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No sooner did I arrive in Canada then the harassment and intimidation began. The authorities were 
waiting for me, called my name so I would step out of the lineup, and immediately confiscated my 
passport without giving any reason. 

Then I was funnelled from one control to another and for nearly three hours intimidated with intrusive 
questions, intimations that I will be arrested, unwarranted inspection of every single item in my three 
suitcases, and even inspection of my computer files. The illegality began no sooner I set foot on 
Canadian soil, which drove home the message that I am not welcome but also that Canada is on the 
brink of collapse. To make sure that I do not enter the country undetected, the authorities had altered 
computer records to the effect that my passport had been registered “lost or stolen”, which is a 
falsification of publicly held data and a criminal offence. They then refused to tell me how long I will 
be held or to tell my friend who waited for me at the airport to take me home that I would be delayed 
for hours by Canada customs. This is a breach of due process and a violation of any and all norms of 
hospitality. They did this in the hope that my ride would go home and I would be stranded at the 
airport. They refused to tell me why I was subjected to such intrusive searches and invasion of privacy. 
And to give me understanding that Canada is now a fascist country. 

The officers then devastated the entire content of my suitcases (they took every single item out and 
never put a single one back), opened letters and copied their content by hand, looked into my note 
books and copied some of their content, and opened several of my computer files and took notes by 
hand; all the while asking questions that made even Israel’s border controls look lax by comparison. 
They were clearly bent on harassing me and on delaying, as they were awaiting instructions via 
computer form Ottawa and were being remotely delegated every step of the way. Someone was trying 
to have me arrested but it appears that a judge refused to grant them the request. But I kept as cool as a 
cucumber not to give them the satisfaction that their intimidation measures had any effect. In fact, I was
even ready for jail. It would have been my seventh arrest. 



Judging by the “welcome” I received from the Canadian authorities it is clear that they are not happy to
see me and also that they are terrified by me. Those with guilty consciences ought to be terrified 
because their punishment is near. Anyhow, I am back in Canada now and in the company of my lovely 
friends. And what a treat it is to be with people you care about and that care about you.
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