TOP TEN POSITION FOR A LAST-PLACE REASON

Louisiana has at last made it into
a top-ten position, albeit for reasons
from the bottom of the barrel. The
wags at The Wall Street Journal
have used standard business evalu-
ation methods to ascertain the mar-
ket worth of major collegiate football
programs. Not unexpectedly, LSU
grabbed a top-ten spot, coming in at
number nine, with a valuation of $612,300,000.00.
When we consider that LSU football began as did most
other college programs, with a pile of rag-tag equipment
composed mostly of leather caps and dusty old shoes,
we see that the current valuation results from many
years of disproportionate investment, often shielded
behind quasi-private entities such as the Tiger Athletic
Foundation. Given that this history of excessive invest-
ment has already occurred, the best course might be
the sale of the football program to a private entity, an
entity, which could among other services, provide fair
payments for players. Would that not be a fine example
of the privatization that Louisiana management boards
have so vigorously endorsed?

SNUG AS BUGS IN A RUG: THE GEOGRAPHY OF CEO
RESIDENCES

An age-old axiom of political ge-
ography, cultural studies, and even
marketing holds that geographical
proximity says something about simi-
larity of temperament and compara-
bility of values. Consultants for mail
order and e-marketing firms, for example, often use both zip codes and
street addresses to profile populations and determine where to send their
catalogues. A revelation within the aforementioned disciplines occurred
when the Baton Rouge newspaper reported that outgoing governor Bobby
Jindal had purchased a home only steps away from the residence of LSU
President King Alexander—a home aptly positioned in that monument to
nouveau riche and arriviste bombast, the “University Club” (an apt name
given that Louisiana government and Louisiana higher education manage-
ment have converted the open ideology of public education into the exclu-
sionary club of the administrative oligarchy). For years, we have seen the
top level of LSU officialdom shaking its head in disbelief at the conduct of
Louisiana politicians and otherwise trying to distance itself from the Jindal
regime. What, then, are we to make of this synonymy of tastes between two
old-guard CEOs? (Amusingly, the Advocate report shows the somewhat
paranoid sign at the entrance to this lowland club, which sign reads “24 hour
video surveillance”—so do form your opinions from afar and do remember
that big brother is watching).




Call today for an
appointment!

225-578-9600 (pets
and small exotics)

225-578-9500 (horses
and farm animals)

LSU Veterinary
Teaching Hospital

Skip Bertman Drive

at River Road

Baton Rouge, LA 70803

www.vetmed.lsu.edu

Community
Practice offers |
primary care |

10% discount on all services for all
LSU faculty, staff and students. No
referral required!

ALL ANIMALS...ALL SERVICES...ALL THE TIME

LSU’ full-service Veterinary Teaching Hospltal fs open 24 hours a day, 7 days a week,
365 days a year; from small pets to harses, exotlcs and farm animals, emergency
medicine to preventative care—we're here for you and your animals,

We have more board-certified spedalists than anywhere else in Louisiana. Our
specialty services Include internal medicine, surgery, anesthesiclogy, cardiclogy,
dermatology, ophthalmology, oncology, nephrology, reproduction, integrative
medicine, rehabilitation, exotics, wildlife and diagnostic imaging (induding CT and
MRI).

Qur Community Practice Service offers primary veterinary care for LSU employees
and students. Come visit us for your pet’s annual check-ups, preventative heaith care,
disease diagnosis and management, micro-chipping, and health certificates.

facebook.com/LSUVTH
facebook.com/LSUSVYM

@LSUVetMed
instagram.com/LSUVetMed




THE SINCEREST FORM OF
FLATTERY DIVERSIFIES
NEWSLETTER SELECTION

CAPITAL ONE WITHDRAWS ATM

Could it be the end of the cash economy or could itbe =
the lack of stimulating options and vendors in student com-
mon spaces? As the accompanying photograph illustrates,
the population of ATM machines on the “wall of cash” at the
LSU Student Union seems to be diminishing, with the latest
migration being the departure of the Capitol One Bank auto-
mat. For a short time, an abysmal dark gash remained in the Capital One Withdraws ATM
wall, but, at LSU, gone is indeed forgotten, and the gash has
quickly healed, presumably with the aid of carpenters. The slippage in the physical cash
flow in the LSU Student Union symptomatizes the decline in the novelty value of Student
Unions. If all that one finds in such a building is a collection of franchises, why bother to
visit and why not spend money elsewhere? Student center directors statewide, please
come up with some signature attractions!

