
First

t was a long time ago, when we lived in that little house in 
Ramat  Gan.  The memories  are  not  continuous.  They are 

little  glimpses  of  light  between  darkness,  like  the  way  the 
world looked through the bars of my crib . . . pieces of light 
between slots of dark. I was looking at a gecko on the wall. I  
never saw him move, but when I forgot to look, or maybe just 
turned my head for an instant or blinked my eyes, and then 
looked again, he was in a different position. I tried to see the 
lizards  move,  trying  to  remember  not  to  look  away,  not  to 
forget or fall asleep, but I never succeeded.

I

The house was tiny. There was a bathroom, and a room in 
front  where  we  ate  and  my  brother  and  I  slept,  and  my 
parents’ room in back. That was all. It was dark much of the 
time.  I  spent  long  hours  in  my  crib  in  the  dark.  I  wanted 
something. Was it a drink of water, or had I had another bad 
dream? It was wrong to trouble my mother. I mustn’t call her. I 
remember whispering very softly, “Ima, Ima.” I wanted her to 
come, but mustn’t disturb her. 

I  remember  my  mother  lighting  the  wood  Hre  in  the 
bathroom for our bath. One time, while she was busy doing 
this, I tried to pee standing up, like my brother Hanan did. I 
was surprised that instead of landing in the toilet, my pee wet 
Hanan’s sock, which was lying on the foor. Another time, as 
my mother  was lifting me up from a stool  on which I  was 
perched, I accidentally kicked the stool over. It hit her foot, and 
she put me down and rubbed the sore spot. I was overcome 
with the horror of what I had done, of hurting my mother, and 
burst into tears.

I remember Outside. There was a wire fence between our 
house and the next, and there was a place where the mesh was 
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torn. I used to play with the kids next door, and would sneak 
through  the  opening.  This  was  very  scary  because  of  the 
landlord. If he ever caught you going through the hole in the 
fence,  something  terrible  would  happen.  I  never  found  out 
what,  exactly  or  why,  but  it  was  very  dangerous  climbing 
through there. I was always scared when I did it. Still, none of 
us kids bothered to go the long way around. 

When I turned four, we moved to another town, to a three 
story apartment building with electricity. Just after we moved, 
we went back to the old place. I don’t know why. There were 
new people living there. The house was different. The people 
who lived there had such exotic things. I remember a painting 
on the wall in the front room. It had glowing, jewel-like colors 
painted on a shimmering black velvet surface. I was sure they 
were rich, the people who had moved into our little house and 
transformed it with their beautiful things.
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