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Once 
upon a time 

“ 15 December ”

533
Byzantine general 
Belisarius defeats the 
Vandals, commanded by 
King Gelimer, at the 
Battle of Ticameron.

1256
Hulagu Khan captures 
and destroys the 
Hashshashin stronghold 
at Alamut in present-
day Iran as part of the 
Mongol offensive 
on Islamic 
southwest 
Asia.

15 December 2008 / Issue 10     The only publication where no sentences are left without a verb and none begins with “and”.

Twice, n. Once too often: Ambrose Bierce

Editorial

Plugs in 
airports
In this issue, we will travel to 
Mongolia, Tanzania and Iran. If 
you were to go to any of these 
places you would certainly do 
so by place.

Most international airport are a 
frustrating experience for 
passengers. Heathrow’s 
terminal 5, which cost £4.3 
billion ($6.6 billion), was 
expected to solve the recurrent 
congestion. Queen Elizabeth II 
inaugurated the building, but 
things soon fell apart for all 
involved: the airlines, the 
operator and you, the passenger. 
Heathrow is by no means unique in 
frustrating passengers; Paris CDG, 
New York’s JFK, Rome’s Fiumicino all present passengers 
with the same frustrations. 

It has become too risky to try to get to any major airport 
with just minutes to spare. Too many things can go wrong, 
starting with traffic congestions on the way to the airport. 
Once there, you have to survive checking-in, go through 
security (or undergo security). If all goes well, you will 
have a lot of time to spare, first because you were told to 
get there far ahead of departure time secondly because your 
flight is likely going to be delayed. Therefore, you have to 
strategize about killing time till take-off.

Plug me in Scotty!

What is the one thing, most likely not only to help you 
endure, but actually render the wait quite pleasant?

Shopping? Maybe
Eating? Unlikely

Reading?  Possibly

The one thing that will do so is the plug. It will make most 
travelers happier because they will be able to power their 
computers and do the things they enjoy: watch a DVD, play 

games and surf the internet (which ideally should be free 
and provided by the airlines and airport operators)

So why is it so difficult to find a free plug in Charles de 

Gaules, Heathrow, Boston Logan, Rome Fiumicino etc…?

It is probably a question of money. Most of these airports 
have been built before personal computers were 
widespread.

The opportunity lies in having this kind of infrastructure 
upgrade paid by advertisers. What’s in it for them? There is 
probably no better feel-good opportunity than this one, 
when a dispirited traveller, having found-out that his flight 
has been delayed for a second time, finds salvation in the 
guise of plug sponsored by “super international telecom”.

This brand, or any brand sponsoring such works, will be 
forever be associated with salvation when things could 
have gone much worse.

Wahyd Vannoni

Is there a plug under each seat?
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Mongolia
By Jonathan Renich founder of Edurelief

Just over three years ago I found myself on an 
uncomfortably rough Aeroflot flght from 
Moscow to Ulaanbaatar. Looking out an all too 
small window, I could see the vast Mongolian 
steppe becoming lit by the first light of dawn. I 
was on board with about ten university 
students who had given up their summers to 
go to Mongolia, travel around the country 
working in rural communities, schools, 
churches, and amongst the nomadic families 
that still find their lively hood in their herds of 
animals.

The memories of those months in Mongolia 
are still very vivid in my mind, but they all 
seem to dim from one memory that I will 
never forget.

I was in the north, staying in the small town of 
Baruunburen. It’s a town with a population a 
little over 1,000. The town itself would be 
forgettable except for the fact that it lies 
directly off the road from Erdenet to the 
capital, guaranteeing it a connection with the 
rest of Mongolia: all major transportation and 
communication follow that road. One 
afternoon, while working my way through the 
town on a two-week community development 
analysis, I found myself face to face with a 
woman who simply said:

“Please help my children stay in school.”

A bit taken aback, I began asking her questions 
to uncover what she was looking for. Up until 
that moment I had enjoyed Mongolia, one 
could even say I loved the country for its 
wide-open, wild beauty, but it hadn’t yet 
captured me. Something in my heart broke as 
this soft-spoken woman explained that she 
had until school started in the fall, to come up 

with the money for her children’s schoolbooks 
due to cuts in school funding. She said if she 
was unable come up with the money, her 
children would have to drop out of school. My 
naive ideas of an easy solution were quickly 
shattered as she ended by saying the $20 it 
cost per child was equivalent to a one month 
salary.

