
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

AXIOM 

By 

ROBERT FOGLE 

 

Gaza Strip, May 19, 1967 

 

     An uneasy truce between Israel and Arab countries, supervised by a United Nations 

Emergency Force, prevailed until the U.N. forces withdrew at Egypt’s demand. Egyptian forces 

reoccupied the Gaza Strip and closed the Gulf of Aqaba to Israeli shipping. In a 6-day war 

Israelis took the Gaza Strip, occupied the Sinai Peninsula to the Suez Canal, and captured East 

Jerusalem, Syria’s Golan Heights, and Jordan’s West Bank. 

     A U.N-arranged cease-fire agreement halted the fighting, but for many, like Keturah, who 

acted as an interpreter for the U.N. forces, it was too dangerous for her to live on her own land 

now that she’s been labeled as a traitor by her people for helping the Americans, who were 

helping the Israelis.  



     Keturah knew she couldn’t make them see she was only trying to help in the peace process, 

to save lives. They didn’t care that she too lost her parents because of the ongoing conflict, 

back when she was a little girl. Over the years her uncle, brother, a lot of her friends and their 

families became casualties of war as well. 

     It didn’t help that she was pregnant, ready to give birth any day. Her pregnancy was the 

result of her being raped multiple times by a group of Israeli military men. At first she was angry 

because she was violated. Her life was complicated enough, but after being raped she was 

considered damaged goods, according to Sharia law. She couldn’t report it to the Palestinian 

police because they wouldn’t believe her, and they might arrest her. So she kept it to herself, 

and that made her feel even more alone. 

     When she realized she was pregnant she knew then that she had to leave Gaza. The threats 

against her were one thing, but now her child was in danger. She and several others that were 

being sponsored by the Americans in their quest for asylum were holed up in a security facility 

along the Gaza Strip. For close to thirty-six hours they waited for U.N. forces to escort them 

over the border into Israel.  

     When their dismal situation became desperate, their food low, and hope turned to despair, 

the Americans came. The dozens of men, women, and children were taken to another shelter in 

the southern city of Sderot. They were to be housed momentarily, but in less than four hours 

the shelter was hit by a rocket. Most of the refugees were killed in the attack. The few that 

survived were taken to a Shuafat refugee camp where they received medical treatment. 



     Keturah was bruised, but alive. She had no fear for her own life, only her child. She screamed 

and fought with the medics until they gave her a sedative. When she came to she was so 

disoriented and nauseas she vomited until she had nothing left to regurgitate. Even after the 

feeling passed her body heaved from the putrid odors that invaded her senses. It was the smell 

of decaying flesh, those dying and the dead.     

     Sweating, panicked, afraid, she looked around horrified at the burnt, mutilated bodies and 

thought she was in hell. Red Crescent emergency medical technicians had their hands full trying 

to save lives. One turned his attention to her when he heard her screams.  

     “Help! Help! help!” Keturah screamed in pain.  

     Even though she was in labor and bruised, her mind was sharp. Her objective was to survive 

so she spoke in Hebrew. The man rushed over to her, and even though she spoke too fast for 

him to understand clearly with his limited knowledge of Hebrew, he knew she was in labor. 

     “Oh, man! Sari! I need you over here,” he said calling a female EMT worker. 

     “I’m busy, Hassan. If you haven’t noticed this man has lost one arm,” Sari said.  

     “This woman is in labor, and she’s speaking Hebrew. I can’t touch her, nor can I understand 

her.” 

     Sari sighed in resignation. She really thought these archaic laws and beliefs needed to be 

adjusted. Respect is one thing, but men like Hassan would let this woman die before they 

touched her to help her and the baby.  



     Sari rushed over to Keturah’s side. “Move, Hassan. Go take care of the man’s arm.” She 

didn’t have to tell him twice he was gone. She turned her attention to Keturah. “You need to 

breath, young lady. Breath, breath,” Sari said in Hebrew. She took a damp rag to rub across 

Keturah’s head. She talked to her as she timed the contractions and prepared to deliver the 

baby. Sari needed her to be calm so she would listen and help when it was time for the baby to 

come.  

     “What is your name?” Sari asked. 

     The pain Keturah felt was excruciating, but she still managed to speak. “Keturah. Ah, ah, ah! 

Help me, please. It hurts.” 

     “That’s why I’m here. You’re almost there. Breath, breath. I need you to breath and push. 

Breath and push. Where is your husband, Keturah?” 

     The question was unexpected. Keturah was silent for a moment before she answered. “I 

don’t have a, a… Ah, ah! I don’t have a husband! Ah, Ah!” 

     “What happened to you? What are you doing in this place?” 

     Keturah couldn’t tell her she was Palestinian, so she lied. “I lived in a Jewish settlement in 

the West Bank city of Hebron, with my parents. They were killed by Palestinians. They took me 

and, and they rapped me.” 

     Sari had long ago become desensitized to the plight of the people she encountered in the 

Strip and Bank, but for some reason she felt empathy for this girl, a kind of commonality. 



