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The human being is born enduring affliction.

The human being lives while enduring affliction.

The human being dies by enduring affliction.

The human being realises affliction.

The human being is cognisant of whatever 
pertains to affliction.

Lamentation

Crying out

Wailing

Weeping.

The human being experiences all of these things.

The human being has deep knowledge of all of  
these things.

That night. The one night that I’m talking about is the 
night when I was having convulsions as a result of tooth-
ache. And I bashed my head a number of times against 
the metal container holding the bathrooms.

I could hear a faint moaning sound.

The intensity and fear resonating in the sound com-
pletely stopped me in my tracks. It was the sound of 
painful moaning. It was the sound of a man that seemed 
to be convulsing in pain. These particular kinds of 
sounds make one’s hair stand on end.

The sound of the deepest kind of affliction.

The sound of hopelessness. A nightmare about 
the nights. A nightmare about loneliness.

The sound of moaning inside the cauldron of the  
dark night.

The sound of moaning floating over the ocean.

The sound of moaning wading through the 
jungle that lay beyond the fences.

The sound of moaning dragged itself along in 
combination with other sounds.

The sound of moaning, like a poisonous arrow 
from the archer’s bow.

The sound of moaning, a sound without rebound 
against the darkness of night.

The sound of moaning, then it disappeared out 
into the universe.

The prison had fallen into a heavy silence; the 
prison had fallen into heavy sleep. Only the 
sound of crickets; they hollowed out the depths 
of silence even further. The very great weight 
of the silence had infused the moaning with a 
destructive power.

My god, prison is so horrific. Prison is so 
oppressive. Prison is so merciless.



There would’ve only been 
one result. I would’ve been 
hauled over to the solitary 
confinement cell and joined 
the one who was moaning. 
Scaling the fences wasn’t  
an option.
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The moaning could’ve even been the sound of clouds 
tearing apart – this was the way it felt to me. Exactly 
like the intensity of wrath and power manifested by 
thunder and lightning strikes in springtime. Perhaps 
deep wounds and scars struck down from the clouds and 
heavens with higher voltage than thunder and lightning. 
The coconut trees, however, offered their hair up to the 
zephyr. They were quivering, they were also frightened.

A Papu1 rested his back against one of the contain-
ers, his cap on his lap, twirling a stick in his mouth. I 
think he was at the peak of getting high off betel nut; his 
mind was free and he closed his eyes without a care for 
anything going on around him. This experience was a 
mix of slumber, wakefulness and a drug-induced state; 
however, it was a special moment of liberation unique 
to the Papus. The Papu paid no attention whatsoever to 
the moaning that spiralled out through the atmosphere. 
He had completely dedicated his mind and body to his 
betel nut intoxication.

And so the moaning continued. But on every occa-
sion it hid deep within the heart of the dark sky with 
another kind of shudder and force. Every instance of 
moaning, more than anything, evoked the eerie sublim-
ity of the jungle, the ocean, and the prison.

My toothache began to settle. Perhaps when the 
forces of two forms of affliction, from two separate 
origins, collide, one has to succumb due to the impact 
and resistance. Maybe something like this had occurred 
for me. My toothache was directly connected to inter-
weaving nerves deep within the core of my gums. And 
my affliction was facing off with the affliction of another 
just a few metres away – behind the fences – it sounded 
like hopelessness – the sound emitted from a place of 
profound hopelessness – my toothache was forced to 
withdraw. Maybe we shared the same feeling of afflic-
tion; one and the same substance: the affliction at the 
root of the moaning, the affliction down there in the 
depths of my soul.

The Papu, however, remained indifferent to this all 
along – flying high there in his own realm. He twirled a 
small stick in his mouth. The moaning coincided with 
weeping; a peculiar mood distributed itself all over the 
terror-stricken landscape. In a landscape of this nature 
one is left with no more than two options: either to rely 
on the indifferent Papu and not give it any more thought, 
or follow the sound and discover its source. Knowledge 
can always set one free. So I must confess that I was 
mainly looking for a way to reach up high; that’s right, 
climbing over the fences or the container walls.

As I approached the source of the moaning I became 
more confident that I had guessed correctly. Everything 
pointed in the direction of the solitary confinement cell 
called the Green Zone. There behind the fences. Right by 
the telephone room. That’s where the Green Zone was.

1 ‘Papu’ is a gender-neutral and age-neutral honorific used in Papua New 
Guinea. Refugees incarcerated in Manus Prison use the term to refer to all 
local guards.

I couldn’t scale the fences. However, it wasn’t like it 
was impossible to climb over. It was easy to do with some 
effort; even someone with the skinniest muscles could 
get over. But scaling the fences rattled them up as well. 
It produced a sound that could only resemble that made 
by thieves who try to climb barriers in order to get into 
people’s homes. A few Papus and Australian officers sat 
along the fences a great distance away. If the fences were 
rattled they would certainly become suspicious of the 
shaking followed by the sound it creates. There would’ve 
only been one result. I would’ve been hauled over to the 
solitary confinement cell and joined the one who was 
moaning. Scaling the fences wasn’t an option.

I recall a time during my childhood when I was a 
skilful thief capable of anything. I remember the days 
when I used to run and jump over our neighbours’ 
enclosed gardens with a quick one-two move; I leapt 
like a cat, pulling myself over the wall of the enclosed 
gardens. There I sat on the branches of walnut trees like a 
monkey. Kilometres away from our home, there among 
the orchards of Kurdish chestnut oak trees, I searched 
for pigeon nests. By now I was sure that anyone who 
could climb the coarse trunks of chestnut oak trees 
without a hitch could also climb the hardest and most 
slippery obstacles with ease. It’s no joking matter – I’m a 
child of the mountains. No different to a cat.

The Papu was so high that he had drifted out over the 
sea – I know that kind of feeling really well. Nothing was 
going to interrupt his mood and sensation, not even if 
thunder and lightning erupted from the skies. Maybe I’m 
overstating it, but I think that if this were to occur the 
Papu might have opened his eyes, and gathered himself 
up, his arms, legs, together with the cap resting on his 
lap; then for some moments he would stop twirling the 
small stick inside his mouth. I have no doubt that once 
the thunder and lightning had passed he would be lifted 
back up to being high again.

This was particular to the Papus. Liberated. Free. 
Happy. And I had forgotten my toothache now that I was 
in the mood and state of mind of being a cat. Actually, 
the huge leap I wanted to perform required that I forget 
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about my toothache. Yes. The mind can sometimes 
also consciously control one’s physical pain. In three 
moves I quickly managed to get myself onto the roof of 
the corridor. First of all, I jumped half-a-metre off the 
ground and positioned myself on the metal pole that 
functioned as the base of the corridor. It was still twilight 
and focusing my eyes I made another move; with the 
concentration of a hunter pursuing prey, I perused the 
roof of the corridor. Applying this move meant that I had 
selected the best place for gripping my hands and then 
I leapt half-a-metre and hung off the edge of the roof. 
Imagine carefully. Exactly like a monkey that dangles 
off the branch of a tall tree. The only difference between 
a monkey and me could be that I was hanging off with 
the support of two hands, whereas it’s usually the case 
that monkeys look ahead while hanging from one hand. 
By hanging from one hand they exhibit their control of 
the tree, the branch, and gravity. Even playful monkeys 
do that in some instances just for fun. They play and fool 
around. In any case, a human being like me hanging by 
two hands was enough to feel like a monkey, identifying 
with the monkey more than any other animal.

My hands were locked really firmly. Now it was the 
time to prove to myself the extent to which I could enact 
a monkey. To do this I launched out using all my muscles 
and without releasing my hands from the roof, ending 
by tossing myself onto the roof. The outcome of all this 
was sitting up there on top of the roof, feeling a sense 
of achievement by completing the ascent, and subse-
quently, a great feeling of success.

I was there now – sitting there in the dark – on the 
roof – near the mango tree – it was a small dream of 
mine to reach that tree. The Papu was no longer in 
eyeshot for me. Even the officers were out of sight; the 
ones I saw in front of the gate when I was down below.

My god, it was remarkably dark behind the prison. 
Certainly the darkness expanded way beyond the limits 
of my imagination; in fact, the ocean and the jungle had 
evaporated into nothingness. I couldn’t tell on which tree 
the crickets had nested, or in which area they resided, 
but the whole atmosphere was captivated by their sound. 
The crickets … the darkness … the silence … the awe … 
that was the entirety of the whole scene.

It might seem contradictory but the crickets even 
paused for a moment from making their cricket sounds 
so that people could absorb the magnitude of the silence. 
The sound of the crickets and the sound of silence: a 
contradiction. But it was awe-inspiring. Tell me someone 
who can hear a cricket in a noisy environment? The 
sound of the cricket is the harmony that emerges out of 
silence. Silence refines its identity by virtue of the sound 
of the crickets, and vice versa.

The moaning had stopped.

From over there one could see the Green Zone; I mean, 
one could see it from on top of the corridor roof.  
A solitary confinement cell that until then I had only 

heard about. Terrifying. I can easily describe it in one 
way: terrifying.

A lamp with a worn-out yellow light was fading 
away as it shone onto the surroundings. With its help 
one could see two containers opposite each other. They 
had windows that weren’t in fact windows; in place of 
glass, wooden planks covered the windows. This made 
the rooms look like matchboxes with a single door. And 
a single ceiling fan spun around monotonously while 
giving the impression that it was about to stop spinning 
at any moment. The spinning fan made one’s own head 
spin. The spinning blades of the fan seemed weary. There 
was a group of mosquitoes that seemed to be from the 
same genus as butterflies; they just spun around in front 
of the yellow lamp creating a transparent cloud. My eyes 
had finally acclimatised to the darkness.

