of the blade began to bury Nick's legs.
During the next 3 hours we
repeatedly blocked the bulldozers
by sitting and standing in front of
them. We used a large banner and
a megaphone to communicate our
presence and identity to the soldiers.
Rachel and Fuzz wore bright orange
jackets with reflective tape on them.
Throughout most of the action, Rachel
spoke through the megaphone, telling
the soldiers that we were internationals
from America, Britain, and Scotland,

blade, pushed me a few meters across
the ground, and wedged me between a
mound of dirt and a pile of razor wire.
I could not move. If he had driven
forward only one more foot, I would
been impaled on the wire; another
meter and I would have been totally
buried, impaled, and probably killed.
Joe and Alice rushed over. They undid
the straps of my backpack, which was
buried beneath me, trapping my arms.
They helped unhook the razor wire
from my clothes. A young Palestinian

away. Alice and I climbed down from
the wall and walked toward Rachel. She
stood alone, near Samir Naserallah's
house. He is a local pharmacist. She
stayed at his house several times. A
bulldozer approached her at about 5
miles per hour. The machine was about
25 meters away and directly in front of
her at this point. She waved her arms
at the driver. This was around 5:00.
Concerned that she was alone, I
approached quickly. She sat down as
the bulldozer advanced. The' churning

in Hy Salaam that day. The driver of
one would not risk injuring activists,
and always stopped when we sat down
in front of her machine. (It is possible
to see into the cabs of these bulldozers;
one of the internationals noticed and
told me that this driver was a woman.)
The other repeatedly endangered
our lives, nearly killed me, and killed
Rachel. After Rachel was crushed, the
soldiers in the tank and bulldozers did
not get out of their machines or attempt
to help in any way.

Monsoor Speaks About Rachel
by Will Hewitt
What follows is a transcription, as close to verbatim as possible, of what Monsoor said when Krik and I asked him about Rachel after she was assassinated. At first he didn't
want to talk and didn't understand what we wanted. I explained that, if he liked, I wanted to write down a message for Rachel's friends and family in America. "What
would you like to say to her family?" I asked. He replied that he would talk for a while, and that I could write down whatever I wanted. Block], Tel Sultan, and Yibna are
the names of areas/neighborhoods. Monsoor's house is in another area called Brazil, about 1 mile from where Rachel was killed in Hy Salaam. She planned to visit him
and his family that afternoon. The Block f tent was an attempt to stop tanks from shooting houses and people in that heighborhood by placing internationals between the
tank and the houses. Israeli soldiers fired all around the tent. The first night Rachel and I spent in there, tracers shot by only a couple feet above the top of the tent.

The first day when Rachel come
here, Jenny and Joe tell me that a new
woman has come here. They say the
want to put her in Block J. They say
the first night in Block J all the Israelis
shoot at the tent and she is very afraid.
She did not smoke and she start to
smoke. At our first meeting she did not
know anything.
She said she want to meet all
the women and girls here. I took
her to my uncle's house. Maybe she
never met a Palestinian before. She is
very very happy.
The first night when they slept at
the water well, all the group want to be

in Tel Sultan but Rachel stayed here.
All the group is in Tel Sultan, She is
alone in Yibna, she lose telephone, she
can't find her way because she is new.
She call me. I don't know what is the
problem. She is afraid. I tell her I know
someone who can bring her here.
We sit here, all the group, me and
my brother, sit here talking and eating
and laughing.
You know I am very, very sad.
You know before she died she call me
and say I will see you soon. I stand
here and I wait. I think maybe she is
not coming this way, she is coming the
other way.

You know at 4:20 she call me.
(She died at 5:00)
You know she was the same as
people here. What people here eat,
she eat. Zahtar and olives. She come to
my mother and my mother not speak
English, Rachel not speak Arabic, but
my mother understand.
When the tank come to destroy
the mosque here, she go and stand
to stop the bulldozer to destroy the
mosque. She love this place. She say,
"I can feel how the woman here feel."
I say, "If you want to know how the
woman here feel, you can marry and
stay here all your life."

She all the time want to
learn everything. I tell • her, "You
take time, take time, it is easy
to know everything."
You know this woman has come
so far to this country to die, you know
to stop the bulldozers'that destroy the
houses. All the people thank this woman
and all the people are very sad. All the
time we don't forget this woman. She is
a Palestinian woman and she do all the
Palestinian woman do.
You know, maybe I don't know
her big time, but I know her.
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