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The Last Word

Sani P. Meo

Teenage Politics
The setting: three boys and one girl, all close cousins in their teens, taking an early 

evening drive and arguing about politics. It was interesting to listen to a heated debate 
of thirteen-to-fifteen-year-olds, if only to learn how and what our next generation 
actually thinks. The topic was a far cry from “What am I going to wear today” or “No, 
Mom, this is a Mazda, not a Volkswagen” sort of conversation. To put things into 
perspective, the girl is a Jerusalemite, one boy lives in the town of Birzeit, and the 
two brothers live in a village in 1948-Palestine. Technically, that means that one is 
a Jerusalem-ID-holder with permanent-resident status, one a West Banker, and two 
Israeli citizens; practically speaking, a typical Palestinian family! 

Within the thirty-minute emotional drama, I, the driver, was surprised to see that all 
four had their convictions well formulated, and they all knew who’s right and who’s 
wrong and what should be done – naturally, all in absolute terms.  

 The debate flared when it was clear that one of the two brothers had given up on 
Palestinian nationalism after citing disunity and futility of resistance as his arguments. 
His praise of Israeli achievements and military successes only aggravated the 
shouting match! Although the position of the East-Jerusalemite and the West Banker 
did not astonish me, that of the younger brother did. How can two brothers, less 
than two years apart, who live in the same house and go to the same school have 
diametrically opposed views on such crucial matters? Quite articulately and roaring 
like a lion, the younger brother boasted about being a Palestinian and was quite 
unimpressed with Israeli successes.

For the most part, it was a three-against-one kind of debate; however, all agreed 
on one point: discrimination or rather racism against Arabs/Palestinians exists. For 
1948-Palestinians, racism is most evident in job opportunities as well as in enrolment 
in Israeli universities. For West Bankers, suffice it to say that they have to deal with 
over 500 checkpoints and road blocks in order to exercise their right of mobility! 
For East Jerusalemites, racism is witnessed and practised through the expulsion 
of inhabitants from their homes, house demolitions, the constant threat of being 
deprived of one’s ID card – if, for example, one leaves Jerusalem for seven years 
or more, one’s status as a permanent resident is lost – and the lack of government 
services from infrastructure to ministerial services, particularly the services of the 
Ministry of Interior. After over 22 years of Israeli presence in East Jerusalem, there 
is only one branch of the Ministry of Interior, which is supposed to serve well over 
240,000 inhabitants, doing everything from providing legal documents, such as 
certificates and travel documents, to changing one’s social status or even one’s 
address.

I tried hard to teach the interlocutors the art of debate, but I failed miserably! 
Passion simply got the best of them. My rear car door still squeaks from being 
slammed, but I’m glad that the kids vented only on my car! An hour later, it was 
time for Monopoly. 

In general, I am pleased that there is still a consensus within Palestine’s next 
generation, however diverse, on Palestinian identity and the need to fight injustice 
irrespective of its source. Finally, I just hope that the older brother will one day realise 
that if a person errs, it does not mean that his or her cause is necessarily wrong.