The Green Zone also had a yard of three or four metres 
with two coconut trees growing right at the end, right 
near the fences. The coconut trees came across as scary 
and had an air of reverence about them. Their trunks 
were black and they seemed taller than the coconut trees 
inside the prison. It was necessary to turn one’s head 
up to the sky, all the way up, in order to witness their 
full height. However, when standing there it wasn’t clear 
exactly where the head of the coconut trees was capped; 
it appeared that most of the trees’ tops had merged with 
the clouds. The coconut leaves and the fruit had mixed 
in with the black clouds and the black sky.

I could also see an extremely small kiosk beside the 
fences. It looked like the frame of an unfamiliar animal. 
The kiosk was also dark. And a Papu was hiding away 
and smoking some Brus.2 Like the Papu who was twirl-
ing the stick in his mouth, this Papu was leaning his 
back against a coconut tree and taking puffs of Brus, 
just gesturing in the same customary way.

For a moment I thought that I saw his eyes, identified 
his eyes, although everything was dark and I couldn’t 
make out his face. His nose and mouth were indistin-
guishable, so seeing his eyes seemed impossible. I must 
confess that from where I was sitting it wasn’t at all clear 
if the smoker was a Papu; therefore, it was also impos-
sible that I could make out he was smoking Brus from 
that distance. Was it really a Papu? I don’t know. Was he 
smoking Brus? I don’t know that either. Does the human 
mind also deceive so much so that it overrides the func-
tion of the eyes and nose? Yes. Faith in the absurd.

In any case, I concluded that the smoker was a Papu. 
I even took it a step further and also concluded that the 
Papu was of old-age, smoking Brus like old folk. The 
moaning, however, had stopped a while before. I think 
that during my first effort to reach the roof someone had 
zipped up his mouth. Silence everywhere.

This particular ceiling fan was the only thing indif-
ferent to its surroundings – it spun … just rattling … 

2 Brus is a local dark-brown tobacco, extremely strong and intoxicating, 
and abundant in the jungles of Manus. The Papus place the dry leaves in 
newspaper and smoke it.
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hanging loosely. Beside it a family of butterflies were 
conducting a ceremony of ecstasy – they were whirling 
around the yellow lamp. For a moment I forgot why and 
how I got to be on top of the roof. It was a period during 
which I was an emancipated being; emancipated from 
the prison; emancipated from the prison system. I even 
felt proud of myself since I was the only human and the 
only prisoner who had come this close to the mango 
tree – I had come this close to the unconquerable mango 
tree. So now here I was, even my nose rubbed up against 
its broad leaves. So here I was, I had made it up here, up 
into the ether, up on top of the prison, witnessing the 
spectacle, witnessing the jungle and the ocean, observ-
ing as I evaporated into the darkness.

Even the crickets had fallen silent. They had 
understood perfectly well another animal now occupied 
the domain of the cricket; an animal with different  
skin; an animal with different blood; an animal with 
different smelling breath. It seemed that the harmony 
between the total landscape and all of the elements 
within had realised that this animal was incongruous 
with the whole. And for this reason they now performed 
silence; they discontinued their exuberance. Only the 
Papu remained there, in his own realm. Even in the 
case of a deluge he still wouldn’t be concerned with the 
outside world.

My eyes had adjusted to the dark and had acquired 
relative proficiency in perceiving the landscape, sensing 
the muted external world. The only problem I had was 
that I had to keep still since the roof of the corridor was 
constructed from a layer of thin metal and the slightest 
move would cause a lot of noise and disrupt the tranquil 
setting. Once the tranquillity was disturbed it was likely 
that a whole chain of events could be set off; they didn’t 
sit well with the nature of someone like me who was, 
more than anything and anyone, living with a sense of 
insecurity.

I admit that the thing I was most afraid of was that I 
would be wrestled to the ground and they would drag 
and pull me across to the Green Zone or other solitary 
confinement cells in the prison like they did to The 
Father Of The Months-Old Child; incarcerate me in 
places I had only heard the names of. Especially since I 
had an overwhelming tendency to imagine myself in the 
same situation as the man who was moaning, the man 
whose moaning had dragged me there, the man whose 
presence compelled me. Who knows, this could be me 
diminished to moaning on some other night, or even 
over a series of nights in the future, it could be me just 
left there wailing.

Or perhaps another person would end up on this side 
of the prison looking for me as I moaned, end up right 
here as he searched for my location, the place where I 
was left moaning. He would end up on the roof of the 
corridor, I mean, and right by the broad leaves of the 
mango tree, and position himself here together with the 
crickets that had declared themselves to be the shahs of 
this empire.

I shouldn’t move, I should just take pleasure from 
the temporary freedom I had. In any case, I was there 
for whatever reason – no doubt, reasons that defied 
any logic I could apply. What difference does it make 
at all what the reason or reasons were for drawing me 
there? What was important was the feeling of beautiful 
freedom. I had forgotten my toothache – what a relief. 
Every now and then a pain shot through the inside of 
my gums. But the feeling of freedom was so powerful 
that the pain just darted past, stopped straight after, and 
then disappeared.

Crickets are such extraordinary creatures. As soon as 
I entered the space they all became silent in sync with 
each other. It was as though they were a group of musi-
cians collaborating at the peak of their composition, and 
then with one signal from the conductor of the orches-
tra, they all stopped playing and just stood up. And now 
that they were completely sure that this new animal 
that had disrupted their period of tranquillity was in 
fact more like a still corpse – and no longer perceived 
as a threat – they resumed their cricket-like chanting. 
However, this time it was different; on this occasion 
they returned to the earlier rhythm after a number of 
successive stages. First, one of them that I felt was more 
of an elder cricket used his extremely loud voice – louder 
than the usual sound made by all the other crickets – to 
start a very different song. After it was absolutely sure 
that nothing was threatening its society the song became 
a steady monotone. Then others joined in at different 
intervals. The result was evident. All the vocals were in 
perfect harmony.

The silence and peacefulness of the night had 
become twofold – the night had become a paradox. 
The terror now more formidable; the sky now darker; 
the coconut trees now more deranged. The sound of 
trembling branches and clashing leaves amplified and 
could be heard with full clarity. Even the sound of the 
ocean’s waves pounded the body of the island with more 
fury and fused with sounds of the night. I still say this, 
everything was held together by the mysterious sound 
of the crickets.

This creature is engaged in an inseparable 
friendship with the night.

This creature knows full well the language of  
the night.

This creature has full knowledge about the dark.

This creature has a full understanding of terror.

So I had become completely fixed in that place. I had 
become one part of the landscape. In reality, all the ele-
ments of the landscape there accepted that this green-
eyed or blue-eyed creature lying down on the roof of the 
corridor was a constituent of the domain. This refreshing 
sensation of calm and the grand feeling of a new sense 
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of self made me want to stay there longer. I didn’t even 
think about returning to prison.

Every time I’m in these situations I desire a cig-
arette. A bad habit. Or maybe it’s good. I don’t know. 
But I’ve always welcomed this addiction, this desire to 
smoke. Every now and then I forget my smokes – like 
that very night. Or if I don’t forget my smokes, I forget 
the lighter. But did we even have lighters in the prison? 
No. Anyway, my experience during those moments was 
missing something: my smokes. Regardless, I looked up 
above, up at the dark sky, it made no difference whether 
I brought my smokes or not. I couldn’t smoke in any 
case for the simple reason that we didn’t have lighters 
in the prison. Perhaps if I had my cigarettes with me my 
desire would’ve been heightened and I would’ve had to 
descend from the corridor roof to light one. So then I 
would’ve woken the Papu, the Papu twirling the stick 
in his mouth.

Forgetting about smoking meant that I stayed longer; 
it meant that I listened more to the sound of the crickets, 
that I listened more to the sound of the ocean, that I 
listened more to the sound of the night, listened more 
to the sound of the coconut trees; it meant that I let 
the sounds reverberate in my eardrum. Little by little I 
forgot about the moaning and wailing coming from the 
Green Zone, the sound that drew me there in the first 
place. It wouldn’t have made any difference at all. I didn’t 
have the capability of changing anything. I was sure that 
nothing was going to change that situation since I was 
nothing but an incompetent thief. A creature that only 
knew how to climb up onto the roof.

Does one have to formulate a logical reason for every 
action? Or does one have to convince oneself with cer-
tainty? My god, the human mind can be so deceptive. 
Therefore, I was left there breathing under the awe and 
majesty of the night. That night the heavens were insane 
… but they were quiet. The clouds had acquired a thick 
layer of darkness. I could only really feel the stars there 
in the furthest reaches of the dark, felt them as they kept 
expressing themselves, felt them till they disappeared.

For a second, my body turned completely toward the 
Green Zone and my right hand held me up like a pillar, 
my head positioned a reasonable distance from the hard 
corridor roof. This was another of my habits. Uncon-
sciously, my body parts move; they make decisions of 
their own without me having any control, with no role 
played by my mind, and indifferent to very definite feel-
ings I have at the time, decisions made by my skull – not 
my brain. During these particular periods my careless 
body parts disobeyed me and figured out how to move 
on their own. I didn’t put any pressure on my mind to 
order them to get back to their original places. So in this 
specific case I didn’t show any resistance when my body 
turned onto its right side. Exactly onto my right side, 
my arm like a pillar, and then I rested my head exactly 
on the palm of my hand. And what this meant was that 
I aligned the muscles along the side of my body, and my 
arm, all in unison.

My eyes underwent an unusual feeling, a unique 
experience, in contrast to my other body parts as they 
tried to interpret the images before them.