That conversation changed the course of my 
life. I suddenly found myself motivated by 
one single goal; bring quality education back 
to Mongolia.

I knew that the situation was complicated, but 
I felt that the time it would take for 
government funding to come back to schools 
would be much too long for the futures of the 
children who were currently struggling to stay 
in school. $20 seemed a good place to start, so 
I started asking everyone I could to donate $20 
to our cause. Four months later we had 
sponsored the education of 525 children. A 
year later, 3,490 more children from 9 different 
schools were receiving a better education.

Three years beyond that conversation on the 
street in Baruunburen I find myself 
desperately in love with Mongolia and its 
people, constantly seeking ways to ensure a 
bright future for its children. It is not easy not 
an easy goal, but it is necessary, and one I 
believe completely possible, to turn this 
situation around and positively impact 
Mongolia forever.

I now live in Mongolia with my wife. We 
spend our days studying Mongolian and 
supporting schools and communities, working 
alongside them to find solutions that will 
improve their capabilities to provide quality 

education for their children. Three years ago I 
couldn’t say that I knew much about 
Mongolia, and yet today I call it my home.

Jonathan Renich

Edurelief Founder / CEO

---

About Edurelief - Mission and Values

Edurelief is a development organization 
focused on breaking the cycle of poverty, 
improving quality of life and encouraging 
hope in the future of people’s lives around the 
world through sustainable education, training, 
and advocacy on their behalf.

Our goal is to support communities and help 
them meet the immediate need of ensuring 
their children’s right to education, but also to 
partner with them, empowering the 
communities to establish long-term, 
sustainable solutions to the issues they are 
faced with today. 

http://edurelief.org/
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Being an Intern in 
Tanzania
By Amanda John

I am originally from Trinidad in the Caribbean.  
I have studied at Richmond University in the 
United Kingdom where I did a BA in Cultural 
Communications.  I pursued graduate studies 
at Anglia Ruskin University in Cambridge 
where I received a Master of Arts in 
Intercultural Relations in Europe.  I am deeply 
passionate about cultures and languages, and 
have done extensive research on French culture 
and language.  I spent one year in France 
learning French and was then accepted to do 
an internship at the UN International Criminal 
Tribunal for Rwanda in Tanzania.  This 
experience has combined my knowledge of 
working with people across cultures, using my 
language skills to communicate, understanding 
human rights and participating in the fight 
against impunity and national reconciliation in 
Rwanda.

At the moment I am in Arusha, Tanzania.  I 
work as an External Relations intern at the 
International Criminal Tribunal for Rwanda 
(ICTR) under the 
office of the 
Registrar. I was 
first attached to 
the Protocol 
Support Services 
and then to the 
Resource 
Mobilization/
Special Projects 
Cluster within 
the ERSPS.  The 
Resource 
Mobilization/
Special Projects 
Cluster is in 
charge of 
compiling 
monthly actual 
expenditures of 
various projects 
and preparing 
draft letters and 
preliminary 
project 
proposals. PSS is responsible for organizing, on 
behalf of ICTR Senior Officials, visits to the seat 
of the Tribunal, including official receptions of 
Government Authorities, UN Agency 
Representatives, Members of the Diplomatic 
Corps, the Civil Society, Bar Associations, 
University scholars and students. The purpose 
of such visits provides an opportunity for 

guests to be familiarized with the tribunal's 
functions and goals and about the process to 
end and challenge impunity and promote 
international justice thereby contributing to the 
national reconciliation process in Rwanda.

We live in a post-colonial type Beverly Hills. 
Just outside however there are dirt roads and 
people walking cows and goats. It’s an area 
where a large number of UN staff live so the 
houses are quite big and comfortable; in short, 

there are standards, but I speak for myself.

We eat local food: rice and beans with some 
kind of meat. There is a very local dish called 
"ugali", it is made of corn but has no taste 
because there is no salt.  It is eaten with sauce 
and vegetables or fried with meat or, with 
roasted bananas.

I have learned Swahili during my time here. It 
helps because if you are polite to the locals 
they refer to you as 'rafiki' friend and are less 
likely to harass you. Some foreigners here 
make no effort to learn Swahili or learn about 
the culture and understand the people. Mostly 
relations with the local population are good, 
but there have been incidents of robberies and 
muggings. Foreigners, referred to as 
'mzungus', are targeted because locals 
immediately assume they have money

Since my time at the 
United Nations 
International Criminal 
Tribunal for Rwanda, I 
have witnessed two 
judgements rendered 
and sentences handed 
down to people 
accused of genocide 
and crimes against 
humanity.

