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Introduction

The Thorn and the Carnation

Embodies the duality of pain and hope in a way that touches the
heart.

The "thorn" reflects the bitterness of-harshreircumstances and the
ongoing suffering under opppession, while* the "carnation"
symbolizes renewed hope and the dream of' freedom and
liberation. This blend of pain and hope/ encapsulates the
philosophy of Palestinian struggle,\which transforms suffering
into a driving force for liberation and\dignity.

Through this profound duality;.it delivers a humanistic message
about perseverance, resistance, .and//the belief that light can
emerge even from, the darkest.moments. It tells a story that
intertwines hardship with the desire for life, becoming a living
testament to the strength efithe human wilkin facing adversity.
The Thorn and the Carnation isinota story abeut one person or an
individual experience, but a narrative of an entire nation.

Written by translator Abdul Latif Al-Dahmali



In the Name of Allah, the Most Gracious, the Most Merciful
The Book and the Author

Book: The Thorn and the Carnation
Author: Yahya Ibrahim Al-Sinwar

A Palestinian from a family that was displaced from the city of Asqalan in the year
one thousand nine hundred and forty-eight to the Gaza Strip.

* He was born in the year 1962 in the Khan/Younis refugee camp:

» He earned a bachelor's degree in Arabic language and' literature from the Islamic
University of Gaza, and was among the first to raise the/bannes of Islamic resistance in
Palestine.

» He was imprisoned at the beginning of 1988, and sentenced to life imprisonment, and
since that date, he has remained a captive in the prisons of the occupation.

» He wrote this novel ( The Thorn and the Carnation ), pouring into it his memories,
and the story

of his people, from pains and hopes, and making it the story of every Palestinian, the
story of all Palestinians, in a dramatic work where the events are real, most of the
characters are fictional, and some are real.

* In it, he addressed most of the key milestones in the history of the Palestinian people,
since the Naksa of 1967 until/the'early days of the blessed Al-Agsa Intifada.

* This novel was written in the.darkness.of captivity.in the prisons of the occupation in
Palestine. Dozens labored to transctibe it,istriving to conceal it from the eyes of the
oppressors and their tainted hands, and they exerted immense effort in that.

, A task akin to that ot ants; working tirelessly to bring it to light, so that it may reach
the hands of readers, and-perhaps find its way.Onto_screens, presenting before the
audience a true image of reality in the land of Isra.




In the Name of Allah, the Most Gracious, the Most Merciful

Author’s Preface

This is not my personal story, nor is it the story of a simgle individual, though every
event within it is real. Each incident or get of events belongs te this Palestinian or that.
The only element of fiction in this work lies in its transfcﬁna into a novel centered
around specific characters, granting it the form and essenc literary narrative.
ard even more from the
very lips of those who experienced jit: they, their fami ar% their neighbors, over
decades, on the beloved land of Palesti

Everything else is true—1I have lived much of it,

I dedicate this to those whose the land of the Night Journey and
Ascension, from ocean to gulf—i d; fre : ocean.

/

‘

Yahya Ibrahim Al-Si

Be’er Sheva Prison,




Chapter One

The winter of 1967 was relentless, refusing to depart and making way for the spring
that struggled to appear with its warm, radiant sun. The winter fought back with thick
clouds amassing in the sky, and then, suddenly, rain peuted down in torrents, drenching
the modest homes of the Beach Refugee Camp in Gaza City. The alleyways flooded as
streams of water surged through them, inyading homes and foreing their way into the
small rooms with floors set lower than the nearby streets:

Time and again, the winter torrents rushed into the small couftyard of our home, then
seeped inside. Our family had lived in this house since settling in after being displaced
from the town of al-Faluja in the occupied lands of 1948. Each time, terror gripped me,
my three brothers, and my sister all off whom werg,older than'me. My father and mother
would rush to lift us off the ground;while my mother scrambled to save the bedding
before the invading water could drench it. Being the youngest, I would cling to my
mother’s neck, right alongside my infant sister, who; in such moments, was always
cradled in her arms.

Many nights, I woke up to the touch.of my mother’s hands as she gently moved me
aside to place an aluminum pot'or.a large clay dish right beside me on her mattress.
These makeshift containers caught the water dripping from the cracks in the tiled roof
of our tiny room. A pot'here, a clay dish there, another vessel in a different spot. Each
time, I would try to fall back asleep sometimes suceeeding only to wake again to the
rhythmic sound of water droplets hitting the pooled water in the vessel. As the container
neared its brim, the splashing intensified with each new’ drop. My mother would then
rise, replace the full vessel with an empty one; and step outside to pour the collected
water away.

I was five years old. One meining, after along winter night, the sun of an eager spring
struggled to reclaim its rightful place, trying to eras€ the traces of winter’s dark assault
on the camp. My seven=year-old brether, Muhammad, t00k my hand, and together we
walked through the camp’s winding paths toward its outskirts, where an Egyptian army
post stood guard.




The Egyptian soldiers in that camp loved us very much. One of them got to know us by
name, and whenever we appeared, he would call out to us... Mohammed, Ahmed...
come here... We would run to him, standing beside him with our heads bowed, waiting
for whatever he had to give us, as always. He would reach into the pocket of his military
trousers and pull out a piece of pistachio candy for each of us. We would snatch our
share and bite into it greedily, while he patted our shoulders, ruffled our hair, and sent
us back home. Dragging our feet, we would trudge through the alleys of the camp.
Winter finally departed after a long and harsh stay. The air was growing warm and
pleasant, and the rain no longer assaulted us with its wrath. | thought winter had stayed
too long and would not return anytime soon. But | sensed a deep unease around me—
an anxious turmoil greater than any stormy night=sMy mother was busy filling every
container she could find with water, setting.them out in the'courtyard. My father had
borrowed a turiyya—a digging hoe—from the neighbors and was working on a long,
deep pit in front of our house. My brother Mahmoud, who was twelve at the time,
helped him somewhat.

When they finished, my father placed wooden planks over the pit, then covered it with
sheets of corrugated zinc, the same ones that had sheltered part of our yard like a
makeshift arbor. I sensed my father’s distress asthe turned, searching for something.
Then, to my astonishment, he began dismantling'the kitchen door and laid it atop the
pit, burying it there. | watched as my mother and Mahmoud climbed down through an
opening that remained uncovered, vanishing into the darkness below. Only then did |
grasp that the work was done.

Summoning my courage, | crept toward the.opening@and peered inside. What | saw was
a dim underground space—=a room unlike.any:l had known. I could not understand what
was happening, but it was clear that wewere bracing for something difficult, something
far worse than the stormy nights'we had endured.

No one took my hand anymoresto lead. me to. the Egyptian army camp for our share of
pistachio candy. My brother refused to ge, again and.again—-a change that bewildered
both me and Mohammeds, } couldn’t understand why. Neither did Hassan, though
perhaps he knew our/secret but was simply not part of'it. ['wasn’t sure why he hadn’t
joined us before. But my eousin Abrahim, who was close ta my age and lived in the
house next door, was in @n it-—he knew.




When Mohammed refused to go and take me along, I decided to visit my uncle’s house
and stay with Ibrahim. I pushed the door open and stepped into the room. My uncle was
sitting there, his face a blur in my memory, holding a rifle and working on it. I thought
to myself that perhaps I could do something similar with it. The rifle gripped my
attention; my eyes remained fixed on it the entire time.

My uncle called me over and sat me beside him. He placed the rifle in my hands and
spoke to me about it in words I could not understand. Then he patted my head, led me
out of the room, and I left with Ibrahim, heading toward the outskirts of the camp to
visit the nearby Egyptian army base.

When we arrived, everything had changed completely. That'soldier was not waiting for
us as usual, nor did he greet us with his familiar warmths'Something was wrong. The
Egyptian soldiers had always welcomed us with kindness, but now they shouted at us
to leave and go back to our mothers. We, turned /back, dragging our feet in
disappointment, our hearts heavy with the loss of our usual pistachio treat. I could not
understand what had changed.

The next day, my mother took some bedding from,the house and spread it inside that
pit. She carried down two or three jugs of water, Some food, and then gathered all of us
inside. Soon, my uncle’s wife joined us with her children, Hassan and Ibrahim. I felt
suffocated in that cramped space where we had beenforced to stay for no reason I could
comprehend. We had abandoned our home—its rooms, its courtyard, the streets and
alleys of the neighborhood-—and now we were trapped here against our will. Whenever
I tried to push toward the opening, my mether.would pull me back and make me sit
down. From time to time, she'handed me a piece of bread and a few olives.

As the sun faded and daylight vanished; darkness,creptinto. the pit that had become our
shelter. Fear seeped into our young hearts;and we began to ery and struggle to get out.
My mother and my aunt_held us back, their voicgs sharp with warning. "Children,
there’s a war outside! Don’t you know what war means?"

At that moment, I did not know what war was. But I knew it was something terrifying—
something unnatural, suffecating; and darl

We pushed and struggled again, and again they stopped us. Our cries grew louder, and
they tried in vain to calm us down. Then'Mahmoud asked, "Shall I bring the lantern,
Mama? Shall I fetch the lightsand-tightat?"

"Yes, Mahmoud," my mother replied.

Mahmoud rushed toward the entrance, but my mother’s hand shot out, grabbing him
before he could escape. "Don’t go out, Mahmoud! Stay here, my son!" she pleaded, her
voice filled with fear.




She seated him and left, only to return moments later with a kerosene lamp. She lit it,
and the glow filled the space, bringing a sense of calm and reassurance. Sleep overcame
me, just as it did my siblings and cousins, while my mother and my uncle’s wife
struggled against their exhaustion, only to be eventually overpowered by it.

The next day held nothing remarkable—we spent nearly the entire time in the trench.
Our neighbor, the teacher Aisha, never let go of her radio. She made sure to stay close
to the trench’s opening so that the device could still catch the broadcast waves. She
listened intently to the latest news updates and, after each bulletin, relayed what she
heard to my mother and my uncle’s wife. With each report, the air grew heavier with
sorrow, and a veil of silence settled over us. Mysmother and my uncle’s wife, burdened
by grief, became less receptive to our voiges and requests: Their hands, once gentle,
now weighed heavily upon us as they demanded our silence.

The fiery speeches of Ahmad Said, the e¢ommentator from Sawt al-Arab in Cairo, once
filled with promises of throwing the Jews into the sea and threats against the Zionist
state, began to fade and lose their force. At the same time, our families’ dreams of
returning to the homes from which we had been,uprooted started'to collapse, like the
sandcastles we, as children, had built while playing in the alleyways.

The greatest hope now was merely tQ return to the,area where we had taken refuge—to
see my uncle, who had been conscripted into.the Army/of Palestinian Liberation, come
home safely to his family, and for my father, who had joined the popular resistance, to
return to us unharmed. But with every new broadeast Aisha listened to, the atmosphere
grew more suffocating, anxiety deepened, and hands. rose more frequently in prayer,
pleading for safety and the return ofour loved ones.

Meanwhile, the sound of explesions grew louder; closer; and more relentless.

My mother would step out of the treneh every now and then, disappearing for a few
moments inside the house before returning, Sometimes, she' came back with something
for us to eat or cover ourselves with; other times, she merely returned to reassure my
uncle’s wife about the fate-of my grandfather, whoe hadstubbornly refused to join us in
the trench, choosing instead to remainan his room inside the house. At first, he clung to
the hope of returning to our home and fields imal-Faluja, convinced that no real danger
threatened us. He believed that the'danger was upeni the Jews, who would soon be
crushed under the boots of the advancing Arab armies.But as the new reality of the
battle became painfully clear=that thestides were not turning in our favor—he refused
to come down. Life had lost its taste, its meaning. He asked, How long will we continue
to hide and flee from our fate? At what point do we stop running? Life and death had
become two sides of the same coin. Darkness fell once again, and we drifted into sleep,
only to be jolted awake repeatedly by the deafening roar of explosions—each one
louder, more violent than the last.By the next morning, the bombings had escalated in
intensity, their thunderous echoes shaking the earth beneath us. That day, nothing stood
out—nothing, except for a single incident. A sudden commotion erupted. A great crowd
surged forward, shouting in alarm:

n Spy! Spy! n




It was clear that they were chasing that spy—he had something like a vehicle with
wheels or something similar—and that people were in pursuit of it. From my mother’s
conversation with my aunt’s wife and Mrs. Aisha, I understood that this spy had some
connection to the Jews.

The explosions grew more intense and powerful, drawing ever closer. It became evident
that they had begun to strike the western houses. With each new explosion, fear,
screaming, and wailing escalated, despite all attempts at reassurance. Every now and
then, Aisha would approach the opening of the trench, listening for news and updating
my mother and aunt’s wife on the latest developments. After several days of this, my
mother could no longer leave the house as she had in the first.two days.

Aisha listened to the news bulletin, and as she did, she broke inte sobs and wails. Her
legs could no longer support her, and /she collapsed, mumbling, "The Jews have
occupied the land." A heavy silence followed, broken only by the anguished cries of my
little sister, Maryam, who screamed in pain at what was happening. Her cries unraveled
us, and soon we were all weeping along with out mothers.

The sound of shelling and explosions ceased, leaving only sporadic bursts of gunfire.
As evening approached, even those faded, giving way to silence. That night, voices of
the neighbors began to rise as they emerged from the trenches where they had been
hiding or from the homes they had remained in throughout the ordeal. Aisha stepped
outside to survey the situation, then returned shortly; saying, "The war is over... come
out."

My mother and aunt’s wife stepped out first, then called us to follow. For the first time
in days, we inhaled fresh air, though it was thick with the scent of gunpowder and the
dust of the houses that had crumbled ateund us. Before. my mother pulled me toward
the house, I caught a glimpse of the devastationiin every ditection. The bombing had
struck many of our ngighbors’ homes. Ours, however, remained unscathed.

As we entered, my grandfather took us into his'arms, kissing each of us one by one,
murmuring prayers of gratitude for our safety and. supplications for our fathers’
protection and their swift return.

That night, my aunt’s wite and her two sons stayed with us. My father and uncle did
not return, and it seemed it would berallong time befote they did.

By morning, life began to stiriin the camp’s alleys. Neighbors searched for their
children, relatives, and friendss;-ehecking on one.another and thanking God for their
survival. Others sought news of the fate of those whose homes had been hit by shells,
reduced to ruins or left in partial destruction.




There were only a few deaths in the neighborhood, as most of its residents had fled—
some to the seashore, others to the orchards and open fields nearby, while some sought
refuge in the trenches they had previously dug.

The occupation forces had faced fierce resistance in one area, forcing them to withdraw.
Shortly afterward, a convoy of tanks and military jeeps appeared, flying Egyptian flags.
The resistance fighters rejoiced, believing that reinforcements had arrived to support
them. They emerged from their hiding places and trenches, firing their weapons into
the air in celebration, and gathered to welcome the approaching forces. But as the
convoy drew nearer, it suddenly unleashed a barrage of gunfire upon them, cutting them
down where they stood. Then, the Egyptian flags were lowered, replaced by Israeli
ones.

Meanwhile, people had swarmed the dgserted schools that had served as Egyptian
military camps before the war, each seizing whatever remained. One carried a chair,
another a table, a third a sack of grain, and yet anothertook kitchen utensils. Rather
than leaving the spoils to the occupation soldiers, the people saw themselves as the
rightful heirs to what the Egyptian army had abandoned. Some, canght up in the chaos,
pried open the doors of nearby shops, looting goodsiand supplies. Others, more focused,
collected the weapons and ammunition left behind in the camps. This state of disorder
persisted for several days, with each petson preoccupied with their own priorities and
concerns.

One morning, shortly before noon, the distant blare of loudspeakers echoed through the
streets, announcing in broken Atabic a strict.curfew: everyone was to remain indoors,
and anyone caught outside risked death. Militaryjceps, equipped with speakers, roamed
the area, repeating the warning. Soon after, another.announcement followed, ordering
all men over the age of eighteen to gather at the nearby sehool. Those who disobeyed,
the voice declared, would be putting theirlives ingrave danger.

My father and uncle never returned, and.my eldest brother; Mahmoud, was still too
young to be summoned."As for my grandfather, whenhe stepped outside toward the
school, a soldier shouted at him to go‘back home, secing his frailty and old age. He
turned away, murmuring ia frustration.

Not long after, large groups of occupation soldiers stormed.the neighborhood, moving
in squads with rifles raised, searching every house for any'men who had failed to report
to the school. When they found-any, they shot themon sight—without hesitation.




The men of the neighborhood gathered in the nearby school, where soldiers had seated
them on the ground in tightly packed rows. The soldiers surrounded them from all sides,
rifles raised and aimed at them.

Once the task of gathering the men was complete, a covered military jeep arrived at the
school. From it emerged a man dressed in civilian clothing, yet clearly part of the
occupying forces. The soldiers obeyed him in a striking manner, following his every
command with precision. He began directing the men, ordering them to rise one by one
and walk past the newly arrived jeep. The men obeyed, each stepping forward at the
indicated signal.

From time to time, the wail of a siren would pietce the air asione of the neighborhood
men passed. At that moment, the soldiers would lunge at him with force, seizing him
violently and dragging him away with humiliation to a heavily guarded area at the back
of the school. The security there was even tighter than in the main courtyard.

It soon became evident that whoever passed and triggéred the siten was doomed—
marked as a dangerous man. The process continued until the last of the men had walked
past. Occasionally, the siren would sound, and anether man would be taken. Those who
passed without hearing the ominous wail were directed to sit on the far side of the
courtyard.

When the task was finished, the officer i ctvilian ¢lothing stood before the seated men
and began speaking to them in Arabic. His aceent was heavy, but his words were clear.
He introduced himself as "Abu Al-Deeb," an Israeli intelligence officer in charge of the
area. He then launched into a lengthy .speech about.the new reality after the Arabs'
defeat, emphasizing that he wanted order.and stability..He warned that anyone who
disturbed the peace would faceexecution or imprisonment. His office, he declared, was
open to anyone who negeded 'services" from the Isracli-Defense Forces.

When he finished, he ordered 'the men'to leave one by one, quietly and without
commotion. The men roseand slipped away from the school, each feeling as if he had
narrowly escaped certain-death. They had separated neatly a hundred men from the
neighborhood.




The officer drove the same jeep he had arrived in to the square where the men had been
gathered. He ordered them to stand, one by one, and pass again in front of the vehicle.
Each time the horn blared, the passing man was seized once more and lined up against
the nearby wall, his face turned toward it, while the others sat at the edge of the square.

Fifteen men were selected from the group and placed against the wall. The officer gave
his orders, and several soldiers took their positions opposite them. They raised their
rifles, knelt on one knee, took aim, and fired. The men collapsed, lifeless.

As for the others, sweat poured from their bodies as their hands were bound behind
their backs and their eyes blindfolded. They were loaded onto a bus that sped toward
the Egyptian border. The soldiers accompanying them ordered them to cross into Egypt,
warning that anyone who hesitated or turned back would be shot dead.




Chapter Two

Days passed, yet my father and uncle did not return, nor did we receive any news of
them. My grandfather, my mother, and my uncle’s wife left no one unasked—whoever
might know something about their fate was questioned, but to no avail. Our anguish
was shared by many of our neighbors, for the missing—whether from the Palestinian
Liberation Army or the ranks of the popular resistance—were numerous. The
neighborhood, like all the areas in the West Banksand Gaza, was drowning in despair,
frustration, and chaos, and people had no idea what fate had m store for them.

Every morning, my grandfather would take up his cane and go out, searching for his
sons, asking both those who knew and those who did not, until exhaustion wore him
down. My mother and my uncle’s wife=who had not leftour home for theirs since the
war ended—would sit by the door, waiting for his return; yearning for any news. Fear
and anxiety over their husbands’ unknown fate eonsumed them: My siblings, cousins,
and I all understood what was happening to some, extent, but I was still too young to
grasp the full reality of what was unfolding around me. Overwhelmed by their worries,
my mother and uncle’s wife could net tend to us as they once did, so my eldest sister,
Fatima, took on some of the responsibility——preparing whatever food she could from
time to time and maintaining the basic cleanliness we could not do without.

One evening, as the sun set—around the time my grandfather was expected to return
from his relentless search—my mother opened the.door, her eyes scanning the street
for his arrival. Soon, hig frail figure appeared m the distance, leaning heavily on his
cane, his steps dragging as though butdened by the weight of the news he carried. My
mother, sensing something, criedout to my eldest brother, Mahmoud, urging him to run
and support his grandfather” Mahmoud rushed toward him, searching his face, which
was streaked with silent tears. Hetried to coax a'single word from his lips, but my
grandfather remained silent all the way home.

As he reached our doorstep, he leaned against the wall, his legs barely holding him up.
He took a single step inside before hissbody. gave way. My mother and uncle’s wife
sprang up, catching him before he collapsed, their voices trembling as they pleaded,
“What is it? What have yeu learned? What news doyou bring?” But my grandfather
could neither speak nor move. Those in the house who could assist hurried to lift him
inside, settling him on his mattress. We all gathered around, holding our breath, waiting
for a single word to escape his lips.




My mother handed him the clay pitcher, but he was too weak to lift it. She helped him
raise it to his lips, and he sipped a few drops of water.

His gaze lingered more on my uncle’s wife than on anyone else, a silent indication that
the news he carried concerned my uncle more than my father. Her anxiety deepened,
and she pleaded desperately, “What happened, Abu Ibrahim? What news do you bring?
Please, tell me it’s good.”

Tears welled up in my grandfather’s eyes as he struggled to hold himself together, but
his composure faltered, and the tears fell. My uncle’s wife erupted into sobs,
understanding what he could not bring himself to say. She cried out in anguish, “Is
Mahmoud dead?”

My grandfather nodded.

A wail tore from her throat as she clutched at her hair, her grief consuming her. My
mother, too, began to weep, though she remained steadier, trying to'console my uncle’s
wife, who kept repeating, “Mahmoud is dead... Mahmoud'is dead.”

“He did not die, Umm Hassan. He was martyred.”

My cousins wept, my brothers and sisters wept=everyone in the house was crying. |
stood frozen in place, unable to grasp what was happening. Then came a knock at the
door. My brother Mahmoud went to ‘answer it{’A group of neighbors had heard the
wailing and rushed over to learn what had happened and share in our sorrow. The room
filled with women, their feet shuffling.around me as I stood lost amid the chaos. The
cries and lamentations rose, echoing through the heuse.

Days passed, yet there was still no word of my father’s fate. The last people to see him
swore he had been alive when the ‘city fell to the Jewish forces—he and a group of
resistance fighters had/withdrawn southward. That was all we knew, and no new
information had surfaced.

After my uncle’s mourning period ended, my grandfather resumed his search, desperate
for any news of my father” But his efforts yiclded mothing. As more time passed, he
reached a painful conclusien—he had no‘ehoicebut to wait. The search had become
futile. If news were to come, it would come on its own. My father knew where we were,
but we had no idea wherehe was.

And so, life had to resume its courserEveryone had.to adaptto the new reality.

The schools reopenedy, and my siblings, my sisters, anddmy eldest cousin returned to
their studies. Each morning;my-mothérand my unele’s wife would rise to prepare them
for school, sending them off together. I remained at home with my infant sister and my
young cousin, Ibrahim. As the day wore on, my grandfather would leave the house,
sometimes returning with a handful of vegetables—a few tomatoes, a bunch of spinach,
some potatoes, or an eggplant. My mother or my uncle’s wife would cook whatever he
managed to bring, ensuring a meal was ready when the children returned from school.




Every morning, my mother or my uncle’s wife would carry the clay water jars and the
iron water heater, taking them to place in line among similar vessels in front of the
water tap that the Relief Agency had installed in the neighborhood square. Water would
flow for only two or three hours a day, and those who managed to reach their turn would
fill their containers, while those who didn’t had to wait until the next day or borrow
some water from their neighbors. Many times, a woman who had failed to wake up
early enough to secure a good spot in line would try to sneak her vessel ahead of the
others. When caught, a quarrel would break out—first, a shouting match over whose
turn it was, then escalating to shoving, hair-pulling, and hurling insults. Sometimes, it
even led to the breaking of fragile clay jars.

Near the tap, the ground was always covered with shards of pottery. When my brothers
and the neighborhood boys returned from school and finished their lunch, they would
gather outside to play the game of Seven Shards. They would colleet pieces of broken
pottery from around the tap and stack them into a tower/of seven circular pieces, each
smaller than the one below it. Then, they would take a ball made 'of fabric—stitched
together from old socks that we received from the clothing distributions held twice a
year by the Relief Agency. The ball, stutfed with scraps of cloth and sewn tightly, fit
perfectly in one’s hand.

The boys divided into two teams. A'player from one team would stand a few meters
away from the stacked shards and threw: the ball,4rying to knock them down. If he
failed, a player from the other team would take his turn. If he succeeded, he and his
teammates would immediately scatter, while the . oppesing team’s player at the center
would grab the ball and start throwing it at them, trying to hit one. If he managed to
strike a player, his team/woulditake theirturn at knoekmg down the stack. If he missed,
he would wait for his teammates to returnithe ball to him. Meanwhile, the first team
would rush to rebuild the stack. If they_ sueceeded, they gotito continue playing. But if
they saw the ball flying back toward them.before they finished, they would dash away
again, hoping to avoid being hit—thus keeping the game alive.

As for the girls, they played Hopscotch: They would find a smooth, flat piece of tile or
stone and draw three consecutive squares.on the ground, each about a meter long and
wide, ending with a circle at the top of the third square.




The girl throws the stone into the first square and jumps into it, balancing on one foot.
She then strikes the stone with the tip of her foot, sending it into the second square, and
hops after it, still on one foot. She kicks the stone into the third square, hops to it, then
strikes it toward the circle and jumps in, where she is finally allowed to land on both
feet. From there, she kicks the stone back to the third square, hops toward it on one
foot, and so on. If she stumbles or steps on one of the lines, she loses, and it becomes
her competitor’s turn. Sometimes, the girls play jump rope instead.

Sometimes, the boys play "Arabs and Jews." They divide into two teams—one for the
Arabs and one for the Jews—each carrying wooden sticks fashioned into rifles,
pretending to fire at one another while shoutinggBang! I'shotyou! The other responds,
No, I shot you first! Often, the game turns'into an argument over who "shot" whom
first. Most of the time, though, the Arabs'team is expectedito win because the older and
stronger boys choose the teams, ensuring that they are always on the Arabs’ side.
Once a month, my grandfather would go to theration center, taking with him the two
insurance cards—ours and my uncle’s. He would be gone until the afternoon, then
return alongside other men and women from the neighborhood, leading a cart pulled by
a donkey, loaded with sacks of flour, jugs of ghee or cooking oil, and a few baskets
containing small bags of legumes—+chickpeas“lentils, and the like. When the cart
arrived in front of our house, children would scrambleto climb onto it. The cart driver
would wave his stick at them, shouting for.them to‘get down, and they would scatter.
My grandfather would point to our supplies, which the driver would then unload into
the house. Afterward, my grandfather . would ‘pull out a small cloth pouch from his
pocket, take out a few coins, and hand them to the driver, who would accept them
gratefully, slip them into his own pouchy and say, May God bless you. Then, he would
tug at his donkey’s reins and.continde on his way, while the children ran after the cart,
only to be scolded and chased away by the older folk.

Every now and then, my.mother would take my baby sister, Maryam, to the health
clinic—the Swedish clinte—on the edge of the camp. There, in the maternal and child
care unit, she would be examined and weighed, along with many other children brought
by their mothers. The women weuld gather intthe waiting hall, sitting on long wooden
benches painted white, while others sat on the floor,.engaging in conversation.




Each woman would confide in the others about her troubles and concerns, sharing her
complaints with them, and in turn, they would comfort one another, realizing that the
burdens they carried were no lighter than their own. My mother often took me along on
her visits to Al-Suwaidi. At the entrance, a few street vendors stood selling various
sweets they had made to earn a living for their children. I would tug at my mother’s
dress, pleading for a piece of namoura (a traditional semolina dessert). Relenting to my
persistence, she would eventually buy me what I wanted, despite my father’s prolonged
absence and my grandfather’s inability to work, as job opportunities were scarce at the
time, even for the young and strong. Yet, compared to our neighbors, our financial
situation was relatively stable. I would occasionally see.some money with my
grandfather or my mother, though I never knew exactly where it eame from. Before the
war, [ sometimes noticed gold bracelets on my mother's waists, but'since the war began,
I had never seen them again.

My uncle Saleh visited us from time to time. He would /give my mother some money
and hand a few coins to whoever was present, whether one of'us or/one of my cousins.
We would then rush excitedly to buy sweets from Abu Jabet’s nearby shop. My uncle
was a fortunate man; he owned a textile factory equipped with a'few electric weaving
machines he had brought from Egyptbefore theoccupation of the region. Even after
the occupation, the factory continued to operate, producing substantial quantities of
fabric, which he sold to textile merchants in the area. After the 1967 war, movement
between the West Bank and Gaza gradually tesumed, and he began selling some of his
fabric in the southern West Bank; particularly. in Hebron. Since he was financially well-
off, he made sure to give my maother a share of his earnings from time to time. She
would try to refuse, but’/he would swearby it, feigning displeasure, and say, "If I don’t
help you, then who will? How will yourichildren survive?' Eventually, she would
accept, lowering her head as tears streamed down her cheeks. He would then chide her,
saying, "Every time; you cry!"

My uncle’s wife and herehildrenlived with us almostentirely, sharing our bread and
water. My grandfather asked my brother Mahmoud and my cousin Hassan to demolish
part of the wall separating,our heuse from.myancle’s, merging the two homes into one
while maintaining seme privacy. My unele’s ‘wife’sfamily was in a dire situation and
unable to support herin any way after she/lost her husband and her sole provider. Over
time, they began pressuringrher-to remairy. Since-her husband had passed away, they
saw no reason for her to remain a widow. But she refused, fearing for her children's
future. They tried to persuade her, assuring her that their grandfather and her husband’s
family would take care of them and that they would also try to help. Still, they insisted
that she should remarry—she was young, and the future lay ahead of her. She should
not let it slip away.




Time and the passing years devour youth, leaving them stranded as the train of life
departs without them. Thus, the days, months, and years carried us forward.

One time, my uncle visited us, and as he reached into his pocket to hand my mother the
money he usually gave her, she adamantly refused to accept it. Despite all his attempts,
he could not persuade her to take it. So, he resorted to a clever ruse—he convinced her
that he did not want to hire a new worker for cleaning and organizing the factory, as
Mahmoud and Hassan had grown into young men and were now capable of taking on
the job. He told her he preferred to employ them rather than hire a stranger, and that
they were more deserving of the wages. He assured her that this payment was merely
an advance on their monthly earnings.

Only then did she agree to take the monegy, but on one ¢ondition—that they begin
working the very next day. And so, Mahmoud and Hassantook on the responsibility of
supporting the family. Every day, they returned from school at noon, set down their
cloth schoolbags, and sat for lunch with the rest of the family—my siblings, my cousins,
and me. Then, my mother would begin her long lecture, instructing them on how to
walk safely to the factory, how to work diligently; how to clean properly, and how to
conduct themselves. She would then pat their shoulders, walk them a few extra steps
beyond the door, and send them off. Near sunset;ishe would welcome them back as if
they were triumphant warriors returning from battle.

Thus, things continued as my uncle handed my mother the same sum he used to give
her before—now disguised as Mahmoud and Hassan’s wages—though, in reality, they
did little at the factory beyond their daily visits.

Many times, [ would wake at dawn to.the sound of'my grandfather reciting his familiar
prayers as he performed ablution. T.found great comfort in his voice, in those gentle
supplications, and in the way he recited Al=Fatiha, followed by verses from the Quran
during his two rak’ahs of the Fajr prayer, I memorized, through repetition, his
whispered supplication: “O’Allah; guide me among those whom You have guided...”
My grandfather could not-perform the Fajt prayet at the:mosque, for at that hour, the
curfew was still in effect. Anyone whosstepped outside risked death at the hands of the
occupation patrols roaming thestreets of thencamp, or lurking in the shadows. The
curfew was imposed daily from 7 pim. until 5 a.m. As for the other prayers, my
grandfather would usually perform them at the mosque—unless something urgent
prevented him, such as goingwout-to feteh supplies.ora day when curfew was enforced.




The mosque in the camp resembled a large room roofed with corrugated metal,
featuring a few windows and a small minaret that the muezzin would ascend via stone
steps to announce the call to prayer with his loud voice. At the mosque's entrance, there
was a single latrine and a few clay pitchers for ablution and drinking. The floor of the
mosque was covered with old, worn mats or carpets, and at the front stood a small pulpit
made of several wooden steps.

My grandfather often took me with him to the mosque just before the noon prayer,
holding my hand, which seemed to drown in his large one. Despite his carefulness in
walking slowly and being over seventy years old, I found myself having to run behind
him as he nearly dragged me along. We would pray i the mosque before the call to
prayer, and I would stand next to my grandfather, mimicking him as best as I could. I
would sit beside him cross-legged, restingmy head in his hands like well-behaved boys.
Sheikh Hamid would come, pulling a watch from a pocket near his chest, glancing at
it, and as the time for the call approached, he would climb the minaret and announce
the call to prayer. [ would begin to look around jeyfully, eagerto hear that sweet voice.
Sheikh Hamid would finish the call and descend from the minaret, and we would
perform the Sunnah prayers. [ stood beside my grandfather, imitating him as best as I
could, and a few elders from the camp would arrive to perform the noon prayer together,
their number barely exceeding ten, all of them elderly except for me and one or two
other children brought by their grandfathers.

It seemed that my grandfather and meother had resigned themselves to the reality
regarding my father's unknown fate, as their convetsations about him had begun to
dwindle and became rare; They seemed to have realized that they had to wait since they
had no alternative (ther¢ was nothing they could do).

The only new development in our home was that my uncle's wife had been forced to
remarry, which was notan easy matter. He would.spend the night at her place, and my
mother would fulfill'her duties towards them just as/she would for each of my siblings.
However, there was no deubt that'this diddot/compensate for the loss of a father and a
mother, but it eased the'burden somewhat. Thus, the days passed, marked by the sound
of my grandfather performing ablution and praying at dawny after which my mother
would wake my siblings, my cousinsyand my cousin's childypreparing them for school
as they set off.

My grandfather would go torthe-market,my motheswould begin tidying the house, and
I would sit next to my little sister Mariam, fearful that she might wake up and start
crying while my mother was busy arranging the house. My grandfather would return
alone, and my siblings and cousins would come back from school, at which point my
mother would prepare lunch for us, or we would eat together.




Then my mother would begin her usual advice to my brothers Mahmoud and Hassan,
sending them off to the door as they headed to work at my uncle’s factory. We would
go out to play “Arabs and Jews” or “Seven Shugafat,” while the girls played “Al-Hajla”
until evening approached, when Mahmoud and Hassan would return from the factory.
Thus, life flowed in its routine without any changes.

One evening, Mahmoud and Hassan did not return from the factory as usual; they were
delayed and did not come home alone but with my uncle Saleh. As always, we greeted
each other warmly, and he hugged each of us, distributing coins to everyone. Then he
began talking to my mother about my aunt Fathiya, as he had received a proposal for
her hand in marriage. The suitors were a group my uncle knew well from the West
Bank, a small town in the Hebron district, who_traded in-fabrics and came to buy the
cloth produced by my uncle. Having known them well, he wanted my mother’s opinion
on the matter. My mother clarified that the.decision was his, andas long as Fathiya was
agreeable and he was also in favor and knew the suitors, then may it be blessed. During
this conversation, my mother got up and left us with my unclegwho inquired about our
news, asking about each of us in school and other matters.

A little later, she returned with a teapot of tea, and my uncle joined us for tea. Then he
stood to leave. My mother tried to persuade him to stay the night, but he declined,
saying, “You know I can’t stay overnight, as I only have daughters.” My mother then
prayed for him, saying, “May God compensate you, Saleh, with goodness.” My uncle
left, saying, “I’ll inform the group of your approval, and when they tell me the date for
the engagement, | will let you know so yeu can come along with Haj Abu Ibrahim and
the children.”

The following day, early'in the morning, shortly after my grandfather finished his
prayer, he began to listen to the loudspeakers mounted on military jeeps announcing in
broken Arabic the imposition of a curfewuntibfurther netice: “Hello, hello... Curfew is
in effect until further notice. Anyone who vielates.this tisks death.” The announcement
repeated several times/ My mother said. to everyone, “There are no schools today,
children, and no one is allowed to leaveithe'house.” She then went to the other room to
ensure that my grandfather and my cousins ‘Hassan and lbrahim were aware of the
situation. We stayed indoors, the door remained closed all day, and every time one of
us approached the door, my motherwould shout'athim netto open it, threatening to hit
him if he did.




We heard again and again the announcement of the curfew. My siblings and | were
forced to play inside the house, and that day, my mother prepared “Baysarah” for lunch,
a dish made from crushed fava beans with dried molokhia. My siblings, my cousins,
and | sat studying from our schoolbooks, while | watched them, glancing at their pages.
In the evening, we once again heard the loudspeakers confirming the curfew and
warning that anyone who violated it would be at risk.

The next morning, after the sound of my grandfather’s prayers and supplications, it
wasn’t long before the loudspeakers announced the end of the curfew, effective from
five o'clock. My mother woke everyone up and prepared them for school, and things
proceeded as usual.

The new development that day was that we learned the reascn behind the curfew from
the previous day. Someone had thrown a hand grenade at an-@ecupation patrol, which
exploded and injured the soldiers in the jeep, leading them to openfire randomly on the
people, resulting in many injuries.




Chapter Three

On Friday, my mother dressed us in the best clothes we had, which she had sewn anew
from the rations we had received, in preparation for visiting my uncle’s house to see
my aunt and congratulate her on her upcoming engagement. Then, she took the seven
of us and walked with us for long hours, beyond the borders of the camp, along one of
the main roads where military and civilian jeeps occasionally passed by. Soldiers, rifles
in hand, aimed at the passershby from the slow-moving vehicles. We walked for a long
time until we reached my uncle Saleh’s house. His home was far better than ours; unlike
ours, which was roofed with tiles, his was built with concrete;.its floor paved with tiles,
and it had electricity.

My brother Mahmoud went ahead and Knocked on the door. "My cousin, Wardah,
opened it and immediately cried out, “It’s my aunt and/her children!” She greeted us
warmly, and we stepped inside, where/my uncle, my aunt, my; uncle’s wife, and his
second daughter, Suad, had all come to the hallway to welcome us.

My aunt Kissed each of us in turn. My mother, my,brothers, and'my sisters congratulated
her on the engagement that would soon take place, and they sat talking while we busied
ourselves with playing, chasing one anather around. Before evening fell, we returned
home.

A few days later, when Mahmoud and Hassan returned from working at my uncle’s
factory, they told my mother that my uncle had asked them to inform her that the family
would be coming to hold Aunt Fathiya’s marriage contract the following Friday. Once
again, my mother prepared us as she had the previous Friday. We went to my uncle’s
house in the afternoon. Three cars arrived, earrying men and women who stepped out
and entered my uncle’s house. All of us children whispered among ourselves, pointing
at a young man with a/light brown ‘cemplexion.and a faint mustache—"That’s the
groom," we murmured;

The men gathered in the house’s main hall, with thessheikh seated among them, his red
tarboosh on his head. The women sat in one of the rooms, while we, restless as ever,
ran back and forth between the rooms and-outside, clambering over the cars. The men
were occupied with the ‘sheikh, who was officiating the marriage, while the women
were busy with Aunt Rathiya, the/bride. One thing we would never forget was how
much baklava we @ate that day-—endlessly, without restraint-=until our mother grew
fearful that we might fall iI1""Finally, they agreed on the‘arrangements to take the bride.




After about a month, in the pitch-black darkness of the night, silence and stillness
cloaked the wretched, impoverished homes of the camp. No sounds could be heard
except the distant barking of a dog or the meowing of a cat searching for her Kitten,
which had been taken by a boy to raise in his house, hoping that when it grew up, it
would hunt the mice that plagued the family.

In the narrow, intertwined alleys of the camp, despite the prevailing curfew and the
lurking dangers, Abu Hatem moved like a cat, slipping through the alleys with agility,
grace, and quietude. Each time he needed to round a corner, he paused, vigilant,
scanning for any lurking or moving threat. Only when he was certain the area was clear
did he continue his swift, fluid movement.

Abu Hatem was a tall, agile man with a strong-build."He. covered his head with a
keffiyeh, wrapping it around his face so thatonly his eyes were visible. He had once
been a shawiish (sergeant) in the Palestinian Liberation Army during the Egyptian
administration of Gaza. He had fought with extraordinary valor in the war of '67, but
what could he and a handful of brave men do in a battle that was lost from the start?
He slipped through the streets and alleys of the camp, knowing his way well. He stopped
briefly to scan his surroundings before heading toward the window of one of the houses.
He knocked lightly—three taps, then one, then twe.

Yes, this was real.

Abu Yusuf stood by the window, pressing his head close to'tt, and whispered in a barely
audible voice, “Who’s there?”

A hushed voice replied, “Abu Hatem.”

Muttering in disbelief, Abu Yusuf said, “Tmpessible’.. It can’t be.”

A voice answered softly, “It is possible, Abu Yusuf, it is.”

Still dazed, Abu Yusuf murmured, “I’li open the dooi.”

Abu Hatem slipped inside as Abu Yusufquickly shut the door behind him. In an instant,
they threw themselves into each other’s arms.

Abu Yusuf, still murmuring in disbelief,said, ©'I can’t believe it... Thank God you’re
safe, Abu Hatem.”

Umm Yusuf had woken up. She covered herihead and stepped out of the room. She,
too, approached, whispering, “Thank God for your/safety, Abu Hatem. Come in, my
brother, come in.”

Abu Yusuf and Abu Hatem entered the roomas Umm Yusuf headed toward the kitchen.
Abu Hatem called out, “Don’t prepare food or tea, and don’t light the stove.”

Umm Yusuf turned back, puzzled. “What’s wrong, Abti Hatem? Have you come to a
house of beggars?”

Abu Hatem smiled faintly and whispered, “May you andyyour kindness be safe, but I'm

neither hungry nor do I wantithe-sound ef the stoveto be heard.”?
May you and your kindness be safe.

1 The Stove — The Primus




Umm Yusuf turned, whispering, "Alright, I'll bring you some bread and olives."Abu
Hatem smiled, whispering, "Alright, I knew you wouldn’t let me leave without eating
at your house, Alright, Umm Yusuf, "Abu Yusuf smiled the entire time. Abu Hatem
and Abu Yusuf began whispering to each other. Abu Yusuf asked him, "Where have
you been? | honestly thought you had been martyred or had gone to Egypt."Abu Hatem
told him that he had been wounded in the clashes in the central camp areas. He had
crawled to one of the vehicles, where a Bedouin family found him. They took him in,
treated his wounds, fed him, and hid him until he recoveredc Umm Yusuf entered,
greeting them in a whisper, and they returned her greeting« She placed a woven tray
with a few loaves of bread, a bowl of olives, and beside it, a clay jug of water. Then,
she left the room to sit in the children’s room, wherethe light.of a kerosene lamp swayed
joyfully, illuminating the small space roofedswith gray tiles «Meanwhile, Abu Hatem
and Abu Yusuf leaned in, each placing his mouth near the other's ear, then switching
positions< Abu Yusuf asked, "Are any ofithe young men still alive?'

Abu Hatem replied, "Yes, many. Abu Maher and | are in Khan Yunis, Abu Saqgr is in
Rafah, and Abu Jihad is in the central camps. |, saw them persanally and agreed with
them to resume the resistance, "Abu Yusuf leaned in closer'to Abu Hatem’s ear and
whispered, "What about the Mukhtar?"

Abu Hatem leaned in and whispered back, "I heard he is still alive'and moving through
the eastern groves of Shuja'iyya and Zeitoun. I'm trying to findshim, and I may locate
him within days. The important thing is that we must start organizing our efforts so that
the resistance begins across the entire sector.at once. The country is fine, Abu Yusuf,
the country is fine. The young men are ready and prepared; they just need someone to
arrange things and spark the movement. We must all meet and organize everything next
Friday morning."Salih Al-Mahmoud 1s.marrying.offhis sister, and her groom will take
her to Hebron. Their house will be empty.that night. I agreed with him to leave the key
under the doorstep. The group will.meet there to plan everything and begin operations
as soon as possible, God willing. You know Salih’s housc. On Friday after dinner, we
meet there. If anyone'is delayed, they,should knock on the window with the same
pattern."All the while, Abu"Hatem had.been taking small bites, and with each bite, he
ate an olive, insistently sucking on the pit.in a distinctive way—a gesture that revealed
his deep affection for the owner ©of thischouse and his<onging for Umm Yusuf’s
cooking.




Friday We prepared ourselves from the morning, dressing in our finest clothes, and set
off to my uncle Saleh’s house. Despite our early arrival, we found his home bustling
with people, movement, and wedding preparations. We busied ourselves with playing,
while my sisters, along with my uncle’s daughters and other girls, engaged in
drumming, singing, and dancing. Mahmoud and Hassan took care of tasks like
arranging the chairs and sprinkling water over the courtyard in front of my uncle’s
house to keep the dust from rising. My mother, my uncle’s wife, and other women were
occupied with preparing the bride and organizing her clothing trunk, while my uncle
rushed back and forth, overwhelmed with a thousand things at once. As the day went
on, more people gathered, and the rhythmic beats of the drum became more
coordinated, led by an older girl from my aunt’ssneighboss and her friends. Shortly
after, several cars and a bus arrived, carrying members of the groom’s family. The
vehicles came to a stop, and the passengers'stepped out, led by my aunt’s groom, Abdel
Fattah. The air filled with the familiar/sounds of drumming and singing, but in a
distinctively coastal dialect. The guests/proceeded towards the house, where my uncle
and a group of men emerged to welcome them. The men (greeted each other with
handshakes and embraces, while the women exehanged Kisses befare entering the hall
inside. The men remained in the courtyard, wheretrays of baklava were passed around.
My brother Mahmoud, ever the most energetic, took the lgadn distributing them, along
with glasses of red juice to the guests/all while the sound of drumiming and the women’s
singing echoed continuously. This went on for about an hour, with my uncle engaged
in conversation with the groom and his father, joined by other men | did not recognize.
Then, my uncle stepped inside, and everyone readied themselves as the groom and his
father stood at the door. With the beat of the drum and the singing rising, my uncle
reappeared, holding the arm of my aunt Fathtya. She was dressed in a white gown, a
delicate white veil draped over her head,.enhancing her beauty until she looked like a
full moon in its prime. She walked slowly, gracefully, toward the entrance, where the
groom took her arm amid the joyful.ululations of the women. The newlyweds made
their way to one of the cars; followed by the crowd. My mather stayed close to my
uncle the entire time, while my uncle’s wife\stood beside her. The bride and groom
entered their decorated car‘as men and women started boarding the vehicles and the
bus. My mother turped, looking forMahmeud, calling outto him urgently, “Take your
siblings back home, and you stay with them“and.your grandfather. I will take your
sisters with me and return ta you temorraw, God willing. Everything is prepared at
home; you won’t need anything until | come back. Watch owver your grandfather and
your cousins. Lock the doer hefore curfew and de not open it for any reason until
sunrise.” Mahmoud nodded, confizming his understanding of his role as always, quick
to grasp and execute my mother’s-instructions. Fatima carried Maryam in her arms. My
mother, along with my uncle’s wife, my sisters, and my uncle’s daughters, got into one
of the cars. Mahmoud gathered us near our grandfather, who stood leaning on his cane.




After everyone had gotten into the cars, my uncle and the groom’s father were busy
organizing matters. My uncle excused himself to return home and lock up, asking them
to wait a little. He rushed back, grabbed a bag from the kitchen, and placed it in the
guest room before locking the front door. As he did, something slipped from his hand,
and he bent down to retrieve it, secretly hiding the house key beneath the threshold.
Then he hurried back, got into the car, and the convoy set off, while the sound of the
drum and the women’s singing still echoed in the air until they vanished from sight. We
then returned home with my grandfather.

We arrived just before sunset, exhausted from a day filled with play, feasting, and joy.
Mahmoud secured the door tightly, and we all sank into deepsleep.

Night cast its black veil over Gaza, drowning it in a sea of darkmess where one could
hardly see their own fingers. Occupation patrols roamed‘the city’s main streets, and
loudspeakers announced the beginning/of curfew. Then, a heavy silence settled over
everything, broken only by the occasional hum of patrol/ vehicles asserting their
presence and maintaining "security."

With quiet resolve, seven men stealthily approached my uncle’s house. Retrieving the
key from beneath the threshold, they slipped inside without turning on the light. Once
they were all in, they drew the curtains'and layered blankets over the windows to ensure
no beam of light would escape. Then, they switched on the lamp. Abu Hatem spotted
the bag my uncle had left and opened it finding.it filled with an assortment of food and
sweets. He murmured, “Saleh, you are noble indeed—generous even when away from
home.”

The men sat in a tight civele, whispering in hushed tones for hours deep into the night.
Then, they took turns keepingwatch while the others slept..As dawn approached, they
began slipping out of the house oné by one. The last to leave was Abu Hatem, who
locked the door behind him and placed, the key back under'the threshold. They set off
with God's blessing, softlyteciting:

(("And We placed a barrier before thém and a barrier behind them, and We
covered them so they could not see.'))?

I woke to the sound of my. grandfather pecforming the Fajr prayer. Mahmoud had risen
early to play the tole of our mether, waking up”my two brothers, Hassan and
Muhammad, as well"as my cousins, Hassan and Ibrahim. He prepared breakfast for
them before they all headedvoff-to school. Only my grandfather and I remained in the
house.

2 Surah Ya-Sin,(9).




The summer vacation came, and my mother enrolled me in school. I began preparing
to go there in just a few days. She bought me a new pair of shoes—well, new to me—
though they were second-hand, sold on the stalls for used shoes in the camp market.
With a bit of paint, they looked as if they had just come out of the factory. I really liked
the red color, and my grandfather liked them very much too. My mother made me a
small bag from old clothes that were no longer wearable, and soon I had everything I
needed for school, especially what my brothers, sisters, and cousins had told me about
it—the morning assembly, the classrooms, the teachers, and the break time between
classes.

Before the summer vacation ended, one of thetesistance fighters ambushed an army
patrol in one of the alleys overlooking the main street, where the patrols usually passed.
As they approached, he threw a grenade/at them, which exploded and injured several
soldiers in a jeep. The jeep came to a halt after crashing intg a nearby wall, and the
soldiers' cries and screams filled the air. Once those inside regained their senses, they
began firing at everything on the street. Immediately, reinforcements arrived, and
loudspeakers announced a curfew, warning thatyviolators weuld be punished. People
started to enter their homes, and then soldiers rushed into the camp’s outskirts, brutally
beating men, women, and children with batons.

The loudspeakers called on men aged 18 t0'60 to come/out to school as usual. Once the
announcements stopped, voices rose in protest, urging everyone not to leave, explaining
that they could not enter the camp ‘because the resistance fighters filled it and were
prepared. Indeed, only the men from the outskirts ef the neighborhood, where the
occupation forces faced little risk; went torschoel. Whenever the soldiers attempted to
enter the camp, they were metwith gunfire from the small, winding alleys, forcing them
to retreat while running and shouting.

Those who went to school endured double'the beatings and msults before being allowed
to return to the camp. The'curfew lasted a full week, during which we lived on bean
soup, lentils, fava beansy-and olives. Although' mixed with fear, it was some of the
tastiest food we had eaten since the oecupation began. Everyone felt a sense of pride
under the protection of the resistance's rifles.
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occupation forces faced little/risky went torschoel. Whenever the soldiers attempted to
enter the camp, they were metwith gunfire from the small, winding alleys, forcing them
to retreat while running and shouting.

Those who went to school endured double'the beatings and msults before being allowed
to return to the camp. The'curfew lasted a full week, during which we lived on bean
soup, lentils, fava beansy-and olives. Although' mixed with fear, it was some of the
tastiest food we had eaten since the oecupation began. Everyone felt a sense of pride
under the protection of the resistance's rifles.




After the first two days of curfew, people began to dare to leave their homes and sit at
the doors of their houses in the narrow alleys deep within the camp, where the
occupying forces could not easily reach before being repelled by the resistance fighters
who lay in ambush in the corners of the camp. I saw many resistance fighters, but I
could not recognize any of them; they were wrapped in their keffiyehs, armed, and
stationed behind this wall or around that corner.

I noticed several neighbors from our block sitting in one of the corners, sipping tea,
some rolling cigarettes and smoking, talking about their feelings and fears. They felt a
sense of pride and dignity that had been insulted by the occupiers weighing down upon
us. They were apprehensive about the unknown that lay ahead. Would the situation
remain as it was? Would they not storm the camp with large forces? Or would they
refrain from shelling it or burning it down over the heads‘of its inhabitants? Opinions
varied, but the prevailing sentiment was one of resilience; the.notion echoed: what do
we have to lose? We possess nothing but chains jand the agency house, so what is there
to fear? Thus, all conversations would conclude, “Oh man, a life of a single moment
with pride and dignity is worth more than a thousand years of misery beneath the boots
of the occupying soldiers.”

This was not limited to our camp; it was the same‘in all the camps across the Gaza Strip,
in every street of the cities and villages, or inmany of them. In the West Bank and Gaza,
resistance began to intensify throughout the homeland, some organized and much of it
individual, with local initiatives from the free.men of the homeland. We began to hear
special news about the distinguished resistance efforts in the nearby Jabalia camp.
There, Abu Hatim led the resistanee; which attracted dozens of young men and fighters
from the camp and neatby areas, and everyone began to refer to Jabalia camp as the
“Camp of Revolution.”

News spread through'the camp like fire through dry brush, incteasing people's joy and
lifting their spirits. Even wej as children, were affected; our games transformed into
Arabs and Jews, and we began to play them daily: Tt became the prevailing notion that
the Arabs would triumph and vangquish‘their encmies.
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Chapter Four

All night, I was either getting ready for school or talking about it, asking my siblings
about various things related to it, or dreaming about it. Tomorrow would be my first
day there. Just before sleeping, I went to the small wardrobe in our room and took out
some clothes, putting them on along with my new shoes. When my mother saw me, she
exclaimed, "What are you doing, Ahmed?" I replied in a low voice, "I’m getting ready
for school." She laughed and said, "There’s still a long time until school tomorrow, my
dear."

In the early morning, [ woke up to my grandfather's prayers and blessings, and I couldn't
fall back asleep afterward. As soon as my mother woke ap, [ jumped out of bed to get
ready for school. After a while, I woke/my siblings and sent my brother Mahmoud to
wake my cousin's son, who was sleeping in the other roem with my grandfather. My
cousins got dressed, and my mother dressed me inumy clothes, preparing me as if [ were
going to my wedding. She gave me many pieces of advice while praising me for being
"smart," "grown-up," and a "man." Then, she gave each of us.a "shillan," which was
five agora of the Israeli lira, and put a'piece of bread in each of our bags, which were
completely empty.

My mother advised my brother Mahmoud to take good care of me since Muhammad
was in the third grade and was in the same school'as.me—the Boys' Primary School for
Refugees A. My sister Maha was'in the fifth grade at the Girls' Primary School for
Refugees B, while my brother Hassan was in.the first year of middle school at the Boys'
Middle School A. My sister Fatima was in the third year of middle school at the Girls'
Middle School A, and mybrotherMahmoud was, in-the second year of high school at
the Carmel School. As for my cousin Ibrahim, he was in the second grade at my school,

and my cousin Hassan was in the fitst year of high school atthe Carmel School.

We all left the house together: My brother/Muhammadheld one of my hands, while my
cousin Ibrahim held the'other. I hung-my fabric bag around my neck, and we set off for
school. After a short journey, we began to separate, each group heading in a different
direction, leaving the threef us together,




The streets were bustling with boys and girls like us, from all generations, making their
way to school. The boys wore a mix of colors and styles, while the girls were dressed
in a uniform known as "the marial," a striped fabric in white and blue, each color
measuring half a centimeter. They tied their hair with white ribbons. What set us boys
apart was our closely shaved hair, nearly down to the skin.

We arrived at the school, where vendors—men and women—were selling goods, some
carrying their wares on small carts and others displaying them on small stalls.

As we entered the school, we found a very large courtyard filled with tall trees,
surrounded by numerous classrooms. At the entrance, there was a small garden with
flowers and plants, along with a water basin. My brother Muhammad began to show
me around the school: "This is Class One (A), this is Class One(B), and this is Class
One (C). These are the second-grade classrooms, and these are the third-grade ones.
Here is the teachers' room, and over there is the principal's office. This is the canteen,
these are the restrooms, and those are the drinking fountains."

The morning bell rang, and the teachers arrived'to quickly organize the older students
into their classes. Meanwhile, we new students inthe first grade were gathered together
by the teachers, who began calling our'names. Each student called would step aside
until we were divided into three groups. Each teacher took thetr respective group, and
our teacher was an elderly man dressed in a traditionalrobe and wearing a "tarbouch,"
indicating that he was an Al-Azhar schelar.

We entered Class One (A), where he arranged us by height, starting with the shortest.
We were divided into three groups, eachiconsisting of three students sitting on a wooden
bench. We sat on a wooden plank over a meter long and about twenty-five centimeters
wide, with a board of the sameilength and appreximately forty centimeters wide in front
of us, where we placed our notebooks andbooks. Below us was another plank for our
bags, all fastened together with wooden supports; forming ‘a single unit known as the
"bank."

In the classroom, there were three tows of these banks, each row containing about seven
banks, and each bank seating three students. There was about a meter and a half of space
between each row. In the middle.of the room, infront of these banks, stood the teacher's
desk and chair, while on the wall wasablackboard, which we referred to as "the board."




