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Abstract

As part of the thesis, a fragment of Omar El Akkad’s non-fiction book One Day, Everyone
Will Have Always Been Against This (originally written in English) was translated into Ukrainian. A
thorough analysis of the original and translated texts revealed numerous instances of military,
political, and ideological lexis, which the author uses to convey the key idea of the West as a space of
freedom through the prism of personal experience and global conflicts. The project provides a clear
definition of each of the lexical categories present in the original text and examples of their use. During
the translation, special attention was paid to the accuracy of the content, stylistic consistency, and
cultural adaptation. The main task was to leave the reader with the same impression they would have
received from the original text, using established equivalents, modulation, and description which
allowed for a balance between content and form.

Key words: military lexis, political, and ideological lexis, translation transformations,
established equivalent, modulation, description.

AHoOTAaLIA

VY Mexax IUIUIOMHOT poOOTH 31ilicHeHOo nepekiaa ¢pparmeHTa HOHQikIH kHurd Omapa Enp
Axkama One Day, Everyone Will Have Always Been Against This (anri. moBa opuriHamy)
YKPaTHCHKOIO MOBOIO. Y MPOIIECi peTeIbHOI0 aHali3y OPUTiHAIBHOTO Ta MEPEKIIaJCHOr0 TEKCTY 0yII0
BUSIBIICHO YHCJICHHY KUIBKICTh BIICHKOBOI, OJIITUYHOI Ta i/IC0JIOTIYHOT JICKCHKH, SIKa CITYT'y€E 3aCO00M
JUISL PO3KPUTTS aBTOPOM KJIFOYOBOI i/1ei 3axoay SIK MPOCTOpPY CBOOOAM Kpi3b MPU3MY OCOOUCTOTO
JOCBiy Ta CBITOBUX KOH(DIiKTIB. [IpoeKT nae diTke BU3SHAYCHHS KOXHIN 3 JIEGKCHYHUX KaTErOpii,
HAsBHUX B TEKCTI OpUTiHAaNy, 1 MPUKJIaAU iX 3acrocyBaHHA. [lin yac mepekiiagy ocoOIMBY yBary
NOPUIUIEHO TOYHOCTI Tepedayi 3MicTy, CTHIIICTHYHINA BIAMOBIAHOCTI Ta KyJIBTYpHIM ajmamnTarii.
OcHOBHe 3aB/IaHHS — 3aJIMIIUTH B YUTaua T€ caMe BPa)KEHHS, sIKe BiH OU OTPUMAaB BiJl OPUTIHATILHOTO
TEKCTY, 32 JJOTIOMOTOF0 BUKOPHUCTAHHS YCTAICHUX BIAMOBITHUKIB, MOIYJIALI i OITMCOBOTO MEPEKIaITy
10 JO3BOJIUJIO JAOCATTH OallaHCy MiXK 3MiCTOM 1 pOpMOI0.

KuarouoBi cJjioBa: BilicbkoBa, TMOJITHYHA Ta 1JCOJOTIYHA JIEKCHKA, TMEpeKIagaIbKi
Tparcdopmarlii, ycTaqeHui BiAMOBIIHUK, MOIYJIALIisI, OMMCOBUIA MTEPEKIIA.
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Introduction

Despite technological progress and globalization, the world of the 21st century remains in a
state of constant tension. Armed conflicts, terrorist attacks, and widespread human rights violations
are not only daily news but also a new reality for millions of people around the world. War is no
longer solely a matter for armies or politicians—it has become part of the lived experience of ordinary
citizens. People are losing their homes, their loved ones, access to objective information, and basic
freedoms.

Among the many nations currently trying to make sense of the chaos of global events are the
Ukrainians. We are currently in the midst of a full-scale war that directly affects not only our security
but also the information landscape. Every nation seeks the truth—not only about itself but also about
the world around it. People want to see real stories based on facts and the experiences of real people.
And it is precisely non-fiction literature, especially that written by eyewitnesses or journalists who
have worked directly in hotspots, that has become the source of truth allowing readers to view events
from the inside. However, access to it is often hindered by language barriers. In this context, the
translator’s role is extremely crucial: it is the translator who acts as a mediator between reality and its
accurate representation for the foreign reader.

The relevance of this study stems from the need to provide Ukrainian readers with high-
quality translations of texts that shed light on complex socio-political processes around the world.
Translating such materials helps broaden one’s worldview and foster a better understanding of global
challenges that share commonalities with the Ukrainian experience. Furthermore, in today’s
information warfare, translation plays a crucial role in countering disinformation. Thus, translation
becomes not only a means of intercultural communication but also a tool for ensuring information
security.

Therefore, the study of the specific features of translating texts that address conflicts, political
processes, and social transformations is both timely and practically significant in contemporary
translation studies.

The aim of this translation project is to study the peculiarities of translating military, political,
and ideological lexis, as well as culturally marked proper names in non-fiction literature.

The tasks of this translation project are:

. To translate an excerpt from Omar El Akkad's One Day Everyone Will Have Been
Against This.

. To identify and classify the main types of lexis that are the subject of analysis.

. To investigate the ways in which they are reproduced in the original text;

. To determine the translation strategies used to convey these units in Ukrainian and

evaluate their effectiveness.

The object of the study is military, political, and ideological lexis in contemporary English-
language non-fiction literature.

The subject of the study is translation strategies and methods of reproducing military,
political, and ideological lexis in Ukrainian based on the work One Day, Everyone Will Have Always
Been Against This by Omar El Akkad.

The research material includes an independently translated version of the entire first chapter
and the beginning of the second chapter (43,749 characters (with spaces)) of the contemporary non-
fiction book One Day, Everyone Will Have Always Been Against This by Omar El Akkad.

The structure of the respective translation project consists of an introduction, two chapters,
conclusions, list of references, an abstract, and one appendix. The total volume of the translation
project is 44 pages.



Chapter 1. Translation of the book One Day, Everyone Will Have Always Been Against This by Omar El Akkad

Source text
CHAPTER ONE
DEPARTURE

An eighteen-month-old with a bullet wound to the forehead.
Maybe the sniper was aiming elsewhere. Maybe there’s
some explanation. Maybe it was necessary.

Portland, 2024:

Spring, nearing. My daughter has been building a city. Its
Main Street runs the length of our hallway, from the front
door to the dining room. She unspools a long sheet of paper
and draws lane dividers and sidewalks, trees and shrubbery.
Along the wall, near the little marks we’ve used to document
her height since she could first stand, she has cut out and
placed little storefronts made of pink and orange
construction paper: supermarkets and coffee shops, a pet
store. At the end of the road, at least a dozen stuffed animals
sit solemnly within the confines of what | can only imagine
is some kind of planned community. My daughter arranges
them just so, gives each its space, starts building them a park.
She turns seven soon, a hundred in dragon years. She is made
of dreaming.

We live in the woods in Oregon. Wine and hazelnut country,
somewhere in that strange middle space past where
progressive Portland ends but before Trump Country begins.
A year before my daughter was born, we tried to find a house
in the city, couldn’t afford anything, and ended up looking
further and further out. We spent weeks traversing all these

Target text
PO3LJI NEPLLIUM
BII'I311

[liBTopapiyHa AWTHUHA 3 KyJIHOBUM IOpaHEHHSIM Yy J100i. MoXIuBO,
CHaiimep winuBcs He B Hel. MOXINBO, ICHyE SKECh ITOSICHECHHS.
MoxuBo, 11e 0yJI0 HEOOX1THO.

[optnena, CIIA, 2024 pik:

Becna naOmmxaetscsi. Most toHbKa Oyaye MICTO, TOJIOBHA BYIHIISA
SIKOT'O TMPOCTATAETHCS B3/I0BX HALLIOTO KOPUAOPY, BiJ BXITHUX JBEpeit
710 KIMHATH, 7ie MU 00igaeMo. BoHa po3ropTae JOBrHii apKyll mnamnepy i
MaJIIO€ JTIOPOXKHIO PO3MITKY Ta TPOTyapH, AepeBa Ta KyILll. Y3I0BXK
CTIHM, 16 MU KOJHCHh TO3HAYAIH 11 3piCT — BIATOJI SK BOHA BIICPIIE
cTajia Ha HDKKHM, — BOHA BHpi3aia i HakJeina MaJeHbKi KpaMHUYKH 3
POXKEBOTO Ta IOMApaHYEBOI'O KapTOHY: CYNEPMAapKeTH, KaB spHI,
300MarasuH. Y KiHII BYJIHI, B MeXaX 4Oroch Ha KIUTANT pPeTeIbHO
CITAHOBAHOTO )KUTIOBOTO KOMILIEKCY, CH/IUIO IIOHAHMEHIIIE 3 AECATOK
M’SIKHX irpamok. Mosi Jodka BUCTaBIs€ iX Tak, H00 KOXXKHOMY Oyio
CBOE Micle, 1 Bxe mnoyana OyayBatu i Hux mnapk. Ckopo i
BUIIOBHUTBCS CIM POKIB, a 3@ JPAKOHSYUM JITOUYMCIEHHSIM — TO BKE
coTHs. BoHa BUTKaHa 3 Mpii.

Mu xuBemo cepen jiciB B Operoni. Lle kpait BuHa Tta QyHayka —
MPOCTIp MK JIBOMa CBITaMU — TaM, JI€ 3aKIHUYETbCSI POTPECUBHUI
[Moptnenn, ane 1e He MOYMHAETHCS MPUXWIBHA 10 Tpamma cibcbka
MICIIEBICTh. 3a PIK 10 HAPOJKEHHS TOHBKM MU HaMarajucs 3HAUTH
KHUTIIO y MICTi, Ta HE 3MOTJH COOl HIYOTO O3BOJIUTH, TOXK MOYAIH
IIyKaTu Bce aaii ¥ mami. TrkHSIMU 131U HEBEIMUYKUMHU MICTEYKAMU



little outposts on the east and north sides of the Willamette
Valley, and across the Columbia River in southernmost
Washington. After vetoing two other neighborhoods on
account of Confederate flags flying in nearby yards, we
landed here, next door to a World War Il veteran on one side
and, for a brief stretch of about three months, some guy who
thought a home on a rural road with no sidewalks in the
middle of nowhere, serenaded near-nightly by a chorus of
coyotes, would make for a good Airbnb property. He sold
after a couple of months.

This is the sixteenth or seventeenth home I’ve lived in, I'm
not entirely sure. But it’s my children’s first. In stable orbit
their lives spin around this house, this town, this country—
some 7,000 miles from the places where their father’s
childhood first came undone.

Occasionally 1 show them pictures, crack open my now-
arthritic high school yearbook and say, yes, that’s me with
the ridiculous curls, with a full head of hair. 1 show them
pictures of their grandfather, who died before either of them
were born. In one photo he’s parked on the side of a desert
road next to his friend’s car. Both of them are driving those
lean, early-"90s Mercedes sedans. I try to explain to a couple
of children who have no idea what the hell I’'m talking about
that these cars were the status symbol of the time, proof my
family had joined the ranks of the upper middle class. | see
their eyes start to glaze over and all at once I’m struck by the
absurdity—how did any of this ever seem important? | was
roughly the same age my daughter is now when my dad got
that Mercedes. | remember yelping. I did a little dance.

There’s an unbridgeable distance. I know it, and I think my
children can already sense it. I tell my daughter one day I’ll
take her to the place I was born, and she can see the pyramids

CXIiJHOI Ta MIBHIYHOI YacTHWH NOJMWHH BllamerT, a TakoX mo TOH OiK
piuku KomymOisi, B HaliiBeHHIIIH yacTuHi mwtary Bamunrron. /[Ba
1HII pallOHW MU BUKPECIWIM Ofpa3y 4yepe3 KOHEeaepaTCchKi mpanopu
Ha CYCIIHIX MOABIp’sIX. 3PELITO0 MH OCEIHJINCS TYyT — MOpydY i3
BeTepaHoM J[pyroi cBiTOBOI, a Mo iHIIHI OiK, HEJIOBTO, 1eCh TP MICSIIi,
’KHB YOJIOBIK, IKHH YOMYCh BUPIIINB, 110 OYAWHOK HA CUTBCHKIN 10p03i
0€3 JKOAHOTO TPOTyapy, Iocepe/l HiYMM HE IMPHUMITHOI TJIyXOMaHi, Jie
I0BEYOpa BUIIM KOMOTH, — YyA0BE MiCIIe 71 371a4i B OpEHAY TypHCTaM
yepe3 Airbnb. Yepes kinbka MicsIiB BiH mpoaB OyIHHOK.

Lle, MaOyTh, MIICTHAMUATHIA Y¥ CIMHAALUATHH IiM, Y IKOMY S5 )KUB? BKE
1 HE BICBHEHUM TOYHO. AJIe JIJIsl MOIX JTITEH — 1€ TIEePIINA. IxHe KUTTS
00epTaeThCss HABKOJIO IBOTO JIOMY, IIBOTO MIiCTEUKa, i€l KpaiHu — 3a
MOHaJ CiM TUCAY MWIb (MpuOaUM3HO 11 THCAY KITOMETPIB) BiJ THX
MICIIb, JIe BIIEPIIIC JAJIO TPIIHMHY JUTUHCTBO IXHROTO OaThKA.

Yac Bix yacy s Moka3yr iM CTapi CBITJIMHH, PO3TOpTal0 MIKUITBHUN
aJIbOOM — JIe[Ib 3TMHAIOUU Majbll — i Kaxy: «Och 1, 13 KyMeIHUMU
KydepsiMH i mieBentoporoy». [lokaszyro i GoTo IXHBOTO mimycs, SIKOTO
BOHM TaK 1 He 3yCTpPiJIM — BiH ITOMeEp I1Ie JI0 IXHbOro HapokeHHs. Ha
OJIHOMY 3HIMKY BiH CTOITh O1JI1 IOpPOTH B MYCTEN1, HOPYY MallnHa HOro
apyra. B Ti poku o6uaBa i3AMiaM Ha KIACHYHMX aBTOMOOULISIX MapKu
Mercedes 90-x pokiB Bumycky. [iTiaxu i rajku He MaKOTh, PO IO 5,
aJie s HaMararocs MosICHUTH: KOJIUCh 1€ OYB CIIPaBKHil CUMBOJI CTaTyCcy
— O3HaKa TOro, 110 Hallla POAMHA MiJHSIACH A0 BHUILOTO CEPEIHHOTO
knacy. bauy, sk #iTH BTpadaloTh iHTepec, 1 palToOM MEHE IMPOHHU3YE
JyMKa: HEBXKE KOJIUCH 11€ 3/1aBaJI0Cs TAKMUM BaXXKJIMBUM? MeHi To1i 0yio
NpUOIIN3HO CTUIBKH XK, CKIJIBKY TeHep MOiH JIOHbL, KOJIH TaTO MPUTHAB
Toro «mepca». Ilam’stato, sk g BepewaB Big pazgocti. Hapith
MiTaHIIbOBYBAaB.

Mix HamMH — BiJICTaHb, SIKYy He TiojoaaTH. S e 3Hato. [, 3maeTbes, Mol
TITH BXKE TeX MOYMHAIOTH 1€ BiAUyBaTH. S KaXky JOHBIIL, IO KOJHCH
noBe3y ii Tyau, e s HapoauBcs. BoHa mo6aunTh mipaMiayd Ha BIACHI



for herself, figure out what’s really going on with the
Sphinx’s nose. I tell her about the beaches along the north
coast where the coral’s neon bright and you can swim right
up and pet the fishies. I warn her it won’t be like anything
she’s experienced before. You know how people stop at red
lights here? I ask. Well, when we get there, don’t be
surprised if...I pause, try to figure out how to prepare a child
for what, relative to all she’s known so far in life, would
come across as complete chaos. People there have made a
language out of honking horns, | say, and she laughs, and |
know deep down | might never take her back.

I’ve learned to justify it to myself, this severance. It’ll
overwhelm her, confuse her, and anyway, I’ve been gone so
long from the country of my blood that there’s really no
point, no connection left. But there’s a fraudulence to those
excuses, no different than when my wife and | found out we
were having a girl, and | spent weeks and weeks considering
baby names that would work in the West and the Middle
East, that would allow her to pass through many worlds
untroubled.

In truth, | lean away from the faraway side of my
daughter’s lineage on her behalf because for more than
forty years I’ve seen what carrying that weight means. I’ve
seen cousins pulled into secondary at JFK on account of
their Arabic accents; I’ve heard my own name mangled
every which way, the letter ¢ turning to syrup in the throat
if you haven’t been brought up hearing and saying it. I’ve
explained, politely, to deeply well-meaning people that |
don’t have a problem shaking hands with women—maybe
other Muslims do, I couldn’t tell you; we don’t all know
each other. I’ve sat through a wildly uncomfortable book
tour interview once after | joked that I write all my novels

odi i cripoOye posragatu TaemHuIr0 Hoca Cdinkca. Posmosigaro mpo
IUBDKI Ha TIBHIYHOMY Y30€pexcki, /€ KOpald CBITATHCS HEOHOM, 1
MOJKHA IIPOCTO 3alTH B MOpE 1 TOpKHYTHCs pub pykamu. [Tonepemxkaro,
10 TaM yce Oyze 30BCiM HE Tak, K BOHA 3BHKIIA.

— 3Haenr, K y HaC yCi YEMHO 3YIMHUHSAIOTHCS Ha YEPBOHE CBITIO? —
nutaro. — To He IUBYICS, AKIIO TaM. ..

51 3aMOBKat0, HAMarar4KuCh BUTaIaTH, K ITITOTYBaTH JUTHHY JIO TOTO,
110, IOPIBHSIHO 3 11 JIOCBIZIOM, 3/JaBATUMETHCSI IOBHUM O€3J1a]TOM.

— TaM 13 aBTOMOOUTPHUX CUTHAIIB yXK€ JTaBHO CKJIAJIM OKPEMY MOBY,
— KaXYy #, 1 BOHa cMieThes. [lech rmmboKo BecepeIuHi s BXKe 3HAI0, 1110,
MOJKITUBO, HIKOJIM ¥ HE BiJBE3Y i TyAH.

Sl HaBUYMBCSI BWIIPABJIOBYBAaTH Iepen coOOw med po3puB. Bona He
BUTPUMAE, 310’ €TbCs 3 MaHTENUKy. Ta i y3araii — s BXK€ TakK JaBHO
BiJIipBaHUH BiJl KpaiHU CBOET KPOBI, 1110, IPaBIy Kaxy4H, TOBEPTATHCH
HEMae CEHCY: 3B’ sI30K BTpayeHo. AJie BCl 11i BUMpaBaaHHsa — Qanbir. bo
came TOJli, KOJIU MU 3 JIPY>KUHOFO JTi3HAIUCSI, 10 B HAC Oyje TOHbKa, s
THKHSIMU T1I0UPaB iMEHa — TaKi, 10 3ByJaiu O 0JHAKOBO 100pe 1 Ha
3axoni, 1 Ha bauspkomy Cxopi, mo0 BoHa Moria Oe3nepemnKkoIHoO
MPOTH Kpi3b O€31i4 KpaiH.

[IpaBay Kaxyuu, s HABMHCHO BIJXMJISIFOCH BiJl Ti€l JajieKoi CTOPOHHU
POJIOBOLY MO€i TOHBKH — 3apa/iv Hei. bo Bke moHa | COpOK POKIB HOILY
el TArap 1 3Halo, 10 BiH o3Hauae. S 6ayuB, sSIK MOIX JBOIOPITHUX
OpaTiB 3yNMHSUIM Ha JOJATKOBY NEpeBipKy B aepomnopry JlxoHa
Kenneni — nume depe3 apaOcbkuil akieHT. UyB, Sk Moe 1M’
MepeKpydyBajl BCiMa MOXJIMBHMHU CHOCOOaMH — JiTepa «&» 3
apabcbKoro ajngagiTy NpocTo TaHyJa B TOPIIi, MOB CHPOIL, Y TUX, XTO He
BUpIC, 3BUKAOUH 11 YyTH ¥ BUMOBJIATH. He nepeniunTu, CKiJIbKY pasiB s
MOSICHIOBAB JT0OPO3MWIMBUM JIFOJSM, 110 MEHI HE CKJIQJHO MOTUCHYTH
PYKY KIHIIl — MOXJIMBO, B 1HIIUX MYCYJIbMaH 1HaKIle, s He 3Hat0, MU
K He BCl 3HalloMi MK co0010. OHOrO pa3y Ha KHHKKOBOMY TYypi s
MO’KapTyBaB, HIOM MUILY BC1 CBOT pOMaHU apaOChKOIO, a TOJII IPOTaHSIO



in Arabic and then run them through Google Translate, and
the interviewer believed me. | have on countless occasions
been made to stand in for and speak on behalf of every
Muslim, every Arab, every Brown person on earth, by
people who are not monsters, not even actively malicious,
but simply have no other point of reference to consult. I’ve
smiled and nodded. | was nice about it.