Thinking back now I see that there was good reason 
why I just jumped on the roof within a few short move-
ments like a cat. No doubt, while I was up there my 
body was operating independent from my mind, and 
my languishing mind was in the process of understand-
ing the basic fact of why I was even up there in the first 
place. Lying down in this fashion – I mean, using my 
arm as a pillar, then placing my head right on top of the 
palm of my hand – is a particular reaction that usually 
occurs in moments when people feel more comfortable. 
This mode of lying down is conducive to comfort and 
relaxation much more than lying face-down or face-up. 
It’s curious how my mind and my physical faculties were 
so flexible that my toothache and the moaning from 
someone in the Green Zone all of a sudden exited my 
consciousness.

And so I was just there lying down in this particular 
way. At that moment I wanted to express how every-
thing was reduced to the crickets. No. I’m certain that 
the sound of the crickets couldn’t have been ineffectual, 
but it all couldn’t be reduced completely to them and 
their entire clan.

Maybe some things pertained to the peacefulness of 
the night.

Maybe some things pertained to the indifference of 
the Papus toward the events all around them.

Maybe some things pertained to the soothing nature 
of the mango tree. Whatever it was it probably involved 
many reasons.

Maybe there was also a form of interaction taking 
shape, a connection between something internal and 
profound in my unconscious and the totality of the 
landscape. An unconscious full of unattainable and 
distant images.

Thoughts full of the smell of gunpowder and war, full 
of love and chestnuts, full of wheat, full of pigeons, full of 
partridges, thoughts full of mountains. More than any-
thing else, thoughts of peaceful nightfall and the deep 
fear evoked by this tranquil reflection; a thought that 
took me away, somewhere way back in the day, back to 
a faraway homeland.

Truth be told, I was a child of war. Yes, I was born 
during the war. Under the thunder of warplanes. Along-
side tanks. In the face of bombs. Breathing gunpowder. 
Among dead bodies. Inside silent cemeteries. These 
were the days when war was a part of our everyday lives 
and ran like blood through our identity. A meaningless 
war; a pointless war. Absurd. A war with ridiculous 
objectives. Like all wars throughout history. A war that 
devastated our families and sizzled and incinerated all of 
our vivid, green and bounteous homeland.

I am a child of war. I don’t mean to say I’ve been 
sacrificed. I never ever want to be labelled with 
this word. That war has taken its sacrifices … 
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and continues to make sacrifice.

Sacrificing out of the blazing fires of war.

Sacrificing out of the desolate ashes of war.

On the threshold of life and death.

Smiles enamoured with staying alive; mothers 
wailing and soaked in blood.

A region full of storehouses of affliction.

Suffering and starvation.

I have to say it. Hear me as I cry out: I am a child 
of war. A child of an inferno. A child of ashes. A 
child of the chestnuts of Kurdistan.

I’m insane, I am. Where is this place?

Why has the night become so terrifying? And 
why can’t I fall asleep?

Let me say something, let me surrender myself to 
the realm of the imagination and amnesia.

Where have I come from?

From the land of rivers, the land of waterfalls, the land 
of ancient chants, the land of mountains.

Better to say I’ve come down from the summits. I’ve 
breathed in the ether up there. I’ve laughed up there. 
I’ve unleashed my hair to the wind up there. Out of a 
small village that stood in the middle of a forest of old 
chestnuts.

In the past, we were weary from the war. The war 
elephants from the neighbouring lands had decided 
to wage battle for many years inside our vibrant and  
luscious plantation. Their heavy legs and bulging bellies 
rampaged; every place was crushed underneath them. 
That war wasn’t our war. That violence wasn’t our  
violence. The theatre of war wasn’t our production. War 
was uninvited. A calamity from the heavens just like a 
famine. Just like an earthquake.

My mother always sighed and would say: “My boy, 
you came into this world in a time we called the flee 
and flight years.” This phrase was commonplace during 
those miserable years. A time when people would run 
to the mountains from fear of the warplanes. Everything 
they had and could carry they took with them. They 
found asylum within chestnut forests. Do the Kurds 
have any friends other than the mountains? Horrified 
mothers … mothers wrapped their children within the 
instincts of motherhood and escaped to the mountains. 
Young girls were searching for their dreams within the 
hearts of men rounded up into groups – so many groups 
– and being led down a road to the frontlines of war. 
Groups – so many groups – returned as corpses. Again, 
it was those same chestnuts that became the solace for  
buried dreams.

Those chestnuts were proud

Those chestnuts joined in mourning

Those chestnuts from those mountains.

Only those chestnuts know how beautiful the 
dreams of maidens

Dreams resting on the rocky slopes,

Dreams dying there between the deep valleys,  
dying young

There alongside the coarse tree trunks,

A short life ending inside dark forests.

The flee and flight days.

Days of terror.

Days of darkness.

Days of affliction.

Every one of them headed for the mountains 
using all the power in their legs.

Hear me as I cry out: I am a child of war. A child 
of an inferno. A child of ashes. A child of the 
chestnuts of Kurdistan.
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Overcoming so much, they found asylum on the cliffs 
and within the dark caves. Under the roofs of abandoned 
village homes, abandoned but still with a vestige of home 
life. Similar to a candle unable to last the night. Old men 
with long clay pipes. Men of old age … sacrificed … 
sacrificed as the more able fled … sacrificed as the young 
men fled. They remained there through the nights and 
recollected, remained there with their memories until 
they died of hunger and thirst, remained there till the 
end. The older and weaker among them wasted away. 
Whoever couldn’t reach the mountains had to die. These 
were the rules, this was how things played out during 
those times, this was what was expected.

The law of nature, however unmerciful. Out of the 
ravaging belly of nature emerge both a human being and 
a destructive warmonger. Everything blended into the 
colour black and into a mood of bitterness. Dreams … 
hopes … fertility … smiles … beauty … all decimated.

These were the rules of war. The period was ruled by 
the dynasty of terror and death. No-one, no-one at all, 
was spared. Fathers against sons, sons against fathers. 
All because of fear, and because of the neighing of that 
one horse, because of the horse that manifested death. 
Everything had been painted like a nightmare. And in 
the last days … love.

Animosities had reached climax and teeth were 
gnashing from extreme hate. Old wounds were opened 
and blades of battle tapped into the cesspool of history, 
the history of hate, and disseminated its loathing, spread 
across what once were fields of goodwill; our vivid, green 
and bounteous homeland. A putrid smell came over the 
whole place. Enemy also didn’t recognise enemy. On one 
side, corps with steely determination whose objective 
was to fight in the name of religion. On the other side, 
corps who also fought in the name of religion. On one 
side, Iraqi Ba’athists would empty their rounds. On the 
other side, Iranians with religious devotion would open 
fire. In the middle were our homes – our homes left des-
olate. Two grand war elephants – administering nothing 
but a lot of hurt.

The Peshmerga also battled from within the moun-
tains. Their slogan represented defence of homeland and 
dignity. It was a war for no end, like all the other wars 
of history. A war with roots in earlier wars. And those 
wars had roots in other wars. A chain of wars born out 
of the nether regions of history. And so it was a seed 
of resentment that blossomed after centuries with the 
colour of blood once again.

It was these very mountains that witnessed the 
spectacle; it was these ancient chestnuts that 
lamented.

I was born in the cauldron of this war. An abominable 
nativity that stank of cow dung. And so all the beings 
in existence joined forces; they conspired, and finally, 
their collective will hurled me into this world. Like an 
arrow released from the archer’s bow and submerged 

into a chamber of afflictions. Suffering and revulsion. 
Arranged into a harmony of obscenities and configura-
tions of pain. War. An abandoned village. Elderly men 
with long clay pipes. And then one filthy stable. The 
whole scene was complete. Just like a theatre imitating 
life, featuring the stench of fresh manure.

So what difference does it make whether a 
human being is born into such a world, to be 
born beside cows and within an abandoned 
village?

So what difference does it make whether a 
human being is born into an environment like 
paradise, somewhere graced with the fragrance 
of prosperity?

That stable was selectively designated to quarantine the 
excrement exuded by a newborn baby, combined with 
the odours emanating from the location; to confine the 
filth of a baby that had just entered the world, a war-
stricken newborn. Now here’s a simple aphorism for 
you: ‘A house must always be kept clean’. Really, how 
ridiculous. How absurd. In fact, it’s even insulting. 
How is it possible that a vulnerable newborn, and the 
even more vulnerable mother, could be bearers of filth? 
Bringing filth into this world? What filth? Is there even 
one unsoiled site left anywhere? All the alleys, all the 
villages, all the cities … all of them overflowing with 
shit. All the buildings. All the orchards. All the gardens. 
All the farms. All the minarets. All of them left defiled. 
So what’s this nonsense about the necessity of bringing 
a newborn into the world inside a barn designated for 
cows? And among stacks of manure for that matter. I’m 
certain that at the moment when I cried out for the first 
time all the cows were shocked and they just swayed 
their heads.

It’s a remarkable event when a cow realises that some-
thing special is taking place around it and something 
unique is coming into existence. When a cow sways 
its head within a war-ravaged city it’s possible that the 
war-ravaged people interpret it as something rich with 
philosophy and awe-inspiring.

My mother used to tell me the following: “When you 
were struggling to throw yourself into the human realm, 
when you were throwing your final kicks at the wall of 
my womb with your tiny legs, I drifted away, unaware 
of what was going on … and lost consciousness.” Now 
I know what you’re thinking: the passage was tight and 
my head was big, and that I had a mischievous charac-
ter right from the time I was born. No, no. This is all 
in the imagination of those who reside in a position of 
privilege, those who benefit from the caesarean scalpel 
as a scientific advance. The reason for this scenario was 
simple: extreme hunger.