Since the Faculty Senate Newsletter
began publication (in the face of some
skepticism and more than a bit of gentle
ribbing) in early 2010, the linkage between
imitation and flattery has been repeatedly
confirmed by a proliferation of newsletters
on every campus and in dozens of depart-
ments and “units.” Apparently the News-
letter sent a clear and simple message, to
wit, that folks have much that they would
like to communicate. The latest entrant in
the specialized newsletter derby comes

from LSU A&M Office of Diversity. Curi-
ously, the new Office of Diversity eNews-
letter seems not to exist in an online for-
: s mat, but perhaps that will come along in
In a warm climate such as Louisiana, spies E?S”as(;‘\’/;‘nctgszs and Competitive due course. Congratulations to Dereck
coming in from the cold happens primarily in the g Rovaris on the enhancement of campus
winter. Soitis that, in the midst of the Christmas g B0 Budget communication.
break, the Newsletter obtained, from a deeply- e e |
placed source in a high university office, a new 000 3;§§“3th: LS L orrice or vy
chart showing how the increasing diversion of -~ by 140w Offic of Diversity eNewalstter
higher education funds into the “unfunded accrued £ Voading the AL _—
liability” or “UAL” (the excess costs to the retire- - e PR New e-newsletter from the LSU Office of Diversity
TZG? et asg; é?rse?::g:]gs)fzzrgr;h; Ifl;/rl]: ; ::Z r:j‘;ggt?;}f(- Retirement debacle amplifies effects of budget THE LATEST SPECIAL
statewide budget reductions. In dazzling graphic outs OFFER FROM SHORTS
form, the chart reveals a roughly 100% increase in UAL contributions coupled with dramatic TRAVEL: HIGHER FARES!
decreases in state funding for higher education. What would have been an already drastic
$700,000,000.00 reduction thus rose to a whopping $840,000,000.00 diminution in available Traveling faculty ” B2
funds. Viewed another way, that $140,000,000.00 per year amounts to an annual salary members know well the w
increment of about $17,500.00, a sum that, for some colleagues at the lower end of the pay shortcomings of Shorts =
scale, would amount to a thirty percent or greater salary increase. Travel, the state-
mandated travel agency. Elsewhere in

this issue, the Newsletter reports the re-
MANN COLUMN CONTRASTS LIBRARY TO ATHLETIC FACILITIES peal of the mandate to use HotelPlan-
ner.com for hotel reservations, but the
requirement to book travel itself on Shorts
remains. A few years ago, under extreme
pressure from faculty groups, Shorts de-
ployed a new utility called “FindIt” that
would automatically locate presumably
equal or better fares to those discovered
on an assortment of open-market booking
sites. For example, a traveler who found
£ _ a fare on the American Airlines web site
would automatically receive an invitation
to activate FindIt, which would then send
an equivalent of better fare from the
Shorts database. The latest twist on a
utility which was not such a bad idea at
the outset is the offering of higher fares.
Recently, a Newsletter secret shopped
sought price quotes for an assortment of
travel itineraries. The result: an abun-
dance of offers for fares at higher prices!

Devastatingly witty and daringly constructive column-
ist Bob Mann is at it again, this time earning the Newsletter
award of high merit for the best informative embarrassment
of the year. Clever Mann recently published a column in
which he systematically compares an assortment of facili-
ties related to athletes and the athletic program at LSU to
the main library at LSU, the Middleton. Mann included in
his incisive column a series of photographs that, with a sort
of tearful comedy, illustrate the stark contrast between the
rubble that is Louisiana’s leading library and the palatial
spaces in which athletes study and receive tutoring and other favors. A link to Mann’s blog
leads the astounded viewer to even more remarkable photos such as the image of three
volumes from the Congressional Record that
have been soaked, twisted, and distorted by mys-
terious odious fluids oozing from the library walls.
Congratulations to columnist Mann for revealing
the true state of the temple of knowledge that is
the University library and for exposing the claim
that all students are treated equally.
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http://www.nola.com/opinions/index.ssf/2016/01/lsu_middleton_library_athletic.html

MONTEHLY MOVIE BEVIE W|

A BORROWED IDENTITY (Eran Riklis and Sayed Kashua, 2014)
Reviewed by Carl Freedman