None of this matters much, in the grand scheme of things.
I’ve learned to deal with it—but why should she? In truth, |
keep a distance between who my daughter is and what she
comes from because it’ll be easier for her that way. Which is
to say, because I'm a coward.

My daughter pauses, midway through drawing the Vs of a
swing set in the park of her stuffies’ imaginary suburb. She
gets up, walks over to where I’m sitting in the living room
scrolling through photographs and videos taken in the
aftermath of yet another atrocity in Gaza. She wants to
double-check the spelling of “Welcome.”

I shut my computer, quickly. In various browser tabs, there
is footage of a girl not much older than my daughter, pulled
out of the rubble after an Israeli airstrike. In another is a
recording of a girl begging for help, shortly before her
execution at the hands of Israeli snipers. | have more than
twenty tabs open, a bloody carnival of the worst crimes ever
livestreamed. I tell my daughter she’s spelled the word
correctly. She returns to her park, light as air.

I am in possession of this, my first memory of war:

Autumn, 1990; third grade. The American International
School in Doha, Qatar, was founded by the U.S. ambassador.
His posting, | assume, came as such things do, a reward for
some sufficiently large campaign donation. The AIS was

ix gepe3 «Google Translate» — i Bexyunii moBipus. S He pa3 ONMMHSABCS
B POJIi «IIpeCTaBHUKA» BCIX MYCYJbMaH, apa0diB, monei i3 binzpkoro
Cxony, IliBnennoi A3ii un JIaTuHCbKOT AMEPUKHA — IJIsl TUX, Y KOTO
mpocTo He Oyno IHIIOTO YSABIEGHHS MpO «HAc». Jloaum craBuim
3alMTaHHS HE 31 3J1a 1 He 3 HACMIIIKH — MPOCTO Y IXHbOMY CBITI 51 OYB
€IMHUM BIKHOM Y «Hamly» peanbHiCTh. S ycmixaBcs. Kusas. Bys
BBIWJIMBUM.

Ha i Bchoro *xuTTs, BCi 1l cutyarlii —apiOoauis. S HaBuuBCS 3 UM
XKUTH. Ase yoMy BoHa mnoBuHHA? IlpaBma B TOMy, LIO S TpUMAarO
BIZICTaHb MK TUM, KUM € MOS IOHbKA, 1 TUM, 3BIJIKH BOHA ITIOXOINUTh, 00
Tak il Oyze jerme. A SKII0 30BCiM BiZIBEPTO — s Tak poOIro, 60 MeHi
Opakye CMUTUBOCTI.

Most ToHBKa 3YIUHSIETHCS, BUMATBLOBYIOUH TOHAAIKY y (opmi siTepu
«V» B apKy CBOT0 ysIBHOTO MikpopaiioHy. BoHa BcTae, iijie 10 MeHe —
s SIKpa3 CUJKY Yy BiTallbHI i ropTaro (hoTo 1 Bi1€0, 3HATI MICIIS 4epProBoi
Tpareaii B ['a3i. Bona mpocto XoTijga mepenurtaTH, SK HPaBHIBHO
nuirerses ciaoBo Welcome (ykp. zackaso npocumo).

S mBuako 3akpuBaro HOyTOyK. He xouy, mo6 BoHa Oaumia Bizeo, e
JNIBYMHKY, Maike ii pOBECHMIO, BUTATYIOTH 3-MiJ 3aBaliB IMICIA
13painbcpkoro asiaygapy. A0Oo X 3amuc JIIBUYMHKH, sika Orarae mpo
JIOTIOMOTY 32 MUTBb JI0 TOTO, SK ii pO3CTPUISAIOTH 13paijIbChKl CHaMIepH.
B MeHe BiIKpUTO NOHAA JBAJALATH BKJIAJOK KPHUBAaBOTO KapHaBally
HaKaXJIUBIIIMX 3JIOYMHIB, K1 OyIb-KOJIM TPAHCIIOBIA HaXUBO. S
Ka)ky JTOHBL, III0 BOHA BCE HAIMcala MIPaBUIBHO 1 BOHA MTOBEPTAETHCS
IO CBOIX CIIPAB.

Miii nepuuii crioraja mpo BiiHY:

Ocinb, 1990 poky. Tpertiit knac. AMeprUKaHChbKa MIXKHAPO/IHA IIIKOJIA B
Hoci, Karap, 3acHoBana nociom CIIIA — cBoe Mmicrie, s 1iI03pIor0, BiH
OTpPHUMaB TaK, SIK 3a3BHYail OTPUMYIOTh TaKi MOCAIN — SIK HAaropoJy 3a
1ieipuil BHECOK y uuioch BUOOpuy kammadito. llIkomy, moneiikyBanu,



built in part for his daughter, G., on whom I had my very
first crush.

That fall, feeding on stray crumbs of adult conversation—
things said indiscreetly just within earshot, the nightly news
in the other room—1 learned there was a war about to begin.
Not here, but nearby. I remember watching my father place
big Xs of duct tape across all our balcony windows,
supposedly to keep them from shattering in the event of a
blast. He made jokes about it, and | realize now it was to
keep his son calm, to paint as trivial a thing that, had it come,
would not be.

Still, we knew we were not in the middle of this war, the air
would not be pushed out of our lungs. Quickly, the conflict
eventually known as the Gulf War, and later the First Gulf
War, transformed from a thing no one talked about to a
normal mechanic of everyday life, no different than
humidity or dusk. The endless footage on CNN that at first
provoked such shock—these shadowed Baghdad cityscapes
detonating sporadically in balls of pale white light—soon
caused no reaction at all. It was just what happened to certain
places, to certain people: they became balls of pale white
light. What mattered was, it wasn’t us.

During the First Gulf War, the Americans arrived. There had
been plenty of Americans before then, of course, plenty of
expats from all over. (In the hierarchy of migration, “expat”
is largely reserved for white Westerners who leave their
homes for another country, usually because the money’s
better there. When other people do this, they might be
deemed “aliens” or “illegals” or at best ‘“economic
migrants.” As with most criteria of segregation, everyone
knows, instinctively, how they will be labeled. It’s a matter

BIZIKPWJIN 3apajJil HOTO TOHBKH, [., y sIKy 51 OyB 3aKOXaHHWI — yrepiie
it 6€3TAMHO, SIK TUIBKH MOXe OyTH B TOMY BIIli.

Tiei oceHi st BIOBIIOBAB yPUBKH PO3MOB JIOPOCIUX: HOBUHH, 10 JTyHAIIN
3 CYCIIHbOI KIMHATH, ITOKH 5 B/IaBaB, 10 HE CiIyXaro. Tak s 1 1i3HABCSA:
Jech TIOpyd OT-OT cnanaxHe BiiiHa. He Tyt, ame Omm3bko. S mobpe
mam’araro, SK OaTbKO OOKJIEIOBAB BiKHAa Ha OalIkOHI BEJIMKHMU
XpecTaMu 3 KJIEHKOI cTpiuky, o0 CKI0 HE pO3JIeTiIoCs Bl BUOYXOBOI
xBUJIi. BiH ’kapTyBaB 3 11bOTO, 1 TUIBKU TETEP s PO3yMit0: TO Oyio mis
MeEHe, JIUIS HOro CUHA — a0u S He 3JIIKaBCs, a0u 3pOOUTH 3 IOTO IIOCh
OyzneHHe, Xxo4a ikOU BOHO cIipaB/i cTtanocs, OyJIeHHUM BOHO He 0yI1o 0.

Ta Bce x Mu 3Hanu: MU He Oynu B camiil rymii miei BiiHM, HAM He
JIOBEIICThCS 3aqMXaTHCS Bil MWIYy YAapHOi XBWii. Jlyxe MIBHIKO
KOH(JIIKT, 110 3rOJI0OM Ha3BYTh GiliHol0 6 Ilepcokili 3amoyi — a 1e
nizuime lepworo gitinor 6 Ilepcokiii 3amoyi, 13 TeMH, PO AKY HIXTO
HE TOBOPUTH, NEPETBOPHUBCS HAa 3BHYHY MEXaHIKY MOBCAKICHHS, SIK OT
BOJIOTICTh y MOBITpi uM HacTaHHA cyTiHKiB. Heckinuenni kaapu CNN,
SK1 CHeplry BUKJIMKaIH IIOK — 3aTiHEeHI MIChbKi nei3axi barmana, mo
yac Bijl yacy BUOyXalli y BUTJISII ICKPAaBUX CBITJIOBUX CHasiaxiB 0J1iJ10-
01J1I0T0 KOJIbOpY — MepecTanyu BUKIMKAaTH Oojail sikych peakuito. Lle
IPOCTO CTABAIOCS 3 IHIIMMU MiCTaMH, 3 I1HIIUMH JFOJABMHU: BOHHU
cTaBajgu 00’€KTaMU, sIKi 3HUKAJIM Yy Clajlaxy sICKpaBoro 0J1i10-01710r0
cBiTia. ['onoBHEe — 11€ OynU HE MH.

ITix gac Ilepuoi BiiiHu B [lepchkiii 3aToli mpudynu amepukaHii. Xoya,
3BICHO, i 710 TOTO iX OyJI0 YMMano — SK 1 3arajoM 1HO3EMI[B 3 YCIX
yctoa. (Y iepapxii mMirpatiii CJI0BO «€KCIaTy 3a3BUYail BXKUBAETHCS JIS
Oimux mozel 13 3axofy, fAKi i1yTh MO 1HIIOI KpaiHu — 3/1e0UIbIIoro
yepe3 BUILY 3apruiatHio. Komu x Te came poOsiTh 1HII, iX 4acTimie
Ha3UBAIOTh «IHO3EMIIIMU», «HEJerajamMu» abo B Kpamomy pasi —
«EKOHOMIYHMMHM MIrpanTtaMmu». Sk 1 3 OUTBLIICTIO KPUTEPIiB cerperaiii,
KOXXEH 1HCTUHKTHUBHO 3Hae, 10 sIKOi Kareropii Woro 3apaxyioth. Lle
MATaHHS camMo30epekeHHsT — 3Hath.) Kartap, wmatoum omHi 3



of self-preservation, to know.) Qatar being home to some of
the largest natural gas reserves on earth, it had for decades
attracted foreigners looking for a life that, if you’ve never
lived it, feels almost unreal. A life in which multiple
housemaids and drivers and villas are not exclusive to the
wealthiest few, but the normal trappings of upper-middle-
class life. At the time | lived there, about 90 percent of
Qatar’s residents were non-Qatari. Of these, most were
“third country” laborers—people who had come from
Pakistan and India and the Philippines and Bangladesh and
Nepal (and, later, most every part of sub-Saharan Africa) to
drive the cars and build the towers and clean the villas. It was
on the backs of these people that much of the oil-rich
Arabian Gulf was constructed and, to this day, they are
afforded almost no rights at all, no ownership of the
glittering fantasy that fossil fuel profits paid for and the
bodies of these men and women made real.

But the Americans who showed up during the war had not
come to live in the villas and work in the office towers. They
occupied a small mess of tents on the outskirts of the city.
They wore military fatigues, they looked like the Americans
we’d seen in movies and on television. In class, our teacher
had us write them thank-you letters that were later delivered
to the base. I don’t remember what I was supposed to be
grateful for, only that gratitude was important. That without
these people, and what they were willing to do, the world
would be a very different place.

Four years earlier, my father, then only thirty-one and
working in the accounting department at the Cairo Sheraton
in Egypt, was leaving the hotel one night when a couple of
soldiers decided to give him a hard time.

HaWOIIBIINX y CBITI 3amaciB MPUPOJHOTO Ta3y, MPOTATOM JECSTHIIITH
MpUBaOIIOBAB 1HO3EMIIIB, OXOYHX JO YKHUTTS, SKE, KO TH CaM HOro He
KUB, 3A€TbCS Maibke HepealbHUM. JKUTTA, y SKOMY KUJIbKa XaTHIX
pOOITHHILIB, BOAIIB 1 BUNTa — 1€ HE MPUBLICH 3aMOXHHX, a 3BUYHHUN
aHTYpaXX JKUTTS BEpXiBKU cepeAHbOro kiacy. Ha Toif yac, Koiu 5 )KuB
y Karapi, 6mm3pko 90 BigcOTKIB HacelneHHS KpaiHW CTAHOBUIIM He-
Katapii. 3 HUX OUIBIIICTh TPOMAISHH «TPETIX KpaiH» — oI 3
[Makucrany, [aaii, @ininmiy, banrnagem, Henany (a 3romom — maiixke
3 yCiX KyTO4YKiB cyOcaxapchbkoi AQpHKH), SKI MpUiXaad MparfoBaTH
BOISIMH, 3BOJIUTH BEXKi i mpubupatu Bium. Came 3aBISKU [IAM JIFOISM
Oyno 30yZ0BaHO 3HAYHY YacTUHY Ha(TOBOrO OararctBa ApaBilChKOi
3aTokd. | 10 chOTO/HI IM Maiike He HalaloTh JKOJHUX MPaB — YKOJIHOT
YaCTKH TOTO «OJIHCKYYOTO KUTTSI.

Anle aMepuKaHIli, SKi 3’ ABHJIMCS TiJ] 9ac BIWHMU, MPUiXaIH HE IS TOTO,
mo0 JKUTH y BUDIaX 1 mpamioBatd B O(icHUX xMmapodocax. Boxu
po3TallyBaIuCA y HEBEIMKOMY TabOpi Ha OKOJHII MicTa — KiJbKa
HaMeTIB, HIY0r0 PO3KIIIHOTO B IbOMY He 0yJ10. BoHM HOCHIIM BIIICBKOBY
dbopMy 1 BUTIIAIANH, K T aMEpPUKaHII, SIKHX MU O0a4uiid B KiHO U MO
TeneBizopy. Ha yporli BumTenbka Iopydusia HaM HamucaTd iM JIMCTH
MOJISKY, SIKi 3rOJIOM TepefaBany Ha 0a3y. S He mam’sTaro, 3a 0 came
MaB Oytu Basunuii. [lam'stato smme Te, MmO BAAYHICTE Oyna
000B’s13k0Bo10. [I{o 6e3 1mux mrofei 1 Toro, Ha 110 BOHU Oyl TOTOBI
IITH, CBIT OyB OU 30BCIM 1HIIHMM.

YoTtupu poku nepes TUM Mii 6aTbKO, SIKOMY TO/1 OYyJI0 JHILIE TPUILATh
OJIMH, TpaioBaB y Oyxranrepii roremo «Cairo Sheraton» y Kaipi,
€runer. OgHOTO BEYOpa, KO BiH BUXO/HB 3 TOTEIIO, KIIbKA COJIJIATIB
BUPILIWIN JAOIIKYJIUTH HOMY.
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The country was still sleepwalking through the ugly years
following the assassination of President Anwar El-Sadat.
After signing the Camp David Accords, formalizing peace
between Egypt and Israel, Sadat was shot to death during a
military parade in 1981 by an Islamic fundamentalist
military officer. Of the few impressions of Egypt | suspect I
share with my father, who has been dead now more than a
decade, there is this sense that, more often than not, for
people who are from the places we’re from, power changes
hands this way: a killing, a coup, a successful revolution, a
failed revolution. My father loved Egypt. He knew it for
exactly what it was and loved it still.

Shortly after | was born, in 1982, the man who killed Sadat
went before the firing squad, and for years the whole country
lived under the suffocating gravity of martial law. To be
outside at night required a formal reason, or else one risked
harassment by the soldiers who seemed to make a military
checkpoint out of every intersection. It is a hallmark of
failing societies, I’ve learned, this requirement that one
always be in possession of a valid reason to exist.

It was late, my father was done work for the night. Because
he was technically part of the tourism industry, and the
Egyptian economy has for a very long time depended on
tourism to ward off complete collapse, he was afforded
special dispensation to be out during curfew hours. The
soldiers on the corner did not know this. Young, bored,
tasked with what authoritarian regimes have ordered young,
bored soldiers to do since time immemorial—stand there
projecting the violent underpinning of political power—they
also didn’t care. One of them stopped my father.

Your papers, he said.

Kpaina me He oTsAMmiIacs Micisi BaKKHUX POKIB, IO HACTAIM ITiCIS
BOuBcTBa npe3uaeHTa AuBapa Enb-Canara. [licns migmucanus Kemr-
JleBiachkuX yroj, skumMu 0ysno GopmanizoBaHo MUp MiX €runtom Ta
I3painem, Camara Oyno 3acTpeneHO i 4ac BiMCHKOBOTO Tapangy y
1981-my apwmiiicekkum odimepomM, icaamicToM. 3 THUX Hebararbox
criorajiiB mpo €rumer, siKi, rajiatlo, MA 3 0aTBKOM TOIUTSUIN (BiH TOMEP
MOHAJ JECITh POKIB TOMY), OJHE BIAUYTTS BHUPI3HAETHCA: Y TaKHX
KpaiHax, sK Hallla, BJIaJja HAWYACTIIIEe 3MIHIOEThCS caMe TaK — 4epes
yOHMBCTBO, MEPEBOPOT a00 PEBOJIIOIIIO (BIATy YH MPOBaIbHY). baTbko
nro6uB €runer. Bin 3HaB, sIKOO Ta KpaiHa Oyia HacIpaB/i — i BCE OHO
3aJIMIIABCS T BIpHUM.

Hesnos3i micns moro HapomkeHHs, y 1982 porii, 4onoBika, sikuii yOuB
Capnara, poscrpunsua. [IpoTsrom OaraThoX PpOKIB KpaiHa >Kujia ITiJl
THUCKOM BO€HHOTO cTaHy. [1l00 BuiiTH Ha BY/IHIFO BHOYI, TOTPiOHA Oyia
odiriitHa nmpuurHa — 1HaKIIe MO>KHA OYJI0 HapBaTHUCA HA COJIJIATIB, SIKi
MEPETBOPIIIN KOXKHE TEePEXpecTsi Ha OJIOKMOCT. 51 3p0OMB BUCHOBOK: Y
KpalHax, Jie¢ Bce Hje IKepeOepTh, BiJ JIOJAMHU 3aBXKIU YCKAIOTh
OOIpyHTYBaHHS caMOro (axTy il MPUCYTHOCTI.

Byno ni3Ho, 0aThKO BXke 3aKiHUMB poOoTy. DopMaIbHO BiH MpaltoBaB
y cepi Typusmy, a Typu3M JAaBHO OyB OJHIE€IO 3 HEOAraThbOX ray3ew,
10 YTPUMYBAJIM €THIIETChKY €KOHOMIKY Bijl IOBHOTO Kpaxy. Uepes 1ie
oMy oOQIUIHHO JO3BOJWIM TMepedyBaTH Ha BYJIMI MICHS MOYAaTKy
KOMEHJIaHTCchbkoi roguHu. ComnjgaTu mpo 1€ He 3Hauu. BoHu Oymu
MOJIO/Il, HYJbI'YBallM, 1 BUKOHYBAJIM T€, L0 aBTOPUTAPHI PEKUMHU
JIOPY4al0Th TaKUM COJIJIaTaM — CTOATH M JIEMOHCTPYBaTH, 110 Biaja
3aBXIM MiAKpiTuieHa cuiioro. OuH 13 HUX 3YITUHUB MOTO OaThKa.

— JIOKyMEHTH, — CKa3aB BiH.
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My father pulled out his paperwork. Without reading it, the
soldier tore it in half and threw it on the floor.

Your papers, he repeated.

In the forty or so years since that day, | have thought about
this moment more than anything else in the stories my father
told me. I’ve thought about it while shuffling my passport
across the counter at border crossings; while running from
RPG attacks in the dead of night; while sitting in a
guesthouse in Kandahar listening to two Taliban officials
explain, with utmost confidence, how the world should be
run; while sitting in a courtroom in Guantanamo Bay
watching highly educated men and women assign legitimacy
they know is unearned to an ad hoc, hopelessly compromised
legal system. It has been, for as long as | can remember, the
memory that anchors my overarching view of political
malice: an ephemeral relationship with both law and
principle. Rules, conventions, morals, reality itself: all exist
so long as their existence is convenient to the preservation of
power. Otherwise, they, like all else, are expendable.