I was born in a time of war. A war that plummeted 
down from above. And even the one-day-old child’s 
psychological schema and mental state are traumatised 
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… like shrapnel within critical parts of the body … 
imprinted … forever. However, childhood is even more 
vigorous than war. As I express these words it feels like 
the calm after the war, when everything has morphed, 
everything mutated exactly to the same degree.

Childhood constitutes our very first battle; childhood 
is a mythical tale, a complete epic. People are all born 
naked, born tiny, completely bare, exposed; man is 
born with a smaller penis; one is always on a journey. A 
childhood that replicates death, forever intertwined with 
death, and always in perpetual flux.

But I write my memoir as though I were an observer, 
an observer with a view from above, enabling me to cut 
through like a knife, cut through with aggression, with a 
tongue like a sword, cutting deep within oneself, cutting 
deep within, like those moments after waking from a 
nightmare, a nightmare depicting an arid and freezing 
night, a nightmare depicting life itself.

My earliest childhood memories are of warplanes 
ruthlessly raiding the skies. Warplanes splitting the sky 
over a village nestled within forests of chestnut oak trees; 
my earliest childhood memories are of the fear that 
ran deep within our bones. Dear god, when the sirens 
screamed, when the planes thundered, when tanks 
roared, the women became the most avid spectators. 
On many occasions I imagined people lying dead there 
on the mark of destruction left by one-hundred-tonne 
bombs dropped on homes, on top of the dwellings that 
represented the birthplace of those same people. The 
waste, the smoke, the dust, the smog, the shockwaves, 
the heat, the multicoloured sparks … the volume of it 
all … all penetrating the inner sanctum of the mind. 
However, this was considered to be the most painless 
and most gracious form of death. Even for me, it seems 
to be the most peaceful way to die, a scenario where one 
is totally annihilated in an instant.

It was quite possible that I received the impressions 
and hurt that arose from the war through my mother. 
The women perceived the war as a kind of deluge or 
typhoon. A struggle for survival – they survived right 

throughout the war. Out of everything that I can remem-
ber about the war, I can’t recall the presence of even one 
man. Only children and women could be seen.

I am a child of war.

War is like a myth or an attack by a giant.

War is one of quadruplets: war is born with 
destitution, poverty and terror.

Life always means much more than war, 
much more than destitution, much more than 
deprivation.

Life for me always emerges from within 
desolation.

Life for me always emerges out of the beauties 
hidden within desolation. And the bloodiness of 
desolation is laid bare for all to see.

Life is exposed like an open book, exposed just  
like the silky smooth legs of a woman, like her  
long neck, like her hair, hair that is the colour of  
red wine.

Life is like an accident; destiny just carries on 
like a beat; the light of the world appears like a 
miracle, like an explosion that eventually  
cooled down.

I am disintegrated and dismembered, my decrepit past 
fragmented and scattered, no longer integral, unable to 
become whole once again. The total collection of scenes 
turned like pages of a short story, churned through with 
the speed of light. In Eastern societies, it seems to me, 
something is limiting humans; the mind matures a bit 
late; the mind realises its potential a bit late. And often 
the people are unaware of what it truly means to know 

I am disintegrated and dismembered, my decrepit 
past fragmented and scattered, no longer integral, 
unable to become whole once again. 
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such realisations and emancipations. Growth and devel-
opment of a lifetime takes place by perpetually travers-
ing from the foundations of family life to our times with 
friends … from friends to other friends … from our city 
to another city … to another love … and to another life 
… and to another death.

I must confess that I don’t know who I am and what 
I will become. I have interpreted my whole past over 
and over again. Parts of my past have been unlocked as 
a result of the death of my loved ones. And, in addition, 
other parts just frozen, they have become fixed in my 
mind. As I grew older the images formed into coherent 
islands, but they never lost that sense of fragmentation 
and dislocation. Life is full of islands; islands that all 
appear to be completely foreign lands in comparison to 
each other.

And school – a structure that always confined me. 
One can learn a form of life-practice, a socialised 
life-practice – what I learned were practices of escape. 
Necessary practices of escape, signifying practices. Prac-
tices of escape that construct real-life encounters into 
fantastic scenes and incidents, reformulate reality in the 
most brilliant of ways.

Escape due to the appearance of a watchdog, 
attacking the back door of exuberant garden 
enclosures.

Escape so I could perform the role of thief 
and enter enclosed apricot orchards of a bad-
tempered old man whose only weapon was his 
cane.

Escape so I could take eggs from a dizzy and 
love-struck turkey; then I would get lost in those 
golden wheat fields, fields that were the purview 
of the village.

Escape from school.

Escape so that I could evade the farmer’s clutches 
within the orchards.

The seasons; the long winter slumbers.

Escape and standing firm are two inevitable positions, 
two uncompromising positions. The virtue of each 
one is reflected in how the individual manifests their 
capacities, how the individual displays volition, through 
performance characterised by tenacity, through perfor-
mance characterised by a rebellious spirit.

I have fallen in love a few times. Love. This right here 
is possibly the most unresolved issue of my life. The love 
between two people. Resonating with the harmony of the 
most ancient chants, surging like the refreshing water of 
mineral springs, exhilarating like visions stimulated by 
the omnipresence of the bluest skies. Encounters with 
love, encounters numbering a few, each time a special 

someone, each time a special encounter. In love to the 
point of death. In love to the point of tears. In love to the 
point when the stomach dissents and refuses to digest.

One particular form of attraction, one particular 
ecology of allure, one particular strategy of escape, the 
richest truths bundled together by two people.

Love, like that felt for an ašāyer3 girl, the crown 
of her clan; love, a longing for a tribal girl, a 
longing for the majestic maiden of her tribe; 
love, the desire for a tribal girl on seasonal 
nomadic migration; love for an ašāyer girl atop 
a mare with scarlet mane; love for an ašāyer girl 
transmigrating on a mare in raptures.

I fell in love up on a hill where I was entranced 
by the fragrance of prickly artichokes.

I fell in love on a spring day.

I fell in love together with the scent of 
chamomile flowers.

I fell in love as I sat on a throne made of stone 
from the mountains.

I fell in love as I drowned in my hopes and dreams.

I fell in love as I sank into the anxieties of youth.

I fell in love as I directed my gaze toward the 
horizon.

I fell in love as the horizon carried away the 
dignified glories of the migrating tribe – the tribe 
that was also carrying away their daughter.

I fell in love as the tribe drifted past, wayfarers 
travelling through as I remained there in the 
midst of a village tucked away within forests of 
chestnuts.

I fell in love as they journeyed away, slowly,  
step-by-step, toward a lost destination.

When I had passed thirty years of age I reviewed 
my behaviour and emotions – now I can’t find any 
way to turn back, no way of recovering that previous 
state. However, I maintained the feelings and the  
ashes – to capture this distant moment is one of the 
biggest achievements resulting from my earlier days of 
searching.

3 Ašãyer are pastoral semi-nomadic tribes that move with the seasons between 
two main sites identified for fresh pastures: qeshlãq (rural settlement in 
lower valleys for winter grazing) and yailãq (highland rural settlement for 
summer grazing). Most ašãyer have now become urbanised but tribes still 
exist that preserve communal pride by maintaining practices of seasonal 
semi-nomadic movement and traditional lifestyles and cultures.
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The sound of a cat is profoundly esoteric, an unfath-
omable sound, a deeply mysterious sound, a sound that 
makes one’s hair stand on end. The faint sound of a cat 
coming from behind the Green Zone. Not once. Rather 
numerous, consecutive instances, vanquishing the whole 
environment with calamitous force. The sound of these 
particular cats always encompasses something of the 
occult. Especially when these mysteries appear during 
twilight, they cause a strange fear. Terror is evoked even 
if one were sitting at home and one’s own pet cat threw 
the kitchen into chaos in the darkness of the night, just 
kicking at the dishes. So just think what it’s like if the 
colour and look of the cat are alien and the sound it 
makes is more like wailing.

It was clear to me that an incomprehensible dynamic 
had come into existence: the darkness of the night, the 
eyes of the cat, the chanting of crickets, the whirling of 
the butterflies and, finally, the voice of the cat. It was this 
very relationship that empowered the sound of the cat 
with high magnitude, so much so that it registered in 
one’s unconscious that something of grave significance 
was imminent, an occurrence right there in the imme-
diate surroundings. Animals are always a step ahead of 
human beings due to the way they draw on their intu-
itions. The unfamiliar neighing of horses, the different 
forms of prowling conducted by dogs, the restless aura 
of the sounds of pigs, the badly timed song of roosters 
… each and every one of them could be omens for a 
dreadful occurrence about to take place.

In those moments I also tried to draw on my poor 
knowledge to interpret the sound of the cat. I curled 
up my arms and legs with all my physical and mental 
powers in preparation. The cat eventually appeared, out 
from beside the room, the one with the door that was 
visible from my standpoint. It approached with a steady 
rhythm. Its manner of walking was more like when cats 
try to traverse a whole stretch without losing a second. 
I read what was in its cat-mind and it only wanted to 
pass from that area. Therefore I also felt that its little legs 
exhibited a sense of escape.

When we had reached the threshold separating the 
brightness produced by the light from the yellow lamp 
and the darkness of night, the cat disappeared with one 
great leap. From a distance I couldn’t tell what colour it 
was, but the image of something black was engraved in 
my mind regardless of the colour of its fur. In its final leap 
across the border of dark and light, the cat bumped into a 
few tables and chairs, shattering the silence of the scene.