Each of us sat in the middle of the bench assigned to him by the teacher, who then
introduced himself as Sheikh Hassan. He began getting to know us one by one, asking
each student his name. As he did so, he inquired about our fathers, uncles, and
grandfathers, making it clear that he was well-acquainted with our families. When it
was my turn and I introduced myself as "Ahmad Ibrahim Al-Saleh," Sheikh Hassan
lifted his hands to the sky and called out in a solemn voice, "May God return your father
safely to you." It was then that I realized he knew my father was missing and that we
had no idea where he was.

Not long after, they brought in stacks of books, notebooks, pencils, and erasers for our
class. Sheikh Hassan began distributing them, giving each of us a reading book filled
with colorful illustrations beneath which wete words we could net yet decipher, a math
book, and a copy of Juz' Amma from/the Qur'an. Each of us also received five
notebooks, five pencils, and an eraser. The notebooks had coveis in shades of green and
red, adorned with the emblem of the United Nations Educational Agency — UNESCO.
Sheikh Hassan then introduced us to our new supplies. "This is your reading book. This
is your math book. These are your notebooks. Keep three of them at home with your
mothers. We will use one for reading'and one for math. Every day, bring both books,
Juz' Amma, two notebooks, a pencil, and your erasen." He then wrote each of our names
on our supplies in beautiful, flowing black mk, his handwriting so elegant that we could
not help but admire it.

At the end of the school day, Muhammad.and my eousin Ibrahim took me by the hand,
and we set off for home. Each of us carried a fabric satchel, now filled with school
supplies. The days passed swiftly, and L gradually learned to read, write, and do
arithmetic. Like the restiof myelassmates, | began memorizing the shorter surahs of the
Qur'an. We went to school tegethen played.during recess, and ate the sandwiches our
mother had prepared for us—filled with duqqa or finely chopped chili. On rare
occasions, we had labneh.sandwiches., Sometimes, 'we would trade half of our bread
with the women sitting outside the school gate, buying a'little labneh to spread on it.
There was nothing more delicious than‘1ts tangy taste.

After school, we would return'home for lunch,@after which Mahmoud and Hassan would
leave for Uncle Saleh's factory. We spent the afterneons either playing in the alley or
studying our schoolboeks,completing the'assignments Sheikh Hassan had given us.
Sometimes, at night, we would-gather around a largewashbasin, turning it upside down
to serve as a makeshift table. We would place a kerosene lamp at its center, each of us
spreading out our books and notebooks, bending over them while sitting cross-legged
on the floor. Our mother and the others, those who were not studying, would sit nearby,
chatting softly as we worked.




Not a week passed without hearing the loudspeakers announcing a curfew, and we
would immediately understand that a fedayeen had carried out an operation against the
occupation forces—throwing a grenade or opening fire on one of their patrols. Again,
the occupation forces attempted to storm the camp, only to be met with fierce resistance
from the fedayeen, forcing them to retreat in failure. But this year, something new had
happened. Abu Yusuf—our neighbor—had been martyred. He had set out with two
other young men to carry out a fedayeen operation against an occupation patrol. The
plan was simple: one of them would hurl a grenade at the patrol that passed through the
main street at the same hour every day. Then he would withdraw in a way that ensured
the soldiers saw him retreating. As he pulled back, Abu Yusuf and the other fedayeen,
armed with Carlo submachine guns and hand grenades, would lie in ambush, waiting
for reinforcements to arrive in pursuit. Bverything seemed to be going according to
plan—until it wasn’t. The young man had taken his position, waiting for the patrol. But
before he could act, the soldiers attacked from behind. At the same moment, they
ambushed Abu Yusuf and his companion, Ibrahim, catching them/ off guard. Gunfire
erupted. The two men were struck down instantly, martyred where they stood. This
time, the occupation forces did not impese a curfew on the camp. Instead, the entire
camp erupted, as if one body, pouring out'into the¢'streets—men and women, young and
old. Most were in tears, mourning Abu Yusuf’s death. A grand funeral procession took
place, with every resident participating, their veices'rising in unison: "With our souls,
with our blood, we sacrifice for you, O martyr' “With our souls, with our blood, we
sacrifice for you, O Palestine!" The crowd carried the coffins through the camp, circling
its streets over and over/before finally making their way to the nearby cemetery for
burial. That afternoon, my grandfather took me with him to the corner of the house
where the men and elders of.the neighborhood would gather to talk, pass the time, and
discuss the latest developments. Naturally, the topic of the day was Abu Yusuf’s
martyrdom. Everyone was‘in shock. One.of the men shook his head and said, "They
caught them off guard." Another frowned"How.s0?" "The shots came from behind—
opposite the direction they were expecting the enemy to come from." A third man’s eyes
narrowed. "What are you saying?" "Exactlyewhat you heard," came the reply. My
grandfather exhaled slowly. "Does that mean it was treachery? Betrayal?" The man
shrugged. "I don’t know...(But that’s what happened." Semeone muttered, "It’s enough
to drive a man mad." "May'Ged-have mercy on yousAbu Yusuf," another sighed. "And
may He grant us good in your stead."A few days later, just before sunset—right when
the curfew was usually about to be enforced—we were playing in the alley when a
group of masked, armed fedayeen swept into the street. Each one took up a position at
the entrance of a narrow passageway. Then came Abu Hatem. He was dragging a man
by his ear—a man from our own camp. The sight of him was wretched. Disgrace clung
to him like a second skin. In one hand, Abu Hatem held a rattan cane. A rifle hung from
his shoulder. We froze in place, our game forgotten. People began emerging from their
homes, peering out cautiously. Abu Hatem came to a stop. The man he held tried to
shield his face with his hands, his body bending forward as if he could somehow fold
into himself and disappear.




A heavy silence settled over the camp, broken only by the deep, commanding voice of
Abu Hatim: "People, you all know Abu Yusuf, the leader of the People's Liberation
Forces in the camp. You've heard of his bravery, of the operations that made us all
proud, the ones that taught the occupiers a lesson. And you all know this wretch—the
traitor we uncovered—who spied on Abu Yusuf, watched his every move, and led the
enemy straight to him!" A murmur spread through the crowd—whispers, indistinct and
agitated. Abu Hatim raised his staff high, then brought it down with force. He turned to
the accused and shouted, "You scoundrel! Speak in front of the people! Tell them what
happened!"

The man muttered something under his breathe’ Abu Hatim'sstaff struck him—once,
twice, again and again. The traitor crouched, shielding hig head with his hands."Get
up!" Abu Hatim ordered. The man scrambled to his feet; trembling."Tell the people
what you did!"His voice shaking, the man confessed. He had informed "Waz" about
Abu Yusuf and his two comrades in exchange for a small sum of money. He hadn’t
known they would be killed... The stafflashed out once more.

The crowd erupted. "May God disgrace you!" someone shouted. "Traitor! Spy!"

Abu Hatim raised his staff again, silencing them.

"These Jews took our land, drove us from our homes, slaughtered our men, and
dishonored our women. And yet, among us, there are those willing to betray their own
people, to side with the enemy against the fedaycen‘who have given their lives for the
cause. Tell me, people—what is the punishment for.a traitor who works with the Jews?"
The answer roared through the camp: "Death! Death!"

Abu Hatim unslung his rifle, raised it.to the traitor’s head.

My mother’s hands covered my eyes, but I'struggled against them, desperate to see.
Before I could, gunfire cracked thtough the air. The crowd erupted: "Death to the
traitors! Death to the collaborators!"

The next day, the fedayeen'lay in‘fambush.for an enemy patrol, swearing on the blood
of the martyrs that they would avenge Abut Yusuf. When'the jeep arrived, they hurled
grenades at it and riddled it with bullets: Several soldiers fell instantly; others collapsed,
wounded. None had time'to lift their weapensyto fire back, to gven turn on the civilians
around them.

Reinforcements poured in—waves of oceupation forces‘encircling the area. Soldiers
stormed into homes, dragging-people out with kicks and blows, shoving rifle barrels
into their backs, firing shots into the air.

Men were lined up against the wall, their faces pressed to the cold stone, rifles trained
at their heads. The beating did not stop. The kicking did not stop.

And above it all, the sky remained silent.




The intelligence officer responsible for the area arrived and began reviewing the men
one by one. He called them individually while sitting in his car with the door open,
instructing each to stand before him with guns pointed at them. He began asking dozens,
if not hundreds, of questions, hoping to glean the slightest piece of information that
would help him identify the guerrillas.

Days later, the curfew was lifted, and we went to school as usual. During the break after
the first three classes, I went to the restroom. There, I found the boys climbing a low
wall, peering over it, and chatting with others. I approached the wall, climbed up like
the others, and looked down, discovering that we overlooked the preparatory school
where my brother Hassan studied. The boys attending that scheol appeared much older;
they were taller than me by a significant margin.

That day, on our way back from school, my brother Mahmoud, my cousin Ibrahim, and
I navigated through the crowd of students filling the street. Among the hundreds of
students, I spotted my cousin Hassan a few dozen meters away, with a considerable
number of students between us. I thought I saw him lift his hand to his mouth and put
something there. Was it a cigarette? Then I saw him lower his hand and exhale smoke.
I tightened my grip on Mohammed and ‘Ibrahim's hands, which they usually held, and
pointed my eyes toward Hassan in astonishment{They didn’t understand and looked at
me with curiosity, asking what was wrong. Lsaid, “Hassan!!” They responded, “What
about him?” Hassan had noticed that, we, were behind him, so he threw away the
cigarette he had been smoking, and Mohammed and Ibrahim saw nothing. By the time
we reached home, I preferred to remain silent, fearing that one of his kicks might land
on me.

When we returned home, I found my mether aloneafter. the commotion had subsided.
I approached her, whispering in het ear, “Mom;, I saw. cousin Hassan smoking.” She
turned to me with a sharp‘look and saidy “You must be mistaken, don’t say this to
anyone.” I nodded in agreement and wenten my way, but [ couldn’t help but notice that
my mother had secretly met with my cousin Hassan, speaking to him while he kept his
head down, and I could not hear their conversation. Days later, after we returned from
school, I overheard my ‘brotheerMahmoud talking to my mother about how cousin
Hassan hadn’t gone to school that'day; he had dropped out. [ saw confusion on my
mother’s face, pondering what she could do to address this issue.




I saw her talking to my grandfather, and they called Hasan and talked to him harshly.
He tried to defend himself in vain, as they threatened that they would make Mahmoud
and Hasan hold him down and tie him to the pillar of the garden trellis, beating him if
he ever skipped school again. A few days later, my mother found several cigarettes and
a quarter lira in his pants pocket. She took them and went out to my grandfather, who
was sitting in the courtyard, saying, "Look what I found in your grandson's pocket."
My grandfather looked at what my mother was holding in astonishment and asked,
"Where did this boy get the money?" At that moment, my mother shouted for Mahmoud
and Hasan to bring my cousin Hasan immediately. They left and were gone for a while
before returning with Hasan.

My grandfather had grown weak and weary; unable to do anything. It was then that my
mother took charge of the interrogation with my cousin Hasan, asking, "Where did you
get the money?" Hasan asked, "What money?" She replied, holding up the quarter lira
and the cigarettes. Hasan fell silent, as if he were saying this was a disaster. He tried to
evade, but my mother yelled for Mahmoud and\Hasan to grab him. She screamed for
Fatima to bring the rope quickly. Everyone rushed to fulfill their tasks, while my brother
Mohammed, my cousin Ibrahim, and'l watched frem behind my’grandfather, terrified
and astonished by what was unfolding.

Mahmoud and Hasan held my cousin Hasan and pulledhim to the pillar. Fatima brought
the rope, and my mother began to tiethim to the pillar while interrogating him. When
he realized things were serious, he shouted; "l found half a lira from my grandfather,
and I took it." My grandfather was astonished-—how eould he have lost half a lira, and
how much money did he even have?! My mother continued interrogating Hasan, asking
where it had fallen. At that moment; Hasan started stuttering, which only confirmed his
lie. My mother yelled for Mahmoud and Hasan to tie him to the pillar and waved the
rope, saying, "I took/it. It was in my grandfather's bag when he hung it on the hook
while he was asleep."

My mother shouted, "Yeu took'it and /eall this taking?! You stole it from your
grandfather's bag!" She turned to my grandfather and asked, "What do you think, Abu
Ibrahim? What should we do with him?" My grandfather clapped his hands together
after pulling out his money _pouch and examining its"Contents, finding only half a lira
in it, meaning Hasan had #aken the other half—essentially stealing half the family's
expenses. My grandfather said-weaklyy"Tie him tothe pillar... tie him up." My mother
looked at my grandfather as if to ask if he was serious about this. He nodded
affirmatively, moving his eyes toward us, as if to say that the children must see him
being punished for this, or how would it affect them?




My mother tied Hasan to the pillar, wailing and mourning her fate as well as Hasan's.
"Oh, how I pity you, son of the martyr! Your father is a martyr, Hasan. Do you
understand the meaning of 'martyr'? Your father is a martyr, and yet you steal half of
what’s in your grandfather's bag! Half of the family's expenses, Hasan! Shame on you!"
Then she shouted at us all, "Everyone, get into the room!" Without hesitation, we
obeyed.

That night, a curfew was imposed—not just by the occupying forces outside the house,
but also by my mother within the confines of our room, where she forbade us from
leaving for the entirety of the night, except in the most dire emergencies. She compelled

us to go to bed early.
v




Chapter Five

Aunt Fathiya and her husband came to visit us. My mother welcomed Aunt Fathiya
with kisses and warm affection, and Aunt Fathiya began to kiss each of us one by one.
My mother went inside to prepare the bedding for the guests, calling out to my
grandfather, “Oh, Uncle Abu Ibrahim, our guests have arrived.” Grandfather emerged
from his room and came over to greet Aunt Fathiya's husband, who was carrying a
woven basket filled with several paper bags that he handed to my mother.

Fatima prepared tea, and they drank it togethet. Then Aunt Fathiya’s husband took his
leave to go to Uncle’s house, mentioning that Aunt Fathiya would stay with us for the
day and night, and he would return tomotrow to accompany her home. My grandfather
tried to persuade him to stay the night with us as well, but he politely declined, stating
he needed to attend to some matters. Grandfather, Mothet, and Aunt Fathiya escorted
him to the door before Grandfather returned to his room, and Mother and Aunt Fathiya
came back to our room, where we gathered around her.

My mother brought out the basket and began to unpack its'contents. In one of the bags
was a large red apple, one we had never seen befote, and certainly never tasted, for we
had only eaten apples two or three timesin my. life; and never of this variety. In another
bag was a fruit I didn’t recognize at the time; Tlearned its name when I grew older—it
was a peach. In the third bag were pieces of diied yogurt. My mother looked at Aunt
Fathiya and said, “You’ve gone to great lengths, Fathiya.” Tears welled up in Aunt
Fathiya’s eyes as she replied, “1 wish L could help. you as you deserve, my dear sister.”
She then added that herhusband’s finaneial situation'was goed, thank God. My mother
took the fruits and went outside with them, returningshortly after having washed them.
She handed Mahmoud nearly half of the apples and peaches, asking him to take them
to Grandfather's room and my cousin's

My mother and Aunt Fathiya continued to. converse late into the night, while we
gathered around them, filled with joy-at the arrival'of our beloyed aunt.

Aunt Fathiya’s husband, AbdulFattah, went to Uncle’s house; where he spent the night
with him, discussing the situation in the. Hebron™ area, 4n the city and the towns
surrounding it.

Abdul Fattah had completed his high schooelseducation a few years prior and began
helping his father with his agricultural work and sheep raising. He was contemplating
going abroad to study at one of the Arab universities in Jordan or Saudi Arabia. Uncle
was asking him about the conditions of the resistance fighters, the standard of living for
the people, and their preparedness and morale over the three years since the Israeli
occupation.




Since the occupation of the city of Hebron, large groups of tourists began to flock to
the city within days, visiting the Ibrahim Mosque. The Jews believed they had a
historical right to the site, which opened the door for economic revitalization in the city.
Many merchants took advantage of this, opening their shops and displaying their goods
to the tourists, selling them everything at exorbitant prices. They even sold them acorns,
under the impression that acorns were sacred, hailing from the land of our father
Abraham, peace be upon him. The situation did not stop there; Jews would come to
Hebron to purchase their necessities from various vendors and markets, leading to a
genuine economic resurgence in the city and an improvement in the standard of living.
It was observed that the occupation soldiers took care to avoid.excessive mingling with
the locals. This was likely due to a request made by the mayor, Sheikh al-Jabari, to the
senior Israeli leaders who met with him/following the oecupation. He urged them to
ensure that their soldiers would not violate the dignity and property of the people. Those
leaders, led by Moshe Dayan, recognized the importance of this advice and were keen
to implement it, resulting in minimal interaction between the soldiers and the local
population.

The people had not yet recovered from the shock of the setback ‘and defeat; a state of
terror prevailed among the majority due to.the o¢eupation and the Jews. Consequently,
a Jew could roam the city alone without encountering/any opposition, nor did anyone
dare to think of assaulting him. Even'if someone considered it, the locals would deter
him out of fear and caution.

However, there were instances of resistance. from time to time. In sporadic intervals,
operations were carried out involying gunfire, sniping, or throwing hand grenades at
the occupation patrols on theroutskirts of the.city or in the surrounding villages and
towns. Despite many villages and areas having rematned untouched by the occupation
forces, there were still some fighters living in the mountains, in caves extending deep
within the hills. They would oce¢asionally emerge to attack the occupation patrols,
causing injuries among them and, on rare‘occasions, even fatalities. They would then
retreat to the mountains, where the oceupation forces could neither pursue nor dare to
penetrate those treacherous areas they didmnottknow. Among the most famous of these
fighters was a man known as "Abu Sharar," a fighterwho kept the occupiers awake at
night in that region.




Fatah was attempting to organize the beginning of resistance in the city and its
surroundings, but successes in the area were extremely limited. The occupiers were
arresting groups that were trying to initiate resistance or had already taken their first
steps, which struggled to stand on their own. Perhaps the preoccupation of the people
with their daily lives, economic production, and prospects for success hindered the
emergence of prominent and dominant forms of resistance in the region.

However, a movement of political protests began to emerge in the city, organized by
members supportive of Fatah, especially among the student community. There were
also attempts to initiate action from the Popular Front. Due to the lack of clear success
in the realm of resistance, the focus of activities shifted to political and popular work,
along with some social initiatives. My uncle listened attentively to my aunt's husband,
Khalaf al-Fattah, as he described the situation in the area in detail; occasionally posing
clarifying questions to understand every small detail, trying to grasp the differences
between the situation in the West Bank and that in the Gaza Strip.

In Gaza, the Popular Liberation Forces had arrived to gather officers and fighters from
the Palestine Liberation Army, which had disintegrated in the 1967 War. These
liberation forces were the largest resistance gathering. At the same time, resistance was
starting with groups from Fatah and the PopulafiFtont, and the level of resistance in
Gaza was generally good despite' the suecesses achieved by the occupation in
assassinating some leaders and further infiltrating the area to learn more of its secrets.
Days after my aunt Sarah left, news'spread mthe neighborhood of a dead collaborator
whose body was found west of the al-Mashta area. We began to rush to see the body, as
is customary whenever such/news ‘circulates. The body. lay there, and no one knew
exactly who had killed that gitl: Rumors,circulated that she was a collaborator and had
been killed on that account. No ong'dared to raise their voice in objection or question
the details, but murmurs and whispers filled the neighborhood: It was rumored that she
was not a collaborator, and that some who had impersonated the fedayeen exploited
their immunity, deceived her, and then violated her honer. Fearing exposure, they killed
her and accused her of being a collaborator. The oceupation's intelligence intensified its
operations to infiltrate the ranks of the people, exploiting vulnerabilities, needs, and
poverty. They worked to recruit.collaborators who weuld provide information about the
resistance fighters, their mevements, and those who sheltered and assisted them at every
opportunity.




The occupying forces conduct large-scale arrests of men and youths, transporting them
to the Saraya building, the headquarters of intelligence. There, they are met by large
numbers of soldiers who greet them with blows, slaps, and kicks. Their eyes are
blindfolded, and they are lined up with their faces against the wall, hands tied behind
their backs for hours on end, exposed to the rain and biting cold. They tremble from the
chill and out of dread, while the soldiers stand behind them, taking turns kicking and
hitting anyone who leans against the wall or moves left or right.

In a nearby room, several Shin Bet intelligence officers await. In the brightly lit, air-
conditioned space, they summon the men one by one, seating them on chairs before
them and removing the blindfolds from their eyes. They bombard them with thousands
of questions about their work, their towns, their families, brothers, neighbors, and
resistance fighters. They hurl hundreds of insults and curses at them, using the coarsest
and most contemptible language that/degrades the Arabic ithey attempt to speak.
Sometimes they strike, sometimes they jest, alternating between intimidation and
coaxing, seeking any information from the men, any willingness to cooperate, or any
weakness in another that they can exploit to force compliance against their own kin.
Some men seethe with rage and despair at this humiliation, but ‘what can they do? If
they take action, it will only lead to more degrtadation and oppression. Some find
themselves bursting with anger, wanting to attack the seum before them, only to realize
their hands are tied behind their backs, and all they encounter is further indignity. Others
try to navigate this crisis as best as'they can,seeking to live quietly, neither with nor
against the occupiers, nor with the resistance. They desire simply to live, feed their
children and families, and that is enough. /A few sell their souls and blood cheaply to
the occupiers, willingly providing them with, any.information they know about the
resistance and its fighters, agreeingto cooperate.

The state of resistance 1n the (Gaza Strip. was noticeably stronger than in the West Bank,
and the main reason for this'appeared tobe.the presence of a battalion of fighters known
as the Palestine Liberation Army, established ‘as a military force for the Palestine
Liberation Organization. This was created at the behest of Arab regimes at the time,
aiming to alleviate the burden of responsibility. towards Palestine. Following the 1967
war, this army fragmented; some were martyred, while thefmajority left the Strip for
Egypt or other places: A few remained in Gaza and fofmed the Popular Liberation
Forces, which initiated the'resistance. Subsequentlyysome groups and cells from Fatah
and the Popular Front began to operate in the Strip, steadily increasing their presence,
particularly in the refugee camp areas.




One day, while we were in the morning lineup at school, a great commotion erupted,
followed by loud chants of "With our spirit and our blood, we sacrifice for you, O
Palestine!" The schools poured out, merging with other schools into a crowd that
echoed the chants and cries. Everyone was filled with great joy and overwhelming
happiness. That day marked the Day of Dignity, when Palestinian fighters succeeded in
repelling the Israeli attack on the Jordanian front. Demonstrations filled the streets of
the camp, chanting slogans and raising flags before dispersing as we returned home.
The feeling among everyone was one of utmost pride and dignity. After the 1967
setback, as people had come to refer to it according to the official terminology of the
Arab regime, this was the first victory against the Israeli occupation army. Among the
groups of fighters stationed on the eastern bank of the Jordan River in the area of Al-
Karama, some began to conduct guerrillalfoperations across the border.

That afternoon, as usual, [ sat with my grandfather in the square near the corner of the
house, where the men of the neighborhood gathered to chat. They were all in a state of
great elation, and the words "Palestinian Revolution" and the name of the National
Liberation Movement (Fatah) began to tesonate.\[t was clearthat Fatah was starting to
rise to prominence in leading the Palestinian national movement and resistance against
the occupation. That day, [ heard some men saying, "Uncle, this is the truth; only the
oxen plow the fields." We had relied on the Arab armies, and we had been defeated. For
the first time, we fought and achieved victory despite our limited means and weak
weapons. The men nodded in agreement, supporting this sentiment.

In the following days, the pace of guerrilla operations.inside the occupied territories in
the West Bank and Gaza'increased. As my, mother always said, "These men are from
our neighborhood," it seemed that the victory.of the Battle of Al-Karama had revived
the spirits of many with hope and readiness. The oceupation's intelligence seemed to
have gathered information indicating that many operations occurring in Gaza originated
from the Al-Shati camp. Consequently, they imposed a curfew: on our camp, and this
time the curfew extended significantly,/lasting‘more than three weeks and even
surpassing a month. Our situationin the camp worsened and became harsher; the camp
had been under curfew for.a month.

Life continued normally just tens of meters away in.the citys The call to prayer echoed
from the minarets of the mosquesin Gaza, particularly from the Abbas Mosque located
on the main street of the CitypOmar Al-Mukhtar Street. A number of men and youths
were flocking to the mosque to perform the prayers.




After finishing their prayers, a young man in his early twenties stood before them,
confident in his purpose. He praised God, extolled His blessings, and sent prayers upon
His Messenger before addressing the congregation. His voice carried strength and
urgency as he stirred in them a sense of honor and duty toward their brothers in the
Beach Camp, where a curfew had been imposed for a month.

The elderly sheikh, his voice calm yet questioning, asked, “And what can we do, my
son?”

The young man responded without hesitation, “At the very least, we can march in
solidarity.”

A surge of movement swept through the mosque@s men pressed toward the exit, their
voices rising in chants of “Allahu Akbar!”” Some lifted the young man onto their
shoulders as he led the crowd, his voice ringing through the streets:

"With our souls, with our blood, we /sacrifice for you, O Palestine! We are all
Palestine—refugees and citizens alike!"!

As they marched, more and more people joined the swelling demaonstration. The city
streets were not far from the camp, and the soldiers in their‘patrol vehicles observed
from a distance, wary but refraining from intervention. When' the protest finally
dispersed, a quiet satisfaction settled over the demonstrators—they had done
something, however small, to answer the eall of conscience.

By morning, the loudspeakers crackled to'life, announcing the end of the curfew. Life
in the camp was restored to its familiar rhythm.

That same morning, we lined up for school assembly. After a brief round of light
exercises and the customary morning speech—delivered by a student standing atop the
stone steps before us—our classes proceeded in erderly lines toward the milk kiosk. It
was a walled-off courtyard on'three sides, roofed with corrugated metal sheets. A raised
concrete platform ran along its fength, behind.whieh stood several large vats. Four men,
clad in blue overalls and white caps, worked behind them.

One by one, we filed in, our teachers watching closely. The men handed each of us a
metal cup, filling it with steaming milk. But hefare we could drink, they pressed into
our palms a small, dreadedpill of'cod liver oil. We were made to swallow it first, only
then permitted to drink.

We hated the cod liverioil with every fiber of our being. The teachers, ever watchful,
ensured none of us daredito slip apill into our pockets or toss itaside. Under their sharp
eyes, we swallowed quickly;washing it«down with the'warm milk. Then we dropped
our empty cups into'a largespotef botling water and hurried off to our classrooms.
Every student in every UNRWA 'school drank the milk and swallowed the oil, day after
day. It was a routine as familiar-as the merning. bell; as inescapable as the rising sun.




Fish oil was undoubtedly beneficial, but the warm milk was tolerable, and the best thing
about it was the heat of the cup itself. Holding it in your small, nearly frozen hands on
such bitterly cold mornings, you would feel, if only for a moment, as though your hands
had reattached themselves to your body after nearly falling away.

One particularly frigid and stormy day, most of us arrived at school soaked from the
rain. After drinking our milk, we sat at our desks, shivering. When our teacher, the
sheikh, entered the classroom, he immediately sensed that we were in no state to study,
read, or understand a thing. Hoping to lift our spirits, he said with a teasing smile,
“Boys, imagine if the sky were raining rice and meat right now!”

The class erupted in excited chatter. The mere mention of rice and meat made us forget
the cold and the dampness. Our voices overlapped-aswe sheuted our preferences—“I’d
eat only the meat!” “I love rice!” “Me tool«Me too!” The sheikh let us revel in our
playful dreams for a few moments, indulging in the fantasy of rice and meat falling
from the heavens. Then, suddenly, he bellowed, “Enough! May it tain locusts instead,
so they can bite you all at once!”

Silence fell. Then, in his usual stern voice, he,commanded, “Take out your reading
books. Turn to Lesson Twenty. Read, Ahmed.” 1 opened my book, its pages still damp
from the rain, and began to read, my teeth chattering from the/cold. The sheikh muttered
under his breath, “There is no power nor strength except.with God... We belong to
God, and to Him we shall return. You must learn, bays, if you ever hope to become real
human beings.”




Chapter Six

My aunt Fathiya lived in the village of Surif, in the district of Hebron—a Palestinian
village like all the others, which fell under occupation in 1967. It bore its share of exile
and destruction, a punishment for its role in the resistance before the occupation and in
the battles leading up to 1948. As a border village, it lay along the Green Line,
separating the lands occupied in 1948 from those that remained under Jordanian rule
until they too were seized in 1967.

Not long after the occupation, the patrols arrived, entering the willage as they did with
most of the towns and hamlets across the West Bank. Life there'was simple, rooted in
stone houses nestled among olive, fig, grape, and almond trees. The villagers raised
livestock and poultry, earning their livelihood with patience ‘and gratitude for God’s
endless blessings.

The men of Surif were known for their honor and strength, dreéssed in the traditional
Palestinian village attire. You could see them striding eonfidently with their canes,
watching over their sheep grazing on/the mountain slopes. The women, the true masters
of the household, stood tall in their embroidered dresses, their heads covered with
scarves that framed their resolute faces.

For my aunt, moving ftom Gaza to Sutif was not a great upheaval. The rural
atmosphere, the rhythm of village life-—these were different, yes, but the people, their
customs, their deep-rooted dignity, were much the same. The local dialect varied
slightly, but not enough to matter. She adjusted quickly, finding herself at home in the
village’s embrace.

Her husband, Abdul Fattah, had completed his secondary education at Tariq ibn Ziyad
School in Hebron. Surif, like all the villages surrounding the city, had no secondary
school of its own, so those who wished to continue their studies had no choice but to
travel to Hebron. His years there had made himwell-acguainted with the city, its streets,
and its people. He had many friends, both from Hebron itself and from the surrounding
villages, young men who had sat beside him in the classtrooms of that school.

When my aunt gave birth te.a sen, she namedhim Abdul Rahim. My mother could not
make the journey to Hebronto congratulate her, so instead, she visited my uncle’s home,
offering him her blessings and asking himtopass them on to Fathiya when he saw her.
She knew our circumstances—our financial burdens, the weight that pressed upon our
family—and she knew that my aunt would understand.




Uncle Abdel Fattah was preparing to travel to study at the University of Jordan, Faculty
of Sharia, but his father’s severe illness forced him to postpone his plans. When his
father passed away, he abandoned the idea of university altogether. Instead, he decided
to take over his father’s trade in textiles and manage the family’s land. To console
himself for not completing his studies, he made it his mission to facilitate that path for
his younger brother, Abdul Rahman, who was in his second year of secondary school
at Tariq bin Ziyad School in Hebron.

Many times, Abdel Fattah would stand on the roof of their house, pointing westward
toward the ruins of ‘Alin,” where the fighters of the Holy Jihad had camped before the
occupation of 1967. He would recount how thedocals had provided them with all they
needed. He often told the story of a man ftom Surif named Muhammad Abdul Wahab
Al-Qadi, who, while herding his sheep near a place calledsSinahin, spotted a convoy of
Jews coming from Beit Shemesh toward Etzion. He alerted the fighters, who quickly
set up an ambush at a place called Dhahr Al-Hajjah. When the convoy arrived, the
fighters attacked and killed all thirty-five members—officers, soldiers, and doctors
alike. The incident filled the Jews with hatred toward Surif, @and when the occupation
took place in 1967, they shelled the town with artillery, destroying numerous homes—
an act of vengeance for that very event.

Through his work and connections in Hebron, Abdel Fattah developed an extensive
network of relationships with its merehants ‘and craftsmen. In their gatherings, long
conversations and detailed discussions would unfold. They would sit in one of the
shops, circling around the stove with .embers glowing, sipping tea as they debated
resistance and occupation. These discussions always reflected a deep skepticism among
those present about the efficacy of resistance, doubting that.it could yield any tangible
benefit. They often beligved, that suchiefforts did more harm than good, prioritizing
economic growth and wealth accumulation tnstead. Their reasoning was always the
same: if the combined might of all the Arabarmies had failed to stand against the Israeli
army, how could groups of fedayeen, with/their modestweapons and limited resources,
hope to succeed?

Abdel Fattah never daredito openly oppose their views, but he'would listen attentively,
engaging them with reasoned and objective atguments. In the end, the gathering would
disperse after an houror soof teaand debate, often concluding with one of them saying,
“Let’s leave this matter to Ged—He wall bring whatis best,” spoken in the distinctive
accent of Hebron’s people, who stretch certain syllables more than others.




In these meetings, gatherings, and relationships, my aunt’s husband met Abu Ali, who
seemed more convinced of the necessity of taking action regarding the cause. Even if
resistance was not effective in liberating the homeland and driving out the occupation,
it was, without a doubt, a national duty at the very least.

My aunt’s husband and Abu Ali often walked together through the streets of Hebron
during his visits there or in Surif when Abu Ali came to visit him. They would engage
in long discussions about the occupation, the need to resist it, and the importance of not
surrendering to the status quo or becoming preoccupied solely with making money,
accumulating wealth, and building houses. Because their ideas aligned, their friendship
deepened. One day, Abu Ali confided in my aunt’s husband, saying, “I cannot stand
idly by without fulfilling at least the minimum of my duty:”

My aunt’s husband asked him, “And what de‘you intend to do? Will you find yourself
a weapon, attack an occupation patrol, and then go into hiding like Abu Sharar and
other fedayeen fighters?”

Abu Ali replied, “No, that’s not what Laspire to. [ want to organize the resistance, to
turn it into a movement, a current, an organization.”

“And how do you plan to do that?”” my aunt’s husband asked:

“I will travel to Jordan and present my idea to Fatah. You know that after the Battle of
Karameh, Fatah has established itself, and surely, they will welcome my idea and
provide me with all the support I need.”

My aunt’s husband praised the idea and urged Abu Ali to take every possible
precaution. He assured him that he could eonsider him.a full partner in every step. They
agreed that Abu Ali would travel alone and arrange for a commercial cover to avoid
drawing attention.

At that time, after the victory at ‘Karameh; Jordan was entirely at the service of the
resistance. The refugee camps were, filled with celebrations of triumph. Everywhere,
people chanted in praise of! the ‘fedayeen,.singing and praying for the Palestinian
National Liberation Mavement—the.name behind thatvictory. It was not difficult for
someone like Abu Alito quickly locate the, leadership. of the fedayeen in Jordan and
reach an agreement with them to begin organizing Fatah’s military cells throughout the
West Bank. He was/promised funding and weapons to establish and train these cells,
preparing them for armed resistance.

After visiting some relatives, he moved around Jordan, handling various business
transactions to maintain‘the cover .ofhis official mission. Then; Abu Ali returned to the
West Bank, where he begam.contacting many of his acguaintances, particularly young
men in different cities across the region.




He recruited them into the ranks of Fatah, instructing each one to bring in two or three
trusted friends who were ready for armed resistance against the occupation. From the
northernmost city in the West Bank to Hebron, even reaching some villages and towns,
whenever he found someone he knew and trusted, he presented the idea. If they agreed,
he asked them to form a cell and arranged to contact them soon.

The task of gathering weapons was entrusted to my aunt’s husband, Abdel Fattah,
whose movements and trade provided the perfect cover for such an operation. In a short
period, cells and groups began forming, carrying out small-scale fedayeen operations—
throwing hand grenades at military patrol vehicles, opening fire on them, or attempting
long-range sniper attacks on selected targets.

As is often the case in resistance work, one of the cells made an operational mistake.
Its members were arrested and subjected/o brutal interrogations. Some of them broke
under pressure and began confessing, leading to more amrests. Eventually, it all led back
to Abu Ali. He was captured and subjected to severe interrogation in the dungeons of
Hebron Prison. Yet, he demonstrated extraordinary resilience and ¢ourage, refusing to
confess even to the simplest details that some ofithe youngerrecruits, deceived by the
investigators’ tactics, had already revealed.

Israeli intelligence arrested my aumt’s. husband after conducting an extensive
investigation into Abu Ali’s relationships and friendships. They raided his home,
leaving behind a trail of destruction—=smashing fusniture, ransacking belongings, and
subjecting my aunt and het young son, Abdul Rahim, to their brutality. Then, they took
my aunt’s husband to Hebron Prison, where he faced relentless interrogation and hellish
torture. They pressed him for/details aboutAbuAli and his involvement, attempting to
deceive him by claiming that'/Abu Ali had already confessed to everything. They told
him there was no point in denying it, no reason te endure the suffering.

But Abu Abdul Rahim, my/aunt’s husband;, stood firm. He denied everything. In
response, they sentenced himyto six months of administrative detention without charge.
As for Abu Ali, he was-sentenced to five years in prison due to the confessions
accumulated against him from those.whose resolve had not been strong enough to
withstand the trials of interrogation.

And so began my aunt’s journey intoanew world—the world of prisons. Once a month,
she would visit her husband. On the morning of each visit, she would wake up early,
prepare her child, and sct outyearryingshim in her.arms, making her way to the village
center.




From there, she would take one of the few passing cars from the village to the city of
Hebron. Upon arrival, she would walk a long distance to reach the building that housed
both Hebron Prison and the military governor’s headquarters. There, she would find
hundreds of families gathered to visit their imprisoned sons and relatives. Standing
among the women in line, she clutched her identification card, hoping her turn would
come with this group of visitors. But sometimes, the guard would announce that the
quota had been filled, forcing her to wait for the next round.

When her turn finally arrived, she would reach a small opening in the wall, extending
her hand to pass her ID to the guard lurking behind it. He would inspect it, verify her
details, and register her name before opening the adjacent door. Inside, she would enter
the women’s section, where a female soldiet would conduct a deliberately humiliating
search. My aunt would swallow her angetr—she could not afford te lose the visit. Abu
Abdul Rahim was waiting for her now,surely longing to see her and their son, Abdul
Rahim. There was no reason to jeopardize the visit by reacting to'this wretched soldier’s
provocations.

After the search, visitors would be gathered in,a room, then escorted through long
corridors and dimly lit passageways to the visitation section. There, a wall stood with
small openings resembling windows, each covered with iron mesh. Behind each
window, a prisoner would appear, and the families' would desperately search for their
loved ones.

The moment they found them, they would rush to the barrier, their emotions
overflowing. A father, his'eyes welling with:tears, would gaze at his child through the
iron grid, unable to hold him' or play, withohim. A wife or mother would be overcome
with sorrow, staring at her husband or sen behind the bars, uncertain of what torment
he endured within those cold, merciless . walls.

Before they could recover from the exhaustioniof travel, the humiliation of the searches,
or the long walk through those suffocatingcorridors—before they could fully reassure
themselves that their loved-ones were still standing, still @nduring—the guards would
clap their hands sharply. Their voi¢es would ring out behind the prisoners and visitors
alike, shouting, “The visit,is over.”

The prisoners would be pulled away'behind that soulless iron door, while the families
were ushered out of the visitation,area. Emotions would‘erupt in the captives’ hearts.
My aunt’s husband would suppress his tears, unwilling to give the jailers the satisfaction
of witnessing his pain. He would gather his emotions, his voice steady as he reassured
her, “Stay strong, the end is near. Just five more months.”

He would urge her to take good care of Abdul Rahim, to look after the house, and to
send his greetings to family, friends, and neighbors. And as she wiped her tears with the
corner of her embroidered white headscarf, she would call out, “Don’t worry! Just stay
strong and don’t let it weigh on your mind. Goodbye.”




In the narrow alleys of neighborhoods, villages, and refugee camps, new groups and
cells were forming across the cities, towns, and scattered hamlets of the West Bank.
Young men made their way to deep valleys or hid behind towering mountains to train
with the weapons they had recently acquired—whether through delivery or retrieved
from caches their fathers and grandfathers had hidden for years. They were ready for
the next confrontation, seizing the first opportunity to strike. Their hearts burned with
anticipation, eager to meet the enemy face-to-face, armed—even if their weapons were
scarce, simple, and their experience limited. But the fire in their chests raged like a
furnace

In that small shop, my aunt’s husband and Abu Ali“would meet with a group of
merchants. The bitter cold of those days drew them together over steaming cups of tea.
The traders would talk again about the battles, the imprisehment of my aunt’s husband
and Abu Ali, and whether their efforts had been worth it—whether they had wasted a
significant part of their lives for nothing. Some of them dismissed the resistance
altogether, arguing that their arrest was the ultimate proof of its futility.

One of them would begin calculating the days my aunt’s husband would spend behind
bars, pointing out that he had earned three Israeli litas a day from'his trade. That meant
he had already lost no less than five hundred/liras—IJet alone the humiliation, the
suffering, and the disgrace brought upon him and his family.

The dire economic situation of most people, combined with the Israeli leadership’s
belief that hardship would drive many toward "sabotage and resistance," led them to
adopt a gradual approach to opening up employment opportunities for the local
population—albeit under stri¢t seeurity screcning. Their need for a large labor force to
build their nascent state/playedia crucialirole in thisdecision. Eventually, they made an
official announcement,/ and the fpassport and permit, offices began accepting
applications from men seeking work inside the occupied territories of 1948. The move
sparked fierce debate among the Palestinian people.

In a corner of our neighborhood square,” where imen would gather daily, my
grandfather—despite his illness and advanced age—remained a steadfast participant in
these daily discussions. The topic was hotly debated, diyiding/people into two camps.
There were those who opposed it'wehemently: How could they justify building the
enemy’s state and strengthening its foundations while its§oldiers trained and prepared
for war against them, agamsttheirpeople, against their entire nation? To them, working
in Israel was nothing short of treason.

On the other hand, some pragmatists argued that reality had imposed itself. Israel
existed, and whether hundreds or even thousands of Palestinian laborers refused to work
there, it would neither collapse nor weaken.




The matter, however, needs to be discussed from the perspective that there are homes
in need of a loaf of bread and a bottle of milk for our children, and we cannot find them.
Working inside (Israel), despite its hardships and bitterness, is seen by some as a
national duty, supporting the steadfastness of our people in the camps and villages,
rather than forcing them to leave in search of survival.

In that shop in Hebron, the acceptance of working in Israel was more widespread. The
people there understood the calculations much better; it was the game of numbers that
prevailed. Opening up job opportunities for the people meant an economic boom for
the country, raising its standard of living in various sectors and strengthening the
resilience of the people, keeping them anchored to their landuntil God allows change
on a practical level.

The resistance fighters, especially in the refugee camps, viewed this as a crime. In the
beach camps, for example, they began collecting information on those who had
obtained permits. They would gather these permits fromthe workers and destroy them
after explaining their dangers and their contradiction to national loyalty. Sometimes,
the holder of such a permit would receive several blows with'a cane to the forehead, a
slap to the face, or harsh words.

You would find one of these workers attempting,td convince them, refusing to hand
over the permit, pointing to his eight ¢hildren behind him who had nothing to eat. What
the UNRWA provided was far from enough, and often they went hungry. He would beg
the fighters who wanted to take his permit to.consider his situation, to let him keep it
so he could work. But they refused, msisting on.taking the permit. Their eyes would
well up with tears as they saw the stark eontradiction between the harshness of the
reality, its urgent needs,/and the lofty. aspirations of national.ideals. Perhaps they would
discuss it later, after they had left,/feeling,the discomfort as they tore up the man’s
permit, feeling guilty/for their actions.

s s




Chapter Seven

A few weeks before my brother Mahmoud's Tawjihi exams, a state of emergency was
declared in the house. Whenever one of us raised our voice, my mother would shout,
"Don't yell, keep the noise down for your brother Mahmoud; he has Tawjihi soon." If
one of us ran after the other, my mother would yell. If something fell from one of us, if
one pushed or poked the other—as was our custom.when we gathered around the
overturned laundry basin at night to study—he would receive aslap on the back of his
neck, a pinch in his side, or a tug on his ear. It was imperative to keep quiet for
Mahmoud's studying.

If one of us wanted to get the other in/trouble to earn'a beating ftom my mother, he
would start discreetly, nudging him once and making funny faces. Often, my sister
would fall into this trap because she couldn't help but laugh. She would hold back her
laughter as best she could, but if we continued our funny antics,'she would burst out
laughing and receive several slaps/ from my mother, 'who rarely took the time to
investigate the reasons behind the laughter and would punish the real instigator instead.
We finished our school year exams, and Mahmoud ‘Continued studying since the Tawjihi
exams were a month laten than ours., Even after.we completed our exams, the state of
emergency remained in effect, and ‘we awaited Mahmoud's exam completion more
eagerly than we awaited the end of the occupation. On the last day of the Tawjihi exams,
when Mahmoud returned home from school,, we greeted him with the loudest
celebration possible for a brother's return. We unleashed all that we had been holding
inside for nearly two months:

The house erupted with noise and shouting, and we all rushed at Mahmoud—boys and
girls alike—with punches; kicks, and pinches. Mimi observed us, trying to maintain a
serious demeanor as she shouted, "Leave your brotheialone!" Yet she failed to hide the
wide smile on her face. After we finished with-Mahmoud, we all turned on her,
including Mahmoud, kissing her head, hands, and feet/while she attempted to escape
from us, not genuinely trying to do se, assshe struggled to'stifle her laughter without
success.

Our results were announced, and we had allypassed except for my cousin Hassan, who
failed the second year of high school. Now, we had to wait for Mahmoud's Tawjihi
results to be announced, and the state of emergency was declared again.




On that day, there were other more serious emergencies, but when Mahmoud returned,
his face was beaming with joy, almost bursting with happiness. He opened the door,
and the first word he said was, “Yama,” causing a sharp tear to roll down my mother's
cheek. Then her ululation rang out, and we celebrated again in a loud party, as
Mahmoud’s success and excellence were achievements for all of us, with each one of
us contributing to it.

My mother rushed to the kitchen to boil the fenugreek, mixing it with flour and sugar
to prepare a tray of fenugreek sweets for Mahmoud to take to the neighborhood oven
to bake. When he returned with it, we didn't wait for her to place it in the dishes she had
brought from the kitchen; we reached for it from all sides while she waved her hand as
if to swat anyone who extended their hand, but she didn’t actually hit anyone. However,
she succeeded in raising several plates to'serve to those who came to congratulate her
from the neighbors and relatives.

My grandfather was seriously ill, and it was clear that he was on the verge of leaving
us. He rarely left his room, and he could only go to the mosqueon Fridays. He no longer
participated in the daily meetings held by the neighborhood men in the well-known
square. Perhaps Hassan's failure had increased his worrigs and illness, and he no longer
had the desire to partake in our celebrations. Nonetheless, we all gathered around him
and spent the first night trying to amuse himand lighten his spirits.

Mahmoud had to wait for the summer vacation and a'whole year after finishing his high
school studies before he could join the Egyptian universities. This was a perfect
opportunity for him to save some money forhis travel expenses to Egypt.

The idea of working inside the oceupied territories of 1948 was completely rejected, so
he had to continue working in'a vacant factory and look for any additional work to
gather a few coins here and.there for his studies. Mahmoud and my mother thought
about it for a long time, and finally, they agreed that Mahmoud should stop working in
the vacant factory, and his brothen Muhamimad would take his place there, allowing my
brothers Hassan and Muhammad to work inthe vacant factory while Mahmoud focused
on a more serious job with better earning opportunities.

The plan was to start a“business that weuldn’t require much capital, so Mahmoud
decided to set up a vegetable stand atthe edge of theneighberhood market. This would
only require a few liras, and he could earnia modest income, but saving over time could
accumulate a reasonable amount-throughout the year.

Indeed, my mother would wake Mahmoud early at dawn, and as soon as the curfew
was lifted, he would head to the market, the wholesale market in the city, with three or
four liras to buy what he needed.




He easily gathers various vegetables and returns to his stall, arranging the vegetables
on it before he starts selling them. At noon, he collects the remaining vegetables to take
home for his mother to use. Every day, they manage to save twenty piastres or a quarter
of a lira from their daily earnings.

The daytime curfew was imposed repeatedly; however, the neighbors relied on the
vegetables that Mahmoud sold. Despite the curfew, none of the vegetables spoiled at
his stall, as it transformed into a home-based market. In the alleyways of the
neighborhood, he could transport what the neighbors needed without fear of the
occupation soldiers, who were wary of entering the camp due to the ambushes set by
the resistance fighters. As the resistance and.guerilla“actions continued to escalate,
military leaders recognized the overcrowding of the camps, the narrowness of their
alleys, and the costs incurred in operations to invade the camps. They considered
constructing wide streets to divide each camp into several quartets, facilitating their
containment and combing operations.

Indeed, one day, a curfew was imposed on the camp, and a large force of soldiers arrived
as if it were a new occupation. Among the soldiers were buckets of red paint and
painting supplies. They marked large X's in red onithe walls of some houses, while on
others, they drew vertical lines after taking measurements, then placed small X's
accordingly. Each homeowner whose house bore these marks received notices stating
that their homes would be demolished. Those with large X's on their walls would have
their homes demolished entirely, while those.marked with small X's would lose only
the sections adjacent to the vertical lines. With each netice handed to the homeowners,
screams, curses, and wailing erupted.. Where would these people go with their children,
wives, and families? They would find themselves on the streets once again!
Fortunately, none of the streets set.fo be constructed reached our house, as it bore no
markings. It became ¢lear that our home would overlook a wide street instead of that
narrow alley. Howeyer, our neighbor's house would/be completely demolished.

This seemed to be particularly fortunate for my brothezMahmoud; if our house or part
of it had been demolished, the money‘he had saved for studying in Egypt would not
have been enough to mend the situation, and he would not have been able to continue
his studies.




We were forced out of the sector and left in the street, but God loves him and loves my
mother (the poor woman), according to what I heard them talking about. Days later, the
bulldozer arrived, accompanied by a large military force, and they announced the need
to evacuate the houses that would be demolished. The bulldozer began to grind the
homes as a monster grinds the bones of its prey, tearing apart the hearts of hundreds of
men, women, and children who found themselves back in the street once again.

The bulldozer continued to come and go in the camp, and with every arrival or
departure, one of the men would collapse, or one of the women would fall after pulling
her hair and slapping her cheeks, or one of the men would be brutally beaten by the
soldiers when he tried to place his body in frent of the bulldozer to prevent it from
advancing to demolish the roof that sheltered his sons and daughters.

By evening, hundreds of tragedies had reopened, and people were left to tend to each
other's wounds. My uncle's house had been empty sin¢e his wife got married, as my
cousins Hassan and Ibrahim moved in with my grandfather in his room. My mother
allowed two families from our neighborhood to/temporarily live in the house until they
could sort out their affairs. You could not imagine the words‘of thanks and praise that
poured over us. The next day, representatives from the Red Cross came to assess the
situation and record the facts. The day after that,@fficials from'the housing department
of the Refugee Relief and Works Ageney collected data and informed the people that
they would be relocated to new homes built by the‘agency in other areas, bringing a
sense of relief that descended upon the people from the heavens.

They began to bombard the officials with counticss questions: When will we move?
Where? How? etc. The officials had no clear answers; but.it wasn’t long before families
began moving into their new homes.in newly constiucted neighborhoods in the sector
itself or in the city of Al:Arish, where Israel had,fully oceupied Sinai in 1967. During
this time, the two families who had takenirefuge an my uncle's house also moved out,
and each family received”a new house. The opening of job opportunities in the
territories occupied in 1948 created significant confusion'among the people. However,
the urgent need for people to provide for their children and ‘secure their dignity in
reasonable homes with deors that closed and walls that rose t0 shield what was inside
from the street compelled them to work in the occupied territories.

The needs for education, medicine, inflation, and other matters were stronger than any
objections to this work. Thussthe-curtent of life revived the desire to continue living
and improve the quality of life, while ensuring...




The parents tried to ensure the lives and futures of their children, making this flow
gradually become a norm that the militants could neither prevent nor stop.

After the streets were paved on one hand and the doors to work opened on the other,
amidst the fierce war waged by the occupation's intelligence and army against the
resistance, it became clear that they were starting to feel a sense of relief. The lifting of
the curfew in the mornings was more frequent than before, allowing workers to leave
early for their jobs and arrive on time after hours of travel from the West Bank and Gaza
to Haifa, Jaffa, and elsewhere. It became evident that the living standards of families
whose breadwinners worked inside were gradually improving. In a short period, this
man began to raise the roof of his house with tiles and replaced it with sheets of zinc;
this man raised the wall of his house; this one installed a strong door for his home; and
that one brought a bag of cement and a little coarse beach’sand mixed with shells and
called upon a construction worker to pave the floor of his house. Thus, houses around
us began to rise again gradually, and their standards incteéased, while our home
remained the same. Although it was the best house in the neighborhood since the days
preceding the war, its condition started to declineicompared to the improvements of our
neighbors’ homes.

Some neighbors who could not afford significant changes to their houses resorted to
bringing large pieces of nylon, which they spread overthe tiled roof to cover the entire
surface. They then folded the edges and secured them with wooden strips, fastening
them with small nails tied with ropes, each bag anchored together so that no bag slipped
off the nylon. Such bags created ‘a weight that prevented the nylon from shifting or
falling.

This project did not cost much and provided a reasonable solution to the problem of
rainwater leaking into the room and,pouring onfo our beds, forcing us to place
containers to catch the drips between our beds,as we slept. When my mother discussed
the matter with my brother'Mahmoud anddearned of its cost, he decided to add nylon
to our room’s ceiling. Mahmoud bought the nylon, wooden strips, and nails, borrowed
a hammer from a neighbor, and! my.brothers Hassan and Mohammed helped him.
Placing the nylon on the ceiling was a remarkable development in our winter life, as we
began to sleep comfortably withoutithe leaks of water and/the sound of drips falling
into those containers, along with the splashes hitting ourfaces and bedding.

I had reached the third gradesof-elementary schoolsand it was customary for the clinic
doctor to visit the school from time to time, touring the classes and checking on health
conditions.




For students who clearly suffer from malnutrition and whose physical condition is
notably weak, they can register their names. After a few days, these students are given
cards allowing them to eat once at the nutrition center (health center) run by the Relief
and Works Agency in the camp. The doctor came this time and toured the school, and
when he entered our class, he asked me for my name and recorded it. I realized they
would give me a card for food. After a few days, I received that card, and my joy was
such that my head almost touched the ceiling.

I returned home with the card and announced the news to my siblings. Fatima became
extremely angry and rushed at me, trying to snatch the card away while shouting, "We're
not poor!" I cried out for my mother, who called her over and insisted that there was
nothing shameful in receiving a food card, as we were refugees. It was perfectly normal
for one of the children to receive a food/eard, especiallyS§ince we were living off the
Agency. Our house belongs to the Agency, the schools are Agency schools, and the
health center belongs to the Agency. When people's homes were destroyed, who but the
Agency provided them with shelter? Fatima had.no choice but to reluctantly leave me
alone, albeit begrudgingly.

Every day between classes or after they finished, hundreds of boys and girls would rush
to the food center. We would stand m a long line, entering one after another, after
jostling, pushing, and arguing to get inside. There, we had to be silent because the
manager of the food center sat behind a table; taking one of our cards, crossing out the
number and the date, then handing the card back while giving us a small loaf of bread.
We were then sent forward, where another worker from the food center would give us
a new plate containing several compartments, each with.a type of food—three or four
types, including fruit op pudding. We would take that and head to the hall where there
were tables surrounded by chairs, where each of.us would devour that delicious food.
Afterward, we would take' our plates and throw them out the kitchen window for
washing, and exit through.the exit door. /At this door, one of the workers would stand,
inspecting those leaving te-ensure they hadn't takeén foodfor someone else and hadn’t
eaten it themselves, as it was designated for them for health reasons. Anyone caught
sneaking food would have it taken away andghrown into the'trash to teach them that
they needed to eat their food inside:

My cousin Ibrahim was my closest friend, and we were always together. One day,
Tuesday, he came with metothefood center, agreeing that I would stuff half a loaf with
meatballs for him, as Tuesday was the designated day for meatballs. I had brought a
small nylon bag with me.




I sat at the table while Ibrahim waited for me at the exit door. With great caution and
lightness, I stuffed half a loaf of bread with half my portion of kebab, placed it in a
plastic bag, and hid it inside my pants. I ate the rest of the food and stood up, checking
my pants to ensure they wouldn’t give me away during the search.

I threw the plate out the kitchen window and approached Aunt Aisha, who stood at the
door to inspect us, raising my hands above my head like a well-mannered boy. She
conducted a quick search on me, and I dashed outside, glancing left and right for
Ibrahim as I reached into my pants to pull out the half loaf.

As soon as it was in my hand, I noticed a group of about thirty boys from a family living
near the health center. We called them the Hyksos because of their many troubles. They
charged at me, attempting to steal the sandwich from my hand-“Itook off running, and
they chased me.

But I ran with all my strength for a long distance, feeling that I had distanced myself
from them. I turned to check if they had stopped or turned back. Just as I turned my
head, a large stone was thrown by one of them, hitting me directly in the eye. Darkness
clouded my vision, and the half loaf slipped fromymy hand, covered in dirt. I couldn't—
or didn't want to—bend down to pick it up. [ held on to the eard and continued running,
screaming, "Mama!" all the way home. ['tan a Iong distance with my hand on my eye
until I reached home. My mother jumped up.in alarm,Jifting my hand from my eye to
see what had happened, screaming, "Oh my! The bey's eye is gone!"

She grabbed her headscarf and rushed to. carry me, pulling me along as she held my
hand tightly, running to the agency's clinic, After.much effort and struggle, we arrived
at the clinic and headed to the eye treatment troom, where a specialized nurse was
present. When we arrived, theysasked my mother for.the 'clinic" ration card, which was
required for any treatment. In her anxiety and fear for my eye, she had forgotten to bring
the card. She began to plead and beg, trying without suceess. They told her to bring the
ration card, or the boy wouldn't be treated. They seated me on the wooden bench in
front of the eye clinic and'she rushed out to'bring the ration'card before the clinic closed.