Cinema (like everything else) in Israel is indelibly marked by the
separation between Jew and Arab. Most international coverage of
Arab/Jewish conflict focuses on the plight of the (effectively stateless)
Arab Palestinians who reside in the Occupied Territories; but it is often
forgotten that about twenty percent of the people in Israel proper are
Arabs too. These Arab Israelis are citizens of the Israeli state and
hence considerably privileged in comparison to their ethnic compatriots
in Gaza and the West Bank. But Israel formally designates itself a Jew-
ish state, and Arab Israelis do not enjoy equal status with Jewish Israe-
lis even in a technical, legal sense (notably insofar as land and immigra-
tion policy are concerned); and they are even further from enjoying sub-
stantive social equality. Many Arab Israelis live their lives almost entire-
ly among their own people, in relatively menial, low-paying jobs. Still,
they do enjoy much greater freedom of movement than any other Arabs
under Israeli rule, and it is not impossible for Arab Israelis to attain
some degree of prestige and affluence—as a newscaster, say, or a
sports star, or a popular actor—in the larger, predominantly Jewish
society. Successful Arabs in Israel tend to speak fluent Hebrew (a lan-
guage closely related to Arabic, after all), sometimes so well that they
are visibly and audibly indistinguishable from Jews.

That Israel, in its society and culture, is both Jewish and Arab is a
point that A Borrowed Identity makes even before the film has intro-
duced any characters or dramatic situations. The major opening credits
are trilingual, being given in Arabic, Hebrew, and English—the last of
which is not only an obvious convenience for the international audience
but probably the closest thing to a “neutral” mode of communication
between Israeli Arabs and Jews. There is a trilingual epigraph from the
Palestinian poet Mahmoud Darwish, rendered into English as “Identity is
our legacy and not our inheritance, our invention and not our memory.”
We are also informed by a trilingual slide that the twenty percent of
Israel’s population who are Arab amount to more than 1.6 million peo-
ple. Most important of all, we learn the identities of the screenwriter and
the director. The former is Sayed Kashua, a prominent Israeli Arab
author known for his fiction, journalism, and television scripts; the
screenplay of this film is based on Kashua’s own heavily autobiograph-
ical novel. The director, Eran Riklis, is a well-known Israeli Jewish
filmmaker; among his most internationally celebrated movies are The
Syrian Bride (2004), a seriocomic story of an arranged marriage and the
bureaucratic obstructions to it, and Lemon Tree (2008), about an Arab
widow who must defend her precious lemon grove against her new next
-door neighbor, who happens to be the Israeli Defense Minister. Itis
difficult to imagine more intimate artistic collaboration between Arab and
Jew than is on offer in this film. At the same time, it is worth noting that
the hierarchy that exists within filmmaking—where, generally, the
screenwriter, however important and well rewarded, is in the end a hired
hand who must take orders from the director—here reproduces the
power relations between Arab and Jew in Israeli society as a whole.

A Borrowed Identity tells the story of a young Israeli Arab named
Eyad (Razi Gabareen as a little boy, Tawfeek Barhom as a teenager).
A generation before the time present of the film, Eyad’s beloved father
Salah (Ali Suliman) was a talented university student who seemed
poised to achieve considerable upward mobility. But his involvement in
the politics of Palestinian nationalism led to his being imprisoned by the
Israeli authorities (even though he was never charged with any actual
crime); and, by the time he was released, any chance of a successful

career was shattered. He has spent his life |
as a fruit-picker. Though Salah’s political
views have not fundamentally changed, his
expectations have grown more modest. He
no longer dreams of the defeat of the Israeli
state but simply wishes it would allow its \
Arab citizens to live in dignity and decency.
Above all, he hopes that his son, who has
inherited his own intellectual brilliance, will 5
be able to gain some of the advantages Whis = i
denied to him.

So Salah is delighted when Eyad receives the opportunity to enroll
at the most prestigious high school in the country: the Jerusalem Arts
and Sciences Academy, a diploma from which will open many doors in
Israeli society. The student body is of course overwhelmingly Jewish,
and, in fact, we never actually see or hear of a single Arab student other
than Eyad himself. Eyad predictably encounters a certain amount of
Jewish bigotry and bullying, though more, it seems, in the neighborhood
around the school than within its walls; and, in general, things go better
for him than one might have expected. His academic excellence and
good looks give him a certain prestige, and Eyad becomes increasingly
self-confident (and increasingly fluent in Hebrew). Once, in a literature
class, he delivers a passionate, detailed account of what an assigned
text looks like from his Arab point of view. It is clearly not what was
expected by the teacher—who had insisted that Eyad share his views,
refusing his request to be allowed to remain silent on the assigned read-
ing—but his Jewish classmates, while surprised, seem generally to
respect his lucidity and courage.