Suddenly, within a few seconds, bodies that looked 
like ghosts exited the rooms. One person escaped in 
the direction of the dark with startling speed, and a few 
other heavy-set individuals entered the scene. The first 
man to escape cried out a number of times making an 
ear-splitting sound. Moments later he stood next to the 
Papu leaning his back on the coconut tree. Immediately 
those few heavily built men – who I quickly made out 
to be Australian officers – aimed their flashlights in 
the direction of the face of the man who had escaped. 

Clearly, he was one of the prisoners. The officers were 
three in total; in fact, four guards with the addition of 
the Papu who just moments ago was resting against the 
coconut tree. The reason I don’t really see the Papu as 
a real officer and consider him as just a kind of extra 
person is because Papus were basically stripped of any 
kind of autonomy or power in the prison. They were 
only there because the system was obliged to accept 
them as part of its agreement.

The prisoner was now under the flashlights; they 
shone directly onto his face and entire body and he was 
easily identifiable. A mostly naked man who was only 
wearing underwear. From looking at his underwear 
one could tell that he had just been wearing clothes; for 
some unknown reason he had taken them off. Possibly 
others had stripped him. Based on my first impressions 
I noticed the following and was left aghast: he was 
extremely skinny, so much so that his ribs protruded; 
he was tall with a face like a bare skull; he had two large 
hollows under his cheeks. His abnormal emaciation was 
the reason his arms and legs looked so long. His eyes … 
no, I can’t tell anything about his eyes because the colour 
and size weren’t clear to me … but I could feel what they 
were like. Both eyes looked terrified, it was clear by the 
way they sank into cavernous holes within his skull.

The prisoner had his back to the kiosk; he was staring 
straight into the blinding flashlights. He was puffing and 
panting. The sound of his breathing even extended out 
to me, joined us, joined the crickets and me, congregated 
with the crickets that were now silent. His stance was 
that of a warrior encircled by the enemy.

The prisoner had his back 
to the kiosk; he was staring 
straight into the blinding 
flashlights. He was puffing 
and panting. The sound of 
his breathing even extended 
out to me, joined us, joined 
the crickets and me ...
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Until just moments ago the Papu was floating up in 
the clouds, leaning against the coconut tree; now he 
had arrived there to join the officers. He too shone his 
flashlight directly into the weary face of the prisoner. 
Actually, as soon as he got involved, the Papu fled to 
the spot where the officers stood, fled in order to be 
alongside them, fled to wait behind them like in a queue.  
The eyes of the prisoner and the flashlights were staring 
each other down. For some moments they stayed there, 
facing off. As the officers directed the blaze of the flash-
lights straight ahead they habitually took one or two 
steps forward.

The prisoner didn’t move. He just curled his fists. 
Like an animal ready for an attack, he bent over, ready to 
pounce. He clenched his teeth in rage, his lips unveiling 
his teeth. The prisoner took the form of a dog that had 
buckled under a similar kind of frightening force, emit-
ting obscure growls. But the weak sounds of the prisoner 
in turn empowered the officers to take a step forward. 
And the beams of the flashlights seemed to target the 
prisoner’s face and eyes with a greater collective aggres-
sion. Perhaps this was part of their previous agreement, 
to direct this particular brightness from the flashlights 
right into his pupils and throw him into dizziness. Or 
they wanted to briefly disorient his mind with the ulti-
mate intention of bombarding him.

An unexpected roar … suddenly … unconsciously … 
the prisoner reacted by crying out with fury. The officers 
were forced to retreat. They gave up the terrain they had 
earlier advanced.

The prisoner cried out with such ferocity that it’s 
hard to fathom; such a small human voice box, only 
powered by lungs, only supported by select body parts 
and organs … how could this human have projected 
such a booming sound? He released that yell only once. 
But no doubt the bellowing sound I’m describing here 
had reached Delta Prison and Oscar Prison. No doubt, 
at that time of night, there were people awake in those 
other prisons who heard that sudden inscrutable noise; 
they experienced it and just glanced over at each other. 
Then they focused their listening powers but weren’t able 
to make any sense of it; then they just redirected their 
eyes back to the space they had been gazing into before.

The prisoner was not content with delivering this 
one and only cry. Like someone who engages in combat 
sports he raised his right leg up as high as it could pos-
sibly go, then bashed it down against the ground. He 
subsequently cried out again, saying: “You bastards, you 
bastards, you sons of bitches.” Until then I hadn’t seen 
anyone who had that kind of flexibility in their legs, 
someone who could raise their leg that high. He actually 
lifted his leg higher than his own head. The power and 
force of his leg when it hit the ground was like a real whip 
and it was enough to make the officers cower together 
in a bunch; they withdrew not one but a few steps and 
lost control of their flashlights for some moments. I’m 
certain that if they were fewer in number they might’ve 
even pissed their pants. Although, maybe they actually 

did piss their pants – it was just that I couldn’t tell from 
where I stood. Looking down from my position I was 
sure I hadn’t urinated; I didn’t feel any hot liquid sliding 
along down my legs. I was shocked, but I was sure about 
this one thing.

The officers were in a panic. One of them immedi-
ately switched on his walkie-talkie and uttered stuff with 
a gruff voice. Clearly, they were disoriented and all over 
the place.

This prisoner was incredible, what an extraordi-
nary being. He was unbelievable. Looking at his ribs 
just moments ago I had felt a strange sense of pity and 
revulsion, but now I was stunned by the frighteningly 
formidable being that had emerged. And those eyes. I 
felt I was looking into the eyes of a leopard. The Papu 
was the most placid individual there. He was still just 
holding his flashlight and pointing it in the direction of 
the prisoner. But he was holding it with cool and calm, 
holding it without much effort. He was basically a cool, 
calm and chilled-out personality, which explained why 
he was standing there like that, so very indifferent. He 
was no way near as frightened as those others standing 
right next to him – his colleagues who were really quite 
petrified. More than anything else it seemed that he 
was pointing his flashlight toward the prisoner because 
he wanted to check out his skinny muscles one more 
time. The way he was waving his flashlight resembled 
an investigator and it was obvious that he was scanning 
the prisoner’s arms, legs, ribs, neck and biceps. Without 
a doubt his Papu state of mind was searching to answer 
the question: what the hell is this phenomenon? And 
he was wondering about the source of this man’s power, 
wondering which muscles, wondering about the nature 
of those muscles.

Humans are like this, after all. In all unexpected 
situations they become gripped in wonder, gripped by 
the fascination provoked. However, fear also creeps in 
depending on the circumstances that give rise to the 
unpredictable event. In this particular situation I think 
it was a very natural kind of fear. The officer who was 
speaking into the walkie-talkie had completely removed 
himself from the scene. All along, the prisoner was 
curling his fists, just staring down the officers. I’m sure 
that this time he had the inner strength and ability to set 
everyone running with just one more yell; that is, scare 
off the officers and the one nonchalant Papu.

All of a sudden a group of men appeared on the 
scene, they entered from right there where the officer 
had disappeared to communicate by walkie-talkie. They 
were a few groups consisting of a few individuals who 
emerged from the rooms and headed straight for the 
prisoner and the few officers surrounding him. Each one 
of them had a fully built, broad physique. The officer 
holding the walkie-talkie linked up with them by follow-
ing behind. He managed the situation with precision. He 
had called in the ‘Strike Force’. This was the same group 
that had badly abused and debased The Father Of The 
Months-Old Child.
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I’ve always had a special talent with numbers. Up till 
then I had multiplied the few groups of four individ-
uals and calculated twenty. With the addition of two 
more the number came to twenty-two. Two others were 
already there from before, so that came to twenty-four. 
The Papu and the officer with the walkie-talkie: all in all 
twenty-six individuals. That is, twenty-six individuals. 
Rhinos up against a leopard. This is how I imagined all 
the men in that colosseum. Yes. That’s right, twenty-six 
Rhinos and one lone leopard. The Rhinos – basically 
I mean the officers. No, it’s much better to say Rhinos 
because I think it’s a more fitting name. I mean, at least 
for the setting on this very night, this particular name 
was essential. Yes.

Each and every one of the Rhinos was wearing black 
gloves. These gloves were full of little metal spikes 
around the hand-wraps. Like boxing gloves or some-
thing like that. I’m certain that this information about 
the gloves and the little metal bits attached to them was 
not obvious that night and from that distance; it was 
something that I had already heard about through others 
who had experienced the vengeance of those gloves. 
However, later on it was proven to me beyond a doubt 
that they weren’t ordinary gloves.

Their way of doing things was always like this; I’m 
talking about the Strike Force. They got involved in any 
situation that required a beat down or, as in most cases, 
pinning someone to the ground. Prior to getting involved 
in any of these incidents they would put on their gloves. 
Putting on the gloves was in itself a warning. It was a 
warning that meant the stage was set for battle in every 
respect, so the prisoner just jumped quickly toward a 
coconut tree and wrapped himself around it. A strange 
thing to do. His biceps completely hugged the trunk 
and he turned his head in the direction of the Rhinos. 
It could’ve been seen to be a love affair between the 
two; I mean, between the coconut tree and the prisoner.  
The combination of his biceps and even his thighs wrap-
ping around, and the enthusiasm with which he was 
embracing the coconut tree, reinforced the impression 
of a love affair.

When the prisoner placed himself in this position 
the Rhinos rushed him; they didn’t just take one step 
forward, rather they ran over in his direction. They 
rushed him in a way that made it easy to trap him in 
a small net, like the ones that hunters use. They aimed 
to trap the prisoner and completely trample him 
under their Rhino-like arms and legs; or, from their  
perspective, they aimed to carry out the operation  
with success.