After the nurse confirmed that she had truly gone to fetch the card, he called me over,
sat me down on the chair, and began examining my eye, He placed a piece of gauze
over it—thick fabric—secured it in place, and I sat there waiting for my mother’s return.
She came back, panting, exhausted from the long distance, carrying the familiar scent
of the road, They completed the registration procedures, and she reassured herself with
the nurse that my eye was fine, Then, with all the tenderness of a mother, she held my
hand, and we walked home at a leisurely pace, My real problem at that moment wasn’t
my injured eye but rather the fact that my sister, Fatima, had seized the opportunity and
torn up my food ration card, It was as if she had gouged out my other eye, for she had
deprived me of my meals at the food distribution center.

Our financial situation at the time was moderate, Some familtes had surpassed us, as
their breadwinners worked inside the o¢cupied territories, while others lived in far
worse conditions, like our neighbor Umm Al-Abed, She was ainother of four boys and
three girls with no provider, for the head of their;household had been martyred in 1967,
leaving behind his children and their mother, or/as my motheraused to say, “nothing but
lumps of flesh.”

The aid agency covered most aspects of life, but thete were always corners left exposed,
requiring financial means beyond what the agen€y could provide. Umm Al-Abed had
to find ways to ease her family's burdens and secure additional necessities for her
children. She left no door to lawful earning untried¢ Every Friday, her sons would set
out with burlap sacks, heading far beyond the camp, near the 1948 border, where the
garbage dumps of nearby Jewish settlements lay, There, they scavenged for old shoes,
expired canned goods, and empty beer bottles—anything that could be sold or used.
They filled their sacks with whatever they could find and carried them back home.
Their mother would wash_the bottles thoroughly and sell them to a woman who sat
outside the clinic, where people bought them to store the medicine dispensed to them.
She cleaned the shoes, paired them, and seld them to a merchant in the market, who in
turn sold them to ‘the camp’s residents. /Every. morning, she also visited the food
distribution center, buying the milk rations that other women chose not to keep. From
this, she made "jameed"~a semi-hardened yogurt—and sat outside the school selling
it to the children. If they had no money, she‘bartered it forpieces of bread. She took
what her family needed and sold the rest, collecting pennies here and there, gathering
them one by one to providefor-her childien, And through it all, she remained content,
raising the children of a martyr with the lifeblood of her very soul.




Mourad's acceptance into the Faculty of Engineering at Cairo University was a cause
for celebration. When we learned the news, we celebrated in our usual way, shouting
and playfully attacking Mourad with pinches and nudges. My mother prepared a tray
of halva, showering him with congratulations and soothing words. Mourad began
preparing for his trip.

The vegetable stand needed to continue operating, as it would cover the costs of his
education for the coming years, Therefore, it was essential to manage it well to
accommodate his studies and school schedule. This was, of course, until the last day
before Mourad's departure to Egypt, He diligently maintained his work until the day of
his journey, and I had to take my turn in cleaningand organizing the empty factory with
my brother Mohammed.

Before Mourad's departure to Egypt, my mother packedsmany items for him to take
along. She prepared some olive oil, tea, dried molokhia, dried okra, and other similar
items bought with the Egyptian pounds they had saved from the currency market.
Mourad took these to a tailor, who concealed them in the waistband of his trousers by
sewing them inside the fabric, so he culd use them as pocket money in Egypt. This
was necessary because customs officials, who wete often Jewish, confiscated money
and prohibited its transfer with travelets to.Egypt:

Mourad frequented the Red Cross'office, which' organized the travel process for
students from the region to Egypt and. their returns’dealing with both the occupation
authorities and the Egyptian authorities: Eventually, he learned his departure date. Like
the other students, he had to go to the intelligence department at the headquarters, where
they interrogated him and warned him against.collaborating with any organizations,
attempting to recruit those they could.

On the last night before Mourad's departure; we all stayed up later than usual, knowing
he would be leaving us for nearly a full year. The night was a strange blend of laughter,
tears, joy, and sadness——a peculiar mix of.emotions, especially filled with my mother’s
instructions and reminders-for Mourad.

In the morning, we woke up early, My mother had prepared two large, used suitcases
that Mourad had bought, filling them with all his belongings. My brother Hassan carried
one, and my cousin Hassan took the'other, @s my mother/accompanied them to bid
farewell to Mourad."We saw him off until the outskitts of the neighborhood, then
returned home, sorrow ctechedion-our faces as we began to grasp the meaning of parting
from loved ones.




They escorted him to the Red Cross headquarters, where many people had gathered to
bid farewell to their loved ones, The students waited inside the buses while their
families stood across from them, waving from a distance, Then the buses set off, and
the families continued to wave until the buses disappeared from sight.

Days after Mahmoud's departure, one of our neighbors came to complain that my cousin
Hassan was bothering and harassing one of her daughters. My mother’s face turned red
with embarrassment in front of the neighbor, and she promised to put an end to the
matter, My grandfather was bedridden with illness, Mahmoud had traveled to Egypt,
and everyone left at home was younger than Hassan, who had grown and become
difficult to control, So, my mother thought of using cunning and persuasion.

When evening came, she called him and satdown to talk, “IVy dear, neighbor’s son, for
the sake of the neighbor, your martyr father, your family’s reputation, our honor, and
what people will say,” In the end, Hassan promised her that he would not go near the
neighbor’s daughter. She asked him, ‘A promise of honor, Hassan?” He replied, “A
promise of honor, aunt.”

A few days later, the neighbor returned, trembling, and enteted the house screaming,
“Oh, mother of Mahmoud! This boy is net saying peace npon the Prophet. He cornered
the girl in the street and laid his handsen her!”” My mother flared with anger and tried
to calm her, bringing her into the house and saying, “Oh, mother of Abdul, you know
that neither you nor I have any men to discipline him. God knows that your daughters
are like my daughters, Let’s think abeut how to put an end to this boy.”

My mother proposed the idea of tying him up whilc he was asleep and beating him with
the boys, and if he repeated the act, she would seck help from the fedayeen, come what
may, to break his hands/and legs.

My mother prepared a rope and a stick,When Hagsan returned after dinner and went to
sleep, my mother, along with/my brother Hassan and my brother Mohammed, entered
his room, After confirming'he was asleep,,my mother carefully tied his hands and feet
with the rope and then weke my grandfather to tell him what had happened with my
cousin Hassan. The grandfather bégan.to tremble and said, “May God darken your face,
Hassan... May God darken yousface, HassangBeat him! Break his hands and legs.”
Hassan awoke to find himself'boundiand began to threaten and curse, The stick began
to fall upon his sides as he yelledand cursed, and they beat him mercilessly, My mother
explained to him that they kept-the matter within thethouse out of fear of disgrace, and
if he harassed Suhad again, she would inform the fedayeen and ask them to break his
hands and legs, They then left him tied until morning, where she asked my cousin
Ibrahim to untie him.




Ibrahim was kind, obedient, intelligent, and diligent in his studies, He went and untied
his brother's bonds, but Hassan struck him while issuing threats and menaces. Then,
Hassan rushed into our room to intimidate my mother, attempting to frighten her.

She shouted at him, "Wake up! Do you think you scare me? You're a worthless person,
and the worthless scare no one. You'll never become a man."

Hassan growled, advanced toward my mother, and pushed her, causing her to fall to the
ground, All of us, sons and daughters, attacked him, bringing him down, beating him,
biting him, and pulling his hair. He got up, kicking, hitting, cursing, and swearing, then
left the house. Hassan left and never returned. We began to inquire about him and were
told that he had gone to the land occupied since 1948 (inside Israel), that he was
working there, and had decided not to return to his studies.

My grandfather's health deteriorated, and he surrenderedshis soul to his Lord. We bid
him farewell with tears and weeping. May God have mercy on,him and admit him into
His vast gardens. My grandfather died without knowing anything about the fate of my
father, who had been absent for more than five years, without'seeing his grandson who
fled Gaza to work in Israel, and without Mahmoud by his sidesNonetheless, we fulfilled
our duty, and the neighbors stood by us, for the camp is like one family in joys and
SOITOWS.




Chapter Eight

Every morning, at around seven o’clock, hundreds of boys and girls from the camp set
out for their schools. From the seven-year-olds heading to first grade to the eighteen-
year-olds studying for their high school exams, they walked the same familiar paths.
Groups of boys followed by groups of girls, followed in turn by more boys—this was
the morning routine.

Most children of the camp paid little attention to love.affairs, for the unspoken rules of
the neighborhood dictated that the daughters.of one’s neighbors should be treated like
sisters. My mother constantly warned my brothers and sisters against any relationships
with the opposite sex.

She would often caution my brothers not to glance at or interact with the girls next door,
warning us all that if we dared violate others” hgnor, oursvould not be spared.

Even those who thought themselves, the clevetest of all would do well to remember
this.

Such words were enough to deter us/from entertaining any thought of following in the
footsteps of certain boys and youngimen who lingered at the street corners, watching
the girls as they passed to and from their schools, radiant as the full moon.

Some of these young menistood there simply to catch a glimpse of the girls, perhaps to
call out to them with casual remarks—"Hey, beautiful! Won’t you look our way?" or
"Glory belongs to God alone!!" Others waited.in hopes.of seeing the one they secretly
loved, longing for a glanece that. would brighten their entire day.

Perhaps she might even accept a letter from him, one he had poured his heart into. Yes,
the people of the camp, despite their hardships and struggles, loved and longed just like
everyone else.

But there was no denying that the camp upheld its'traditions with great vigilance. To
approach a neighbor’s daughter m anything ether than a respectful manner was to
challenge these deeply rooted customs.

Love and longing; therefore, were expressed with restraint and dignity, their flames
often confined to the depths.of'the heart.

At most, a fleeting look.of'admiration, a gaze filled with reverence and yearning from
afar, or an eagerness to help one’s family thatanvited quiet speculation as to the true
reason behind such devotion.




Some of the camp's young men were bolder in crossing those boundaries, allowing
themselves to write and exchange love letters, to meet on their way to and from
school—even if only by walking behind one another as if by chance.

At times, they would exchange a few words, each pretending to speak to their own
friends.

Some girls permitted themselves a fleeting moment by the window at an agreed hour,
just as their beloved happened to pass by, tossing a letter through the narrow opening.
Many girls suffered beatings from their fathers, brothers, or even mothers when caught
exchanging letters with young men, yet such stories remained rare in the camp during
that early post-war period.

Meanwhile, the number of laborers leaving'each morning to wotk inside the occupied
territories of 1948 steadily increased.

The phenomenon grew, bringing with it'other accompanying scenes. In the early hours
of dawn, men set out, each carrying a small bag or satchel with the day's provisions,
walking long distances to the labor pickup point.

There, a crowd of trucks, vans, and buses awaited, each driver calling out his
destination—one to Jaffa, another to Ashdod, another to Tel Aviv!

Workers gathered, boarding the vehicles that would take them away.

Street vendors selling falafel, fava beans, or steaming sahleb found in these laborers a
prime market.

On their way to their transport, the workers would.fish a few coins from their pockets,
buying a handful of falafel to, quickly eat or stash in, their bags before climbing into
their vehicles.

Once inside, they surrendered to sleepy, making up for the lost hour or two before
arriving at their workplaces in the stolen homeland.

These laborers toiled in construction, agriculture, and sanitation—the backbreaking
jobs the Jewish employersdisdained.

Their supervisors stood ever them, barking orders, scrutinizing their every move. At
ten in the morning, they took a brief half-hour break to eat, perhaps brewing a cup of
tea if they managed. Then, theyresumed. their grueling tasks. By three or four in the
afternoon, their workday ended, and'they seatched fot a ride back to Gaza or the West
Bank.

Exhausted, they dozed offionsthe-joutney home, returning to their families drained by
the day's labor.




They work on Fridays until two in the afternoon, as their Jewish employers prepare for
the Sabbath, their weekly day of rest. Some of these laborers work on a daily basis,
earning their wages at sunset, only to return the next morning to the gathering points
where workers await. There, cars pull up, and contractors and Jewish employers step
out in their shorts, scanning the crowd for willing hands. The workers surge forward,
and each employer selects the ones who suit his needs, sealing the deal with a brief
exchange over wages. Others, however, have secured more stable jobs, receiving their
pay weekly, monthly, or even on a permanent basis.

As the relationship between Arab laborers and their Jewish employers deepened, and
as the fatigue of daily travel took its toll, employers began seeking accommodations for
their workers, places where they could stay‘throughout the/week: The laborer bids his
family farewell with the first light of Sunday, remaining.at work until midday Friday,
when he returns home with his pockets full of money and his basket or bag brimming
with goods brought back from Israel.

Some workers rented houses in Qalgilya or Tulkarm, hoping to shorten the distance to
the occupied territories. A few banded together to, share a_single room or a house for an
entire week, sometimes even a whole month, saving on transportation costs and sparing
themselves the exhaustion of daily travel. Therein the heart of'the occupied land, they
found themselves in a world utterly anlike their own, with customs and values foreign
to those they had known.

Most laborers remained indifferent to this world, looking upon it with disdain and
contempt. Yet, some reckless youths, were drawn. into its orbit, seduced by its
temptations—they began'drinking; frequenting dens of' vice and indulgence. And in rare
cases, one might chance uponia Jewish girl, their paths crossing in the randomness of
life, until love, inexorable and heedleéssiof all barriers, wove its threads around him, and
he surrendered, living by the customs and'walues of her world:

With the daily influx of laborers, the demand for transportation grew. More vehicles
took to the roads, ferrying-workers to andfrom their jobs: Some managed to buy their
own cars, turning them into shared taxis for their neighbors in exchange for a fare,
sparing them the early moining trek to thedaber pickup spots and the weary walk home
at dusk. Slowly but surely, Peugeot ears began appeating in the streets, their presence
growing ever more frequent. Some of these laborers even returned with chairs, sofas,
and other pieces of furnituresdisearded.by their Jewish employers who had replaced
them with newer ones. These items found new homes—adorning their modest
dwellings, gifted to friends and relatives, or sold in the bustling marketplace of
secondhand goods, where everything has a value and every object carries a story.




Jewish merchants began flocking to Hebron and other nearby cities, especially Tulkarm
and Qalgilya, to purchase their supplies. Some struck deals with blacksmiths,
carpenters, and other craftsmen, commissioning a hundred doors, a thousand windows,
or whatever they needed—finding what they sought at prices far lower than those in
Israeli factories. Palestinian business owners, in turn, raised their prices, earning more,
keeping their workshops busy, and providing jobs for others in their community.

Yet, despite the general improvement in economic conditions, the resistance never
ceased. It ebbed and surged in waves, for it was never merely a matter of financial
hardship but one of national belonging and duty—though hardship often fanned the
flames of defiance. And so, the fedayeen operations continued: a grenade hurled here,
gunfire echoing there, curfews imposed, arrests carried out, pedestrians detained for
hours, a collaborator exposed and executéd—man or woman, it made no difference.
The flood of thousands of Palestinian laborers into jthe Jewish' state opened new
possibilities for the resistance. Fighters began, contemplating large-scale operations
deep within the occupied territories of 1948, striking at the heart of cities, towns,
villages, and settlements. A new door ta resistaneethad swung open.

Abd al-Hafiz, the son of our neighbor Umm al-Abed, persuaded his mother that, for the
sake of his younger siblings' future, he had to abandon his studies and seek work. His
earnings would allow his brothers and sisters to/ continue their education, spare his
mother the exhausting labor that drained her, and ensure a better life for them all. After
much insistence, she reluctantly agreed:

And so, like thousands of others, Abdal-Hatiz set out.cach morning for work in Israel,
returning home by nightfall. Within months, the family had managed to install a proper
door for their house, replace the old.tiled roof with.cortugated metal sheets, and pave
the floor with cement: Yet, as time'passed, it became. clear that Abd al-Hafiz had a
purpose beyond securing a better life or his siblings’ education.

We only discovered the tmith after nearlytwo years. He had joined the ranks of the
Popular Front, and his true-aim in working in'Istael was to plan and execute fedayeen
operations inside the occupied tertitories of 1948.

Not long after securing ‘his job‘and familiarizing himself with this new reality, he
began—every now ‘and then—slipping a grenade into his lunch bag and smuggling it
into Jaffa. There, he would choose a target: a bus, a caféya nightclub. He would leave
the grenade concealed in'some-hiddencorner, thengo about his workday as if nothing
had happened. By nightfall, he would be back home. Moments later, an explosion
would rip through the air, leaving behind injuries, destruction, and, at times, the dead.




For two years, Abdu al-Hafiz carried on with utmost caution, executing his missions
with meticulous care. He succeeded in carrying out several operations, but the
investigations conducted by the Shin Bet eventually cast heavy suspicion upon him.
One night, a large force of occupation soldiers stormed the neighborhood, surrounding
his house before dragging him away for interrogation.

What he endured there—suspension in painful positions, beatings, relentless torture—
defies words. Yet, he denied everything, refuting every accusation they hurled at him.
In the end, they had arrested a comrade of his, who, under duress, confessed that Abd
al-Hafiz was affiliated with the Popular Front. When confronted with this, he admitted
only that much—mnothing more. For that, he wassentenced to aycar and a half in prison.
As the school year drew to a close and mysbrother Mahmoud’s teturn from Egypt for
his summer break approached, we would begin frequenting the Red Cross office,
inquiring about the arrival dates of university students from Egypt. We would watch the
announcement board, where the names of returning students and their scheduled arrival
times were posted.

On the day of Mahmoud’s return, we would all head to the passport office to wait for
him. Buses would arrive, carrying students under, the escort of military jeeps. They
would step off, passports in hand, waiting in the réception hall. The moment we spotted
him, we would rush forward—embracing him, kigsing him, rejoicing in his presence.
Then, together, we would make our way home.

Each year, we sat there, waiting for'Mahmoud’s atrival. When he finally emerged, he
would leap toward us, showering us with kisses, asking about our well-being. He would
kiss my mother’s forehead and hand, while she, overwhelmed with pride, gazed at him
with eyes glistening with unshed teats——tears of uncentainable joy for her son, her Bash
Muhandis Mahmoud.

Despite our meager means, my mother would'spare no effort in preparing a feast in his
honor—a token of her love; a celgbration'of his return, and compensation for a year of
longing and absence.

Mahmoud always brought us cotton garments from Egypt—soft to the touch, carrying
the scent of something new. Until then, we had.only worn clothes handed down by aid
agencies or bought secondhand fromthe markets. Butfrom the end of his very first year
at university, my meother had “already begun calling_him al-Bash Muhandis—the
Engineer.




On the corner of one of the streets, a group of young men spread out a black blanket—
one of those they received from the agency—and sat upon it, playing cards. Every day,
in the late afternoon, they would gather there, passing the time, for there were no other
means of entertainment. Their game would continue until shortly after sunset when
darkness settled in. Then, they would gather their cards, shake off the dust from their
blanket, fold it neatly, and disperse to their homes—before the curfew took effect.

One evening, as Sheikh Ahmad—so they called him, though he was still a young man—
was returning from the Maghrib prayer at the mosque, he passed by them as he always
did, offering his greetings. But this time, instead of walking on, he veered toward them
and sat down in their midst. The young men exchanged. puzzled glances, their
astonishment plain. Their game halted. The eards were gathered up. All attention was
now fixed on the unexpected visitor.

Seated among them, Sheikh Ahmad spoke, his voice calm yet firm. "Allow me to speak
with you about something important," he said., Their curiosity’ deepened, and one of
them gestured for him to continue.

He began to speak with the tone of a father, drawing upon verses /from the Quran and
sayings of the Prophet. He warned them against wasting time in idle amusement and
urged them toward devotion, toward fulfilling their obligations to God. He reminded
them of the blessings they had been given and cautioned them against the great loss of
the Hereafter—the torment of Hellfire. But he did.not stop there. He wove his words
into something larger, something unexpected: the future of Islam, the fate of their
homeland. He spoke of Palestine, the land of the NightJourney and Ascension, and how
its liberation was intertwined with faith, with righteous striving, with the purity of hearts
and the steadfastness of'believers.

The four young men sat in silence, captivated. Neyer before had they heard religion and
patriotism intertwined 1n such'a way. In the Palestinian landseape of late, one was either
areligious figure, detachedfrom the cause,or a nationalist fighter, severed from matters
of faith. But here was semething diffetent, something that made sense. They found
themselves drawn to it, nodding unconsciously as they listened.

Then one of them asked, "And what is it you ask of us, Sheikh?"

A faint smile played on Sheikh Ahmad’s lips. "Tomorrow,at dawn, you will cleanse
yourselves, purify your hearts, andperform ablution. Then, when the call to prayer rises,
you will go to the mosque and-pray."

The young men nodded, agreement clear m their gestures. Sheikh Ahmad stood,
clasping their hands one by one, his grip firm and deliberate, as if sealing a pact. Then,
he turned and walked away.

Behind him, the young men gathered their cards, shook out their blanket, folded it
carefully, and dispersed. The night had deepened, and the curfew was near.




After the campaign to carve new roads through the camp, it became painfully clear that
the occupation army’s grip had tightened. Their armored patrols could now move with
ease, keeping watch over every street and alleyway. It had become a simple matter for
them to encircle any quarter where they suspected hostile activity, to raid it, to arrest or
kill whoever fell under their suspicion. The swiftness of these patrols, their ability to
appear suddenly at any corner of the camp, weighed heavily on the resistance fighters.
A new warning system was needed—something quick, something unmistakable—so
that the fedayeen could take cover, prepare themselves, and escape before it was too
late.

And so, it was born.

Whenever a soldier appeared, whenever anyone—>be it a child, a young girl, or even an
elderly man or woman—spotted the occapation forces, they would call out in a loud
voice: Bi‘a! (Sell!). And everyone who heard the word would echo it instantly, their
voices rippling through the camp:

"B1‘u! Br‘a! Bi‘a wa trth mina!"

The meaning was clear—a taunt demanding thatithe soldiers sell their weapons and rid
themselves of them.

What had begun as a warning cry soon transformed intg something more. It became a
chant, a kind of defiant folk anthem. As the schoolchildren walked to and from their
lessons, they would spot a passing patrol and, . without hesitation, their voices would
rise in unison:

"Bi‘a! Bi‘a! Bi‘a wa trth mini! Wa-s-sandal.ahsan mina!"

(Sell! Sell! Sell and be rid of it! Even sandals are better than your guns!)

They would keep chanting foras long as the soldiers remained in sight, their voices
growing louder, boldet, filling the airwith,a rhythm ef defiance. The soldiers never
knew how to respond. They hesitated, uncertain, unsettled by this strange, mocking
chorus.

For the fedayeen, the chant-was mote than defiance—it was a lifeline. The moment they
heard it, they knew danger was near,.and they braced themselves. It was mostly the
children who carried this_duty,<but when nechild was around and a warning was
desperately needed, the adults took up'the cry without hesitation.

Days passed swiftly, slippiag through our fingers like grains of sand. We began counting
down to Mahmoud’s returnfrom-Egypt..He had completed his studies at the College of
Engineering, and now we found ourselves making daily visits to the Red Cross office,
searching for his name among the lists of those returning.

For days, we asked and waited. And then, at last, the lists of returnees were pinned to
the bulletin board. Our eyes raced down the names—there it was. Mahmoud was in the
third group.

We flew home, breathless with excitement, to bring our mother the news: her son, our
engineer, was coming home.




And so, preparations for Mahmoud’s homecoming began in earnest. The biggest task
of all was my mother’s request: she asked my brother Hassan to buy a large quantity of
lime. We dug a pit in the middle of the courtyard, poured the lime into it, and doused it
with water to let it cool. Once it was ready, we strained it and set to work, whitewashing
the entire house with a soft hue of white tinged with a hint of blue. Meanwhile, my
mother busied herself in the kitchen, preparing food and drinks—especially hilba and
basbousa, the sweet treats we would share with family and friends who would come to
celebrate with us.

On the day of Mahmoud’s arrival, we dressed in our finest and set out to meet him
outside the General Administration of PassportssThe buses artived, escorted by military
vehicles, and disappeared into the compound. We waited, hearts, pounding, alongside
hundreds of other families, each scanning the faces of the returnees as they emerged
one by one.

And then—there he was.

We flew toward him, running as fast as our feet could carry us:OQur mother reached him
first. He opened his arms wide, gathering us alliinto an_embrace filled with love, his
tears streaming freely. When he reached my mother, he fell upon’her hands and kissed
them, his voice thick with emotion."l have returned, Mother. The days of hardship and
struggle are over, God willing, never toreturn." She wept with joy, repeating over and
over, Alhamdulillah... Alhamdulillah:.. Insha’Allah®.. Insha’Allah. ..

By the time we reached home, the entire neighborhood had gathered for what felt like
a grand public celebration. The men embraced. Mahmoud, their voices warm with
congratulations, while the women surrounded my mother; their blessings punctuated by
bursts of joyous ululation. The street, though.wide, was packed with people pushing
forward to enter the house,.cager to share,in our happiness. Inside, my mother and
siblings rushed to serve sweets and drinks'to our guests, while cries of Ya Bash
Muhandis! rang through the air. Neighbors called out to Mahmoud, bombarding him
with questions—about Egypt, about univetsity life, abouthis health, about everything.
As the sun dipped below the horizon and darkness began to settle, the curfew loomed
near. Slowly, the neighbers took their leave,sstill murmuring words of blessing and
congratulations as they departed foritheir homes. Atlast, we were alone—our family,
gathered around Mahmoud, joined by our uncle Ibrahim’s household, which had long
since merged with ours as‘ifwe-were one and the same.

And so, the talk of dreams and ambitions began.

Hassan would close his small stall and dedicate himself fully to his studies. Muhammad
and I would leave our humble jobs at our uncle’s factory. We would build a new room
in the house. We would raise the ceiling of the two existing rooms, replace the worn-
out tiles with sturdy asbestos sheets, and elevate the floors. We would pave the
courtyard with cement.

All of it—one step at a time.

All of it—once Mahmoud found a job and received his first paycheck.




It was clear that Mahmoud would not leave the camp, nor would he leave the sector to
work abroad. He was pleased to be back after completing his studies away from home
and family. We spent two more days celebrating Mahmoud’s return and graduation and
in receiving the well-wishers.

On the third night, after curfew had set in for hours and we had gone to bed, we heard
the engines of the patrol cars starting up again and moving away. But then, suddenly,
we were startled by the voices of soldiers in our courtyard, their shouts pounding on the
door, demanding that we come out. My mother and sisters hurriedly covered their heads
and we stepped out, Mahmoud in the lead, to find dozens of soldiers occupying the
yard, their rifles aimed at us from every direction.

My mother cried out, "What do you want? What is happening?" The officer spoke,
directing his question at Mahmoud, "Are you Mahmoud?"" Yes," Mahmoud answered.
"We need you for a short while at the Saraya." My mother scteamed, "Why? What do
you want from him? He just returned from Egypt yesterday!" The officer replied, "They
need to ask him a few questions, and he will be back in the morning." Mahmoud asked
to change his clothes, but they refused and ordered him to leave as he was. He stepped
forward. My mother tried to follow, but they stopped her and pulled the door shut
behind them. The engines roared, and the vehicles sped away, vanishing into the
darkness.

That night, sleep eluded us. My mother. wept and wailed, "She came hoping for joy but
found no place for it!" Fatima and Hassan tried to ealm her, assuring her that Mahmoud
would return by morning, as the officer.had promised. But she kept repeating, "If they
only had a few questions, they weuld have waited until morning and summoned him
properly, like they do with others!, Then she sobbed in anguish, "Oh, my son, my
Mahmoud! What have'you done? What.have you done?"

At the first light of dawn, as soon as the curfew lifted, she dressed hastily and rushed to
the Saraya with Hassan. When they arrived, soldiers at the gate barred her entry. She
pleaded with them, trying-to explain what had happened; desperate to see Mahmoud,
but they either did not understand op'pretended not to. They simply repeated, "Go
away."

Realizing there was no use arguing; Hassan gently took her by the arm and led her to
the opposite side of the street. "We will wait here," he said, "until Mahmoud comes
out." She hesitated, unwillingste-move farther fromethe gate, but eventually relented,
sitting on the pavement, her eyes fixed on the enfrance. Hour after hour passed.
Mahmoud did not come out.




Once, she tried to enter, but Hassan stopped her, attempting to convince her that they
wouldn’t let her in and would only humiliate her. At home, we remained on high alert,
declaring a state of mourning, waiting for the return of my mother and Hassan, hoping
they would bring Mahmoud with them. But the wait dragged on.

As sunset approached, my mother and Hassan returned, dragging their feet, sorrow
etched upon their faces. My mother was in a state worse than I had ever seen her. Their
condition spoke volumes, and none of us dared to utter a single word. Each of us
retreated to our beds, the silence so profound we couldn’t even hear our own breathing.
Hassan, however, sat beside her, trying to console her, saying, “Tomorrow, I’ll go to a
lawyer and hire him to inquire about Mahmoud and follow up on his case. We’ll also
report his arrest to the Red Cross.” My mother responded, “My feet will follow yours.”
He agreed.

At the break of dawn, they set out once more to carry out their mission. They hired a
lawyer, reported the matter to the Red Cross, and;understood well that there was nothing
left for them—or for us—but to wait. It might'take a month before any information
emerged. There was nothing to do but wait—just wait.

The first days were heavy, black, unbearable. But it'seemed we had developed an ability
to adapt to every catastrophe, no matter how great. We only nceded to endure the first
hours, the first days—then, as with every past tragedy, it would become normal. The
important thing now was that all’ our previous plans had either been canceled or
postponed at best. Hassan had to ¢continue wotrking at the stall, while Mohammed and I
had to keep going to my uncle’s factory.to clean and organize.

Every few days, my mother would take Hassan. to fellow up with the lawyer and the
Red Cross, once or twice a week. After more than amonth, the lawyer informed us that
charges would be brought against Mahmoud and that he would be taken to court. But
the matter seemed minor—it would be resolved within two or three weeks.

About two weeks later, we'learned that Mahmoud had been taken to trial and that the
judge had extended his detention for another/two months. Another two weeks passed
before we heard from the Red Cross_that Mahmoud would be allowed visits at Gaza
Central Prison—once a month, on the first Friday of each month, starting next month.
Hassan had completed high school; and given the family’s dire financial situation,
traveling to Egypt or anywhere else for university was out of the question. He
resigned himself to enrollingan-the voeational scheol run by the UNRWA, where he
was accepted into the machining and metalworking department. He was to begin his
studies at the start of the academic year, a two-year program that would grant him an
industrial diploma upon graduation.
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Chapter Nine

In Jordan, following the victory at Karameh, King Hussein emerged, declaring, “We
are all fedayeen.” Thousands of young Palestinians, driven by the pride that
accompanied the triumph, surged into Fatah offices across refugee communities in the
West, eager to join the movement. The Palestinian _revolution began to cement its
foothold—mnot only in Jordan but across the Azab world. Tts leaders, particularly Yasser
Arafat, were received with great reverence i Arab capitals, nonemore so than in Cairo,
where Gamal Abdel Nasser, the undisputed leader of the/Arab nation, welcomed them
with open arms.

Many Palestinian families found themselves split between the West Bank and refugee
camps in Jordan, Lebanon, or Syria. This was net only the fate of those who had fled
in 1948 but also of many who were seattered by the 1967 war,/escaping the Israeli
occupation in fear of brutal massacres.

One such family was that of Ahmad, a ‘merchant from Hebron, whose store was a
frequent gathering place for my aunt’s husband, Abdul'Fattah. The two shared a strong
business relationship and,often engaged in long cenversations. Abu Ahmad had four
sons—one remained with him in'Hebrony while the other three had fled to Jordan in
1967. Two of them joinedthe revolution there, while the third worked as a truck driver.
Those who became fedayeen could never return.to Hebron, for they risked immediate
arrest by the occupying/authorities. Ahmad, however, sometimes traveled back to visit
his family. On such visits; he would sit with his father in the shop, where he often
crossed paths with my aunt’s’husband, and together they would discuss the conditions
of Palestinians in Jordan,

Without a doubt, the Palestinian presence inJordan‘was a source of pride for all
Palestinians. Yet Ahmad harbored growing fears for the future. It was clear to him that
the increasing strength of,the Palestinian resistance was beginning to unsettle King
Hussein. What concerned him ‘even more was the reckless behavior of some fedayeen,
who, in their defiancey, showed little regard for publie‘sentiment. Their actions, he
feared, might one day providefjustification.for.a.conflict between the revolution and the
king. Ahmad voiced his concerns on more than one occasion, though many around him
sought to reassure themselves, convinced that open confrontation was impossible—that
such a thing simply could not come to pass.




And suddenly, the news broke—the clashes had begun. What would come to be known
as the events of Black September in 1970 had escalated into full-scale battles, their
echoes reverberating across the region, triggering political maneuvers among Arab
leaders.

Umm Ahmad had three sons in Jordan, all caught in the midst of the brutal fighting.
Each had a wife and children, and all were in grave danger. She could neither sleep nor
bring herself to eat, trembling with fear for them. Abu Ahmad tried to calm her, urging
her to put her trust in God—nothing would happen except what had already been
decreed. But she was a mother, and a mother’s heart knows no peace in such moments.
Faced with this torment, Abu Ahmad made his.decision—he would travel to Jordan to
check on their sons and their families.

“You’re going alone?” she cried.

“Yes,” he replied.

“What good would that do?” she protested. “My fear and worry would only grow!”
“What is the solution, then? What do you suggest?”” he asked.

“We travel together,” she said firmly.

He tried to dissuade her, but she would not be deterred. In the ‘end, he arranged the
necessary permits for both of them, and togethef'they set off for Jordan—only to find
themselves stepping into what felt like a war.zone,

Reaching their son Said’s home was fraught with peril. Even after they arrived, they
found no peace. The situation was'dire, and. the.gunfire never ceased. They had to
barricade the windows with cabinets and furniture to shield themselves from stray
bullets. They moved through the house hunched overat all times—if anyone lifted their
head even slightly, the others would cry.out, “Don’tl Stay down, or you’ll be hit!”
Abu Ahmad muttered now and theny “Thisus all\because of you. We were safe where
we were.”

But Umm Ahmad would answer, “Here,/among my;sons and their children, even with
all this danger, is still easier for me than waiting far away; powerless.”

Sighing, he would shake his head. “Alright, alright... may God bring good news...
OLord, have mercy.”

The battles of September, Jerash, andAjloun ¢ame to-an end; and the revolution moved
to Lebanon. As calm returned, Abu Ahmad and his wifedtraveled back to Hebron. He
resumed his days in his shopyrecounting, with his.ewn eyes’ testimony, the horrors and
terror he had witnessed, and giving thanks for his safety. Those gathered congratulated
him on his return, and he once again gave thanks—for himself, for Umm Ahmad, for
their sons and their families.

Not long after, the radio carried news that struck like a thunderbolt—Gamal Abdel
Nasser was dead. It was a devastating blow to the Palestinian people, the vast majority
of whom had seen in him the leader of the Arab nation, their hope and their champion.
Across the homeland, in its camps, its cities, and its villages, the people poured into the
streets in furious, grieving demonstrations.




At Al-Shati Camp, classes were suspended for several days. A hunger strike was
declared. Shops remained closed, and demonstrations filled the streets. At the forefront
marched teachers and intellectuals from the camp, chanting for Arab unity, extolling
the virtues of the late president, and raising his portraits alongside banners adorned with
slogans of Arab nationalism and prayers for Abdel Nasser’s soul.

Nearly everyone in the camp joined the demonstrations, or at least the vast majority.
Men wept, women wailed, their cries rising into the air. The procession, reaching the
peak of its fervor, surged beyond the camp, spilling onto the city’s main roads, making
its way toward the city center and Omar Al-Mukhtar Street. We, the schoolchildren,
joined—boys and girls, young and old—our veices echoing through the streets: Long
live Arab unity... Palestine is Arab... Withdour souls, with lour'blood, we sacrifice for
you, Gamal!

As soon as the protest reached Omar Al-Mukhtar Street, the main thoroughfare of Gaza
City, a large contingent of occupation forces was already waiting. They opened fire
above the heads of the demonstrators, aiming to scatter them, to instill fear, to halt their
advance. The crowd responded by hurling stones. The soldiets then began shooting at
their legs. One by one, the wounded 'fell, rushed to Dar Al-Shifa Hospital and to the
UNRWA clinic, which had been providing medi€al care since the occupation began in
1967.

The occupation authorities had already begun implementing a series of measures
designed to tighten their grip on the territory, suppress resistance, and choke off any
acts of defiance. They conducted ‘a, census eof the population, issued personal
identification cards to all adults—listing, their children within—and enforced the
registration of newborns: Toroversee these matters, they opened a department for
passports and permits, tasked with administering.civil affairs for the residents.

At the same time, they sought to establishlines of communication with the local
mukhtars and community elders. The military governor would summon them from time
to time, discussing with them the daily affairs of the pecople—though in reality, he used
them as conduits to relay his own directives. And so, one could often see these mukhtars
and dignitaries making ‘their way to the gevernor’s headquarters, draped in their
traditional cloaks, their mustaches meticulously groemed. Inside, the governor usually
received them with courtesy-—unless, of course, there hadbeen protests, attacks, or acts
of resistance. Then, his demeanor would change..He would rage, his voice rising in
fury, while they sat in silence. And if one of them dared to speak, he would begin with
deference: Your Excellency, Governor... Your Honor, Governor... and so on.




These mukhtars continued to wield their official seals, which citizens relied upon for
any formal transactions. If someone wished to travel abroad, obtain a permit to start a
business, construct a building, or complete any bureaucratic process, they had no choice
but to visit the mukhtar of their town. The mukhtar would stamp the necessary
documents—often for a small fee.

Meanwhile, occupation patrols roamed the land, carrying military maps and moving
according to their detailed layouts, striving to uncover every hidden corner of the
region. They operated around the clock, day and night—on foot and in vehicles—
traversing plains, valleys, and mountains, passing through cities, villages, and refugee
camps. Squads of soldiers marched in rows—two, three, sometimes four lines deep—
with several meters between each soldier. Their rifles were always at the ready, their
heads turning from side to side. Those atithe rear would frequently spin around in full
circles, scanning for any potential threat from behind.

They would advance, then halt. The commanding officer would scrutinize the map in
his hands before directing them forward once maere. Often, they stopped young men or
passersby, demanding identification to verify their identities. The officer might then
pull a folded sheet of paper from his pocket—bearing a list of names and ID numbers
of individuals wanted for arrest or intetrogation.Every few days, or sometimes daily, a
convoy of military jeeps—Ilarge and small—would appear, always led by a civilian
vehicle bearing a yellow license plate, When dezens of jeeps followed in formation, it
became clear to everyone that a raid was underway. A home, an orchard, or a hidden
location was about to be stormed, and @ wanted fedayeen fighter—or someone accused
of aiding them—would soon be taken.

Other times, the convoy would be.seen on its return journey. A captive would be
inside—his hands bound to.the jeep’s.metal frame, his head covered with a thick,
military-green sack. Sometimes, we recognized the prisoner by his clothes; other times,
he remained an anonymeus silhouette, heading toward an unknown fate in the
interrogation rooms.

Yet despite such relentless measures,.the resistance persisted. Every few days, word
would spread—someone had hurled a grenadeat a patrol, wounding or killing soldiers.
A fedayeen fighter had fired a burstiffom a Carl Gustav submachine gun at a passing
military jeep or an infantey unitystriking his target. Weapons, sometimes concealed
under clothing or hidden in'buslap-sacks; would be glimpsed as they passed through the
streets. The people knew—without a doubt—that the armed struggle had not ceased.




All these manifestations gradually began to fade, and the movement of the fedayeen
grew more and more clandestine. In the early years of the seventies, Unit 101
emerged—a force established by General Ariel Sharon and led by Major Meir Dagan.
This unit, known for wearing red berets and popularly referred to as the Red Caps, was
considered a special force trained with utmost rigor. It stormed through the alleys of
refugee camps and the groves of citrus orchards, firing upon anyone suspected of
movement, attacking, assaulting, and striking without restraint or law. It played a
pivotal role in combating the resistance, eliminating many of its leaders and operatives.
A typical unit consisted of about ten to twenty soldiers, all young men in the prime of
their youth, clad in official military uniforms, armed with state-of-the-art weapons, and
trained to perfection. Each wore a red fabrie beret, and among them, several carried
large radio communication devices strapped to their bagks, with tall antennas rising
above them, constantly relaying transmissions from command:headquarters.

One day, one of these units pursued a fedayeen fighter, who had been identified—
somehow—by the grenade he held in his hand. The moment he was spotted, he sprinted
through the camp’s alleys, vanishing into the labyrinthine streets. The soldiers charged
after him, their gunfire echoing as they ran. The radio operator immediately contacted
command, and before long, they had pinpointedithe atea where the young man had
taken refuge. They swiftly surrounded'it, encircling the place as a bracelet clasps a
wrist.

A call rang out, ordering all inhabitants to, leave their homes—men and women, young
and old alike. They were gathered along the roadside and forced to sit in a line while
intelligence officers began interrogating them one by one: Meanwhile, soldiers stormed
into the houses, overturning every object.in search of the fugitive or any hidden shelter
he might have taken refuge in.

Somehow, they managed to trace the house where the young man was hiding. Officers
and intelligence personnelmovedin and'out, consulting among themselves. The house
was upturned, its ‘contents scattered in/ their pelentless search, until at last, they
uncovered the entrance to the hideout where he had concealed himself.

Through loudspeakers, they called out to himgdemanding that he surrender.

But no one came out.




As they approached the entrance of the hideout, gunfire erupted from within, forcing
them to retreat. A few soldiers from the unit stealthily advanced, planting explosives
around the site before withdrawing once more. Moments later, a deafening explosion
tore through the camp, its tremor shaking every corner. Soon after, a bulldozer arrived,
its massive blade tearing through the remnants of the house, digging into the rubble to
expose the shelter and whatever lay hidden within.

In time, they unearthed the bodies of four fedayeen fighters who had sought refuge
there, now buried beneath the wreckage.

As the years passed, the presence of the Popular Liberation Forces dwindled, and the
majority of the resistance fighters came under the banner of Fatah. In certain areas, the
Popular Front for the Liberation of Palestine held sway. Arrests became a daily
occurrence, particularly in the aftermath ot fedayeen operations——dozens were seized
every day. And yet, as one man was taken away in the/dead of night, another was set
free. There, a woman wept until her eyes were raw, consumed by fear for her husband
or son, snatched away just hours before. She clutched at uncertainty, unsure what to do.
And there, another woman let out ululations of joy, her cries of celebration ringing
through the streets at the return of a husband, a son—released after days, months, or
even years spent in the suffocating darkness of interrogation chambers and prison cells.
The arrests in Hebron had begun in the earliest days of the occupation. Senior Israeli
officials had personally visited the home of the city’s mayor and most prominent elder,
Sheikh Muhammad Ali Al-Ja‘bari. They expressed their respect and esteem for him,
inquiring if he had any requests. He asked only that their soldiers refrain from violating
the honor and property of the townspeople. They assured him it would be so—and, to
a certain extent, their troops adhered.to this premise.

But in the days that followed, vast tracts ofiland were seized—most of them belonging
to the Ja‘bari family, along with landsiowned. by other families. Soon after, the
construction of the Kiryat Arba settlement.began. As a result, the completion of Khalid
ibn al-Walid Mosque, whieh stood beside the confiscated land, was brought to an abrupt
halt. Further seizures followed: Usamadbn Munqgidh School was taken over, along with
the old bus depot in the heart of the city and the historic Daboya building. These sites,
once bustling with'life, became military encampments, gathering points for Israeli
forces—outposts that, ever time, evolved into settlements and military strongholds.
From these points, settlers launched theis incursionstoward the Ibrahimi Mosque, a site
they had long considered sacred, a place they claimed as their own. Their ambition was
clear—to take full control, to expel the Muslims, to claim it entirely for themselves.
The enemy’s military maneuvers grew bolder with each passing day, their movements
increasingly deliberate. Yet, through it all, they remained cautious, avoiding direct
clashes with the townspeople, intent on fostering—or at the very least maintaining—a
fragile, non-hostile relationship with them. Some among them were unsettled by
occasional skirmishes between Arab boys and Jewish settlers. Among them were senior
figures in the settlement project, such as...




Rabbi Levinger and others would approach the elders of the region, seeking
reconciliation—precisely in accordance with Arab customs—emphasizing their
commitment to good neighborly relations and the preservation of bonds of kinship and
peaceful coexistence. They would request a 'truce' (‘atwa’), assess the appropriate
compensation, and even pay blood money if necessary. The essential goal was to ensure
that the Arabs remained in a state of submission and appeasement.

Some areas of friction, where the embers of resistance still smoldered, lay in the nearby
refugee camps—such as Dheisheh and Al-‘Arrub, both situated along the main road
between Jerusalem and Bethlehem. Whenever soldiers, military governors, officials,
settlers, or tourists traveled along this route, they were at times targeted by fedayeen
operations from these camps. In responseythe wrath of the oceupation would come
crashing down upon the camp’s residents. Curfews weredmposed, men were rounded
up, beaten, and detained for prolonged periods.

Yet, despite the occupation pressing upon all, a certain/air of superiority persisted—
particularly among the city dwellers ofiHebron teward the camp refugees. The view of
the muhajir—the displaced—remained unchanged throughout the years. The same
occupation that had expelled them from their villages and towns now loomed over the
entire population, whether they were refugees confined to their camps or citizens within
their cities. Still, the condescension enduted, extendingeven toward the villagers in the
surrounding countryside, mirroring aftitudes found.across the homeland. The city folk
regarded the villagers with a sense'of disdain, dealing with them from a position of
superiority—except in rare instances.

The villagers and their womenfolk labotred in. the fields—sowing, harvesting, and
tending their livestock./They ehurned milk, erafted cheese and butter, and extracted
ghee. Then, they would descend into the city, catrying baskets filled with figs, grapes,
and all manner of fruits, or ¢lay pots brimming with sour yogurt and golden butter,
selling them in the city markets for the lowest of prices. In turn, they would purchase
what they needed———clothes, shoes, soap—=at thehighest'of costs, before returning to
their villages with a handful of coins, beaming with contentment, feeling as though the
world itself could not contain their joy.

One could see a boy, or a woman, clutehing a basket.of figs or a bundle of eggs, waiting
at the heart of the village for the airival of the bus in the €arly morning hours. The boy
held his basket close, whilerthe-woman.embraced-a clay jar filled with milk or ghee.
Then, the bus would set off, rattling along the unpaved dirt roads for miles until it
reached the smooth, paved highways leading into the city. Upon arrival at the bustling
marketplace, merchants eagerly claimed their wares, and soon the villagers would
weave through the marketplace, marveling at the goods on display, buying whatever
pleased them. And then, as the day waned, they would return to the bus station, waiting
for the journey back to their villages. For some, the road home did not end at the village
station. Many still had long distances to traverse on foot, making their way back to their
homes, their burdens lightened, yet their spirits full.




His burden was heavy, and so he would wait for long hours, hoping for the passing of
a relative or acquaintance who could help hoist the sack onto his back, her head, or their
donkey’s sturdy frame. Yet despite the toil, they remained content, even happy.

With the opening of employment opportunities for Palestinian laborers inside the
territories occupied in 1948, these workers began to learn much—an immeasurable
amount—about Jewish society, its customs, traditions, and religion. On Friday
afternoons, the Jewish Sabbath would begin, stretching until some time after sunset the
following day. Yet many among them did not strictly adhere to its restrictions in their
personal lives or within their homes. However, in public life, the observance was firm—
official institutions shut down, fires were neither kindled nor extinguished, and all
electrical devices were left untouched. This observance:was most absolute on their
holiest day, Yom Kippur, the Day of Atonement.

In the days leading up to Yom Kippur of 1973—which coincided with the sixth of
October—~Palestinian laborers returned home, as the" factories, businesses, and
institutions had all closed their doors. They gathered outside their homes, speaking in
hushed or animated tones, joking, sipping tea, discussing/theirwork; their troubles, and
the details of their lives. This was the way of things.

And so, on that fateful sixth of October, a group of workers sat in our neighborhood,
engaged in their usual talk and laughter, when suddenly,.a neighbor burst out of his
home, clutching a radio in his hands/ his'woice sharp with turgeney.

"War has broken out between the Arabs'and Israel'"The men sprang to their feet in
disbelief. "What are you saying? War? Between the Arabs and Israel? Which Arabs?"
But the man only pointed furiously at'the radioy hisaoice firm.

"Listen! Just listen!"The radio crackled, and then the voice of an Egyptian broadcaster
roared like thunder, reading aloud the. first military. communiqué from the Egyptian
Armed Forces. The announcement was clear, undeniable—Egyptian forces had
launched an assault on the Sinai, erossing the waiers of the Suez Canal and breaching
the fortified Bar Lev Line. Many of.the.men blinked in. Stunned silence, exchanging
glances, as if questioning their own senses:Could it.he true? Were they truly hearing
this?

Then, as the reports /continded—confirming Syria’s entry into the war, detailing Arab
advances, recounting the_downing<of Israeli fighter jets.by Egyptian and Syrian air
defenses, and the destruction of what seemed like anendless number of Israeli tanks—
their disbelief gave way.to exhilaration. Cries of joy erupted, faces lit up with a long-
dormant hope.

Dreams of victory, of return, of.liberation, began tostir in every heart in the camp.
But then, like a hammer striking cold Viron, the shagp voice of the occupation’s
loudspeakers shattered theireuphoria.

"A curfew is now in effect. All residents mustremain indoors until further notice."
And so, the people retreated into their homes. Yet this time, they did so not in
resignation, but with the unwavering belief that this curfew would be the last.

"It is only a matter of days," they whispered to one another, "before the Arab armies
arrive as liberators."

And in every household, families huddled around their radios, listening, waiting, daring

to believe.
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Chapter Ten

The day after my brother Mahmoud arrived in Gaza from his studies in Egypt, another
student returning from Egypt for the summer holiday was caught during a routine
inspection. On him, they found a letter—one that contained a list of names. It was a
roster of young Palestinian men who had been recruited into Fatah while in Egypt, set
to begin organizing resistance operations in the Gaza Strip. Among the names on that
list was Mahmoud’s. And so, he was arrested and taken in for interrogation.

The interrogation division in Gaza’s prison was known as “The Slaughterhouse. ” The
name alone was enough to tell of the horrors that took place. within its walls—of the
torment, the cruelty, the skinning of a man’s will until nothing remained but raw
suffering. The building itself was simple:@long corridor ran through its center, about
four meters wide and twenty meters long. On either sidey/doors led'to rooms of varying
sizes—rooms where interrogations took place.

In that long corridor, prisoners were magle to sit on the floor or stand, their faces pressed
against the walls. Thick cloth sacks were pulled'over their heads, covering them down
to their shoulders. Their hands were bound tightly behind their bagks.

Soldiers patrolled the hallway, striking, kicking, slapping=—never relenting. If one of
the detainees so much as slumped or dared to drift into a moment’s rest, they would be
jolted awake by a sudden dousing of ice-cold water.

Every now and then, one of them weuld be seized and dragged into one of the side
rooms. There, the sack would be ripped from his head, and before him would stand a
group of interrogators—men who spoke Arabic, but with that unmistakable Hebrew
accent.

They fired endless questions at him, their voices sharp, their blows sharper—Xkicks,
punches, slaps—all in ceaseless rhythm.

Among them, there was always one who played.a different rele. He was the friend, the
concerned confidant. With, a show of authority, ‘heswould. step forward, shoving the
others aside as if rescuing the prisoner from theirorutality.

"Leave him to me," he would say, his voiee firm. "I’ll speak with him. Beating won’t
get us anywhere. | know ke wants to confess."

The others would pretend to resist, growling, lunging toward the detainee as if eager to
resume their attack, But the friendwould push them back, herding them out of the room.
And then, the act would shift.

His voice would soften, his\words coated,in honey.

"Why endure this?" heswould say."We already know.everything. They will not stop,
not until you confess. So why'suffer neediessly?*

He would speak in that gentle, coaxing tone, playing the part of the reasonable man.
Sometimes, he would even offer a cigarette, lighting it with care, or bring a cup of tea,
setting it down like a gesture of kindness.

If his persuasion worked, the prisoner would be asked to write down his confession.
And if not—if his will held firm—then the others would return.

And they would finish what they started.




The detainee is thrown onto his back, his hands shackled behind him with iron
restraints, a cloth sack covering his face and head. One of them sits on his chest,
suffocating him while pouring water over the sack. Another stands on his stomach. A
third places a chair between his legs, forcing them apart, then sits upon it. A fourth
presses down on his testicles. Two others each seize one of his feet.

And so it continues, in rounds—one ending, the next beginning after mere seconds. He
is then thrown onto a long table in the same position, subjected to the same methods.
His hands may once again be shackled behind his back, then tied to his neck or to a
pipe affixed high on the wall, leaving him half-suspended, his fingertips barely brushing
the ground. His head remains covered with one sack, or several. During this, his
interrogators strike his stomach with fists, kick him@acressthis body, drench him in cold
water. At times, they turn on an electric fan, sending him inte.violent shivers, his body
numbed by the creeping frost.

These and other tortures were inflicted upon Mahmoud during his interrogation in the
(slaughterhouse) of Gaza prison, until his body withered, his frame wasted away, and
he no longer recognized himself. Forty days passed like this—days In which sleep was
rare, food scarcely tasted, and water never once touched his skin. When they feared he
might die and sought to grant him brief reprieve, they cast him into one of the solitary
cells—a narrow chamber no more thana meter and a half.wide, two and a half meters
long—where he found himself crammed with five ar six other prisoners, all broken by
relentless questioning, drained of sleep. They collapsed upon one another, sinking into
a terrifying slumber from which they'woke only at the hands of the jailers, who dragged
them once more to the interrogators.

Weeks of Mahmoud’s steadfast demial passed-—aenying any ties to organizations, to
Fatah or others—until they confronted him with a.list bearing his name alongside
others. They claimed it had been found with a student who arrived after him from Egypt,
that they had organized there, that they were tasked with structuring operations in the
sector. Mahmoud insisted it was a fabrication, atrap set by dishonest men. And so, they
resumed their old methods—~beatings, torture, suspension. He realized then that they
would never let him go.

He confessed that someone had recruited.him into Fatah in Egypt, that they had told
him they would contact.him upon‘his return to.Gazas That was all. Mahmoud had
thought, foolishly, that this would put an'end tothe erdeal. But instead, the interrogation
began anew.




Have you trained on any weapon? What missions were you assigned to carry out? Who
organized with you? Have you recruited others? And who are they?—thousands of
other questions followed. And as he denied everything, the interrogation resumed with
even greater intensity and cruelty. Mahmoud realized then that his first confession had
been a mistake—that no matter what, the torment would persist. He had to stand by his
statement, without further entangling himself in a prolonged prison sentence. And so,
they continued torturing him, just as they did with the other detainees in the
interrogation section, where the air was filled with nothing but the screams of prisoners
and the relentless curses and insults of the interrogators, echoing day and night.

After about forty days, they came to terms with the fact that they would extract nothing
more from him. He was moved down to the solitary celis, and weeks later, he was
transferred to the regular prison. Entering one of the roomsin.a prison ward, he was
handed some clothes, blankets, two plasticbowls, and a speon. Inside, he found nearly
twenty prisoners, some of whom he recognized as fellow camp residents. They
welcomed him with warmth and consolation, each intraducing, himself—his name, his
hometown, his charge, and whatever elSe there was to share.

Yet, the one thought that gnawed at Mahmoud’s heart, that left him restless, was the
need to see my mother—to see us—to reassure,us that he was still alive, that he was
well, that he wouldn’t be condemned to an endless senténce like so many others, who
were taken and never seen again. From his very first moments there, he inquired about
family visits. The others told him that forithose from Gaza City, visits were scheduled
for the first Friday of every month. He asked about thedate and realized he would have
to wait another two weeks.

My mother asked some of the neighbors who had sons in detention—especially our
neighbor, Umm Al-Abd-—whether we could bring .food and clothes for Mahmoud,
whether they would allow us to send anything inside.. The answer was no. She also
learned that only three visitorsawere permitted—either.three adults or two adults and a
child. The night before the vistt, we deliberated at length over who would accompany
my mother. Each of us wanted to go.

In the end, my mother decided: my sisterFatima, myself, and Mariam. Hassan, upset,
protested with clear/frustration, but my/mother/explained her fears—she worried he
might get into an altercation with the soldiers or the prison.guards. It was the first visit,
she told him—we would go, assess the situation,.and then decide. He agreed, albeit
reluctantly.




On Friday morning, as the sun began to rise, we stood at the side entrance of the Saraya
building, where Gaza Central Prison was housed. Arriving early, we found hundreds of
families already waiting by the wall. A barrier of iron pipes had been set up to organize
the queue, and we all sat in a designated waiting area.

A small hatch in the door opened, and one of the guards peered through before stepping
outside with a register in hand. He began calling out names.

Each time a prisoner's name was called, their family would stand up, answering, "Yes,"
then move to the front of the iron barrier, lining up in anticipation of entry. After calling
out thirty names, the guard would withdraw inside, and they would begin admitting
people for inspection, separating men from wemen. Once the search was completed,
the families would reunite and proceed to the visitation area.

We waited anxiously, hearts pounding, until my brother Mahmoud’s name was finally
called in the fifth group. We answered in‘unison, “Yes,” and stood in line until the group
was complete. Then, they began letting us in. Since we had ng/adult men with us, we
all went through the women’s inspection area; where female officers searched my
mother, my sisters, and me. Afterward, we were led into a courtyard to wait while others
were being searched.

We watched as the group before us emerged from their visit, then we were guided
through dimly lit corridors, long and marrow, until we reached the visitation section—a
concrete wall with small openings covered by iron mesh, separating us from the
detainees.

The younger children rushed in fitst, while the adults, walked more slowly. I ran with
the children, each of us scanning the faces behind the barriers, searching for a father, a
brother. And then—I saw himaMahmoud. Sitting behind one of the grates.

I screamed, “Mama! It’s Mahmoud!'Mamayit’s Mahmoud!”