Best of all, Eyad acquires a beautiful Jewish girlfriend named Naomi
(Danielle Kitsis)—like him one of the smartest kids in the school—and
they both enjoy the Romeo-and-Juliet way that intense teenage sexual
love can almost always trump (for a while) the differences that adults
consider important. Still, Eyad is never really allowed to forget the dis-
advantages that come with being Arab in a Jewish world. Though Nao-
mi herself seems genuinely free from prejudice, she reports that her
mother has told her that, though she (the mother) could tolerate learning
that her daughter was a lesbian, or had become a drug dealer, or had
contracted cancer, the one thing she would find absolutely unaccepta-
ble was learning that Naomi was going with an Arab boyfriend. At one
point Eyad takes a job in a restaurant, where he notices that all the
kitchen staff are Arab, while all the (much better paid) waiters are Jew-
ish. The standing bitter joke in the kitchen is that there is only one way
for an Arab to become a waiter: to die as a martyr and then to ask Allah
to send you back to earth as a Jew.

Indeed, as time passes the weight of anti-Arab discrimination be-
comes more and more evident, and Eyad’s success in the classroom
can do less and less to mitigate it. Even his relationship with Naomi
comes to an end. Though her personal feelings do not seem to alter, it
gradually becomes clear to her that being a Jewish woman attached to
an Arab man will, in adult Israeli society, exact a higher price than she is
willing to pay. Specifically, as the time for Naomi's compulsory military
service approaches, she hopes to gain admittance to one of the elite
intelligence units of the Israel Defense Forces—an ambition made feasi-
ble by her considerable intellectual abilities. But such service would
surely be excluded by having an Arab lover or husband (especially, one
presumes, given the political background of Eyad’s father).

A BORROWED
IDENTITY

—Continued on p. 13
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GRAMBLING PROFESSOR UNCOVERS DATA ON
FLAGSHIP DIVERSITY

RALLO JAZZES UP CHRISTMAS, EARNS “GALA OF THE
YEAR”AWARD

From an anonymous but
admittedly well-known col-
league at Grambling comes
word of a new survey that
once again calls into question
the real diversity of the theo-
retically ultra-diverse Louisi-
ana. A new report in the Huffington Post looks at the
success of state flagship universities in the recruitment
of black students. Warning that “black students are
being shut out of top public colleges,” the investigators
measured the gap between the percentage of black
high school graduates in a state and the percentage of
black students enrolled in the state flagship institution.
LSU A&M came in second with regard to the capa-
ciousness of the gap (i.e., second worst owing to the
biggest disparity between available high school gradu-
ates and students enrolled), second only to perennial
loser Mississippi. Given that the average black enroll-
ment at Flagship institutions ran around five percent,
LSU may win on raw numbers, with its ten-plus percent
black enrollment, yet the gap between practice and
possibility remains formidable.

KIRYLO SHOWS LINK BETWEEN HIGHER EDUCATION AND K-12 PRIVATIZATION

The Newsletter never
ceases to be surprised at
the inventiveness of
Commissioner of Higher
Education Joseph Rallo.
This year, again going
where no Commissioner
has dared to wander be-
fore, Rallo jazzed up
Christmas by treating an
assortment of higher edu-
cation leaders to a splendidly intercultural evening event that featured the
best catering in Louisiana academe and that fronted no less than a genuine
jazz combo. Unafraid to take Santa down Bourbon Street, the innovative
Rallo partnered with Southern University leadership to create a veritable
manger-scene of an event in a brilliantly lit, snowy-looking pavilion that
combined the tropical with the wintery in a wonderland of entertainment and
conversation. Rallo, a former Colonel who understands the officers’ club as
well as he understands team development, performed a great service by
bringing Southern University back into the social orbit of higher education
leadership and, better, doing that service in an entertaining fashion. Bravo
to Commissioner Rallo for letting the Grinch of budget crisis know that the
beat (perhaps of Rudolph’s hooves) goes on!