 The most recent 
judgement to be 
passed by the judges of 
the UNICTR was that 
of Simon Bikindi.  On 
Tuesday December 
2nd 2008, Trial 
Chamber III composed 
of Judges Inés Mónica 
Weinberg de Roca, 
Florence Rita Arrey 
and Robert Fremr, 
convicted Simon 

Bikindi of direct and public incitement to 
commit genocide and sentenced him to fifteen 
years imprisonment. In 1994, Bikindi was a 
famous singer and composer and the leader of 
a ballet troupe, the Irindiro.

Continued on page 5

International Court Tribunal Rwanda offices 2003
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Isfahan: in a class by 
itself
By Sean Paul Kelley

The Islamic world is filled with magnificent 
cities. Samarkand, Bukhara, Damascus, Cairo, 
Istanbul and Mecca are all at the top of any top 
ten list, but Isfahan is in a class of its own. A 
city where the spiritual and the secular both 
find expression, Isfahan is tasteful blend of the 
stern classical contours of Islamic architecture 
with the curvaceous and luxuriant movement 
of Persian. Should I ever return, I'll spend a 
week in Isfahan. Two days are not enough, not 
enough to see the highlights, much less dig 
deep into the soul of the city and uncover all its 
secrets.

After the long ride from Tehran to Isfahan our 
guide started us off slowly. We drove north 

towards the outskirts of the city the morning of 
the 26th where we stopped at a middling size 
hill, maybe 100 meters from top to bottom. A 
barren rock with centuries of worn trails going 
up and down in all directions, all of them 
clearly beginning at the summit where a small 
mud brick edifice endures, to this day the harsh 
Persian sun. Called the Ateshkadeh-ye Isfahan 
it is the remains of a 3rd century Zoroastrian 
Fire Temple, most likely erected by the 
Sassanians.

In the early morning sun the rocks are almost 
peach in appearance, contrasting mildly with 
the muddy brick buildings at the summit, 
which stands to reason: they are made from 
mud, something the Persians excel at. There are 
a thousand, thousand mud brick buildings still 
standing in Iran some of them date back to the 
days of the Sassanians (a pre-Islamic dynasty) 
and others from the turn of the last century. But 
all of them share two features above all: they 
are functional and they (mostly) endure.

After the Ateshkadeh-ye Isfahan we drove 
south again back into the city. Before we arrived 
we stopped at a small shrine known as the 

Manar Jonban, or the shaking minarets. This 
shrine dates back to the Il-Khanid period (a 
Mongol successor state), from roughly 
1256-1353 AD, and was originally built to house 
a local Iranian mystic, Amoo Abdollah 
Garladani. But in the late 14th century a pair of 
minarets were conceived of a purpose and built 
atop this single iwan (a portal leading into a 
shrine or sanctuary) shrine, which now looks 
more like a small Southwestern Spanish 
Catholic mission than a mosque (see photo). 
The minarets do serve, as I said, a critical 
purpose: atop the minarets are two small 
belfries, which when shaken ring out loudly. 
Conceived by old Persian architects that the city 
dwellers would have some kind of a warning 
for earthquakes. After all, Iran is an earthquake 
prone country. (These shaking minarets are not 
to be confused by those of the same name in 
Ahmedabad, Gujarat India, which were 
designed to shake off the blow of an 
earthquake, not warn of an impending one.) 
Then, at eleven o'clock, as if cued up by central 

casting, the keeper of the shrine ascended the 
staircase, crawled into the belfry and shook the 
right minaret vigorously. Almost thirty feet 
away the other minaret shook vigorously and 
its bells also rang. It was almost like Rome at 
noon with bells pealing across the Isfahani 
suburbs.

With the show over and our appetites calling 
for attention we dashed back into the city, 
parked the car and walked to Imam Square 
(where we would soon eat). There are fewer 
more noble public spaces in the world. Saint 
Peter's in Rome, the square in front of the 
Winter Palace in Saint Petersburg and Trafalgar 
in London are the only three that immediately 
come to mind. This square is immense in 
proportions but beguiling, simple and elegant. 
It is a long rectangle, roughly 500 meters by 150, 
built on a north south axis. Where once there 
was a polo field, in the time of Shah Abbas the 
Great, fountains now gush, lovers walk, and 
horse drawn carriages carry the curious. Four 
long two-story arcades, simple in design, 
enclose the square. The top story of each 

segment is a niche filled by a half vault and a 
pointed arch. The first floor is filled with curio 
shops, miniature galleries, the ubiquitous 
carpet sellers and the occasional refreshment 
kiosk. All have duel entrances, one leading out 
into the square, the other leading inside into an 
interior bazaar of sorts filled with strolling 
tourists, pilgrims and locals.