Without hesitation the prisoner kissed the coconut 
tree trunk – from a greater distance, the tree’s branches 
looked like they were lovingly caressing the gentle 
breeze. The prisoner’s kiss on the body of the coconut 
tree attributed a particular kind of splendour to the 
branches and fruit, it also awarded a touch of beauty 
to the subtle breeze that was drifting past, the breeze 
that whisked between them. After sharing a kiss he sep-

arated from the body of the tree. He faced the Rhinos. 
He clenched his fingers but let one finger free. It was like 
a dictator giving a command:

Listen up, everyone listen up. I am a prophet.

Upon uttering these words he suddenly switched from 
his initial domineering stance to the personality of a dig-
nified prophet orating a proclamation to his disciples. 
This time he used a more soothing tone, he extended 
the declamation of his words, he proceeded to blazon:

I am a prophet. I will be here until I direct 
everyone onto the path of righteousness. My 
companions, my beloved disciples who have 
always accompanied me, my disciples who I 
know will always stay by my side … today is the 
day of vengeance. Today is the day of revenge 
against those who have replaced virtue with 
injustice. Today is the day of revenge against 
those who just last night killed my wife and took 
away my child as a spoil of war.

The Rhino holding the walkie-talkie, however, continued 
communicating something through his device. And the 
other Rhinos were in a very different emotional and 
mental state from when they first got there, and they 
were just staring at the prisoner, just staring at him 
with a few shining their flashlights on him to witness  
the event.

The prisoner continued:

We are all human beings. Humans caring 
for other humans. This is the righteous path. 
And this is the affliction of humankind. 
Humans caring for humans. Humans against 
incarceration. Not humans antagonising 
humans. And not even humans against this very 
coconut tree. This coconut tree is also a human 
being. This coconut tree is my beloved. Is it 
not the case that the wicked among us killed 
my wife? However, this coconut tree tonight 
ascends into the abyss of the starless heavens, 
this coconut tree embodies the soul of my wife. 
Yes. My companions. Humans caring for humans. 
And not humans antagonising humans. Today, 
my disciples, today is the day of vengeance. I 
therefore, in the tradition of Moses; I therefore, 
in the tradition of Jesus; I therefore, in the 
tradition of a prophet for this age; I therefore, 
on this day, on this very spot, beside this very 
coconut tree, and beside my beloved, reveal to 
each and every one of you this proverb: humans 
caring for humans, and not humans antagonising 
humans. I welcome you to acknowledge this.



109

CHANTING OF CRICKETS, CEREMONIES OF CRUELTY

One of the Rhinos tried to open a dialogue with him 
with these words: “What are you asking for, to put on 
your clothes like a good little boy and go to bed and 
rest up?”

The Prophet responded as his mood transformed 
once again: “Hey Papu, did you know that you are the 
most esteemed person on this island?”

It was clear that his thought processes pertaining to 
the study of geography and place were still functioning 
well. It was also clear that he understood very well the 
cultural identity of those he was confronted with; this 
utterance meant that he had a symbiotic relationship 
with the world of ordinary people and the very land he 
was standing upon.

He continued:

I know that you are the most esteemed person 
on this island. And I also know the kind of smell 
emitted by those very boots that you are wearing. 
I know that they stink like shit and filth. But it 
makes no difference. What is important is the 
proverb: humans caring for humans, and not 
humans antagonising humans. You are a good 
man but I have received a revelation telling me 
that one day demonic dignitaries will order you 
to kill me. Do not fear. I am not saying that you 
killed my wife. However, right here, right beside 
this coconut tree that embodies my beloved, 
right here I accuse you of one day attacking me, 
one day you will be deceived, you will eat the 
demonic fruit, and then attack me.

As soon as he completed this declamation he embraced 
the tree again and administered a series of kisses. He 
then returned to his initial position and bellowed:

Accept this, accept that this tree is my guardian.  
This tree is my saviour. I want to absorb into its  
trunk. Me. Me.

He performed this word ‘me’ again with remarkable 
power and command.

It was obvious that the Papu was a bit scared. Espe-
cially the accusation related to ‘killing’ that was scary 
enough by itself. However, at the same time, there was 
also a sentiment of mercy and kindness toward The 
Prophet in the Papu’s behaviour because he was flattered 
from being addressed as ‘the most esteemed person on 
this island’. The Papu moved his arms in a way that indi-
cated he possibly wanted both to hug The Prophet and 
to cuff him. As this was playing out he addressed the 
prisoner a number of times in a faint voice: “Brother, 
Brother, move away from the tree. Come here. Go back 
to your room.”

The Prophet didn’t allow him to speak any more 
and shouted back at him: “Did you kill my wife? Yeah, 
did you kill my wife?” He went into attack mode and 
advanced in the direction of the Papu who was standing 
at a reasonable distance from him. And it was here, as he 
was in mid-air, that the Rhinos smothered him, pinning 
him down to the ground within a few seconds, restrain-
ing his hands together behind his back. Their method of 
bustling him down was swift and violent; The Prophet 
was a piece of meat crushed beneath the weight of arms 
and legs. Two overpowering hands gripped his head; 
their fists were full of his short hair and his neck. He 
had been pinned down to the ground.

Putting him in this position crushed his face into the 
ground, a surface that was so hard and rough that I can’t 
even imagine. Every part of his body was completely 
under the control of those powerful hoofs and one of 
the Rhinos had planted his knee in the dip of his back, 
putting pressure on it. As things developed, The Prophet 
couldn’t move an inch. All this crushing restraint and 
violence was possibly more about the whip-like manoeu-
vre of his leg at the very beginning of this fiasco, when 
he pounded his leg down onto the ground. In any case, 
this was just some simple basis that the Rhinos came up 
with. The principle being: force must be met with force. 
In reality, the extent of the violence administered on the 

The Papu and the officer with the walkie-
talkie: all in all twenty-six individuals. 
That is, twenty-six individuals. Rhinos up 
against a leopard.



110

ISLAND

body of The Prophet was equivalent to the power that his 
body displayed, more or less, at the beginning.

The objective of this whole undertaking was to anni-
hilate him, and I think they achieved their purpose to 
the best of their ability. Just moments earlier he was The 
Prophet, now he was simply crushed.

As The Prophet’s face was being forced into the 
ground he cried out in a loud voice. He called out for 
his mother a number of times; he did this without ever 
mentioning the name of any woman. He was only crying 
out: “Mother, mother.” But as he tried to utter ‘mother’ 
his words were cut off, he could only say half of the word. 
You see, part of his mouth and lips were flat against the 
ground. It was right there on the ground where his 
words were extinguished.

In addition, the Rhino that had his knee down on 
his back had a bizarre determination for increasing the 
pressure. The Prophet was now trying to express words 
that directly represented the pain inflicted on his body. 
He also uttered unfinished and broken words such as: 
“My arms, my neck, my back.”

From what I could tell, the Papu now experienced an 
outpouring of emotion, he now expressed mercy and 
pity, and the fear he experienced at the beginning of this 
encounter had dissipated. He had his arms open in a way 
that indicated he wanted to free The Prophet from the 
hoofs of the Rhinos. But he knew better than anyone 
else that he was powerless to interfere in any meaningful 
way, or say aloud anything along the lines of releasing 
him. He remained helpless and anxious, knowing that 
he couldn’t really do a thing.

The Rhino who was continually talking on his  
walkie-talkie throughout the events that night continued 
to communicate behind the centre of the action, without 
expressing any emotion toward what was taking place. 
Perhaps he was in the process of reporting to his supe-
riors, giving the impression that everything was being 
managed well and being defused. By now The Prophet’s 
hands had been cuffed and one or two Rhinos were 
holding his legs. Most of the Rhinos had let him go and 
the gloves came off.

The Prophet moaned. A kind of moaning that resem-
bled the moaning that had drawn me to the roof of the 
corridor. Moaning that didn’t involve words or meaning. 
Moaning. Perhaps wailing as well. And perhaps also 
weeping. And perhaps all of them together. Crying out. 
Moaning. Wailing. Crying. For some moments The 
Prophet lay there feeling relieved, lying there free of it 
all. His ribcage was flat against the ground. His head and 
neck were twisted so that only half his face was exposed. 
He was probably foaming from the mouth, but that 
wasn’t clear from a distance.

A single Rhino was squatting down, the rest had 
dispersed. Moments later another group entered the 
scene. A number of people wearing white came from 
the direction of the clinic. Like all doctors and nurses 
they were carrying bags. In all societies with organised 
practices this group is usually described in the following 

ways: ‘Mobilised Medical Team’ or ‘Emergency Medical 
Crew’. And sometimes the phrase requires something 
additional, something along the lines of ‘Emergency 
Medical Unit’ or the ‘Mobilised Medical Team that 
attends immediately to incidents for assisting an injured 
person or injured people’. However, the term ‘immedi-
ately’ is a necessary addition here; usually the one who 
announces this tries to emphasise this word. In any case, 
the identity of these groups is tied up with the concept 
of time. It’s important. It’s necessary. It’s interesting 
that all of them, on all occasions, attend to the injured 
person or people in a way that looks like they’re in a 
hurry or a panic. In this particular instance, this kind of 
professional conduct was administered without error. A 
group of a few individuals. With medical bags. Wearing 
white apparel. Moving in haste. You would never see 
them without one or a few women among them. As if 
the presence of women was part of the essentials.

When they arrived to attend to The Prophet, the 
Rhinos had completely withdrawn. Yes. In the minds 
of the Rhinos it was certain that when the mobilised 
medical team entered the space they had to retreat and 
declare the operation a success. That woman. By that I 
mean one of the women nurses. Or one of the women 
doctors. Or one of the women psychologists … That 
is, just one woman of this kind. One woman kneeling 
over the crippled body. This body that had been crushed 
under knees. The body of The Prophet.