The Commissioner Combo enlivens Christmas at Southern

Well-known faculty activist and Southeastern Louisiana
University Professor James Kirylo has launched another col-
umn that is drawing rave reviews far and wide. In his latest
contribution to the Vamboozled blog—a renowned vehicle for
the critique of education policy—Kirylo dissects a range of
programs and concepts, all of which turn on a common axis,
that of privatization of public education. With a genial combi-
nation of erudition, outrage, and charmingly exasperated wit,
Kirylo deconstructs such terms and concepts as the distinction between master, mentor, and career teachers; “VAM” or value-added
models; and performance-based rewarding of pedagogues. Read long, read carefully, and read intently, for Kirylo has something,

nay, a whole lot, to say!

SALVATORE MOVES NOT MOUNTAINS, BUT, AS IT WERE, PORTABLE VOLCANOS

Those who have been wringing their hands lamenting that faculty cannot accomplish anything in highly politi-
cized Louisiana have looked on with confused wonder at the achievements of Brian Salvatore, a leader of the
north Louisiana movement to regulate the incineration of obsolete explosive at Camp Minden. Salvatore and his
colleagues have, against all the odds, kept the mighty American military at bay and have succeeded in reducing
what would have been an open pyre of hazardous chemical waste into a controlled and environmentally sound
disposal process. It may not be quite true that Salvatore and his band have moved mountains, but they have
moved a kind of portable volcano in the form of the world’s largest contained burn tank. Catch the video of the
moving sort-of-mountain online and be sure to catch Salvatore’s explanatory posting on Facebook.

A blog about teacher evaluation, accountability, and value-added models (VAMs).

Never bamboozled, Kirylo stars in new Vamboozled commentary
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https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=FYCN8wDsMBA&app=desktop
https://www.facebook.com/groups/campmindenopenburn/permalink/813354865441356/
http://vamboozled.com/deep-pockets-corporate-reform-and-teacher-education/

LEADERSHIP TURMOIL RIPS LSUHSC-S CAMPUS

Obsessive behavior is nothing new to Louisiana higher education leadership. More than once, for example, management
boards have proceeded in the single-minded pursuit of a favorite candidate despite overwhelming criticism from the press, the
people, and ethical principle. The latest obsession centers on the medical campus in Shreveport, LSUHSC-S. After the depar-
ture of Chancellor Barish for the University of Chicago hospital system, LSU leadership ignored a series of recommendations from
the LSUHSC-S faculty with regard to the choice of an interim Chancellor. Faculty letters containing suggestions went unan-
swered; surveys never occurred; such town halls as occurred were declarative in nature (“I'm here to inform you that this is what
is going to happen”) or chastising in tone (“you’re burning through three million per month and that can’t continue™). The latest
turn in this crucible of contemptuous, command-style leadership by the LSU top brass is a preoccupation with a candidate whose
connection to the LSU oligarchy remains obscure, but whose hypnotic influence over the LSU leadership suggests that the rela-
tionship is more than that typical of an over-the-transom application. Chief among the qualifications of this candidate, who lacks a
doctoral degree but offers instead what he calls an “executive profile,” is service as a strategic planner for “population health development” under
“the Ministry of the Interior of the Kingdom of Saudi Arabia,” a nation that, in keeping with the LSU System'’s astounding sense of timing, only a
few weeks ago demonstrated its commitment to academic freedom by publicly executing forty-seven dissident intellectuals. Further review of the
candidate’s CV shows his deployment, in a New York jurisdiction, of “a new legal entity” that could “hire community physicians as non-state em-
ployees.” Translation: experience as a union-buster and as an instrument in the depression of professional wages. As we read on, we discover
that the candidate is also a privatization enthusiast. Wasn't it privatization that led LSU into a gigantic, failed lawsuit against Shreveport health
care syndicates?

It appears that this self-styled “change agent” and “teambuilding” specialist may be somewhat less than a friend of faculty. Considering that
one wag at Shreveport declared that it would be odd to hire a Chancellor who lacked the qualifications even to apply for a post as an assistant

professor, one can only assume that the principal qualification is the suggestion of willingness to obey and to follow orders.