     “How old are you?’ Sari asked.  

     “Nineteen,” Keturah said. 

     Sari looked at her with genuine sorrow in her eyes. Why these things happen, she thought. 

“Keturah, I’m going to help you bring this baby into the world. Then I’m going to help you get to 

a safe place in Israel. I have some friends there that will help you, Okay.” She smiled at Keturah.  

     Keturah smiled. “Thank you,” she hissed through clinched teeth, her face a caricature etched 

by pain.  

     In the distant night Israeli and Palestinian forces clashed in an all-out war. Homes could be 

seen burning in the twilight. Ambulance sirens wailed their songs of misery as a testament to 

their lamentation. Yet, in the mist of these stifling circumstances the miracle of life is 

witnessed. 

     “Ahhh! My God! Oh… my… God!” 

     The pain from childbirth is virtually unmatched by anything known to man, but this 

experience, for women, was a common sacrifice. They were blessed by the hands of God as the 

bearers of life, and if this gift were bestowed upon men the world would be very empty, 

because men aren’t as strong to handle the pain. 

     The whining of the baby caused Keturah to snap out of her delirium. Her body was drenched 

in blood, sweat and tears. Sari stood by her cot smiling with the bundle of joy wrapped in a 

sheet. 



     “What is it?” Keturah asked reaching for her child. 

     “They’re boys. You have twins,” Sari said placing her babies in her arms. 

     Keturah held her babies tight in her arms. She was completely surprised by the additional 

gift.   

     “I didn’t know I was carrying two babies.” 

     “What are you going to call them?” 

     “David and Solomon. I believe if they have great names they will be great men.” 

     David and Solomon cried relentlessly, but they weren’t crying for peace in a land of unrest. 

They were totally oblivious to the bombardment of mortar shells that cascaded the night’s sky 

hidden in the shadows of darkness until impact. They were simply crying for sustenance.  

     “I’m going to run down stairs to get some clean rags, sheets, and find something to feed 

them. We aren’t exactly equipped for nursery duty,” Sari said as she walked away. 

     “Thank you,” Keturah said. “Sari.” Sari stopped and looked back at her. Keturah’s eyes were 

like limpid streams. “I really mean that. No one has ever helped me before.” 

     “I’m happy to be the first. Now, let me go get those hungry boys something to fill their 

bellies. I’ll be right back.” 

     Keturah examined her boys from head to toe marveling at the miracles God gave her. Maybe 

life will change for the better once we’re safely in Israel, she thought. “I’m going to take care of 

you my babies. You are my---“. 



     Before she could finish sharing her thoughts with her babies an explosion rocked the refugee 

camp. The blast shook the whole building. The walls crumbled, disappeared, exposing the 

carnage within. Screams echoed, and those still alive and in one piece moved swiftly through 

the dark dusty debris trying to make their escape before the building collapsed completely or 

another rocket hit. 

     In the core of the destruction Keturah lay covered by slabs of sheetrock. Her mind was 

functioning, but her body would not move. She screamed for help, but couldn’t tell if any sound 

came out. She couldn’t feel her babies in her arms. She couldn’t hear them crying. She couldn’t 

hear anything but the ringing in her ears. I’m deaf she thought. Panic set in, and again she tried 

to move, but couldn’t. She whimpered and soundlessly screamed for help. She suddenly felt 

hands on her shoulders. She was being pulled from the rubble. It was Hassan. 

     “My babies. My babies. Find my babies, please!” 

     “How do you feel? Can you walk?” Hassan asked. 

     She could hear him fine. So she wasn’t deaf. Other than being a little lightheaded and the 

ringing in her ears she was okay. “I’m fine,” she said in Arabic.  

     The faint sound of a baby crying caught their attention. Hassan rushed in the direction the 

sound came from. He moved some broken pieces of wood and found the babies huddled 

together as if they were protecting each other. He picked up one of the boys and passed him to 

Keturah, and held the other in his arms.  

     “We have to get out of here. Follow me, and watch your step.” 



     Hassan led the way through the wreckage, being ever so careful, but at the same time 

making haste. The darkness hampered his movements, but he still managed to make it to the 

stairway. As they descended the stairs they could hear explosions, sirens, screams. They saw 

buildings burning in the overcast. There seemed to be no end.  

     Keturah followed close behind Hassan. She could barely see him, but she could see good 

enough to know he was no longer in front of her. She paused, and called out. Hassan didn’t 

respond. Keturah took one small step forward and felt nothing under her feet. She jerked her 

leg back as if it were in fire. 

     A few inches more she would have dropped through the hole where the stairs used to be. 

She fell to her knees clutching the banister afraid to move. She held her baby in her arms as she 

looked down into the hole. All she could see was darkness. 

     Keturah sat there not knowing what she should do. She didn’t know where she was, or which 

way to go. She decided to stay there until morning, so the sun could guide her. She didn’t want 

to risk losing her other baby.  

     “May God bless you my precious child. You will always be in my heart.” 

 


