of papers with lively stories; to make those “absentee” people present and alive while the “others” tried to drive them to permanent oblivion, to remove them from both domains: geneology of knowledge and geneology of place. 

This book will not deal with this ongoing tragedy of all the five million Palestinians who were denied their basic human rights and national aspirations by both local and international power in the last 54 years; but will concentrate its focus on a very limited microscopic aspect of this refugee landscape that was shattered into four corners of our planet: namely the social, cultural and the daily lives of one village, lubya; before its ethnic cleansing and uprooting, and after being expelled nearby their original village, across the boarders and in the far corners of the world. They were three thousands before expulsion; now forty thousand dispossessed refugees, are embracing their past memories in their diaspora, waiting for justice to take place, one day or another,  according to international and human rights articles enshrined in all main constitutions and laws of the United Nations and its relevant organizations: UNHCR, Geneva Conventions, Human Rights Charter and others …. 

Lubyans, whether in exile or internally displaced in Israel, are not allowed to reside freely or to return to their parents’ homeland, to acquire their expropriated property, deprived from them in an arbitrary way against all human, religious, moral or natural laws. The others’ narrative was and still too powerful to the extent that it blocks the ways to hear the logic of the mind; their logic is mainly based on the physical logic of power. The only tools for the powerless, the exiled, the displaced are the unfattered continued efforts of repossessing their own images of the past to convince the others of their justified and natural rights through the power of logic. Their power is to continue their struggle through all the peaceful, legal and juridicial means possible to set their long inhuman suffering position at the center of light: to register, to narrate, to draw, to recount, to sing and to dance. 

Past memories are interwoven with the hardships of present livelihood in the camps and in suburbs of European cities, drawing a rainbow of dreams and hopes and awaiting for a final justice to take place. This narrative is not intended to defeat the others, or the “otherness” of the others, instead, it is intended to reoccupy its natural place of birth, to breath the scents of  the villages herbs; it is a narrative intended to decode this long procedures of denial, marginalisation and negation. 

When the roots are uprooted, the difficulty is enormous to replant the trees in other spaces and cultures. That is why connecting people in exile with the geography and historiography of their demolished village is a moral, social, philosophical and pshycological necessity to reunify the leaves with the roots.

It took me almost five years to recollect the metamorphoses of this piece of ethnography, through archival materials, interviews, both qualitative and quantitative, with three different generations: the elderly, the middle-aged and the young. Although there are different definitions to the generation’s span of time: some divide it on the lines of the catastrophe, al-Nakba 48, the defeat, al-Naksa 67, the modern revolution of 1965, al-Fidaiyeen, generation of the first intifada in 1987, generation of the second intifada in 2000; while others used the more classical divisions of a 25 years span of time as one generation. I resorted to the last classification to make the interviews more coherent and coincided with the lives of the three generations of the people interviewed. One can observe clearly that many people from the elderly generation had participated in the different phases of lives, from pre and post al-Nakba period and up to the recent Intifada. The outcome of the interviews is varied in substance and form, from one country of exile to another, from men to women, from young people who was not born there in their original village to young people who are still waiting to see the village of their ancestors, from the intellectual to the illiterate. 

Out of more than one thousand pages of interviews, photos and documents, the following chapters will comprise the main body of the whole research.

Chapter one will include the spatial period of Lubya covering the whole British mandate period:  origin of family names, statistics, land transactions, participation in 1936-39 and up to 48 that ended with the demolishing of the village and its appropriation by the Israeli custodian authority according to the absentee laws of 1950. 

Part two will be devoted firstly to the accounts of both officers who participated in the war against Lubya and its occupation, and secondly, long excerpts of officers, and soldiers who have already written their accounts in different Jewish archives. Other Israeli-Jewish voices will speak their minds concerning the possibility of solving the problems of repatriation and the right of return.

Part three will cover selective interviews of Lubyans in their different areas of exile, inside Israel, in the Arab countries and abroad in Europe. Some of these interviews are referring to the period of the heydays of Oslo agreements which looks as little bit out of date. I prefer to let these excerpts as they were recounted, although the whole agreements lie in ruin, and the processes of ethnic cleansing continue undeterred by the policies of Israeli denial and extermination of the other’s hopes.

Hundreds of UN decisions were taken in the course of a half century, ranging from 194 GA resolution to the paralyzed UNCCP organization, which mysteriously suspended its mandate to repatriate the Palestinian refugees, to the Human Rights Universal Declaration. Lubya’s land and property is still ninety percent empty, used by cattle of the so called socialist cooperative Zionist settlements of Lavi and Sedeh Ilan, and the newly built settlement of Giv’at Avni. While people of the village are still denied access to their property, cattle do have the right to move freely on part of the land, while the other part is used as a recreation center and a South African Forrest for promenades. The remaining few hundreds of the indigenous people of Lubya are still living in nearby villages fifteen km around Lubya, have no right to claim their own property or houses. 

After 54 years of uprooting and exile, refugees demand first and foremost recognition and justice as key word to reconciliation with the other and the rest of the world, who closed their eyes on one of the most tragic ethnic cleansing episodes in modern history, more worse than what happened in our modern era in Bosnia and Herzegovina and Rwanda. It is still actual whether 54 years of an-Nakba, or 20 years ago in Sabra and Shatilla or what happened this year, 2002 in Jenin’s refugee camp, in al-Kasaba of Nablus, or Rafah-Gaza. 

South Africans achieved their basic human rights: one man one vote, after burying the horrors of years of the apartheid era, opened the way to reconciliation with their earlier colonizer and oppressor. Lubyans have the right to uncover their houses from the debris of the South African Forest: they deserve their homes and property back. On equal footing with the others, and in a sphere of equal rights for equal citizens, reconciliation would be by the corner or a few steps ahead: that is the only way to burry the illegality and inhumanity that is still prevailing after half a century and still lingering on in an ira where huma rights and freedom of movement and respect to personal property are forming the vertibral column of the moral values of the 21 century. 