—Continued from page 11

In the meantime, however, Eyad has made another close Jewish
friend, one nearly as important to him as Naomi: the schoolboy Yo-
natan (Michael Moshonov). The two boys share an interest in music,
and Yonatan's dream is to become a rock guitarist. But this dream is
foreclosed by the terrible degenerative disease—muscular dystrophy—
from which Yonatan suffers. As Yonatan's health declines further and
further, Eyad becomes closer and closer to him: and also to Yonatan'’s
widowed mother Edna (Yael Abeccassis), who comes to see Eyad as a
kind of second son and who eventually invites the Arab boy to move in
with her and Yonatan.

When Yonatan dies, Eyad makes a fateful decision. He has al-
ready “borrowed” Yonatan's name in a few small ways—in order to
secure a job as a waiter, and in order to open a bank account where he
can cash his paychecks—but now, with the full support and active co-
operation of Edna, he determines to adopt Yonatan's identity full-time
and permanently. Yonatan’s body is given an Islamic burial under Ey-
ad’s name: a crucial tactical move in Eyad’s scheme but also, of
course, the symbolic burial of his own history and identity as an Arab
Palestinian. From now on, he will be the Jew Yonatan: and, with all
the relevant papers in order and with Yonatan's own mother agreeing,
who is likely to cast doubt on his new identity? Besides, in addition to
Eyad's perfect fluency in Hebrew and his inside knowledge of Jewish
society, he happens, by a fortunate co-incidence, to bear some physical
resemblance to his dead friend.

So A Borrowed Identity is ultimately a film about passing: or rather,
about the decision to pass, since we see nothing of Eyad’s future life as
a full-time Jew. Passing is a familiar phenomenon here in America,
where there is a long history of light-skinned blacks passing as white
and of Jews without stereotypically Semitic features passing as Gentile
(see Philip Roth’s fine novel The Human Stain [2000] and Robert Ben-
ton’s 2003 filming of it for recent literary and cinematic treatments of the
theme in the US). Passing has always been intensely controversial,
and it is not entirely easy to say what the attitude of this Jewish/Arab
film is to its narrative of an Arab passing as Jewish. Overtly, Riklis and
Kashua seem to set themselves against the knee-jerk essentialism
which holds that one’s true or “authentic” identity is determined by acci-
dent of birth, and that there is something false or even shameful in at-

tempting to alter it. Pragmatically, after all, Eyad’s decision makes
excellent sense: Yonatan had a perfectly good Jewish identity in a
society where Jewish identity brings great privilege, and since, once in
the grave, he can use it no further, why should his best friend not make
use of it himself? Then too, the film, with exquisite irony, seems to
invoke the authority of the pre-eminent national poet of Arab Palestine
in support of its hero’s decision to abandon his identity as an Arab Pal-
estinian: If, as Darwish insists, identity cannot be inherited but must be
invented, then why should Eyad not invent, or re-invent, himself as a
Jew? But certain formal elements of the film perhaps qualify, or even
undermine, this eminently reasonable position. For it is in the earlier
parts of A Borrowed Identity, when we see Eyad in the context of his
extended Arab family, and also when, a bit later, we see him forming
intense personal relationships with Naomi and Yonatan across the lines
of ethnicity and culture, that the film feels most vibrant and robust: The
visuals are crisp and interesting, the character development complex
and convincing. Towards the end, as Eyad becomes—or should that
be “becomes”?—a Jew, there is a waning of cinematic energy and even
a (perhaps semi-schizophrenic) waning of affect; the film becomes less
interesting, less gripping, on nearly every level. It is almost as though A
Borrowed Identity does not, at heart, truly believe its own evident anti-
essentialist and commonsense pragmatism.

In any case, the fact that Eyad must assume Yonatan’s identity in
order to lead the life he wants implies nothing but deep pessimism
about the prospects for Israeli Arabs, for the vast majority of whom
passing is not an option. True, this pessimism might appear to be con-
tradicted by the fact of the Arab/Jewish collaboration that produced the
film as well as by Sayed Kashua's whole career as a highly successful
Israeli Arab writer who attended a boarding school much like the one
portrayed in the film, who continued his studies (in philosophy and soci-
ology) at the Hebrew University of Jerusalem, and who lived with his
wife and children in a predominantly Jewish neighborhood of Jerusa-
lem. Alas, things are not so simple, or hopeful. Forin 2014 Kashua
moved to the United States, announced he would not return to Jerusa-
lem, and flatly declared in a newspaper column, “Jewish-Arab co-
existence has failed.” In some ways, he is perhaps closer to his autobi-
ographical character Eyad now than he was when he wrote the script
for this intriguing film.




