
Living testimony from the so-called ״Corona Hotel״. 
(In the end you decide which name suits it better) 

Copied word for word from the Twitter account of Nitzan Levenberg, 
who landed yesterday (Sunday, December 20) from England. 
------------------------ 
Apparently the fact that I landed from the UK was reason enough for 
the State of Israel to risk my health, treat me as if I was an irritation 
and deprive me of basic individual freedoms. So, hey there,Tweeters, 
are you there? Because I need you to help me scream. 

We landed at 04.00 in the morning and as we got off the plane we 
were greeted by soldiers of the Home Front command and police 
personnel, who took out passports from us, supposedly to check that 
we were Israeli citizens but in practice as a tactic: they agreed to 
return the passports only when we got on the buses. With what 
authority do you refuse to return my personal identification papers to 
me? 

They didn't tell us where we were going. Only after I asked two 
soldiers and a policeman did someone bother to help me, mumbling 
that we were headed for the Dan Panorama hotel in Jerusalem. With 
what authority does the state think it can get me on the bus without 
telling me where I'm going to be during the next two weeks? 

There were 30 people on the bus, which was three quarters full then. 
What kind of windows were on the bus? The unopening kind. If I had 
managed to keep myself safe during the flight I was now forced to 
take part in a mass contagion party and put my health at risk directly. 
What, are we not supposed to be protected? 

We arrived at the hotel at 06.30 a.m. Women, men and children. We 
waited an hour at a crowded reception area to receive keys. And again 
of course, an infection party. We went up to the rooms. The instruction 
page says that breakfast would be brought to the door by 08.00". 
Time passed but no meal, but reception promise that it would arrive 
shortly. 

This was after a sleepless night and they didn’t even provide us with 
water. Finally, four hours after arriving, 12 hours after my last meal on 
the plane, the next disgrace arrived (as well as a plain bread roll). 



Apparently I'm at school again for breakfast, but where are the old 
women with the hard-boiled eggs? 
The instruction page says that I am not allowed to order food to the 
hotel. So I'm supposed live on a chocolate dessert and a bun for the 
next two weeks? I don't even have the ability to decide what and when 
I eat? By what right? What law has been broken? 

Meanwhile in the room, the small fridge is filthy and anyways there’s 
no electricity. There’s a kettle but there aren't even any coffee bags. 
There is a kettle but no cups. Apparently I'm in a coffee rehab for the 
next fortnight! And all to the glory of the State of Israel. 

I call reception to find out what's going on with a package a good 
friend has already brought me. There’s no answer. And what if I have 
an emergency? What if I don't feel well? I decide to go down to the 
Reception myself and find a horror play involving a tearful woman 
begging the hotel people for some milk to prepare a bottle for the 
baby. 

In the meantime, after a sleepless night on roads, there are 
announcements coming over the public address system:   “Please stay 
in the rooms” or “The woman who asked for diapers from the 
Reception an hour ago should come down again ". And of course, all 
this lack of organization increases the likelihood of contagion of all the 
hotel isolators. 

And if something happens, I have no idea who to talk to. If I need 
anything, I have no idea who to talk to. The feeling is that all this is so 
that Bibi can feel like he “has done something” to stop the spread of 
the mutation, by just pushing a few dozen people randomly on the bus 
and telling them you'll have to get along with battle rations. 

The toilet didn't even have soap to wash my hands. I had to call 
Reception and make a special request. The person who answered 
asked me in surprise “if it’s urgent”!  This is a a global pandemic,  isn't 
it? How could it not be urgent for me to have soap to wash my hands? 
------------------ 
Does any of this make sense to you? 

From “The wonders Israel 2020”.


