1933 Oct 13 KF to SF in San Francisco
My Miserable life in Ramallah

Ramallah October 13, 1933
My dear cousin [husband] may God preserve him. Greeting, etc...

You write to me asking me to pay all the debts owed by your father. My dear
cousin...you know better how much money has remained with me, for | have told you in
my previous letters how I spent this money—for according to the customs of this country
[we] have bought dry foodstuff [muneh] for the whole year, and | also paid for the
children’s schooling and their other expenses from the date | arrived until today. The
money is now depleted. ... They [your family] waited for a week and when they found
that I no longer have any money, your father had the door of the pantry and kitchen
closed [in my face]. When your daughter [Mary] went to fetch a piece of bread and jam
they refused to give her any, and kicked her out and told her ‘go to your mother...she will
feed you’. In short you know your family better than me, my dear cousin.

Now I tell you that when we arrived [to the country] our godfather Bulus came to
welcome us, and he brought with him a sheep [as a gift]. I said to your father, ‘uncle take
this sheep, and deposit it with the butcher, so that when we take our meat from there, as
we need it.” Your father took the sheep and sold it to the butcher for cash, and put the
money in his pocket, without informing me. When | went to the butcher to get the meat
as we agreed, the butcher told me ‘your father in law instructed me not to give you even
half a piaster worth of meat.” I returned empty handed.

Once I sent [your cousin] Shukri’s son to fetch me half a kg [ouwqitain] of meat, so that |
could cook a meal for the family, since everybody was in the fields picking olives. When
they found out about this they went to the butcher and reprimanded him, without my
knowledge. They also berated me and Shukri’s wife for sending her son to get me some
meat. They also told the butcher that if I want meat he should take money directly from
me. ‘“We are not responsible for [her purchases]. It is enough that we bought her
furniture’. The truth of the matter is the opposite, my dear cousin, for I have bought all
the furniture and all the foodstuff. But what can | do? | am helpless.

When | needed to wash the clothes once | found that they had closed the cistern and
refused to give me soap. So | went and bought some soap and water to avoid any trouble
with them. Then | needed some more water so | sent the children to fetch some water
from your father. He took a stick and ran after them to beat them. [On another occasion] |
sent the children to get a bottle of [olive] oil. Your father said to them ‘tell your mother to
buy it from the market.” Then he took his stick and tried to hit me, and said ‘Get out and
leave the house, before I bring down the building on your head’.

My dear cousin | came here not wanting a thing. All this hassle started because I refused
to go with them to pick olives from the fields. For my cousin I have no ability to pick
olives. I stayed home in order to cook for them. Because of this they started to berate me
and make trouble for me. What kind of life is this my dear cousin? A life of abuse and



insults [sammit badan]. Do you consider this a life worth living? | am writing this and |
am boiling with anger from the indignities | have suffered from your folks. If | intend to
tell you about all that is happening to me, I will fill a whole book. Once I needed to mend
your son’s trousers. So I asked them to give me the sewing machine. They refused saying
that this machine belongs to [your sister] Hilweh, and Hilweh would not give it to
anybody lest they break it. In short they do not treat me as a member of the family, but as
a stranger living in their midst. If they had treated you in this manner, how would you
feel? 1 am sure you would never tolerate this kind of behaviour.

And now my cousin I tell you this. When I sent Shukri’s son to buy the piece of meat,
your mother went to Shukri’s home near the market. She made a scene rebuking him
saying ‘Ya khawaja Shukri, how come you buy meat and bill it to our account?” She said
this to Shukri’s wife, since he was not at home. When he came back and he heard the
story from his wife, he came to our house and started shouting at your mother: “My aunt,
do you think we have never seen meat, so that | will buy it from your account? What kind
of thinking is this?”” Then when he noticed that they have locked the pantry and the
kitchen, and realized the miserable condition | was in, he took me to his home for the
whole day. Then he started giving me money to spend on the children. For everything in
the house belongs to Hilweh and her children. And we are treated like strangers
[ghuraba].

I am now indebted to the teacher, and do not know what to do? You have placed me in a
terrible predicament [with your family]. Only God can help me.

When | first arrived in this country your father kept after me to give Hilweh some of my
jewellery. He kept saying that Hilweh and her children are broken hearted and some such
nonsense. Later when | went to visit my brothers in Bethlehem, and | came back | found
that they [your family] had joined together against me. Before I arrived they used to
quarrel among themselves all the time, but now they all ganged up against me and my
children.

Since | arrived my health is still the same. | am still buying my medicines. But now what
will 1 do? And from where will I spend on myself and the children? And when the
children ask for things and | cannot give them, | am overtaken by sorrow and start crying.

My dear cousin | cannot take this anymore. For they have insulted me and humiliated me
and your children. I cannot tell you my whole story in this letter. | implore you to send us
money when you receive this, and let me know what you think. I am waiting impatiently
to hear from you.

Everybody here send their greetings. From my side | send greetings to our godfather and
godmother [ishbina wa shbinitna], and to our neighbours, and to everybody who asks
about me. Yours, Katrina Farhat

Translated by Salim Tamari



