The film begins ten minutes from my mother's house.
That proximity is the first contradiction. This is not a foreign field of study, nor a landscape encountered through scripture or news footage. It is a backyard and battleground and burial ground, all at once. 
The narrative unfolds amidst a landscape that is simultaneously sacred and sacrificed. The air is dry, the heat is oppressive, and the land is marked by salt and desolation. Despite the pervasive death, the sanctity of the landscape is not lost but transformed. This contradiction of reverence and ravage produces what I have come to think of as a blessed disaster, a condition in which holy tourism flourishes alongside environmental collapse.
I found myself excavating layers that refused to remain separate: biblical history, geological time, unnatural extraction, colonial infrastructure, and the slow violence of environmental transformation. These are not metaphorically layered, but literally stacked, sometimes within the same square meter of ground. A Roman road beneath a British Mandate checkpoint beneath an Israeli settlement road beneath a mineral extraction pipe, beneath a corpse. Digging becomes more than an act of discovery; it is an attempt to understand how a place continues carrying so much weight without ever being allowed to rest.
I often wonder whether we mistake permanence for resilience. The valley looks eternal. It is photographed as eternal, preached as eternal. But the land does not renew, it simply refuses to finish dying. Perhaps sanctity is not a condition but an accumulation, sedimented into the landscape like salt itself.
Every occupation leaves a texture. Ottoman, British, Jordanian, Israeli — the land does not distinguish between them, it just keeps absorbing. Checkpoints become landmarks. Watchtowers become part of the horizon line, the way a mountain is. Violence, when it is slow enough, stops registering as an event and starts registering as weather.
The act of purification sits on the same riverbank as the border you cannot cross, and both are doing exactly what they were built to do. Construction cranes that never finish anything. Air-conditioners humming, cooling the soldiers. Souvenir shops selling water from a river that no longer exists. People weep at a trickle the width of a driveway, and the gift shop is grateful for it. The weeping is real. The river is not.
At Deir Hijleh Monastery, birds, skulls, lions, and lambs survive as mosaic, fresco, life evicted from the living world and rehoused in representation, where it's easier to maintain, easier to keep from dying twice. Nature here is beautifully preserved and completely optional. You can visit the animals without the inconvenience of the desert actually containing any.
The Dead Sea evaporates on schedule. Thousands of sinkholes open as the ground gives way beneath it — decades of diverted water and mineral extraction, cosmetics companies and potash factories mining a corpse and calling it skincare. The Dead Sea is officially dead. It is still called holy. Both of these things are true. Holiness is just what we call a death we've agreed to keep visiting.