By chance, my father’s boss, who happened to be friends
with one of the soldiers, was leaving the hotel a short while
later and stumbled onto the scene. This is likely the only
reason my father got out unscathed that night, avoided being
dragged to some outpost of Egypt’s labyrinthine secret
prison system, being made into an absence. It was that night,
I think, that my father decided he had no choice but to leave
the only home he’d ever known.

He’d been flirting with departure a long time. Egypt, like so
many places trying to forge a path on the other side of
colonialism, was a country in which the future had been
exiled, governed by people who provided for the vast

batpko BuTsATHYB nocBiqueHHs. Conar, HaBiTh HE TIISTHYBIIH, pO3ipBaB
HOT0 HABIMUI 1 KUHYB Ha 3eMITIO.

— JIOKyMeHTH, — IIOBTOPUB.

3a COpOK 13 JIMIIKOM POKIB MICJISI TOTO JHS S 3rajyBaB IIeil MOMEHT
yacTime, HiXK OyIb-1110 iHIIe 3 0aThKOBUX 1CTOPii. S 3ramyBaB mpo 1ie,
KOJIM TIepe/laBaB MaclopT Ha KOP/AOHI; KOJIM BHOYI TiKaB Bifl OOCTpiIiB
13 TpaHaTOMETIB; KOJIM CHIIB y TOCThOBOMY OyaumHKy B Kanmarapi i
CIIyXaB, sIK JABOE€ npeacTaBHUKIB TaniOaHy 3 MHOIO B POTI MOSICHIOBAJIH,
SIK Mae OyTH BJIAIITOBAHUMN CBIT; KOJIM NiepeOyBaB y Cy10BiH 3aii Ha 6a3i
I'yanTanamo i crocrepiras, sSIK OCBiU€HI JIFOJIM HAJIAIOTh JICTITUMHICTh
cHucTeMi, sika JJaBHO He 3aciyroBye Ha Hel. Lle OyB Toit criorai, sikui,
BigKomu cebe mam’sitato, (GopMyBaB MO€ TOJOBHE YSBICHHS MPO
MOJIITUYHE 3J10: KOPOTKOYACHUHM, YMOBHUH 3B’S30K MIiX 3aKOHOM i
npunnunamu. [IpaBuna, HOpMu, MOpalb, caMa pealbHICTh — yce 1e
ICHY€ JIUIIIe JOTH, TOKU 3pYYHO s 30epexeHHs Bnaau. B inmomy pasi
BCe, 5K 1 OYb-1110 1HIIIE, BUIBIISETHCS 3aBUM.

Havanesnuk Moro OaThka, sikuii OyB 3HAlOMHUN 3 OJHHUM 13 COJIIATIB,
BUXOJIMB 13 TOTEJII0 TPOXH IMi3HIIIE 1 BUMAIKOBO MOOAYHB IIO CIICHY.
ﬁMOBipHo, e €IMHa TPUYMHA, YOMY Ti€i HOYl OaThbKO 3ATUIIUBCS
YKUBUM — HMOTO HE MOTATIN Ha SKUICH BIJIaJIEHUH MOCT y 3alTyTaHii
CHCTEMI €rMMNETChKUX TAEMHUX B’ S3HUIIb, 1 11100 BiH HE 3HUK O€3BICTH.
Came Toni, Aymaro, 6aTbkoM OyJio MpUIHATE pillleHHs: Tpeba iXxaTu 3
€JIMHOTO JIOMY, SIKHIA BiH 3HAaB YCE KHUTTH.

BiH 1aBHO po3MipKOBYBaB Mpo BHi3A. €rumer, sk i 6arato KpaiH, 110
IIyKaIW CBIM MIISAX MICHS KOJOHIANI3My, 3aJIMIINaBCS MICIEM, e
Mail0yTHe Haye «BUBE3NMM» 3 KpaiHU. Hum kepyBamu mroaM, siKi AJs
OUIBIIOCTI HACEJEHHsSI HE 3aJMIIAIM >KOJHOI peabHOI MOKJIMBOCTI
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majority of their citizens no plausible avenue of progress
from one’s current state to something better. Under foreign
and then local rule, the central directive never changed:
Know your place. It’s a frequent, nauseating political
inheritance: come to experience the world under the reign of
someone who thinks of you as subhuman, as undeserving of
a future, and an ugly impression is settled that true power is
the ability to do the same to someone else. The foreigners
had departed; there was no one left to do it to but our own.

And so one day my father, who loved Egypt, who had
marinated in its music and poetry and knew every street,
every alley, who as a child had sat under the tables at Hagg
El Feshawy’s coffee shop in El Hussein and listened to
Naguib Mahfouz hold court decades before the Nobel,
decided he needed to get out. Elsewhere has since been our
lot to carry.

It was no unusual thing, for the likes of us to scatter. After a
few months of looking, my father found a job abroad, the
way so many Arab men did in those years and the years that
followed. It was another accounting gig at a hotel in Libya.
On the day his new life was supposed to begin, my father
went to Cairo airport, handed his passport at security, and
was promptly detained.

Naming conventions in much of the Arab world assign the
father’s first name as the son’s middle name. My name iS
Omar Mohammed EI Akkad. My father is Mohammed
Ahmad EI Akkad. My grandfather, a clothing merchant who
died a few months before my father was born and whose
funeral, I’'m told, brought all of El Hussein to a standstill, is
Ahmad Suleyman ElI Akkad. Unfortunately for my father,
the name “Mohammed Ahmad” is about as ubiquitous as
exists anywhere. It happens that the same name pops up on

3MIHUTH CBO€ CTaHOBHIIE Ha Kpamie. 3a 1HO3eMHOIro, a IOTIM 1
MICIIEBOT'O MPaBIIIHHS T'OJIOBHE MPABWIIO HE 3MIHIOBAJIOCA: «3HAl CBOE
micue!» Lle moOpe 3Haiioma cucrema, IO CKiajacs, KOJM >KUBEII Y
CBITi, IKMM KE€pYIOTb Ti, XTO 0auuTh y TOO1 HIXKYY i1CTOTY, HEJOCTOUHY
Maii0yTHBOTO. A MH, y CBOIO YEPTy 3aCBOIOEMO OJIHE: CIIPABKHS BiIaja
— 1€ MOXJIUBICTh MPUHIKYBATH 1HIIUX TaK, SK MPUHUKYBAIN TeOe.
[nozemui moixanu. binblie Hemae 1O KOTO 3aCTOCOBYBAaTH L€, KpiM
CBOIX.

[ ot oHOTO JTHS Miit 6aThKO — TOW CaMHii, 1110 JTIOOUB €THUIIET, 10 BUPIC
Ha Horo My3ulli i 1oe3ii, 3HaB KOXKHY BYIIUIIIO, KOXKCH IMPOBYJIOK, IO B
JUTHUHCTBI CHJIIB ITi/I CTOJIAaMH B KaB’sipHi Xamka Enp-Demasi B paiioHi
Enp-Xyceiini, ciyxas, sk Hario Max¢y3 po3MoBisie 3 BiJBigyBauaMu
me 3anoBro a0 HoOemiBchbkoi mpemii, — BHUPIMIUB, [0 MYCHTb
BHDKDKATU. BiITOI )KUTTS HA Yy>KHUHI CTAJIO HAIIOIO OYICHHICTIO.

Y upomy He OyJ0 HIYOTO AMBHOTO — JIFOJM HAa KIITAJIT HAC 4YacTo
3MyIIeHi 3anumaTti Kpainy. [licis KigpbKoX MicAliB MOUIYKiB 0aThKO
3HAWUIIOB poOOTY 3a KOPAOHOM, fK IIe TOJ1 pobunu 6arato apabCcbKuX
yosoBikiB. Lle Oyna me ogHa mocaga Oyxrajirepa B TOTEN, IbOTO pa3y
B JIiBii. Toro gHs, Koau 0aTbKO MaB BUJICTITH 1 IIOYATH HOBE JKUTTS, BiH
npuixas a0 aeponoprty Kaipa, mogas nmacrnopt Ha nepeBipky — 1 Horo
0JIpa3y 3aTpUMAaIH.

VY 6inpmocTi apaOChKUX KpaiH MOLIMpPEHe MPpaBWiIo: MO OaTbKOBI — 1€
npocro iM’s 6atbka. Mene 3Batu Omap Myxammen Enp Akkazn. Moro
O0atbka — Myxammen Axmen Enp Akkan. Moro aima, TOproBis
OJIITOM, SIKHI TMoMep 3a KiJIbKa MICSILIB J0 HapOJDKeHHs OaTbka 1, SIK
MEH1 PO3MOBIJalIN, MOXOPOH SKOTO MapalizyBaB yBech paiioH Eib-
Xyceiin, 3Banmu Axmen Cyneiitman Enp Axkan. J{ns moro Oarbka 1ie
cTajio mpobimemoro: iM’st  Myxammen —Axmen OIHE 3
HaiinmomupeHimux. BunaakoBo BUSBUIIOCSH, 1110 JIIOIMHA 3 TAKUM CAMUM
iM’siM Oyna B mepeniky mifo3proBaHux y TepopusMmi B JIiBii. baTbka
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a Libyan terrorism watchlist. He is taken into secondary
screening. My father’s age precludes him from being the
same wanted man, but he’s denied entry into Libya anyway.
We never end up going.

Not long after, another job offer arrives. This time it’s in a
tiny peninsula called Qatar, a thoroughly ignored outpost of
the British Empire that, not long before, had gained its
independence and discovered massive fossil fuel deposits. It
was one of the fastest-growing nations on the planet, flush
with cash and in desperate need of workers. My father
accepted a position at a hotel in the Qatari capital, Doha. He
knew nothing about the place, had no desire to go beyond
the money on offer. It paid better than anything he’d ever
find in Egypt. (One of the more ironic facets of living in a
place like Qatar—one of the safest nations on earth, at least
from the middle class on up—is that so many people move
to this place and are then granted a bonus, “hardship pay,”
for living outside their home countries.) He had a family to
support. And so we left; have been leaving ever since.

One of the hallmarks of Western liberalism is an assumption,
in hindsight, of virtuous resistance as the only polite
expectation of people on the receiving end of colonialism.
While the terrible thing is happening—while the land is still
being stolen and the natives still being killed—any form of
opposition is terroristic and must be crushed for the sake of
civilization. But decades, centuries later, when enough of the
land has been stolen and enough of the natives killed, it is
safe enough to venerate resistance in hindsight. I tell stories
for a living, and there’s a thick thread of narrative by well-
meaning white Westerners that exalts the native populations
in so many parts of the world for standing up to the
occupiers, makes of their narrative a neat reflexive arc in

BIIMPaBWJIM HA JIOJJATKOBY MEPEBIPKY. 3a BIKOM 0YJI0 3p03yMiJI0, 110 BiH
HE Ta JIIOAMHA, SIKYy PO3IIyKYIOTh. Ane B’i3x mo JIiBii #ioMy Bce 01HO
3a00poHIIIM. MU Ty[M TaK 1 HE MOiXaH.

HesnoB3i 3’sBuiiacsi e oJHa MPOMO3HIIS POOOTH — LBOTO pa3y B
MaJieHbKil miBOCTpiBHIA Kpaini Karap, ska me goHemaBHa Oyia
HETNIOMITHOIO KOJIOHi€l0 bpuraHchkoi immepii, a micias 3100yTTs
HE3JIeKHOCTI BIIKpHJIa y c001 BEJIMUE3HI MOKJIAIH KOPUCHUX KOTAIHH.
Lle Oyna onHa 3 HAMIIBUALIE 3pOCTAIOYMX JEpXkKaB CBITY — Oarata i 3
rOCTPOI0 MOTPedor0 y pobouiii cuii. baTbko moroauBces mpaioBaTH B
roteni B cronumi Karapy, Jloci. Bin Hidoro He 3HaB mpo 1o Kpainy, i
€IMHE, 10 HOTO IIKaBUII0, — IIe 3apriara. BoHna Oyia 3Ha4HO BUIIOHO,
HiK y €runTi. (OqHa 3 ipoHil KUTTA B KpaiHax Ha kmrant Katapy —
Ha/I3BUYANHO O€3MeYHUX, IPUHAWMHI 11 CEPEeIHBOTO KJIACY 1 BUILE, —
y TOMYy, IO TaM MI€ W MJIATITh «IOIUIATy 3a BaKKi yMOBHY», 332 came
KUTTS 32 MeKaMu 0aThbKIBIIMHM.) baThko MaB pojauHy, Ky MOTPiIOHO
OyII0 yTpUMYBAaTH, TOX BiH TIOTOMBCH.

OpHa 3 XapakTepHUX PHUC 3aXiJHOro Ji0epanizMy — YSBIEHHS, L0,
O3MpAlOYMCh Ha3aJ, €IMHO MPUHHATHOIO (OPMOIO TMOBEAIHKH
KOJIOHI30BaHUX € TifHui omip. [Toku * TpuBae KOJIOHI3yBaHHS — MOKHU
3eMJIIO 111e BiAOMPaIOTh, a MiCLIEBE HACEIEHHS 3HUILYIOTh — Oy Ib-sIKUI
CIIPOTHB  TaBPYIOTh SK TEPOPU3M 1 TPUAYIIYIOTH  3apaju
«UHMB1ITI30BAHOTO MOPSAKY». Ta MUHAIOTH AECSITUIITTS a00 CTOMITTH, 1
KOJIM B)K€ 3a0pajii TO0CUTh 3€MJIl Ta BOWJIM JOCUTH JItOJIEeH, 3ralyBaTu
PO CIIPOTUB CcTae Oe3MeYHO, 1 1oro MOXHa BBaXKaTu NPUHHATHUM. 5]
KHUBY THM, 1110 pO3MOBiAat0 icTOpii. | 3HOBY ¥ 3HOBY B 3aX1AHUX TEKCTAX
PO KOJIOHIAJI3M, HAIMCAHUX 13 yaBaHUM CIIBUYTTSIM, TIOBTOPIOETHCS
3HalloMUl 1ma0JOH: OMip BU3HAETHCS BUIPABAAHUM — ajie JIMIIE 3
gacoM. KooHi30BaHUX 300paKyl0Th TeposSIMH, a cama ICTopis
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which it was always understood, by the colonized and (this
part implied) the descendants of the colonizer, that what
happened was wrong.

It’s a comforting thing, this narrative, and at my most
susceptible to whatever the West is, | want so dearly to
partake in it. But it’s a fiction, the most malicious kind: a
fiction of moral convenience. Some, maybe most, might
resist the wanting whims of empire, but all must figure out a
way to survive them. And survival is not clean, does not
subscribe to any one narrative. For every victim of
colonialism who resisted, there might be another who, like
countless members of my parents’ and grandparents’
generations, looked to the French and the British and
thought: This is what winners look like. These are the
languages they speak and these are the customs they practice
and if our own children are to have any chance at all they
must become fluent in these things because anything less
than fluency is a sentence to a life of something lesser. It is
this impulse, to give your child a fighting chance at privilege
by immersing them in the myriad languages of the privileged
world, that makes me who | am, that lands me in the
American International School at age eight, writing thank-
you letters to American soldiers. We are all governed by
chance. We are all subjects of distance.

The winter | turned sixteen, my best friend Donny got his
driver’s license. There being not much to do in Doha during
the late 1990s, we spent a lot of weekend nights driving
around aimlessly—over to the drive-thru of the twenty-four-
hour Dairy Queen, or the skeleton of that building by the
Jedda overpass that was halted mid-construction when it
became clear the residents in the upper floors would have an

MOJIAEThCS Yy CIPOLIEHOMY BHIVIAJI: MOBJIAB, yCl, HaBITh HAIAIKU
KOJIOHI3aTOPIB, 3aBX/H PO3YMUIH, L0 Iie OyJI0 HENPABUIIBHO.

3aximHUA HapaTUB — piv BTiHA. | B MOMEHTH, KOJU 51 HaHOiIbIIe
MiJIaf0Cs 4apaM TOro, YUM € (YU TPHUKUAAEThCSA) 3axil, MeHi J0
HECTSIMH XOYeThCsi OyTH HOro 4dacTuHOW. AJsie 1€ BUraJka
HAMMUTIIOro TaTyHKY: BHUTajkKa 3py4yHOi MopaibHOCTi. JlexTo,
MOXJIMBO, OUTBIIICTh, YUHUTH OMIP MPUMXJIMBUM Oa’KaHHIM iMIEpii,
aJie BCl MyCSITh 3HAWUTH CITOCIO BIDKUTU. A BIDKMBAHHS — 1€ HE T€POi3M.
Bono cynepeuwnuBe i HEe BKIAJA€ThCA B KOJEH MPOCTHil crokeT. Ha
KOXXHOT0, XTO OOPOBCS 3 KOJIOHI3aTOPaMH, 3HANIETHCS 1HIINH, XTO, K
YUMallo JitoJied 13 MOKONIHHS MOiX OaThKiB 1 AiIyCiB, AMBHUBCS Ha
¢bpanmy3iB 1 OputanmiB i aymaB: «Ochb K BUTISAIAE CUJA, OCh SIK
BUIJISIIAI0TH [IEPEMOXKIIi; OCh MOBH, SKUMH BOHU TOBOPSITh, OCh 3BUYal,
SIKUX BOHU JIOTPUMYIOTBCS. | SKIIO MU X04eMO, 100 HAIIl JITH MajH
0oJali IKMICh IMAaHC Ha J00pe JKUTTSI, BOHU MOBUHHI BiJIbHO BOJIOITH
nmuMu pedamu.» Came Ie TparHeHHS — JaTH JUTHHI MIaHC Oojait
HAOJIM3UTHCA 10 IPUBLIEHOBAHOTO CBITY — 1 3pOOMIIO MEHE TUM, KUM
s €. BoHO mpuBeno MeHe 10 AMEpHUKAaHCHKOI MIKHAPOIHOI IIKOIH Y
BiCIM POKIB, Jie i MHCAaB JIUCTU-TIOJIKA aMEPUKAHCHKUM cojiiaTtaM. Te,
KHM MU CTAa€EMO, 4acTO BUPIIIYE BUMATOK. A pelITy BU3HAYA€E B1ICTaHb
— MDXK HaMH Ta CBITOM, KU TpUMAE BIafy.

Meni Oyno micTHaaUATh, KoM JloHH1, Miil Halikpamuil Apyr, HapeuTi
OTpUMaB Bojiiichke mocBimueHHsa. Y [loci Hanpukinii 90-X KUTTS HE
HaJATO BUPYBaJO, TOX HAaIll I1'STHUYHI BEYOpU 3BOJMIUCS J0
0€31IbHOIO TUHSAHHS MICTOM — 1HOZ1 MU 3aDKKaiu B HIUHY «Jleipi
KBiH» Mo MOpo3uBo, a iHOJi — /10 3aKUHYTOr0 OETOHHOTO KapKacy Oijs
ectakanu [[xuana, ne OyTIBHUIITBO 3YMUHUIM OJIpa3y MICHsS TOTO, SIK
3’sCyBajoCs, 110 3 BEPXHIX MOBEPXiB Oyie MpsAMUil BUJ Ha Te, 1110 MaJIo
JUIIATHCS 32 MyPOM — MAa€TOK SIKOTOCh IIeixa.
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unobstructed view behind the walls of a sheikh’s

neighboring estate.

One night, near where the Ramada roundabout used to be
(we lived in one of those places where absolutely nobody
used street names or numbers, only landmarks), we came
across a fender bender. Two cars were parked on the side of
the road. The one that had been rear-ended, a Mercedes,
belonged to a man who, by his clothing, was almost certainly
a local. The driver of the Daewoo that had done the rear-
ending was Southeast Asian, likely Indian or Pakistani. We
drove slowly past them, gawking as the man in the Mercedes
stormed out of the car and, in what seemed like one swift
movement, removed one of his sandals, rushed over to the
driver of the Daewoo, and started pummeling him with it.
Traffic slowed, something of a communal spectacle quickly
developed. Passing drivers honked their horns, some kids not
much older than us rolled down their windows and yelled
something, laughing hysterically. We watched, we laughed.
The whole thing must have lasted at most fifteen seconds.
And yet I’ve never stopped thinking about it, about the rage
in one man’s eyes and the fear in the other’s.