The noise in the room swelled, voices overlapping, making it impossible for my mother
to hear me. But she saw me'standing at the.grate and hurried forward, my sisters Fatima
and Maryam close behind-

A flood of questions burst from my mother before Mahmoud could even take a breath—
questions that came witheut pause, without waiting for,answers. Was he alright? Had
they beaten him? Had they fed him? How was his body? Had they crippled his legs, his
hands? The words tumbled out between her sobs, relentless.

Mahmoud, his face calm, raised-his hands to rcassure her. "I'm fine, Mama, I swear.
Look at me—I’m here, I’'m whole, I'm well. How are you? How are my siblings?"
"How are you, Fatima? How are you, Maryam?"

Fatima wiped her tears and murmured, “I’m fine, brother, I’'m fine.”

Maryam whispered, “Alhamdulillah.”




My mother began asking him about his case and the trial. He assured her it was a
simple matter, that the sentence, God willing, would be no more than a year or a
year and a hallf.

At that, my mother gasped so sharply it seemed her soul might tear free from her chest.
"Ayear? A year and a half? Oh, woe is me!" she wailed. Mahmoud hurried to calm her,
to ease her fears. She told him she had hired a lawyer for him.

The guards standing behind us and behind the prisoners on the other side suddenly
clapped their hands and shouted, "Visit's over! Visit's over!" We managed a final
exchange of farewells before the guards seized Mahmoud and the other detainees,
pulling them away through the door, while pushing us, the families, out in the opposite
direction.

And what did | take away from that visit? That I'had seen Mahmoud. That he had asked
after me, and | after him. And as he bid my mother farewell, he remembered me and
said, "Goodbye, Ahmad."

The entire visit had been filled with my mother's questions, Mahmoud’s reassurances,
and talk of his case and sentencing. But most importantly, after that visit, we felt my
mother’s spirit begin to steady, as if she were finally reclaiming a small piece of herself.
Mahmoud had been placed in Section (B) of Gaza Prison. The section consisted of eight
rooms, their doors opening onto a long corridor, barely three meters wide. The rooms
themselves ranged between fifteen and twenty-five square meters, each with several
small windows and an iron-barred door.. In.one corner of each room was a toilet.

No fewer than twenty prisoners were crammed into each space, spreading their blankets
across the floor to sleep. They lay pressed against one another on their sides, for there
was no room to sleep on their backs. They could not turn over unless they rose to their
feet, shifted their position, and lay down againon the opposite side. And if someone
had to leave their spot—for the restroom,.for instance—nhe would have to step over the
sleeping bodies. Upon returning, he.would often find his place had disappeared, claimed
by those who had shifted in his absence.

At exactly six in the marning, a loudspeaker blared the anneuncement: roll call was
about to begin. Lights flooded the cells,.and the guards hammered on the doors to wake
the prisoners. Every detainee was required.to sit up, fold their belongings, arrange them
neatly, and wait for/inspection.

If someone failed to wake, and his cellmates did'not.rouse him intime, the guards would
storm in, kicking him brutally until he was on his feet.

A large number of guards'weuld enter, led by'an officer; and the prisoners were forced
to stand in two lines. The,guards, wielding batons, wearing helmets, one of them
carrying a tear gas launcher, counted them cell by cell before moving on to count the
next section.




At last, the loudspeakers announced the end of roll call. Breakfast was brought in—
usually two or three slices of bread, a small portion of butter, a bit of jam, and
sometimes half a boiled egg. A cup of something that tasted and smelled vaguely like
tea accompanied the meal.

The prisoners ate after taking turns using the restroom, one by one. At times, someone
would be in desperate need, writhing in pain, clutching his stomach, pleading with the
one inside to hurry, his condition worsening by the second.

The guards then moved from cell to cell, leading the prisoners out in pairs to the fura,
the exercise yard. It was a confined space, enclosed by towering walls, its ceiling
covered in barbed wire, no more than a hundred and twenty square meters in size.

The prisoners were forced to exit in a single file, hands behind their backs, heads bowed.
Once in the yard, the guards stood in the«center, wielding batons, watching. The
prisoners had to march in a continuous cirele. Anyone who spoke, lagged behind, or
stepped ahead was struck—beaten with batons, kicked, slapped. They marched like this
for an hour, sometimes less, before being sent back to their cells.

Inside, each prisoner was required to'sit on his folded blanket. Gathering in small
groups, sitting in circles, engaging in conversation or study—these were all strictly
forbidden. If the guards caught them, they would storm/the room, beating them
savagely. Some would be dragged off ta the punishment cells, the notorious snukot.
At midday, another roll call was conducted, after which lunch was served: a few slices
of bread and a bowl of vegetable hroth-—sometimes with bits of carrot, sometimes
nothing more than salted hot water, Qccasionally, mashed potatoes, rice, or thin slices
of eggplant were provided, but the portions.were sosmeager they barely left a trace.
After eating, some prisoners washed the .dishes while others leaned against the walls,
their heavy eyelids battling the weariness of.endless monotony. If a guard patrolling the
corridor outside caught sight/of ‘anyone dozing off, he.would bellow at them to stay
awake. Sleep was a privilege reserved only forthe night.

The hours dragged on, gach one heavierthan the last, until dinner was served—a meal
so sparse it was nearly invisible on.the plate.

Shortly before five, the prisoners ate, then sat in silence, waiting for sunset. An hour,
sometimes an hour and a half after nightfall, another roll'call'was conducted, exactly as
before. Only then did the guards turn ofi the lights, as-the prisoners lay crammed
together, bodies pressed against one angther; preparing for sleep.

Yet even in the dark, rest was not truly granted. A"guard always loomed, peering into
the cells, his boots strikingsthe'ground in'deliberate, heavy steps—as if he refused to
allow them peace, even in the depths of night...




On Thursdays, the prisoners were taken to the showers in groups of four, led to the far
end of the ward. Each man was granted five minutes to bathe—his only chance for the
week. The water was rarely warm, and a single, coarse bar of soap had to suffice for
everyone who entered, meaning a quarter of the ward’s inmates shared the same bar.
After the showers, the guard would toss a single razor blade into each cell—one blade
for all to shave with...

Fridays were visiting days. Each week, families from different regions of the Strip were
allowed entry. From early morning, those expecting visitors would prepare, waiting for
the loudspeakers mounted on the ward’s walls to call out the names, group by group.
As names were announced, prisoners filed out of their cells, their doors unbolted by the
guards. Gathered from all sections, they were herded into-awaiting room and searched
one by one. Then, seized firmly by the guards; they were led'inte the visitation area for
a second round of inspection. Prisoners from each ward were kept apart. When they
finally returned to their cells, their cellmates welcomed them back, congratulating them
on the visit. “May God bless you,” the visitors would respond. “May you have your
turn soon.”

Into this bleak and merciless reality, my brother Mahmoud arrived, imprisoned in
Gaza’s central jail—a place bursting at the seams,with inmates from across the Strip.
The prison administration allowed no semblance, of organized communal life. They
stripped the prisoners of even the most basic rights guaranieed by human rights
conventions and the Geneva Accords. Any attempt at/protest was met with ruthless
beatings—violence beyond what any,sane mind could.fathom.

On court days, the guards came to inferm-Mahmoud and others that they were to be
taken to trial. Within minutes, they were pulled from their cells and subjected to an
invasive search before being shackled-—iron cufis clamped tightly around their wrists,
arms bound behind their/backs, their ankles restrained. Dragged forward, they were
marched across the prison grounds to.the military court housed at the far end of the
compound. There, they were placed in aholding roem, waiting for their names to be
called.

One by one, they were ushered into the courtroom, locked mside the defendant’s cage,
soldiers standing watch. In"the center of.the hall stood a large table, behind it three
chairs, and above them, the Israeli flag. When the judges—military officers in
uniform—entered, 'a soldier. barked, “Stand"’ Everyone in the room had to rise,
including the families seated on the-opposite side, rifles trained upon them. The trial
began. And as it did, the role,of the defense attorney was reduced to nothing—closer to
zero than anything else




Mahmoud stole glances through the ranks of soldiers, searching for my mother, my
uncle, and my brother Hassan among the families seated across the hall. He strained to
paint a reassuring smile upon his face, an attempt to console them from afar. My mother,
in turn, struggled to return the gesture—her lips barely curving into a faint, drawn smile,
burdened with worry and the weight of anxious anticipation. Court session after court
session passed without resolution. Each time, the prisoners were marched back to their
cells through the same grueling procedures, greeted by their fellow inmates with
anxious inquiries. If one of them had been sentenced, the others rushed to console him,
to remind him that freedom was near, that prison did not break men—that this was the
price of belonging.

Life inside was unbearably harsh. The guards’ reactions te.cven the slightest protest
were more brutal than imagination could conéeive. Many times; a prisoner’s skull had
been shattered simply for asking, “Is this food fit for human beings? Does it truly suffice
for twenty men?” More than once, hands had been broken for so much as glancing
toward another cell’s door while marching in line to the yards Eyes were left swollen
and bruised simply because three or four prisoners had sat'together in a corner of their
cell, forming a small circle. Something had to be done to Shatter this relentless cycle of
abuse.

A handful of prisoners, Mahmoud among them, began discussing the matter—each
seated in his place to avoid arousing suspicion. They sought away to break free from
this reality. It was clear to them all that farce andwiolence would lead nowhere. They
possessed nothing but their bare hands; while the guards wielded batons, shields,
helmets, tear gas, and an unyielding cruelty devoid<f the slightest trace of humanity.
What, then, could be done? In the end, they reached a single conclusion: the only way
to alter their reality was through an open-ended. hunger strike. Through hunger, they
would engage in a battle of will—a test of, their endurance against the agony of
starvation, a confrontation with death itself."By ‘doing. so, they would break the
arrogance of their jailers, forcing them to.alter the equation ef oppression.

The decision was made. Coaordination began: A prisoner.assigned to distribute food was
asked to steal a pen from the guards and procure some paper. After several attempts, he
succeeded, hiding the pen_and sheets fordays. In a shadowed corner of the cell, away
from the guards’ line of sight as they patrolled.the commdors, the first letters were
carefully written—messages to be smuggled to oiher sections, calling for a unified
strike. Every ward, every prisoner, would hegin atthe exact same moment.




On visitation day, some prisoners smuggled the letters past inspection. Wrapped in
nylon, they were easy to conceal inside the mouth. In the waiting room, the letters were
discreetly distributed among young men from other sections, each tucking one inside
his mouth as they exchanged them with utmost caution. If a guard’s movement was
detected in the corridor, if he drew near, someone would clear his throat or stamp his
foot lightly on the ground—a signal to hide the letters at once. Once a letter had made
its way around a room, it was carefully folded again, awaiting the next mealtime when
it would be passed on, read, and shared anew. Within two weeks, every prisoner had
been informed and prepared for the strike.

On Sunday morning, after the routine headcount and the arrival of breakfast, the usual
prisoner assigned to distribute food took his portien‘and steod at the door of the first
cell, calling out: “Food, brothers?” The response came firm and unified: “We don’t
want it. We are on strike.” The guard was taken aback, immediately summoning his
superior. Ordered to move on to the next ¢ell, he repeatedy*Food, brothers?”” “We don’t
want it. We are on strike.” The third cell, the fourth, and so on—throughout the entire
section. And then the next section. And the next,

The guards erupted in fury. The prison director and his officers stormed into the
sections, accompanied by a large force armed with batons, shields, and tear gas. The
director bellowed at a guard, “Open the door!” The first/eell door swung open. “Bring
the food,” he commanded. A prisoner stepped forward, carrying a tray. The director
began questioning them one by one. Do you want to eat?”” “No.” He turned to the next
prisoner. “Do you want to eat?” 'No.” The third, the fourth—on and on he went,
moving through cells across the prison, yet not.a single inmate agreed to accept food.
They drank only water, with a few grains,of salt.

Lunch came and went, untouched. Dinnerremained unclaimed. The second day passed.
Then the third. A week. Two weeks. The prisoncrs’ bodies weakened; their limbs grew
frail, their eyes sank deep Into-their socketss.Each day, orevery few days, the director
or one of his officers returned, searching.for'signs of collapse, for someone who had
broken, for anyone ready tosurrender and take a bite of food-—but to no avail. It was
clear now: the prisongrs were'steadfast, resolute. The matter had surely reached higher
authorities. The directar returned, questioning one /prisoner: after another about their
demands, but each time he received the same reply: “Iammnot authorized to speak on
this. Speak to the committee—Mahmoud Al-Saleh; Hassan Thabat, and Abdul Aziz
Shaho.” Enraged, the ditector roared; “There are no committegs! We do not recognize
any committees! You are nothing but criminals and saboteurs!”




A third week passed, and it became evident that the situation was escalating. The danger
to the prisoners’ lives was real, and there was no doubt that this would generate
immense international pressure on Israel. The global media would not tolerate the
image of Palestinians dying of hunger—nor could they allow such a display of defiance
and dignity to take center stage. And so, negotiations began with the committee. They
were summoned to the prison director’s office. On the table, an array of the finest dishes
was laid out. Opposite them sat the prison administration, led by the director. The three
prisoners took their seats across from them, barely able to remain upright, their bodies
drained of strength, yet they steeled themselves, summoning the last reserves of will
from their exhausted frames.

The director invited them to eat, but they politely declined. “We are strikers, just like
our brothers. We will be the last to eat—only if our demands are met.” “What are your
demands?” the director asked. “An end to beatings and physical abuse. The right to sit
in our cells as we please. The right to sleep during the day. Freedom in the courtyard—
to sit, walk, or gather as we wish. Proper mattresses forSleeping. Better food, in both
quality and quantity. A doubling of cleaning supplies. Extended shower times—twice
a week. The right to notebooks, pens, and, books. And other demands.” The
administration took note of the list and promised'a response at a /later time. The three
prisoners struggled to their feet, escorted by guards whose faces bore growing
expressions of astonishment, day after day, at the sheer determination of these men—
their will unbroken even in the face of death.

Two days later, the committee was summoned .again. The director read out the
administration’s response: some ‘demands, were approved, others denied. The
committee members rose at once, announcing their intent to leave. “This is not enough.
The strike continues.” The officers.attempted. to persuade them to stay, to negotiate
further, but they refused: "We demand full cemphance with our requests.”

The following day, the committee was called once'mere. This time, most demands had
been accepted. The committee gave initial ‘approval ta suspend the strike, but only on
one condition: they must be/allowed to tourithe prison, inform the prisoners of the
outcome, and hear their opinions. The request was denied. The committee declared the
strike would continue and left.

Hours later, they were called back. This time, peirmission was granted—to visit the
sections under the iwatchful escort of a prison officer. And s, they began their tour,
moving from section to seetion; cell to cell, greeting the prisoners, informing them of
the results, and securing their consentto end the strike. Onedy one, they covered every
wing of the prison, until the message had reached them all:




At that moment, the officers were certain that the strike had come to an end. The
prisoners prepared to receive food—but for the first three days, they would consume
only liquids. Solid and heavy foods had to be reintroduced gradually, for their stomachs
and intestines, dormant for weeks, were unprepared for normal meals. They had to be
restarted cautiously, as advised by one of the imprisoned doctors.

After the first meal, the prisoners in each cell gathered in a single circle. In Room (7),
Section (B), Mahmoud addressed the group. He spoke of the victory they had achieved,
declaring that when men resolve to fight and steel themselves for death, nothing can
stand in their way—victory is inevitable. He spoke of the Palestinian revolution, born
solely of men’s will and readiness. Then, he echoed a slogan of the Fatah movement:
“No one will liberate the land but its own peoples”just asstheir ancestors used to say,
“No one plows the land but its own oxen.”

The next day, the prisoners entered the eourtyard freely, No guards patrolled with
batons. Each man did as he pleased—walking, sitting,/gathering.in twos, threes, or
fours—without interference. A single guard stood atop a nearby'roof, observing in
silence.

In the days that followed, cultural, religious, and educational gatherings became
commonplace in the prison. In one cell, a prisoner led a discussion on Palestinian
history; in another, a political session ‘analyzed recent 'events. A third cell hosted a
discussion on the principles, slogang, and objectives of the Fatah movement, while a
fourth explored socialist thought' and Marxist, philosophy. The prison began
transforming into an advanced school-—where the edugated taught those eager to learn,
where the inexperienced trained in debate and politieal thought. A clear ideological and
political consciousness took shape among the detainees, aligning with their respective
affiliations. Three distinct blocs' emerged: the Popular Liberation Forces, leaning
towards Leninist ideology; the Fatah factien, advocating.a purely nationalist vision; and
the Popular Front, embracing Marxist leftist.thought.
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Chapter Eleven

As the date of Mahmoud’s release approached, my mother began making preparations
to welcome him back in triumph. Once again, we whitewashed the house with lime,
and she prepared fenugreek pudding, basbousa, and an assortment of other dishes. We
resumed our conversations about the projects and aspirations we had discussed upon
his return from Egypt.

On the day of his release, we all gathered in full anticipation at the gate of the Seraya.
As midday approached, he emerged from the gate. The moment he saw us, he ran
toward us, and we ran to him. We embraced him tightly, murmuring, “Thank God for
your safety, thank God for your safety.” <My mother, as always, lagged behind.
Mahmoud reached her, bending down to Kiss her hands and forehead, while she tried
to stop him, saying, “No, Engineer, please.”

We set off for home, our heads held high. With every step, familiar faces turned, rushing
to greet and embrace Mahmoud, exclaiming, “Thank God for your safety, Engineer!”
As we reached the edge of our neighborhood, we found it waiting for us. Mahmoud
was received as a returning hero, a conqueror freed from captivity. The celebrations
continued for days, with visitors arriving to congratulate him.

No sooner had our joy over Mahmoud’s retuin from prison settled than another
celebration began—his employment at'the agency. He started work at its headquarters
as a building inspector and urban engineer.on its various projects. It was clear that, after
a long period of hardship, the gates of fortune had finally opened for us. A position at
the agency came with an excellent salary.

Hardly had we finished rejoicing over Mabhmoud’s.new job when yet another joy
arrived—my sister Fatima’s engagement to.one of Mahmoud’s colleagues. Before long,
the wedding took place./On the night of Fatima’s wedding; after she had moved to her
husband’s home and we returned from.the.celebration; we felt as if a pillar of the house
had been torn away. Fatima had filled our.home withsher presence. |, more than anyone,
felt as if my heart had been/ripped fram my chest and cast outside. But as the days
passed, we grew accustomed to it—especially after knowing that she was happy in her
new life.

Not long after, our neighbor, Abdul Hafiz—the son of Umm Al-Abed—was released
from prison. He had been imprisened on charges of affiliation with the Popular Front.
The neighborhood welcomed him with.a reception noAess grand than the one we had
held for my brother'Mahmoud: His mother, Umm /Al-Abed, had also prepared sweets
in celebration of his release.




However, the way my brother Mahmoud welcomed Abdul Hafiz was quite strange. On
one hand, it was extremely warm, as they had lived together in prison, enduring the
strike and suffering side by side, which had forged a close friendship between them. On
the other hand, it was clear that there was a sharp rivalry, as they quickly criticized each
other, often interrupting the conversation when political and ideological issues arose.
Months into Mahmoud's job, my mother insisted on starting our project to build a new
room fit for an engineer. She wanted a space for him to welcome his friends, colleagues,
and the young men of the neighborhood.

We hired a builder, purchased the necessary materials, and constructed a spacious room
with high walls, a roof made of asbestos, several large windows, an excellent wooden
door, and a raised floor paved with cement.

Afterward, my mother insisted on buying a bed.

Although it was used, it was a leap toward modernity in our home. Mahmoud would
sleep on it, and sometimes one of us would lie down for awhile. \We also bought a table
and two chairs, and thus things began to develop noticeably in our house. The talk of
Mahmoud’s intentions to marry began to increase, and my mother started conversing
with him about the girl he desired. Did he have someone specific in mind? What
qualities did he want in his bride?

The resistance had begun to lose its fervor; many had beenarrested, and many had been
martyred. The world opened up to people, distracting them, th addition to the significant
successes achieved by Israeli intelligence against.the resistance, which had seized large
quantities of weapons and ammunition. It seemed that their level of knowledge about
the Palestinian reality had greatly increased, enabling them to contain and pressure the
resistance effectively.

The Popular Liberation Forces began.to weaken considerably, as it was primarily a
military organization lacking the necessary. organizational structure and external
support. Its presence was confined to.the Gaza Strip; without extending to the West
Bank, and over time, it began to be overshadowed by. Fateh and the Popular Front.
With the arrest and imprisonment of manywyoung men, their prison sentences ended,
and they were released.

Intellectual and political currentsibeganito take shape, leading to intense intellectual
and political discussionsamong these young men and theirfamilies in the closed circles
they believed were far removed from scrutiny.




Israeli intelligence had grown ever more adept, and we began to hear, more clearly than
before, of those who embraced Fatah’s ideology and advocated its ideas, while others
aligned themselves with the Popular Front, adopting its beliefs and ideology.

Abdel Hafiz often visited our home, gathering with others in my brother Mahmoud’s
room to engage in discussions on ideological matters. A staunch Marxist and socialist,
he fervently championed his ideology, delving into philosophical debates about
historical movement (dialectics), citing works by Marx, Lenin, or Engels. He spoke of
the Soviet Union’s unwavering support for our people’s struggle and legitimate rights,
as well as the backing we received from socialist nations for our cause. He insisted that
we should leverage these alliances and the support they offered. Mahmoud, however,
held a different perspective. He believed that our cause could not afford to be
fragmented by ideological divisions—everyone was free 0 hold their own beliefs, but
all efforts must be channeled into a unified national movement under the banner of
Fatah, which was broad enough to encompass the religious and the secular, the
communist, the Christian, and the Muslim alike. There was'no room for ideological
disputes.

Whenever they gathered—whether in'our home, atlUmm al-Abd’s house, or on a street
corner—these discussions would flareup, voicesising as each passionately defended
his stance. At times, the debates grew so heated they resembled outright brawls, yet, in
the end, they always concluded with cups of tea being served, and each would
eventually return to his work and 'daily concerns.

Meanwhile, Sheikh Ahmad had "begun ‘inviting groups of young men to prayer,
encouraging them to frequent the mosques They. came, performing their prayers, then
staying for study circles where they.read the Qur’an or.delved into religious texts on
the Prophet’s biography, jurisprudénce, or Hadith. Sheikh. Ahmad would explain,
interpret, and guide them, while they listened with eagerness and understanding. As
they absorbed his teachings, they carried.his message beyond the mosque, returning
with new faces, and thus;-the circle grew larger and stronger.

My brother Hassan was the kindest.among us, the most selfless, always ready to
sacrifice for others. He bere theburden of providing for our household and financing
Mahmoud’s education in Egypt, all'while wotking athis vegetable stall and continuing
his own studies. He later accepted enrollment in the industrial school of the UNRWA
agency, despite his outstanding-high sehool grades;y which could have easily secured
him a place in engineering or science had circumstances allowed.

Had he been given the right opportunity, he too could have pursued a career in
engineering or the sciences. But the harsh realities of life left him with no choice. He
accepted industrial studies with quiet resignation, all while continuing to shoulder the
responsibilities of the vegetable stall. Now, he was nearing graduation from the
metalworking and machining department of the industrial school.




While working at his vegetable stall, Hassan met Sheikh Ahmad, who had purchased
household supplies from him several times. Observing Hassan’s kindness and noble
character, the sheikh invited him to prayer and encouraged him to frequent the mosque,
reminding him of the afterlife and warning against disobeying God, straying from His
commands, and being consumed by worldly greed.

He spoke of the path of faith and righteousness as the best and shortest road to
happiness, victory in this world, and ultimate success in the hereafter. His words found
their way into Hassan’s heart. He promised the sheikh that he would start praying and
visit the mosque. That very evening, Hassan performed his ablutions, prayed, and from
then on, attended the mosque for prayer whenever he had the chance.

He usually went at sunset and remained there until he had performed the night prayer
before returning home. This was entirely acceptable te” our family, especially my
mother, as prayer and mosque attendan¢e were never matters of concern. Hassan was
mature and responsible; there was nothing to worry about,

At times, he would join the discussions between my brother'Mahmoud, our neighbor
Abdel Hafiz, and the other young men. He was particularly hassh in his arguments
against Abdel Hafiz, accusing him of atheism, disbelief, and lack of faith. However,
Abdel Hafiz was clearly more adept atintellectual, debates—his level of knowledge far
surpassed Hassan’s. His time in prison had sharpened his abilities, allowing him to
challenge religious thought. He argued that religion"was nothing more than an opiate
for the masses, a tool of sedation. “Where are the.devout?” he would ask. “What role
have they played in the national struggle and. the fight.against occupation?”

Hassan would respond, but his rebuttals were weak. He often clashed with Mahmoud
in these debates, insisting on the necessity of'teturning to religion and holding steadfast
to it throughout the liberation struggle. He frequently cited.a saying attributed to Umar
ibn al-Khattab: The latter state of this natien will not be set tight except by what set its
early state right.

Mahmoud, however, always countered with strong responses: *Faith is beyond doubt
and not up for dispute, but we aré in the midst of a national liberation movement. We
must not allow any'ideological or religious'differences to distract us from that.” Hassan
would fall silent, unable to_find an‘answer. Then Mahmoud would press him further:
“And what about the Christians among our people? What is their role in the struggle?
Where do they stand? Howsweuld vou.treat themeif we were to declare and embark
upon this conflict?”

The next day, Hassan returned from the mosque carrying several books. One refuted
and criticized Marxist thought and socialist theories, another examined the economic
system in Islam, and a third explored matters of faith. He placed them beside him,
flipping through the pages, searching for answers to the questions he had failed to
address in the previous night’s debate.




Mahmoud began commenting on the changes he noticed in Hassan. At times, he would
sit with him, asking about the mosque, its activities, and his frequent visits there. He
tried to advise Hassan to distance himself from that group, but when Hassan refused to
heed his warnings, Mahmoud turned to our mother, attempting to use her influence to
prevent Hassan from engaging with them.

Soon, a word began to surface frequently in our conversations—Ikhwanjiya. Mahmoud
claimed that Sheikh Ahmad and the group attending the mosque’s gatherings,
exchanging religious books, were Ikhwanjiya—members of the Muslim Brotherhood.
He expressed his fear to our mother that Hassan might become one of them, warning
her that the Ikhwanjiya did not believe in Arabsnationalism, that they opposed Gamal
Abdel Nasser and had even attempted to assassinate him. He reminded her that
governments and regimes were against them, that they were despised and persecuted.
If Hassan were to become Ikhwanji, he would be putting'himself in unnecessary danger.
Our mother would call Hassan to sit with her, trying to understand what she had heard
from Mahmoud, especially regarding the Ikhwanjiya. But Hassan would firmly deny
any affiliation with the Brotherhood, insisting that no oneat the mosque had ever
spoken to him about them. He had never heard a single mention of the Brotherhood in
his conversations with others there. All'that happened at th¢ mosque, he said, was
prayer, the recitation and study of the Qur’an, and learning about the fundamentals of
religion. “Is that wrong?”” he would ask.

“No,” she would reply, then caution him to be careful and not get involved in matters
that bring trouble. He would reassure her, joke with her, and in the end, she would walk
away content.

I often overheard these  conversations-—between»Mahmoud and Hassan, between
Mahmoud and our mother, or betwegen Hassan and ourimother. Mahmoud’s arguments
made more sense to my mind; yet Hassan’s sincerity and the simplicity of his approach
brought a sense of comfort’and reassurance. Perhaps Hassan sensed this, for he began
trying to influence me, eneouraging me to pray and accompany him to the mosque. I
prayed sometimes and neglected/it at‘other times, but I did go with him on several
occasions, attending the study citcle held between the sunset and night prayers, led by
Sheikh Ahmad.

I attended several sessions where he interpreted passages from the Qur’an, including
Surahs Az-Zumar and Al=-MuddathitnHis words-were moving and eloquent as he
described scenes of divine justice, the torments of the afterlife, and its eternal bliss. He
spoke of how the Prophet Muhammad #first received the divine command to bear the
banner of the message, to proclaim it, and to endure its burdens.




Hassan graduated from the industrial school and immediately found a job at one of the
workshops for blacksmithing, turning, and filing in the Zeitoun area of Gaza. The salary
was reasonable, with a promise of an increase if he proved his skill and technical
abilities. It was clear that we had entered the golden age of our lives after years of
poverty and hardship.

At the time, I was on the verge of completing my preparatory studies. My cousin
Ibrahim had just started high school, while my brother Mohammed was in his second
year of the scientific section. Tahani had finished her secondary education and had
registered to join the Teachers’ Institute in Gaza, waiting for her results. It seemed as if
life was smiling at us once again.

After years of absence, my cousin Hassan reappeared—but ih an entirely different form.
He had grown into a full-grown man, but he had let his beard and hair grow out. His
clothes were strange and unsettling, resembling those of the Jews. A golden chain hung
around his neck, and a thick gold bracelet encircled his wrist. He wore tattered cowboy
jeans, frayed at the knees, and carried a pack of cigarettes in his hand. He seemed as if
he had arrived from another planet.

He knocked on the door. I opened it but didn’t recognize him at first. He ran his fingers
through my hair, ruffling it as he said, *You’re Ahmed.”/I recognized him by his voice.
“You’re Hassan?” I asked. “Yes,” he replied. I s¢reamed, “Mother! Mahmoud! It’s
Hassan! My cousin has come home!”

Everyone rushed out of their rooms toward the doer. By then, Hassan had taken a few
steps inside. Each one who emetged, tunning, freze in place as if struck by lightning,
unsure of what to say. The first to'break free from the shock was my brother Mahmoud.
He stepped forward, greeted him, and embraced him. Then Ibrahim greeted him as well.
Mahmoud took Hassan by the handand.led:him to his room, with Ibrahim, Hassan, my
brother Mohammed, and me following, My mother went to prepare tea.

We sat in the room, and Mohammed began questioning him—what had happened to
him? How had things turned out this way? What.was his story? Hassan told us he was
living in Tel Aviv, working in the factory of his Jewish girlfriend’s father. His situation
was excellent, he said. Herentedaa fine apartment in Jafta. Yet'his tongue was heavy as
he spoke Arabic, frequently inserting Hebrew words-tto his'sentences.

My mother brought inithe tea and.placed it on the table..He asked her, “How are you,
Aunt?” She answered, “Praise-be-to God.”” He saidy“The important thing, Aunt, is that
you’ve won in life. You left the camp, saw the world, lived, and finally had your
freedom instead of the misery and deprivation of the camp.”

My mother scoffed, “Ah, so you’ve seen the world with your Jewish girlfriend.”




Hassan said, “Oh, and what’s wrong with a Jewish woman?!” Mahmoud interjected,
“The important thing, Hassan, is—what now?”” Hassan replied, “Nothing now, nothing
later. I just came to greet you all and see if Ibrahim needed anything.” He reached into
his pocket, pulled out his wallet, and took out a thick bundle of banknotes. He counted
a large sum, then extended his hand toward Ibrahim.

Ibrahim did not move. We all remained silent. Hassan said, “Take it, Ibrahim.” Ibrahim
replied, “No, thank you. I want to live here with my uncle’s family like anyone else,
and I lack nothing.” Hassan insisted, “Take it, I am your brother.” Ibrahim responded,
“You are my brother when you return home, live with us, and leave the Jews and their
way of life.” Hassan sighed. “Slow down, Ibrahim, slow down. Do you expect me to
return to the camp? Why don’t you come with me instead?”” Tbrahim recoiled. “God
forbid.” Hassan shrugged. “Suit yourself,”?

Mahmoud began reasoning with Hassan, trying to convince him to return home. He told
him his house was still waiting for him, that he could'rebuild and arrange it as he
pleased, that they could find him a respectable job, and that'they could marry him to
the best woman. Hassan smiled the entire timey, silently rejecting every offer. Then,
after a lukewarm farewell, he left.

Meanwhile, my mother kept urging Mahmoud tesmarry. He argued the house was too
small, but she insisted it was only temporary until’'we expanded. At the time, we had
three rooms—the new one we had just built, plus thetwo old ones we had repaired. My
mother, Tahani, and Maryam lived in one, while Hassan, Mohammed, Ibrahim, and |
shared the other. Mahmoud could live'with his'wife in the new room.

“But what if we have guests?” Mahmoud asked. “They can sit in the boys’ room or in
my room with the girls,” my mother replied..‘Tsn’t that hew all camp families live?
Besides, your uncle’s house.is theré. We ean fix, up one of its rooms to give us more
space.” So, they agreed to renovate two roemsin my uncle’s house—one for Mahmoud
and his future wife, the other for Hassan'when he got married. The newly built room
would remain as a guest reeception area.

After the two rooms were completed; Mahmoud suggested t© my mother that they
postpone his wedding fora few.maore months se that he and Hassan could marry on the
same day. That way, instead oftwo separate weddings;they would have just one, saving
the cost of Hassan’s wedding. “Hassan iis kind and selfless,” Mahmoud said. “He
sacrificed his education forme-and for this house.”




Let us make our joy a shared one. My mother was convinced by the idea and began to
talk to Hassan to persuade him since the room was ready and the wedding would take
place.

After days of attempts to persuade and pressure, Hassan also agreed. My mother started
a lengthy conversation with each of them about what kind of girl they wanted, or what
specifications they desired. She began to suggest this girl or that, visiting those homes
to see the girls in their households, checking the cleanliness and orderliness of the
homes, and the customs of the families, but she always returned dissatisfied with the
level she found.

Tahani suggested to my mother to consider one of her classmates from the teachers’
institute—a girl as radiant as the full moons with good character, from a family of our
own kind, humble and respectable people. My mother agreed with Tahani to visit that
girl’s home. They went, and my mother/returned filled with joy and happiness, having
found the suitable bride for Mahmoud. It was only left for her to like him, for the girl
to agree, and for her family to approve. Who, could refuse the esteemed engineer
Mahmoud, after all? My mother spoke to Mahmoud, deseribing the girl, and he
expressed initial approval, saying he would make a final decision after seeing her.

My mother went to visit Abu Muhammad Al-Saéed's house again, where she spoke to
Umm Muhammad about our honor 1 proposing for their daughter “Widad” for
Mahmoud. “Can we come for thisiformally?” Umm Muhammad replied, after quick
consultations at home, “Welcome, welcome,” and they agreed on a date to come after
Friday afternoon.

On Friday, my uncle came to jointhe delegation;and Aunt Fatima attended as well. My
mother, Mahmoud, Hassan, and Tahant prepared to,go to the bride’s house. As usual,
the men sat in one reom_and the/women,in another, exchanging many phrases of
welcome and pleasantries.” Eventually, Mahmoud and Widad saw each other and
expressed admiration for onejanother, approving of the match.

The celebrations began, and they were announced as engaged, agreeing to contract the
marriage and hold the wedding in two months, by which time we would have completed
the necessary arrangements, especially in finding a bride for Hassan, while Widad
would have finished her diploma from the teachers’ imstitute and obtained her
certificate.




My mother continued the search for a suitable bride for Hassan. Day after day, she
would go out to inspect one of the girls. She didn't like this one because her hair was
curly, nor that one because her nose was long, nor this one because her nose was big,
and not that one because she was disheveled, as her home wasn’t tidy, nor this one
because her house wasn't clean enough. After every exploratory round, she would return
to present her report to Hassan, accompanied by Tahani.

After much effort, Hassan confronted her with a question: "Why do you exhaust
yourself, Mama?" She turned to him angrily, reproaching, "And why shouldn't I exhaust
myself? You're not being helpful, Hassan!" He laughed and replied, "Don't get me
wrong, Mama. [ mean, the bride is already here; close by, right under your nose." She
looked at him in astonishment, asking, "Who? What do you mean?" He said, "Soad, the
daughter of Umm Al-Abd, our neighbor My mother smiled and teased him, asking,
"Really, you liked her, Sheikh Hassan?" A look of embarrassment crossed Hassan’s face
as he said, "Honestly, Mama, you know me. I've never looked at her since we grew up,
but the girl is beautiful, respectable, and humble like us. As the saying goes: from the
clay of your land to your mates." My maother asked seriously, "Do you really want her?"
"Yes, for sure."

My mother called Tahani and informed her of"the matter. Tahani looked at her in
astonishment, asking, "Do you really want her?" He geplied, "Yes." Tahani said, "It's
true she is beautiful and respectable and comes from a respectable family. How did we
not notice her before?" Hassan replied, "Ehat’s the way of the world; gold can be right
in your hands, and you won't see it while.you’re looking elsewhere!" My mother hurried
to say, "Tomorrow morning, I'll officially propose toher for you, God willing."
Indeed, from the early’ morning hours; my mother approached Umm Al-Abd and,
without preamble, told'her she was ptoposing Soad for Hassan. Umm Al-Abd requested
some time until noon to see what her ‘daughter and her brothers thought. In the
afternoon, my mother returned to Umm Al-Abd's house to find out her answer, and we
knew the answer when“we| heard their joyous<ululations together, of course, the
neighbors came out from nearby homes to congratulate.

Preparations began for the wedding celebration in full swing, buying furniture for the
newlyweds and preparing the elothing for each of the couple over about a month. My
mother hardly sat at home, visiting Umm Al-Abd’s house and then Abu Muhammad
Al-Saeed’s house, going torthe-eity center to buy.clothes and jewelry for the couple
until everything was ready, and the time for the marriage contract and wedding came.




Mohammad, my cousin Ibrahim, and I had to prepare many things. We rented several
straw chairs and transported them on a cart, placing them in front of the door. We
brought trays of baklava, bought a quantity of meat, and two sacks of rice. We gathered
a large number of trays from the neighbors, writing the name of each family on their
respective tray to avoid mixing them up. My mother oversaw a number of her neighbors
who came to help her prepare the food. We set up the wedding stage (the loge),
borrowing several tables, tying them together, and securing them against the wall. We
covered them with carpets and mats and placed two double bamboo chairs we borrowed
from the neighbors on top, covering them with prayer rugs. We searched for a long
electrical cord to connect to one of the distant neighbors"houses, as electricity was only
available in a few homes of those who wergwell-off. We had rented a string of colored
lamps, which we hung above the wedding platform. Everything was ready by the
afternoon as the guests began to arrive.

The women sat inside the house while the men gathered under the tént we set up in the
street. The sound of women's singing and ululations never'ceased. Then we began
serving food—trays of yellow rice with pieces of red meat. I, Mahmoud, and Ibrahim
stood with pieces of soap and clay water pitchers in our hands, with cotton towels
draped over our shoulders. When a guest had eatén enough, they would come to us, and
one of us would hand them a piece of soap and pour water over their hands. After they
washed their hands and mouths, congratulating and blessing us, we handed them the
towel to dry their hands, and then they would go tothe baklava tray to enjoy the dessert.
After the meal, many of the guests, the relatives of the bride and groom, returned to
their homes to await our departure for the marriage registration and the escorting of the
newlyweds to their new homexsThe elosest relatives.and friends remained with us, and
the women gathered, starting to walk whileisinging and ululating to a new home made
of wool, under which Wwere/ white coyvers, and .each wore a bow tie. The women
continued singing folk songs, accompanied by the/drum, until they approached Abu
Muhammad’s house, where they began singing the famous folk song:

"Amine, Lufiten, ya Banat... Aidar Abu Mahmoud, Lufina, ya Leila, We asked him
about the lineage... He welcomed us, respecting, ya Leila..."

When they reached the door, their ululations‘eruptedfrom inside the house. The men
entered one of the rooms where the sheikh had come to perform the marriage contract
as is customary. After that;the-bride was preparedsand the men exited to wait at the
door, where the bride would soon emerge.




Her father held her by one arm while one of her brothers held her by the other, and he
handed her over to my brother Mahmoud, as the ululations grew louder, and the
procession set off back to the house.

The bride was ushered into the house, where several women remained with her, while
others sang and ululated. The procession set off once more to cover the few meters to
the second bride's house, following the same procedures. Soad's brothers held her arms
and handed her to Hassan, who led her towards the house amid the ululations and songs.
The two brides were led into the same room to prepare for the procession. My mother
asked Mahmoud and Hassan to go up to the wedding platform and sit in their chairs,
waiting for their brides to join them for the traditional dance. Mahmoud had no problem
with this, but Hassan firmly rejected it, saying, "How can [/sit, Mom, in a place where
women will dance in front of me? That is forbidden..." Mymotherwas taken aback and
began to plead with him, stating, "This i§ our joyous day that Lhave awaited my whole
life!" Mahmoud tried to convince Hassan not to spoil the| ¢elebration, but Hassan
steadfastly refused.

The conversation went on for a while, and eventually, Fatimasuggested a compromise:
Mahmoud and Hassan could sit on the platform for half an‘hour while their brides joined
them. During that time, the women would sing and ululate without dancing. Then, after
half an hour, the grooms would leave, .and the brides would share the same seat,
allowing the women to dance freely. Mahmoud agreed to this, and Hassan ultimately
conceded. They climbed onto the platform and sat down, and then the brides entered,
each taking a seat beside her groom, while the women began to sing and ululate.

Tears streamed down my mother’s face continuously; while Fatima sat to her right and
Tahani to her left, trying to comforther. “ Why.cry? This.is the day of joy we have long
awaited!” she said, wiping her tearsonly tothavethem flow again as she whispered, “If
only your father were here'today...” This caused Fatima and Tahani to shed tears as
well, softly murmuring, “Why open this weund, Mother, when it has healed long ago?”
The brides went down to'ehange their white dresses into another color, and the grooms
descended to leave, taking one of the‘chairs with them and moving the other to the
center of the platform. Mahmoud nudged Hassan in the side, saying, “Oh, dear sheikh,
isn’t it true that one'gets married every day? I'can’t believe you’re the one who married
me off. Go, may Godxeward youl” Hassan smiled and zéplied, “Get out, get out! Let
the women enjoy themselves:




Behind them, the voices of the women singing and ululating rose without interruption,
urging my mother to join the gathering and dance. They also compelled Um al-Abd and
Um Muhammad to join in, and they danced without knowing how to comprehend the
tears streaming down their faces amid this overwhelming joy. Yet, such is the nature of
the camp: every joy reopens old wounds and brings back memories anew.




Chapter Twelve

My aunt's husband had completed his prison sentence and returned to resume his
business activities and manage the family's land affairs. Her son, Abdul Rahim, began
to walk on the ground while repeating his first words.

My aunt's husband frequented the same shops he used to visit in Hebron, where he had
strong business ties. They sat in the same gatherings, and conversations resumed around
the fire, accompanied by sips of tea. The men asked him.about prison, how they treated
him, how they tortured him, and how they inteérrogated him. He spoke humbly, trying
to ease their fears and apprehensions about the occupation and prison, affirming that
while it was indeed difficult, it was possible and bearable. He expressed that it refines
the spirit, strengthens the self, and makes a person feel their stréngth and greatness. The
men nodded in disbelief, exchanging puzzled looks, and perhaps one of them remarked
after my aunt's husband left, “Look at this foal; he ruined his life and scattered his
family, claiming it’s possible and bearable! What'nonsense!”

His brother, Abdul Rahman, was in his third year of'secondary sehool (Tawjihi) at Tariq
ibn Ziyad Secondary School in Hebron. He.was known for his diligence, commitment,
character, faith, and close relationships. with many/young people in the city and
surrounding villages. During this period, a group.of religious youths affiliated with the
Islamic movement began to emerge at ariq. ibn Ziyad Secondary School. Some
teachers at the school had'preyiously graduated from the Jordanian University and had
joined the ranks of the Muslim, Brotherhood during their studies. Upon their return to
Hebron and their work an'its schools;they began to spread Islamic thought in the city,
finding fertile ground among the high sehool studenis.

At the same time, the College of Shariaywas opened in the city, overseen by the mayor.
The youth gathering at the college automatically gave rise to political and intellectual
currents, the most prominent of which was the Muslim Brotherhood, influenced by the
teachers in the college and the Islamic and Sharia studies offered there.

A group of youth'at theweollege formed a nucleus for the Muslim Brotherhood's
activities, and they began to.expand their efforts into'the secondary schools, where their
efforts aligned with these of the teachers at Tariq ibn Ziyad School.




Where a group of students began to coalesce around the ideology of the Muslim
Brotherhood, the name of the Brotherhood in the city of Hebron was not accompanied
by the loud music that often followed it in the Gaza Strip or northern West Bank. There,
the name of the Brotherhood was almost a curse or insult. However, in Hebron, the
Brotherhood had a long history. The idea of the Brotherhood was embraced by well-
known families in the city, respected for their wealth and honor, making it easy to
announce the name without embarrassment.

At Tariq ibn Ziyad School, Abdul Rahman met another group of young people from
the city and neighboring villages. Influenced by university students from the College
of Sharia and some teachers, they formed an open-framewerk to study and adopt the
ideas of the Muslim Brotherhood, embracing the study of‘lslam and contemporary
Islamic thought.

One day, a group of these colleagues cameto the village of Surif to visit Abdul Rahman.
As one of the activities used by the /Brotherhood far acquaintance, bonding, and
education, a group of about ten students gathered on the hillside to play, chat about
religion, and discuss politics. My aunt, at Abdul, Rahman's request, prepared lunch for
them. Abdul Rahman had slaughtered four chiekens that /morning, and she began
preparing musakhan.

At noon, my aunt's husband returned,from his shop.\When Abdul Rahman was delayed
in bringing the food himself, he decided to go‘ta the field to deliver it to them. He
greeted them and called out to Abdul Rahman that he‘had brought the food, to which
Abdul Fattah responded gratefully, asking why.he had tired himself when he intended
to come to pick it up. He explained that it was an epportunity to get to know the youth
better. Abdul Fattah replied, “No, no,it's no.trouble."

He sat with them, sharing lunch and getting to know them, joining in their fun and
happiness, and engaging in <their “eonversations, trying to evoke their national
sentiments to gauge their opinions, ideas,and readiness. He asked, “What do you think
about national work and its,current levekin the country?” One of the young men replied,
“The problem is that'our people still lackithe\essential components for national work
and resistance, and therefore the level of'readiness and sacrifice remains low.”

Abdul Fattah discussed this, surprised: “*How can‘you say-that, and on what basis do
you support this claim?” The young man answered, “A cause as significant as the
Islamic issue, the issue of Al-Agsa Mosque— the first gibla and the third holiest site—
requires many sacrifices and.devotion, yet the level of national work is still far simpler
than required. The people’sireadiness is still amillion times'less than what is needed.”




Abdel-Fattah argued once more, saying, “But haven’t you heard of the guerrilla
operations in all the occupied territories—Gaza, the north and center of the West Bank,
Jerusalem, Hebron, and the villages?”’

The young man interrupted him, “Yes, I have heard. But all of that is far too little, far
less than what is needed! Don’t you see, man, how the Jews roam freely in Hebron
without anyone confronting them, except rarely? How tourists come to visit the shrine
while Jews wander and revel in the lbrahimi Mosque? How they come to trade in
Hebron, frequenting its blacksmith and carpentry workshops, while our people, our
very own, deal with them as if they were not an occupying force, as if they were not
usurpers of our land and sacred places?”

Abdel-Rahman interjected, “No doubt, nationalssentiment alone is not enough to
manage the struggle, and it is necessary—"

Abdel-Fattah cut him off, “Brother, our people have defended their land throughout
history and have never surrendered, and-="

The young man interrupted, “Let me tell you a story—sgomething that happened to me
after the Israeli occupation of Hebron. Iwas still a child then. I'saw a Jew walking alone
down a street in Hebron, and the sight/infuriated me. So'l picked up a stone from the
ground and hurled it at him, then fled, hiding hehind the apple trees in a plot of our
land. | sat there for a while, thinking the Jew must have left. But then, | heard one of
the neighbors' sons calling, ‘Jamal, Jamal... come out, he’s gone.’

| stepped out from behind the trees—only te find-the Jew waiting, concealed behind the
corner of a house. He emerged, pointing .a pistol at my head, trying to terrify me so |
wouldn’t do it again. [ understood then what had happened: after [ had thrown the stone,
he had knocked on the neighbors’ deor and threatened them—if they didn’t bring me
to him, he would ruin their home and.imprison.their sons. And so, one of their boys
played the role, delivering me'into his hands like that.”

Abdel-Fattah interjected, “This;happens, this happens... But the people are good, and
our people are well. | tell you, our peopleare well—ewven those people are good. They’re
kind-hearted but helpless, afraid for their livelineods. Their willingness to sacrifice is
limited. There must be a long'process of—"

Abdel-Fattah cut him off again, “Man, there’s no need for any process. Duty demands
that each person play their part. But why burden ourselvesswith this talk? Why should
I trouble your heads with my words? I should leaveyou to enjoy your day.”

He rose, dusting off his\clothes as he said, “Welcome, young men, welcome.” Then,
standing upright, he bid them; “Peace be upon you,” shaking off the dust from his
garments before striding away:

The young men burstinto laughter, jesting and playing among the olive trees.




My brother Muhammad and my cousin Ibrahim were deeply influenced by my brother
Hassan and his devotion to religion. Gradually, they began praying regularly and
accompanying him to the mosque. | was not like them. Sometimes | would pray, other
times | would neglect my prayers. Occasionally, | would join them at the mosque,
performing the prayer with them in congregation.

At times, we would stay after prayer, sitting in one of those study circles they held.
Someone would begin speaking on a religious topic—interpreting a verse from the
Qur’an, explaining a hadith, reading from a book and elaborating on its meanings, or
recounting an episode from the Prophet’s biography. Sometimes, after the Maghrib
prayer, when | happened to pray with them at the mosque, they would sit together and
recite supplications they called al-Ma 'thurat, chanting them.in unison. 1 did not know
the words as they did, so | would move my lips along with them, pretending to recite
from memory.

Mahmoud was deeply displeased with Muhammad and Ibrahim’s 'growing religiosity,
just as he had been troubled before by Hassan’s piety. He often sat with them all
together or took each one aside, trying to dissuade them from going to the mosque, from
sitting there, from taking part in its activities. He\warned them that those in charge were
Ikhwanjia—Muslim Brotherhood members. “Sheikh Ahmad‘is |khwanji,” he would
say, “and the Brotherhood is against Abdel Nasser, against Arab unity. They don’t
recognize the Palestine Liberation/ ©rganization., They claim the martyrs of the
Palestinian revolution are nothing but feolswho died fornothing, not real martyrs. They
don’t take part in the resistance or armed struggle.”

The three of them—if they were together—or the one he was addressing alone, would
look at him in bewilderment. “What are you talking about?” they would say. “I go to
the mosque, I sit in the discussions, I listen te what is said. None of what you’re
claiming is true.”

Mahmoud’s voice would tise, his tone sharpening. “But I know them! They won’t say
those things to you now. Right now, they.talk te youabout religion, about Islam, about
the Prophet, about prayer. But later; they’[I'start introducing the real subjects.”

One of them would then sigh in exasperationiand say, “Come on, man, cut it out. Do
you think we’re children?’’

In all the times | went.to the mosque, satsin those study circles, listened to the
discussions, | never once heard anyone bring up pelitics. No one mentioned Palestine,
the resistance, the occupation, the history of the Palestinian cause. Not the PLO, not
Fatah, not the martyrs—nothing. They spoke only of purely religious matters.




Did those topics come up in gatherings | did not attend? | do not know. But | was like
all the young men in the camp at that time—I held deep respect and admiration for Abu
Ammar, Yasser Arafat, who had become the symbol of the Palestinian revolution. | saw
him as my leader, my commander. Many times, we raised his picture in demonstrations,
chanting at the top of our lungs, “With our soul, with our blood, we sacrifice for you,
Abu Ammar!” And we meant it, every word, from the depths of our hearts, with all
sincerity and conviction.

Yet | noticed that my brother Hassan was not like me or the rest of the youth in the
camp. When Abu Ammar’s name was mentioned, I never saw him react as we did,
never sensed any emotion stir within him, as if it were just any other name spoken
before him. Still, | never once heard him voice.opposition.to Arafat or the Palestine
Liberation Organization.

When the subject of martyrs arose—when someone said, "So-and-so is a martyr,” or
"So-and-so was martyred,"—he would sametimes remark‘that only. God knows who is
truly a martyr and who is not, for such'matters belong to thesrealm of intentions and
hearts. His bluntness grew sharper when the fallen belonged to the Popular Front. "And
who’s to say he is a martyr?" he would ask. "He might not even have believed in God—
he could have been an atheist. How, then, couldhe be a martyr...?"

At such moments, Mahmoud would flare up, shouting, ""Who are/’you, and who are all
your sheikhs, to decide who is a martyr'and who 1s not? You sit comfortably in your
homes, among your women, issuing fatwas about those who carry their souls in their
hands and fight for their homeland!"

Hassan would mutter something indistinct, then stand up abruptly, tense and irate, and
leave. If Muhammad and lbrahim were there, they. would follow him shortly after, and
the gathering would dissolve in disarray.

The arguments grew even fiercerwhen Abdel-Hafiz was present. He would launch into
an attack on the sheikhs and<on.religion itself, going so far as to claim that the
Brotherhood were mere agents, receiving salaries fiom Saudi Arabia. Heated
ideological debates would.ensue, and Hassan would.Jash'back in anger, accusing him
of atheism and godlessness, branding them as lackeys of the Soviet Union—the very
first to recognize the establishment of the:State of Israel'in 1948.

Much of what Hassan said, his arguments.and reasoning;resonated with me, stirring
something deep within my soul. Yet, I could not.comprehend his stance on certain
issues. His weakness was glaringly apparent whenthey debated the role of Islamists in
carrying the national causeyin armed resistance against the oceupation, and their stance
on the martyrs who fell forthe'homeland.




Likewise, their vague stance on the Palestine Liberation Organization remained
unclear. Hassan, Muhammad, and Ibrahim themselves seemed to struggle with these
questions, unable to convincingly defend their position. It was as if they didn’t fully
understand where they stood on these matters. Perhaps they had turned to Sheikh
Ahmad for guidance, and he had told them that he would address such issues in the
upcoming study sessions at the mosque.

A few days later, | sensed that they wanted me to accompany them to the mosque for
the Maghrib prayer, as these study circles were usually held between Maghrib and Isha.
So | went with them. We prayed behind Sheikh Hamed, who had grown old, his voice
barely audible. The mosque was packed with youngimen, adults, and children—nothing
like how it had been when | used to come here:as a child with'my.grandfather, may God
have mercy on him.

After the prayer, some people left the mosgue, but a large.group of young men—around
fifty—remained, forming a circle.

Sheikh Ahmad sat before them and began his talk. He praised God, sent blessings upon
His Messenger, and then spoke of man’s role on earth and his servitude to God. He
gave a striking example, recounting the story of Rabi‘ ibn ‘Amir, the envoy of Sa‘d ibn
Abi Wagqqgas to Rustam, the Persian commander, on ithe eve /of the Battle of al-
Qadisiyyah. When Rustam asked him why the Arabs had come o wage war against the
Persians, Rabi‘ answered: “We have come to deliver people from the worship of other
people to the worship of the Lord of all people, from¢the injustice of religions to the
justice of Islam, and from the narrowness of this world to the vastness of this world and
the Hereafter.”

The sheikh elaborated at length on'thisidea, explaining that, given our people’s struggle
for existence under occupation, it was difficult.for them.to grasp this message. Yet, he
insisted, this alone was the true path to liberation and salvation—even if the people
could not yet see it, and might'even resistit.

He likened this to how the Prophet ( PBUH) had, called the people of Mecca and the
Arabs to Islam, offering them dignity and\honory yet they failed to realize it. Instead,
they fought and opposed.him. But in thewend, it became clear that their strength and
honor lay in Islam-—and'se it had been, and so itwould always be. Our honor was in
our own hands.

Then he began discussing the Islamic definition of martyrdom, saying that a martyr is
one who fights so that the word of . God-may be supreme—for this is the path of God.
He emphasized that'this was the true, religious meaning of martyrdom, whereas what
people commonly referredto as “martyrs™ was something else entirely.

He spoke at length about coneepts related.to.the nature of the Islamic community that
represents the Muslims. His words seemed to carry an implicit reservation about the
Palestine Liberation Organization’s claim to be the sole legitimate representative of the
Palestinian people. He never stated this outright, but the implication was clear.




Sheikh Hamed arrived and called the Isha prayer. We rose for the prayer, and he
appointed Sheikh Ahmad to lead. As he recited, he chose verses from the opening of
Surah Al-Isra, repeating certain words and phrases, as if continuing his lesson from
before the prayer—about “Our servants, endowed with great might.”

| realized that the sheikh was deliberately avoiding any explicit mention of the struggle
against the occupation. Instead, he hinted at it cautiously, wary of drawing the attention
of the authorities, who might pursue him, restrict his movement, or prevent him from
spreading his message.

Hassan, Muhammad, and Ibrahim left the mosque with a sense of satisfaction,
expressing their admiration for the sheikh’s words as we walked back to Idar. They
spoke with conviction, deeply impressed by _his speech. I, however, could not
understand what they found so remarkable. The sheikh's words had been eloquent and
moving, yet they offered no clear answers to the very questions that Mahmoud and
Abdel Hafiz had repeatedly raised in their debates with Hassan.

Life in the camp had begun to change noticeably. Conditions were improving, as more
and more households now had one or even two family” members working in Israel,
earning what was considered a substantial income compared to the hardships of the
past—whether in Gaza itself or in Arab countries like Saudi Arabia and Kuwait.
People’s circumstances were clearly improving. Radios hadbecome a common feature
in nearly every home, and many now owned televisions. A growing number of
households had connected to the electricity. grid;.their homes now lit by electric bulbs.
Some even had refrigerators and gas stoves, while'maost had access to running water.
In our own home, we had a good radio and were connected to both the electricity and
water networks. Yet we had not been fortunate enough to acquire a television, a
refrigerator, or a gas stove. Still;.compared to.many families that remained in dire
straits, our situation was far better.

What was most striking, however, wes the sheer population growth in the refugee
camps over the two decades since the Nakba, of ‘48 The number of residents had
multiplied at an astonishing rate. Homes had become.too cramped for their inhabitants.
Many of those who had been' childrenat the ;time, or 'who were born after the
catastrophe, had grown inte'men, married,.and had children of their own.

