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        This is a work of fiction. Analogies with actual historical events, places and people, living and missing, are to be considered coincidental and are intended to lend veracity to the narrative. The real context is discussed in the Introduction and the Author's Note.
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         To the Palestinian people, stripped of land but never of dignity. 


        



         To all the oppressed who resist to exist. 

      

    

  


  
    
      
        Introduction

      


      
        



        



        



        I have always believed that to resolve any situation, even the most terrible, it is necessary to fully understand it. 


        The Palestinian issue is one of those historical and political events that has been talked about little and, too often, unclearly. In many parts of the world, Israeli occupation went unnoticed until the outbreak of the Second Intifada. Bert, my dear American friend, told me that people began to question what was happening in Palestine only in the 2000s, after seeing bullets fired by the Israeli side, which were of American manufacture. 


        Fortunately, the world now knows the tragedy of the Palestinians, and the civilian population is increasingly showing empathy towards them. However, there are many people who, for various reasons, only listen to the media narrative, which conforms to the Western political line, classifying Palestinians as terrorists and Israelis as victims. 


        The Jewish people   have been    victims, undeniably, of the greatest human folly, and to this day, they are targets of anti-Semitic insults, aggression, and threats. This should always be condemned unequivocally. However, with the Zionist colonization, already planned at the end of the 19th century, even before the Nazi horror committed unprecedented massacres, they adopted measures so harsh and ruthless that they, in turn, became perpetrators against the people who welcomed them to their land. It is worth noting that this land has, since time immemorial, hosted a mixed population of Muslims, Jews, and Christians. 


        Nevertheless, it is overly simplistic to identify Jews with the Israeli government, as a significant, albeit minority, part diverges from the colonizing policies of the authorities. Many desire peace and hope for a solid and definitive solution. 


        This is also my wish, along with that of millions of others. I cherish the utopian idea that there is room for everyone in the world, but it is crucial to develop a collective consciousness based on tolerance, understanding, and mutual support, setting aside ancient grievances and power struggles. 


        This is what the fairy tale   "A Cat Named Israel" talks about: the possibility of starting anew, of stitching together what war has destroyed and hatred has cracked, because all the evil in the world can disappear if there is love and respect for others. The past cannot be changed, but the future is in our hands, and building a better tomorrow is not only possible but also a duty. 


        I wanted to narrate the Palestinian issue from the perspective of a girl, Filastin, which means Palestine in Arabic, and a cat, Israel, to make the story suitable for both adults and children. The story was inspired by my little furry tyrant, Blu Hulk, who first conquered my heart and then gradually the entire house, leaving traces of his passage everywhere and assertively claiming his feline spaces, every square inch of the apartment. In the end, however, the common good triumphs, and that is what I hope happens in real life, where the blood of too many innocents has already been shed. 


        Stay human.


        



         Genoa, October 15, 2023 

      

    

  


  
    
      
        Chapter 1

      


      
        



        



        



        Israel was a tiny little kitten. Newborn, he had lost his mom because of a bad man named Adolf. One day, or rather, a very bad day, Adolf woke up enraged with the entire feline universe and decided: he would kill all the cats in the world! 


        So, he began his evil deed by placing traps and poisoned food along the road first, and then throughout the neighborhood. Lurking behind the window, he observed with a demon-like grin as hungry cats went to feed. The more the poor creatures died, the more Adolf's insane hatred grew: he would rid the world of cats, fleas, and scratches! One day, however, the neighbors understood the horror he was committing and organized themselves. All together, they surrounded him while he was placing a razor-sharp trap in the condominium courtyard and immediately took him to the police, where he was arrested. The punishment: life imprisonment.


        Israel's mom, Canaan, had been kicked out of her home when he was just a tiny ball of fur. To be honest, she couldn't remember if she ever had a home. She only remembered a continuous wandering around the world, encountering many wonders and some ugliness. Then, one day, she found out she was expecting a kitten. She was so happy! So, she began searching for a neighborhood with lots of greenery, beautiful gardens, where people showed hospitality and offered her a bowl of milk…


        … and that was how she stumbled upon a mountain of poisoned kibbles. She devoured them as only a pregnant creature could, but shortly after, she began to feel unwell. Her little heart was beating faster… and what was that strange sensation in her stomach? It burned, it burned too much! She tried to quench her thirst at one of those street corner fountains, but the burning soon turned into unbearable pain.


        She realized she would die, and with her, her kitten. 


        With her last strength, she dragged herself into a garden surrounded by wrought iron fencing and, finding shelter under a lush sage bush, gave birth to her cub, a premature kitten all bones and sparse fur, which emitted a barely perceptible meow and rushed to seek the warmth of its mother.


        Canaan knew she had little time and didn't want to die next to her little one, but she couldn't leave without at least giving him a mother lick. So, she ran her rough tongue along the frail body of the kitten, directing him the last purrs of her all-too-brief life.


        “Grow, my love, become strong and big.”


        Then she was gone. Where, no one ever knew.


        Israel had remained there, under the large velvety leaves, sheltered by the warm May sun. Occasionally, he would raise his little head, emit a faint “Meow!” and then go back to dozing. His belly grumbled; he was terribly hungry. He had also tried with his little paws to find that warm, soft presence that had brought him into the world, but without success. Israel was too small to walk, so he flattened himself in the shade and surrendered to the will of Mother Nature.


        



        
          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        


        



        Filastin returned home first that evening. The harvest had exceeded every expectation: the lemon trees had produced exceptionally large fruits, as yellow and radiant as gold. She and her fellow workers had filled dozens and dozens of baskets, and they would fill just as many the next day. At the market, anyone who saw those lemons couldn't resist buying them! They were so juicy and perfect, with a fragrance like no fruit had ever smelled before. They smelled of earth and sun, of air and pure water, but above all, they smelled of love, patience, and hope.


        Filastin was beautiful, inside and out. She had a lovely heart-shaped face, with a straight and slender nose and two enormous dark eyes, black as the desert night, illuminated by the light of the joy of living. Her sun-kissed skin was as soft as an almond kernel and smelled of earth and citrus. Her long, waist-length hair was shiny and black like Salem     [1]     wheat and was often twisted into a braid, held by a large bow in black and white checkered cotton. Filastin was beautiful, and all the men had fallen in love with her, but she rejected their proposals every time because she wanted to be free. Some considered her a rebel, others a warrior princess. In reality, she was self-sufficient and tried to love everyone, never denying a word of comfort or an affectionate gesture to those in need. Anyone who needed support knew they could count on her and her kind heart.







OEBPS/playfairdisplay-regular.ttf


OEBPS/copertina.jpg
TATIANA SABINA MELONI

A

TEKTIME

A CAT NAMED

ISRAEL

A STORY OF HOSPITALITY, CONFLICT,
AND HOPE





OEBPS/LibreBaskerville-Italic.ttf


OEBPS/ebook_image_243620_e8d01a9fd76e4a2a.png





OEBPS/PlayfairDisplay-Italic.otf


OEBPS/LibreBaskerville-Regular.otf


OEBPS/playfairdisplay-bold.ttf


OEBPS/LibreBaskerville-Bold.ttf


OEBPS/PlayfairDisplay-Regular.otf


OEBPS/playfairdisplay-bolditalic.ttf


OEBPS/LibreBaskerville-Italic.otf


OEBPS/PlayfairDisplay-BoldItalic.otf


OEBPS/LibreBaskerville-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/playfairdisplay-italic.ttf


OEBPS/LibreBaskerville-Bold.otf


OEBPS/PlayfairDisplay-Bold.otf