It came to me, a long time later, that the Southeast Asian man
had done something worse than dent a fancy car’s bumper.
He had violated the bounds of his assumed nonexistence. In
this place, at this time, people who looked like him were to
be invisible. They could perform labor and be paid wages,
but as vessels of agency beyond the most necessary
transactions, they quite simply did not exist. They were not
subhuman, they were nonhuman, non-anything. To allow
oneself to think otherwise risked having to contend with the
reality that this whole place lived on top of people who

OpnHoro Be4yopa, Aech HEMOAAIIK TOTO MiCIIs, A€ KOJUCH OyJI0 KUTbIeBe
nepexpects Pamaga (MM JKwiM B MICTI, J€ HIXTO B3arajli He
KOPHUCTYBaBCsS Ha3BaMU BYJHUIlb YA HOMEpaMH OYIWHKIB — JIHIIE
OpIEHTHpaMH), MU HaTpanwik Ha aBapito. O0abiy JOPOTHU CTOSIU JBI
maman. Mercedes, y sikuii Bpizanucs 33a1y, HajlexaB, CYIsT9H 3 OISy
BOJisA, MicieBoMy. A oT 3a kepmom Daewoo, sunnoro y JTII, O6ys
gonoBik 13 [liBmeHHo-CximHoi As3ii HMOBiIpHO, iHOYC abo
MakucTaHelb. MU MOBUILHO MPODKIPKATU TOB3, BUTPILIAIOYKCH, K
BOIii aBTOMOOBUIT Mercedes pBy4YKO BHIIIOB 3 MAIIMHH, Maibke
OJIHUM PYXOM 3HSB CaHAaI0, KMHYBCS JO IHIIOTO BOJisS W IMOYaB
raMCeJIUTH HOTo Hero. PyX CTOBIIBHUBCS, 1 BCE IIBUAKO ITEPETBOPUIOCS
Ha CBOEPITHE CHUIbHE BYJIMYHE BHJIOBHUINE. XTOCh CUTHAIHUB, AITH
TPOXHU CTapIli 3a HAC OIMyCKaJH BIKHA i IIOCh BUTYKYBAJH, iICTEPUIHO
CMIIOYHCh. MU TEXK JIUBWINCI W CMILIUCA. YCe 1€ TPHUBaJIo
IOHAKOLIbIIE T’ ATHAALATE CEKYH/. | Bce XK s 10Ci maM’sTaro Ty JIOTh
B 04Yax OJHOTO, 1 CTPax B 0Yax iHIIOTO.

Jlumie 3romom aiinuio: mpoBuHa yomosika 3 IliBmeHHO-CximHoi A3il
Oyna He B TOMY, 1110 BiH IIOM sIB YMiich Joporuii 6ammep. Bin nopymus
HEeMmucaHe MPaBUJI0O — MpaBWiIO HeBUAUMOCTI. TyT, y el uvac, Taki
JIOAM, SIK BiH, MaJd iCHYBaTH JIMIIE SK TJIO: TPAIIOBaTH, MOBYATH,
3HUKATH MICIs cBO€T 3MiHU. BoHU He Oynu «HMXXYMMM» — BOHM OyIu
HIKUM. | BU3HATH TPOTWIIEKHE — O3HAYAJIO MOOAUUTH, IO BCS ISt
CUCTEeMa CTOITh Ha TaKWX, SK BiH. A Jalli BxKe JoBenocs O 3’sCyBaTH,
KOT'0 caMe MU 3aXHIIAaEMO 1 110 HazuBaeMo mopsiakom. Lle Oyo 3ananTto
PU3HUKOBAHO.
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looked just like this man. It risked an indictment of an entire
narrative, a self-told story of being. It risked everything.

I return to the memory of that moment often, the way we
watched and laughed, didn’t think for a second to stop, to
interfere, as the man in the Mercedes assaulted someone
whose existence he had been so rudely forced to
acknowledge. It’s come to shape the way I think about every
country, every community: Whose nonexistence is
necessary to the self-conception of this place, and how
uncontrollable is the rage whenever that nonexistence is
violated?

Somewhere in the basement of my mother’s house in Ottawa
there’s a CD rack I haven’t touched in about a quarter
century. It is, as you’d expect, a truly embarrassing archival
tower of 1990s cultural ephemera: Meatloaf’s second Bat
Out of Hell album; the Letters to Cleo single with the near-
indecipherable chorus; about half a dozen Now That’s What
I Call Music! compilations full of the worst, most earwormy
Brit-pop ever conceived. Among this mess are two Nirvana
records | played to death when | first got my hands on them:
Nevermind and In Utero. (There were no real record stores
in Qatar back in the 1980s and early ’90s, only a small
variety store of sorts on the ground floor of the Doha
Sheraton that, occasionally and inexplicably, sold a random
assortment of CDs.) On the cover of Nevermind, the naked
baby in the pool has been blacked out by a government
censor’s marker; on the cover of In Utero, only the angel’s
head and wings are visible. Such was the experience of
consuming culture throughout my adolescence, a tiring cat-
and-mouse of books and films smuggled into the country
from abroad at great personal risk, of magazines held up to

S wacTo 3ragyro Ieii MOMEHT: SIK MH IPOCTO IMBHIIUCS W CMIsUTHCA,
HaBiTh HA MHUTHh HE MOJYMABIIH 3YMIHHUTH II€, BTPYTUTHCS. Mu i He
3aMUCIIJIMCH, IO TIEPE] HAMHU HE TIPOCTO CBApKa, a IMPOSIB )KOPCTOKOCTI:
TE, K OJMH YOJIOBIK OYB 3MyIICHHI OOATHCS TOTO, IO BiH HPOCTO
icHye, mpaittoe. Biaromi s mopa3y nutaro cede: 9usi «HEMOMITHICTBY iM
noTpiOHa, MO0 BiAYYBATH IF0 BIEBHEHICTh Yy co00i? | HacKiIbKH
HEKOHTPOJIBOBAHUM CTa€ THIB, KOJH ISl «HETOMITHICTE» pPanTOBO
OIHMHSIETHCS B TIOJTi 30PYy?

Jechb y minBani MaMuHOro 0yauHky B OTTaBi npumnaaae muioM cTiika 3
JUCKaMHU, 0 SIKO1 51 He TOPKABCS BXKE YBEPTh CTOMITTA. SIK 1 citig Oyio
OUiKyBaTH, 1€ CYyLJbHA Karcyna copomy 3 90-x: apyruit anb6om Mita
Jloypa «Bat Out of Helly, cunrn «Letters to Cleo» 3 wmaibxke
HEepOo30ipIMBHM MPHUCITBOM; 3 miBAecsaTKa 30ipok «Now That’s What |
Call Music!» Hali3aHyAHIIIOr0 OPUT-TIONY, KUl TUTBKK MOXHA 001
ysutu. Cepen nporo 6e3nany — aBa aucku «Nirvanay, ski st 3aciyxan
70 Iip, MOWHO BOHM TOTpamuin MeHi 1o pyk: «Nevermind» ta «In
Utero». (Y Karapi B 1980-x 1 Ha moyatky 1990-x He Oyno okpemux
MY3UYHMX Mara3uHiB, JIMIIE MaJleHbKUH pI3HONPO(MUILHUN KIOCK Ha
nepuiomy nosepci rotenro «Doha Sheratony», B skomy dac Bim vacy
MPO/IaBAINCh BUITAJIKOBI HAOOpH KOMITaKT-AMCKIB.) Ha oOxmaauHII
«Nevermind» rose HeMOBJs B GaceliHi MPHUKPUTO YOPHOK CMYTOO,
HaKJIEEHOIO 1IeH30poM; Ha oOkmaauHI «In Utero» BumHoO nwuiie rojioBy
Ta Kpuia aHrena. Came Tak s BiAKpuBaB Juid cebe Bce 3apyOikHe,
OyAyyd MIAJTITKOM: BHCH@XIUBOI TIPOK B «KIMIKU-MHILKH» 3
KHIKKaMH Ta GiIbMaMu, 110 KOHTpaOaH/1010 3aBO3WIINCS 3-32 KOPAOHY
3 BENWYE3HUM PU3HKOM. MU TIAHOCHIHN XYPHAIH 1O JIAaMIHM B HaJil
PO3IMBUTHCS XOTh IIOCH Kpi3b YOPHWIO IeH3ypu. | mpu npomy
BCEpE/MHI HAKOMHMYyBaBCS OE€3CHIMI THIB Ha SIKOTOCh OE3JIMKOTro
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the light bulb in the hopes of seeing through the black ink,
of this impotent rage at some anonymous government hack
who was deciding what was too dangerous for me to hear, to
watch, to read. (I learned later that the chief government
censor during those years was the mother of one of my
closest friends—just the sweetest woman.) Brought up this
way, | held on to the thought that elsewhere, in the part of
the world where these books and films and songs that so
shaped my life were made, things were different.

The mind outlines better than it shades. England, Canada,
the United States, the West, these places—or rather ideas of
places—became in my imagination the negative space of all
I despised about the Middle East: the repression, the sheer
docility expected of everyone on all matters political or
social, the gaggle of idiot Dear Leaders whose embellished
jawlines were plastered on most every vertical public
surface. (I remember one visit back to Egypt where, upon
leaving the airport and driving through the streets of Cairo, |
looked out the window and saw a giant billboard with
President Hosni Mubarak’s beaming face drawn on it, and a
note from a sycophantic businessman congratulating him on
winning the election. The election was still four months
away.) All I knew about the other side of the planet, all |
needed to know, was that it wasn’t like this. In the unfree
world, the free world isn’t a place or a policy or a way of
living; it’s a negation. National anthems and military
flyovers and little flag lapel pins are all well and good, but
for a life stunted by a particular kind of repression, the
driving force will never be toward something better, but
away from something worse. The harbor never as safe as the
water is cold.

YHMHOBHHKA, SIKMI BHPIIIyBaB, [0 MEHI MOYKHA OAYHUTH i YNTATH, a 1110
— ui. (Ili3Hime s gi3HABCA, M0 TOJIOBHUM YPSIOBUM I[EH30POM Y Ti
poku Oylia MaTh OIHOTO 3 MOIX HAWONMKYMX ApPY3iB — MPOCTO
HaiiMuia xiHka.) Bupicim Tak, s TpuMaBcst IyMKH, 10 JI€Ch TaM, Y
Tii YaCTHHI CBITY, J€¢ CTBOPIOBAIMCH Ti KHIMKKH, (QIIbMU W MICHI, SIKI
TakK (POPMYBAIM MOE JKUTTSI, yce OyII0 1HaKIIIe.

Mo30K Kpalile OKpeciIroe KOHTYpH, HixK nepeaae Tini. Anriis, Kanana,
CIIA, 3axig — 1i Miciisl, TOYHIIIE HaBiTh iXHI ysIBHI 00pa3u, — B HUX
st 0a4iB MOBHY MPOTUJICKHICTh TOMY, III0 BUKJIMKAIO B MEHE OTH]ly Ha
brmuspkomy Cxopmi: perpecii, moKopa, SKOi YeKaau BiJl KOKHOTO B yCIX
MOJIITMYHUX 1 COLIaNbHUX MUTaHHSAX, Ta IIila 3rpasg Oe3rTy3aux
«IIAHOBAHMX BOXIIBY», YHUI BIJIPETYIIOBaHI MiI0OPIANS BKPHBAIA
Maiike KOXKHY BepTHKanbHy noBepxHio. ([Ipuragyro oany moizaky mo
€runty: MU BUDKIDKAIM 3 aeporopry, ixamu Byaumsmu Kaipa, 1 4
TTOMITHB BEJIMUE3HHUH O17100p 31 CSIFOUUM OOTMYUSM MTPE3UICHTa X OCH1
Mybapaka Ta 3amMCKO0 BiJ Miia0y3HUKa-013HECMEHA 3 BITAHHIMH 3
MePEeMOroro Ha BUOOpax, 10 AKUX 3THUINANOCS e YOTUPH Micslli.) Yce,
110 51 3HAB MPO TOW 1HIIMI 01K MJIaHETH — 1 BCe, 10 MeH1 Tpeba Oyso
3HATH, — II€ T€, 1[0 TaM He Tak. B yMoBax HECBOOOAM «BITbHUHN CBIT»
— 1€ He reorpa(iyHa TOYKa Yu CIociO KUTTS, a pajIie IPOTUIEKHICTh
yCbOMY HaBKOJIO. ['IMHM, NMpOJBOTH JITaKiB Ha Mapajax 1 MaJeHbKi
MparopIi B NETIIHIIX — yce Iie 1o0pe, aje JUis JIFOJAUHHU, KUTTS SIKOT
CIIOTBOPEHE pEIpecisiMU, PYIIIHHOI CHIIOK € He Mpis Mpo Kpaiie, a
Oa’kaHHSI BTEKTHU BiJ ripuioro. He Tak mputarye Ge3nedyHa raBaHb, sIK
BIJIIITOBXYE XOJIO] BOJIH.
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I wanted for that other place. | wanted for the part of the
world where | believed there existed a fundamental kind of
freedom. The freedom to become something better than
what you were born into, the freedom that comes with an
inherent fairness of treatment under law and order and
social norm, the freedom to read and write and speak
without fear. And more than any of these things, the
freedom to be left alone.

It was an impulse that remained with me through the very
dark years of my early adulthood. It remained even during
the War on Terror years where, first as a college student and
then for ten years as a journalist, | saw the terrible wrath of
the place, saw it obliterate hundreds of thousands of people
with names and ethnicity and religion like mine, knew for
certain that there were deep ugly cracks in the bedrock of
this thing called “the free world.” And yet I believed the
cracks could be fixed, that the thing at the core, whatever it
was, was salvageable. Until the fall of 2023. Until the
slaughter.

Beginning in October of that year, the Israeli military, at the
direction of the country’s government and with the support
of the vast majority of the Western world’s political power
centers, enacted a campaign of active genocide against the
Palestinian people, one of the most openly, wantonly vicious
campaigns in the near-century-long occupation, and easily
the most well documented.

On October 7, 2023, armed groups led by Hamas’s military
wing launched a coordinated attack on multiple cities near
the Israeli-occupied Gaza Strip. Fighters killed 1,195 people,
of which 815 were civilians, according to an analysis by
Agence France-Presse, including at least 282 women and 36
children. They abducted more than 250 people. It was a

S MpisB mpo IHIIUK Kpalk — MpoO Ty YACTHUHY CBITY, 1€, SIK 5 BIpUB, €
cnpaBxkHi cBoOoma. CBoboma camMoMy BHpINIYBaTH, KM OyTH, i
I THATHUCS BUILE 33 CBOE TIOXOKEHH; CBO0OO/Ia KUTH Y CYCHIILCTBI 3
PIBHUM 1 CIIpaBEJIMBUM CTaBJICHHSM 3a 3aKOHOM 1 IOPSIKOM; CBOOOIa
YUTaTH, MUCATH Ta TOBOpUTH Oe3 crpaxy. | moHaxm yce —cBobona

JIIOAVHU, SAKY 3aJITUIIAIIN B CIIOKO1.

Ile G6axaHHa TpUManOCs 32 MEHE HaBiTh y HaWTEMHILI POKH, KOIH 5
TIIBKK CTaBaB JopociuM. BoHO He 3HMKIO W mifg dvac Bitinu 3
mepopusMoMm: CIIEpITy — KOJHU st OyB CTYJCHTOM, a 3r0JIOM MPOTSATOM
JIECSATH POKIB K JKYPHAIICT — s 0AYWB CTPAIIHUK THIB TOI'O CaMOro
«BUTBHOTO CBITY» Ta WOTO 3/1aTHICTh CTHPATH 3 JIULS 3€MJII COTHI THCSY
TOJIeH 13 TAKUMU CaMUMH IMEHaMU, TIOXOKEHHSIM 1 BIpOIO, SIK Y MEHE.
51 po3ymiB, 10 HOTr0o PyHAaMEHT TPILUTH MO IIBAX, IO IiJ i€ 11e€10
XOBAIOThCS TIMOOKI ¥ MOTBOpHI po3ioMu. I Bce-Taku BipuB, IO IIi
TPIIIMHA MOKHA 3aJlaTaTH, IO B CaMiil CYTi IIbOTO CBITY € IIIOCh, IO
MO>KHa BpsATyBaTu. Tak TpuBano ax /10 oceHi 2023-ro. [{o pizaHuHU.

[TounHaroun 3 MKOBTHSI TOTO POKY 13pailibcbka apMis — 3a BKa31BKOIO
CBOIO ypsAy Ta 3a MIATPUMKU HEepeBaXHOI OLIBIIOCTI MOJITHUYHHUX
LEHTPIB BJaJW 3aX1JHOTO CBITY — PO3TrOpHYJa KaMIaHil0 aKTUBHOTO
TeHOIMJly TNPOTH MajJecTUHChbKOoro Haponxy. lle Oyma oxHa 3
HaNBIJBEPTIIINX, HAMCBaBUIbHIMINX 1 HAIDKOPCTOKIIINX aKIid 3a Maiike
CTOJIITHIO OKYMaIlito i, 6e3mepeuHo, HalOLIbII 3310KyMEHTOBAHA.

7 x0oBTHs 2023 poky 30poiiHi 3aroHH 111 MPOBOJOM BIiCEKOBOTO KpHJia
XAMACy 3aiiicHIIN CKOOPAWHOBAaHUH Hala/| Ha KUJIbKa MICT IOOJIHU3Y
Cekropa ['a3u, oxynoBanoro I3painem. 3a manumu Agence France-
Presse, 6otioBuku BOumu 1 195 mrozaeit, 3 skux 815 Oynu NUBIUILHUMU,
cepes HUX HioHaiiMeHmIe 282 xiHKU Ta 36 miTed. Y 3apydHuKH Oyso
3axoruieHo moHas 250 oci6. Ile Oyma kpuBaBa pizaHWHA, BIAIITOBaHA
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bloodbath, orchestrated by exactly the kind of entity that
thrives in the absence of anything resembling a future.

Immediately afterward, Israel began a campaign of
obliteration throughout Gaza. Almost all the region’s 2.3
million residents have been displaced. Virtually every
school, hospital, and university was either damaged or
destroyed. The deliberate withholding of aid and destruction
of infrastructure have resulted in widespread famine and
death by disease. Over and over, residents were ordered from
their neighborhoods into “safe zones” and then wiped out
there. Some people are afforded precision in death, but not
these: there is no accurate count of the murdered. There may
never be.

When next this happens (and it will happen, again and again,
because a people remain under occupation and because the
relative compelling powers of both revenge and
consequence warp beyond recognition once one has been
made to bury their child), this same framing can always be
used. The barbarians instigate and the civilized are forced to
respond. The starting point of history can always be shifted,
such that one side is always instigating, the other always
justified in response.

Words exist only in hindsight; time passes over and around
them like water along a canyon floor. In the year or so
between when | write these words and when they are
published, perhaps so many innocent people will have been
killed, so many mass graves discovered, that it will not be so
controversial to state plainly what is plainly known. But for
now we argue, in this part of the world, the part not reduced
to rubble, about how words make us feel. It’s a kind of
pastime. Almost every day an influential opinion columnist
or think tank expert or spokesperson for the president of the

caMe THM YIpyHOBaHHSM, SIKE ITPOIIBITAE 3a BIJACYTHOCTI 00ail SKOTOCh
MaiOyTHBOTO.

Oppasy micis 1poro [Bpainme po3modaB KammaHilo TOTaIbHOTO
3HUIIeHHS B ycboMy Cekrtopi ['azu. Maibke Bci 2,3 MUJIbIOHA JKUTEIIB
periony Oynau 3MYIICHI 3aJIMIOUTH CBOi JOMIBKH. IIpakTHUHO KOXKHA
1IKoJja, JIKapHsS Ta YyHIBepcuTeT Oyau abo TMOIIKOMKeHi, abo
3pyiiHOBaHi. CBimome OJOKyBaHHS TyMaHITapHOI JOMOMOTH Ta
pyiiHyBaHHS 1HOPACTPYKTYPH CIPUIMHIIIA MAaCOBUH T'OJIOA 1 CMEPTI Bif
XBOp00. 3HOBY i 3HOBY MEIIKAHIIIB BUTAHSUIH 31 CBOiX KBapTaliB 0
«Oe3neuHuX 30H» 1 3HHINYBaIM BXe TaM. JlexTo momupae 3
XIpyprivyHOIO0 TOYHICTIO, aji¢ He IIi JIFOU: TOYHOTO MiIpaxyHKy BOUTHX
HeMae. MOKITUBO, HOT0 HIKOJIU 1 He Oyne.