Now, nearly every household contained at least one, if/net'more, married sons living
within its already overcrowded, walls.  The“camp’s homes had transformed into
something resembling tightly packedchicken crates.

At this time, discussionssbegan circulating ‘about housing jprojects planned by the
Housing Department under.the.military administratiton. The proposal was that anyone
wishing to expand their hame could register with the department, pay a nominal fee,
and, in exchange for demalishing-theireurrent refugee dwelling, receive a housing unit.
This would grant each married man within-a family a single room in the newly
established residential neighborhoods.




This matter sparked intense debate among the camp’s residents. No gathering, visit, or
casual conversation passed without the topic being raised, splitting people into
supporters and opponents.

The supporters argued for pragmatism—after all, how much longer could they continue
living in sardine-can conditions? Homes could no longer accommodate the ever-
growing families, and with no solution to the refugee crisis in sight, purchasing private
land and building on it was simply beyond their financial reach.

The opponents, however, feared that emptying the refugee camps would erase their very
cause. This, they believed, was precisely what the occupation sought—to resettle
refugees in these new neighborhoods, thereby dissolving their identity and ending their
struggle.

The debate raged on, but since these projects remained mere proposals, yet to be
implemented, neither side could claim victory.

Before my brothers Mahmoud and Hassan got married,/ had no‘idea that something
called cosmetics even existed. My mother, like the other women of the camp, never
used such things. On joyous occasions, the most they did was remove the fine hairs
from their faces and lightly shape their eyebrows—yet even with this simplicity, they
looked stunningly beautiful.

Who among them would even think of buying beauty products when she struggled to
put food on the table, when her children‘tasted meat only on rare and grand occasions,
or when they recognized the names of fruits notfrom experience but from the biology
textbooks at school?

When a young woman married, it.became evident‘that the older women used some
beauty products to adorn her. But still, | never fully grasped what cosmetics were until
after Mahmoud and Hassan’s weddings.

Afterward, whenever | entered theirrooms, Fwouldnoetice bottles and containers neatly
arranged on the shelves of the diesser—a woodenpiece with a large mirror at its center,
placed in the bedroom /It became clearto me that these were cosmetics, though they
seemed to serve no purpase beyondthe wedding day and the occasional family wedding
celebration.

At that time, not a single woman walked through the streets of the camp with her face
adorned in makeup/ True, many women did not cover their-heads, while others did, but
the concept of cosmetics had not yet taken root, even as economic conditions visibly
improved.

Perhaps some women had started experimenting with them, but if so, it remained a quiet
and rare indulgence.




The girls of the camp were untouched by cosmetics or any kind of beauty
enhancements, even the simplest ones like hair removal or eyebrow shaping. And yet,
they were often radiant, like full moons. What made most of them even more beautiful
was the depth of their modesty. If you asked one of them a question, her eyes would
remain fixed on the ground. And if, by chance, her gaze met that of a young man, she
would immediately lower it, her cheeks flushing with a deep crimson—an innocence
that only heightened her beauty.

Khalil, one of our neighbors, had begun to fall for a girl in the camp after their eyes met
one fateful time. He felt something stir within him—an affection that grew stronger by
the day. He was convinced that she, too, felt the same. He would wait for her every
morning as she left for school and again inthe afternoon when'she returned home. He
never dared to approach her, never exchanged a singlesword with her. His greatest
reward was the fleeting moment when she lifted her gaze from,afar; their eyes meeting
for an instant before she cast hers downward,again. That was enough for him—it
reassured him that she shared his feelings. And with that 'silent’ understanding, he
continued to dream of the day he could formally'ask for her hand, once he had finished
his studies, found a job, and saved enough to build a home and afford the expenses of
marriage.

Some young men in the camp exchanged letters with the girls they admired, and a few
of the girls responded. But for the most part, the camp’s youth adhered strictly to the
unspoken rules of distance and restraint. My mother’s strict upbringing and high moral
expectations ensured that we stayed far from such matters. Yet, it seemed that some
young men and women had begun to test the boundaries—venturing into these
forbidden territories as if they were nothing mere than a game.

One day, as [ was returning home fromithe'beach, I turned the corner of our house and
saw my cousin Ibrahim coming back from the mosque. Just then, one of the more
playful girls from the neighborhood was/sitting outside her home.

When she saw Ibrahim ‘walking with his‘head down,following the guidance of the
mosque preachers and my mothers constant imstructions, she smirked and called out in
a teasing voice:

“Oh, it’s his holiness! Our very. ownsheikh! Come new, bless us with your presence, O
virtuous one! You, whe dwell up high—won’t you ever glance down at us below?”

I glanced at Ibrahim. His face-had turned a fiery.shade of red, his embarrassment so
intense it seemed to burn through his skin. He quickened his pace, his steps suddenly
three times their normal speed, as if fleeing from a life sentence.

That moment—her playful words, his mortified reaction—became a private joke
between us, one I would use to tease and threaten him with: a secret I could expose to
his mother, my aunt, should he ever try to cross me.




The victory of 1973, though it did not bring any tangible relief to us as Palestinians,
was a strategic turning point in our collective emotions. True, we did not witness Israel
vanish, nor did it withdraw from Palestine. We did not return to our towns, our cities,
or our villages from which our people had been expelled in 1948. Not even the lands
occupied in 1967—the West Bank, Gaza, the Golan Heights, or Sinai—were liberated.
In practical terms, all that had transpired was the advance of the Egyptian army, its
crossing of the Suez Canal, and the breaching of the Bar Lev Line. Yet, we were
satiated, fulfilled to the very core, by Israel’s defeat.

That was how we understood it at the time, how we believed, how we embraced the
idea with every fiber of our minds and hearts: that the myth of Israel, of its invincible
army, had crumbled before the greatness and will.of the Arab soldier who had waged a
reasonable battle—whether on the Egyptian front or the Syrfan one. Our heads soared,
nearly grazing the sky in pride and honor.

But those emotions began to shift, gradually, in the face of@ new tone we started hearing
from Egyptian President Sadat—nhis willingness for peace with Israel. The shock we
felt upon hearing him declare his readiness to visit the Israelii Knesset was immense.
And then, the catastrophe struck, rendering us utterly speechless as we listened to the
radio covering Sadat’s visit to Jerusalem, his speech before the Israeli government and
the Knesset members. We did not own a television set at.home, 5o we never saw the
images, but the radio coverage was enough to shake us to the core—so much so that we
struggled to grasp whether this was reality. or mere illusion. It seemed as though the
entire Arab world had been struck by the same shock; or at least most of it, given the
level of contradictions and conflicts'that erupted.among the regimes—divisions so
severe, their consequences far-reaching. And naturally, as Palestinians, our entire being
leaned toward the opposition, toward the voices that resisted and condemned Sadat and
the Camp David Accords. We'longed to hear the oppasition broadcasts, especially that
particular station transmitting from Baghdad.

The most significant event for us, on the family level, 'was that Egyptian universities
had shut their doors to Palestinian students—a:direct consequence of the deep rift
between Sadat and the Palestine Liberation Organization, which fiercely opposed peace
with Israel. This oppaosition was explicit; undeniable; and had culminated in the
assassination of the renowned journalist Al-Siba'iby Palestinians for that very reason.
The Egyptian political response ‘was' swift: a decision to 'curtail relations with
Palestinians, which included barring-highschool graduates fram Gaza from enrolling
in Egyptian universities, asshad'been the ease before.




That year, my brother Muhammad completed his high school education. He was
supposed to continue his studies at an Egyptian university, and at the time, our financial
situation could not have been more favorable for such an opportunity. But with that
door now firmly shut, Muhammad found himself at a crossroads—where would he go?
After much deliberation, he chose to enroll at Birzeit University in the West Bank, near
Ramallah. He traveled there, submitted his application, and was accepted into the
Faculty of Science. With the start of the new academic year, he settled into university
life, sharing an apartment in Ramallah with fellow students. Once a month, he would
return home for a few days before setting off again for Ramallah.

Armed resistance in the occupied territories—and within the lands seized in 1948—had
not ceased entirely, but it had dwindled considerably. The national struggle had begun
to take on new forms, shifting toward pglitical activismgunion otganizing, and mass
mobilization. The Israeli authorities had permitted municipal elections in the West
Bank, and across the region, political factions coalesced to contest them.

In Hebron, representatives of the Fatah movement—Iled by Fahd al-Qawasmi—formed
an alliance with the Muslim Brotherhood and other groups ‘against Sheikh al-Ja‘bari,
who had held the mayoral seat since the Jordanian administration of the West Bank and
throughout the years of Israeli occupation. Realizing that his chances of victory were
slim, Sheikh al-Ja‘bari withdrew, paving the way for the Fatah-Brotherhood coalition
to claim victory. The new municipal council became a tapestry of political and
ideological diversity. Similar patterns emerged acress the West Bank, where nationalist
figures secured key positions—among them Bassam al-Shak‘a, who was elected mayor
of Nablus.

At the same time, professional uniens began, to take shape: engineers’ associations,
medical societies, and bar associations emerged in various West Bank cities, each
holding regular elections to choose its leadership. The contests were largely fought
between leftist factions and Fatah, with the [slamic/movement-—initially aligned with
Fatah against the left—gradually ‘stepping forward to.contest elections on its own. A
similar dynamic played out on | university campuses, including al-Najah National
University in Nablus, Birzeit University near Ramallah, and Hebron University, which
had begun as a college of Islamic law before evolving'into afull-fledged institution.

It was during this period, in the late 1970s—following the closure of Egyptian
universities to students fromeGaza—that a group.of prominent figures in Gaza City
convened, determined to establish a university in the Gaza Strip. They embarked on
their efforts, reaching out to the Israeli authorities in the hope of securing approval.
Their request, however, was met with outright rejection.




However, it was not difficult to reach such an agreement, as a university was opened in
the evening at the Azhar Institute in Gaza, serving as an extension of the institute.
Gradually, it expanded and transformed into a university, even though it never received
recognition from the occupying authorities and suffered continuously from siege and
harassment.

These prominent figures maintained their communications with the leadership of the
Palestine Liberation Organization abroad to gain support for opening the university, and
they sought the assistance of well-known individuals in Palestine and beyond to
mobilize financial support from Arab countries. With the implementation of the Camp
David Accords between Egypt and Israel, Israel began efforts.to beautify its image in
the territories occupied in 1967 as a prelude tothe self-rule envisaged in the agreements.
It established what was called the Civil Administrations tasked with managing the
regions on behalf of the military leadership as a preparatory phase for the anticipated
self-rule.

The Civil Administration was merely a new name for military rule, and the changes
brought about were not clearly distinct or valuable; Howeverythere was a tangible shift
towards allowing some controlled political expressions, as previously noted.

During this period, Islamists became active @nd submitted requests to establish
institutions and associations in accotdance with Ottoman law, which were permitted,
such as Islamic associations, Muslim Youth Associations, and charitable organizations,
along with clubs, kindergartens, and medical elinies. Through these efforts, they began
to provide services to the community and disseminate.their ideas among the populace.
My sister Tahani graduated from the Teaeher Training Institute during this time and
later secured a position as a teacher at the UN Relief and Works Agency primary school
in the camp. After a while, a kind young man proposed to her, and they married. She
was happy in her marriage and completely, satisfied.
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Chapter Thirteen

The academic year came to an end, and the students of Tariq Ibn Ziyad School in
Hebron sat for their final exams. Once the results were announced, high school
graduates began exploring their future prospects. Some opted to study at the Faculty of
Sharia at Hebron University, while others sought opportunities at universities in Saudi
Arabia or Jordan.

My aunt's husband still dreamed of studying at the University of Jordan, but he was
aware that the train had left the station and that his commitments had grown too great
to allow for a return to study. He saw his brother Abdul Rahman’s graduation from high
school as an opportunity to fulfill that dream through him,

He talked to him about studying at the University,of Jordan, and Abdul Rahman agreed,
especially since he was keen on the Faculty of Sharia. His friend Jamal shared the same
desire, and their conversation took place on the hillside in‘the village of Surif.

In fact, both were accepted into the Faculty of Sharia at the University of Jordan. Just
before the academic year began, they traveled 'to Amman, where they rented an
apartment in the Al-Muhajireen neighborhood, a working-class area that housed some
Palestinian residents. University life'was an entirely new world for Abdul Rahman and
Jamal, one that starkly contrasted ‘with the lives they had led in Surif and Hebron, or
their shared experiences at Tarig Ibn Ziyad Schoel.

The intellectual life, political“conflicts, social openness, and the level of influence
wielded by active individuals, in student life were all remarkably different from what
they had known before. At the Faculty of Sharia, the commitment of female students to
wearing the hijab was commendable; however, in/general, life at the university was
much more liberal compared to the conservative community of Hebron, particularly in
the surrounding villages like Surif.




But Abdul Rahman and Jamal had already made up their minds about their life direction
during their years at Tariq Ibn Ziyad School in Hebron, where they had openly aligned
themselves with the Islamic current and adopted the ideas of the Muslim Brotherhood.
Here, at the Faculty of Sharia at the University of Jordan in Amman, several prominent
figures from the Brotherhood were among the faculty members, holding PhDs in
Sharia. It was here that Jamal and his colleague met individuals experienced in
advocacy and community work, surpassing the limits of their dreams. They immersed
themselves in student activities, facing the accompanying ideological and political
struggles within the university's corridors and open spaces.

At the University of Jordan, a decision had been made to abelish student unions, but
this did not hinder the peak of student engagement in various activities. Students found
an outlet in elections held for what were termed associations. Jamalran for the Heritage
Revival Association at the Faculty of Sharia and won/among the'candidates aligned
with the Islamic current. The association began managing various aspects of student
activities in cultural, political, and educational fields, organizing trips to archaeological
and historical sites, as well as pilgrimage trips for Hajj and Umrah: One member of the
association proposed staging a play titled "The Waerld and a Tyrant" by Sheikh Yusuf
al-Qaradawi. The association discussed the ideay decided to adopt it, and put in the
necessary efforts to make it a success. A budget was allocated, and a television director
was hired. Training sessions and rehearsals were conducted repeatedly, and when the
performance began, the play achieved remarkable success, astonishing many professors
and instructors with its outstanding level.

During this time, the Soviet invasion of Afghanistan had significant repercussions on
student activities at the aniversity. The Islamists began to emphasize discussions about
the revolution in Afghanistan and theé mujahideen, clearly adopting the revolution there
and considering themselves an extension of it. Numerous conyersations arose among
the Islamic youth about.the necessity/ of traveling to Afghanistan to support the
mujahideen and the Muslim people there. The<Heritage Revival Association even
donated five thousand dinars from theproceeds of the play "The World and a Tyrant,"
which amounted to approximately fifteen thousand dinars.




The Jewish settlement movement intensified and escalated throughout the West Bank.
Wherever you turned, you found land being confiscated, settlements being established,
and Jewish settlers inhabiting the land, treating it as if it were their own. This situation
provoked the local population and prompted the National Guidance Committee to begin
organizing campaigns of demonstrations, marches, and media work against the
settlements.

As tensions rose, incidents of stone-throwing and Molotov cocktail attacks increased,
with some refugee camps in the West Bank, especially the Dheisheh camp near
Bethlehem, playing a significant role. The roads from Jerusalem to Hebron were
congested with the movement of settlers.

Amid this tension, a secretive extremist Jewish group of settlers began forming, plotting
to assassinate several active national figures from the Guidance Committee, assisted by
explosives officers within the civil admipistration. Theymanaged to gather information
about several personalities and planted explosive devices in their cars or garages.

That morning, the devices began to explode, injuring some individuals, while the
occupation forces pretended to have discovered and dismantled the remaining devices.
These events inflamed the occupied territories, raising the level of tension regarding
popular activities to unprecedented heights. However, it was clear that the level of
armed resistance had significantly decreased: One of the focal points of these activities
was Birzeit University, near Ramallah, which emerged as a clear center for national
action during these events.

In this atmosphere, my brother Muhammad arrived in Ramallah after being accepted
into the Faculty of Science at Birzeit University, enteting a completely new world
compared to the conservativerand closed camp life; and the Gaza Strip in general. At
Birzeit University at that'time, there'was not a single girl wearing a headscarf; all were
adorned and made up, unashamed to talk and jokewith boys, even disappearing behind
the sprawling olive trees. At was/a completely open society, much like any Western
community. For Muahammad, it was extremely difficult to integrate into this new life,
firstly because he had never encountered anything like it in the Gaza Strip or the Beach
Camp, and secondly, because his upbringing,the path he had chosen for himself, and
the religious rules he decided to adhere to made it nearly impossible for him to live in
this environment.




As for the clashes with the occupying forces during the demonstrations that erupted
from time to time in response to every new development on the Palestinian scene, they
were not difficult for him to handle. Anyone who grew up in Al-Shati Camp and lived
through the armed resistance in Gaza would find such events simple and easy compared
to what he had seen and witnessed.

All the houses in the town of Birzeit had already been rented by older students, leaving
no space for him. Thus, he was forced, along with a few other young men, to rent a
place in Ramallah. This meant a daily journey between Ramallah and Birzeit—a trip
that was neither long nor costly, yet required him to spend most of his time away from
his study room, his comfort, and his meals, waiting for the next lecture.

In that house, Mohammed encountered a number of contradictions and matters that did
not suit him. He was the only one among the six young men living there who was
religiously committed. Some of his housemates held starkly different ideological
views—one of them was an outspoken Marxist, unhesitant to declare his beliefs. At that
time, Marxism was one of the most prominent ¢urrents at the'university, so this young
man did not shy away from mocking Mehammed, his worship, and his faith. This often
plunged the house into a state of tension and estrangement.

Another young man seemed entirely uninterestedyin his studies. His sole concern was
discussing women—their beauty, their relatienships, and their transgressions—as well
as boasting of his own exploits in this domain. He would spend hours writing love
letters, crafting three or four at once'to different gixls, then proceed to read them aloud,
unconcerned with his countless grammatical and stylistic errors. He paid no heed to
those around him, who were studying and pleading with him to stop.

Their financial situation had improved significantly, so.Mohammed had no monetary
concerns. Still, he tried to economize asumueh aspossible forthe sake of the household.
That did not prevent him, however, from occasionally dining at the university cafeteria,
especially on days /whenshis schedule’ demanded long hours on campus, waiting
between lectures.




On days like these, Mohammed faced the challenge of performing his prayers—Dhuhr,
Asr, and sometimes even Maghrib. The university had no mosque, forcing him to
withdraw to a secluded spot outside the campus, near an olive tree, to pray. Before long,
however, he learned that there was a mosque in town, despite the overwhelming
Christian majority of its residents. He began frequenting it whenever his schedule
allowed, and to his surprise, he found dozens of other university students there—young
men who, like him, were committed to their faith and observant of their prayers.
Among this group of devout young men, a deep sense of harmony and camaraderie
quickly developed, a bond strengthened by the hostile and alienating atmosphere that
surrounded any form of religious devotion.

After returning to Ramallah from his university classes, Mohammed would sometimes
stroll through the city's quiet, near-deserted streets at night. He would hear the call to
Isha prayer from a nearby mosque, follow its sound, and perform his prayer there.

As he continued attending the mosque for Isha and occasionally Maghrib, and later for
Friday prayers, he gradually got to know a number of Islamic'students and youth in the
area. They were forming the nucleus of the Islamic Bloc at Bitzeit University—a close-
knit group that moved together, prayed together i the nearby mosque, and gathered
around the same table at the university eafeteria, drinking tea and discussing their
studies, campus affairs, and Islamic activities. At another table sat members of Fatah’s
student wing, forming their own bloc. Elsewhere, students from the Progressive Student
Action Front, the student arm of the'Popular Eront, held their own gatherings.

Each table belonged to a different student faction, meeting to strategize and recruit
unaffiliated students to their/cause. They .compiled lists of students in each faculty,
categorizing them based onwtheir, known tideolegical and political inclinations,
identifying the independents, and theniassigning membets to reach out and establish
connections, persuading them to join—orat the very least, to lend their support in the
upcoming elections: Al significant portion of Birzeit University’s student body was
female, and any student greup seeking influencehad to engage with them; otherwise,
success would be out of reach. Léftistfactions had no difficulty in this regard—many
of their most active members wete women. For the Islamic Bloc, however, significant
barriers stood in the way of working with female studénts.




Some female students had Islamic inclinations and supported the Islamic Bloc, yet they
were neither activists nor engaged in any substantial activity. All members of the Bloc,
including Muhammad, were convinced of the necessity of opening channels of
communication with the girls, inviting them to join or at least support the movement.
However, Muhammad, who came from the Shati Camp and was raised on the strict
principles my mother would repeat over and over until we had all memorized them by
heart, was too weak for such a task. If, by chance, one of his female classmates
approached him to ask a question about a lecture, a book, or any purely academic
matter, his face would flush red, sweat would bead on his forehead, and his gaze would
drop to the ground. His answers would be brief;a simple "yes" or "no," or a few extra
letters beyond that, before he would hastilyswithdraw.

Everyone was preparing for the electionsi/Every bloc, every political group—everyone
was talking to everyone else. Debates here, discussions there about the history of the
cause, its present, its future, the role of each faction, their'objections, the clash of ideas,
doctrines, and ideologies. The university grounds were overflowing with posters,
slogans, and banners, each party striving for the best possibleresults.

When the votes were counted, the leftist bloc secuted the highest results. The margins
between Fatah and the left were close, but it was the left that ultimately formed the
student union, having won the largest share. As for'the Islamic Bloc, it achieved what
no one had expected, despite being the smallest. foree in size.

Muhammad was accustomed to returning to the house in the Shati Camp roughly once
a month. He would arrive on Thursday evening, stay with us through Friday, and then
leave for Ramallah on Saturday morning to resume his studies and student activities.
Jamal and Abdul Rahman hadicompleted their final exams at the Faculty of Sharia at
the University of Jordan. They did not waitifor the results to be announced but instead
packed their belongings and returned immediately to the West Bank. Jamal's mother
was anxious—she longed.to see her son'settle down with a wife after his university
graduation. She never missed an opportunity to speak te him about marriage whenever
they were alone together.

Jamal, however, had different aspirations. He swished to continue his academic journey
and obtain a master's degree. His plan was to travelto Pakistan to pursue his studies
there, where he could,in additionito furthering his education, contribute in some small
way to the Afghan cause—atideast-on amoral level=by being present in a neighboring
land.




Under the pressure of his mother, the idea became more acceptable. What was the harm
in marriage, where there was no contradiction between the two matters—his journey to
obtain his degree from the university—during a gathering of many graduates in one of
the halls, he allowed himself to glance right and left, searching for someone who might
be his future wife.

In one corner, a girl sat like a piece of the full moon, her gaze lowered, wrapped in her
Islamic attire, which only enhanced her modesty and beauty. It was as if his heart
whispered to him that the goal had been achieved. But just then, a small child came
toddling toward her. She embraced him and kissed him. Jamal turned his head away,
saying to himself, Astaghfirullah—this is her child; she must be married.

He sat, waiting for his paperwork to be completed. As he lowered his head in thought,
a woman’s voice addressed him: "Aren’t you Jamal?" He' lifted his gaze slightly and
replied, "Yes. What is it?" He immediately realized that she was the same woman he
had noticed moments earlier.

"I am Intisar, your classmate from college," she said. "My uncle, Haj Hassan, spoke to
my family about wanting to propose to you on'my behalf. We have heard only good
things about you. But now, my cousin'is asking forimy hand—he’is not religious, and I
do not want him..." She fell silent, too shy. to continue.

At that moment, he allowed himself to raise his gaze fully. Before him stood a rare
pearl, draped in dignity and modesty. He. quickly<lowered his head again, his face
flushing as he murmured, "May God grant whatis.best."

When he returned to his family, friends; and “acquaintances, he was met with
disappointment. He learned that she'did not.possess apersonal identity card in the West
Bank. This meant that if he decided to return and marry her, she would not be able to
stay in the West Bank./Many. had married women witheut Isracli-issued identity cards,
only for their lives to turn into a nightmare, The decision was clear—he had to abandon
the idea of marrying her.

When he applied for a travel permit to Pakistan, the Jordanian security authorities
denied his request. His file marked him as a known activist with the Muslim
Brotherhood at the university. With no other option, he returned to settle in Hebron and
began working there.

A colleague pointed him toward:a young woman whoshad also graduated from the
University of Jordan, from'theFaeulty of Science. His mother went to meet her and her
family, and she returned filled with joy. She decided to arrange a visit so that he could
meet the girl at her family’s home.




As he entered the room, the weight of shyness bowed his head, so he lowered it. He
took a seat on one of the chairs in the room, attempting to start a conversation—when
suddenly, another girl appeared, along with the woman who had entered earlier, whom
he had assumed to be the mother of the one he intended to propose to. It was she who
introduced herself. She began speaking, trying to break the boundless ice of modesty.
And by God’s decree, fate was sealed, and she became his life’s companion.

Many graduates from Islamic colleges, particularly Islamists, typically found
employment at the Islamic Charitable Society in Hebron, which ran numerous
educational, developmental, and social institutions. Jamal took a teaching position at
the Model Secondary School of the Alumni Association. It was evident that the school,
in one way or another, was affiliated with the Palestine luiberation Organization, just
like several other educational institutions, including the Polytechnic Institute and the
Research Center. At the school, he taught Islamic culture to twelfth-grade students.
Working in this school, surrounded by a large staff of teaghers and university graduates
from various political and ideological backgrounds in Palestinian society, made the
place feel like a political forum. Current affairs, were constantly debated, each person
presenting their perspective and engaging in discussions with others. Jamal was often
seen as a representative of his ideological cureent, held /responsible for why the
Palestinian resistance had been expelled from Jordan.

"Why did the Muslim Brotherhood in Jordan not join the Palestinian resistance to
overthrow King Hussein's rule?" they would ask. Jamal would respond: "This is a
matter that the Islamists had decided from the outset. They never have been, and never
will be, a tool for instability, nor will they. drag the‘region—or any part of it—into a
state of uncertainty or entangle \themselves.in actions that provoke public opinion
against them."

In one of the alleys of Jabalia refugee camp in.Gaza, ayoung man in the prime of his
youth walked, wearing a'jacket-—despite the.weather not being cold enough to warrant
suspicion. A black keffiyeh was draped-over his head, partially obscuring his features.
He kept his hands tucked inte his jacket,poekets,\trying to appear as if he were merely
waiting for a friend. /A military jeep approached: As it reached the alley, he heard a
faint, fragmented signal from his comrade; who had peenwatching the target. He pulled
his hand from his pocket, grippinga grenade: He/yanked-the pin and hurled it at the
jeep before turning to run. But there was no explosien: The soldiers halted their vehicle,
opening fire as they pursued him. Yet, he managedto escape. Incidents like these were
well known to many leadingfigures in theresistance factions,particularly Fatah, which
had taken the lead in such.operations—events that“increasingly fueled their growing
concerns.




In one of the meetings with some of those close to my brother Mahmoud, they
expressed their concerns. Mahmoud asked, "Does what is happening indicate that those
supplying these groups with weapons intend for this to occur? Isn't this a form of
aborting the resistance effort? Do we not have the right to see the fingerprints of the
Israeli intelligence agency, the Shin Bet, in this? Are they not the ones providing our
cells with these faulty weapons?" There was a consensus among those present that the
matter warranted an investigation and follow-up to uncover the hidden truths by
contacting anyone related to the situation, especially the young detainees in prison, to
gather any information they might possess.




During this period, the civil war in Lebanon had erupted, intensifying its weight and
causing Palestinians in Lebanon to become both affected and affecting. News of the
war from Lebanon reverberated throughout the occupied territories; there was hardly a
home or family untouched by its impact. The Palestinian people had been scattered
twice: first by the Nakba of 1948 and then by the Naksa of 1967, which led to the
division of many families. Half of some families found themselves in the camps of the
West Bank, while the other half was in Lebanon; some were in the Gaza camps, and
others in the camps of Jordan, not to mention those who had left or been displaced over
the years for various reasons, such as work, and were now unable to return.

We did not have known relatives in Lebanon_at that time, but many of our neighbors
had sons, brothers, or first-degree relatives there. These neighbors lived on edge as they
followed the news, passing it along from time to time. Some women had sons who
joined the revolution and traveled to Lebanon, remaining there. Their anxiety was
overwhelming as they listened to the news, desperately trying tolearn even the slightest
detail about their children. The problem was that there were no means of
communication at that time, and traveling to [iebanon was‘costly and complicated.
Those wishing to travel had to cross through Jordan, as there were no relations between
Israel and Lebanon, and above all, there wete the potential problems with the
occupation's intelligence services that travelers could face.

One of our neighbors had two sons invelved in the révolution in Lebanon. This woman
was nearly driven to madness, if not having lost her mind during that period. She would
remain lost in thought, her face pale, and began to.refuse food, eating only rarely,
causing her body to wither. Nightmares haunted her in both sleep and wakefulness,
predicting a grim fate for her'sons:‘The.women of the neighborhood tried to comfort
her in every possible way to preserve what little strength she had left to continue living
with some sense of reality and to convince her, to eat even a morsel of food.

As the war dragged on, one morning the camp awoke to'the news of her death without
ever knowing the fate of her sons. Meanwhile; my cousindbrahim graduated from high
school and found himself faced with the choice of enrolling in one of the universities
in the West Bank—suceess of Birzeitsspeeifically—or studying at the Islamic
University, which had just opened its first year with.about twenty students.




That year, there was talk of admitting only a few dozen students and of opening an
Arabic language college alongside the existing colleges of Sharia and Usul al-Din. The
prospects for this fledgling university were anything but clear, and any reasonable
person at the time would have predicted its inevitable failure. It had no buildings of its
own—its students attended classes in the Azhar secondary school building in the
afternoons. It lacked an academic faculty, relying instead on a handful of scholars from
the Azhar school. It had no real budget, no resources—none of the fundamental
requirements of a university, even at the most basic level.

As soon as Ibrahim completed his studies and his exam results were announced, his
exceptional performance became evident—he had scored an impressive 91% in the
scientific stream. That day, my mother spoke-with my. brother Mahmoud about
Ibrahim’s university education, suggesting that he enroll with-Muhammad at Birzeit
University. That evening, when we had<all gathered at’'home; Muhammad called
Ibrahim aside and sat with him in his roam. He urged him to travel to Ramallah in the
coming days and register at Birzeit.

Ibrahim hesitated, uncertain about enrglling at Birzeit. Sensing fear and doubt in his
brother’s voice, Mahmoud asked, “Then where do you want to study?”

Ibrahim, still unsure, replied, “I might register at the Islamic/University.”

Mahmoud stared at him in surprise. “The IslamiciUniversity? You mean the one they
just opened at Azhar?”

Ibrahim murmured, “Maybe... maybe...”

At that moment, my mother entered the reom, having overheard their conversation.
“What’s wrong with you, Ibrahim?”"she said..“It’s as if you don’t want to study at
Birzeit because of the costs. My son, you and your cousins are like brothers. What is
enough for one is enough for both, Our liveliheed isiin God’s hands, and we are doing
well, thank God...”

It was clear that she had understood what lay deep within Ibrahim’s heart, though he
tried to hide it, mumbling with tears'welling inthis eyes, ©God bless you, Auntie... but
I don’t want to leave Gaza,”

Mahmoud reached into his packet, pulled out awad of Jardanian banknotes, and handed
them to Ibrahim. “This is for your first sémester fees, registration, travel expenses, and
a little extra for pocket money. Let’s go register atBirzeit.”

Ibrahim refused to take the money, pushing Mahmoud’s hand away. My mother
shouted, “Take it now! Think it over and register wherever you like. We want you to
study at Birzeit with Muhammad, but thechoice is yours in the end... Take it, take it.”
Ibrahim finally reached out.and accepted the money; his head bowed. Yet it was clear
that his mind was already made up—he would register at the Islamic University. Any
simple calculation confirmed.that-1ts eosts were less than half of what Birzeit or any
other university required.




He did not want to burden the family further. Besides, staying in Gaza allowed him to
work occasionally, earning some money to ease the financial strain on the household.
And so, he headed to the Al-Azhar School building, where he registered at the Islamic
University and was accepted into the Arabic Language program.

When he returned with the news, he told me first, pulling out the remaining amount
from his pocket to hand it back to my mother, too embarrassed to do it himself. But I
refused to take it from him, saying, “What does this have to do with me? Why drag me
into your business with the government? Go to her yourself and sort it out.” He insisted,
so I walked with him to the kitchen, where my mother was preparing food. I said,
“Congratulate Ibrahim—he has been acceptedanto the Islamic University, College of
Arabic Language.” My mother turned to him, and before she eould say a word, he
quickly added, “God bless you. This ig the leftover money.” Her eyes filled with
admiration and respect. She took the money, then handed him five dinars, saying, “Keep
this; you’ll need it.” He tried to refuse, but she insisted, forcing him to take it. He
accepted it, his face burning with embarrassment, mumbling, *“God bless you, Aunt.
May your kindness never end.”

At that time, the Islamic University. was little more than an aspiration, and some
students enrolled out of necessity, asthey had nother options. The university operated
from the Al-Azhar Religious Institute on Thalathini Street in Gaza. After the institute’s
morning students finished their classes and left for their homes, Islamic University
students arrived—about twenty who had.completed their first year in the Colleges of
Sharia and Fundamentals of Religion, along with.a limited number of new students in
these same fields and in Arabic Language.

Each group entered a classroom in theinstitute, where one of the institute’s scholars
would teach them a subject from their specialization. When one sheikh finished, another
took his place, and so /it continued—ifour ot five consecutive lectures, just like in
secondary school, with no.noticeable difference.

Into this academic atmosphere, Ibrahim stépped, with no sense of being in a university
or experiencing campus life Jike 'what"Mahmoud had described from Egypt or what
Muhammad had shared about Birzeit. But hetknew he had no right to impose even a
single extra penny on the family, andhis dignity would not allow him to take any other
path.




At the same time, he knew he could return to working at the vegetable stall in the
market, especially since his university classes were in the evening, allowing him to
work efficiently in the morning. However, he was well aware that merely mentioning
this to my mother or Mahmoud would unleash a storm upon his head. So, he began
contemplating another way to earn a living—one that would not alarm my mother or
provoke Mahmoud’s emotions.

One of his friends from the mosque worked in construction. He refused to take jobs in
the occupied territories of '48 and was content to work within the sector, despite the
meager wages and the scarcity of opportunities. Ibrahim agreed with him that whenever
he found work, he would be willing to join as an assistant until noon. His friend found
this arrangement acceptable. Ibrahim thenpresented the matter to us, framing it as a
desire to learn the trade of construction/@longside his friend rather than a pursuit of
income. Given how he portrayed it, the family had no objections.

On the days they found work in someone’s home, he would leave early in the morning,
dressed for labor. If the worksite was nearby, he would return home afterward to change
before heading to university. If it was far, he would take his clothes/and books with him.
At noon, if circumstances allowed, he would change before going to class; otherwise,
he would attend lectures in his work attite, sometimes unable to change at all. Many
weeks, they even worked on Fridays, pausing only to go to the mosque for Friday
prayers before resuming their tasks in the afternoon. Yet, he was content. Over time,
Ibrahim had begun covering his own ‘expenses and needs. Eventually, he bought a
bicycle to ease his movement between home, woik, and university, saving both effort
and money.

Life in the occupied territories was beginning to,develop noticeably. Political and
ideological blocs were growing mote proneunced within warious professional unions.
In the Engineers’ Association, three major factions had formed into distinct groups:
Fatah, the leftists, and the Islamists. My/brether Mahmoud was an active Fatah member
in the association. He and-his colleagues coordinated theit efforts to secure the largest
possible number of engineets' votes.in hopes of winning the administrative board
elections—just as their ceunterparts from therother two factions did. The same was
happening in the Medical Associationand the Lawyers’ Syndicate.




Competition within these associations and unions was at its peak. Each faction
assembled teams of activists who would visit colleagues at their homes and workplaces,
striving to persuade them to participate in the elections and vote exclusively in their
favor.

At times, two factions would forge an alliance against the third, seeking to wrest control
of the board from it. Since the leftists had been the pioneers in union activism and were
more adept at organizing themselves, Fatah frequently allied with the Islamists in an
effort to overpower them.

The most striking example of this dynamic was the elections of the Red Crescent
Society in Gaza. The leftists held a strong and-entrenched position in the association,
compelling Fatah and the Islamists to unite’in an attempt t¢ seeure victory and unseat
them. This struggle escalated into clashes, prompting the Islamists to mobilize large
gatherings at the Islamic University in the sector, where their ptesence had grown
significantly in recent times.

My brother Mahmoud played his part in the Engineers’ Association ¢lections. The Fatah
members, intent on securing the largest numberof engineers' votes to win, met every
two or three days to review the names of engineers, assess their outreach efforts, and
evaluate the strategies of opposing factions. Theén, they would set out to consolidate
further support. On election day, they deployed/several cars to transport hesitant
engineers to the polling stations. Similar efforts were made in the Medical Association,
the Engineers’ Syndicate, and other professional unions.

It was evident that the Islamists were focusing their efforts on university students in
particular, as well as high school students.more generally. Across all universities and
institutes in the occupied territories of the West Bank, youth activities—cultural,
athletic, and social-—were designedto gather students, organize them, and shape their
ideological and doctrinal convictions.

Sheikh Ahmed personally-oversaw student activities in Gaza. He regularly invited a
group of active students from the Islamic Uniyersity to.meet with him, where he would
inquire about student affairs and request their attendance once a week. They, in turn,
brought along other likesminded youthss Tegether, they would discuss matters of
Islamic activism om campus,, election preparations, strategies for engaging with
ordinary students, andunethods of winning them over to.the Islamist cause.




Once the elections were held and victory was secured, they began directing efforts
toward high schools, preparing the students who would later join the Islamic University
or other universities, ensuring they were ready to align with the Islamic blocs and take
on the responsibilities of Islamic activism.

Ibrahim was one of the most active students at the university during that time. Sheikh
Ahmed relied heavily on him and several other students. He was one of the Islamic
bloc’s candidates in the student union elections, which they won. His days were
consumed by his work—earning a few coins in the morning, studying in the afternoon,
and dedicating his evenings to Islamic activism. Ibrahim was a flame of relentless
energy and movement. At night, when he returned home, he would have his dinner
before sitting down to read either his academic books or other texts. Rarely did he fall
asleep in a conventional manner—more often than not, sleep would overcome him with
a book still in his hand. I would then take it from his chest, place it beside him, and
cover him with a blanket, my admiration and respect for him growing ever deeper. His
dedication only strengthened my resolve and enthusiasm for my studies in my third year
of high school.

Meanwhile, Mohammad was making exeellent progress in his studies at the Faculty of
Science at Birzeit University. Living in Ramallah®proved unsuitable, so he sought a new
residence in Birzeit itself. After much difficulty, he/finally found accommodation with
a group of young men from the Islamic blo¢. Their dwelling—three rooms tucked
beneath one of the luxurious houses ‘on the opposite side of the street—became his new
home, shared with five of his peers.

This house was nothing like the oneihe had lived in back in Ramallah. Mohammad’s
housemates were all devout young men from the Islamic bloc. Since the beginning of
the academic year, the'house had transformed into a quasi-headquarters for the bloc’s
activities. It became @ hub'for members,\a place where they gathered, planned their
student initiatives, and conducted their meetings.

Mohammad played a pivetal role'in leading the movement, which inevitably required
him to coordinate with female students'who supported the bloc, Some of these students
had begun wearing the hijab—a development that marked /a near-strategic shift at
Birzeit University, where veiled women had been a-rarity. He would always summon
them in groups, usually two or three at a time. They would stand conversing in one of
the university’s corridors omsit-in the.cafeteria, their gazes lowered. The men, too,
would keep their eyes averted as they spoke, offering guidance on how the female
students should organize their efforts within the university, explaining their role in the
broader movement.




Student activism in universities was never confined to a single campus. This was the
nature of all student movements and frameworks—every student bloc at one university
sought, almost instinctively, to connect with its counterparts at other universities and
institutes. The Fatah-affiliated students at Birzeit University, for instance, maintained
contact with their peers at An-Najah University and beyond.

Likewise, members of the Islamic bloc frequently exchanged visits. It was common for
a delegation from An-Najah University to visit their fellow members at Birzeit, or vice
versa. These encounters served as opportunities to share experiences, offer advice, and
coordinate joint activities. Despite its small size, the Islamic University—still in its
early days, with limited student activism—began carving out.its role in this dynamic
network. On numerous occasions, Mohammad and Ibrahim erossed paths in joint
events that had been organized.

Activists from Birzeit University often traveled to An-Najah National University in the
city of Nablus. The level of openness there was lower than at Birzeit, yet it was still
exponentially greater than that of Gaza, where conservatism reigned to an extraordinary
degree—even before the rise of Islamic activismy Perhaps this environment was one of
the factors that fueled the movement’s widespreadiexpansion in Gaza, surpassing that
of other regions.

Hebron University fell somewhere between Nablus and Gaza in terms of its social
conservatism. It was less rigid than Gaza but'more.so than An-Najah. The movements
of student activists remained largely unmonitored, facing little interference from the
occupation’s intelligence services. While, there may have been some level of
surveillance, it was not oyert. This allowed students to operate freely, engaging in their
activities without restrictions,sparticularly sice theiractions were usually limited to
ideological disputes and internal rivalries between different student factions—matters
that had little direct impact on the occupation.

However, during national events or in times of heightened tension, when the occupation
forces had intelligence suggesting possible distusbances on university campuses, they
would prevent students from teaching their institutions. They set up roadblocks, turning
students away, or cordomed off campuses with heavy military presence, trapping
students inside. In such instances, protests would spill into nearby areas, sometimes
leading to confrontations between students and soldiers. Stones would be hurled,
nationalist chants and slogans-woeuld echo through the air. In response, the soldiers
would fire tear gas canisters or shoot bullets over students’ heads—sometimes at their
legs. Raids and arrests often followed in the wake of these clashes.




Some students were detained for a short while, others imprisoned for slightly longer
periods—yet life would always resume its course.

At Al-Karmel Secondary School, where I studied, members of the Islamic bloc, under
the supervision of my cousin Ibrahim, organized a trip to Jerusalem and several other
historical and scenic sites across Palestine. Registration was opened for those
interested, with a set fee for participation.

One of the organizers approached me, inviting me to join. I hesitated, telling him I
would think it over and give him an answer later. That evening at home, Ibrahim urged
me to sign up, insisting that I shouldn’t miss such an opportunity—to leave the confines
of the Gaza Strip, to visit the West Bank, Jerusalem, and the lands occupied in 1948, to
see our homeland with my own eyes. Then he asked, “If the feeis an issue, I can cover
it for you.”

I smiled, assuring him that money was not the problem; I could afford the cost. My
hesitation stemmed from the principle of participating in such excursions. He pressed
me further, and in the end, I promised him [ would go.

The following day, I registered and paid the fee'to the bloc’s representative at school.
On Friday morning, we gathered at the school gate before dawn, each of us carrying a
small bag with food for the two-day journey. | knéw thatIbrahim would be joining us—
he was, in truth, the trip’s real supervisor.

As the bus set off, he recited the Traveler’s Prayer, and we all repeated after him:

"In the name of Allah shall be its\course and its anchorage. Praise be to Him who has
made this subservient to us, for we could never have.done so on our own, and to our
Lord we shall surely return. O Allahy we ask of Youin this journey righteousness and
piety, and deeds that are pleasing to You."

With every landmark ‘we passed—tuins of villages, traces of towns erased in war,
remnants of homes deliberately destroyed'by the oceupiers to erase the Arab identity of
the land—Ibrahim, or another young man.alongside him, would stand and explain:
"This was once such-and=such a place. These 'arethe ruins of Asqalan. This sycamore
tree stands at the heart of Hamama village. Here lie the remains of the mosque in
Asdud’s park, and beyond are the remnants ofiits school and homes."

Our first stop was atop a beautiful hill, crowned by“an old Christian monastery. We
stepped off the bus as\Ibrahim began his'account of the'site—now known as Latrun
Monastery. He spoke of thesgreat Battle of Emmaus, fought on these very grounds,
where Abu Ubaidah ibn al-Jarrah led the Muslim army in the conquest of Palestine.




Ibrahim bent down as he recounted the details of the battle—the sheer number of the
Prophet’s companions who had fallen as martyrs here. He grasped a handful of the
reddish earth and said, “This very soil bears witness, for it has been mixed with the
blood of the companions of the Messenger of Allah (PBUH).” His eyes shimmered with
unshed tears. A profound silence fell over the group—only the warbling of a bird and
the rustling of leaves in the wind could be heard. Then he continued, “This soil is ours.
This land is ours. The companions of the Messenger of Allah (PBUH) sanctified it with
their pure blood, and it must once again be sanctified by the blood of the followers of
the Messenger (PBUH), so that it may be freed.”

I was stunned by what I heard—especially coming from Ibrahim, who was practically
mute at home, particularly in my mother’s presence. Yet here, he shone as a masterful
orator, eloquently expounding his ideas. His knowledge of the places we passed was
vast, and with each revelation, my respeet and admiration for him grew.

The bus resumed its journey, covering more ground. A companion of Ibrahim’s pointed
toward the foothills of a mountain, saying, “There, on that slope, lies the village of Deir
Yassin.” He then began recounting the infamous imassacre /that befell the village—a
name forever etched in history as a symbol of the brutal eppression inflicted upon the
people of Palestine.

Before long, we reached Jerusalem, then the walls of Al-Aqsa Mosque and the Old City.
We walked through the ancient streets, lined with" market stalls brimming with all
manner of traditional goods. Everything one could imagine was for sale, though
wooden artifacts stood out-—popular souvenirs for the tourists who roamed the alleys,
having come from all corners of the'world:

At every turn, Israeli border guards stood wateh, rifies slung over their shoulders, their
keen eyes tracking every movement.

As we approached one of Al-Aqgsa’s gates, we found a large detachment of border police
stationed there, scrutinizing; each visitor’s identification, sometimes recording the
numbers. After registering-ours, we stepped inside. Over the loudspeakers, the voice of
a sheikh reverberated through the sacred space, reciting verses from the Holy Qur’an.




The Dome of the Rock, with its vibrant colors, crowned the elevated hill, accessible via
stone steps. As we approached the gate of Al-Agsa Mosque, a sense of reverence and
awe washed over me as I took my first steps inside, holding my shoes in my hand. We
paused to perform the two units of prayer to greet the mosque, then sat in anticipation
of the Friday sermon. The preacher ascended the pulpit and delivered an ordinary
sermon that felt familiar, lacking anything new or distinctive compared to the sermons
I had heard from the sheikhs in Gaza. Afterward, we stood to pray the Friday prayer
and its Sunnah, and soon the congregation began to disperse.

We regrouped and climbed the steps to the Mosque of the Dome of the Rock. Ibrahim
started to explain to us about the mosque and the stone fiom which the Prophet
Muhammad (PBUH) ascended to the heavens during the Night Journey and Ascension.
He explained that the Isra (the Night Joutney) was fromMecca to Jerusalem and that
the Mi'raj (Ascension) was from Jerusalem to the Lote Tree of the Utmost Boundary in
the heavens. He emphasized that Jerusalem was the essential station on earth in this
journey toward the heavens.

It was possible for the Prophet (PBUH) to ascend directly to the heavens from Mecca,
but the wisdom of God necessitated passing through Jerusalem to illustrate to Muslims
the special significance of Jerusalem in their faith, religion, and path to heaven. He
reiterated, time and again, “From hete in Jetusalem, the Prophet (PBUH) ascended to
the heavens.” A shiver ran throughimy body, and aswave of goosebumps covered me,
which I could not hide from those standing beside me, who shared the same feeling. We
were in the Gaza camps, wisiting Jerusalemfor the first time. Previously, it had been
just a name with some minimal impact inour minds. Now. we stood in this sacred place,
surrounded by occupation soldiers who allowed some to.enter while preventing others.
Here we were, the Muslim and Arabmations, with all theirmillions, wealth, and armies,
standing helpless in liberating it from these wtetched, vile gangs.

From that moment, 'we began to/understand that the conflict had another dimension
beyond what we had previeusly perceived. The dssue wasnot merely about land and a
people displaced from'it, but rather.a battle of belief and religion, a struggle for
civilization, history, and existenee. Ibrahimandthose who organized this trip succeeded
in instilling this meaning deeply within'us. Amidst these reflections, we heard Ibrahim's
voice announcing thatiwe should mnow head back to the bus to travel to Hebron, where
we would visit the [brahimisMesque. ‘The voice echoed, and we walked towards the
gate, feeling as if our feet were being pulled from the ground, for the awe of the place
and its sanctity stirred emotions within us, making it hard to leave willingly, as we
wished to remain here.




All along the way to the bus, Ibrahim’s words still echoed in my ears—his account of
Salah al-Din’s pulpit, which he had prepared years before liberating Jerusalem, placing
it before him as both a motive and a driving force, spurring him toward the city’s
freedom from the Crusaders. And how, in 1968, Jewish hands had set it ablaze. I found
myself wondering: Is there a Salah al-Din for this age?

The bus set off toward Hebron, passing first through Beit Jala, then Bethlehem, and
then Dheisheh Camp. We recognized the camp by the density of its clustered, simple
buildings. Ibrahim identified it as Dheisheh, then gestured toward the other side, where
a tent had been pitched in an open field, guarded by dozens of soldiers. “Here,” he said,
“Rabbi Moshe Levinger, one of the most prominent settlers in.Hebron, is staging a sit-
in. He protests the occupation forces’ failurgto protect settlers as they travel to Hebron,
where they are pelted, night and day, by the stones of the camp’s youth.” We then passed
by Al-Arroub Camp, and in due time, we arrived in the city of.Hebron.

As we entered the heart of the old city, we found it resembling nothing less than a
military barracks. Hundreds of soldiers were \stationed here and there, dozens of
military vehicles maneuvered through strategie points, and barbed wire encircled
numerous locations and buildings.

Since the mid-1970s, Jewish settlers—under the protection, sponsorship, and full
backing of the occupation forces—had begun seizing various buildings and sites in the
old city. They expelled residents and toek their homes, while scores of soldiers guarded
them. Then came the renovations, the construction, the systematic reshaping of the
area’s Arab identity. Each day, they toek over anew building, a fresh site, while the
soldiers shielded and empowered them.

The bus brought us at last to'the saered, [brahimi Mosque. A vast number of soldiers
were stationed in the area, inspecting the identification of every Arab visitor, stopping
them while Jewish and foreign tourists moved about freely, ascending the long stone
stairway unhindered. We proceeded down.a narrow cornidor, flanked by an expansive
prayer area laid out before us, before stepping anto a'side courtyard that led to the
mosque’s main sanctuary. At its far end ‘were two more prayer halls. We saw tombs
draped in green cloth, inseribed with names steeped in history=—Ibrahim, Isaac, Sarah,
and Joseph (peace be upon them)."We performed the Maghrib prayer and wandered
through the mosque, absorbing the richness of our faith'and heritage etched into its
walls.

As we departed, we lingered at the doors where vendors sold sweets—delicate pieces
of malban, sheets of apricot gamar al-din, raisins, and dried figs. Then, boarding the
bus once more, we set off toward Gaza.




Everyone began reciting the evening supplications: “We have reached the evening, and
to Allah belongs all sovereignty and praise... and we are not of the polytheists.” The
collective prayer echoed from our throats, each of us sinking into our seat, yet the words
we repeated carried a depth unfamiliar to us before. When the names of Muhammad
(PBUH) and our father Ibrahim (Peace be upon him) were mentioned, their presence
after this journey—through these sacred places—gave the words a meaning wholly
different from what we had known.

From this day on, I resolved to remain steadfast in my prayers, never to abandon them.
And now, I had to begin preparing earnestly forimy final high.school exams (Tawjihi).
Only two and a half months remained, and 4 needed to secure decent grades.




Chapter Fifteen

The first half of the ninth decade of the tenth century of the millennium bore witness to
great changes on the Palestinian stage, as well as profound shifts in our morals and
behaviors.

I completed my high school studies and decided to enroll at the Islamic University of
Gaza—despite my brother Mahmoud’s objections. "What? You call that a university?
It’s not even fit to be a high school!" he scoffed..Hassan, however, supported my
decision, and Ibrahim agreed as well. My mether, yielding to my insistence, silenced
Mahmoud, telling him to leave the matter to me, as it was my choiee alone. Reluctantly,
he held his tongue, though his silence segthed with unspeken anger and disapproval.

I registered at the Islamic University and was accepted into the Faculty of Science. I
could hardly wait for the new academic year to begin, especially with news that the
university was undergoing remarkable developments. That year, it would welcome five
hundred students, elect a president holding a doctoral degree, and recruit several PhD
holders as faculty members. Plans were even in place to construct a dedicated campus
building.

Throughout the summer break, Ibrahtm remained steadfast in his work in construction
alongside his friend. He earned a decent sum and, more than that, became a skilled
builder in his own right. Learning the trade fiom his companion, he evolved into a
professional. They became business pactners, hiring an assistant laborer, taking on
medium-sized contracts,/and securingindependent projects. It was clear that Ibrahim’s
self-reliance was forging him mto a man ef his.own making.

Meanwhile, my brothers, Mahmoud and,Hassan, were both blessed with newborns, as
was my sister Fatimah, Hassan’s worksalso flourished—he resolved to open his own
metalworking and lathe workshop. He rented a space and began acquiring the necessary
machinery. Money was no longer an obstacle..As forMohammed, he was excelling in
his chemistry studies at Birzeit University, finishing each semester with top honors. The
university had waived hisstuition fees due to his academic/distinction, leaving him
responsible only forhis daily ltving expenses.

As the academic year commenced, we began attending€lasses in the same building as
Al-Azhar’s religious institute. Much ofwhatwehad heard about the university’s growth
was now taking shape before our eyes—the number of admitted students was as
expected, a PhD holder had assumed the presidency, and several other distinguished
professors had joined the faculty.




They had begun completing the construction of a long-planned building, one intended
exclusively for the university.

All these developments were clear signs that the institution was evolving into a true
university. The promising changes reassured us as students about the future. Yet, despite
these advancements, we still attended classes in the institute’s rooms during the
afternoons—male students using the section designated for Al-Azhar’s boys, while
female students attended in their respective quarters.

The year of our admission was considered a preparatory year, during which we studied
subjects equivalent to the general secondary curriculum, alongside students from Al-
Azhar’s high school. The coursework was predeminantly theoretical, consisting mainly
of religious studies taught by scholars, withéonly a few intrgductory scientific subjects.
Consequently, the academic rigor and workload felt relatively light, allowing us to
spend much of the year indulging in leisurely pursuits and engaging in the ideological
debates that unfolded among students of different affiliations

It was evident that the students aligned with the Islamic movement were the most
numerous, the best organized, and the most effective in presenting their ideas and
fostering connections with their peets. The Fatah-affiliated” students were less
influential but made continuous efforts to strengthen their presence and improve their
capabilities. As for the leftist students, they were a small, nearly invisible minority—an
insular group whose activity remained minimal.anddargely unnoticed.

A month into the academic yeat, the university buzzed with increasing activity as
students prepared for the upcoming eleetions, for the Student Union. Simultaneously, a
parallel election was underway for the Women’s Student Committee. Activists from
various factions intensified their efforts to engage with ncw students, introducing them
to their ideologies and/attempting to'win them over.

The small cafeteria hall became a livelyiarena, filled with students debating across
tables, promoting their ideas, and eritiquing their rivals. Within days, tensions surfaced
among members of the Islamic bloe, as many had begun operating independently of
their former leader—the same figure at'the center of past conflicts surrounding the Red
Crescent elections.

Soon, word spread'that he had officially split from*the group and would run in the
elections with his ownseparate [ist, while the rest of the bloc would present an opposing
slate. Meanwhile, nationalist-forees—ancluding Fatah and the leftist organizations—
were beginning to unite in preparation for the contest.




A third list entered the race, escalating the intensity of discussions. Flyers were
distributed, slogans were plastered across the walls, and members of the National Bloc
took to pasting numerous images of Abu Ammar on every available surface.

Each slate prepared a list featuring its eleven candidates, complete with its name and
emblem, and began distributing them to supporters. Ibrahim emerged as one of the most
active members of the Islamic Bloc. Though I did not consider myself part of it, nor an
ardent supporter, I found myself left with no real choice but to cast my vote for my
cousin and his slate. The deep bond we shared and my personal admiration for him
made it impossible for me to do otherwise—even though I had a certain inclination
toward Fatah, drawn by its symbolic stature andits role i armed resistance and guerilla
operations.

Election day was a first-time voting expetience for me and many others. We stood in a
long line, each holding our identification cards, presenting them' to the verification
committee before being granted accessto the polling station. Once inside, we received
a ballot, had our names crossed off the voter list, and proceeded to a designated table
where we selected our candidates. Aftermarkingour choices,we folded our ballots and
placed them into the box under the watchful eyes, of university staff and designated
representatives from each competing list., [brahim, too, was present, overseeing the
process on behalf of his slate.

Upon exiting the voting hall, I noticed a .commotion on one side of the courtyard.
Curiosity led me to investigate, and I'soon.discovered that Fatah activists were claiming
that members of the Islami¢ Bloc had torn up.images of Abu Ammar and trampled them
underfoot. The accusation undoubtedly left a negative, impression on some voters,
possibly even swaying their deeision at the last moment.

Once voting concluded, the counting process began. Rumors about preliminary results
quickly spread—some favoring the Islamie Bloc, others'suggesting a different outcome.
I remained on campus, waiting with Ibrahim for the final results. Around eleven o’clock
that night, the Dean of Student Affairs finally ¢merged and announced the outcome: the
Islamic Bloc had secured a decisivie victory, with a significant lead over the Independent
List, which had surpassed,the National Bloc.