At the north end of the square is a beautiful, if 
not quite so well preserved iwan, known as the 
Qeysarieh gate leading into what has to be the 
world's largest covered bazaar. The bazaar, 
filled with everything from banks, food, 
pharmacies and lingerie, runs for almost two 
kilometers towards the Friday mosque, a 
gorgeous edifice of Seljuk provenance we 
would see the next day.

At the middle of the west side sits the Ali Qapu 
palace, which was Shah Abbas' seat of 
government. This two-story building, with its 
graceful second story patio looks out over the 

central portion of Imam Square. (Sadly, we just 
didn't have the time to visit. Then again, 
palaces don't really do much for me and yet 
places of worship, wow!)

Anchoring the south end of the square, or 
maydan as they call it in Persian is the Masjid-i-
Shah, what Arthur Pope, the premier scholar of 
Persian architecture says, "represents the 
culmination of a thousand years of mosque 
building in Persia, with a majesty and splendor 
that places it among the world's greatest 
buildings." It certainly is grand, and the part of 
this mosque that struck me the most, as with 
the other great mosque in the Imam Square, 
was the liberal use of a gorgeous Persian 
marble. The marble is to be found as dressing 
for the main piers (supports) of the mosque and 
changes color with the sun. In the morning it is 
almost pink; midday it's a warm creamy orange 
and shortly before sunset ochre hues refract the 
light of the dying day.

But it is to the east side, the Sheikh Lutfollah 
mosque, that I was inexorably drawn that day.

Continued on page 5

Naghsh-i Jahan Square, Isfahan.
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Tanzania - Continued from page 3

He was also working at the Ministry of Youth 
and Association Movements of the Rwandan 
Government. The Prosecution alleged that, 
through his songs and speeches, and in concert 
with Interahamwe, RTLM, CDR, MRND and 
Government figures, Simon Bikindi 
participated in the anti-Tutsi campaign in 
Rwanda in 1994, inciting and promoting hatred 
and violence against Tutsi, thereby 
encouraging the genocide. It was further 
alleged by the Prosecution that Simon Bikindi 
was responsible for specific attacks and killings 
in Gisenyi prefecture, most of them 
perpetrated by Interahamwe, some being 
members of the Irindiro ballet.  In the 
Indictment, three of Bikindi's songs were 
specifically referred to: Twasezereye, Nanga 
Abahutu and Bene Sebahinzi.

The Trial Chamber found that all three songs 
manipulated the history of Rwanda to extol 
Hutu solidarity. It also found that Bikindi 
composed Nanga Abahutu and Bene Sebahinzi 
with the specific intention to disseminate pro-
Hutu ideology and anti-Tutsi propaganda, and 
thus to encourage ethnic hatred. However, the 
Defence contended that Simon Bikindi was not 
a politician, but a musician whose songs did 
not incite discrimination or violence against 
Tutsi.

In rendering their judgement, the judges gave 
an entitlement to credit for time already spent 
in detention since his arrest in The Netherlands 
on 12 June 2001.

Simon Bikindi was assisted by Andreas O'Shea 
(South Africa) and Jean de Dieu Momo 
(Cameroon) while the prosecution was led by 
William T. Egbe assisted by Veronic Wright, 
Patrick Gabaake, Peter Tafah, Iain Morley, 
Sulaiman Khan, Amina Ibrahim and Disengi 
Mugeyo.

Working and understanding the culture of the 
different regions in Africa and the people who 
come from these regions/countries.  Even 
though my intercultural experience equipped 
me with the knowledge and ability to relate to 
people there was still a lot I had to learn about 
the different cultures in Africa and how it 
affected people's abilities, attitudes and 
mindset to work. Their experiences of war, 
strife, political instability, and other social 
problems have had an impact on them and it is 
important to know a bit about the cultures in 
order to work productively with people in 
such a diverse environment.  I would say I 
have built on my interpersonal skills and I 
have become more assertive in my professional 
relations.