Komm 11e cranerbes 3HOBY (a 1€ CTaHETbes — 0O OJMH HApOJ 1 jJaii
YKUBE 1] OKYTIaIli€l0, a CUJIa TOMCTH U BTpaTa BIUYTTS HACIIKIB MiCIs
TOro, SIK TeOe 3MYCHJIM XOBaTH BJIACHY JUTHHY, BUXOIATH 32 MEXI
3II0pPOBOTO  TJYy31y), TPOJYyHAE T€ caMe TMOSCHCHHS: BapBapu
HanaJxaloTh, IUBLTI30BaHI 3MymieHi Bigmosigatu. I[lodatok ictopil
3aBXKJIM MOXHA MEPECYHYTH TaK, 00 OJIHA CTOPOHA [II0pa3y BUTJIsIIajIa
arpecopom, a iHiia — TUM, XTO J1€ 3 HE0OX1THOCTI.

3HaYeHHS CJIIB CTa€ OYECBUIHUM JIMILE TICIS Tpareiii; 4ac Tedye Haj
HUMHM 1 JOBKOJIa HUX, MOB BOJA 10 JTHY KaHbHOHY. 3a piK 4M OJIU3BKO
TOr0, 110 MHUHE MDK IIMM MOMEHTOM 1 MyOJIKalli€lo LHUX PSAIKIB,
MOXJIMBO, OyJieé BOMTO CTIIbKM HEBHUHHHUX JIOJIEH, 3HANICHO CTIIbKU
OpaTCbKMX MOTMJ, L0 Ha3UBaTH peyl CBOIMU IMEHAMH BXKE€ HE
3/1aBaTUMETHCS TAKUM CYNEPEUSIUBUM. A TYT, Y YaCTHHI CBITY, Ky HE
NEPEeTBOPEHO Ha PYiHM, MM CIIEpeYaEMocsl Mpo Te, [Ki MOYyTTS
BUKJIUKaIOThH cioBa. Lle cBoro poay posara. Jlenp He MOAHS SIKUNUCH
BIUTMBOBUHM KOJIYMHICT, €KCIEPT 3 aHANITUYHOTO LIEHTPY YU PEYHHMK
npesugenta CIIIA ynae oOypeHHs THM, sIK 0ojsiue 3BydaTh cjoBa Ha
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United States will feign outrage at how hurtful words such
as “genocide” and “occupation” are, how disparaging, how
uncouth.

I have seen, almost daily, for months, images of children
mutilated, starved to death, executed. Bodies in pieces.
Parents burying limbs.

In time, there will be nothing particularly controversial about
using these words to describe the things they were created to
describe. (The very history of the word “genocide,” meant
as a mechanic of forewarning rather than some after-the-fact
resolution, is littered with instances of the world’s most
powerful governments going to whatever lengths they can to
avoid its usage, because usage is attached to obligation. It
was never intended to be enough to simply call something
genocide: one is required to act.) Once far enough removed,
everyone will be properly aghast that any of this was allowed
to happen. But for now, it’s just so much safer to look away,
to keep one’s head down, periodically checking on the
balance of polite society to see if it is not too troublesome
yet to state what to the conscience was never unclear.

In the coming years there will be much written about what
took place in Gaza, the horrors that have been meticulously
documented by Palestinians as they happened and
meticulously brushed aside by the major media apparatus of
the Western world. As it stands, the death toll is quite
literally uncountable—tens or hundreds of thousands of
people, likely tens or hundreds of thousands more to be
found under the rubble, or wasted away from disease and
starvation imposed by an occupation force that seeks,
actively and for all to see, their expulsion or else
extermination. Here, when we name the dead, when we

KIITAIT «TEHOIUI» 1 «OKyHallis» — HaATO 00pa3yMBi, HEAOPEYHI,
HENPUIHSATHI.

S GauuB Maibke MIOAHS, MPOTATOM OaraThOX MICSIIB, 300paKCHHS
JiTeld — MOHIBEYCHUX, 3aMOPEHHMX TOJIOJIOM, CTPAaYeHHX; PO3ipBaHi
Tija; OaThKIB, SIKI 3MYIIEHI KJIACTH B MOTHIIY T€, IO 3aJUIINIOCS Bl
IXHIX JiTEMN.

3 YacoM y BXKMBaHHI IHX CIiB YXe He OyJe HIYoro 0ocoOIUBO
CYNEpEewIMBOr0 — BOHM IIPOCTO ONMMUCYBATUMYTh T€, Ul 4Oro i Oyiu
crBoperi. (Y camiili icropii cioBa «reHOLMI», SKE O3HAYAIO
nornepeKyBaIbHUN MEXaHi3M, a He MOCT()AKTYMHE BUPILLIEHHS, TIOBHO
MPUKIIAIIB TOTO, SIK HAWBIUIMBOBIIII YPSIIN CBITY pOOMIIN BCE MOIINBE,
o0 YHHKHYTH HOro BXXKHMBaHHS — OO0 CJIOBa HECyThb 3a CO0OI0
30608’ 13aHHs. Moro Hikonu He GyI0 IOCTATHBO IIPOCTO BHIOIOCHTH:
SKILO Ha3UBAa€UI I0OCh T€HOLUA0M, TH 30008’ s13aHuil aiatu.) Ko mune
JOCTaTHRO Yacy, BCi OYIyTh CEpHO3HO OOypeHi THM, IO I B3arami
MOTJIM JOMYCTUTU. AJie Hapas3l HabaraTo OesneyHille — BiJIBECTH
MOTJIAN, TPUMATH TOJOBY HHU3BKO ONYIICHOK, dYac B dacy
NEPEBIPSIOYN: YU HE CTAJIO BXKE HAATO HE3PYYHO BIWJIMBO CKa3aTH Te,
10 I COBICT1 HIKOJIM HE OYJIO HESICHUM.

VY HacTynHi poku Oy/ie HalyucaHo YuMalIo Ipo Te, o cranocs B ['a3i —
PO JKaxH, K1 NAJIECTUHI pETEeJIbHO (PIKCYBaM B pealbHOMY yaci i sKi
TaK caMO PEeTeNIbHO IFHOpYBAIKCS MPOBiAHMMHU Menia 3axoxay. Hapasi
KUTBKICTh 3aru0nx OyKBaJIbHO HEMOXKIIMBO MOpPAXyBaTH: ECATKH a00
COTHI TUCSY JIIOJIEH, a MOXKJIUBO, 1€ CTIJIBKH K JIEKaTh ITij 3aBajlaMu
Yy 3arMHYJIM B MyKax Bl Toiony M XBOpoO, CIPUUYMHEHHX
OKYTaliHHUMHU CHJIaMH, 10 BIIKPUTO U IUIECHIPSIMOBAHO MPArHyTh iX
BUTHAHHS, 200 TOBHOT0 3HUILEHHS. TyT, KOJIM MU Ha3UBAEMO 3aru0JIHX,
3aBEJICHO OKPEMO BKa3yBaTH KUIBKICTh YOUTHX IiTE€H, 0O YOJOBIKH
aBTOMaTMYHO BB@KAIOTHCS TEPOPUCTAMM, a SKIHKM MOTCHLIHHUMHU
TepOpUCcTKamMH abo, IpUHAaWMHI, TUMH, XTO 3/1aTeH HapoauTu ix. [I{o 6
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name these dead in particular, it is customary to note the
number of children obliterated, because the men are assumed
to be terrorists and the women might be terrorists or at the
very least go on to create them. Whatever mainstream
Western liberalism is—and | have no useful definition of it
beyond something at its core transactional, centered on the
magnanimous, enlightened image of the self and the
dissonant belief that empathizing with the plight of the
faraway oppressed is compatible with benefiting from the
systems that oppress them—it subscribes to this calculus.
People go to see the president in the White House for what
they know is only a meaningless photo op and yet, in the
hopes of getting him to see, to do something, anything, they
show him pictures of the mangled bodies of children. It
doesn’t work. There is no transaction to be had; these dead
kids offer nothing in return.

But this is not an account of that carnage, though it must in
its own way address it, if only to uphold the most pathetic,
necessary function of this work: witness. This is an account
of something else, something that, for an entire generation
of not just Arabs or Muslims or Brown people but rather all
manner of human beings from all parts of the world,
fundamentally changed during this season of completely
preventable horror. This is an account of a fracture, a
breaking away from the notion that the polite, Western
liberal ever stood for anything at all.

To maintain belief in what is commonly called the rules-
based order requires a tolerance for disappointment. It’s not
enough to subscribe to the idea that there exist certain
inflexible principles derived from what in the parlance of
America’s founding documents might be called self-evident
truths, and that the basic price of admission to civilized

TaM HE O3HayaB JOMIHYIOYHMH 3aXiTHHWH Ji0epayizM — JUIsi MEHE IIe
IOCh Ha KINTAJIT MHUCJICHHS 3a MPHHIIMIIOM BUTOJH, JIe¢ TOJOBHE —
MiITPUMYBaTH 00pa3 J0OpOYECHOr0, POCBITICHOTO «sI» W BOJIHOYAC
BIpUTH, III0 MOXHAa IIUPO CIIBYYBAaTH NPUTHOOJNCHUM, HE
BIIMOBJISIFOUKCH BiJI TIEpeBar, sKi J1a€ CUCTeMa IXHbOTO MPUTHIYCHHS. |
TakKa JIOTiKa 9yJ0BO BIIMCYETHCS B 3arajbHy KapTUHY. Jlroau HayTh 10
npesugeHTa B bumit gim, 3Har4M, MO 1€ Jume O0e33MiCTOBHA
¢dotocecis, 1 Bce kK y Haii, 0 BiH TOOAYHTh, IOCh 3pOOUTH — OOalt
0Ch, — TMOKa3yioTh oMy (ororpadii 3HiBeueHux Tin mited. Lle He
npamroe. Lli MepTBi MiTH HIYOrO HE 3MIHIOIOTh — JJII CUCTEMHU BOHU
MapHi, 60 B)Ke€ HIYOT0 HE CKaXXKyTh 1 HIYOTO HE MOMPOCSTh.

AJne 1e He pO3MOoBigsL MPO camy OiiHIO. XO04 SK HE XOYeThCH,
JIOBOJIUTHCSL MpO Hei 3rajaTy — Xoya O Jjd TOro, 1od MpocTo
3adikcyBaTH, 1o 11e craiocs. Ta e Tekct — npo ixme. [1po e, sK mix
9ac LBOro Kaxy, SKOro MOKHa OyJlI0 YHUKHYTH, II0Ch O€3MIOBOPOTHO
3MIHWJIOCS JUIsl LIJIOTO MOKOJIIHHA — He Jiuiie apaliB, MyCyJlIbMaH M
BuxiamiB i3 bmnuszpkoro Cxony, IliBaennoi A3ii uym JlaTuHCBHKOI
AMepukH, a mis Jrofed 3 ycboro cBiTy. Lls ictopis mpo 3imam, mpo
OCTaTOYHY BTpATy BipH B Te, 1110 TaK 3BaHUM «3axiAHUH J1iGepa» Kou-
HeOy/b CrIpaB/ii BUCTYIIAB 3a 10Ch.

o6 30epiratu Bipy B Te, IO 3aBEJCHO HA3MBATU «IIOPSJIKOM,
3aCHOBAaHUM Ha IpPaBUJIaX», MOTPIOHO OYTH FOTOBUM JI0 pO34apyBaHb.
HenocratHbo npocTo BipuTH, 1110 iICHYIOTh IEBHI HEMOPYILIHI IPUHIIAITN
— Ti cami, SKI B aMEpHUKAHCHKIA TMOMITUYHIA MOBI Ha3UBaOTh
CaMOOYEBHIHUMH ICTUHAMH, — 1 III0O OCHOBHOIO I[IHOIO UWIEHCTBAa B
[UBLITI30BAHOMY CYCHUIBCTBI € TOTOBHICTh POOUTH BCE HEOOXITHE IS
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society is to do whatever is necessary to uphold these
principles. One must also believe that, no matter the day-to-
day disappointments of political opportunism or corruption
or the cavalcade of anesthetizing lies that make up the bulk
of most every election campaign, there is something solid
holding the whole endeavor together, something greater. For
members of every generation, there comes a moment of
complete and completely emptying disgust when it is
revealed there is only a hollow. A completely malleable
thing whose primary use is not the opposition of evil or
administration of justice but the preservation of existing
power. History is a debris field of such moments. They arrive
in the form of British and French soldiers to the part of the
world I’m from. They come to the Salvadorans and Chileans
and Iranians and Vietnamese and Cambodians in the form of
toppled governments and coups over oil revenue and villages
that had to be burned to the ground to save them from some
otherwise terrible fate. They arrived at the turn of the
twentieth century to Hawaii (the U.S. apologized for the
overthrow of the Hawaiian government—almost a hundred
years later). They come to the Indigenous population
eradicated to make way for what would become the most
powerful nation on earth, and to the Black population forced
in chains to build it, severed from home such that, as James
Baldwin said, every subsequent generation’s search for
lineage arrives, inevitably, not at a nation or a community,
but a bill of sale. And at every moment of arrival the details
and the body count may differ, but in the marrow there is
always a commonality: an ambitious, upright, pragmatic
voice saying, Just for a moment, for the greater good, cease
to believe that this particular group of people, from whose
experience we are already so safely distanced, are human.

JTOTPUMAHHS WX MPUHIKITIB. Tpeda TakoX BIpUTH, 110 MOMPH II0ICHH]
pO34apyBaHHs NOJITHYHUHA  OMOPTYHI3M, KOPYMIIIO, MOTIK
3aCTIOKIAIMBO1T OpeXHi, 3 AKOI CKJIAJIa€ThCs OUIBIIICTh MTEPEABUOOPUNX
KaMIIaH1il — iCHY€E LI0Ch CIIPaB)XHE, OCH OLIbIIE, 1[0 TPUMAE BCIO 1[I0
KOHCTPYKIIiF0. AJIe Y KOXXHOMY IOKOJIiHHI HaCTa€ MOMEHT TJIMOOKOTO
pO34apyBaHHsI, KOJHU CTa€ OYEBUIHO: 332 BCIMa CIIOBAMU ¥ TPUHIIUTIAMU
— JUIIe MopokHeua; 6e3¢opMHA Maca, TOJOBHE NMPU3HAYEHHS SIKOT
MOJISITAa€ HE B IPOTUCTOSHHI 31Ty UM 3/11HCHEHH] IPAaBOCY IS, @ B IMiIMiH1
Ta MPUKPUTTI HOTO CHPaBXHBOI CyTi. IcTOpis — 1e CyliabHe Moje
3MaMaHUX UTI031d. Y MOeMy perioHi mi imro3ii pyiHYyBamucs, KOJIU
NpuXoaAuiau OpUTaHCBbKI W (paHIy3bKi conaatu. BoHu 3’gBisiucs
mopa3y IMo-pi3HOMY: SK TEPEBOPOTH, SK 3HHINCHI cella, SK YPsIu,
CKHHYTI B 00poThOi 3a KOHTponb Haj HadTow. [lo campBagopIIiB,
YWTINAIIB, 1paHIlB, B’€THAMIIB 1 KamMOOKIWIIB — yci mi momii
B1I0YBaNUCs MiJ BUIISJIOM «PATYBalbHOD» omepamii. [lpuiinum i 1o
I'aBaiB — Ha Mexi XX croumitts. CIIIA Bubaunmmcs, ajne... Maike 4epes
CTO pOKiB. BoHM MpUXOJATH M0 KOPIHHOTO HACEJIECHHS, BUHHILEHOTO,
abW 3BUIBHUTH MiCII€ JJISi THX, XTO 3TOJIOM CTaHE HAWMOTYTHIIIOO
HAI[I€IO0 Y CBITI; 10 TEMHOIIKIPOTO HACEJIEHHS, TPUBEICHOTO B KaiijaHax
JUTsL 11 3BEJIEHHSI — BIJIPBAHOTO BiJ JIOMY HACTUIbKH, IO, SIK MHCAaB
JlxeliMc bBonaBiH, KOXKHE HACTyNHE TOKOJIHHS, LIYKAIOYU CBOE
KOPIHHS, 3pEIITOI0 3HAXOAUTh HE KpaiHy ¥ HE CIUIBHOTY, a JIOKYMCHT
po Te, 3a CKUIbKM Oyno mpojaHo Horo mpenka. I mopa3zy — pi3Hi
KpaiHu, pi3Hl uudpu, pi3Hi 00JMYYs, — aje B CaMOMY OCepJil Bce
noBTOpIO€eThCs. JlyHae ToMl caMuii XOJNOAHMIA, palliOHATIBHUN TOJIOC,
SIKAW KaXxKe:

— 3apajau BUIIOI METH, JTUIIIE HA MUTh, TPUITUHITH BBAXKATHU IUX JIFOJIEH
TroabpMU. BoHUM 11 Hac y)ke JaBHO 9yXKi, IECh TaM, JTAJEKO.
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Now, for a new generation, the same moment arrives. To
watch the leader of the most powerful nation on earth
endorse and finance a genocide prompts not a passing kind
of disgust or anger, but a severance. The empire may claim
fear of violence because the fear of violence justifies any
measure of violence in return, but this severance is of
another kind: a walking away, a noninvolvement with the
machinery that would produce, or allow to produce, such
horror. What has happened, for all the future bloodshed it
will prompt, will be remembered as the moment millions of
people looked at the West, the rules-based order, the shell of
modern liberalism and the capitalistic thing it serves, and
said: | want nothing to do with this.

Here, then, is an account of an ending.
CHAPTER TWO
WITNESS

In the pauses between onslaught, they arrive at what’s left of
the hospitals, missing limbs, skin burned away, maggots
crawling out of the wounds. The medics are forced to create
a new acronym for them. WCNSF—Wounded Child, No
Surviving Family.

Montreal, 1998:

For the first sixteen years of my life, | have no sense of what
winter can be.

Montreal is not a forgiving initiation. 1 remember standing
near the Roddick Gates on Sherbrooke Street, at the foot of
the McGill University campus, waiting on a friend. Early

Tenep meli camMuii MOMEHT HAcTa€ JUIsi HOBOTO ITOKOJIIHHSL.
Crocrepiratu, SK Jijep HaMOTYTHIIIOI AEp)KaBU CBITY CXBAJIO€ i
(hiHaHCYE TeHOIU I, — 1€ BUKIMKAE HE MPOCTO OTHUY YH 3JIICTh, IO 3
4acoM MHUHA€, a TOBHUN po3puB. IMmepis MOKe MOCHIIATUCS HA CTpax
— aJpKe cTpax Mmepe1 HaCUILCTBOM BUIIPABIOBYE OY/Ib-5KEe HACHIBLCTBO
y BIAMOBiL. AJie 1Iell pO3pUB — 30BCIM IHIIIOTO MOPSIKY: 1€ BIAXI,
BIICTOPOHEHHS, HeOakaHHS MaTH 00Jail MOCh CHIJIbHE 3 MEXaHI3MOM,
10 TOPOJIXKYeE ab0 MOITycKae Takuii xkax. Te, o cramocs — 1 CKUTBKH O
KpPOBI1 HE MPOJIIIIOCS I1I€ Yepe3 1€ — 3ATUIIUTHCS B TIaM’SIT1 IK MOMEHT,
KOJM MUIBHOHHM JIIOACH TIOAMBIIIMCSA Ha 3axil, Ha «IOPSIOK,
3aCHOBaHUN Ha TMpaBWIax», Ha TOPOXKHIO OOOJOHKY CY4YacHOTO
mibepaniaMy ¥ KamiTalmiCTUYHY CYTHICTh, SIKIH BiH CIIy’)KUTh, — 1
CKa3allu:

— 51 He Xxouy MaTH 3 UM HI1YOT'O CIIUJIBHOTO.