That night, Ibrahim'and I walked home together. He-was brimming with joy, while my
mother, waiting anxiously for ourzeturn, was filled with concern. As soon as we arrived,
I recalled the incident at thespelling station and asked Tbrahim, "Is it true that one of
your activists tore up Abu Ammar’s pictures and stepped on them?"

He firmly denied it, assuring me that they had immediately investigated the matter and
found no evidence to support the claim. According to him, it was likely a last-minute
electoral maneuver by National Bloc activists to sway voters away from the Islamic
Bloc at the final hour.

For my part, I believed Ibrahim.




Without a doubt, I knew he was always truthful, and I had never witnessed him lie.
However, I couldn’t be certain about the honesty of those whom Ibrahim had
questioned.

Despite the eruption of civil war in Lebanon, in which the Palestinian resistance played
a crucial role, the presence of Palestinian fighters in Lebanon remained strong,
constantly troubling the Israelis. The resistance fighters occasionally launched a
number of Katyusha rockets at the Israeli settlements in occupied northern Palestine,
particularly targeting Kiryat Shmona. The Israeli government, led by Menachem Begin
and his Defense Minister, Ariel Sharon, seized the opportunity presented by the
assassination of an Israeli figure in Europe to_mobilize their army along the Lebanese
border and initiate an invasion of Lebanon,

Some expected the invasion to cover only a few kilometers to halt the Katyusha
launches; it appeared that Begin shared this belief. However, Sharon pushed the Israeli
army deep into Lebanese territory, ultimately besieging Beirut. Faced with the fears of
the Palestinian Liberation Organization (PLO) leadership regarding the Israeli army's
encroachment into Beirut and the surfounding Palestinian camps—aiming to eradicate
the resistance and annihilate tens of thousands of civilians in such a war—the decision
was made for the resistance to evacuate Lebanon‘through various intermediaries. Thus,
the PLO leadership and all armed Palestinian fighters exited Lebanon, leaving the
refugee camps and civilian populations vulnerablesand unprotected amidst a lack of
coordination or agreements with the Lebanese Phalangists and the Israeli army.

The Sabra and Shatila massacre ensued, claiming the lives of hundreds of Palestinian
refugees—men, women, and ¢hildren-—marking one efthe most heinous crimes against
humanity in those brutal events. Asnews spread through media channels, the situation
in the occupied territories explodeds This period'was exceptionally harsh and difficult;
there was hardly a home in the camps that.didinot-have sons, fathers, or close relatives
in the Lebanese camps. The refugees were forced to endure sotrow and anguish once,
twice, thrice, and even mere, accompanied by heartbreaking human stories—mothers
unaware of their children's fates, sons.oblivious to their fathers' whereabouts, or wives
left in the dark about theit.husbands’ conditions.




The protest at the university erupted like a tempest, loud and unrelenting. In that
moment, all affiliations, all disputes, dissolved into the roar of defiance. We clashed
with the occupation forces as they passed along Thalathini Street beside the university.
Stones rained down in torrents, endless and unyielding, yet their bullets did not cease,
nor did the choking clouds of tear gas. Cries of pain echoed in the chaos. Many students
fell, wounded, and were hurried to Dar Al-Shifa Hospital, their blood staining the
pavement.

In Hebron, the settlements swelled with each passing day, a creeping tide of occupation.
Every Saturday, another home was taken, its doors flung open to strangers as its rightful
owners were cast into the street. The army stood by, shields raised for the settlers, their
protection unwavering. The city’s breath grew heavy withutage, its people suffocated
by injustice.

Elsewnhere, in the shadows of this siege, three young men gathered—Fatah fighters,
bound by a silent oath. They moved with purpose, with fire in their veins, plotting an
act that would shake the ground beneath the occupiers’ feet. The city was a maze of
watchful eyes, of endless suspicion, yet they slipped throughit, unnoticed. Weapons
passed through cautious hands—a few rifles, sparse ammunition, grenades that fit like
fate in their grasp. They scouted the streets, whispering excuses for/their presence, their
eyes ever searching for the perfect moment, the perfect target.

And then, they found it—the Daboya stronghold, 'wheressettlers and soldiers
intertwined, a symbol of the occupation’s weight.\Under the cover of night, they crept
toward the cemetery that loomed abeve it; breath ‘shallow, steps light as wind. They
took their positions, fingers poised on the edge of destiny. Then, like a storm breaking
free, they struck. Grenades soared, shattering the silence. Gunfire crackled through the
air, swift and merciless. Screams ‘rose.from the.depths of the building, desperate and
unhinged. For long moments, the soldiers.did not fire back—caught in a chaos they had
not foreseen.

Then came the reinforcements, boots poundingagainst stene; weapons raised. The dead
and wounded were carried away, theirsnumbersilost in conflicting whispers, but one
truth remained—many had fallen. The citysawoke to the iron grip of a curfew, its streets
torn apart by vengeful hands. They searched, they questioned, they destroyed, grasping
at ghosts. Days bled into'nights, and when ihe curfew was finally lifted, Hebron was no
longer the same.

At the Ibrahimi Masque; where settlers once came as fleeting visitors, they now carved
out spaces of permanence.'Sections were elaimed, wallswere drawn, and where prayers
had once risen freely, the echogs of footsteps now marked aslow, relentless theft. Only
on Fridays did the settlers retreat; leaving behind a place forever altered, forever stolen.




In the Yousufiya Hall, they arranged their seats and set their candelabra aglow. Dozens
of soldiers stood watch, their presence unbroken, guarding these spaces, the devout
Jews, and the sacred artifacts of their worship, nestled deep within the mosque. Roads
were erased, homes confiscated, and the noose around the people’s necks tightened
further. The occupation’s forces spread like a suffocating shadow, roaming the streets,
scrutinizing identity cards, rifling through belongings at every corner, every narrow
alley. Life itself became a slow-burning torment, and the air grew thick with the stifling
weight of oppression, pressing down upon the chests of those who had long endured.
Jamal still made his way to the Ibrahimi Mosque, his steps unwavering despite the storm
that raged around him. No hardship, no decree,mno iron fist should stand between a soul
and its prayer. He knew it in his heart—thig'was their attemipt to break them, to uproot
them from what was theirs. "As long as @ single pulse beats within us, we will never
forsake our mosque," he would say, his yoice firm with conviction. And so, his mother,
with a heart weighted by both love and fear, and his wife,torn between worry and silent
faith, surrendered to the only refuge left to them: prayer for'his safety, prayer for his
return.

At the University Alumni Association School, where he taught among a throng of
educators loyal to the Fatah movement, the air @ften crackled with debate. Time and
again, they would lash out—at him, at the Tslamists, at those they accused of standing
idle, of failing to take up arms in the'struggle against the occupation. But Jamal only
met them with a quiet smile, answeting not with anger, but with certainty: their battle
was not one of mere weapons, but of the seul. “If our people are to fight a true and
unyielding war," he argued, "they must first be armed with faith. Only when they return
to their religion will this struggle take,on its fullest meaning, rising to the level it
demands. When a man undezstands/that hisisuffering in this ' world is but a step toward
reward in the next, he does not merely endure~—he embraces. He does not hesitate—he
charges forward, carrying/his cause as he-would his own beating heart. And in that,
there is no burden, no blame, only purpose."

It was not long before the settlers; toe, had begun to move in the shadows, weaving
their plans in whisperedysecteey. A group had formed, its purpose clear, its intent
sharpened like a blade: to strike against the Arabs of Hebronand beyond. These settlers
were not mere civilians; they bote weapons, stockpiled explosives, and carried within
them the cold precision of'seldiers—for.most had.ence donned the uniform of Israel’s
most elite combat units. Behind them, cloaked in robes of piety, stood the most extreme
of rabbis, lending them the shield of religious decree, whispering in their ears that there
was virtue in the spilling of Arab blood, that homes could be torn stone from stone, that
places of worship could crumble into dust—and that in all this, there was righteousness.




In the early morning hours, as the students of Hebron University gathered within the
campus, a white Peugeot 4 suddenly came to a halt. Three armed men emerged, and in
a chilling instant, they unleashed a storm of automatic gunfire upon the crowd. Within
mere moments, the car sped away, vanishing into the distance, leaving behind a scene
of horror—dozens of students, young men and women, collapsed in pools of their own
blood. Among them lay the fallen, their souls departing before help could reach them.
A long time passed before the occupation forces arrived, their intelligence officers
feigning concern, pretending to investigate the massacre. They questioned students,
stopped passersby, their voices laced with a hollow performance of authority. But the
people muttered under their breath, their disbelief palpable—What do they want? Do
they truly think we believe this was not their doing? That this‘herror was not of their
own making?

That same group of settlers had secured a house in the'heart of Jerusalem’s Old City.
There, they stockpiled advanced explosives and;underwent rigorous training under the
supervision of retired officers among them.| Their goal "was /clear, their intent
terrifying—to blow up Al-Aqsa Mosque, burying it and all within beneath the rubble,
erasing every trace of its Islamic heritage.

The plot reached the ears of security officials. The matter was studied carefully, and it
was decided that the timing was not yet right for/such a cataclysmic act. And so, for
now, the extremists were, restrained——arrested .and<imprisoned, but only temporarily.
Despite the blood they had already spilled, despite the grave conspiracies they wove,
their punishment was but a pause, a delay, nothing more.

Not long after, an extremist religious group calling itself The Temple Mount Faithful
declared its intent to storm Al=Aqsa’s sacred courtyard, laying the first stone of their
so-called temple upon its, ruins. Theyadidinot hide their. threats—if necessary, they
would seize it by force. Their audacity had precedent; not long ago, a lone fanatic had
stormed the mosque, opening fire upon the Muslim guards and worshippers, killing
many in cold blood.

News of the impending assault spread‘like wildfire, reaching every corner, every ear.
By midday, the warning, had reached the dslamic University. Without hesitation,
members of the student council gathered in the mainSquare, with Ibrahim standing at
the forefront. A rally'was held, veices rising in fury and‘determination, declaring the
dangers that loomed over Al=Agsa: A decision wasimade—whoever wished to march to
Jerusalem would do so.

For many, the journey was impossible without informing their families. Others,
however, did not hesitate. They handed their bags and books to their friends, entrusting
them with a simple message—"Take these home. Tell my family I have gone to
Jerusalem." Ibrahim and I were among those who did the same.




The bus set off toward Jerusalem, carrying us along with one of the university teachers,
Sheikh Yunus. We wished the bus could take flight, carrying us swiftly to Jerusalem so
that we might offer our bodies as a shield to protect Al-Agsa Mosque. Throughout the
journey, the Sheikh spoke to us about the sanctity of this sacred land and the great virtue
of striving in its defense, until our emotions, already aflame, burned even brighter.
Upon reaching Al-Agsa Mosque, we found a vast gathering of men, women, and
children—an unorganized but determined crowd. We were about sixty in number, and
we assembled in one corner of the mosque, forming a leadership with Ibrahim at its
head. The Sheikh was our guide and mentor. We divided into several groups, each
entrusted with guarding one of the gates wherethe aggressors, were expected to enter.
We had nothing to defend ourselves with except our bare thands, whatever sticks we
could find, and stones. We took our positions, having been instructed not to abandon
them under any circumstance, fearing that the assailants might strike from multiple
directions. The disorganized masses would ineyitably rush toward the first gate from
which news of an attack would emerge.

Each team was further divided into two groupsito ensure prayers were performed at
their appointed times—one group would pray while the other remained on guard. Once
the first group finished, they would resume their"positions, allowing the second group
to pray before returning to their posts. As night fell and the situation seemed likely to
persist, it was agreed that the first group would.sleep during the first half of the night,
then return to their stations, allowing the second group to rest for the remainder of the
night. The leadership team continued to issue. directives to all groups, ensuring
coordinated efforts.

Those who remained on guardithroughthe biting cold of the night were soon met with
aid from local residents, who hurried te,bring woolen blankets, offering each of us one
to wrap around ourselyes."We settled beside the mosque’s stone walls and pillars,
keeping watch, while our minds wandered through the profound history of this sacred
place. We whispered ameng ourselves, giving thanks that we had been granted the
honor of standing in scholarly vigil at Al-Agsa, ready to defend it with our very bodies
against any wicked aggressor:

We recalled the mitaculous Night Journey and Ascenision of the Messenger of Allah
(PBUH), and we remembered the.great Salah al-Din. Qur eyes welled with tears, and
the sound of quiet sobbing filled-the night air. At midnight, the second group replaced
us—we handed them the blankets for warmth and the stones for defense. Then we made
our way to the courtyard of Al-Agsa, spreading some mats beneath us while using others
as covers. When the call to Fajr prayer rang out, we rose, performed our ablutions, and
prayed with the congregation.




One of Al-Agsa’s guards had noticed the level of discipline and readiness among us.
Leaning in, he whispered to Ibrahim that there were hundreds of iron pipes—
scaffolding poles used in construction—stored nearby. "Take them," he said, "use them
if you must."

By sunrise, another bus had arrived, bringing more students from the university. Our
numbers now exceeded a hundred, each armed with a metal pipe—a weapon far
superior to bare hands or stones. Everyone took their positions once more, while waves
of people continued pouring into the mosque.

Every now and then, rumors would spread that the attackers were coming through the
Moroccan Gate, and the crowd would surge in that direction. Yet we, the students, held
our ground, unmoved. We soon noticed another large group of young men—more
disciplined than the general masses. They; too, had taken note of us, and after observing
Ibrahim, they seemed to recognize him/as our leader. Some of them approached him,
introduced themselves, and revealed their origins—they were devout youth from our
brethren in the occupied lands of 1948, mostly from the town of Umm al-Fahm. Without
hesitation, they joined us, merging seamlessly into our ranks.

What set them apart most was their extraordinary kindness and an’almost unimaginable
readiness for sacrifice. It was not long before on¢'of them broke into a song, a heartfelt
chant of devotion—ballads woven with honor and purity, pledging life and soul for the
sake of Al-Agsa. We could not hold back ourtears;.they flowed freely down our faces,
and our grips tightened around the metal pipes.in our hands.

The day set by the so-called "Temple Faithful"passed, and yet they dared not approach
Al-Agsa. We remained for an extra day, ensuring absolute safety. Only when we were
certain that the threat had faded did.we finally decide to depart. After performing the
noon prayer at Al-Agsa, we gathered im.a citcle at the heart of the mosque’s courtyard.
Sheikh Younis sat among us, speaking of our, mission—our expedition in the path of
God, in the defense of our.sacred Al-Agsa.We had not encountered the enemy, nor had
any of us attained martyrdem.

Then, he raised his hands and began to pray, his veice trembling with devotion, pleading
for God to protect our beloved Al-Agsa from gheir treachery and to grant us the honor
of martyrdom and the virtue of striving i His cause~His supplications stretched long,
and we echoed after him, "Ameen... Ameen..." Until, at'last, sobs erupted among us,
and tears streamed down every-faec.

The bus carried us back to Gaza, but the silence upon us was unshakable.

Our journey to Al-Agsa, and our meeting with our brothers from the Palestinian
communities inside, reminded us of another fragment of our scattered people. It was
the first time we had encountered the Arab citizens of the occupied territories so closely.
Before, I had only heard bits and pieces about them. But in this brief encounter, I truly
came to know them. They had, in no time, broken into my heart and settled deep within
it, with their noble character, their kindness, and their light-hearted spirit.




Above all, their resilience throughout the years of occupation remained unshaken.
Despite all efforts to strip them of their Arab identity, their Islamic faith, and their
Palestinian roots, they stood firmer than anyone who had not met them, seen their spirit,
or witnessed their readiness could ever imagine.

My brother, Muhammad, had the chance to meet some young men from the interior
during his visit to Hebron University. As was customary for activists in various political
factions, Muhammad and his colleagues would tour different universities across the
West Bank and Gaza Strip, connecting with like-minded activists, coordinating efforts,
and unifying their stance.

During one such visit to Hebron University, a fellow aetivist invited them to a student’s
home for lunch. There, they were warmly.eceived with exceptional hospitality. The
hosts had prepared a meal, and as they sat together, Muhammad learned that they were
young men from the 48 territories—hailing from Umm al-Fahm, Kafr Qasim, and
other towns. It was immediately evident that these young men possessed kind souls, a
deep sense of faith, and an unshakable commitment to their religion and their people.
The years spent under occupation had only strengthened their adherence to their faith
and their cause.

Muhammad graduated from the Faculty of Scienee with distinction, which earned him
immediate acceptance as a teaching assistant in the Chemistry Department at Birzeit
University. My mother had long awaited his graduation, hoping for his return to settle
in Gaza. However, with his new appointment, it beecame clear that he would spend most
of his time in the West Bank. This, in itself, was a dilemma—his continued absence in
Ramallah weighed heavily on my mother., Yet; paradoxically, it also solved another
issue: upon his return ag a graduate, he wouldinced a new room, and there simply was
no space for that in the house. When the family,discussed his living arrangements in
Ramallah, he affirmed that, at least for the first.year, he would continue living in a
shared apartment with the same students, just as he had during his studies.

One day, after our vigil at-Al-Agsa Mosque, while we were gathered at home with the
family, [ happened to mention that event. The words slipped from my lips before I could
stop them, and there was no_turning back-=despite Ibrahim’s sharp glance in my
direction. Mahmoud seized the opportunity to lawhch an attack on Ibrahim and
Muhammad Mohsen, both of whom were members of the Islamic movement. He
criticized them for abstaining.frem armed resistanee, limiting themselves to political
and grassroots activism. "This moment," he declared, "places your leadership under
scrutiny. By invoking religion, they are stifling the immense potential of young people,
preventing them from engaging in the resistance".




Muhammad, well-versed in political debates through his years of student activism,
responded with a calm confidence that filled the room with a sense of quiet authority.
"Listening to you," he began, his voice steady and measured, "one might think your
guns never fall silent, that your operations will drive the Jews away in mere hours. But
tell me, isn’t it true that for years now, there has been no real armed resistance? What
we witness are feeble attempts that barely take shape before they are crushed—am |
wrong, Engineer?”

His words hung in the air, challenging the assumptions of those around him. The next
evening, as we gathered for Maghrib prayer at the mosque, the atmosphere was charged
with anticipation. The young men settled into their usual study circle, eager to engage
in discussion. Sheikh Ahmad was preparing tewspeak;-his presence commanding
respect, when Muhammad raised his voice respectfully, drawing.attention to his earnest
inquiry.

"Sheikh Ahmad," he said, his tone imbued with respect#if | may, there is a question
that lingers in every discussion we have: What is the role of dslamists in the national
struggle? In resistance?"

Sheikh Ahmad smiled warmly, scanning the faces around him, his gaze thoughtful and
reflective. He understood the weight of Muhammad's question, aware that it resonated
deeply with the concerns of the youth.

"We are in a stage of education and preparation,” he said, his voice steady and firm. He
then elaborated on the importance of nurturing individuals, emphasizing the vital role
of shaping minds and souls. He made it elear that'no great cause could thrive without
this foundational work. After he had. made his peint, he returned to his intended
discourse, but the seeds of his words lingered.in the minds of those present.

The words "education and preparation* became a refiain, echoing across the years and
resonating in our daily lives. In our home, those words found a place in conversations,
in Umm al-Abd’s house as her son Abdul Hafiz listened intently, and in university
debates where the question of Islamistsand armed resisiance would arise repeatedly.
The answer remained unchanged:

"We are in a phase of education and preparation.”

And always, those who spoke these words would invoke the Prophet Muhammad
(PBUH), recalling how he spent years cultivating faith, establishing a community, and
nurturing his followers'before ever raising a sword.in battle.

One night, we returned home late, the night air thick with tension, to find our mother
restless, anxiety etched acrass her face. Her warry was palpable. A policeman had come
earlier, delivering a summons, for lbrahim. He was toreport to the intelligence
headquarters at dawn; with'a warning—he must not be late.

Yet Ibrahim remained unshaken,-his demeanor calm and collected. He reassured our
mother with a quiet certainty that belied the'gravity of the situation, telling her this was
merely routine. "Many young men receive these summonses,” he said with a reassuring
smile, "they answer a few questions, and then they are released soon after." His
confidence served as a balm for our mother's frayed nerves, a reminder of the resilience
that coursed through our family and our community.




The next day, Ibrahim went for that interview, where he was detained along with several
others in a small kiosk for several long hours until the afternoon. Afterward, they took
him to the office of the intelligence officer for our area, whom I called Abu Wadi. He
began to ask Ibrahim ordinary social questions about his family, relatives, residence,
and studies. Ibrahim responded with short and very concise answers, while Abu Wadi
tried to entice him to elaborate, but Ibrahim adhered to a policy of brevity.

After a short while, the questions shifted to his student activities at the university, but
all he could muster were simple yes or no answers. Abu Wadi was provoked and
shouted, "Do you think we don't know about your activities and connections? Don’t
you realize your head is as hard as stone?"

Ibrahim remained silent, and Abu Wadi's¢shouting escalated as he began to push
Ibrahim with his hand or give him light slaps, yet Ibrahim stood still, his face turning
red. Abu Wadi shouted, "Education and preparation... education and preparation! Why
education and preparation?" Ibrahim logked at him and said, "I don’t know what you’re
talking about." Abu Wadi laughed, "I knew you would say that; I don’t expect anything
different from you. But let it be known that we knew you repeat these words, that you've
said them hundreds of times at the univetsity in response to questions from the National
Bloc students about your role in the sabotage against the State of Israel. And let it be
known that we are watching you, and we know every breath you take. The moment you
think of doing something beyond mere talk, we will’know how to put you in prison."
He extended his hand with the identity eard, handing it to Ibrahim, saying, "All this
hatred that fills your eyes, like the eyes of amule, don’t bring it with you when I call
you again; leave it at home." [brahimtook his card and exited the room, smiling a smile
that was not easy to hide.




Chapter Sixteen

My aunt Fathiya was blessed with a daughter named "Muna." Despite the newborn's
beauty, lively spirit, and charm, she never occupied my aunt's thoughts away from her
son Abdul Rahim, who had begun to crawl and talk. They started preparing him for
school with the onset of the new academic year. Abdul Rahim was a dark-skinned,
handsome child, yet he had a sharp sense of humor. If someone angered him, he would
frown and remain sulky until he managed to_vent his frustration, often retaliating by
hitting the one who upset him. He was greatly attached to his uncle Abdul Rahman,
who married after completing his university studies and had a daughter named
"Ruqgayyah."

Uncle Abdul Rahman loved him dearly, and whenever hethad the chance, he would take
his little hand after his mother got him ready to ge out with hisuncle. They would leave
the house either to the mountains or fora stroll in the quiet village'evening, away from
the sunset, where he would buy him treats from a\nearby shop. He often took him to
the mosque for the Maghrib prayer, where Abdul Rahim stood next to his uncle,
imitating him in prayer. [f his uncle ptolonged his prostration during a voluntary prayer,
Abdul Rahim would raise his head to. check his uncle's position. Once he saw him
prostrating, he would retutn to his own prostration., Then they would sit together in the
mosque with several young men who frequented.it, discussing a jurisprudential issue,
a historical matter, or an event from, the life of the Prophet. Abdul Rahim would sit
cross-legged, bowing his headsslightly, then raising his gaze to the speakers, resting his
head between his hands as_he suppotted them onhis knees.

His uncle often took him to'Hebron to yisit his friend and colleague Jamal, where they
would sit in the house, exchanging conversation /as others joined them to discuss
religious, political, ‘and various other issu€s. Sometimes they would go to one of the
mosques in Hebron or visit friends/at their homes.

Political awareness in the'occupied territories had clearly developed, especially in youth
gathering centers, 'particularly in universities, institutesy and high schools. The
competition among pelitical forees and' political thought had gradually begun to
escalate, as each force attempied-to seeure as many positions as possible in its favor.
For example, in universities, every faction tried to rally students to its side to ensure
victory in the elections for the student council.




During this competitive process, small and limited confrontations frequently occurred,
resolved quickly and easily. However, as the Islamic movement began to compete
vigorously in all arenas, a heightened sensitivity arose among the national movement,
led by Fatah. The national movement, which represents the Palestinian Liberation
Organization (PLO) with its various factions, considers itself the legitimate extension
of the organization, recognized as the sole legitimate representative of the Palestinian
people. This recognition has been upheld by the Palestinian populace for decades,
acknowledged by the Arab League, Arab states, and even the United Nations and other
international bodies.

For decades, this was how things transpired, until suddenly the Islamic movement
emerged in the occupied territories, growing significantly and eompeting for many
positions against representatives of the' PLO factions, (winning in many instances or
achieving good percentages in others: This was a deeply concerning development,
exacerbated by two additional factors. First, this assembly did not bear any practical
responsibility in the armed struggle against the occupation, and second, it did not
recognize the PLO as the legitimate representative'of the Palestinian people. Although
its leaders and figures did not explicitly deelare this, they simultaneously refrained from
making a clear acknowledgment of this' reality.’ When questioned about it, their
responses were diplomatic, neither a fiem "no" nor a‘definitive "yes."

As the strength of this movement grew across the occupied territories, particularly in
Gaza and specifically within the Islamic University, the Islamic movement achieved
nearly complete control over the student body by winning student council elections
with a very high percentage;y securing its candidates over those of the national
orientation, as well as/triumphing among the female students in the women's council
elections against candidates from the national'movement.

With this growth, concernsescalated, prompting more serious attempts to rebalance the
equation. It seemed that-instructions had ¢ome fromleadership abroad to work
diligently to settle matters, and all eircles began to mobilize. This led to sharp tensions
in many areas, which repeatedly escalated intogonfrontations starting in the universities
and spilling into the streets and alleysof the régions and camps. These encounters often
began with assaults by.oneside on.members of the other,prompting retaliatory actions,
resulting in a chain of attacks-that caused physieal harm and necessitated medical
treatment in many cases.




In this atmosphere, everyone began to align themselves with their groups and
organizations, each one defending their faction, even if only verbally. This immediately
reflected in our home. My brother Mahmoud was a Fatah supporter, while my brothers
Hassan and Muhammad and my cousin Ibrahim belonged to the Islamic movement, and
our neighbor and relative (Hassan's wife’s brother from the Popular Front) added to the
mix. Any spark that could ignite conflicts or confrontations of this kind would directly
affect our household and its relationships, where discussions would intensify and turn
into shouting matches: "You did this!" "No, you did!" "Who do you think you are to do
that?" My mother would stand by, trying to mediate and reconcile, or at least prevent
matters from escalating to physical blows. I usually stood with her, while Mahmoud’s
wife supported him and Hassan’s wife stood'with her husband. The situation would end
with everyone retreating to their rooms, deliberately avoiding one another, visibly
expressing their irritation and anger.

Due to Ibrahim’s presence at the university and his leadership role in the Islamic bloc,
he was held in unusually high regard—almost, reverently—by many, including my
brother Mahmoud. However, being at the univetsity and close to Ibrahim, I could
observe this dynamic clearly. I feared for his safety, concerned that someone might
attack him, so I tried to stay close to him whenever I could. Circumstances allowed me
to do so only during lectures, as he sometimes vanished from sight, mingling with the
bloc's activists. I would keep my distance; sensing‘that they were discussing private
matters they wouldn't want me to'overhear.

It seemed that information about Ibrahim’s rele was reaching Mahmoud through Fatah
student activists, who regarded Ibtahim as ene of their leaders. I could see the irritation
and resentment on Mahmoud’s face toward Ibrahim, whe he felt he could neither
approach nor even spgak to, lest he upsetihim. This was a red line for my mother;
Ibrahim’s displeasure' with any of us would mean chaos—this had been ingrained in us
ever since his mother left him.

At times, Mahmoud would attempt to engage lbrahim in conversation, straining to
control his nerves to avoid conflict. My mother would then intervene, unleashing her
wrath on him, as Mahmoud began to arguethatithings weren’tunfolding as they should
and that what he was doing was wrong. This insinuated that he held Ibrahim and his
group responsible forthe tensionsiand clashes occurring around them.




Ibrahim smiled and said, "You're trying to shift the blame onto us. We didn’t initiate the
clashes; you are unwilling to acknowledge our existence as a popular force and a
political and social movement that differs from yours." Mahmoud retorted, "You are
the ones leaning toward violence, using sticks, chains, and knives. You refuse to
recognize the Palestinian Liberation Organization and fail to take responsibility for the
armed struggle, all while you assault representatives of the national movement, and the
occupation watches you."

Ibrahim looked at him reproachfully and questioned, "Is this an accusation of us being
collaborators, as if we are the offspring of the occupation?" Mahmoud attempted to
justify himself, saying, "I’'m not accusing you, Ibrahim; I'm. not accusing you. But
perhaps your leaders have personal agendas." Ibrahim responded, "Look, we did not
start any conflict. Each time, we defended ourselves. The'root ofithe problem is your
unwillingness to recognize our existence as a competing force, as if the realm of
Palestinian activism and control over institutions, associations, and unions were solely
yours. You must acknowledge that thete is a competing force that disagrees with you
on many viewpoints and positions."

At that moment, my mother intervened, having noticed the.eonversation and monitoring
its developments without them realizing: She urged them to stop this talk and not to
bring the street problems into our home'as internal disputes.

On one occasion, the military governor sent a netification requesting Ibrahim and
several other activists from varipus factions.to appear at his office. When Ibrahim
arrived, he found a gathering ofl about ten activists. The governor began calling them
into his office one by ong. When'it was Torahim's turi, he started discussing with him,
holding him responsible for ‘the ongoing cvents. Ibrahim objected to the approach,
clarifying that he had mo connection to. the, clashes. The governor then switched to a
patronizing tone, questioning how, as‘a people under occupation, they sought
independence while fighting amongst themselves. "You are a people unworthy of life;
you, you..."

Ibrahim found himself i a predicament: if he did not respond, it would feel like a sharp
slap, and if he did respond, it would seem as though, he was affirming the current
situation or admitting he was part ofit:He thought fora moment and said, "First, I want
to affirm that I have ne connection to what is happening; but I believe you know that
all peoples living under occupation or those with severeignty and institutions, as is the
case with our people, experience disagreements and clashes. This has happened to you
repeatedly, both in the past and the present, most recently with the actions of the
Haganah against the IDF."




The ruler was taken aback, unable to conceal his astonishment. He asked, "How did
you know this?"

Ibrahim replied, "It is written in books."

The ruler attempted to shift the matter back to Ibrahim, saying, "I take pride in the fact
that someone like you considers the Jewish people a model and an example."

Ibrahim responded, "I did not mention it as a model or an example, but merely as a
historical precedent. And I assure you once again that [ have no connection to what is
happening."

With each passing day, Ibrahim grew in my eyes—rising in stature and respect. He had
been orphaned at an early age, his father martyred when he was only four. His mother
left him when he was still a child, and he was raised among us. Despite his youth and
the harsh conditions of life under occupation, he became a self=made man—a true
leader.

I would watch him move across the university, courtyard, speaking with one person,
directing another, issuing orders and instructions, orchestrating affairs as he saw fit.
Then, I would see him as a thinker, a skilled debater. And beyond all this, he carried
himself with the modesty of a maiden ‘in'her chamber; the'blood would rush to his face,
turning his cheeks red, as if they might burst withiemotion.

The occupation forbade any construction on the ‘university grounds, an attempt to
confine it and tighten its grip. But there was no choi¢e but to impose a new reality. The
number of students had exceeded fifteen hundred, and the faculty and administrative
staff had grown so significantly that no.one—neither students nor observers—doubted
that the university had passed the stage of uncertainty and was now on its way to
becoming an officially recognized mstitution.

It became a battle against the.occupation, which soughtto erush us in every way—even
in education. And so, we found ourselyes, erecting tents and palm-frond canopies for
our studies, with [brahim standing owver us, supervising the work with tireless
dedication. He instilled n-the students a spirit of determination and defiance, so that
each of us arrived at the university not:merely with academic ambition, but with a deep
sense of national duty. The name!"Tent Univergity" gradually became synonymous with
the Islamic University—a title we bore with pride~The o€cupation could not stand
against a people determined to pursue knowledge, and eventually, it had no choice but
to accept the reality we had forged. Tt was our dutysthen, to press forward.

Then, suddenly, without warning, several trucks entered the university, coming to a halt
before unloading vast amounts of building materials. In that moment, Ibrahim
transformed from a student and activist into a contractor, throwing himself into the work
with a group of dedicated students, while hundreds of us joined in. Together, we built
classrooms from bricks and roofed them with asbestos.




Thus, the reality was imposed upon the occupation. Several classrooms were completed
and ready for study, followed by another set, and then a third. It soon became clear that
we no longer had any need for palm-frond shelters and tents. With each passing
achievement, Ibrahim grew even greater in my eyes and dearer to my heart—his stature
and nobility ever rising.

Ibrahim excelled in his studies, actively participated in student affairs, and held a
distinguished position as a leader among his peers. On top of all that, he worked in
construction, earning enough to cover his expenses. But his efforts did not stop there.
One evening, as we sat at home, he turned to my mother and said, "I want to suggest
something, but I don’t want you to be upset with me."

She smiled and replied, "You know | never get.upset with, you, and | trust that you
wouldn’t say anything to make me so."

He hesitated for a moment, then said, "But.this time, it seems | justmight. | ask for your
forgiveness in advance.”

My mother looked at him in surprise. "What is it, Ibrahim?" she asked.

He reached into his pocket and pulled out a bundle of meney. '’ want to contribute to
the household expenses," he said. "I'm a man now, and I eatn more than enough. It’s
only right that I share in the costs. You have already—"

Before he could finish, my mother interrupted himwwith a'sharp cry. "What’s gotten into
you? Have you lost your mind?"

Ibrahim muttered, "Auntie, [’'m only trying.to—*

But she cut him off again. "No! Naone of this.nonsense. If you have extra money, give
it to me, and I’ll save it for you. You may need it-tomorrow or the day after. In any
case, we’ll certainly need it when we marry you off after you graduate."

Then, her voice softened with warmth as she added, "Every time you have an extra
coin, bring it to me. ['ll keep/it safe for you. You will need it one day, Ibrahim. You
will need it."

The rejection did not sit well"with“him..So, every few days, he would return home
carrying a bag filled with groceries, fruit,, vegetables, or sweets—his own way of
contributing. My mother would look at.him with admiration and affection, murmuring,
"Oh, lbrahim, what am/l todo with you? May God bless you."

Armed resistance had dwindled significantly: A saying had begun to spread: ‘Every
time a Jew dies, something, happens,’ a phrase used t0 emphasize how rare such
occurrences had become, Not only had casualties among the enemy decreased, but all
forms of resistance had diminished. Military alerts were infrequent, patrols in the streets
had been reduced, and night curfews were now rarely imposed. In many areas, people
were even allowed to'gather on the seashore after dark.




Buses filled with Jewish visitors began to arrive in various areas, particularly in the
heart of Gaza City on Saturdays, seeking leisure and shopping, attracted by the low
prices. This influx had a profoundly negative effect on the conservative atmosphere of
the town, as dozens of buses unloaded women and girls, many of them dressed in ways
that challenged local customs and values.

The intelligence officers, who acted as regional supervisors, began cruising the streets
in their Subaru cars, stopping at any hour, day or night. They would pull over, call out
to a passerby, demand to see their identity card, and initiate an interrogation—without
guards, without hesitation, and without fear. If an officer noticed anything suspicious
in an alley, he would leap from his vehicle, chasing after his target instead of relying on
the cumbersome forces that had once struggled to breach the camp. The situation had
deteriorated to a point where an officer might shout at asyoung man he had stopped,
slap him, or kick him, then drive away, instructing the youth tofollow him to his office.
Woe to the young man who dared to refuse.

The flow of workers into the occupied territories became boundless, unregulated. Many
of these laborers and craftsmen formed friendships with their Jewish employers,
relationships that extended beyond the workplace, into 'the social realm. If a worker
requested a week off to marry, his employer would ask about the date, often promising
to visit with his wife and a gift. It was.common to s¢e an'Israeli car with a yellow license
plate pull into the camp, the driveriinquiring in.ecither Hebrew or broken Arabic about
the house of such-and-such groom. They would receive directions, park in front of the
house, and step out—he and' his wife, dresscd according to our standards as
provocatively—as they brought gifts; knoeked on the door, and entered for an hour or
more before departing, withoutanyone taising.an objection:

The intelligence services of.the occupation had, begun to. methodically infiltrate the
camp. No one opposed them, no one protested. The officer responsible for the area
would send out dozens of summonses, compelling young men and men to come to his
office. They would sit in-the holding cell‘for long houtsy awaiting their turn. One by
one, they would be called in, facing threats, intimidation, or coercion, while he played
his cards skillfully, sometimes even offering condolences for their losses. His aim was
clear: to recruit those he could. Oceasionally, he succeeded in ensnaring the weak-
willed, those wishing to travel abroad for'study, to visit #€latives, or for work. Anyone
seeking a building permit;'wanting torepen a woikshop or a store—everyone had to
pass through the office of the intelligence officer, where negotiations began, as he
offered simplified services in exchange for the smallest of favors.




If he found a willingness for initial collaboration, he understood that this could evolve
into both cooperation and betrayal. Matters did not stop there; instead, it escalated to
the point where several informants became notorious, strutting around with guns at their
sides, entering the intelligence office at will, and bullying and assaulting people. It had
reached a stage where some individuals, when in need of a permit or authorization that
the intelligence officer refused, would turn to one of these well-known informants,
seeking their intervention for help. In return, the informant would demand a
commission for his services.

One of our neighbors had gone to study in Turkey, completing six years in medical
school, with just one year of internship left. He was prevented from traveling and had
repeatedly approached the intelligence officer, who denied. him a travel permit each
time until he had worn his feet out from walking.

Advised by a well-meaning friend, he sought out one of the informants for assistance.
Upon asking for help, this informant demanded a commission of five hundred Jordanian
dinars—a substantial amount. When the young man argued thatthe sum was exorbitant,
the informant replied mockingly, “I am an agent for the Jews! If you could, you would
kill me; therefore, [ must drain your blood before that happens.”

Some had opened offices to issue permits and handle transactions that could only be
accomplished with the intelligence’s permission. They began to earn commissions from
these dealings, amassing wealth and driving luxurigus cars. It became evident that the
occupation's intelligence, through its informants, had started promoting the trade and
use of hashish, drugs, and alcohol., They viewed this as a means to destroy the people
and extinguish any spirit of resistance, while their<informants saw it as a shortcut to
quick profits and a pathway to praminence. The informants began to spread corruption
and vice, disseminating lewd images, magazines, and pornographic videos among the
youth.

The informed activists from vatious organizations.could only observe this dark, sordid

reality. Not only were they unable to takeany action against these phenomena, but they
also found themselves constantly under the surveillance of these informants. Since my
brother Mahmoud and ' my €ousin Ibrahim were known activists, they attracted the
informant’s scrutiny at the main entrance of our/house. Little did those suspicious
individuals know that our house had another door— formerly my uncle's. Mahmoud and
Ibrahim would quietly exit through the back door, while the suspicious ones believed
they were still inside.




All the young men in the camp knew many stories about women, and how that woman
or girl had fallen into collaboration and ended up working with the intelligence as a
means of seducing young men into sex first. Then they would be photographed in
disgraceful and humiliating situations, after which the intelligence would begin to
blackmail and threaten them, attempting to recruit them to cooperate with them.
Certain stories became well-known about hair salons, photography studios, or other
establishments owned by collaborators, which had turned into dens of moral
degradation as a precursor to security compromise. These stories were particularly
exposed after several incidents of suicide among young girls, where each of them wrote
a letter to their families stating that they had been deceived when they went to a certain
salon, where they were given a sedative in aiglass of lemonade."When they awoke, they
found that the agents had violated them and photographed.them in seandalous positions,
threatening them to cooperate with the intelligence or face exposure, leading them to
prefer death and suicide.

Many of these stories became known by the names of the girls who/committed suicide,
the names of the salons, and those who engaged in those'disgraceful practices. It
became clear that the occupying  intelligence; through its collaborators, was
systematically engaging in organized ‘eotruptionito destroy the people and eliminate
any hope for a future of liberation or resistance. Each/day, their methods in this field
evolved, to the extent that one of the effices belonging to a well-known collaborator
announced the registration for a tourist trip inside the Green Line to popular tourist
areas such as Al-Fashkha, Baniyas, or Bin Gedi. When the trip took off, dozens of naive
young men were accompanied by several known prostitutes who worked with the
occupying intelligence./During the trip,iin those tourist.areas, attempts were made to
entrap those young men in scenes andisituations, that were recorded, thus threatening
them with exposure or informing their families of what had transpired if they did not
agree to cooperate with the‘intelligence.

One of the young men frem the camp had gone on_one of these trips and became
entangled during it, as they had taken pictures of him in compromising situations. The
intelligence officer in chaige of the camp summoned him to his office and offered him
a chance to cooperate, which he refused. The officer'then showed him those pictures
and threatened to publish them inthe camp, thus ruining his reputation. The young man
insisted on refusing, and Abu-Wadi told.him, "I will give you a week to think it over,
and after a week, I will call you again. If you do not agree to help me, you will see how
I will expose you."




The young man left in a panic, feeling that he had fallen into a trap. If he refused to
cooperate, he would be exposed in the camp, and his reputation would be shattered. If
he agreed to cooperate, he would become even more entangled, forced to betray his
family and his country. Finally, he turned to one of his friends, asking him for an escape.
His friend found himself in a dilemma, as he had no experience in such matters. So, the
troubled young man and his friend went to Mahmoud, hoping he could help, and
explained the situation.

Mahmoud scolded the young man, asking how he could go on such trips! How could
he even approach the collaborators? How could he get himself into such a predicament?
He ultimately made it clear that his problem was already solved. Since he had dared to
mention it to his friend, and since he had the approval to cometo him, the knot was
untied. The intelligence usually does not publish such phaotos; instead, it threatens naive
young men with them. Their fear of public exposure is what often coerces them into
agreeing to cooperate. He assured him that if hey;were indeed called by the intelligence
officer again, he should clarify that he was not afraid of the seandal and that he could
publish the photos, even offering to take a thousand copies te distribute himself in the
camp.

The young man was summoned days later and did exactly as'Mahmoud had advised.
Abu Wadi became furious and began to threaten him,but in the end, he expelled him
from the office, telling him that he would give him.another period to think it over, and
if he did not agree, he would make his [ife a'misery. One evening, while Abu Wadi was
driving through the camp's streets, that young.man was on his way to buy some
necessities when Abu Wadi spotted him. He stopped.to eall out to him, but the young
man noticed and turned; running away into one of the alleys. Abu Wadi jumped out of
the car, chasing him through.the alleys.

Often, Mahmoud and his colleagues discussed these topics during their meetings,
talking about the activitics’ of the intelligence and jits collaborators, debating how to
confront them, yet finding-no solution. It seemed that the situation had reached the point
of truth in the saying, "The tear has widened beyond the patch."

Our misfortune was thatumy ‘cousin Hassan had reappeared in the camp. His Jewish
girlfriend had kicked him_out of het apartment after hisibusiness with her father
collapsed, declaring their bankruptcy. He wandered aimlessly before deciding to return
to the camp. When he camerheme; 1t was clear thatthere was no place for him among
us and that he had reached a point of no return. He had become more like the Jews than
like us, and none of us could bear to see him.




Despite this, Mahmoud developed the idea that we should give Hassan a chance and try
to rehabilitate him, bringing him back to his normal state. We emptied the guest room
for him and all began to try to make him feel the warmth of returning to the family.
However, he was incapable of feeling either warmth or heat. Every day, he would
attempt to insult a neighbor or violate their dignity, leading to complaints. Mahmoud
would start advising and guiding him, but to no avail. Eventually, the situation became
intolerable, and it became clear that we were dealing with a hopeless case, so we
unanimously decided to expel him from the house, with Ibrahim being the most fervent
supporter of this decision.

When Hassan returned from one of his reckless outings in a similar state, Ibrahim
confronted him sharply and angrily, informing himethat heshad no place among us and
should leave as he wished. We all entered te participate inthis conversation, clearly
expressing our stance. He gathered some 0f his belongings, especially his television,
and left while muttering curses, most of them in Hebrew,with some in broken Arabic.
He vanished from our lives, and we thought we had finally rid eurselves of him and the
embarrassment he had caused with the neighbors.

Days later, we heard news that he was living in the house of one of the dubious women
whose stench was so overwhelming it'could nauseate anyone: Soon after, reports began
to emerge that he was involved in the trafficking of drugs, hashish, and obscene photos
and magazines. It became evident that he had a solid connection with the intelligence,
confirmed when some of Muhammad’s friends informed him that Hassan visited Abu
Wadi's office regularly, entering andleaving without scrutiny or restrictions.

Our reputation in the camp was at its best, asany Palestinian would desire throughout
our lives. Mahmoud's standing with Fatah and lbrahim's with the Islamic current made
us seem like a focal point for nationalwork.and religious integrity. As my mother used
to say, "Thank God, the whole'camp swears by youriives and your manners.” Suddenly,
Hassan appeared to disrupt the entire image..I he mostaffected by this was my brother,
Hassan. People often heard about the notorious and.dubious "Hassan the righteous.”
Whenever my brother's name was mentioned, alongside *'Hassan the righteous,"
listeners would flinch, opening their eyes wide an inquiry and disbelief. Each time,
Hassan had to explain and elarify the story.from the beginning. Sometimes the listeners
would believe him; while at other times.they would /shake their heads, their eyes
revealing their dishelief.




Hassan and discussions about him, along with his problems, became our main concern.
Despite everyone in the neighborhood and camp knowing us, we started to feel like we
had to walk with our heads bowed under the stigma that had befallen us. How could we
break free from this curse? It was clear that we had to take action, yet our helplessness
was evident. One day, Ibrahim came to me and said, "Ahmed, | want to talk to you
about something, and | want your promise not to tell anyone.” | assured him of my
promise. He then said, "We must kill Hassan!"

| flinched at what | heard, looking at him in astonishment without uttering a word. He
reiterated, "Yes, we must Kill him. Otherwise, we can do it publicly to erase the shame
that has come upon us. I am willing to pay the price with life imprisonment, or we can
do it secretly—the important thing is to remove _himfrom the face of the earth.”

| felt what Ibrahim was suffering, as we all did due to Hassan's-actions and reputation,
but I was not ready to go that far, even indhought. However, we needed a solution to
the problem. I suggested to Ibrahim that we could ambush’Hassan and break his legs so
that he would be unable to harm anyone else. | made it clear that | was not prepared to
go any further than that. He agreed.

We approached Hassan with the plan, and he immediately consented, ready to prepare
three iron pipes and three masks. Indeed, we lay. i wait for him. One night, as he was
returning home, drunk and disoriented, we pounced on him. Ibrahim struck him on the
head, and he fell unconscious. | whispered to Ibrahim not to hitzhim on the head but to
focus on his legs instead, and we unleashed our blows on his legs and arms without
consciousness. Then we departed the scene, taking thepipes and masks with us to hide
them.

By the next morning, the news had spread that.a' group had attempted to kill Hassan and
that he was still alive but had sustained severe injuries, with broken legs and an arm,
along with a skull fracture. They'took him. to the hospital, and we pretended not to care
while everyone looked at us, their eyessaying: “Yeou did it.May God bless your hands."
Days later, the police car arrived at gur house.and took.us all, the young men in the
house, for questioning abouithe attempted'murder of Hassan. We denied it, claiming
that how could we Kill our‘cousin? He was of our flesh and hlood, and blood cannot
turn to water. They held us‘for about two.weeks before releasing us after nothing was
proven against us.

Despite the passing of those two weeks, Hassan remained in the hospital, wrapped in
plaster for over two months. Eventually, he was discharged, walking with a limp that
marked him even in the dark: However, he bought a white Peugeot 504 and continued
to drive around, but'we no longer heard abgut his seandals in the camp.




In 1985, a prisoner exchange deal took place between Israel and the Popular Front—
General Command, led by Ahmed Jibril. A large number of Palestinian prisoners, who
had spent long years in Israeli prisons, were released. Most of them belonged to Fatah
and the Popular Front, while some were from the Islamic current, originally members
of the Palestinian Liberation Forces. Their release transformed the occupied territories
into a national celebration across the homeland. Wherever one went, there were
festivities and well-wishers.

On another level, this event significantly boosted national and security awareness
among Palestinians, as this wave of released prisoners brought with them deep
experience and insight. Their presence intensified political, discussions on various
issues, whether at gatherings, workplaces,;/or even in ourl own home. However, the
surveillance of our house by suspicious individuals did not cease; rather, it escalated,
becoming more frequent and persistent,/continuing day fand night.

My brother, Sheikh Mohammed, had met one of his devout students. It was evident that
he was drawn to her, and his heart had begun,to incline toward her. At times, she
returned his gaze with a modest shyness, a silent'yet clear message of mutual affection.
He returned to Gaza on a Thursday and 'stayed with us until Friday, when he confided
in my mother about the young woman and asked for her permission to take the first
steps toward proposing. My mother, after some hesitation, agreed—though she insisted
on seeing the girl first, as she believed Mohammed‘was like a blind kitten and feared
the girl might not be beautiful enough.

Mohammed returned to Birzeit ‘and, summeoning. all his courage, asked the girl for a
brief, private conversation. Nearly bursting with embarrassment, he inquired whether
he could approach her family for her hand in'marriage. A deep blush spread across her
cheeks, making her even'more beautiful, and she, nodded in agreement. He then asked
for her family's address, which she gave him.

The following Friday, he returned/to take afamily delegation with him. My mother, my
brothers Mahmoud and--Hassan, my aunt, and my 'sisters Fatima and Tahani
accompanied him' to ‘the young weman’s house. My mother was undoubtedly
impressed, and later she'joked, "By Gody Sheikh Mohammed, I always thought you
were like a blind kitten, but you proved to be a realfox!" The girl’s family gave their
blessing, and the engagement was officially announced.They agreed to postpone the
marriage and the signing of the-marriage contractuntil she completed her studies in a
year and a half—a timeline that suited both Mohammed and our family well.
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Chapter Seventeen

Jamal and several of his brothers from the city of Hebron drive their cars, heading
towards Surif to visit their friend Abdul Rahman... They knock on the door, and Abdul
Rahim rushes to open it. He finds his uncle’s friends, the older companions he has
known for years. Since childhood, he has often accompanied his uncle on visits to
them... He smiles in welcome, saying, "Ahlen wa.sahlen!" Then, turning inside the
house, he calls out, "Uncle, the young men have come to visitiyou!" He turns back to
them and gestures, "Please, come in... come 1n," stepping aside to make way for them
to enter the guest room. Meanwhile, hig uncle Abdul Rahman hurries over, greeting
them warmly. They sit down, engaged in conversation, and Abdul Rahim considers
himself one of them, despite the age gap—more than twenty-five years.

The women prepare lunch and bring it to the deor of the room. Abdul Rahman and
Abdul Rahim step out to carry it inside. After their meal, they set out for a stroll around
the outskirts of the village, with Abdul Rahim accompanying them.

The land is fertile and flat, yet it lacks good crops. Remnants of barbed wires stretch
far into the distance. Abdul Rahman points towards the wires and says, "This is the
Armistice Line. To the west lie the'Palestinian lands occupied in 1948 and 1967. Part
of the village’s land extends beyond the fence—forty dunams belonging to our family
were confiscated in ’48. And this sectiomn:here; justa few dunams, remains ours, but we
cannot cultivate it as it borders the dividing line. Do not forget this, Abdul Rahim."
Abdul Rahim nods, murmuring, "How could I'ferget, Unele? How could I ever forget?"
Jamal mutters, "How c¢an on¢ forget? How can weforget? How does a man live without
his heart, without his'very being..."

They get into the car and head back to Hebron, with Abdul Rahim sitting beside his
uncle. Along the road, dozens of cars bear yellow license plates—Israeli plates—
coming and going in both directions: Jamal exhales sharply, his voice carrying his
frustration, "And then what?. These settlers. .. they have/devoured the land. They never
stop. They never have enough.’."




As they enter the city, the call to prayer approaches at sunset, and the adhan resonates
from the muezzin of the Ibrahim Mosque. The driver heads toward the mosque, but the
car barely moves due to the heavy traffic. Hundreds of settlers and occupying soldiers
guard their way to the mosque.

They walk to enter the mosque, dozens of rifles raised and aimed by the occupying
soldiers. The Jewish settlers wear small, colorful caps on their heads, their long,
unkempt beards flowing, and their bodies wrapped in striped cloth, the threads hanging
down. They rush toward the mosque, pushing past its regular worshippers, stopping
them at every checkpoint.

The young men enter the mosque as the carpetsthave been lifted from the back section,
and heavy barriers made of iron poles and thick ropes delineate the area where the
worshippers can pray... only a quarter of the mosque is.designated for prayer, while
three-quarters, along with the external courtyard and the two attached halls, are filled
with Jews. "Ah... today is Saturday," Jamal mutters, as/in every corner stands a Jew
holding a book, reading incomprehensible and rapid words while rocking his body back
and forth.

The muezzin establishes the prayer, and Jamal steps forward to lead. The worshippers
line up, raising their hands for the Takbir of opening, and he recites Al-Fatiha. The
voices of the worshippers behind him rise.in a roar in response to the supplication, “Not
the ones who have incurred [Your] wrath, nor.the astray.“3” “Ameen.” He then
begins to read in a loud, beautiful voice,*“Glory:be to Him Who took His Servant
by night...” until he reaches the verse;. *And We have made Hell a prison for the
disbelievers.” Allahu Akbar, and he bows, and.they. bow with him, while the Jewish
worshippers behind them swaytheirbodies asithey zecite their Torah.

I left the lecture hall after my. last lecture, which had rum late as the sun was nearing the
horizon. I saw Ibrahim, my cousin, in a nearby hall. I greeted him with peace, and he
returned the greeting. ['asked him if he was heading home, and he replied, “Yes.” We
set off together, each of us-carrying our'books, surrounded by many students heading
to their homes, and a bus was waiting at the university entrance, gathering students
from the southern regions,to take them bagk tertheir houses.

Surah Al-Fatihah, verse (7) 3
Surah Al-Isra, verse(1)*

Surah Al-Isra, Verse (8) °




We walked back home on foot, and from a distance, a military jeep stood watching the
students leaving the university. Ibrahim glanced in their direction and said, "Who would
have believed that Gaza would have a real university, as it is now? Do you remember,
Ahmad, when you decided to enroll in the Islamic University? What was your mother's
reaction?"

| nodded in agreement. On the other side of the road, a car pulled up, carrying several
members of the Islamic Bloc—friends of lbrahim. They called out to him. He went
over, exchanged a few words with them, then returned and handed me his books,
saying, "Take these with you. I'll be going with the guys for an errand, and | might be
late. Reassure the government."

I smiled, took his folder and books, and set off, thinking abeut our “government"—that
is, my mother—her way of dealing with Ibrahim; her love forhim, and his love for her.
Memories and images played in my mindntil the blare of a car.horn startled me—I
had unknowingly stepped onto a main road and nearly gawhit. The shock made me drop
the books from my hands, scattering them everywhere.

| bent down to gather them under the streetlamp's glow at the street corner. My books,
notebooks, and papers had mixed with Ibrahim’s. I tried to foeus, distinguishing them,
sorting each back into its place.

A paper caught my attention—one of Ibrahim’s."As I was.slipping it back among his
papers, my eyes fell upon its title: /"A'Report onithe Movements and Activities of
Hassan Al-Saleh.” | could not resist the pull-of curiosity. Hastily gathering the
remaining papers, | allowed myself'to skim, through.that tightly written intelligence
report Ibrahim carried. It was signed: Y our.Brother(23)."So, matters with Ibrahim and
his group were far more than student activities; party rivalries, and prayers at the
mosque.

That night, lbrahim was strikingly late."My mother grew anxious, so | reassured her on
his behalf."My heart tells me lorahim:has stepped onto a perilous path,” she said, her
voice edged with worry. ""And'l fearwhere it may lead."

| tried to soothe her, “"Mother; Ibrahim is\wise andimature. Don't be afraid for him. What
could possibly happen? What danger could he be an?"

She sighed. "My heart tells'me so*"Don‘t.believe your heart,!" | said. "This is the devil
whispering to unsettle you."She shook her head. *A'mother'sheart never errs, Ahmad."|
looked at her. Tears shimmered in her gyes.-Sensing my surprise, she murmured, "He
IS my son just as you are, Have | not-raised him since he was achild?"




My mother remained seated on the prayer mat after completing the Isha prayer for
nearly three hours. Anxiety was evident on her face, and she could not conceal it, until
she heard the door close. Ibrahim entered. She sprang toward him, shouting, "Where
have you been? Why are you so late?" Ibrahim replied, "Does the government want a
written report or a verbal one?" She cried out again, unable to calm her worry. "I'm
asking you—where were you? Why did you take so long?" Realizing the situation was
difficult, he answered, "A friend of mine had a problem. We went to resolve it, and it
took time to convince his father until he was finally satisfied." "Couldn't that have
waited until morning? Don't stay out so late again, do'you understand?" With a playful
grin, he responded, "Yes, Your Majesty, asqyou command."/ She turned to prepare him
some food, but he called after her, insisting she leave it. Heswore she should not trouble
herself—he would prepare it himself.

I had been watching all of this, and inside me, a volcano threatened to erupt. I had to
confront him—I had read the paper, and I needed to make ‘things clear. I could not
remain silent. He might get angry and walk outy but that did not'matter. I had to tell
him.

Mother went to her room to sleep. He stepped info the kitchen, prepared his meal, then
returned to eat beside me. We shared the same room. As he ate, I pulled out a chair and
sat next to him. I leaned in close, my lips hovering near his ear as [ whispered, "I hope
you’ll forgive me. Your file fell frommy hands. While gathering the scattered papers, |
saw the report about Hassan." He froze, his food untouched, the bite in his mouth nearly
choking him. "What?" he gasped: I said, "Don’tworty. I'm Ahmed, and you know me.
Your secret is safe with me. That’s,what happened. But then... [ couldn’t resist my
curiosity. So, I read the paper."