At once, the medical team began conducting the 
examination. A woman in white garb, under a power-
fully bright light, touched the dip in his back. His body 
jolted a little. His body moved as if he felt a sting. This 
time the woman touched his ribs and again the body of 
The Prophet jolted. However, it was more than a jolt. 
There was a sudden leap. Then the fingers of the woman 
touched his neck and head. Again, The Prophet jolted. 
It was as if the sensation of the gloves shattered and 
razed his body. Were these gloves really so extremely 
rough and sharp? But anyway, the problem wasn’t the 
difficult texture of the gloves and the metal instruments 

Just moments earlier he was 
The Prophet, now he was 
simply crushed.
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that had been used. That wasn’t important. What was 
important was the body of The Prophet which jolted 
with every touch. Better to say, he leaped out of his skin.

During all the tests one of the men who was dressed 
in white switched on his flashlight. They had also given 
themselves the right to use their equipment in whatever 
way they saw fit, to use their flashlights however they 
wanted. It was necessary for their role. The woman in 
white apparel touched approximately every part of The 
Prophet’s body and afterward she bent, hunched over a 
bit more, and said something to him.

It wasn’t clear what she whispered in his ear. But 
whatever it was, it seemed to work. Without any further 
debate she asked one of the men in white apparel to 
open a bottle of water and then gave The Prophet some 
pills. The Prophet’s head and jaw were more like a goat 
receiving pills from its shepherd. He swallowed the 
pills without using his hands. By applying some minor 
pressure the woman just pressed his mouth open and 
poured in a handful of pills. The water helped wash 
down the pills.

The Prophet was incapacitated. The Prophet was 
passive; he had been disgraced. The Prophet was forced 
into submission. Exactly like a goat or another similar 
animal. It was like watching a sheep and a shepherd; this 
was the imagery that came to mind.

Once he gulped down the pills, the woman opened 
her case; it was one of those cases that all doctors carry 
with them; the ones that open from both sides; the ones 
filled with containers of pills, the accessories required 
for dressing wounds, and ointment for sterilisation. 
The Prophet remained languishing on the ground. 
Clearly, the Rhinos didn’t feel it was safe enough to free 
his hands and allow him to sit up or at least turn over. 
In a few quick moves the woman applied dressing to 
The Prophet’s back. Now it was obvious that his back 
was stained with blood. All these steps were completed 
with concision and precision and once they were done 
the woman ran her fingers through The Prophet’s hair 
with tenderness. Her actions were more like that of an 

older person trying to console a child. The group of 
nurses were satisfied that they had fulfilled their tasks. 
A number of them smiled; smiles directed at the Rhinos 
– and then they exited.

Now The Prophet was all by himself. The Rhinos had 
decreased in number. Some of them left the scene as they 
escorted the nurses away. Throughout this encounter 
The Prophet’s breast remained flat against the ground. 
His neck was skewed. His legs were numb and lifeless. 
The only difference in his situation was that some dress-
ing had been applied to the dip in his back and to his 
shoulder, and that there were no Rhinos hugging his legs 
tight in a tackling position. He was like a war casualty 
whose body had been tossed aside, discarded on the out-
skirts of the battlefield. The Rhinos were standing a few 
metres away from him and his motionless body. None 
of them felt the need any longer to direct the beams of 
their flashlights toward him.

Nightfall. The night had finally taken over. The gran-
deur of the night, the magnificence that makes the night 
what it is, had finally taken hold.

Silence once again. Silence had crept in under the 
skin of the night. Slowly but surely the earlier paradox-
ical silence proceeded to dominate the landscape. The 
sound of the rustling branches of the coconut trees and 
the whisking of the serene breeze between the leaves 
amplified and tempted the ears. And the waves of the 
ocean were manic; they thrashed the body of the island 
as their madness intensified.

The darkness of the heavens further imposed itself 
on the senses. It seemed as though the clouds decided 
to function as stairs descending to earth. Or maybe 
the earth had extended stairs up to the clouds and the 
darkness of the heavens was fleeing up even higher. 
The fragrance of the sky and the clouds captivated the 
environment.

My arm. My back. My ribs. And, consequently, 
my head began spinning again. Up on the roof of the 
corridor, where the slightest move made a clatter, this 
action would’ve caused an uproar. Again, this occurred 
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without the approval of my blank mind. What I  
mean is that once again my mind was under the orders 
of my insubordinate and recalcitrant body. Although, 
we can’t read this behaviour as a revolt against  
orders, since no demands at all issued from the domain 
of the mind. Let me modify what I said, it’s actually like 
this: I would rest exactly onto my body parts as they per-
suaded my lethargic mind; my mind drifted into sleep 
so my mutinous body parts dictated the terms. Now my 
arms functioned like pillows under my head and I just 
looked up at the sky. By doing this I detached myself 
from the stage with its characters of The Prophet and 
the Rhinos.

Only a bunch of branches from the mango tree was 
visible from that spot, in addition to a section of the 
sky – even though the icons in the sky were completely 
indistinguishable. The sky didn’t resemble sky in any way 
whatsoever. No stars in sight. No clouds floating around. 
No colour but black. Again, the silence of the night. Yet, 
again the auditorium around me that had transformed 
into something like a festival of crickets.

This time it was just like the initial encounter;  
that very same elder cricket started singing. His voice 
halted periodically. Then after some moments the 
monotone chanting would erupt again; the sound that 
is the essence of the cricket performance. Other crickets 
joined in and swelled the sound. The splendour of the 
night multiplied.

A river had re-emerged from the caverns of history, 
a river full of bends and turns, a river that mapped the 
earth in a way that wrote its own destiny, a river that 
mirrored a history inextricably encrusted and embedded 
with chestnuts. Upon the zenith one could see the river 
with ease; it was possible to see the slithering, looping 
snake that emerged from deep inside the faraway 
mountain ranges. Those faraway mountain ranges 
were decorated with a milky colour. Over and beyond 
those mountain ranges, there appeared other mountain 
ranges. And over and beyond those mountain ranges, 
there were other mountain ranges. And it continued, 
reflecting a chain of mountain ranges, mountains the 
colour of milk, mountains becoming milkier in colour, 
mountains becoming more translucent.

The river surged through the mountain ranges until it 
arrived at the ranges that cradled the summit, the peak 
on which I fell in love. We shared company with the 
scent of prickly artichokes and fresh soil. I sojourned 

there, under a lone chestnut oak tree that crowned the 
zenith. My dog accompanied me there. Just moments 
ago, perhaps, it had left me to hunt rabbits. But I sensed 
its presence.

Down below was scattered with chestnut forests; 
down below was flourishing with forests of wild figs; 
down below was the village I had become accustomed to 
in every way … until I left it … only to return again. Oh 
the joy, running ahead through the panorama of youth, 
through the smell of springtime, through the thousands 
upon thousands of chamomile flowers. The season was 
spring, the season of youthful anticipation, the season 
that unleashed the smell of fresh grass.

In flight ahead atop the zenith and toward the 
mountain side.

Traversing over the hills.

Treading on fresh mushrooms.

Travelling past a nest of partridges.

Traipsing past a nest of sand pheasants.

Trekking past a nest of sparrows.

Touring past a nest of nightingales.

Rushing toward the river.

Jumping across thrones of stone; in fact, flying over for-
tresses of stone. The sensation of the rushing wind, firing 
past, sliding off my head, the wind blustering alongside 
the temples on either side of my crown. Sprinting. 
Racing toward the roaring river. Running toward the 
fields full of reeds. Dashing towards the angst of love.

She was there. The woman was named Jezhwan;4 

the maiden had sojourned there at that place. She was 
there, in all her majesty, a nomadic tribal daughter. 
Her skirt adorned with thousands of golden coins and 
golden spangles; thousands of flowers decorated the sash 
hugging her waist; and two crimson flowers lay on top 

4 ‘Jezhwan’ is a Kurdish name for women and a Kurdish word used to describe 
an arranged meeting place for a couple in love. The term is untranslatable in 
Persian and English.

The sky didn’t resemble sky in any way whatsoever. 
No stars in sight. No clouds floating around. No 
colour but black. Again, the silence of the night. 
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of the curves of her breasts. A flight of doves flew over 
the river and headed for the forest of that one dream.

There I was, standing by the edge of the river, there 
on the citadels of stone, poised with my body laid bare 
… naked … cold. In the distance I could see Jezhwan 
saddled upon her mare. She was proud, she was digni-
fied, she was noble. Jezhwan was on her way, trotting 
on her mare. Her hair the colour of red wine … her 
hair surrendered to the dictates of the wind. The pleat 
in her skirt danced to the rhythm of the wind. All the 
flowers on the sash encircling her waist, all the coins 
and spangles decorating her skirt, all carried away, all 
swirling through the wind. The skies transformed into 
a bouquet of flowers and thousands of butterflies pos-
sessed the atmosphere. Jezhwan could sense my longing. 
Jezhwan could read my heart. She was approaching, she 
was smiling. She was shedding her clothes, she was 
revealing her body, soon … both of our bodies would be 
standing naked together. Her glowing calves dipped into 
the cold water, her waist submerged into the cold water, 
she disappeared within the waves of the river. From  
that spot, from atop the throne of stone, I witnessed the 
river as it breathed, it was telling me about the smell of 
her perfume.

A feeling of concern came over me. I cupped my 
hand and drank … it delivered her fragrance.

My concern wouldn’t leave me. I inhaled the 
smell of the air. Again, the feeling of concern.