OTxe, 11e — PO3MOBiAb MPO KiHEIIb.
PO3ILI APYT UM
CBIJIOK

VY nmepepBax MiX 00cTpilaMd BOHM JOOUpAIOTHCS N0 TOTrO, IO
JUIIWIIOCS B1J JIIKAPEHB: MOpaHeH1 JITH — 0e3 KIHIIBOK, 31 MIKIPOIo,
00ropijoro 10 caMuX M’sI31B, 13 paHaMH, 3 IKUX BUIIOB3al0Th OMAPHILIL.
Menaukam JTOBOIUTHCS 3ampoBaguTH HOBY aOpesiatypy: WCNSF —
Wounded Child, No Surviving Family («ropanena qutusa, 0e3 »HBUX
POIUYIBY).

Moupeans, 1998:

[lepuri IiCTHAAUATE POKIB MOTO XKHUTTS sI HE MaB YSIBJICHHS, 1[0 TaKe
CIIPaB)KHS 3UMa.

MoHupeaib o1ipa3y Kuae B ryuty noaiid. [lam’srato, sk cTosiB 01151 BOPIT
Popnika Ha Bynumi HlepOpyk, 011 NIAHDKKS KaMIycy YHIBEpCUTETY
Makrijuta, 4yekaioun Ha japyra. IlouaToxk rpyaHs: mepur mo-
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December: the first really cold days. My parents and | had
only just arrived in Canada three months earlier. On my last
morning in Qatar, the temperature was set to reach a high
somewhere in the 40s Celsius, the 110s Fahrenheit. Now,
magnified by this thing called wind chill that I’d never heard
of before, Montreal dips to 30 or 40 below zero, where the
distinction between Celsius and Fahrenheit doesn’t much
matter anymore. | stand on the sidewalk, trying to
understand how anyone can live like this. I’d forgotten my
hat at home; | cover my ears and shake my head, like
someone refusing to hear bad news.

Immigration is barely a phenomenon of physical or cultural
geography; the landscape marks the smallest change. In the
Middle East I’d seen North Americans and Europeans arrive
and immediately cocoon themselves into gated compounds
and gated friendships. So normalized was this walling off
that a Westerner could spend decades in a place like Qatar
and only briefly contend with the inconvenience of their host
nation’s ways of living.

(It would come as a genuine surprise to me, years later, when
I came to the West and found that this precise thing was a
routine accusation lobbed at people from my part of the
world. We simply did not do enough to learn the language,
the culture. We stubbornly refused to assimilate.)

CIPaBKHbOMY XO0JIOAH1 JH1. Mu 3 6aTbkamu npuixanu 1o Kanamau muie
Tpu Micsi ToMy. B octanniit miif panok y Karapi temneparypa mana
nigastucs 10 40 3a Lenbciem, aeck 1o 110 3a @apenreiitom. A TyT yce
30MBa€ 3 HIr — XOJIOJ, ITOCUJIEHHI SIBHILEM, SIKE HasuBacThcs wind
chill*1. Mopo3 y Momnpeani csaraB 1o minyc 30—40 °C, i pisHuIA Mixk
Lenbciem Ta @apeHTEUTOM yKe HE Ma€ KOJHOTO 3HA4YCHHS. S CTOIO Ha
TpoTyapi W Hamararocs 30arHyTH, K TYT y3araji XTOCh JKHBE. 3a0yB
BJIOMa IIANKy, MPUKPUBAID ByXa PyKaMH i MOXUTYIO T'OJIOBOIO, HIOH
B1JIMOBJISIFOCH TIOYYTH TIOTaHY HOBHUHY.

Immirparniss maiike He cTOCyeThCs aHi (i3MYHOI, aHi KYJIbTYPHOI
reorpadii; maramadT 3a3Hae HaltMeHHX 3MiH. Ha bim3skomy Cxoni st
0auMB, SK IMBHIYHOAMEPHUKAHIII W €BPONEHINl TPHI3AUIN 1 Maibke
0JIpa3y 3aMUKAJHCS y JKUTTI 32 MApKaHOM — Y 3aKPUTHX JKUTIOBHX
KOMIUIEKCaX 1 By3bKOMY Kouti 3HaioMcTB. Lls 13omsmist Oyna HACTUIBKU
3BHYHOI0, IO BOHM MOTJIM TPOXHTH Bce XHUTTA B Karapi, He
NepeiMalounch TUM, SIK )KUBYTh KaTapili.

(Kinbka pokiB moTomy, Bik€ Ha 3ax0[i, /Ul MEHE CTallo CHpPaBXHIM
BIIKPUTTSIM, 1[0 CaM€ B I[bOMY — B 130JI5I1[11 — 3BUHYBa4yIOTh BUXI1/III1B
13 MOro periony. MoBIIsIB, MM HEJOCTATHBO ITPArHEMO BUBYUTH MOBY YU
KYJIbTYpPY, BOEPTO BIAMOBIISUIMCS aCUMIJIIOBATHUCS.)

L wind chill* — ne mereoposnoriunuii TepMiH, KU 03HAYAE BiUYTHY TEMIIEPATypy Ha BYJHII 3 ypaxyBaHHIM BITpY. [HIIUMHE CIIOBaMH, 1ie
Te, HACKUTBKH XOJOIHUM 3[IA€ThCS MOBITPS, KOJU Ha JIIOAWHY IMe Bitep. Hanpukmnan, sikmo Ha Tepmometpi —10°C, ane aMe cuiibHHN BiTep,
TO 3a BITUYTTsAMHU 11e Moke Oyt —20°C abo 1mie Huxue.
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Instead, something else changes most radically in the
psychology of someone who leaves home: a relative distance
between the person one is and the person they must become.
Westerners in Qatar left the smallness of past selves behind.
They were handed large offices and important-sounding job
titles and Filipina housemaids and a sense of grandeur that |
suspect many of them always knew, deep down, was little
more than the formal dressing of life in a petrostate. And just
as they (and we, and most everyone who comes to places like
Qatar to do anything other than manual labor) became
bigger, in Montreal my family settled into our smaller selves.
My father’s work credentials meant nothing here, he
struggled to find a job. There were of course other routine
indignities—people instinctively speaking louder and slower
once they heard my parents’ accents, the kids at my high
school who asked if everyone got around by camel where |
came from—but these you learn to flatten into the normal
workings of the day, the price of admission. The smallness,
though, it warps the bones.

The first years in Montreal are not good ones. On my days
off from school I hover around downtown: Sainte-Catherine
Street, the pubs and the deps and the heat-lamp dives where
drunk American teenagers—not yet old enough to buy
alcohol back home—go to gorge themselves on poutine. |
wander around the college campuses. There’s always a kind
of anonymity available to any young person who wanders
around a college campus. My high school has an

HacnpaBni HairnmuOmi 3miHKM BiOyBalOThCS HE 30BHI, a BCEpEIMHI
JTIOJVHHM, KA 3aJUIIA€ JIIM: MIX THM, KAM TH €, 1 THM, KUM MYCHII
CTaTH, MPOJIATaE HEIIOMITHA, ajie He3/10JIaHHa Mexa. T1, XTo pHi3auB i3
3axomy no Karapy, mBuIKo 3a/IMIIaig mo3aLy CBOE 3BUYHE, HEITOMITHE
KUTTA. IM ojpasy jicTaBaBcs mpocTopHii odic, comigHa mocasa,
¢urinmiHCchKa XaTHA POOITHUISA 1 BIAYYTTS 3HAUYIIOCTI — XoOua,
IiJI03pI0I0, 0arato XTO PO3yMiB, IO BCS LS «BEIHY» OyJia JIMIIe
o(iniiiHo0 00ropTKOIO )KUTTS B HapTOBIN Aepkasi. Y KaTapi BoHu (K
1 MU, SIK 1 Maike BCl, XTO MPHI3IUTh TyIU He Ha (i3uuHy poOOTY) Haue
3pocranu, a B MoHpeasi My, HaBIaKH, CTUCKAJIUCS — HE B PO3Mipax, a
y BiAUyTTi BiacHoi Baru. baTekoBi npodeciiini TOCSITHEHHS TYT HIYOTO
HE BaXWIH, BIH JIOKJIAJIaB HEAOWSKUX 3yCHJIb, IIOH 3HAUTH POOOTY.
JlonaBaBcs 1 3BUYHHI HAO1p PUHWKEHB: JTIFOIA TTOYMHAIIM TOBOPUTH 3
HAM TIOBUIBHIIIE ¥ TOJIOCHINIE, IIOWHO dYyldW MOro aKIICHT;
OJTHOKJIACHHKHM THUTAJIHM, YU I3JJMMO MU BEpOJIFOJaMH TaMm, 3BiJKU s
poaoM. Asie 10 bOTO TOBOIMIIOCS 3BHKATH — Taka OyJiia 1iHa BXOAY B
ixHii cBiT. | 11e mOCTynoBe CTHCKaHHS cebe 3cepelnHu 3MIHIOE (popmy
HACTUIBKH, 1[0 KOJIUIITHINA TH BXKE HE TTOBEPTAEIIICS.

[Tepmi poku B Monpeani He Oynu JITKUMH. Y BUIbHI BiJl IIKOJU JHI 5
TuHsBCA 1eHTpoM: Bynuneto Cenr-Karpin, mabamu, nemamu™ 2
3a0iraiiJliBKaMy 3 TEIMJIOBUMH JIaMIIAMH, Ky HATOBINAMHU CXOJSATHCS
I’STHI aMepUKAHChKI MiJUTITKH, kUM y cebe B LlltaTax me He MOXHA
KyIyBaTH aJIKOTOJIb, TOXX BOHW HAMWBAJIKMCS TYT 1 3aigalid Bce
nyTiHOM*3. S O6nykaB KammycaMu KOJEDKIB. Y TaKMX MICISAX 3aBKIU
JIETKO 3aryOuTHCS cepen JIOJeH, 3JIUTHCS 3 HAaTOBIMOM. Mos IIKoja
Mana yroay 3 YHiBepcuteroM KoHKOpHisf, 3aBIASKHA SIKIH MH MOTJIH

2 mem* — Bix dépanneur, Micrese mo3HaueHHs MaJIeHBKOTO Mara3uHy uH Kiocky B KBeGeKy, uacTo 1inogo60Boro.

3 myrin* — Tpaaumiitea cTpasa 3 Keebeky: xapromns dpi, cup i )upHA M’sACHA TTiUTHBKA.



arrangement with Concordia University that allows us to
borrow books from the university library. 1 spend months
working up the courage to go in there and make use of it.

One night, I go to a party at the home of an old friend from
Qatar who had been sent to Montreal by his father ostensibly
to continue his education but instead has made quite a decent
living for himself selling crack. One of the people there,
aggressively enthusiastic in that way only certain men
between the ages of seventeen and twenty-two become when
they first stumble onto the work of William Burroughs, says
to me with complete conviction that Naked Lunch is the
finest novel ever written, and that | know nothing of life until
I read it. There’s a man in that book who’s being consumed
by his own asshole, the young man says to me, very
seriously, do you understand? Do you understand the
meaning? | nod. The next morning, | go to the Concordia
library.

I remember a sense of fear, real fear, as | half-whisper the
name of this book to the librarian at the desk. In another life
I’d once smuggled a copy of Dennis Rodman’s biography—
the one with a picture of his bare ass on the back cover—to
Qatar from a summer trip in Florida. Back in the old country
you got deported for reading the wrong thing, watching the
wrong thing, thinking the wrong thing.

Completely disinterested, the librarian points me in the
direction of a row in the stacks. I pick the book off the
shelves, whisk it home, read it in one sitting, don’t
understand a word. It’s exhilarating.

OpaTu KHIMKKH 3 Horo OiOmioreku. SI BHTpaTUB KiJIbKa MICSIIIB,
30Mparovrch i3 AyXoM, a0W HAPEIITI 3aUTH Ty ¥ CKOPUCTATUCS IIHUM
MIPaBOM.

OxHOTrO BEevopa s MIIIOB Ha BEUipKy J0 IaBHBOTO 3HaloMoro 3 Karapy.
dopmanbHO BiH MaB O BUMTHCS B MOHpean — 0aThbKO BiAIIPaBHUB HOTO
CIOJIM “3100yBaTH OCBITY — aJie HATOMICTh BiH HEMOTAHO 3apo0JIsB,
npoparoun kpek**. OuH i3 NPUCYTHIX, arPECUBHO 3aXOIUIEHHI y TOi
CIociO, SKHMHM BJIACTUBUK JHIIE IOHAKaM BIKOM BiJ CIMHAAUATH IO
JIBAJILSATH TBOX, KOJIM BOHHU BIIEPIIE BiIKPHBAIOTH JJIs ceOe TBOPUICTh
Binbsama beppoy3a, Tak BieBHEHO 3as1BUB MEHI, 110 «[ onuit 0011» — 118
HallKpamwii poMaH, KOJU-HeOy b HAIMCAHUH, 1 IO S HIYOTO HE 3HAIO
PO JKUTTS, JOKH HE MPOYMTAIO HOTO.

— Tam € mepcoHax, SIKOTO 3aCMOKTYE BJIaCHA Cpaka, — IIJIKOM
CepH03HO Ka)ke MeH1 To#l xiyoneub. — Tu posymiem? Tu BioBIIOEII
ceHc?

51 kuBaro.

HacrymHoro panky s iny no 6i6morexkn Konkopii.

S mam’sAtaro BIiMYYTTS CTpaxy, CIPaBKHBOTO CTpaxy, KOIU S
HaMIBIOMICTIKM Ha3WBaB iM’sl 1€l KHUTU 0i0Ji0TeKapro 3a CTIHKOIO.
Komnce maBHO, me no mepei3ny, s sSKOCh MpoBo3uB 10 Karapy
npuMipHuk Oiorpagii [lennica Poamana — Ti€i, e Ha 3BOpPOTI
0OKJTaIMHKHU HOTO TOH 33 — MICHs JITHBOT Moi3aAKku 10 Onopuan. Y
Karapi 3a «HenpaBUIIbHY» KHIDKKY, «HEMpPaBUIBHUN» (UIBM UH
«HENPaBWIbHY» IYMKY T€0€ MOTJIN JACTIOPTYBATH.

bibnioTekap 6e3 0cOOIMBOrO 1HTEPECY BKA3yE€ MEH1 HANPSAMOK, KYAUCh
MDK CTelakaMu. Sl 3HIMAI0 KHIDKKY 3 TIOJIMII, HECy ii J0J0MYy, YUTal0
3a OJMH Beyip 1 He po3yMito 3 Hel aHi ciioBa. | 11le — 3aXOIUIoE Mo-
CBOEMY.

4 kpek* — (opMa KOKaiHy, AKYy OTPMMYIOTh HicJIs 06POOKH MOPOLMIKOBOTO KOKaiHy XapuoBOKO CO0I0 Ta BOJIOKD; 3a3BHYail 0ro KypsTh.
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The overwhelming ordinariness of that day, and yet how it
marked a small parcel of rootedness in those years when the
West transformed from a thing on film and television to the
place where, more likely than not, I’d live out the rest of my
life. I remember thinking: If this is all there is, it’s enough.
Maybe you don’t ever shake off the mangling of your name
or the dumb jokes about camels, but at least you go to the
library and you read whatever you choose. You go to the
movies and Titanic isn’t ninety minutes long and seemingly
edited by a prudish maniac.

I knew none of this was for my benefit, but I could make a
home within it. | believed, firmly, not in any ceiling on what
this society would allow to be done to people like me, but in
what it would allow done to itself, its own rights and
freedoms and principles.

And that was fine, that was plenty. It anchored me through
those early, alien years. Anchored me later, too, when I
lucked into the only real job I've ever had: journalism—a
profession where, daily and in the most unpredictable ways,
such beliefs are tested.

Our training began with a fake ambush. There were about a
dozen of us in the SUVs, headed from the hotel to some
anonymous parcel of farmland in rural Virginia. Our
instructors, a bunch of former special ops troops who had
found a lucrative second career in private security and what
is often called “hazardous environment training,” told us
nothing about what was to come that first day. Afterward,
they asked us not to tell anyone else, which makes this
anecdote a bit of a betrayal. At the end of an unpaved, single-
lane road that snaked through the pines, we came to a metal
gate. The cars stopped, and as our driver made to open the
door, a bunch of armed, masked men stormed the car from

VY it OyaeHHOCTI OyJI0 MIOCH MPUTOJIOMIIUIMBE — 3BUYAWHUN JCHB,
SKHH yce K MO3HAYMB JJIi MCHE MOMEHT: 5 IOYMHAB YKOPIHIOBATUCS B
peanbHOCTI, e 3axia OiabIne He OYB MPOCTO TEIEBI31IMHOIO KAPTUHKOIO,
a CTaBaB MiCILIeM, Y SIKOMY, HIBHJIIE 32 BCE, s IPOXKUBY PEIITY CBOTO
KUTTs. S maM'siTaro, sSIK JyMaB: SIKIIO 1€ BCE, IO €, TO I[LOTO JIOCTATHHO.
Mox/1uBo, TyT MEHE Jall Ha3MBaTUMYTh HEMPAaBHIBHO 1
KApTYBaTUMYTh TPO BEpOIIOIB, ajie MPUHAWMHI S MOXY INTH 0
610mioTeKH ¥ yMTaTH, MO 3aX04y. MOXy MiTH B KiHO, ae «TuTaHix»
MOKa3yloTh HE IMBTOPU TOIWHH, 1 BiH HE CIHOTBOPEHUH SIKUMOCH
MaHiaKaJIbHUM MOPaJTiCTOM.

S po3ymiB: 1€ CYCHIBCTBO HE JIJIsi MEHE, aJie sl MOXKY 3HAHTH B HBOMY
CcBill mpocTip. S BipuB He B Te, 1110 BOHO HE HAILIKOAUTH TAKHUM, 5K 51, a B
T€, 1110 HE 3paJuTh caMe ce0e — CBOi MpaBa, cBOOOAU 1 NPUHIUIIN.

I uporo Gyno gocrarupo. binbie Hixk gocTaTHBRO. Lle TprMano meHe Ha
IJIaBy B T1 mepiri, HEMpocTi poku. | Tpumano no THX mip, AOKU S HE
3B'sI3aB CBOE JKUTTA 13 *KypHamicTukoro. Cdeporo, e 1 mepeKoHaHHs
IIO/HS, 1 1[0pa3y MO-HOBOMY, MPOXOJIATh MEPEBIPKY.

Hame naBuanns mouasnocs 3 iHcIieHOBaHO1 3aciaku. Hac Oyno 6:1m3bko
JeCSITKA B MO3AIUIIXOBUKAX, MH 1Xalli B/l TOTEIIO A0 HEBiIoMO1 hepmu
B CUIbCBKIA MicueBocTi Bipmkunii. Hamri  iHCTpykTOpH, Tpyma
KOJMIIHIX OB CcHennpu3HaueHHs, sKi MCis CIyKOM 3HaWIuM
NpUOYTKOBY HIIlly B OXOPOHHOMY Oi3HEC1 Ta Ha TaK 3BAHUX «Kypcax
MiJITOTOBKHU 70 poOOTH B HEOE3NMEUHUX yMOBAX», HE CKaszalid, IO HAC
YeKaJo B MepIInii 1eHb. [1icias iporo BOHU MOMPOCUITH HE ILTUTHUCS 1M
13 THITUMH, TOXK CaMa 1151 ICTOP1S BUJTAETHCS TPOXH 3PATHUIIBKOIO 3 MOTO
00Ky. Y KiHIlI IPYHTOBOI, BY3bKOi JOPOTH, III0 BUJIACh KPi3b COCHU, MU
i’ ixaau 10 MetaneBoi Opamu. MammHu 3yNMUHUIUCS, 1 IIOMHO HaIl
BOJIH MOTATHYBCS 70 PYYKU JIBEPEi, K 3-3a JepeB BUCKOYHIIA TpyIa
030pO€HUX YOJIOBIKIB Y OanakiiaBax. BoHn kpuyanu, HacTaBuIM 30poto
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behind the trees. Shouting and pointing their weapons at our
heads, they dragged us out of the vehicles, bound our hands,
covered our faces in thick black cloth, and marched us
through the forest. We were made to get down on our knees.
Gunfire echoed in the near distance. After a few minutes of
this, each of us was pulled up and taken to a clearing, where
the cloth was lifted from our heads and, as the world came
back into focus, we saw a man holding a camcorder to our
faces. In a little while, we would be shown the footage—our
instructors wanted us to see the looks on our faces, which on
this day ranged from sobbing to bemusement.