Confusion clouded his face: He seemed utterly lost, unable to tespond. It was the most
vulnerable I had ever seenshim. I/continued, "Consider it unread, as if no one saw it."
He said nothing. Not a werd. He merely finishedhis meal in silence, then we went to
sleep.

The next morning, 1 noticed he waited foramegwanting to accompany me to university.
As we walked together, he broke thesilence. "ListenyAhmed; I trust you won’t mention
this to anyone," he said. "But yowshould know—Hassaniworries me. I’ve put some of
our friends on watch to keepran-eye onhim and find out what he’s up to." I could tell
he was trying to mislead me, to obscure the truth about who had prepared the report. I
looked at him intently and said, "Ibrahim, don’t try to play this game with me. That
report wasn’t put together by some random guys or friends. The information inside it—
this is not something just anyone could gather. These are the details of professionals,
people who know exactly what they’re doing. But that’s not what matters to me. What
matters is... what are you going to do about Hassan?" He let out a deep sigh. "I swear
by Almighty God, I will kill him. I will rid the world of his evil. And I will be the first
to do it. But everything in its time".




Ibrahim had been saving any excess money from his construction work with my mother.
That day, when he returned from university, he went straight to her, requesting a sum
of one thousand five hundred dinars from their savings. He wanted to buy a car that
would ease his transportation, help him carry work tools, and save time between his job
and studies. I knew he had started planning in earnest to put an end to his brother
Hassan’s situation. My mother handed him the money and told him that approximately
another one thousand five hundred remained.

Ibrahim bought a Peugeot Private (404), a widely known and common model in the
sector. All of them were secondhand, at least fifteen years old, but by the standards of
the camp, it was considered a luxury.

Meanwhile, Muhammad stepped out of the apartment he shared with a group of
students in Birzeit and made his way to the university,/The moment he entered, he
sensed an unusual tension in the air. Students, as always, were preparing for
confrontations with the occupation soldiers.

They gathered piles of stones in different corners, prepared their keffiyehs, and set up
barricades. Then, they formed into a massive ‘demonstration that erupted from the
university, chanting against the occupation and settlements, raising their voices for
Palestine. It wasn’t long before the oecupation/patrols arrived, and the clash began.
Soldiers took cover behind their vehicles while the students withdrew behind stone
walls. Rocks rained down on the soldiers, who responded with gunfire and tear gas.
All student factions took part in the'eonfrontation: In moments like these, when every
student movement joins the fight, the, clashes grow, fiercer, fueled by the spirit of
competition, igniting their resolve. The battle rtaged for hours, forcing the soldiers to
retreat multiple times, dragging away their wounded—one bleeding from his head,
another from his face, struck by the students’ stones. Then, the soldiers began firing,
not merely to disperse the ‘demonstrators, or wound them, but with an unmistakable
intent to kill.

Within minutes, two students fell'as martyrs-—Jouad Abu Salmiya and Saeb Thahab.
As always, the students erupted in fury; chasing the soldiers, who had no choice but to
retreat to the outskirts of'town, away fromthemniversity and the relentless crowd.

The bodies of the martyrs and the wounded were takeén to Ramallah Hospital as night
fell. By morning, news of the martyrs and the clashes indBirzeit had spread across the
entire homeland. Demonstrations-crupted _everywhere, a general strike was declared,
and the confrontations between protestors and occupation forces extended to every
corner of the Islamic University.




The students erupted in massive demonstrations, hurling stones at the occupation
patrols as the uprising spread—first to the refugee camp, then to every corner of the
city, especially the Shuja’iyya neighborhood, where the martyr Saeb Thahab had lived.
The flames of resistance reached the southern sector as well, particularly Khan Younis,
the home of the martyr Jouad Abu Salmiya.

For days, the confrontations continued. Stones rained down on the occupation patrols
stationed near the university, those that prowled its surroundings like hungry beasts. In
response, large reinforcements of occupation forces arrived, encircling the university.
It was clear—they wanted to discipline us, to tame us into obedient, docile children.
Hundreds of soldiers besieged the campus, attempting to stotm it time and again, only
to be repelled each time by an unrelenting barrage of stones crashing down upon their
helmets. As the hours wore on and evening approached, itbecame evident—we would
be spending the night inside the university.

Then, a car carrying several respected figures jwas allowed through the gates. They
negotiated with the student activists and university officials, relaying a message from
the military governor: he would permit the students to_leave, but only in carefully
controlled groups—ten at a time, every five minutes—so that no large gatherings would
form, no further demonstrations could spill info, the city. He also pledged that the
soldiers would not harm a single student.

With no better alternative, the agreement was accepted. The evacuation began, group
by group, with soldiers directing the students.down a side street. One group followed
another in tense, measured steps.

I was among one of these groups. As we rcached a branching alleyway, the soldiers
signaled for us to turn—=onlyto find ourselves face to face with hundreds of soldiers
waiting in ambush, batons clenched in their fists. Their vehicles had sealed off the
street, transforming it info an/open-air prison.

Under a storm of blows, we were forced to our knees—hands raised above our heads,
faces pressed to the cold'wall. They collected our'identity cards for inspection. It was
clear they had lists——names of activists carefully marked. Those they identified were
dragged aside, kicked and beaten as they wereherded into a nearby holding area. The
rest of us were dismissed one by oneyour idefitity cards tossed back at us.

I had no affiliations, mo record ‘as an activist. They returned my card, and without a
second thought, I fled—vanishing-1ntothe city likeaman who had just glimpsed death.
Ibrahim was not so lucky. He was among nearly a hundred students detained for three
days—three days of savage beatings, of humiliation beyond words. The military
governor believed he had disciplined us, that he had taught us our lesson. That we would
now become—"good boys."




A few days later, I entered the university, and at first glance, it was clear that war was
about to ignite. A group of activists, led by Ibrahim, were preparing for confrontations.
After the students gathered, stones began to rain down on the patrols and military
vehicles passing near the university. Within half an hour, the university was under siege,
and military buses were assembling hundreds of soldiers... It was evident that this time
we would endure twice the beating we had faced before. But for now, we would face
the confrontation as we should.

The majority of the students masked their faces to avoid the cameras and surveillance
equipment set up on a tall building across the street, and the stones began to fall on the
soldiers who took cover behind their vehicles and plastic shields. They responded with
gunfire and tear gas. It was clear that the students this time¢ were seeking revenge for
the humiliation they had suffered days age. A large armored vehicle was brought in to
spray hot water. It advanced toward the university gates, with the soldiers sheltering
behind it. It crashed through the door, undeterred by the hail of stones, and moved
toward us, met by a heavy downpour of stones.

The soldiers could not advance alongside it, so itaetreated. The struggle became one of
back-and-forth; sometimes they attacked us, sometimes we fought back until the
afternoon. Then, a loud rumble echoed throughthe streets. A'military tank shook the
ground and demolished the back gate of the university. A student shouted through a
loudspeaker, "A tank has entered the campus from the back gate!" And then, in an
extraordinary turn of events, more than seven hundred students, instead of fleeing,
turned toward the tank, their feet racinglike the wind. It was a scene of madness; there
was more than a hundred meters between us and the armored beast, but we surged
forward. It was clear that the'tank's driver and crew. thought they would crush dozens
beneath their tracks. Yet they were confident that this erowd, which was now upon the
tank, would tear them apart:

The tank turned and beganto retreat, exiting the university grounds. The crowd reached
the door that had been torn-eff and began to'barricade it with whatever they could find—
stones, concrete blocks; barrels, tige trunks... Most of them returned after a few stayed
on the walls to monitor the soldiers' movements.

Time passed, and dusk approached: The local dignitaries arrived to mediate. I rejected
their mediation and heard: hurtful, words: We stood waiting, wondering: What next?
Ibrahim tried to hide a broad-smile that spread aeross his face, but he could not. A
moment of quiet fell, and then, all at once, the voices of dozens of mosques erupted.
The loudspeakers in every mosque in Gaza City shouted at the same moment, "Come
to Jihad... The soldiers of the occupation are besieging your sons and daughters in the
university; come to save them! Allahu Akbar... Allahu Akbar."




And suddenly, the people in every neighborhood of the city began to gather, merging
into mass marches and demonstrations erupting from all directions toward the
university. It was as if all of Gaza had come out in unison, chanting "Allahu Akbar...
Allahu Akbar, and death to the occupation!" A state of security breakdown prevailed,
and immediately orders were issued to the forces surrounding the university to abandon
it and spread throughout the city to restore order. The forces turned and scattered, only
to face a throng of furious people, followed by thousands of angry university students
filled with pride.

Ibrahim drove his car out of the university gate and saw me, stopping to take me along.
He said, "I’m not going home; [ want to take a tour around thecity to see the situation."
The streets were alive with men and women, children and elders; burning car tires
blazed everywhere, and barricades closed off the roads./Groups of terrified soldiers
spun around, unsure of what was happening around them.

The smile on Ibrahim's face was wide, and he nojlonger tried to hide it. I told him, "You
have organized things well." He continued smiling, saying, "Thank God, thank God,
people are okay." We saw throngs of thousands of ¢itizens and students heading toward
the Saraya building, where the military governor's office is located, hurling tons of
stones at it, while the soldiers could hardly. proteét themselves, firing indiscriminately.
A number of Mahmoud's friends camete visit him atthome, clearly concerned. They
sat down, and after a while, I brought them tea that Mahmoud's wife had prepared. I
entered to serve them while they continued their discussion. They were talking about a
young man from Fatah who had recently been arrcsted and was responsible for one of
the elite military groups,/In interrogation, he confessed everything. Mahmoud asked,
"How? I heard he was strongand stubbern." One of them replied, "True, he is strong
and stubborn, but they/took him to the *Birds’ and he confessed there."

I took the liberty to intervene, asking, '"To the ‘Birds’? What are these ‘Birds’?" He
answered, "They are a large group of spies.who assist the intelligence in interrogations.
They place them in rooms- like prison cells andtake the detainee to them when the
intelligence fails to extract a confession. These spies pretend to be patriotic prisoners
in a regular jail and start tryingto lure that detainee into talking to them about any
information he may have."




Their argument is that they want to extract information for the authorities, fearing the
arrest of that cell, or under some other pretext. Sometimes, when they see that the
detainee is trying to defend himself, claiming he is respectable and not an agent, they
continue to accuse him. Some are forced to reveal their secrets to prove that they are
not collaborators. This is how such tricks and deceptions work.

At the Islamic University, there is a complete separation between male and female
students. Each group studies in its own sections, and there is no mixing between the
two. However, while going to and returning from the university, they meet in the streets,
parking lots, and bus stops. The majority observe road etiquette and general rules, often
going to extremes, although there are a few students who, upen leaving the university,
rush off without any arrangement, which is typical in such communities. All the female
university students wear the hijab, as it isthe university's mile, and they are not allowed
to enter without it. Most of the female students, reflecting the conservative nature of
the community in the sector, wear the hijab seriously, though some wear it only when
entering the university and remove it as soon as they leave, with some even pulling their
headscarves back, revealing part of their hair.

One of the students from the neighborhood in the camp was studying at the university,
and it often happened that | would be on my way'to or from the university and find her
along the way. I do not exaggerate when I say that she was indeed as radiant as the full
moon. Sometimes [ would steal glances.at'heras shegazed down at the ground, walking
straight toward her goal without looking around or hesitating. My heart began to ponder
and wonder if I might grow fond of herlater.l did notdare to greet her, feeling shy and
fearful.

One day, by chance, our/eyes met, and I'felt a shiver run through my body, overwhelmed
by emotions that surged in_my hearts It wasa fleeting glance, and then she immediately
lowered her gaze. I began to aim to encounterher.on her way to or from the university,
and even if I didn’t look ather or she didn’t look at me, just the fact that she was on the
street filled me with a sense of comfort. I started.to wonder 1f [ had fallen in love with
her. Is this love, which they often/speak of? The second time our eyes met from afar, [
felt my heart racing more'and mete every timedsaw her in the street. And the third time
our eyes locked, I smiled, causing her face to flush-so deeply that it seemed about to
burst; she quickly averted her gaze and hastened her steps away from me.




I eventually settled for waiting to see her as she left the university from a distance, not
aspiring for anything more, not even a glance. It was enough for me to love her, and it
sufficed that she understood that well, feeling it every time she sensed my eagerness to
catch a glimpse of her every day or two. I had to be cautious and not seek more at this
stage before graduating from university and being able to approach her for marriage
according to the customs and traditions I had been raised with since childhood.

The matter of my cousin Hassan troubled Ibrahim greatly, and he had filled my head
with it more than once. He took me along to monitor Hassan's movements to confirm
the information from the report. We verified several details, as we saw him go to meet
Abu Wadi in specific timings, park his car close to the military headquarters, then get
out and enter the building after showing a special card to the soldiers guarding the gate.
He would disappear for an hour or a few/hours before coming out again. We observed
him visiting several shops owned by well-known agents, their stench obvious and
suffocating.

We also witnessed him harassing girls'in the stteets, making vulgar remarks at them,
and we saw some girls getting into his ¢ar, which he then drove to/distant locations. At
times, he would take one of them along and bring an,unmatried young man to a deserted
place, confirming that he was working to.ensnate that young man. The situation had
become as clear as day, leaving no room fotr doubt or misinterpretation.

My mother would not allow any of'us'to stay out late at night, and she was particularly
strict if one of us wanted to go out at a late hout, thinking she was asleep or busy.
Whenever one of us approached the door, she would leap up, shouting, "Where are you
going, Ahmad? And where ar¢ you going, lbrahim?" At that moment, it was a challenge
to escape her questions and inquiries.

Ibrahim knew that she would create problems for him ‘in ‘his attempts to deal with
Hassan, so he agreed with me to start coming home early to study diligently and then
go to bed early. At midnight, /I would help-him sneak out of the house and wait for his
return, so he could enterquietly. We began to' execute the plan; every week, he would
go out once or twice and then return.to thank me before going to sleep, without me
asking him what had happened, where he hadbeen, or what he had done.

One night, Ibrahim teturned with a dark expression, efearly having gone through a very
tough situation. He changed his elothes and went to bed'without exchanging a word.
After that night, he nevertooksme-along.again on any surveillance or pursuit of Hassan.




About a week after that night, Ibrahim said to me, “Ahmad, there’s no need for you to
stick to this routine. Feel free to do as you wish.” I was surprised by his words but didn’t
ask him about his motives.

One of the following nights, I was returning home late at night, and as I turned onto one
of the side roads, I saw the intelligence officer Abu Wadi's car parked on the side of the
road. He had gotten out in his civilian clothes, as usual, standing next to the wall of the
mosque with something in his hand, pointing at the wall. I took a detour down a side
alley to avoid running into him and waited until he left. When I returned to the spot
where Abu Wadi had stood, I noticed he had drawn some marks and written some
numbers on the wall.

When I arrived home and entered the roomy I'found Ibrahim sitting on his bed reading
one of his university books. I told him what I had seen, and he prepared to go out but
then looked at the clock. “If it weren’t so late,” he said, “I would go see that. But the
government will expose me if [ go out at this hour, solet’s wait until morning.” At
dawn, we set out for prayer at the mosque. Betore we reached the wall in question,
Ibrahim warned me not to stand or gesture toward it, but to speak to him without any
signals. I informed him about the spot before we reached it, and 'he managed to see it
clearly.

After we passed the location, he whispeted to himself, #There are many of these marks
in various places. They had caught my attention.before, and I thought they were signals
for the municipality regarding sewers or ¢lectricity or something similar. But they’re
for intelligence, meaning they 're for agents. They are signals indicating the schedules
for very secretive and dangerous meetings because if they, were known and burnt, there
wouldn’t be a need for such effort and trouble.” We prayed the dawn prayer, and on our
way back, we looked at it again. After we passedit, [brahim mumbled to himself, “This
day, this hour, and this for the place.” Lasked him what he was saying, and he replied,
“Nothing, but we will see.”

That afternoon, he took me-with him in the'car and asked me to pull out a notebook and
a pen and be ready to record some/things. He began driving around the camp, and every
time we passed by one ofithe walls, he sloweddown and.said, “Look at the wall to your
right. This mark is similar to the onefrom last night” Write it down in the notebook,
then another mark, write itddown,and a third and fourth.”We left the camp and went to
other neighborhoods, collecting-dozens. of signals«We stopped to pray at one of the
mosques for the Maghrib prayer before returning home.




I entered the room, and Ibrahim took the notebook from me, placing it on the table. He
began comparing the numbers, whispering, “Don’t you see this one hundred percent
similarity? This number signifies today’s date. All the numbers fall between (1) and
(31). Doesn’t that make sense?” I replied, “That’s correct.” He then compared the
second number and said, “This one seems to indicate the hour. Don’t you see it falls
between (1) and (24), corresponding to the number of hours in a day? Isn’t that
reasonable?” I answered, “Yes, that’s right.” He continued, “And these numbers
indicate the minutes. Don’t you see how small they are next to the larger numbers that
represent hours? They’re either (15), (30), or (45) only.” I affirmed, “One hundred
percent.”

He smiled and raised his hand to clap mine.d extended my hand, and he lightly clapped
it, then said, “This is the intelligence code with its agents, Ahmad. We’ve deciphered it,
and now the important thing is to benefit from it.” I found the.opportunity appropriate
to bring up a topic I had been avoiding for a longtime. I said, ‘“Well, the important thing
now is to make use of'it. Turn on your device and work with it.” He looked at me sharply
and angrily, saying, “What are you talking about?” L replied,/ “About those who
prepared the report for you on Hassan,” giving him'a reproachful look. He said, “Didn’t
we agree to forget this matter?” I replied, “No, we'didn’tiagree to forget. We agreed that
I wouldn’t talk about it to anyone else, but.I'm talking about it with you, not with anyone
else.” He responded irritably, “What do you want??T found myself in confusion, as I
didn’t know what | wanted exactly, so T answered, “I don’t know, I don’t know. Let’s
forget it for now.” We went to sleep after Tbrahim had carefully destroyed the papers.




Chapter Eighteen

I was deep in sleep when I awoke to the sound of men shouting in the house. I rubbed
my eyes and glanced at my watch; its hands pointed to three-thirty before dawn. My
mother’s voice rang out, “What do you want?” Before Ibrahim and I could get out of
bed, the door to our room was slammed open with a force that sent it flying. Several
rifles were drawn and aimed at us, and the voice of “Abu Wadi’” echoed, “Don’t move;
stay where you are.”

He entered, accompanied by a number of soldiers, and pointed-atIbrahim, saying, “You
are Ibrahim?” Ibrahim replied, “Yes, I am Ibrahim. What do you want?” Abu Wadi’
laughed and said, “Why are you in such a hurry? Take/your time, Ibrahim.” Then he
looked at me and asked, “You are Ahmad?” I said, “Yes.’He ¢ommanded, “Get up and
come here.” They took us and stood us againstia wall, otdering the soldiers to search
the room. They rushed in, rummaging through the place, while/Abu Wadi’ himself
searched us personally, finding nothing. The soldiers turnedithe room upside down, but
they didn’t find anything they were looking for,,He flipped through Ibrahim’s papers
and notebooks, reading what was inside, then gathered gverything he was suspicious of
into a box brought by one of the soldiers'and orderedthim to take it to the car.

My mother was screaming, “What 'do you want? You’ve ruined the house; may God
guide you.” Dozens of soldiers were searching every corner of the house. After about
two hours of searching, they tied my hands behind my back and blindfolded me. They
did the same to Ibrahim and took.us.out of the:hous¢ while my mother screamed,
“Where are you taking/them? You criminals, may God kill you.” They threw me into a
jeep like a sack of potatoes,and then I felt another,sack of potatoes being tossed on top
of me, realizing it was I[brahim.

I was trembling from fear land ' anxiety, and it/ seemedsthat Ibrahim sensed this,
whispering, “Hold on, what’s wrong with you, man? You're shaking; there’s nothing to
worry about! We’ll be back home mn a few days.” Suddenly, a/strong slap hit the back
of his head, and a soldier shouted,in broken Hebrew, “Shat up, you donkey!” The
convoy moved, and seon we stopped; it ttuned out we had.arrived at the barracks. They
shoved us out with kickssand beganndragging us through narrow alleys and passages.
Then they led us up a long, narrow staircase. One soldier, who spoke Arabic somewhat
better, instructed me to stand still and not move, positioning me against the wall. I heard
him do the same with Ibrahim, asking him to do the same.




It had been a long time without anyone speaking to me, and all I could hear were the
sounds of doors opening and closing, and voices speaking in Hebrew, a language I did
not understand. After a long while, someone with that voice pulled me, saying, "Come,"
and shoved me into one of the rooms, removing the blindfold from my eyes. I found
myself in a small room with a desk behind which sat a young man dressed in civilian
clothes, smiling as he said, "Please, sit," while gesturing to a chair in front of him. I sat
on the chair, my hands still bound behind my back.

He asked, "Where is Hassan?" I looked at him in astonishment and replied, "At home."
He asked, "Which home?" I said, "Our home." He replied, astonished, "Hassan is in
your home?!" I said, "Yes."

He looked at the papers in front of him on the table and then asked, "Which Hassan is
that who is at your home?" I said, "My btother Hassan." He said, "Ah, I'm asking you
about Hassan, your cousin. Where is he?" I said, "I don't know." He said, "How do you
not know?" I replied, "He hasn’t lived with us fogy many years, and we don’t know where
he goes." He asked, "When did you last see him?" I said, "I don’t remember." He said,
"Approximately?" | replied, "A long time ago." He asked, "When did you mention him
last at home?" I answered, "I don’t remember." He said, "Approximately?" I said, "A
very long time ago; we’ve forgotten him." He asked, "Why?" T'replied, "He caused us
many problems with the neighbors, and'we kicked him out of the house. We no longer
care about him; he doesn't concern us."

He asked, "Did you hear that he\was beaten.about a year ago and spent around two
months in the hospital?" I said, "l heard." He asked; "Who beat him?" I said, "How
would I know?" He replied, "What’s yourestimation?" [ said, "I don’t know, but it could
be the relatives of one of the girls hewas chasing, orpeople he had a disagreement with
about something." He asked,.'Like who?" T'said, "I don’t know, but that's what I thought
at the time, and he doesn’t matter to us anyway." He asked, "So you don’t know where
he is now?" I said, "No, I den’t know and Ldon’t want to know..." He called for the man
who brought me in'and asked him to takene /outof the room. He placed a thick cloth
bag over my head and pulled me from‘the room, stopping me against the wall. I then
heard them dragging Ibrahim in.and closing the door hard behind him.

After a long while,'which could be'up to an‘hour, I-heard the investigator calling for
that man: "Abu Jamil.", He went to him, and I heard him'pulling Ibrahim and placing
him against the wall, estimating-that he.asked the same questions. | wondered to myself
why they were asking about Hassan and where he was. Was he missing? Or was he on
the run from them? I remained in that position, facing the wall, receiving a slap or a
kick that made me forget my exhaustion and fatigue.




My legs could no longer support me, so I collapsed to the ground. The soldiers came,
hitting and screaming, kicking me, demanding that I stand up. Fatigue and exhaustion
had taken their toll on me, and I no longer cared about the beatings and kicks. They
struck me and struck me again, urging me to stand, but I refused to comply. Each time
they grabbed my shoulders and lifted me, I would slip back down to sit, prompting more
blows and attempts to lift me again. Eventually, the investigator came and ordered them
to leave me on the ground. Though I paid a heavy price for my sitting, I felt extremely
relieved.

Life stirred in the interrogation section all at once as dozens of investigators entered
simultaneously. I realized that it was daytime.and that this was the start of their new
workday. After some time, they took me inte one of the rooms, and when they removed
the bag from my head, I found about seven investigators in front of me. Before I could
fully grasp my surroundings, one of them kicked my feet forward, and another pushed
me in the chest backward, causing me to tumble to the/ground. They caught me and
brought me down hard.

The iron cuffs dug into my back as one of them tackled me, choking me, while another
stood on my stomach, beginning to stomp down on me with his feet. A third separated
my legs, while the fourth started to apply pressure.to my groin.

As minutes passed, they would all pause together, and the one sitting on my chest would
ask, "Where is Hassan?" I would tespond.that | did not know, and they would start
again. Then they would stop and repeat the same question, and I would give the same
answer, prompting them to resume their.assault. They.would then stop and ask Ibrahim
if he had confessed, saying, ''Tell us where Hassan is." L. would reply, "I don’t know."
This went on repeatedly until they were econvinced that I.genuinely did not know where
he was, at which point they left me@and called a'soldier from outside to take me away.
He brought me next to the wall, and as I sat there, he attempted to drag me and hit me,
but I had already made up.my miad the night before.

I heard Ibrahim's screams-and their shouts'at hims it scemed they were using the same
methods. Ibrahim denied any knowledge of Hassan’s whereabouts, but he replied to
them sharply, cursing and,insulting them, whieh only made them increase the pressure
on him. However, in the end, they took him out and-placed him next to the wall. Days
later, they put me in one ofithe cars, blindfolded, with myshands bound behind my back
and my legs shackled. The'cardrove for.about an hour before stopping and pulling me
out, dragging me along as I stumbled whenever we passed stairs or doors. They made
me stand for a while against one of the walls, then pulled me a short distance, and I
heard the sound of a metal door opening. They shoved me into a dark cell with black
walls, lifting the bag from my head.




I sat in the cell. After a while, the door opened, and another young man was pushed into
the cell; they lifted the bag from his head. He sat next to me and introduced himself,
sharing his name and where he lived, explaining that he had been under investigation
for two months. They brought in lunch and dinner, and after we finished eating, we
heard a commotion as the door opened, and five young men in brown prison uniforms
were shoved into the room. They were beaten with batons while the young men
defended themselves.

The young man beside me began to talk about himself and his case, what he concealed,
and what he revealed, while they urged him to lower his voice, assuring him that they
would share this information with the revolution outside the prison so that they could
take precautions. Then they turned to me and asked for details. L recalled Mahmoud's
friends talking about the "birds" and realized it was a trap’of knowledge, and the truth
was that I had nothing to hide.

I answered them very briefly as they questioned me, probing to see if I had anything
concealed. After a long time, the door opened again, and the guard ¢alled me. They put
the bag on my head and dragged metinto another cell, I was gure they were now
reporting on me to the investigating officer.

After a while, the officer took me to the interrogation room, where I found one of the
investigators who told me that they had confirmed I had no information to hide, but
they would transfer me to administrative, detention for three months, and that my
interrogation was over. The guard took me and walked me some distance before taking
me to the clothing storage, whete they handed me the items given to every prisoner.
Then they brought me to a sectien of the prisen with several rooms and dozens of
inmates.

It was a complete and normal.prisondife. The inmates welcomed me warmly and kindly,
introduced themselves, ‘and led me to .one of the rooms. They arranged my bed and
belongings, made me tea,.and prepared the bathroom. I'showered, rested, and ate my
meal. In the evening, everyone sat togethet with me to getacquainted. They celebrated
my arrival and honored'me, and at the.end of the gathering, the prince of the room told
me not to discuss my“case with anyoneHe informed /me that tomorrow the
organization’s official and the securityofficial would-€ome to explain everything to me,
and it was strictly forbidden to talk to anyone else about.this matter.




The next day, the two officials came. We sat together in one corner of the room; they
introduced themselves and mentioned that they knew my brother Mahmoud, my brother
Hassan, and our neighbor Abdul Hafiz, along with other information that made me feel
completely at ease with them. They then began to ask me about my case, the reason for
my interrogation, and the cause of my arrest. I explained the situation in detail, stating
that they had arrested me for a reason I did not know and were asking about Hassan,
my cousin. I reiterated that I had no idea where he was or why they were asking these
questions. Hassan had not lived with us for years; we had expelled him from our home
long ago and had no idea where he was or how to keep track of his news. They repeated
the questions several times before thanking me-and leaving.

Days later, the guard called my name and teok me to the storage area. They took away
the items they had previously given me and returned amy belongings and clothes,
informing me that [ would be released. They brought me to the prison gate and left me
outside. I breathed in the fresh air once more, unable to believe that I had been set free,
still wondering about Hassan and why they had\questioned me about him. I found no
answers.

When I arrived home, news of my return had preceded me. My ‘mother rushed out to
greet me, her joy resonating in the air as neighbets congratulated and thanked God for
my safety. [ asked my mother where Ibrahimwas. [ replied, “I don’t know. He was with
me during the initial interrogation, and I'haven’t heard anything about him since.” I
recounted my experience to my family. A week later, while we were sitting at home
during the afternoon, there was a knock at the doer, and a voice called out with
excitement, “This is [brahim! He has beenreleased!” We jumped up to welcome him,
filled with joy and celebrations from.every corner.

He asked me what had happened to me;and™l told him my story. He shared his
experiences during the interrogation, which were nearly identical to mine. When I was
alone with him in our room that night, T asked him/about it and what it all meant. He
replied, “I don’t know, butit seems that Hassan is€itheron the run or missing!” I asked
him if he realized that those who had entered his room were spies and that it was a trap
to uncover what he knew, He laughed and said, “That’s not the trap, Ahmed.” T was
bewildered and asked, “What'do yowimean?”” He explained, “This is the known trap
designed to catch someone in the real trap.” I pressed for clarity, “How? I don’t
understand.” He continued;““Fhey know. that we’veheard about traps and spies during
the interrogations, so they lure one person into an obvious trap to make them feel clever
for having seen it, inflating their pride in having outsmarted them. Then they take them
to that section to ensnare them there; this is the real trap.”

I inquired, “You mean that the section and the people in it are spies, and they...” He
interrupted, “Yes, yes.” I thanked God that I had no information to hide in the first place,
as [ would have revealed it to them without hesitation.




He told me that when he was with them, they had questioned him, and he denied any
knowledge of the matter. It was as if they sensed he might be suspicious of them, so
they threatened him, claiming they suspected him of being an agent and a spy. They
announced this in the room, enforcing a state of emergency upon him and began treating
him as if he were a spy. He realized that they were trying to provoke a reaction from
him, to defend himself and prove he wasn’t a spy, which led him to discuss his secrets.
They presented him with signed papers from officials in the movement, stamped with
red seals, and he spoke to them candidly, revealing nothing, assuring them he had told
them the truth and that he was hiding nothing at all. He asserted that if he had said
anything, he would not have left prison for years.

I looked at him intently and asked, “But you haven’t told/me where Hassan is?” He
replied nonchalantly, “Forget about that matter. The impertant thing is that he won’t
bother us, tarnish our reputation, or trouble anyone anymores” I realized that he had
fulfilled his oath, and I silently thanked God that I had not been privy to his secret
before or involved in what he was doing; otherwise, I might have found myself
entangled and would have compromised my cousin.

At the first opportunity I had after being released from prison, I'left early to wait for
"Intisar," my beloved, hoping to see her and let her see me. If 'she had heard about my
arrest, [ wanted to reassure her and bring her ecomfort. [ caught sight of her as she peered
from the alley; our eyes met for a fleeting moment before she averted her gaze. I thought
I read her lips murmuring a few words—perhaps “Thank God.” Maybe I was deluding
myself into thinking that, but she'seemed to know that [ had been in prison and was
thanking God for my safety. An indescribable joy filled me, and I rushed ahead to the
university, wanting her to see'me and confirmmy well-being.

One evening, after Ibrahim had been released and while T.was sitting with him in our
room studying our university books, my\mother entered the room, greeting us. She
carried a tray with three glass cups and a teapot. She pulled the table toward Ibrahim’s
bed and sat at the edge ofit- Leaning next to her, she poured the tea and handed each of
us a cup. She sipped long draughts from her cup and spoke to Ibrahim, saying, “Look
how beautiful are the children of Mahmoud, Hassan, Fatima,/and Tahani. A son is the
most precious thing in the universe,and you'don’t fecl that'meaning until you have a
child. Oh, how wonderful it is to become a mother or a father; this is the most beautiful
of all feelings and emotions:*

I realized she was preparing to lead into another topic, so I cast a subtle glance at
Ibrahim. The sly one caught my look and responded with a faint smile, as if to say, “I
know what your mother is hinting at.”




As if she realized she had prolonged the introduction, she said: "Oh, Ibrahim, I want to
marry you and rejoice in your happiness!" He laughed heartily and replied, "No offense,
dear aunt; may God keep you with us as our blessing. But don't worry about me; [ won't
do anything harmful or dangerous, and I'm still young. After graduating from university,
everything will be good, God willing." She responded sharply and angrily, "I will marry
you. I mean, you will marry? And why wait until after graduation when you have about
two thousand dinars with you, which is enough for your marriage and more?" He
interrupted her, "Aunt..." She cut him off, "Be quiet; the matter is settled. You will
marry, which means you will marry! Now, who will you marry? Tell me, and I'll take
care of the rest. Don't argue with me about it." She nudged him several times in his side.
He thought this wasn't the time for such matters, as it was still too early and premature.
She asked him, "Is there a particular girl you want?" He looked at her in astonishment
and said, "No." "I told you, I haven't thought about anyone." She stood up, carrying a
tray of tea.

I found it an opportune moment to gauge his stance and opinion on a sensitive issue:
"Don't you really want to marry?" He' replied, ¥ This matter’hadn't crossed my mind
before your mother entered the room, nor had I thought about it before." I asked, "And
now?" He said, "I think this isn't the time for suchithings; it's still early and premature."
I asked him again if there was a particular girl he' wanted. He looked at me in
astonishment and said, "No, I told you ['haven't thought about it." I continued, "So,
honestly, is there someone you like?" He, growing even more astonished, said,
"Someone I love?!! What are, you talking about; man?" I clarified, "I mean, are you
saying you don't love anyone?" He replied;,"Who said that | love anyone to even deny
it?"

I asked, "Have you ever/loved anyone?" He said, "Do.you want the truth?" I replied,
"Yes." He continued, " This1s'a complicated and lengthy topic. Five years ago, I saw a
girl and felt that I loved her. I began to,observe her comings and goings, and I felt she
loved me back. But/the situation never developed beyond that. However, when I started
praying and committed to the mosque, I understood that such relationships are
forbidden before serious thoughts of marriagesSo, [ refrained from pursuing her, but I
felt my heart was still attached to herand adored her. J*don't believe there’s any religious
issue in that.

But after Hassan returned andsstayed inthe camp, along with the misfortunes he caused,
and as I immersed myself in political life and felt that I became part of the national
concern for this country and its sanctities, | thought for a moment and decided I should
stop even thinking about love. It seems, Ahmad, that we must remain deprived even of
this feeling... just the feeling.




He spoke from the depths of his soul, as if he were in a state of rebirth after labor. I
wondered, “Don’t you think you’re exaggerating?” To my knowledge, revolutionaries
are lovers and poets. He laughed and said, “That’s true, that’s true, Ahmad, but not for
us—not in the Palestinian people. It is true for the revolutionaries of Vietnam, Cuba,
and the People's Republic of China, but it seems our fate is to live with only one love:
the love of this land, its sanctities, its soil, its winds, and its oranges. It seems that this
land refuses to allow any rival to compete with the love of lovers for it, aside from the
girls.”

I laughed and said, “By God, you embody all three—a revolutionary, a lover, and a
poet. What you said is nothing but a reflection of poetry, weaving words for your jealous
beloved. But I don’t believe this contradicts the love for one of the beautiful girls, for
loving them is part of loving the homeland.” He sighed and said ence more, “Ahmad,
do you want the truth?” I replied, “I want nothing but that.”’, He continued, “As the
popular saying goes in this country, ‘the illegitimate children 'have left nothing for the
legitimate ones.” Ahmad, the occupation has tainted everything for us—tainted our land,
tainted our peace, tainted our sea, tainted our streets, and tainted our souls. Ahmad, how
many stories have [ heard that began with intense love in'this country only to turn into
a whip with which the occupation lashes the backs of lovers? Ahmad, when this sacred,
noble relationship is exploited by cellaborators into leverage against lovers, forcing
them to betray their first beloved (Jerusalen), does‘any space remain in our lives for
love and passion?”

I said, “I’m sure you’re exaggetating and that yeu’re. mixing your religious concepts
and legal rulings with the practices of the .oceupation and its collaborators, creating a
heavy and sharp mixture oftideas.” He smiled and said, “Who said that religious
concepts can be separated from the realities of life and. its interactions? Ahmad, I
decided to cut this cord after I fell in loye'with a girl with all my soul and senses, even
though my relationship with her remained within the bounds of what is permissible and
chaste. Not a word did I exehange with het; yet Iloved her from the depths of my soul.
When that heavy, intense feeling|of ideas came over me, [ asked myself: ‘Do I truly
love her?” And I answered myself: ‘Absolutely.” I told myself then: If your love is
sincere, then in the chains of our livesas Palestinianssyou must devote yourself to love,
leaving behind anything that might openithe doors to corruption and evil—anything
that might tarnish the imagesef-the beloved or herréputation. You must even stop the
breezes that might touch the beloved’s face or stir her feelings. We are not like others,
Ahmad... we are not like others. Goodnight.”

He entered his bed and pulled the covers over him. I replied, “And you are among
them,” and I pulled my blanket over me, thinking of every word he said and wondering:
Is he truly exaggerating, or are we not like others?!! Our story is not that of the Irish,
the Khmer Rouge, or the Pakistanis; this is a Palestinian story that centers around the
sacred Al-Agsa Mosque.




The next day, as [ was on my way home from the mosque, I noticed new signals similar
to those I had seen the intelligence officer writing, which we had decoded on the wall.
I returned home and waited for Ibrahim to come back, telling him about the matter. He
immediately went out to gather details on what was written and returned. According to
our previous analyses, the meeting specified in this code was set for a week later. 1
asked Ibrahim what he thought. He replied, “This is a signal for an unknown agent, and
he is dangerous because he is unidentifiable; we must find out who he is.” I inquired,
“How?” He said, “Let me arrange things; we still have a week.” The signal indicated
that the meeting was at 20:00, or eight in the evening.

On the designated day, he told me in the morning, “Be ready today; we’ll go out to try
to identify the agent at six. I’ll wait for you at the mosque.” T waited for him at the
mosque at the agreed time. He arrived, took me in his car, and drove out of the camp,
heading north beyond the city of Gaza. Then he turned onte one of the side roads
leading to a group of settlements and pointed to a small’bush by the side of the road,
saying, “Do you see this bush?” I replied, “Yes.” He continued, “In an hour, it will be
dark, and whoever is hiding behind the bush will not be seen’by anyone, while he can
see everyone passing on this road, especially under the electric light on that pole.” 1
acknowledged, “That’s true.” He explained, “When darkness falls, I’ll leave you there.
Move quietly and assess the atmosphere around you. If you find the situation suitable,
hide behind the bush. I will keep watchs [fyou don’thide, I will come to get you. If you
hide well, observe the street carefully and see who will come here and what will happen.
Stay behind it until I come to get yow.” T wondered,, “How are you so sure that the
person indicated will come from here.and not anywhere else in the world?”” He laughed
and said, “Don’t you trust me?:l_eave the arrangements to me, Ahmad.”

He returned me at the scheduled time, let me outof the car, and I walked, assessing the
surroundings. The conditions/were right since\the place was empty, so I hid behind the
bush. I awaited the/hands‘of the clock, which seemed unwilling to move. Minutes
passed, and as the hourneared eight, it ticked... oné minute... two minutes... three... and
nothing happened.

I said to myself, “It seems we are deceivingurselves, thinking we are clever while
they are so simple. It appears I trusted Ibrahim more-than [ should have.” I was pulled
from these thoughts by the sound of a car stopping on.the main road several meters
away from me. A person opened-the doer, got outyand closed the car door, which then
drove off. I confirmed it was a public taxi.




That person began to walk towards me on the side road. I strained to see, my heartbeats
quickening, rising to the point where I feared he might hear them. I rubbed my eyes to
ensure I could see him clearly. When he stepped into the light, about ten meters away,
I gasped, my spirit nearly escaping me, and I held my breath. It was "Fayez," one of
Ibrahim's closest friends and an activist.

I thought to myself, perhaps he came at Ibrahim's request to watch as well! Before I
could dwell on this idea, a speeding car turned into the side road, stopped, opened its
back door, and Fayez got in before it sped off. I was one hundred percent sure this was
the car of the area intelligence officer, "Abu Wadi," and I was almost ninety percent
certain that "Abu Wadi" was in the vehicle.

Conflicting thoughts swirled in my mind. AmT dreaming? [ thisreal? Isn’t this a police
or spy movie? What should I tell Ibrahim? Should I tell him the truth? Should I hide the
matter and say nothing happened? The thoughts and questions tormented me until
Ibrahim's car arrived. As he got closer, I'scanned the area/and found it empty. I emerged
from behind the tree, got in with him, and he droye off, questioning me, “Did anything
happen here? Did you see anyone? Did the intelligence officer come?” I didn’t respond.
He noticed I was in an unusual state and'asked, “What’s wrong with you?” I said, “You
won’t believe what happened.” He eagerly pressed, “What happened?” I replied, “The
man came, and ‘Abu Wadi’ took him in the car.” He shouted, “Really? Who’s the man?”
I said, “That’s the problem.” He asked, “What problem? Who’s the man?” I replied,
“Fayez.” He exclaimed, “Hayez! Who? Itesponded, “Your friend?”” He shouted, “What
are you saying? Who else could it be?”.I msisted, “Yes, it was him, in the flesh. I saw
him with my own two eyes, one hundred percent without a doubt.” He asked, “‘Abu
Wadi’ came and took him?” Taffirmed,,““Yes; ‘Abu Wadi’in his car, stopped next to
him, opened the door, and he got indThe car drove off towards the settlements.”
Ibrahim turned to the side of the road,\slowed down, stopped the car, pulled the
handbrake, and rested his head in his hands on the steering wheel, saying, “Oh my God,
what is happening here?l-ean’t believe 1t This is‘unbelievable; it can’t be...” He kept
repeating it hundreds ofitimes. I asked,*Why can’tit be? s it possible he doesn’t know
about...” He stopped mid-sentence, then continued, “Oh my God, it seems I’ve lost
control of my mind. Let’s go hame.” Itook over the driver's seat, drove home in silence,
and as we approached the house, he askedime to head to Sheikh Ahmad's house. Before
we reached, he instructed mesto-stoprand wait faefrom the Sheikh’s house until his
return.




He was gone for about half an hour before he returned, climbing into the seat beside
me as we set off for home without either of us uttering a word. My sister Mariam
brought us dinner; he barely managed to eat a few bites. We drank tea, each of us
holding our book, looking at it yet unable to see the letters.

After an hour, he turned to me and said, "Ahmed, I know you don’t need reminding,
but I must emphasize this: this topic is closed, and you must not tell anyone." I replied
without hesitation. He continued, "We are still unable to determine whether this is
merely a string of coincidences, and we must examine the matter to be absolutely
certain." I said, "Indeed, but how?" He replied, "We shall see, we shall see. Good night,"
as he pulled his cover over himself. Then he turned and added, "If you meet him, you
must not let him sense any change in you." liagreed, and we both pulled our covers over
ourselves, resting our heads on our pillows, unaware of how many hours passed as we
tossed in our beds like those who had laid their sheets over embers.

When we got up for the Fajr prayer, he whispered in my eat, trying to smile, "Is it
permissible for people like us, living this life and'seeing what we see, to love and desire,
Ahmed?" At that moment, | decided ta end myilove story, if we could call it a love
story, and I realized that our tale is a bifter Palestinian one where there is no room for
more than one love... and one passion.




Chapter Nineteen

I noticed Ibrahim with a Hebrew newspaper that I didn't know he could read. However,
he understood a little of it. I saw that it was Yedioth Ahronoth. I asked him, "What is
this newspaper? What does it contain?" He replied, "This is a Hebrew newspaper,
Yedioth Ahronoth, and it has an article about the Gaza Strip." He gently pulled the
newspaper and its translated article and handed them to me.

It was a lengthy article describing the situation.an'Gaza, summarizing that the Gaza
Strip has turned into a swamp of collabozaters and spies working with the Israeli
intelligence agency, the Shabak. It stated/that Gaza, which had once been a center of
turmoil and a headache for the Israelis atthe onset of the occupation, could never regain
its former status, and it would never return to that corneragain. Most of the content in
this article was attributed to intelligence sources and officials from the Shabak.

I read this with great anxiety, and Ibrahim noticed my concernygsaying with a smile, "It's
worrying, isn't it?" I replied, "Certainly." He said, "All this is nonsense. Did you not see
how Gaza became a volcano when they besieged the university and we called the people
from the mosques?" I agreed, saying, "True, but...""'He/interrupted me, saying, "There
is no doubt they succeeded in delivering a devastating blow to the resistance, and they
have infiltrated our people's ranks in a frightening manner. But this is a blessed land;
God has blessed it and its people. ' When the time comes, the giant will rise again, and
these people will know what fate awaits them." 1 said, "Once again, | see you as
romantic and fantastical.' [ don't believe you are basing your theory on accurate
information and statisties; rather, it’s justidreams and.wishes." He smiled confidently
and said, "You will see, Ahmed, you willisee:!'

Three young men in their early twenties gathered in a refagee camp in Rafah, just
meters away from the botder barrierwith Egypt, sitfing on.eld cloths and whispering to
each other.

Abdul Hamid said, ""We have'to do something; we can't just wait around without doing
anything."Khalil asked, "What ean we do?"

Farid answered, "We, can arrange to get some old weapons and start working with
them."Khalil jumped uppsaying, "No... we can't use weapons bought on the black
market. You know that most of them are defective or compromised, leading to
immediate arrest, as those who trade them do so with the knowledge of the intelligence
to capture anyone thinking of acting against the occupation."Abdul Hamid asked,
exasperated, "What should we do then? We must start doing something."Khalil smiled
and said, "I have a good idea, and we must try it."




On Saturday at eleven o’clock in the morning, numerous buses stop at Palestine Square
in the city of Gaza, unloading hundreds of Jews, men and women alike. They begin to
roam the city and its markets, moving in groups, swaying, laughing, purchasing
whatever pleases them, eating and drinking. Omar Al-Mukhtar Street, particularly the
bustling commercial section stretching between Palestine Square and Al-Shuja'iyya
Square, becomes packed with them. They speak Hebrew, occasionally uttering a few
broken Arabic words, prompting laughter from the vendors, to which they respond with
laughter of their own.

From the side of Al-Mukhtar Street, near Al-Shuja'iyya Square, Khalil strolls idly, a
folded copy of Al-Quds newspaper in his hand,as is the habit of many young men from
the refugee camps. His gaze shifts across the glass displays of the shops, moving
forward at a slow pace. Soon, a Jew is walking just a meter beside him, on his right.
Khalil passes along the iron barrier that separates the sidewalk from the road. Suddenly,
the newspaper slips from his hand, and in its place, a shafp kitchen knife appears in his
grip. His hand flashes forward, the blade slicing through the Jew’s neck—once forward,
once back, no more, no less. The throat is slit, blood gushesdn torrents, and the body
collapses to the ground.

Khalil swiftly turns into a side street. By the timepeoplerealize what has happened and
cries fill the air, he is already inside a waiting car, driven by Abdul Hamid. The vehicle
merges calmly into the city's dense ‘traffic.” Within fifteen minutes, large forces of
occupation soldiers, intelligence lagents, .and.police swarm the scene, sealing it off,
removing the corpse, inspecting the ‘area, and launching an extensive investigation
among shop owners and passersby. Not long after, the incident repeats itself in a nearby
location.

Khalil sends his knife flashing like lightning into,the throat of another occupier—once
forward, once back—+before yvanishing into the city's alleys, disappearing with its soft
breeze. The occupation forces and theiriintelligence services turn the world upside
down—arrests, detentionsy-interrogations.«;.all to.no avail:




One evening, as | sat in my room studying one of my books, | heard a knock on the
door. | got up to see who it was. | opened the door, and there stood Faiz, greeting me
with peace. I couldn’t return the greeting—words stumbled in my throat. Then |
remembered what Ibrahim had said, so | returned the greeting.

He asked, "Is Ibrahim here?" | said, "No, but he might arrive at any moment." He said,
"No, I’ll come back shortly. If he returns, tell him I’ll be coming to see him, so he
should wait for me." Then he left. | returned to my studies.

About half an hour later, there was another knock at the door. Ibrahim had not yet
returned. It was Faiz at the door. I said to him, "Ibrahim hasn’t returned yet. Come in,
come in." By then, | had grown more comfortable with the idea of speaking with him.
| called out to the family to clear the way, and he entered with me into our room, where
he sat on the edge of Ibrahim’s bed. I tried to'start a conversation to pass the time and
ease the tension | felt. | asked him about his studies and preparatiens for the upcoming
exams. He answered that they were going well, that his preparations were in full swing.
Studying, after all, was easy and not/complicated. Suddenly, he asked, "To your
knowledge, will Ibrahim be late?" I said, "I don’t think 80." He said, "I don’t want to
stay too long. Does he usually stay out late at night?" I"said, *No, but sometimes he
does.” He asked, "Do you know where he might be right now? Perhaps I could go see
him there." I said, "I don’t know." He asked, "Deesn’t he wisit his brother, Hassan?"
My heartbeat quickened, and I answered, "No. We 'don’t visit Hassan. We don’t know
him. We haven’t heard anything about himiin many years—ever since we cast him out
of the house for his misdeeds."”

Faiz said, "But Hassan is his brother. Blood doeesn’t turn to water—he must still care
about him." I said, "No... no. I haven’t heard him mention his name since that time.
We’ve forgotten him completely. 1f you hadn’t brought him up, I wouldn’t have even
remembered him." Then I asked, "But why do.youask about Hassan?" For a moment,
he seemed flustered, then said«"["just.thought he.might be with him, and I could find
him there." Then he asked, "But where does Hassanlive.now?" 1 said, "I don’t know.
We haven’t seen him in adong time." He asked to leave, so'| walked him out. Then |
returned to my room and my studies—>but, | could no langer understand a single word
on the page. A single thought consumed mie: Was he sent by the intelligence services
to investigate us about Hassan? Otherwise;why all these guestions about him?




Ibrahim returned after a while, and I told him about the matter. He laughed and said,
“Excellent, excellent. Now we see him, and he does not see us. Let him do his job, and
we will verify whether he is working with them or not.” I asked, “How?”” He replied,
“There are those who are watching him now, counting every move he makes.” I said,
“Don’t you see? I’ve been certain since I found the report with you that you have a
security apparatus working on these issues.” He looked at me angrily and said, “Ahmed,
what’s the point of all this talk? Do you want the grapes or do you want to fight the
guard?” I laughed and said, “The important thing is that you keep me informed of any
developments in this matter, as | was an essential part of it from the beginning.” He
replied, “This is yours.”

My mother entered carrying dinner and greeted usyto which.we responded in kind. We
placed the food on the table and sat on the edge of Ibrahim’s bed, saying, “Eat your
dinner.” As we took our seats around the‘table, she asked, “What’s the news of our
groom?” Ibrahim turned to her and said, “Fine, auntieys/but there’s no need for this
groom of ours.” She replied angrily, “Why not? Just so you know, I’ ve started looking
for you a bride like the moon.” He said, “Didn’t we agree to postpone this matter until
graduation?” She replied, “Yes, yes, but I’'m logking for you, and 'as soon as I find a
suitable bride, we’ll propose to you even before'graduation.”’ He said, “Oh, auntie...” I
interrupted him to get him out of the predicament, sayings; “What do you think? He
wants a specific one and loves her.” She looked at me mockingly, “Shut up, who asked
you to intervene? And who introduced you to men? Ibrahim wants a specific one!! And
he loves her, what an idiot. Be quiet, boy, be quiet.”'Then she turned to Ibrahim, saying,
“I'm looking for you, Ibrahim, and I will'take you.soon to meet them.” He said, “Oh,
aunt,” and she interrupted him, saying, “Be quiet too,” and left the room.

In the city of Hebron, after the sunset.prayer, Sheikh Jamal stood among a group of
young men in the mosque, teaching them religious matters, instilling in them the
meanings of piety, encouraging them.to desire what.is with God, and helping them
renounce worldly desires. At'the same time, in another. meosque, Abdul Rahman sat
among a group of young/men, discussing the same meanings.

The sheikh sitting next to the/pulpit glanced at his watch and began preparing to stand
for the call to prayer. The‘call to prayer.for the evening prayer resonated from the
minarets of the mosques.in Hebront.. God. is Great... Godiis Great. After completing
the prayer, Abdul Rahman gestured to his nephew-Abdul Rahim to let them leave the
mosque. Abdul Rahim set off to meet his uncle at'the door of the mosque, and they
departed together. Abdul Rahman said, “Let’s go; we don’t want to be late because we
don’t have a car today to takeus tothe town.” They set off through the streets of the
old town with its ancient stone houses.




In one of the alleys, a cry rang out: "Allahu Akbar, people! This is our home!" A voice
responded in broken Arabic, "This is not your home; this is my home! Leave here!"
Abdul Rahman and Abdul Rahim looked into the alley and saw dozens of soldiers
standing with their weapons drawn, protecting a number of settlers—both men and
women—who were driving the residents out and throwing their furniture outside the
house. Whenever the Arab residents attempted to return to their home, the soldiers
aimed their weapons at them, while the settlers pushed and pulled them, yelling at them.
Abdul Rahim stopped, his foot having instinctively stepped toward the alley, and his
uncle felt it and grabbed his hand, pulling him back forcefully, saying, "Where are you
going? What can you do against those guns?" Abdul Rahim looked at him reproachfully
and said, "Are we just going to pass by without doing anything?!l"

His uncle replied, "My nephew, this is a problem that cannot be solved with emotional
outbursts or quick reactions. This is not/the first house nor the ast that the settlers will
seize, and this is not the first family nor the last family to be expelled from their home.
You can see that the eye is insightful, but the hand is short, and matters need a
fundamental solution."

Abdul Rahim, feeling frustrated, asked, "How? When?" Abdul Rahman responded,
"Patience, my son, patience, for every fate has it§'appointed time, and God's command
will come inevitably."

By the next morning, the cries of the village children'rose, and Abdul Rahim ran toward
the door to see what was happening. His aunt called out to him, "Where are you going,
Abdul Rahim?" He did not respond and ran, with the children toward the west. From
the west came the sound of bulldezets and trucks pounding the ground.

The children peered at the machines leveling the land and uprooting trees, demolishing
some of the small stone houses. Many of the children shouted, "This is our land, they
are bulldozing it!" and they dashed back to the village, their voices rising, "The Jews
are bulldozing our land! The Jews are uprooting our trees!" As they shouted, doors
opened, and people emerged, questioning what was happening, and they too walked
toward the west.

A man shouted as he hurried toward the crowd; " Allahu Akbar, people... Allahu Akbar!
What has happened? What has happened?" When he-tookedat the bulldozers crushing
his trees, he collapsed on the ground, losing consciousnhess. A number of people
gathered around him to provide-aid, and one shouted, "Bring water!" While several
people were busy helping him, some men approached the bulldozers, and soldiers
stepped forward to confront them, leading to a dialogue that resembled a conversation
between the deaf.




The men shouted, "This is our land! Why are you bulldozing it?" The soldiers ordered
them to back off, aiming their rifles at their faces. The men repeated their objections,
and the soldiers shoved them, causing an elderly man to fall. Another rushed to help
him up, while a third defended against the soldiers. The shouting escalated, and cries
rose in intensity. Then the soldiers began to strike the men with batons, and those who
fell to the ground were kicked. The crowd started to scream and chant praises. The
soldiers then unleashed tear gas canisters, causing the crowd to disperse, while the
children began hurling stones. The soldiers fired above the heads of the demonstrators,
as the land was torn up, olive trees were cut down, and everything was crushed beneath
the bulldozers. Abdul Rahim hurled stones at the soldiers, and the gunfire and gas
continued, along with the bulldozers' work, until sunset.. The bulldozers and the
guarding troops finally withdrew, and most people left, except.for a few elderly men
and women who collapsed onto the soil of their land, kissing it:and scattering it over
their heads, their wails unceasing.

Ibrahim came to me, saying, "Today, God willing, we will settle the issue of 'Fayez'
definitively." I asked, "How?" He replied, "You just need to do your part, which is to
monitor him for the next six hours. Here are the car keys. Be very careful not to attract
his attention while you watch him, as the entire plan will be ruined.” I took the keys,
saying, "Don't worry about it." He left, saying, "Froem nowon, it’s time to watch." I said
to myself, "Let’s go," and began scanning the crowd of students in the university
courtyard. | found him, and to my surprise, | sawithat Ibrahim had gone to walk with
him. He started a seemingly casual conversation, then led him toward the university
cafeteria. 1 watched them; they sat for about.half“an hour before lbrahim excused
himself and left.

Fayez appeared confused and uncertain about what to.do. He then got up and exited the
cafeteria, wandered around the university. for a bit;.and.then headed outside. | hurried
to the car and drove behind him from a distance so. he wouldn’t notice that I was
following him. He walked along Thirtieth Street heading east, glancing at the shops
around him, inspecting something./He then.entered one of the shops. | quickly drove
my car in front of the shop'to see what he was doing inside. | saw him talking to the
shopkeeper, as if asking for permission to.use the telephone. After getting permission,
he picked up the receiver.and made@ brief.call. Then hethanked the man and left.

| waited for him from'a distance, and he signaled.to one of the passing cars, which
stopped, and he got in."l followed etosely behind until we reached Palestine Square,
where he got out of theear-and. wandered around the sguare for a bit. He then
approached one of the taxi stands, spoke to.the driver, and got into a car that drove him
out of the square. The car exited, Gaza to the north. When the car approached the
intersection where | had seen.him get.into "Abu.Wadi's" car, | slowed down, then
stopped. He got out and headed down that'side road. | drove north, then turned around
and returned, going back and forth on the main road. Each time | passed the side road,
| looked in, finding him still heading west.




