
place of searching. Searching for meaning, of self, of life, of purpose. Yes I am here in 
Canada, in 2007, but what is the point? A better life? I am confused even about the part of 
having been displaced from Ethiopia in the first place. I have anger about it, a lot of anger 
about it. Anger about not having had it explained to me, about not having had the strangeness 
of it (to me) acknowledged and discussed. It is such a trauma, yet it is treated as a blessing. 
Have I recovered from that trauma, I wonder. I'm starting to think that I haven't.l'm starting 
to think that I am still in that place of "what am I doing here?" How can I speak for a place 
and a people to which I am so alien? (This is also another reason why this break up has been 
so hard on me.) I'm starting to think that I am still I that place of having things happen "to" 
me, of not being in control of the direction of my life. Even at this point where I am able to 
do whatever I want to do with it, I still don't know what to do. A part of me wants to just dig 
my roots in deep, here in Canada. A part of me wants to pack up and go back to Ethiopia. A 
part of me wants to move somewhere else in the world, maybe England, for a while. A part of 
me just wants to move in the world, from place to place for a while. For every part of me that 
wants to belong, another part of me wants to remain a nomad. Even the opinions (few) that I 
have about things, whose are they? Are they really mine? Or are they adopted from the 
opinions of others who were especially convincing? Could I just as easily switch to another 
point of view if the speaker made enough of a convincing argument? What do I think of the 
world and what goes on in it? I don't know. 
As I write this, about being confused, having been stuffed with so much information yet 
feeling so empty, I know that it is a state of being shared by many. Dare I say, however, that 
this state of being is exacerbated for those who come from "such a rich tradition", "such a 
long history". That is how I feel. That this state of being confused is almost easier, or more 
understandable, if one's ancestors were slaves, or if one never knew one's parents, if one was 
actively rejected by one's family. Coming from such a secure background, however, and such 
a solid history, a nationality, one feels, I feel, almost guilty about being confused, about being 
conflicted. 
History defines us. As Ethiopians we are defined by our history. But what for those for whom 
this history is so distant, so oppressive in its grandeur? What for those for whom this history 
does not match with the present? What does this history mean? And what can it do to shape 
who we are today, living so far away from the stage of its enactment. I guess this history has 
to be looked at anew, given new meaning in accordance with the present reality. 
I feel I am somewhat approaching what I am trying to do with my work here. 
From this perspective, the legend that I am using for my play can be approached as one such 
defming historical narrative, historical moment, that I am looking at, investigating, in a search 
for meaning, in a search for identity ... 
Looking for Sheba- how's that for a title? 
Looking at Sheba 
The Sheba in the Mirror 
Sheba in the Mirror 
Mirroring Sheba 

I think I am done writing for today. 

January 04, 2007 

I am getting sick. Coming down with a cold. Am almost glad for it. I feel that it will be a type 
of cleansing, a purging of sorts. After that maybe I will go on the lemonade cleanse. I did it 
last back in August. I'd like to do it again, for longer this time. I reread this morning what I 
._ _ _, .• ,...tt .. n ve~terrlav and discovered a lie in it. close to the beginning. The truth is that I 