(We were told that, in the previous session, a man had broken
down completely when the hood came off. At first, the
instructors thought he suffered from some prior trauma, that
he had been through something awful, and this exercise had
brought it all back. Turns out they weren’t completely
wrong: he had had a bad experience at an S&M club that also
involved a hood and handcuffs. He was a musician, and had
decided to attend hazardous environment training because he
wanted to fly to Irag and write a rock opera about the U.S.
invasion. | think about this man at least once a month.)

It is the case, for most major news organizations, that no
journalist can be sent into a war zone or other destabilized
corner of the world without this kind of training—the
insurance companies would balk. For a week, we spent our
days on the farm, learning from men who had lived part of
their lives in the faraway arena of great industrial violence.
We were taught the basics of combat first aid (tie a
tourniquet around it and get the hell out of there). We were
told to always bribe as close to the going rate as possible,
never more, so as to not contribute to inflation. One
particular exercise involved having us close our eyes and

HaM JIO TOJIiB, BUTATHYJIH 13 MAIlIWH, 3B’SI3aJIH PYKH, 3aKPUIH O0IUTUS
TOBCTOIO YOPHOIO TKAaHUHOIO ¥ MOTHAJIH JIICOM. 3PEILITO0 3YyIHHUIN i
HaKa3aJiy CTaTH Ha KOJIiHA. /{ech Hermoamik JIyHaJId MOCTPLIH. 3a KiJlbKa
XBUJIMH KO’KHOTO 3 HAC ITiTHSUTH 1 MOBEJH Ha TAJIIBHHY. Tam HaM 3HSUTH
OB’ I3KU — 1 KOJIM CBIT 3HOBY IIPOSICHUBCS, MM TT00QUNIIHU ITepes] co0010
4oJoBiKa 3 Bijeokamepor. Hezabapom HaM Toka3anu Ied 3amwc:
IHCTPYKTOPH XOTUIH, 00 MU moOauniau BiaacHi obmuyus. Toro maHs
XTOCH TUTAKaB, a XTOCH JIUIIE PO3TyOJICHO BCMiXaBCsl.

(Ha mnomepennboMy TpeHIHTY, SK HaM CKa3alid, OJWH XJIOMElb
37MamMaBcs, IMOWHO 3 HBOrO 3HsUM KanTyp. Crhepiry iHCTpYKTOpH
BUPIIINIIY, 1110 BiH IEPEKUB SKYCh CTPALIHY TPaBMYy — MOBIISIB, CIIEHA
BHUKJIMKAJIA CIIOTA{ YOTOCh CTpamrHOro. I He 30BCIM MOMIIIMIINCH: Y
HbHOTO OyB HEBIAIMH JOCBII y... CKaxiMo, crenudiyHoMy Kiy0i 3
POJILOBUMH IrPaMH, JI€ TAKOXK OYJIH KanTyp 1 HApYIHUKH. My3HKaHT, 10
peui. Bin npwuiiimoB Ha 1i Kypcu, 60 30upascs neTiTH B [pak 1 HanucaTu
pPOK-OIlepy TPO aMEpUKaHChKEe BTOPTHEHHS. S 3ragyr0 mpo HBOTO
MajiiKe IoMicsIIs.)

VY GUIBIIOCTI BEIMKUX MeJlia )KypHAIICT HE Ma€ IpaBa BUPYIIUTH B 30HY
001OBUX Jiii UM B 1HITY raps4y TOUKy 6€3 TAKOro HaBYaHHS — CTPaxoBi
KOMIIaHii bOTO MPOCTO HE A03BONATH. LNt THOKACHD MU TIPOBOIMITN
JH1 Ha Tilk ¢epMmi, HABYAIOUUCH Y JIO/IEH, SKI YAaCTUHY CBOTO >KUTTS
MPOXWIM Ha JaJIeKUX TEPUTOPIAX MAacIITaOHOrO 1HAYCTPIaJbHOTO
HacuibcTBa. Hac yumin ocHoBam 00i0BOT MeTMIIMHM (HAKIaIu JKTYT
1 Tikai skHavmBuame). Ham ckimazanu, mo, WMOBIPHO, TOBEIAETHCS
naBaTH xabap. Ane He OuIblle, HiXK JalOTh MICIIeBl — a0u He TCyBaTH
CUCTEMY Il He CTBOPIOBATH MpoOIeM s THX, XTO Mpuiie micis Hac. B
OJHII 13 BIpaB HaM HaKa3yBalM 3aIUNIOLIUTH OYl W MOJYyMKH
BiJ[paXyBaTH OJHY XBWUJHMHY, a TOJl MiIHATH pyKy. Ilepma pyka
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mentally estimate the passing of one minute, then raise our
hands. The first hand came up at around thirty seconds, the
last around three minutes. We were then asked to close our
eyes once more and walk in a straight line for one hundred
meters. Within a few minutes, there were people wandering
all over the field, in every direction. One person had to be
wrangled before they wandered into a nearby forest. Finally,
we were brought back and taught the undeniable lesson of
the exercise: left to their own devices, most human beings
are useless at estimating time, distance, or space.

That same day, in a classroom session on war zone
preparedness, one of the instructors told us to think about
what he called a “rape plan.” There might come a time, he
said, when two colleagues find themselves in a situation
where one is subjected to something terrible and the other
can do nothing about it. To not think through this ahead of
time—the worst possible thing, and the aftermath—is a
mistake, he said. There’s no coming back from a situation
where one person believes a particular response on the
other’s behalf, and that response doesn’t come. For a week,
this was the nature of instruction: these men trying, as gently
as the circumstances demanded, to get a group of war-novice
reporters to understand what it feels like when the rules of
the reasonable world melt away.

3’sSIBUJIACh JIECh Ha TPHUILATIN CEKYHIli, OCTAaHHS — Maibke 4epe3 Tpu
xBUIHHA. [IOTIM 13 3aIDTIONICHMMH OYMMa IMPOWTH CTO METPIB IIO
npsiMiid. 3a KiUTbKa XBHJIMH IO TIOJO BXXE€ XaOTUYHO OJYKaIH JIFOJH,
PO3IMIIOBIIUCH Y pi3HI O00kH. OZHOTO HABITH JOBEJIOCS 3yMUHATH, OO
BiH MaJjio He 3a0piB y cycimHii jic. HapemTi Hac 310panu n1oKynu i
MOSICHHUJIA OYEBHTHUH YPOK I1i€1 BIIPABU: SKIIIO JTIFOAUHY 3aJTHIIUTH CaMy
Ha ceOe, BOHAa BKpall IOTaHO OPIEHTYETHCS B Yaci, BIACTaH1 i IPOCTOPI.

Toro > mHS OAWMH 3 IHCTPYKTOPIB 3alpoOINOHYyBaB OOMIpKyBaTH Tak
3BaHUH «IUIaH HA BUNAJIOK 3TBAITYBaHH». MOXe CTaTuCs, CKa3aB BiH,
IO JBOE KOJEr OINWHATHCS B CHUTYallil, 1€ OJHOMY JIOBEAETHCS
NEePeXUTH NIOCh CTpAIlHE, a IHIIUNA He 3MOXe HiuuM jponomortu. He
MPOAYMATH 3a3/1aJ1€Tiib HAUT1pIINi ClieHapiil 1 Te, o Oye micist HbOro
— L€ IOMWIKAa, HarojollyBaB BiH. 3 Takoro JOCBily HEMae
MOBEPHEHHS: SKIO OJIHA JIIOAMHA OYiKY€ BiJ| 1HIIIOI IEBHOI peakiii — i
HE OTPUMYE ii, 115l MOPOKHEYA 3ATTUIIUTHCS MK HUIMHU Ha3aBX/IU. Y BECh
THKJICHD HaIlll 3aHATTS OYJIM caMe TAKUMU: YOJIOBIKH, K1 BXKE IPOUIILITH
Kpi3b BiifHy, HaMarajaucss — HACTUIbKU M SIKO, HACKIJIbKU JI03BOJISUTH
00CTaBUHU — JONOMOTTH TpyHl HOBAuKiB y PENOPTEPCHKIA CIpaBi
O6omail TPOXM YSIBUTH, SIK 116 — KOJM BCl MPaBUJIa PO3YMHOTO CBITY
3HHUKAIOTb.
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Chapter 2. Rendering of Military, Political, and Ideological Lexis into
Ukrainian: The case of One Day, Everyone Will Have Always Been Against This
by Omar El Akkad

2.1. General characteristics of the book and author

Omar El Akkad is an Egyptian-Canadian writer, journalist, and former war correspondent
whose literary work is deeply connected in the social and political upheavals of the modern world.
Omar was born in Cairo in 1982, and spent part of his childhood in Egypt and Qatar before emigrating
to Canada with his family (National Book Foundation, 2026). He graduated from Queen's University
Kingston, Ontario, where he studied computer science (Queen’s Alumni Review, 2022).

He began his career in journalism, working for The Globe and Mail newspaper, where he
covered key world events, including the war in Afghanistan, the Arab Spring, and the Guantanamo
Bay trials. His experience reporting from conflict zones shaped his unique perspective, combining
documentary observation with ethical and philosophical reflection on contemporary events (Chicago
Review of Books, 2025).

Currently, Omar El-Akkaad lives in Portland, Oregon, and works actively as a writer, publicist,
and essayist. His work is distinguished by its thematic consistency—addressing issues of war,
migration, identity, social isolation, and propaganda (Scotiabank Giller Prize, 2026). This focus
directly reflects the author's journalistic experience and is crucial to understanding his artistic style.

In 2025, El Akkad presented his first documentary book One Day, Everyone Will Have Always
Been Against This which became the central object of this translation and research. The title comes
from a post published on the ‘X’ platform, where Omal El Akkad condemned the world’s silence
regarding the catastrophe in Gaza. This phrase has taken on symbolic meaning, reflecting the idea of
retrospective solidarity, when condemnation of violence only appears after the events have ended.
The author explains: “I'm on this mission to try and convince people that I didn't just take a tweet and
expand it out to 250 pages.” (Yachot, 2025).

El Akkad combines personal memories with journalistic observations, creating a text in which
documentary style interacts with reflection and artistic intonation. In this work, the author addresses
issues related to war, social apathy, and the role of the media in shaping public consciousness. The
central theme is the reaction of Western society to the military events and humanitarian crises of recent
years, primarily the war in Gaza. The author analyzes the phenomenon of double standards, the crisis
of moral leadership, and silence as a form of indirect participation in violence (Anderson, 2025).

After its publication in 2025, the book received widespread attention in the leading English-
language press. Critics unanimously noted its relevance for today’s world. Reviews in The New York
Times and The Washington Post describe the book as a combination of “memoir and manifesto”,
calling for empathy and awareness of shared responsibility for contemporary violence. Despite the
depth of the text in the political sphere, where the author wanted to open our eyes to the real actions
of the authorities, we can see how the publications notice something else—namely, deep
disappointment from childhood. How an entire family was forced to simply leave their home. Kate
Tuttle of the Boston Globe emphasizes that it is like a letter of disappointment from an immigrant in
“vaunted values” that have never been realized. This work has touched not only publications, but also
authors of successful works. For example, Megha Majumdar, author of A Burning, says that El
Akkad's novel “wants us to answer its questions with the greatest possible honesty.” This assessment
demonstrates that critics perceive the novel not simply as a work of art, but as an ethical statement
that opens up a new level of dialogue between author and reader, based on sincerity, compassion, and
responsibility (Amazon, 2025)
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Overall, One Day, Everyone Will Have Always Been Against This is regarded by critics as a
relevan and emotionally charged work that combines elements of social criticism and moral analysis,
making it one of the most notable examples of contemporary military and political prose.

As of the end of 2025, One Day, Everyone Will Have Always Been Against This has only been
translated into German Eines Tages werden alle immer schon dagegen gewesen sein (Jacobin, 2025).
At the same time, there is currently no Ukrainian translation, which gives the study additional practical
and cultural value: an analysis of the stylistic and thematic features of the text could form the basis
for a future adaptation of the work into Ukrainian.

This particular work was selected due to its rich content and thematic complexity. The novel
combines military, politically, and ideologically charged lexis, which provides huge material for
translation studies analysis. Given that the language of the work reflects contemporary discourse on
war and social propaganda, its translation allows us to explore the mechanisms of reproducing
military, political, and ideological lexis that form the ideological and semantic background of the
work.

Thus, the selected book is not only literarily significant, but also methodologically appropriate
as a subject of research, combining topicality with translation challenges characteristic of
contemporary humanities communication.

2.2. General approaches to rendering terminology specific to Military, Political, and
Ideological fields

Before proceeding to the analysis of lexical material, it is necessary to outline the main
theoretical approaches to the translation of specialized military, political, and ideological lexis, which
includes both terminological units and elements with ideological or emotional connotations.
Contemporary studies in translation studies emphasize that the translation of terminology involves not
only the precise transmission of denotative meaning, but also consideration of the discursive,
pragmatic, and cultural contexts in which it functions (Baker, 2018).

Within contemporary approaches to translation studies, terminology is viewed as a specific
subsystem of the lexicon that serves to standardize and ensure unambiguous naming within a
particular field of knowledge. General vocabulary, on the other hand, encompasses the broader lexical
composition of a language, including units capable of taking on evaluative or ideological connotations
depending on the context. In this context, it is emphasized that the rendering of terminological units
in translation requires precision and consideration of their function in a specific communicative
situation, as well as the application of appropriate translation strategies (Munday, 2016).

The functioning of linguistic units in political and ideological discourse is a subject of
particular interest in contemporary scholarship, as these units perform not only a nominative function
but also an ideologically marked one, contributing to the formation of social meanings and
interpretations. Within the framework of critical discourse analysis, it is emphasized that linguistic
units are not neutral elements of the language system, but rather reflect and reproduce social and
ideological positions (Wodak, 2021).

Military, political, and ideological discourses are characterized by a high concentration of
specialized lexis and the active use of terms with strong evaluative and ideological connotations. The
functioning of military lexis depends to a large extent on the media and socio-political context, which
leads to variability in its interpretation, especially in the context of armed conflict (lvashchenko,
2023). In this regard, translation in the media environment takes on a specific character, since, as
Zanettin notes, it “obeys norms and configures practices that are different from those traditionally
associated with translation” (Zanettin, 2021).
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Under these conditions, translation becomes not only a process of conveying meaning, but also
an interpretation of the source text’s discursive strategies, which requires combining terminological
accuracy with the reproduction of its pragmatic and ideological potential.

Consequently, the rendering of military, political, and ideological lexis requires a balance
between the accuracy of terminological reproduction and an account of the cultural, emotional, and
value-based components of the content. In this regard, the subsequent analysis aims to clarify the
structure of the lexical material under study and identify its key components.

To specify the object of study, this project will examine the basic concepts that form the
foundation of military, political, and ideological lexis, outlining their features, boundaries, and
functional characteristics in the context of translation.

In contemporary English-language texts dealing with war, conflict, occupation, or armed
resistance, military, political, and ideological lexis serves not only a descriptive function but also a
worldview-shaping and evaluative one, which shapes the image of an event, and influences the tone
and perception of the text.

In this context, military lexis is viewed as a component of specialized military discourse,
characterized by systematicity and dependence on the communicative conditions of its functioning
(Todorova & Lapina, 2022). At the same time, in contemporary media and political discourse, its
functions extend beyond purely nominative usage, taking on a distinct ideological and evaluative
character.

In the modern information landscape, military lexis extends beyond the confines of specialized
texts and is actively used in the mass media, shaping a military discourse that combines factual
accuracy with emotional and ideological coloring (Polishchuk, 2023). Under such conditions, the
translation of relevant terms requires not only terminological accuracy but also ethical responsibility,
since even a slight distortion can lead to a shift in meaning or the manipulation of public opinion.

According to the classification proposed in the study by Starodubtseva and Talavira (2023),
military lexis can be divided into three main groups.

The first group includes military terminology used to denote concepts related to military
affairs, the armed forces, and other aspects of military activity. It is characterized by a complex
structure, as it encompasses both commonly used terms and highly specialized vocabulary specific to
particular branches of military science.

The second group consists of military-technical terminology, which includes scientific and
technical terms used to describe weapons, military equipment, and related technological processes.
This layer of vocabulary is characterized by a high degree of precision and specialization, as most
terms have a clearly defined meaning established in technical documentation and standards.

The third group consists of emotionally charged military vocabulary (slang), which functions
primarily in the informal speech of military personnel and is used to create a psychological effect,
intensify emotional impact, and convey fear or sympathy.

Thus, military lexis serves not only as a means of naming but also as an important stylistic and
cultural component that requires special attention both in the process of text interpretation and during
translation.

Translating military lexis is one of the most challenging tasks for a translator, as this field is
characterized by a high density of specialized terms, cultural specificity, and frequent shifts between
technical and literary language. Military texts constitute a distinct type of discourse marked by
relatively rigid genre conventions, and thus require heightened attention from the translator (Koudded
etal., 2023).

One of the main translation challenges is the lack of established equivalents in the target
language. Many English military terms do not have exact Ukrainian counterparts due to differences
in rank systems, types of weaponry, or the structure of the armed forces. For example, terms such as
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sergeant major, joint command, or armored division require finding a functional equivalent or using
a description. As A. Kozachuk (2016) emphasizes, the translator must adopt a comprehensive
approach, taking into account not only formal equivalence but also the semantic meaning of the
translation units.

Another typical problem is the cultural and historical connotations of military lexis. In many
cases, terms have national or historical references, which makes their translation culturally sensitive.
Terms such as Royal Navy, Purple Heart, and Operation Desert Storm carry connotations of British
or American military experience. Translators have to resort to explanatory translation or partial
adaptation in order to convey not only the meaning but also the cultural connotation.

In addition, military lexis in literary and journalistic texts often take on metaphorical or
symbolic meanings. Expressions such as the front line of truth or information warfare are used
figuratively rather than literally, referring to social or ideological struggles. M. Baker
(2018) argues, that translators must take into account the contextual meaning of linguistic units and
distinguish between their literal and figurative uses to preserve the integrity of content and style. This
is particularly relevant in works of fiction, where military lexis serves to create emotional tension and
reinforce the ideological content.

Therefore, translating military lexis requires not merely a simple substitution of linguistic
units, but a deep understanding of cultural and pragmatic factors. The most effective translation
strategies include description, the use of established equivalents, adaptation, and contextual analysis.
The translator’s task is to preserve both the accuracy of meaning, and the stylistic and emotional
authenticity of the text, ensuring the semantic adequacy and cultural relevance of the translation.

As previously noted, military lexis is one of the most challenging areas of translation due to
its specific terminology, cultural connotations, and ideological implications. At the same time, this
study focuses not only on military but also on political and ideological lexis, as both groups interact
closely in contemporary English-language discourse, particularly in the contexts of military conflicts,
propaganda, and the media. Political and ideological lexis, like military lexis, performs not only a
nominative function but also evaluative and manipulative functions, shaping perceptions of events
and influencing the interpretation of reality. This is precisely why the translation of such terms
requires particular precision, as any lexical choice can alter the ideological orientation of the text.

Political lexis encompasses the set of linguistic units that reflect the political realities,
processes, and institutions of public life. As Morkotun notes, it is characterized by emotional and
evaluative connotations and relative stability due to the scarcity of new concepts in ideology.

Ideological lexis encompasses the linguistic means through which a society’s system of values,
beliefs, and views is represented. According to Kovach and Kaminin, ideology, in a broad sense, is a
set of ideas and norms that define the boundaries of what is acceptable and unacceptable in society.
Unlike culture, which is formed through the interaction of a linguistic and cultural community with
reality, ideology is linked to the establishment and maintenance of power relations and influences
individual and collective consciousness. Accordingly, ideological lexis performs not only a
nominative but also a pragmatic function, shaping evaluations and guiding the interpretation of socio-
political phenomena.

Both types of lexis - political and ideological - are closely intertwined. Political lexis often
takes on an ideological tone, since political communication always aims to persuade. In this context,
it is appropriate to consider the concept of political and ideological lexis as an integrative category
that combines the nominative and pragmatic aspects of political discourse. It encompasses both strictly
political terms (e.g., parliament, cabinet, election) and lexemes with a distinct moral or emotional
component (freedom, patriotism, terrorism, democracy). The latter function as ideologemes -
established linguistic units that convey a specific political position or value orientation.
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It is precisely the evaluative nature and manipulative potential of these units that make political
and ideological lexis a key tool for influencing public opinion: in media texts, official speeches, or
military reports, it can create a sense of credibility, produce the effect of “truth,” and help legitimize
certain political decisions or actions.