I'm planning to return to the UK upon 
completion of my internship here in Tanzania 
and start working hopefully for any 

organization which 
promotes human rights, 
minority rights or racial 
equality.  I would 
eventually like to start a 
PhD for which I have 
already submitted a 
research proposal on 
the concept of fractured 
cultural identities 
within what is called 
the 'third space' and 
how it relates to North 
and West African 
migrants in France 
using the medium of 
film as a referential 
backdrop.  I will 
continue to use every 
opportunity I have to perfect my French 
language skills and explore new languages and 
cultures in my future endeavours.

Amanda John

Isfahan - Continued from page 4

"I'd like to be alone right now, you two, so y'all 
go ahead," I told my father and Ahmad, our 
guide.

They walked off towards the Masjid-I-Shah 
while I, like a satellite in terminal orbit with the 
planet, gravity consuming all, breathed deep 
and continued ahead. From the outside this 
'private mosque' is almost unprepossessing: an 
ample but not too epic pishtaq of midnight 
blue beckons the pilgrim forward, while a 
creamy warm café-au lait dome hints at the 
wonders just inside. I crossed the threshold 
and quickly passed through a vaulted and 
subtly curving passageway with a riot of the 
usual vegetal blues, yellows, and faint greens 
dancing above and beside me. In full 
contemplative mood, hands clasped behind my 
back and camera firmly tucked away in my 
backpack it hit me. I wasn't prepared.

The first thing one sees are a set of dark blue 
tiled lines on the floor intersecting each other 
and linking each of the eight piers inside the 
mosque. The piers, made of the an embracing 
ochre and taupe colored marble (just like that 
found in the Masjid-i-Shah), rise up towards 
the dome. Between each pair of piers is a panel 
bordered by a turquoise rope that culminates 
in a pointed arch. The panels that make up the 
cardinal directions are flat; one is the entry 
doorway I just entered through; another looks 
into the hallway beyond; a beautiful latticed 
window brings in light fills the third panel; and 
the final panel is used as the qibla wall, a small 

indentation marking the direction of prayer 
towards Mecca. Filled with the rich vegetal 
motifs climbing upwards like vines, but all 
different in minor ways, each contributes to the 
effect of the whole.

Inside the rope arch of each corner panels is 
another, smaller border of white thulth 
calligraphy on a midnight blue background. 
Several repeating patterns of flower blossoms 
in pink, green, yellow and blue fill in the 
remaining empty space. What is remarkable 
about the placement of the panels is that they 
give this square room the feel of an octagon. 
And it is here that the question of how to put a 
circular dome on top of a square building finds 
its ultimate expression. In each corner panel a 
squinch has been ingeniously (and elegantly) 
hidden. A squinch, in the simplest terms, is an 
arch placed over the right angle intersection of 
two walls, thus making a square room an 
octagon. By duplicating this once more the 
architect creates a room with sixteen sides; a 
room that approximates a circle that engineers 
can then work with.

Above the elegantly hidden squinches, in the 
zone of transition, there is a small band of 
thulth calligraphy, cotton white on midnight 
blue tiles so prevalent in the mosque 
architecture. Sixteen latticed windows of subtle 
gently rocking arabesques let in the light, but 
only enough to add to the vegetal abstractions 
crawling up the walls. The windows (and the 
panels between them) are followed by another 
small band of thulth calligraphy. Here the 
dome proper begins, filled with a multiplicity 
of turtle-shaped forms crawl upwards, slowly 
but inevitably towards the apex of the dome 
where they dissolve into a singularity of 
golden light (an enveloping warm golden light, 
as safe as the womb). Here color and shadow 
simulate the firmament, in a celebration of the 
ineffable.

Sean Paul Kelly

Entrance to Shah Mosque or Shah Jame' Mosque, Safavid dynasty.
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Be Published!
Manifest is interested in publishing original ideas and creations.

You may send your article, poem, book-review, opinion, short-story, feedback, pictures, interviews, 
essays to the following email:

i n f o @ m e d i a c o d e x . c o m

If you wish to remain anonymous please say so; otherwise, include one, some or all of the following: 
your name, age, nickname, location, short profile and a picture. 

Attachments should be kept under 3 megabytes. 

Submissions may be edited for clarity.
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All subscriptions are and will always be free. 

Send an email to i n f o @ m e d i a c o d e x . c o m  and write “Subscribe” in the title.
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