
o f an age-old religious war. ( Ra m a ll a h ,
o f c o u r s e, was the site of the lyn ching of
two Israeli re s e rve soldiers last October;
young Palestinian men dipped their
hands in the blood of the Israelis and
w a ved them in tri u m ph.) The ve h e-
mence of Ra m a llah is one of the con s i s-
t e n t ly surp rising aspects of this upri s i n g.
Situated immediately to the north of J e-
ru s a l e m , it is a cosmopolitan city, a n d
m a ny of its residents hold Am e ri can cit-
i ze n s h i p. It has fine re s t a u rants and so-
ph i s t i cated hotels.Ra m a llah is not Gaza .

The funerals were for two men kill e d
by the Israeli Army in al-Bira h , a Ra-
m a llah suburb. The Army said that the
Palestinians were firing weapons at the
n e a rby Jewish settlement of Ps a go t .T h e
Palestinians say that the two men were
m e re ly helping to move people away
f rom a fire fig h t .

Thousands of people attended the
f u n e ra l s . The pro c e s s i on was cl a u s t ro-
phobic—too many men for the nar-
row stre e t s , too mu ch bumping—and
the crowd was sull e n ; a number of t h e
m a rchers were arm e d . The bodies were
b o rne on tru cks well in front of w h e re I
w a l k e d . I was stuck behind a Mitsubishi
p i ck u p, on which sat a Fatah activist
with a megaph on e . He shouted, “ G i ve
us weapon s , O Abu Am m a r, and we 
w i ll set the West Bank on fire ! ” ( A b u
Ammar is Ara f a t’s nom de guerre.) T h e
c rowd chanted with him. “O Sa d d a m ,
send your missiles to Tel Av i v ! ” Then I
h e a rd , f rom behind me, another slogan
taken up by the crowd : “K h a y ba r, K h a y -
ba r, ya Ya h u d, jaysh Muhammad saw f
y a ’ u d!” (“O Jews of K h ayb a r, the army of
Muhammad is re t u rn i n g ! ” )

I had not heard this particular slogan
since 1991, d u ring the first Intifada, b u t
that was in Gaza , and it was the funda-
mentalists of the militant Islamic gro u p
Hamas who had chanted it. This crowd
was beardless—a mostly secular crowd .
K h aybar is the name of an oasis near
Medina that, in the time of M u h a m-
m a d , was populated mainly by Jew s . I n
the year 628, Muhammad led the Mus-
lims against it,d e feating the Jews in bat-
tle and subjugating the surv i v o r s , w h o
would later be expelled from Ara b i a .
The intent of the slogan, t h e n , is cl e a r :
what the army of Muhammad did to the
J ews fourteen hundred years ago in Ara-
bia it would soon do again in Pa l e s t i n e .

At the cemetery, w h i ch sits across a

n a r row vall ey from the Ps a got settlement,
the uprising leader, M a rwan Barghouti,
a r ri ved to deliver a eulogy. B a r g h o u t i , a
s h o rt ,c ompact man who, in the spirit of
O s l o,once told me that he had more than
t h i rty friends in the Israeli Knesset, n ow
l o oked holl owed out; t h e re were bags
under his eye s , and he was accom p a n i e d
by armed bodyguard s . A week before,
another Fatah leader, Hussein Abay a t ,
had been assassinated outside Bethle-
hem by missiles fired from an Israeli he-
l i c o p t e r. Two Palestinian bys t a n d e r s ,
both wom e n ,w e re killed as well .

B a r g h o u t i’s eulogy was more a war
c ry than a re m e m b rance of the dead:
he seemed to tear apart his vocal cords as
he spok e . “H e a ven is opening its doors
to re c e i ve these martyrs of a l - Aq s a ! ”h e
s a i d .“The Israelis are sending our people
to Heaven eve ry day. T h ey are killing us
eve ry day with helicopters, but they will
n ever be able to destroy us. Lo ok at that
s e t t l e m e n t ! ” He pointed in the dire c t i on
o f Ps a go t . “Those settlers will learn , I
p rom i s e . ”

“Allahu akba r!”the mourners shouted.
In the distance we heard sire n s .“T h o s e

ambulances are going to collect the blood
o f our people, ” Barghouti said.