The translation of political and ideological lexis is among the most challenging areas of
translation, as such terms convey not only factual but also culturally conditioned information. A
particular challenge is posed by the phenomenon of ideological asymmetry between languages, which
arises from differing political and socio-cultural contexts. In particular, concepts such as liberalism,
conservatism, or patriotism carry different connotative meanings in English-language and Ukrainian
discourse, requiring the translator to carefully consider the cultural code of the target audience.

According to the functionalist theory of translation developed by Christiane Nord, the
adequacy of a translation is determined not only by formal correspondence, but above all by its
functional focus and the expected response of the recipient. In this context, the translator must conduct
a preliminary analysis of the text, taking into account its pragmatic characteristics, communicative
purpose, and conditions of reception in the target culture, which ensures the correct interpretation of
the content by the addressee. At the same time, political and ideological lexis significantly complicates
the achievement of functional equivalence, as its meaning is closely linked to the cultural, ideological,
and discursive characteristics of a specific society.

Significant challenges in translating political and ideological lexis arise in both stylistic and
lexical-cultural dimensions, as political discourse actively employs sarcasm, euphemisms,
propaganda clichés, and metaphorical constructions (e.g., axis of evil, rogue state, freedom fighters),
which serve not only a nominative but also a pragmatic function. In this regard, the translator must
reproduce not only the content but also the stylistic and ideological effect of the utterance. Excessive
formal accuracy or, conversely, excessive adaptation can disrupt the balance between the text’s
content and impact, which is particularly critical in political discourse. In this context, Peter Newmark
emphasizes the need to strike a balance between semantic and communicative accuracy, taking into
account the text’s dominant function.

An additional issue is the lack of direct equivalents in the target language, as political and
ideological discourse contains terms that refer to specific institutions and phenomena (e.g., filibuster,
swing state, Westminster system) that have no established equivalents in the Ukrainian linguistic
sphere. In such cases, description is used.

Addressing these challenges requires the use of a range of strategies that help the translator
preserve the text’s semantic accuracy. One of the fundamental strategies for translating political and
ideological lexis is calquing or the use of international equivalents. The concepts of democracy,
republic, and totalitarianism have established Ukrainian equivalents (oemoxpamis, pecnyénika,
momanimapusm), Which helps preserve the shared conceptual meaning of political terms across
different languages. This approach ensures the accurate rendering of basic political concepts and
maintains their interpretive consistency in intercultural discourse.

In cases where a literal translation fails to adequately convey the meaning, a description is
used (for example, checks and balances — cucmema cmpumysans i npomusae). This allows the
functional characteristics of the concept to be explained and adapted to the target linguistic and
cultural context while preserving its semantic meaning.

In contemporary translation studies, the translation of political texts is viewed as part of a
broader discursive process closely linked to ideology. In particular, Teun A. van Dijk’s approach
emphasizes that political discourse is shaped by cognitive and social factors, and thus translation is
inevitably involved in the reproduction of ideological meanings.

So, the translation of political and ideological lexis goes beyond purely linguistic reproduction
and emerges as a process of interpreting and representing ideological meanings. The choice of a
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translation strategy is determined by a combination of different factors, and the translator’s task is to
preserve not only the content but also the evaluative and ideological potential of the text without
distorting the author’s position.

2.3. Rendering Military Lexis in One Day, Everyone Will Have Always Been Against This by
Omar El Akkad

Military lexis plays an important role in the novel One Day, Everyone Will Have Always Been
Against This, as the work is directly linked to themes of war and armed conflict. Various translation
techniques are used to convey military lexis, allowing the original meaning to be preserved while
adapting it to the norms of the Ukrainian language.

Established equivalent. An established equivalent is a translation technique that involves
using a word or phrase that is already established in dictionaries or linguistic practice as the standard
equivalent in the target language. (Molina & Hurtado Albir, 2002)

... and for years the whole country lived under the suffocating gravity of martial law. (Omar
El Akkad, p. 14)

Ilpomszcom 6azamvox poKie Kpaina Hcuna nio muckom 60€HHO20 CIAHY.

We were taught the basics of combat first aid... (Omar EI Akkad, p. 28)

Hac yuunu ocnosam 60ii0eoi meduyunu...

In both cases, established military terms are understandable to Ukrainian readers and are
actively used in contemporary military discourse.

...he was afforded special dispensation to be out during curfew hours. (Omar El Akkad, p. 15)
... lomy oghiyitino 0o36onunu nepedysamu Ha 8yaIUYi NICIL NOYAMK)Y KOMEHOAHMCbKOT 200UHU .

In this case, it is necessary to use the established equivalent technique, since a complete
terminological equivalent already exists in Ukrainian. This approach allows to preserve the accuracy
of the original without the need for additional adaptation or explanation.

... and had decided to attend hazardous environment training because he wanted to fly to Iraq
and write a rock opera about the U.S. invasion. (Omar El Akkad, p. 28)
Bin nputiwios na yi xypcu, 60 36upaecs nemimu 6 Ipaxk i manucamu pok-onepy npo
AMEPUKAHCbKE 6MOPZHEHHA .
In this case, the lexeme smopenenns serves as the established equivalent of the English
term invasion in military discourse. Using such an equivalent allows for the precise conveyance of the
original’s meaning while preserving its political and emotional weight.

Description. Description is a technique in which the meaning of a word or phrase is conveyed
by explaining its function or content rather than through a literal translation. (Molina & Hurtado Albir,
2002)

. while running from RPG attacks in the dead of night; (Omar El Akkad, p. 15)
... KOJIU 6HOYI MiKag 6i0 00Cmpiie i3 2panamomemis;

In this case, the abbreviation RPG is not translated literally but is explained in full. This makes

the text easier for Ukrainian readers to understand.

...these shadowed Baghdad cityscapes detonating sporadically in balls of pale white light—
soon caused no reaction at all. (Omar EI Akkad, p. 13)
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. 3aTiHEeH1 MICBhKI mei3axi bargama, mo yac Bix 4yacy BHOyXalld y_6u2nsadi_sacKpasux
C8imJ106uUX cnanaxis .1i00-0i1020 Ko1bopy — TNEPecTad BUKIUKATH 00/1all SIKYCh PeaKIlito.
The technique of description was used here, as an explanation of the visual effect of the
phenomenon is provided instead of a literal translation. This makes the meaning clearer to the reader
and conveys exactly what the situation described in the original text looks like.

Modulation. Modulation is a translation technique that involves changing the way an idea or
point of view is presented in the translation. Unlike grammatical transformations, modulation involves
altering the semantic or logical perspective of a statement to make the translation sound natural.
(Molina & Hurtado Albir, 2002)

. shortly before her_execution at the hands of Israeli snipers. (Omar ElI Akkad, p. 12)
... 32 MHTb JIO TOTO, fIK i po3cmpinams i3paiabCcbKi CHAUIEpH.

The original uses the noun phrase her execution, whereas in the translation it is transformed
into the verb form ii poscmpinaroms. This change makes the statement more dynamic and natural in
Ukrainian.

Young, bored, tasked with what authoritarian regimes have ordered young, bored soldiers to
do since time immemorial—stand there projecting the violent underpinning of political power—they
also didn’t care. (Omar EI Akkad, p. 15)

Bonu 6ynu monooi, nyoveysanu, i 6ukonysaiu me, wo A8MOPUMAPHI PEHCUMU OOPYUAIOMb
MAKUM CON0AMam — CHIOAMU Il 0eMOHCIMPYSAMU, WO 81404 3A824c0U NIOKPINIEHA CUTI0I0.

A modulation technique was used here, as the English phrase stand there projecting the violent
underpinning of political power is rendered as cmosmu i demoncmpysamu, wo erada 3a8xcou
niokpiniena cunoro. The translation alters the way the content is presented: the abstract construction
is replaced by a more concrete description of the action and its significance.

Generalization. Generalization is a translation technique in which a word or concept is
rendered using a more general equivalent in the target language. This technique is used to make the
text easier to understand or when there is no exact equivalent. (Molina & Hurtado Albir, 2002)

They wore military fatiques, they looked like the Americans... (Omar ElI Akkad, p. 14)

Bonu nocunu giicbkosy ghopmy i suenaoanu, Ak mi amepuranyi...

The term military fatigues refers to a specific type of military clothing, but the translation has
the more general term siiicoxosa popma, which makes the text more stylistically neutral.

The endless footage on CNN that at first provoked such shock... (Omar El Akkad, p.13)

Hecxinuenni kadpu na CNN, sxi cnouamxy euxnuxaniu maxuii wiok...

In this example, the translation technique of generalization is used, as the lexeme footage is
rendered as xaopu. This technique involves replacing a more specialized concept (video recording,
film footage) with a broader, generalized concept, ensuring that the translation is understandable in
the target language without losing the overall meaning.

Calque. Calque is a translation technique in which a foreign-language word or phrase is
reproduced by literally translating its components into the target language. This method allows the
structure and meaning of the original unit to be preserved. (Molina & Hurtado Albir, 2002)

On October 7, 2023, armed groups led by Hamas’s military wing launched a coordinated
attack on multiple cities near the Israeli-occupied Gaza Strip. (Omar El Akkad, p.20)

7 sxoBTHs 2023 poKy 30poiiHi 3aroHU i IPOBOIOM 8ilicbk08020 kpuia XAMACy 3aificHunm
CKoOpOuHosanuil Hanad Ha Kibka MicT noonusy Cekropa ['a3u, okynoBaHoro [3painem.
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...Sadat was shot to death during a military parade in 1981 ... (Omar El Akkad, p. 14)

...Caoama 6yno 3acmpenero nio uac ilcbk06020 napady y 1981-uy ...

The calque technique was used here, as military parade was translated as siticoxosuii napao
by directly reproducing the structure of the English expression in Ukrainian.

Borrowing. Borrowing is a translation technique in which a word or phrase is directly
transferred from the source language to the target language.

Maybe the sniper was aiming elsewhere. (Omar ElI Akkad, p. 10)
Moowcnuso, cnaiinep yinuscs He 8 Hei.

The word sniper is a loanword that has already been adapted into the Ukrainian language and
is actively used in military lexis.

...while sitting in a guesthouse in Kandahar listening to two Taliban officials explain, with
utmost confidence, how the world should be run; while sitting in a courtroom in Guantinamo Bay
watching highly educated men and women assign legitimacy ... (Omar El Akkad, p. 15)

...KOJU cudig y 20cmvosomy 6youHky 6 Kanoazapi ui cnyxas, sik 060€ npeocmaenuxie Tanioany
3 NIHOI 8 POMIi NOSACHIOBANU, SIK MAE OYMU 81AUMOBAHULL C8IM, KOAU nepeby8as y cyoosil 3aii Ha
oazi I'vanmanamo i cnocmepiz2as, sik 0C8IYeHi 100U HA0AOMb Je2iMUMHICIb CUCEMI...

In the example provided, the technique of borrowing is used in the translation of the proper
nouns Taliban and Guantdinamo Bay. These terms are not translated but are transliterated or retained
in an adapted form, as they denote specific military-political realities and geographical names that are
internationally recognized. This approach ensures the accurate identification of objects and preserves
the authenticity of the context. Bay has its own equivalent, so the translation technique of established
equivalent was used for this part.

2.4. Rendering Political and Ideological Lexis in One Day, Everyone Will Have Always Been
Against This by Omar EI Akkad

Political and ideological lexis plays a central role in the novel One Day, Everyone Will Have
Always Been Against This, as the author addresses themes of war, power, colonialism, migration, and
social inequality. Translating such terms requires not only linguistic accuracy but also the preservation
of their ideological and emotional weight.

Established equivalent

When other people do this, they might be deemed “aliens” or “illegals” or at best “economic
migrants.” (Omar EI Akkad, p. 13)

Konu sc me came pobnsams inwii, ix yacmiwe nazusaoms “inozemuamu’”’, “nenezanamu’’ a6o
8 Kpawomy pasi — ‘‘eKOHOMIYHUMU Micpanmamu .

... such as “genocide” and “occupation” are, how disparaging, how uncouth. (Omar EIl Akkad,
p. 20)
... Ha KIITANT “‘2eHoyud” 1 “oxynauia” — HaATO 00Opa3/MBi, HEJOPEUHI, HEIPUIHSTHI.

These terms have established equivalents in Ukrainian political and media discourse, so the
translation has the existing equivalents.

Similar to the previous examples, this technique is used in those excerpts to render the
politically and ideologically charged cultural units.
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After vetoing two other neighborhoods on account of Confederate flags flying in nearby
yards... (Omar El Akkad, p. 10)

Jlsa inwi pationu mu Sukpecauiu oopasy uepes KoHGedepamcbKi npanopu Ha CyCiOHIX
noosip sx.

Quickly, the conflict eventually known as the Gulf War, and later the First Gulf War,
transformed from a thing no one talked about... (Omar EI Akkad, p. 13)

Ilyoice weuoko Koughnikm, wo 32000m Hazgymo eiunoro 6 Ilepcokiiul 3amoui — a we nizHiwe
IHepworo giiinoro ¢ Ilepcokiit 3amoui, i3 memu, npo AKy HIXMo He 2080PUMb, ...

Calque

It remained even during the War on Terror years where, ... (Omar EI Akkad, p. 20)

Bono ne snuxno u nio uac Biithu 3 mepopuzmom ...

That same day, in a classroom session on war zone preparedness, one of the instructors told
us to think about what he called @ “rape plan.” (Omar El Akkad, p. 29)

Toeco oic OHA 00uH 3 IHCMPYKMOPI8 3aNPONOHY8a8 0OMIPKYy8amu max 38anuti “naan_Ha
8UNAOOK 3T8AIMYBAHHA .

Here, the translation preserves the structure and meaning of the original statement as much as
possible.

Borrowing and description. Both techniques are actively used when conveying culturally
marked and politically, and ideologically charged lexis, when a direct equivalent cannot fully convey
the meaning of the original.

(In the hierarchy of migration, “expat” is largely reserved for white Westerners who leave
their homes for another country, ... (Omar El Akkad, p. 13)

(V iepapxii miepayii cnoso «ekcnamy 3a36unail 82CUBAEMbCS 015 OiAuX 0deil i3 3axo0y, sKi
i0yms 00 iHWOI Kpainu...

The example above employs two translation strategies: borrowing and description. The lexeme
expat is rendered in the Ukrainian text as excnam, which is a direct borrowing from English without
a translation of its meaning. At the same time, the phrase white Westerners is translated, using
description white people from the West, since the target language lacks a concise equivalent that would
fully capture the socio-cultural meaning of the original. This approach allows for the preservation of
both terminological accuracy and the explanatory function of the translation.

We live in the woods in Oregon. Wine and hazelnut country, somewhere in that strange middle
space past where progressive Portland ends but before Trump Country begins. (Omar ElI Akkad, p.
10)

Mu scusemo cepeo nicie ¢ Opeconi. Lle kpaii éuna ma ¢ynoyka — npocmip midxc 0oma
ceimamu — mam, oe 3aKiHyyemovcs npozpecusnuii Ilopmaeno, ane we He NOYUHAEMbCA RPUXUTILHA
00 Tpamna cinbcbka micuegicnb.

In the example provided, the technique of description is used to render the phrase Trump
Country as npuxunsna oo Tpamna cinbcoka micyesicmo. This approach was chosen due to the lack of
a direct, established equivalent in Ukrainian and the need to explain the socio-political subtext of the
original. In this context, the author contrasts the progressive urban environment with the conservative
countryside, whose population supports Donald Trump. Description makes this subtext clearer to the
Ukrainian reader and preserves the ideological antithesis embedded in the text.
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Modulation

...more often than not, for people who are from the places we re from, power changes hands
this way: a killing, a coup, a successful revolution, a failed revolution. (Omar EI Akkad, p. 14)

...y MAKUX Kpainax, ax Hawda, 81a0a natuacmiuie IMIHIOEMbCA came maxK — uepes youscmaeo,
nepesopom abo pesonoyito (80any uu NPOBAIbHY).

In this case, the structure of the statement changes, but its meaning remains entirely the same.

They were not subhuman, they were nonhuman, non-anything. (Omar EI Akkad, p. 16)

Bonu ne 6ynu “nuncuumu” — sonu 6ynu HiKUM.

Translation alters the conceptual approach to the expression, heightening its emotional impact
on the reader, also using technique of reduction.

It is this impulse, to give your child a fighting chance at privilege by immersing them in the
myriad languages of the privileged world, ... (Omar EI Akkad, p. 17)

Came ye npacnenns — oamu OumuHi wanc 600at HAOaU3UMUCS 00 RPUBLNEHOBAHO20 CEINY,
... [p-20]

A literal translation of the phrase fighting chance would sound unnatural in Ukrainian, so the
meaning needs to be adapted to the conventions of the target language.

Another example of the use of modulation is the translation of the expression Brown people:

| have on countless occasions been made to stand in for and speak on behalf of every Muslim,
every Arab, every Brown person on earth.. (Omar ElI Akkad, p. 12)

A He paz onuHABCA 8 poni «NpedCmAasHUKa» 8Cix MycyibMaw, apadis, awdeu i3 bauzvkozo
Cxooy, Ilisoennoi A3ii uu Jlamuncokoi Amepuxu...

In this case, one should avoid a literal translation of the phrase Brown people and convey it by
specifying ethnic and cultural groups. This transformation is an example of modulation, as the way
the concept is expressed changes while its general meaning is preserved. At the same time, the
translation contains elements of amplification, as the generalized term in the original is expanded into
a broader description to facilitate better understanding by Ukrainian readers.

Another example of modulation is the translation of the phrase a fiction of moral convenience:
But it’s a fiction, the most malicious kind: a fiction of moral convenience. (Omar El Akkad,
p. 17)
Ane ye eucaoka Hatinioniuio2o 2amyHKy : 6U2a0Ka 3py4Hoi MopaibHoCHi.
In this case, we alter the structure of the original phrase moral convenience. This
transformation makes the expression sound more natural in Ukrainian while preserving its ideological
and evaluative connotations.
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Conclusions

As part of the translation project, a comprehensive study was conducted on the peculiarities of
reproducing military, political, and ideological lexis based on Omar ElI Akkad's book One Day,
Everyone Will Have Always Been Against This. The focus was on analyzing lexical units that function
as verbal markers of ideology, conflict, power, and war, forming a specific worldview and discursive
space of the text.

The main task of the project was to translate a fragment of text from English into Ukrainian
while preserving the ideological and emotional content of the original. The translation was done by
taking into account not only the semantic content of the lexical units, but also the author's position
and pragmatic tone of the statements. Special attention was paid to terms related to war and political,
and ideological lexis, which play a key role in shaping the structure of the text.

The research found that a significant portion of the lexical units analyzed do not have fully
adequate or unambiguous equivalents in Ukrainian. This necessitated the use of translation
transformations, in particular calque, modulation, and the use of established equivalents in
combination with many other translation techniques. Most often, these techniques were used to
preserve the emotional tension and pragmatic effect of the statements.

The role of context in the translation process deserves special attention, since the meaning of
military, political, and ideological lexis is often formed not in isolation, but within the broader
ideological narrative. It was the analysis of context that allowed us to choose the most appropriate
translation solutions and avoid simplified or distorted reproduction of the content.

The results confirm that the translation of military, political, and ideological lexis requires a
complex approach that combines linguistic proficiency with an understanding of the socio-political
context and modern realities. In this case, the translator acts not only as a linguistic mediator, but also
as an interpreter of content, responsible for adequately conveying the author's position and the
worldview concept of the text. As a result, the translation preserves the depth of meaning of the
original in Ukrainian.

Earlier, the translation techniques used in the translation of this work were examined.
Therefore, it is appropriate to determine the percentage of translation techniques employed within this
translation project. This will allow us to clearly demonstrate which specific translation technigques
were most frequently used when translating military, political, and ideological lexis, as well as to
identify the particularities of their application in the material under study.

Established equivalent — 27%
Modulation — 18%
Description — 13%
Generalization — 12%

Calque — 9%

Borrowing — 9%
Amplification — 7%

Literal translation — 5%
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Appendix A

Translation Techniques

Modulation M Description

Borrowing Amplification
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