I gazed over at the mountains that encircled me. 
Once again, my concern.

I remained fixated on the rampaging river. And I 
remained concerned.

And in the end, my Jezhwan appeared, draped only in 
her red hair, she was regal, she was a mermaid. She was 
as free as anyone could be. Her eyes were closed, her eyes 
reflected freedom, her eyes were ethereal.

I always had tremendous faith in waves and rivers. 
Now, at this last stage, I jumped down from the palace 
of stone and, just moments after, I was holding Jezhwan 
in my arms. Just like I imagined, she was ethereal. Just as 
I thought, she was free. Just as I pictured, she was beau-
tiful. Her smile blossomed into a kiss; I tasted walnut.

Dreams represent life.

Dreams are life itself.

Dreams are poetry.

Moaning. 

Suffering. 

Weeping … 

And love.

What a fluid stream of consciousness, what a 
disturbed state of consciousness.

What a pointless flight back into the past.

And what a dreadful mood for encountering life.

A dreadful mood for engaging with love.

A dreadful mood for interacting with a person.

And all throughout, the stars remained hidden.

I couldn’t see them but I could tell they were 
there, sunk deep within the heavens.

Is it possible to imagine a sky without stars?

I could hear the sound of moaning.

I could hear the sound of a cat.

I could hear someone uttering “Mother, Mother.”

I rolled over and faced the Green Zone. My eyes had 
to adjust again. The cat had returned. It was passing 
through in the same manner as before, just stepping 
through as though it were agitated. With a short leap 
the cat merged with the dark and was out of sight.

The Prophet wasn’t in the same spot anymore. I think 
a few of them had dragged him over beside the wall. And 
that’s where they left him, that’s where he lay. However, 
this time his position was completely opposite and he 
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was facing the sky. Two officers were there, sitting on 
chairs and just glancing over at the wounded body of 
The Prophet. The officers looked as though they were 
sitting around a bonfire and trying to keep warm. One 
of them used a short, thin stick to beat The Prophet 
every now and then. He would look over at his colleague 
and they would say stuff to each other. Then they just 
laughed. They beat that bonfire, they beat The Prophet in 
a way that was more like poking a stick into the swollen 
parts of his body, just poking the fire. The Prophet’s body 
didn’t react to any of the strikes. However, there were 
times when he responded with a muffled moan after 
receiving a slight budge.

The Papu was also present. But he was a few metres 
away and sitting on a chair. He just stared ahead looking 
unconcerned.

During this time the atmosphere changed and 
became even more ghastly. A figure resembling a 
phantom dressed in a white hospital uniform emerged 
from one of the rooms. Straight after, two officers fol-
lowed. The phantom carried himself like a sleepwalker. 
Stepping slowly, stepping carefully, he walked along. 
And all the officers did was watch him, without any 
contact; they kept him under surveillance. I saw him, I 
recognised him under the dull light of the yellow lamps: 
it was Grizzly.

Just the previous day they had found him under one 
of the containers, passed out after self-harming, cutting 
his own body. According to the prisoners he was a 
madman. From the moment that he landed on the island 
he spoke to no-one. If he did utter something, no-one 
could make sense of it. His trademark antic was that he 
liked to strip naked and piss in front of everyone within 
the corridors. That night it also became obvious at once 
why he had left his room. He was headed straight in the 
direction of the coconut tree. He pulled down his pants 
and took a piss; he pissed for a long time, pissed for an 
unusually long time. It was clear that he had been in bed 

with a full bladder and woke up delirious with sleep. 
Once he was done he slowly and carefully walked back 
to his room in the same fashion as before.

Through this whole scenario, two officers just 
watched – two officers who had been sitting silent beside 
the body of The Prophet, sitting next to the Papu as well. 
The crickets continued their ruckus.

The waves continued to smash the body of the island, 
the soundwaves extending over to us. And the coconut 
trees trembled. Dawn was creeping up. I was hungry. 
I had completely forgotten my toothache. It was time 
to return. In a flash, without glancing at the officers, I 
shifted into action and jumped down. The fences had a 
metal covering and when I jumped down my commu-
nication with the Green Zone ceased completely. The 
prison was silent. Only The Gentle Giant was sitting 
in front of one of the rooms. He just smiled. Moments 
later I lay down on my bed, next to the fan, next to my 
roommates sleeping there in front of me. The stench 
of breath wafted over. The stench of sweat. The stench 
of bad breath, rotten human breath. The stench of foul 
human sweat.

A group of lawyers from the Department of Immigration 
entered the prison on a hot day. A group of young and 
beautiful women wearing tight-fitting clothing. They 
were sweating; their breasts and asses were striking. It 
was a wonderful sight. The presence of these attractive 
women in the prison was stunning. Many of the 
prisoners had mistaken them for lawyers who would 
organise and arrange files for their release. However, 
at that moment the officers announced that they were 
lawyers from the Department of Immigration and they 
would immediately submit cases for claiming asylum.

The dilemma was this: to 
submit a case for refugee 
status and to settle on the 
island forever, or to fill out  
a voluntary deportation 
form. The lawyers didn’t 
engage in discussion; the 
lawyers just smiled. 
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The dilemma was this: to submit a case for refugee 
status and to settle on the island forever, or to fill out a 
voluntary deportation form. The lawyers didn’t engage 
in discussion; the lawyers just smiled. The scent of sweat. 
The scent of a woman’s breath. The scent of the city.  
The scent of freedom. The scent of life. All together this 
fragrance permeated the prison, swirled throughout the 
interstices of the prison.

The presence of the women lawyers represented an 
enormous shift. Upon seeing the women the prisoners 
were overflowing with joy, they became happy just like 
young boys. They were grinning; there was even raptur-
ous laughter. But at the same time they were anxious. 
They were restless, they were distressed. Ultimately, 
they were frightened. Everyone knew that a convoluted 
process awaited them. These women were unusual 
women. Clearly, their beauty was cause for suspicion.  
A lack of trust took over, it took over the emotions… but 
that wasn’t any reason to stop laughing.

The western wing of Fox Prison now hosted a building 
with steel fences set up around it as perimeters. Who was 
that place built for? A prison, a prison white with steel. 
That place was another prison in and of itself. They cut 
down the trees for this simple reason: to build another 
prison. A prison had evolved there in that space.

In the following days, or maybe it was in the following 
weeks, maybe in the following months, a group of 
prisoners incarcerated in Fox Prison were transferred 
to the new prison. Now this jail was called Mike Prison. 
It needed some time; I mean, it needed sufficient time 
before the space could fully cultivate an identity, before 
it could absorb a prison identity, absorb the stench of 
the bad breath and sweat of the prisoners. The space 
eventually morphed into a prison. The prison took 
the colour white; the floor of the prison was white; the 
fences were white.

Between one day and a few days, on days with hot 
afternoons, the prisoners transferred their belongings 
there; most of these prisoners knew each other. Familiar 
faces, familiar personal effects, familiar things carried 
over in trolley hand luggage. A foam mattress, a small 
foam pillow, a plastic bedsheet, and nothing more, 
nothing at all.

While he was being transferred to the new prison, 
Maysam The Whore was singing. He sang. He laughed. 

He danced. The Cow paid tribute to his gluttonous 
desires as he exited Fox Prison for good, gestured toward 
his greedy tendencies as he anticipated the new prison; 
as he left, The Cow had one hand on his stomach as the 
other hand pulled his trolley bag along. I don’t wish to 
exaggerate but as he glanced over at Fox Prison for the 
last time his stare was fixed on the dining area. He was 
a savvy and resourceful individual; you see, on the days 
leading up to that time he announced to his friends loud 
and clear that the dining area in Mike was decked out 
in white and beautifully set up. And when a dining area 
was clean white and stunning no doubt the food was 
the same; not white and beautiful, but rich, well-cooked, 
abundant and luxurious.

The Gentle Giant had also left; he bestowed his kind-
ness upon most of the other prisoners during his time 
there and then left. He hugged all the prisoners in Fox, 
rounded them up in his big embrace, and then left. As he 
departed, as he was about to leave this prison for good, 
as he was about to exit this prison gate, he shouted out: 
“My mates, I hope I get to hug all of you again, one day 
soon in a land of freedom.” He proclaimed this statement 
to everyone with an air of certainty.

Their friends followed right behind these guys. Fox 
Prison wasn’t the same anymore. It was quiet. It seemed 
gloomy. That night, and the nights that followed, the 
chauka bird continued to sing that song. Its calling 
heralded terror. Its calling expressed apprehension, an 
anxiety for what was ahead. Its calling made one’s hair 
stand on end.

Chauka feared the prison.

Sunsets are frightening.

Sunsets deliver the scent of death.

Chauka sang the song of impending death.▼
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OR FILL IN AND CUT OUT  
THIS FORM AND POST TO:

Island Magazine Inc
Reply Paid 83579
BATHURST STREET PO
HOBART TAS 7000
Please note: This is a reply-paid address so  
no stamp is required.

SUBSCRIPTION TYPE: .................................................................................

NAME:..............................................................................................................

ADDRESS: ......................................................................................................

..........................................................................................................................

PHONE: ...........................................................................................................

EMAIL: .............................................................................................................

PAYMENT TYPE (PLEASE TICK):

 AMERICAN EXPRESS    CHEQUE    MASTERCARD       VISA 

CARD NO: .......................................................................................................

EXPIRY DATE:  ........... / ..........

CARDHOLDER: ..............................................................................................  

SIGNATURE: ...............................................................................................  

FOLLOW ISLAND ON TWITTER,  
FACEBOOK AND INSTAGRAM AT

@islandmagtas  #islandmagtas