Then Barghouti said something sur-
p ri s i n g. “Let us close the bypass ro a d s ! ”
He meant the ro a d s ,s ome built re c e n t ly
by the Barak gove rn m e n t , that con n e c t
the settlements to each other and to Is-
rael pro p e r. These are roads that avoid
A rab-populated are a s , a ll owing Jews to
d ri ve safe ly through the West Bank.
(The ro a d s , w h i ch are patro lled by the
I s raeli Arm y, make it difficult for Pa l e s-
tinians to tra vel between their own cities;
t h ey not infre q u e n t ly must endure the
i n e x p l i cable delays and petty hara s s-
ments of multiple Israeli ch e ck p o i n t s . )
M a ny settlers com mute to work in Jeru-
salem or Greater Tel Av i v. When the
roads are cl o s e d , the settlers are tra p p e d .
When they find themselves tra p p e d ,t h e
t h e o ry holds,m a ny of them will pick up
and leave, go back to Tel Av i v. At t a ck s
on roads tra ve lled by Jews have becom e
c om m on p l a c e—in one of the more no-
t o ri o u s , the son and daughter-in-law of
the late Arab-hating extremist Meir Ka-
hane were killed in an ambush near Ofra .

Barghouti closed with a message 
to the gunmen sca t t e red through the
c rowd . “We are asking eve ryone not to
shoot in the air, ” he said. “D on’t shoot in
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As a kid, M a ca u l ay Culkin was
H o lly w o o d’s intrepid Little Man,

who won world re n own in “H om e
A l on e” for his re s o u rceful ability to 
keep the pre d a t o ry world out.Now, a t
tw e n ty, in Rich a rd Ne l s on’s deft play
“Madame Melv i ll e, ” at Lon d on’s
Va u d ev i lle T h e a t re, Culkin is hom e
a l one again,but this time he’s a hesitant
m a n - ch i l d ,d e s p e ra t e ly working to let
the pre d a t o ry world—in the form of a
p e rky Fre n ch high-school teacher (Ir è n e
J a c o b )—i n. With his doe-eyes and bee-
stung lips, Culkin stands before us as
C a rl , a ch u rn i n’ u rn of b u rn i n’ fift e e n -
year-old funk, to whom Mme. M e lv i ll e
g i ves a crash course in desire .

At once poised and perp l e xe d ,
Culkin is a fe t ching pack a g e .A shock
o f p reppy blond hair falls over his face,
and his tapered fingers telegra ph his
s e n s i t i v i ty. His voice is still ca ll ow, a n d
his diction isn’t gre a t ,but this ord i n a ri n e s s
w o rks for his ch a ra c t e r. Despite 
C u l k i n’s years in the public eye, t h e re 
is something virginal and modest about
h i m ,s omething emergent. C u l k i n’s
s k i ll—and he is ve ry skillful—is to
a rticulate roiling adolescent thri ll and
a n x i e ty as the new continent of l u s t
l o oms into view.T h e re is nothing
l e e ring or laddish about his exc i t e m e n t .
M m e .M e lv i lle insists that “The Ka m a
Su t ra” is an art book , and as Carl reads a
passage to the audience his eyes low e r
and his pale skin reddens in what seems
to be actual embarra s s m e n t . And when
the affair ends—with a farew e ll scene
that Ne l s on bri ll i a n t ly stages tw i c e—
C u l k i n’s con t ro lled sobs are d e e p ly
a f fe c t i n g. T h ey remind us of the ache 
o f first love,but also of s om e t h i n g
e l s e—the almost forgotten know l e d g e,
w h i ch Culkin’s ve ry public ch i l d h o o d
has borne out, that a kid, l ong before he
d i s c overs the joys and pains of s e x , ca n
k n ow all about the broken heart .

— J ohn Lahr
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