During one of those glances, I spotted the intelligence officer "Abu Wadi" speeding by
in his car. He slowed down and turned onto the side road. I rushed toward the
intersection, and upon arriving, I saw Abu Wadi had stopped his car and opened the
door. Fayez got in with him, and they drove off. I didn’t know what to do next; should
I continue my surveillance or was my role over? I drove down the side road and, from
a distance, saw "Abu Wadi’s" car enter one of the settlements. I turned around and
returned to the main road, waiting at the intersection about fifty meters from the turnoff.
I waited for about forty minutes when suddenly "Abu Wadi’s" car came speeding out,
heading back to Gaza.

I took off and glanced at the side road, spetting Fayez on his way back to the
intersection. I quickly turned around and<returned to my previous position. Fayez
reached the intersection, signaling to passing cars until one stopped for him, and he got
in. I followed him, and he got out at Palestine Square; then hopped into another car
heading to the camp and went home. [ realized my mission was over, and I needed to
inform Ibrahim of what had transpired.

I hurried to the house to find him, but'he wasn’t there. [ rushed to the university and
found him. I told him everything that happened, and he laughed so hard he nearly fell
over, saying, "He took the bait! We’te now. certain of his collaboration, but we need to
finish the setup." I asked, "What bait? What setup?!" He explained, "A few days ago,
after seeing him that night, he hasn't missed.a chance'to ask me about Hassan. I realized
his mission now was to find out what imformation I had about Hassan. So, I told him
today that I would be meeting Hassan at eight, whom.I haven’t seen in years, and that
he sent me a message via someone I'don't know; wanting.to see me for something very
important. I was confident he would rush.to reportthat important information they were
looking for. He took the bait, and now we need to carry. on."

"I'm going to a faraway place; ptetending ['ve'been waiting for Hassan for a long time,
showing that I'm anxious and con¢erned. I’ll wait an hour, glancing at my watch as any
worried person would dey-then I’ll return-home:" I asked i confusion, "What’s the
benefit of that?" He replied, "Ahmad, they arrested us, interrogated us, and took us to
their traps to see if we had killed him or knew. where he was. They didn’t stop there;
they sent us this traitor to dig aroundiabout him. They“won’tdet us go until they’re sure
we have no connection.to this andithat we'genuinely don’t know where he is. This way,
they’ll stop searching forusyand-we’ll have killed two birds with one stone: confirming
his collaboration and betrayal, and using him to relay information that will keep their
evil away from us."




I said, my astonishment evident, "By God, you’re something else." He smiled,
murmuring, "That’s a blessing from God." I asked, "Do you need anything from me
now?" He glanced at his watch and replied, "No, there’s enough time to get you home
before | head to my appointment.” He drove me home, and on the way, he informed me
that a group of young people associated with Islamic Jihad had been arrested; they were
responsible for the recent stabbings in Gaza. "God is great! Every cell operates for no
more than a month before being apprehended. What a calamity!" | exclaimed. He
continued, "As long as our people have traitors like this and as long as we, as
organizations and political forces, are unable to address this issue fundamentally, the
situation will remain as it is, and it will only worsen."

By the time we reached my house, | got out, telling him not to'delay. "If you're late past
ten o'clock, I’ll know something has happened to you." He left promptly to arrive at his
appointment on time.

My brother Mohammed’s fiancée was preparing for her final ¢xams and the end of her
studies at the university. Therefore, Mohammed was ‘keen @n visiting their home
frequently to see if she needed any help with her studies. After praying the afternoon
prayer at the nearby mosque, he headed to their house. He knocked on the door, and
one of her brothers opened it to welcome him in."Her father and/mother received him
warmly, and she joined them, bringing her books and sitting inithe adjacent chair.

Her mother went to prepare tea while her father remained seated. She began asking
questions about her studies, and Mohammed.answered until the call to prayer for the
evening prayer. They all stood to pray together—herfather, she, and her mother praying
behind him—then he sat down to continue explaining. After about half an hour, he said
he needed to leave. She asked, "Isn’t it still early?" He replied, "No, you know that the
situation is unstable, and the country. has become like a ghost town—no one comes or
goes. | need to get home before dinner to avoid getting ecaught up in problems with
soldiers, settlers, or some hoodlums.*

She nudged him in the'knee, as if to'say, " Why thewrush?" Her father said, "You’re right,
Mohammed; your wards are spoton.” Mohammed had already Stopped to leave, saying,
"Peace be upon you " The.man stood to'see him off to the doar, saying, "And upon you
peace and mercy of God. Goodbye." Mehammed stepped out into the darkening
surroundings and began his journey bagck to hisapartment. He walked down a deserted
path, the only company keing some stray cats.and dogs wandering around in the early
evening hours. Allthe shops were closed, and everyone had hidden in their homes,
fearing trouble and headaches. Mohammed hastened his steps, heading home without
much distraction or delays:




Ibrahim returned home just before ten o'clock. After entering the room, I asked him,
"How did it go?" He replied, "They took the bait, and it seems we succeeded one
hundred percent.” | inquired, "What happened?" He explained, "I went, waited, and
displayed concern and tension. | noticed there was heavy surveillance on me and the
area; even the cars parked nearby seemed to have special forces ready to pounce if
anything happened. When nothing occurred, | returned without anyone stopping me.
They must be sure we know nothing about Hassan."

My mother entered the room, saying, "Don’t you want to have dinner?" She was
carrying a tray of food, placing it on the table, and greeting us with "Peace be upon
you." We replied, "And upon you peace." She sat on the edge of Ibrahim's bed as we
moved to eat. She said, "By God, Ibrahim, | saw.abride for.you who is as beautiful as
the moon, and I’ll take you tomorrow to see her at her family’s-house." Ibrahim raised
his hand away from the food, asking, "What are you saying?" | said, "Just as you heard.
Tomorrow, pray the afternoon prayer and come immediately to take me to 'Abu
Hussein’s' house to see his daughter, Salwa, who is beautiful in character and faith,
everything you desire and wish for." He responded, "Aunt... Aunt, didn’t I tell you..."
| interrupted, "Enough, Aunt, enough! The, matter ‘is settled. You know that
Mohammed’s fiancée will finish her studies in'‘a ' week or two, and we will have your
engagement alongside theirs, just as we did with Mahmoud and Hassan. It will be
simpler, quicker, and lighter." He protested, "Aunt, 1 told you before that I won’t marry
until I graduate." She replied, "You have ayearleft until graduation, and I won’t wait
a year for you. You will get married, andyou only have the right to choose your bride.
As for whether you marry or not, that isnotyourchoice. Don’t forget to come tomorrow
right after the afternoon prayer."

He fell silent, defeated. My mother stood up, carrying the food tray, and he sat on his
bed without saying anything for'a while..Then he ealled out, "Aunt! Aunt!" She came
out of her room, asking, "What’s wrong, Ibrahim?'"' He said, "Come here; I want to tell
you something.” She came and sat beside him,saying, *\What do you want?" He said,
"I won’t come tomorvow after the/afternoon prayer, and you won’t take me to 'Abu
Hussein's' house, and | will/not marry his daughter Salwa." She looked at him in
complete astonishment and‘confusion, thinking, *This is notithe Ibrahim I know." She
exclaimed, "What are you saying? There’ssnoneed for that; Aunt." I said, "What does
that mean? Do you want to break my word? You.won't listen to me? You won’t get
married now?" He replied, "No, no¥ T will marry,"Aunt, as you wish, whenever you
want."

I shouted, "Didn’t ['tell yowheloves someone and has set his sights on a specific girl?"
She looked at my mathercwith disdain and said, "I told you to be quiet and not to
interfere.” He replied, "Thetruth,-Aunt;is that he has@apoint, but things are not exactly
as he says."




She said, her patience wearing thin, "I don’t understand anything. Can you clarify what
you want?" He lowered his head and replied, "l want to marry Maryam, my aunt.” |
asked, "Who is Maryam?" He responded, "Yes, my cousin Maryam." "Maryam," she
echoed, trying to grasp the situation. He continued, "Will | find someone better than
her? Will you agree to my marrying her?" Tears welled in her eyes as she said, "Will
you find someone better than you, Ibrahim? Let me go see Maryam, Mahmoud, and
Hassan." She got up to leave, and | asked, "And you don't want my opinion?" "No," she
replied firmly. "I don’t want your opinion on this matter because he is your soulmate,
and your opinion is well known."

| laughed and said to him, "Congratulations, Ibrahim." He lowered his head and replied,
"May God bless you, Ahmed, but let’s see what others think:" My mother emerged, and
he looked at me anxiously, saying, "By Gody' T don’t know what to do. We are in one
valley, and your mother is in another. I don’t want to anger her,'and I fear I'’ll involve
Maryam in my troubles and then end up imprisoned or.. He fell silent. I pressed, "Go
on, what are you afraid of? Are you afraid of being killed?"

He quickly responded, "No, no, but who knows, what fate has in stare for us and what
the days will bring?"

My mother returned after a long absence, accompanied by<Mahmoud and Hassan,
exclaiming, "Congratulations, Ibrahim, congratulations!' My mother added, "If it
weren’t midnight, [ would have ululated! My joy isidoubled, for you and Maryam, but
tomorrow, God willing, we will do what'is required.” Then she called out, "Maryam,
come here!" When Maryam didn’t ‘respond, she gotup to fetch her. She returned,
pulling Maryam along, who was blushing and trying to hide her face until she entered
the room. My mother nudged her; saying, ''Sit.next to your fiancé, your cousin."

Maryam sat down, shyness radiating from both of their faces, and neither dared to look
at the other. Ibrahim then ventured to ask my mother, “Is.Maryam in agreement, or have
you forced her, my aunt?"

My mother replied, "Farced her?! Why would L.force.her? Will she find someone better
than you?!" His face turned-red again‘as he said, "l seek .refuge in God. Will I find
someone better than her? By God, my aunt; | am ashamed ofyour kindness toward me."
My mother reassured himy"We have favored you, my son. You are a man who has
shaped your life with your own hands. May God bless you:" He paused for a moment
and then asked, "My aunt, does Maryam agree?" “Of course, of course she agrees," my
mother replied. "I wantito hear that-from her," he‘insisted. "Say it, Maryam. Do you
agree?" my mother prompted. Maryam nedded in agreement and then left, our laughter
following her as she exited.the'room




They sat for a while discussing the arrangements for the engagement and wedding, then
excused themselves to go to sleep, intending to wake up early for the many obligations
ahead. As they left, I whispered, laughing, “Enjoy your day, my uncle; from the very
beginning, you’ve been achieving success, each triumph greater than the last.” He
chuckled in response, “May God protect me from envy,” and I echoed, “Good night.”
Here, in the Gaza prison, in the same section where my brother Mahmoud once lived,
in a room adjacent to the one he occupied, after the guard turned off the lights and went
to sleep, one of the prisoners lay stretched out on his mattress by the door, holding a
small piece of mirror, its edge sticking out from beneath the door to watch the guard’s
movements. The guard approached and tapped.three times on.the floor with his finger,
prompting everyone to remain in their beds, feigning sleep, while he pulled back his
mirror.

The guard reached the door of the cell and turned on his flashlight, inspecting the
situation. He found everyone asleep and continued on to,check the other cells. After
completing his rounds, he returned, passing by the door until he reached his chair at the
end of the section and sat down.

That prisoner pulled his mirror out again, looked into it, and then whispered, “Let’s go,”
signaling with his hand. Three prisoners stood @ip and entered the bathroom, one of
them clutching a piece of iron saw, its end wrapped in cloth to grip it firmly. He climbed
onto his friend’s back and began cutting through the iron bar again. The young man
lying on the ground tapped three times, and they rushed back to their beds. The guard
made his rounds and returned to'his chair, allowing them to continue their work.

Just before the dawn call to prayet, the job was complete: the window of freedom stood
open. Drowsiness was gverwhelming the guard sitting in his chair, leaning against the
wall, while six of us young.nen embraced, our remaining friends and slid out of the
window, one after another, after placing seme,items in'theit beds to make it appear as
if they were still asleep. As the last ong slipped through the window, the sound of the
morning adhan rose, “Allahul Akbar, Allahts Akbar.” They stealthily escaped the prison
after jumping over the outer wall.

At six o’clock, the guardsiarrived'to turn on thelights, with thedoudspeaker announcing
the readiness for the morning count."The counting officer opened the cell and began the
roll call. “Where are the rest?” he asked; noting the shortage. The present prisoners
smiled as one dashed to'the-restroom, emerging panting with sweat, raising his
communication device to speak into it, just as the prison alarm blared.




Two and a half hours had passed since the young men had left, ample time for them to
reach the farthest corners of Palestine, not just a safe hideout in one of Gaza's
neighborhoods or its outskirts. A large number of guards came pouring in to search,
ransack, and disrupt everything in the rooms, while hundreds, even thousands, of
occupation soldiers set up checkpoints, stopping people and inspecting everyone
coming and going—an evident state of confusion and hysteria.

As the afternoon call to prayer approached, all arrangements were in place. My mother
sent someone to apologize to Abu Hussein's house, informing them that we would not
attend the engagement because the boy only wanted his cousin. She also reached out to
my aunt, informed most of the neighbors, and sent me to buy baklava for the occasion.
After the afternoon prayer, the house was bustling with people;joyous ululations filled
the air, and songs echoed as baklava was distributed. Thus, Ibrahim's engagement to
Mariam became known and publicly declared before both family and friends,
alleviating any embarrassment for Mariam in front of everyone.




Chapter Twenty

Al-Wahda Street in Gaza City, near the intersection with Fahmi Bak Street, is crowded
with people and cars. This location is a central hub for the movement of thousands of
Gaza's residents and the hundreds of senior officers and officials from military, civilian,
and intelligence agencies.

In the Saraba building, the central base of the occupation in the Gaza Strip, the street is
filled with vehicles, and with no traffic lights to regulate the.flow, the scene becomes a
chaotic traffic jam, forcing everyone to come to a standstill'Cars inch forward, one
centimeter at a time. One military vehicle, driven by the Israeli military police
commander in the Gaza Strip, slowly advances, his arm testing on the car window as a
radio broadcasts a Hebrew song with discordant music.

Among the crowd, "Mohammed," one of the young men who escaped from Gaza prison
weeks ago, approached the vehicle. When he reached it, he drew his pistol, aiming it at
the commander’s head and chest, and fired several shots before disappearing into the
throng. A car that had been waiting for him took him away from the scene.

Large forces from the army surrounded the area, beginning to detain people, close
shops, and resort to beating, kicking, and vandalism. Intelligence officers arrived to
investigate the incident and gather information that would prove fruitless in
apprehending the perpetrators.

Days later, a military vehiele was conducting routine patrols on one of the main roads
in the city, moving slowly. From behind one of the nearby graves, a young man who
had escaped from prison days earlier emerged, pullingthe pin from a hand grenade and
throwing it at the vehicle, caugingit to explode. Hethen refreated from the scene as the
screams of the wounded soldiers rose around him.




After several days, automatic rifles opened fire on one of the military vehicles, and their
occupants withdrew without any complications. This news spread throughout the
occupied territories, echoing in every neighborhood, home, and gathering. Everyone
was impressed by the level of operations and the audacity of their executors, pleased
by the confusion that had befallen the occupation forces. This became a topic of many
discussions in our home.

A few days later, the region awoke to bad news. The occupation forces and their
intelligence succeeded in capturing two of the young men who had escaped from Gaza
prison, believed to be behind the recent operations. They were eliminated with
thousands of bullets in an ambush set for them on one of the side roads north of Al-
Bureij camp. The news reached the university, prompting us.to suspend classes and join
a demonstration that clashed with soldiersgwith protests spreading throughout the
sector.

On October 6, 1987, after several more days, and just after the call to prayer for
Maghrib, another group of those young men and some of their aides were moving in
their cars through one of the streets in Al-Shuja'iyya, Gaza. They were attacked by
several civilian vehicles that opened fire on them, and soon, a large military force joined
the fray. The young men engaged in‘a fierce ‘battle, killing one of the intelligence
officers overseeing the operation and the ambush. laid for.the fighters. All the young
men were martyred, and a curfew was imposed on the neighborhood.

Ibrahim came to me and told me that they would'mabilize everyone possible for Friday
prayers at Osman Mosque in Al-Shujaliyya. From there, a massive demonstration
would emerge to mourn the martyrs and honor their memory. He urged me to go. A
huge number of young men gathered in.the.mosque to perform Friday prayers. The
sermon and prayer were ordinary. Once the prayer ended, worshipers began to exit the
mosque. A group of activists gathered around lbrahim, starting to chant, "With our souls
and blood, we sacrifice for you, O, Palestine... with our seuls and blood, we sacrifice
for you, O martyr." People flocked, around them in @ massive demonstration that
marched through the sireets of Al-Shujaiyya, passing.hy the hemes of the martyrs, with
mourning tents set up nearby. Each time they, reached one'of those places, the march
would stop, and chants rose; honoring the.martyrs and their families.

After a while, large army forces arrived,.and clashes began with stones and empty
bottles, continuing until the afternoon. This was the first time mass demonstrations took
place in the sector in such a manner,-openly supporting armed resistance, in a way that
left no room for interpretation. Even my brother Mahmoud, when we gathered at home
that evening, said, "You are crazy! How can you hold demanstrations like this in clear
support of armed resistance?"




Mohammed's fiancée completed her studies and exams, and Mohammed returned from
Gaza to arrange for their wedding. He had rented a private apartment in Ramallah and
furnished it with all the essentials.

My mother wanted a wedding that embodied celebration in every sense, without any
deficiencies. However, Mohammed and Ibrahim preferred a modest, small family
gathering. The conflict intensified, and disagreements escalated. Mohammed wanted to
hold the wedding in Ramallah, where the family and close relatives would travel in two
or three cars to conduct the ceremonies simply and smoothly. Ibrahim envisioned a very
simple affair at home for relatives and neighbors to allow my mother, my siblings, and
our neighbors to celebrate.

Mahmoud and Hassan didn’t find the matter significant; what 'mattered was that they
reached an agreement. Fatima and Tahani sided with my.mother, while Meryem and I
supported Mohammed and Ibrahim. Everyone eventually agreed that a small delegation
from us would go to Ramallah for Mohammed’s;marriage contract with his bride. They
would bring her and any family members who wanted to come to Gaza, where Ibrahim
and Meryem would hold their marriage contract, followed by a wedding celebration for
the women as they desired. The next day, Mohammed and his bride could travel back
to Ramallah, and everything would proceed as planned without any complications.
Before this, I had to move out of our shared room, which I shared with Ibrahim, as I
prepared for him and his bride, and temporarily move into the guest room. After the
wedding, I began living with my mether.in her room. It became clear that the house
could not accommodate three young couples, and I, along with my mother, suggested
that Engineer Mahmoud build a second floorabove the house. He explained that from
an engineering perspective, it was feasible with.a bitef patience and effort, which would
ultimately benefit us at home. Ibrahimiagreed with his ideas, asserting that they were
executable and that he was capable of carrying them out. They decided to postpone the
matter until two months after;the wedding.

On the evening of Tuesday; December 8 of the same year(1987), while a bus carrying
anumber of Palestinian workers réturning from their jobs inside the occupied territories
of 1948 was heading south toward Gaza City; having passed the Erez checkpoint, a
massive tractor driven by one of theIsraelis was recklessly tearing across the land,
almost flying off the'ground, heading north. As it neared'the workers’ bus, it swerved
toward it, crushing it completelysresulting in the deaths of several workers and injuring
others. The deceased were taken to their homes, and the injured were sent to hospitals.
News of the deliberate attack on the workers spread throughout the sector, prompting
thousands to take to the streets, discussing and inquiring about the incident.




One of the young men slipped into Sheikh Ahmed's house to inform him of the
situation, asking for suggestions on what to do. The Sheikh simply directed him to
escalate the situation with the funerals, turning them into massive demonstrations and
violent clashes with the occupation forces. The young man set off to arrange what was
needed, and as the funerals left Jabalia heading to the Jabalia camp, throngs of people
gathered behind them, chanting slogans and raising their voices in praise. The
occupation forces arrived, leading to fierce clashes that continued until midnight.
When Ibrahim returned home that night, he whispered in my ear that the Islamic
University would be the focal point of the demonstrations the next day, as they had
organized their plans. Early in the morning, the Israeli radio announced the military
governor’s decision to close the Islamic Uniyersity forsthree days. Ibrahim drove
through various areas, informing activists 10 change their-plans from focusing the
demonstrations at the university to spreading them throughout all'areas, instructing each
group of activists to ignite the situation intheir respective'neighborhoods.

Indeed, during the first half of the day, the Gaza Strip, from iis northernmost point to
its southernmost, erupted in flames against the, occupiers. Tens of thousands poured
into the streets across various regions iin violent demonstrations that clashed fiercely
with the occupation forces. In every larea, dozens, of injuriesiwere reported, with the
wounded being transported to hospitals or nearby clini¢s. With each new injury, the
feelings of the crowds intensified, and their angerand violence grew, culminating in
the first martyr of the Intifada, Hatem Al-Sis, falling in the Jabalia camp.

On the second day, Thursday, events exploded from the early morning hours as dozens
of masked men blocked roads and set up barricades; halting the movement of workers
heading to jobs in the occupied territories of 1948. The occupation forces rushed to
clear the roads for the workers, but each time they opened a path in one place, another
was closed elsewhere. The masked. young men confronted the occupation forces by
throwing stones and empty hoitles. By midday, imassive.marches erupted across the
sector, carrying Palestinian flags, chanting for.Palestine; for the martyrs, and against
settlement, directly facing the occupation forces.

An old man rushed into his house, bargingintoshisson’s room, where he was still asleep
even after ten in the morning. "You’re still sleeping? Get up!" The young man leaned
against his bed, looking @t his father in astenishment, rubbing his eyes and wondering
to himself who was waking him up to join the demonstrations and clashes. "Father? My
father, who just days ago trembled-in fear upon hearing that events were occurring
against the occupation, loeking us in and preventingus fram going out! What has
happened in this world for such.a drastic_transformation to_take place?"




The loudspeakers of the strange mosque were blasting the anthem: "I swear to God the
Almighty, that you may return, O home... In the name of religion, let the traitor flee
from Palestine... We walked the path... We braved the difficult... We crossed the
borders... No matter how many thorns... The bitter path, that you may return, O
home... That you may return, O home."

Hundreds of young men stood at every crossroads, at every end of the alley, wrapped
in the keffiyehs they had brought with them, or even their shirts. They set up barricades,
ignited tires, and clashed with the occupying forces. Their eyes streamed with tears,
their noses ran continuously from the sting of tear gas. As soon as the canisters fell,
they hurled them back at the occupation soldiers who had. launched them before,
forgetting the taste and smell of the gas. They rushed in droves.to carry one of their
own, who had fallen wounded by a treacherous bullet. Thesgound ofthe soldiers’ gunfire
echoed like that of a real battle, and the shouts of the demonstgators filled the air—one
warning another, a third calling for help from a fourth, while the mosque's loudspeakers
crackled, instilling a spirit of enthusiasm in theirsouls.

Ibrahim drove his car, and I called out to him, "Where are you taking the car? All the
roads are blocked with barricades. You won't be able to pass! Go on foot!" He smiled
at me and replied, "Don't worry, Ahmad, don't worty." He set off, and I followed him
with my eyes to see what he would do atthe first barricade. The moment he arrived, the
demonstrators and those behind the barricades rushed to open a path for him, dragging
the burning tires with long, curved tron rods they had prepared for this very purpose.
He crossed the first barrier, then the next, as if he were the commander of the battle,
and perhaps in that moment, he truly was.

In the afternoon of that day, a'group ef about thirty young men gathered around us, and
a patrol of about twenty, occupyingsoldiers ‘arrived. ‘We immediately positioned
ourselves at the entrances to/the alleys, and as the soldiers reached the center of the
street, stones began to rain down on, them like a torrential downpour. They fired
indiscriminately in/every-direction, unawate of their surfoundings. Upon hearing the
gunfire, hundreds of men and women ‘emerged to join in the assault, pelting the
occupiers with stones. Initheit fienzy, the soldiers fired without regard for life, and as
the wounded fell, the barrage of stones continued unabated. Soon, the soldiers began to
flee. One soldier, however, couldnot escape. Weighed down by a heavy radio on his
back, he called for help. Herattempted to fire his weapon again, but his strength failed
him; his legs could no longer carry him. He collapsed to the ground, crying out for his
mother in Hebrew, "Emma! Emmal!"—"My mother, my mother."




Dozens of jeeps rushed to the rescue, colliding with demonstrators from every alley.
After immense effort, they managed to extricate their soldiers from the angry hail of
stones. Dozens, if not hundreds, of wounded arrived at Dar al-Shifa Hospital, some in
ambulances, while the majority were transported in private cars, speeding along the
road with their doors flung open, and dozens clinging to them in support of the injured.
Thousands gathered at the hospital entrance to donate blood, rolling up their sleeves as
medical staff pushed them back, shouting that the influx was far beyond the hospital's
capacity to accommodate. A chaotic sea of people surged at the hospital entrance, each
time a vehicle appeared carrying a wounded person, its horn blaring and lights flashing.
This raging sea of humanity chanted in unison for Palestine; for the martyrs and the
wounded, against the occupation and its leaders, whose actions no longer instilled fear
or deterrence.

A massive contingent of soldiers advanced toward the hospital area, unleashing an
astonishing volume of tear gas and live ammunition at the demonstrators. Thousands
of stones rained down upon the soldiers, prompting an increase in gunfire, forcing the
crowd to retreat back into the hospital. A single veice erupted; chanting loudly, "Allahu
Akbar... Allahu Akbar! Khaybar, Khaybar, O Jews... The army of Muhammad will
return... In the name of God, Allahu Akbat... In the name of God, Khaybar has come!"
The soldiers charged after them to the hospital entrance, only for everyone to surge
forward once more, armed with stones intheir hands. Before this crashing tide, the
occupying soldiers began to retreat. One soldier stumbled and fell to the ground, where
he was overwhelmed, beaten, and kicked. They stripped him of his weapon and military
attire, leaving him to flee/in his underwear. They.tossed aside his weapon after one wise
man warned that keeping it would [ead to the'deaths.of'a thousand of their own. "Throw
away his weapon!"

The morale of the masses soared as they witnessed the shattering of the Israeli army's
myth before the stones of‘oyerwhelming Palestinian fury. Stories of confrontations,
martyrs, the wounded, and-acts of heroismispreadto everyhome and dwelling, igniting
a spirit of sacrifice and yvalor among the youth and young men.

That evening, Ibrahim met Sheikh Ahmad at the sheikh's home, where the sheikh
dictated the text of a statementto be printed and distributed inthe mosques of the sector
during Friday prayers the following day.




Ibrahim set off toward the place where the original edition had been prepared. Then,
the printing press—hidden within a shop that appeared to be nothing more than a
storage space for old tools—began pulling thousands of copies from its machines,
bundling each batch tightly before sealing it. Ibrahim loaded them into the trunk of his
car and drove forward. On the main road, another car awaited him, moving ahead as a
vanguard to ensure he would not suddenly find himself at a checkpoint.

The lead car emitted special lights placed on its rear window, visible to the second car,
which would then stop or turn away before encountering any obstacles. As for the first
car, it carried nothing incriminating, so it could pass through checkpoints without issue.
The two vehicles moved through the city, distributing the leaflets—ecach time, Ibrahim
would deposit a bundle in the corner of a mosque before swiftly eontinuing to the next
destination. Later, a young man would retrieve the hidden'leaflets, concealing them in
a place only he knew, waiting until the following noon.

With the Friday prayer on (12/11), as worshippers completed their prayers and began
leaving the mosques, they found stacks of leaflets scattered across the ground, each one
placed atop a small stone. Everyone picked up a copy, reading as they walked home.
The statement was signed by the Islami¢ Resistance Moyvement and bore the title: And
I am already drowning, so why should I fear the"depths?—a call that ignited the spirit
of resistance and sacrifice, urging defiance against the ruthless oppressor. Crowds
began to gather, their numbers swelling, voices rising in unison, thundering against the
occupation and its injustices, proclaiming the people's right to sacrifice in the face of
Zionist aggression and the desecration of sacred lands. Tens of thousands in every
district surged into the streets of cities and zcfugec camps alike.

That day, we set out from the mosque. in the camp, our demonstration sweeping through
its streets before spilling onte the mainroad. With every step eloser to the soldiers, and
with every shot they fired, the people's fervor only grew, driving them forward with
greater resolve. The soldiers, overwhelmed, were forced to retreat. As the crowd neared
the Seraya compound, gunfire intensified, @ barrage heavier than anything we had faced
before. Overhead, a helicopter hovered; releasing thick clouds of tear gas that billowed
over the demonstrators. At that moment, I felt as though most of Gaza City and its camp
had been liberated——Israeli forces had'been pushed back, their presence reduced to the
Seraya building and its. immediate surroundings. A similar scene was unfolding across
much of the Strip at that veryshour.




The Balata refugee camp, near the city of Nablus, had erupted in flames. For months,
the camp had endured the oppressive presence of Border Guard soldiers—most of them
Druze, stationed in that sector—who had taken to harassing the neighborhood’s women
and girls. The camp had been simmering with anger for weeks, and now, the events
unfolding in Gaza had poured fuel onto the fire.

After Friday prayers, the people surged into the streets of the camp, a massive
demonstration that soon escalated into violent clashes with the occupation forces. A
similar scene unfolded in the Dheisheh refugee camp near Bethlehem.

Meanwhile, Birzeit University had been shut down by military order. Seizing the
opportunity, Muhammad and his wife came torvisit us, planning to stay in Gaza for
several days. With the widespread general strikes that had paralyzed the region, many
took the chance to visit their loved ones. My sister Fatimasarrived as well, bringing her
son and daughter, and the house filled with family.

The home was now brimming with men, women, boys, and girls—our own kin, filling
every corner. I found myself remembering our childhood, when a single small room
had been more than enough to hold us all. And new, in the span of just a few years, our
once-small family had grown into something resembling an army. [ mentioned this in
jest, prompting my mother to exclaim, “Send blessings upon the Prophet!”
Immediately, everyone echoed in umison, *O Allah,/send Your blessings upon our
Master Muhammad.”

As we gathered around what felt like a banquet, lunch stretched into a long political
discussion. The debate revolved around the events unfolding—whether they held any
real benefit or would merely bring, suffering .upon the people. Opinions diverged
between staunch supporters, ‘hesitant skepties, and. those filled with both doubt and
conviction. My brother Mahmoud.dismissed itiall as.reckless, a fleeting storm that
would soon pass once people had vented their anger. He was cettain that nothing lasting
would come of'it. Ibrahim,on/the other hand, was convineed that this wave of resistance
would not simply dissipate:

That evening, on the [staeli televisionsews in Arabic, Prime Minister Yitzhak Shamir
made a statement: the Palestinian people, he declared, would achieve nothing through
violence. He vowed that Israclwouldmeet such actswith an iron fist.

Mahmoud turned to Ibrahim, triumphant. Do you see? Was I not right?”’

Ibrahim only laughed. “Mybrother, the.man has already retreated—his first step back.
Didn’t you notice? He has begun to acknowledge us as ‘the Palestinian people.” Have
you ever heard Shamir or any of the Israeli right-wing leaders call us that before? Just
yesterday, we were merely ‘the inhabitants of the territories,” ‘the residents of Gaza,
Judea, and Samaria.” But now, even to him, we are ‘the Palestinian people’—and we
have barely begun.”

Feigning distraction with his young son, Mahmoud avoided further argument, unwilling
to reveal even the slightest hint of defeat.




Late into the night, a group of men gathered, led by Sheikh Ahmad. They had resolved
to press on, to escalate their efforts without hesitation. As the discussion unfolded,
Sheikh Ahmad spoke with unwavering conviction, laying out his vision:

*“This is a people of deep roots, a people willing to sacrifice everything, no matter how
precious. Time and again, they have proven—far beyond any expectation—that they
are ready to give more than anyone could imagine, not just by tens, but by hundreds of
times over. My hope is that this uprising, this defiance, will not be a passing storm but
a permanent state—a way of life for the Palestinian people. It must become the very
axis around which our daily existence revolves. Everything else—education, work,
health, all aspects of life—must bend to serverthis cause until we achieve our goal:
driving out the occupier and reclaiming oupland.

We have begun, by the grace of God, after years of simcere wotk in nurturing and
preparing for this stage. Now that we have set forth, we¢ must not halt. We must never
retreat. We must move forward, never backward. We must’ expand our efforts, not
diminish them, and push from one phase to the next, until our people’s aspirations are
fulfilled. And they will be fulfilled. Qur people'will proyve themselves worthy of this
mission, deserving of God’s blessing.”*

That evening, two brothers, Hassan and Husse¢in, performed the Isha prayer at the
neighborhood mosque. As they walked home, Husseinturned to his brother.
“Tomorrow will be just like today,” he said. “The.confrontations will continue, more
people will be wounded, and they will be taken to.Al-Shifa Hospital. The crowds will
gather there, and the occupation forces will come.to disperse them.”

Hassan nodded. “That means 'we need to prepare now.”

Hussein glanced at himj puzzled. ‘“Prepare? How?”

Hassan motioned for him to follow.*Cemewith'me.”

At home, he fetched a large plastic containet. They headed to a nearby fuel station,
where Hassan used the money he'had to purchase gasoline. Returning to an empty lot
on the outskirts of the neighborhood, theybegan gathering empty glass bottles.
Hassan filled them one by one—fortyin total. Then, he tore strips of cloth, twisting
each piece tightly beforeinserting it into the bottle necks, letting them soak in the fuel.
Once done, they packed the bottles'into erates, each.bfothercarrying one.

Under the cover of darkness, they. took the back roads te Al-Shifa Hospital, carefully
hiding the crates beneath anvelive-tree before slipping back home unnoticed.




By morning, the city was ablaze with unrest. The wounded fell, carried swiftly to Al-
Shifa Hospital, while the streets roared with crowds surging toward the gates. Their
voices rang out in unison, cries of "Khaybar, Khaybar, O Jews... the army of
Muhammad shall return!"

By midday, large battalions of occupation soldiers began to flood the area, surrounding
the hospital and launching their assault on the demonstrators. Hussein was already
stationed inside, waiting for their arrival. As the troops gathered, he moved with quiet
precision, distributing the glass bottles along the inner hospital wall. Nearby, he had
prepared an empty barrel, positioning it close to the barrier.

The forces advanced, clashing with the protesters. Seizing the moment, Hussein
dragged the barrel closer to the wall, grasped one of the bottles; and climbed atop it.
With steady hands, he lit the wick and harled the bottle toward a jeep where soldiers
had taken cover from the relentless rain/of stones. The glass shattered, flames erupting
over the vehicle, and the soldiers’ frantic screams filled the air. The troops recoiled,
firing blindly toward the source of the attack, but Hussein had already pulled the barrel
back.

As they focused on the hailstorm of stones and the place where the first bottle had been
thrown, he seized another, climbed up'once morey lit the wick, and let it fly—this time
from a different angle. Again and again, fromthe front,from behind, the bottles ignited,
while the overwhelming force of the crowd’s stoneskept the soldiers disoriented.

The clashes raged long past sunset. By the end of the day, Hussein alone had thrown
forty fiery bottles—without orders, without coordination, only aided by Hassan’s
preparations the night before,

Not far away, a young boy held his father’s hammer in ene hand, a handful of nails in
the other. Carefully, he drove them through small wooden planks, fashioning crude
spikes. He then set them 1n' the path, where, military jeeps would charge after the
demonstrators, ensuring the sharp tips faced skywand.

Another boy, working alongside him, hammered.nails_ into the side of a tin can before
burying it just beneath the surface/of the dirt road, its metal teeth waiting to tear into
enemy tires.

From a safe distance, the two boys watched, anticipation brimming in their eyes. Then,
the jeeps came, speeding forwardy.circling to cut off the protesters—only to grind to a
sudden halt. Four of themjwerippled by. the hidden traps, blocked the path for those
behind.

Laughter burst from the boys as they leaped in triumph, singing the anthem that had
swept across the entire land:

"Khaybar, Khaybar, O Jews... the army of Muhammad shall return!"

So caught up were they in their victory that they forgot to clear the nails from behind
them.




Ibrahim drove his car down that dirt road in the evening when one of its tires suddenly
burst. He stepped out to inspect the damage, retrieved the jack, and began fixing the
punctured tire, fuming with anger and frustration. But as he lifted the tire and laid eyes
on the nail lodged in a piece of wood, he suddenly burst into laughter, muttering to
himself, "A mighty people! A mighty people!"

He replaced the tire and sped off to Hassan’s workshop, where he ordered thousands of
small, sturdy wire pieces. Each piece was cut to six centimeters in length, bent at a right
angle in the middle, and then welded together in pairs at their center, forming a shape
reminiscent of a bird’s foot—no matter how it was thrown, one of its four ends would
always stand upward while the other three pressed against the.ground.

Hassan prepared a large quantity within hours. Tbrahim arrived te eollect them and drive
Hassan home before setting out to distribute the pieces among activists in various areas,
instructing them to scatter them across foads where the occupation’s military vehicles
roamed, hunting for masked men.

The next day, wherever you looked, whenever you passed, you would see the enemy’s
vehicles tilting helplessly to one side, their tires blown out. Seldiers found themselves
trapped, unable to advance in pursuit of the masked men and ‘protesters, unable to
retreat, unable to move forward in their cutrent state. They hadno choice but to call for
reinforcements, which either ran into roadblocks and.demonstrators or met the same
fate as those they had rushed to rescue.

It was a wildly amusing day, watching their vehieles in such a pitiful state. Most of their
rubber-tired vehicles had either broken down or were at risk of breaking down, forcing
them to deploy their sluggish, iron-ttacked tanks. This only fueled the people’s spirits
as they watched the enemy flounderin hysteria, emboldening them even further.
When we were children, in those days of guerrilla resistance, we had a dangerous game
of our own. We would take a key—one with athole at the end——and pack that hole with
sulfur scraped from matchsticks. Then,wewould tie a lang string to the far end of the
key, attach a nail to the other end, and gently insett it into the hole. Holding the string
at its midpoint, we would swing the key back and forth until it gained speed, then hurl
it against a wall. The impact would drive the nail deep into the hole, igniting the
compressed sulfur within and triggering a deafening-explosion.




This game was especially popular among the boys in the refugee camp. Many had been
scolded by their parents for playing it, both for its danger and its nuisance. The idea
was simple: igniting a quantity of sulfur in a confined space would produce an
explosion. The lack of safe, clean weapons in the occupied territories drove many to
devise simple explosive devices from whatever materials were readily available.
Three young men from the Jabalia camp—one of them a plumber—set themselves to
the task of assembling homemade charges packed with sulfur. Through a pre-drilled
hole, they carefully inserted a strip of flammable material. Dozens were prepared with
extreme caution, for any misstep or excessive friction could generate enough heat to
detonate the device in the hands of its makers. Once ready, they distributed them among
their comrades, ensuring they would be prepared for the next day's confrontations.
Morning came as it always did—crowds gathering, protests erupting, clashes unfolding.
Stones hurled through the air, bullets fired, tear gas canisters launched, Molotov
cocktails thrown. Hidden behind walls, shrubs, or tombstones along the roadside, a few
young men lay in wait. As a patrol vehicle passed, one of them lit the fuse dangling
from a pipe and hurled it toward 'the vehicle.: A deafening explosion followed,
sometimes wounding the soldiers inside.

One evening, in the early days of the uprising, several of my brother Mahmoud’s friends
came to visit. Some [ knew; others were strangers tome. They gathered in the guest
room, and the atmosphere suggested something akinto an organizational meeting. They
sat for hours, debating and arguing. At times, their voices rose—there were two
opposing views: one calling for full participation in the events, the other advocating
restraint. In the end, they reached a consensus—participation, but only under the
condition of forming a unified national fromnt with the factions represented in the
Palestine Liberation Organization and working together as one.

Days later, another group of visitors arrived, amix of various nationalist factions, some
of whom we knew. They sat long into the might, discussing and deliberating, urging the
uprising to intensify against the occupiets. 'By<theny it was well known that two
statements were setto be released+-onefrom the Unified National Leadership, the other
from the Islamic Resistance Movement: (Hamas). Both called for escalation and
continuation, yet each proposed a different course.of action: one declared a general
strike for Sunday, the ether for Menday; one called for sit-ins on Wednesday, the other
for a collective fast on Thursday-in solidarity with.the wounded.




With each statement released, activists from every faction rushed to distribute their
respective leaflets, striving to spread them as widely as possible. On the day of each
scheduled action, masked activists took to the streets, ensuring full compliance—there
could be no breaches that might suggest weakness, incapacity, or indifference among
the people. More than once, this led to tensions and disputes, narrowly prevented from
escalating into outright brawls or clashes, with immediate interventions to contain any
emerging conflicts.

The Unified Leadership considered itself the legitimate representative of the Palestinian
people through the Palestine Liberation Organization and thus saw itself as the rightful
authority to determine the pace of escalation.and dietate the schedule of events and
actions. Hamas, on the other hand, regarded ttself as a powerful,, influential faction—
one unrepresented within the PLO—yet still entitled to chatt its own course, set its own
timetable, and enforce its own agenda. Ultimately, the readiness of the people, the pulse
of the street, would serve as the final arbiter.

Fierce debates often erupted in our home between my brotherMahmoud and either my
other brothers, Hassan or Mohammed, or our cousin Ibrahim. It was well known that
Mahmoud aligned with the Unified Leadership; while Hassan, Mohammed, and
Ibrahim stood on the opposite side. Heated afguments would break out over the
legitimacy of one faction’s actions ot another’s attempt to sideline and ignore its rival.
Each side would present its evidence, elaiming the rightful mandate, asserting itself as
the mastermind of the uprising—the one that had sparked it, shaped its trajectory, and
refined its methods.

With each passing week, the uprising spread to.new areas, engulfing regions that had
previously remained untouched. Week by week, new sectors of society joined in, until
the intifada was no longer just a seri€s of events—it became away of life, the backbone
of the Palestinian daily existence. Daily. routines and social activities gradually adapted
to its thythm, ensuring its eontinuity whiledntegrating it into the necessities of life and
the fabric of the community.

Children attended school in'the morning, then by evening, the streets ignited with
protests, confrontations, and clashes. Merchants bought and sold their goods in the early
hours, only for a general strike to sweep through by“the afternoon. The same pattern
extended across other sectors of society.

In the early months of thetuprising, in.the city of Hebron—where mobilization had
lagged behind other regions—a crucial meeting took place, attended by several leaders
of the city’s Islamic movement. Among them were Jamal and Abdul Rahman. The
discussion grew heated, dividing the attendees between those advocating participation
and those opposing it, and the debate stretched on.




In the end, a compromise was reached—a gradual initiation of activities with only a
limited number of participants, followed by an evaluation of the results. The initial
actions were carried out with minimal participation, yet they were met with
overwhelming acceptance and widespread engagement from the general population.
This success led to the decision to establish an emergency committee, headed by Jamal,
to escalate and sustain the uprising’s momentum.

Before long, the movement had gained strength, with all factions entering the fray. Yet,
large segments of the population remained undecided about their stance on the
uprising—among them, the laborers working inside the occupied territories of 1948.
Their livelihoods depended on stability, on theirability to reach their jobs. This sector,
in particular, had to find a way to reconciledts obligations to its Israeli employers with
the unfolding reality of the intifada, just as other groups had adjusted to the new order.
As the uprising intensified, becoming an undeniable thorn in the side of the occupation,
Israeli Defense Minister Yitzhak Rabin decided to implement the notorious "bone-
breaking policy." The rationale was simple yet brutal—if a single stone was hurled at a
military patrol from within a crowd, then the entire crowd would be subjected to harsh
collective punishment. This, Rabin' believed, would force the people to police
themselves, ensuring that no one among them dated to resist.

One day, as a patrol passed a gathering of laborers, a young man instinctively stepped
forward, picked up a stone, and flung itatthe soldiers. The patrol stopped abruptly. The
soldiers stormed toward the crowd, kicking and striking indiscriminately. But then,
something remarkable happened. A collective roar erupted. As if driven by a single
force, the entire group bent down in unison, each man grabbing a stone and launching
it back at the attackers.

In that moment, the laborers—who‘had onge hesitated—became part of the uprising.
They sought to reconcile the contradictions of their existence, striving to feed their
children while also takingstheir place i this unfolding national struggle, joining the
people's battle wheneverand however they could:
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Chapter Twenty-One

Due to the overcrowding in the house, the family decided to build a second floor. The
task primarily fell to Ibrahim, with Ali, Hassan, and me assisting him, while Mahmoud
would provide guidance, oversee the engineering aspects, and gather the necessary
tools. We resolved to work gradually, ensuring that life in the house would not be
disrupted, as we had no other place to go.

Mahmoud designated areas for digging, and we excavated near the walls, creating a
hole approximately every four meters. Ibrahim prepared iron rods shaped like cages,
which we would place in the holes once they were dug. Afterward, we would mix the
concrete and pour it into the holes, having previously extfacted vertical reinforcements
from the cages. This would fill the holes with concrete instead of sand, forming one of
the foundations to support the second floor.

After a day, Ibrahim prepared the iron for the concrete columns, set up wooden
formwork, and secured it to the wall from the outside. Then we poured concrete into it
to a height of four meters. The next day, we removed the woodsand began working on
the second foundation and then the second column, andso forth until we completed all
the columns—twenty-four in total.

Mahmoud borrowed a quantity of wood and suppoft pipes from his contractor friends,
enough to cover half the house. Ibrahim then started preparing the formwork for half of
the roof after we removed the old ‘asbestos ceiling. He began working with Hassan to
prepare the iron reinforcements, for the roof; [eavin g extensions to connect them to the
other part of the house's roof, which would be completed later, under Mahmoud’s
supervision. [ worked under/their guidance, and Mahmoud botrowed a mixer from one
of the contractors. We brought in cement, sand, and gravel, and other young men from
our friends and neighbors‘came to help'us complete the task.

On one Friday, just/before the call to prayer atnoon, we finished our work and prepared
for prayer, agreeing that everyone ' wetld return for lunch afterward. The family lived
in exceptional circumstanees.in the western half of the’house for two weeks until the
concrete in the eastern half cuted. We dismantled,/the formwork, and Ibrahim began
completing the old walls up to the roof, shorteningsthem along with the ceiling.
Whenever one of the rooms was finished, itssowner would move back in until the entire
family had relocated to the eastern half, allowing us to start work on completing the
western half.




During the three weeks, the work was completed, with only some arrangements left
concerning the flooring and tiling. This work began concurrently with the lifting of the
columns and the construction of the outer walls on the second floor. It was clear that
we needed to place the windows at a very high level on the second floor, above head
height, to avoid revealing the neighbors' spaces.

The activities of the intifada were intensifying, and despite our heavy involvement in
the construction work, we managed to maintain our roles in these events. I participated
sporadically in clashes and confrontations against the occupying forces. Mahmoud and
Ibrahim were still playing their prominent leadership roles, each in their own
organization, particularly concerning event organization, guidance, publications, and
resolving any emerging issues. It seemed that the Israeli leaders, realizing that mere
repression was insufficient to halt the intifada——clearly transforming into a persistent
and chronic phenomenon—decided to open the Negev detention eamp, which could
accommodate tens of thousands of prisoners, placing it directly under military control
after the regular prisons had filled up.

The military prepared vast areas in the Negev, surrounded by barbed wire and guard
towers, and began a wide-ranging campaign to arrest all activists'or those suspected of
having a direct or indirect role in fueling the gpirit of the intifada and ensuring its
continuity, imprisoning them in the camp.

Among the first batches, of detainees were my brother Mahmoud and my cousin
Ibrahim. A large force raided the house at night and arrested them amidst the screams
of my mother, their wives, and the small childreniin the house—screams of fear, anger,
and confusion. They were immediately subjected to administrative detention for six
months without trial, by orderof the.military governor of the region.

The first group arrived at the detention.camp, which was still merely vast stretches of
land surrounded by barbed wire, with guard towers scattered around. They were greeted
with an extreme welcome of beatings, kicks, and humiliation, forced to sit cross-legged
on the ground with their hands tied behind their heads, bowing under the blows, kicks,
and insults. Then, some groups were ordered to rise and set up large military tents. Each
person was handed four‘blankets and distributed among the'tents. Each tent housed
about twenty detaingees, and the flow of detainees into the camp continued every hour,
with hundreds arriving day and might without pause, greeted with the same warm
reception and honor upon each-new arrival.




The count occurred four times a day. A soldier would announce the count over a
loudspeaker, and everyone had to exit the tents and sit in the wide courtyard in front of
the section, sitting cross-legged in an orderly fashion according to the numbers assigned
to them. The counting would begin, with the officer stating the number, and the prisoner
either saying his name or responding with "yes" if he was the first number called. The
second prisoner would then say his number, and so forth. If there was any mistake, they
would start over, sometimes taking an hour, two, or even three, while the group sat on
the ground, rifles aimed at them through the barbed wire, and soldiers on the guard
towers pointed their heavy machine guns at the crowd, surrounded by dozens of soldiers
wielding batons.

The food for five or seven people was barely enough for ong, and the clothes were dirty
and insufficient. Most of them were excessively large, foreing the'detainees to tie them
around their waists with strips of fabric to keep them from falling. Water was scarce,
and the bathroom was available only once a week. During those five minutes, they had
to complete their business in a row of adjacent small wooden stalls set over a long pit
like a trench, with no sewage system orrunning water.

There were no family visits or letters, and the representatives of the Red Cross who
came for visits did not provide any practical help, only writing reports on the dire
humanitarian situation and submitting them to higher authorities.

In the first weeks, the prisoners began'te organize and arrange themselves in an attempt
to improve their living conditions and. demand respect from the coarse guards.
Immediately, a problem' arose ‘regarding. factional representation. The factions
represented in the PLO-~Fatah, the Popular Front, the . Democratic Front, and other
organizations—met and agreed mot to acknowledge the existence of Islamic
organizations, neither Hamas nor Jihad. They declared that individuals entering the
prison must live undet the responsibility of one of the PLO factions and could not exist
independently.

The number of individuals-affiliated with. the PLO was'significantly larger, and it was
clear that this was enforced by for¢e, with'those who refused potentially facing violence
and coercion. The few [slamists‘had to temperarily accept the status quo and live in
silence for the time'being. [brahim had to navigate thiS equation, casting long looks of
disapproval at Mahmoud, who smiled, raising his hands in'a gesture that seemed to say:
What can we do? You havene.cheice but to acceptthe reality of living under my direct
authority. Ibrahim nodded his head as if to say: Wait, wait... for every fate, there is a
book.




The intense struggle was with the prison administration, as the harsh conditions did not
allow for silence and demanded quick action. However, any form of protest or dissent
was immediately met with severe repression and collective punishment. The detainees
were gathered in the courtyards, sitting on the ground for long hours, until the prison
commander, dressed in military uniform, would come, placing his hands on his hips
and strutting, threatening and warning in broken Arabic.

Mohammed had been detained in Ramallah, and my brother Hassan and I had to take
on the full responsibilities of the family, especially towards my mother, the wife of my
brother Mahmoud, his children, and my sister Mariam, who was married to Ibrahim.
The completion of the house construction had come to a halt,and the home had turned
into a miserable reality filled with the cries of my mother,”Mahmoud's wife, and
Mariam. Whenever food was served, my mother would burst into tears, followed by the
others, leading the children to cry as well. Hassan and [ would try to calm everyone
down, soothing their hearts and urging patience; claiming that the period wouldn't last
long. Whenever one of the children needed something or asked their mother when their
father would return, she would erupt inte tears. Hassan and | had torush to restore order
and stability.

Suddenly... and all at once, what was unthinkable happened: ‘they came and arrested
Hassan as well. I found myself facing a humanitarian tragedy I could not bear, as
Hassan's wife and children joined the side of sorsow. I had to try to console them;
sometimes I succeeded, and other times Llost.imy temper, yelling that this sadness and
crying were unjustified. Did six months of imprisonment warrant all this suffering and
tears? It seemed that yelling at them, was more effective in halting or concealing the
grief until one of them wouldiretreat tosher room, and I could only wonder about her
state. However, the collective wailing and lamentation began to diminish in the house,
and it appeared they had adapted to reality,after the first two months had passed.

With Hassan's arrival in theNegev, hundreds of detainees from Gaza and the West Bank
joined him—activists from all factions and movements: It became evident that the
number of [slamists was increasing significantly, and they began to form a noticeable
and clear force. After a few days;@ numberof them, led by Ibrahim and Hassan, decided
to end the dismissal of their existenee as a group and to impose their recognition as
individuals. They approached Mahmoudiand several leaders of the national forces,
informing them that they had-te-treatithem as _ansindependent force with their own
identity and that they should provide them with some tents to enable them to live
together like the other factions and to continue their lives in a manner that suited them.




The response was rejection, accompanied by threats of using force, and it became clear
that tensions were escalating towards confrontation. These young men began imposing
their demands on the ground, such as group prayers led by one of them, a Friday sermon
by one of their own, and holding communal meetings. With the arrival of new detainees,
including some tough individuals who refused to accept the reality, verbal disputes
erupted, escalating into physical confrontations with punches and slaps, and eventually
leading to stone-throwing and the use of tent poles. Several people were injured while
the occupation soldiers watched without intervening until the fighting ended, after
which they entered to pull out the injured and provide treatment, conveying the situation
to the media in an embarrassing manner: Palestinian detainces were fighting and
smashing each other's heads while their tormentors tended to their wounds.

The problem remained unresolved, with gach side clinging to its stance. It seemed that
some personal disputes, such as those between Mahmoud, Ibrahim, and Hassan, were
mirroring themselves and intensifying ideological and factional disagreements. The
atmosphere remained tense on two fronts: internally between the factions of the
Liberation Organization on one side and the Islamists_on the other, and externally
between the groups of detainees and the administration, which treated them in the most
brutal ways. Another clash occurred, though mot as 'intense as the previous one,
prompting the voices of the reasonable on both sides torise, insisting that this situation
could not continue and needed a solution to alleviatethe tension. Sessions and dialogues
were held, where the demands of the [slamists for recognition as an independent force,
entitled to the same rights as any other faction; were met, and they were allocated
special tents.

The rebellion continued tg escalate; spreading.in intensity and confrontation, covering
the entire occupied Palestinian territories imithe first months: No city, village, camp, or
alley remained without'its'share, and every segment of society took its role in the
activities according/to 'its«.Capacity and circumstances. The phenomenon of massive
demonstration crowds began to disappear, transforming into smaller groups in every
alley, street, neighborhood, and village'that would ignite tires and set up barricades. If
occupation forces arrived, the youths woulddnitiate stone-throwing, firebombs, and
what they had accustomed themselves to calling “the’elbows.” There was no way for
any patrol, whether on.foot or in wehicles; to pass without triggering confrontations at
the end of every alley, streetporinterseetion they encountered.




The occupation forces continue their assaults, escalating their use of tear gas canisters,
live ammunition, rubber and plastic bullets, arrests, and bone-breaking tactics.
Meanwhile, the resistance activities of the uprising grow in intensity, with an increasing
balance between young men and women taking part. In every alley, when the youth
gather for a moment of respite, each takes turns revealing the marks left by batons that
split their heads open, the stitches still fresh and visible. Those who have yet to earn
such "medals" scramble to change the subject or seize the moment when a patrol vehicle
approaches, rushing toward it with fervor, eager to claim their own mark of valor, for
they are no less courageous or manly than their peers.

To identify key activists and those driving the events, the eccupation’s intelligence
agencies resort to deploying informants, positioning them near elashes, confrontations,
and mosque entrances. Some of these spies are already motorious for their ill repute,
drawing suspicion from the people. Certain informants, utterly careless in their
disguise, make their roles all too obvious—so much so that the young protesters, upon
spotting them, withdraw, only to return masked, ensuring they remain unidentifiable.
Their names, once recognized, would inevitably: be passed to intelligence officers,
leading to their arrest.

One day, following the martyrdom of'a young man, his pure body was carried to the
mosque in preparation for the funeral procession, A vast crowd of men, women, and
children from the camp, gathered, when suddenly, one of the known informants
positioned himself at the street corner ima way that raised suspicion and alarmed the
activists. Instinctively, they withdrew, only. to return masked as the crowd swelled.
Then, one of the masked youths cried out; "Whydo we remain silent while these traitors
watch us, reporting our names to intelligence se thatsoldiers can hunt us down? We are
the ones who must disappear, forced'into hiding, while they roam freely? It is they who
should be afraid!" He wurged the erowd\to ‘act, to drive ‘the traitor away. Without
hesitation, the gathering surged toward the informant, kicking and striking him. They
nearly killed him before-a wise ‘elder intervened, pulling him from the chaos and
shouting, "Do you want to kill him? Enough!" He dragged him away, his entire body
swollen from the beating:

The phenomenon of confronting mformants—what“became known as "disciplining
them"—spread rapidly. Many of.these spies had grown accustomed to shamelessly
monitoring demonstrators, sometimes even recklessly chasing masked protesters over
long distances in hopes of identifying them when they removed their masks. In
response, the protesters would beat them severely, and more than once, such beatings
nearly ended in death.




One of these known collaborators worked as an administrative supervisor at Dar al-
Shifa Hospital, which was a government hospital overseen by the health department of
the civil administration. At that time, they made sure to employ their agents in such
sensitive places. The man's reputation was notorious, and his collaboration was clear,
as he repeatedly picked up the phone to request the arrival of the military governor or
soldiers to arrest injured individuals (this was before the intifada).

When the intifada began, this collaborator was careful to hide a bit when the crowds
were large and angry. On one occasion, as a huge crowd gathered, several injured
people arrived, and one of the young men shouted, reminding the people of his true
nature. The crowd rained stones upon him and stoned him like Satan, then the throng
fell upon him, kicking and beating him with shoes.and hands.until his body was swollen.
He miraculously escaped from the people whenafarge force from the occupation army
stormed the place.

The appearance of notorious collaborators lessened slighily, but whenever one of them
was spotted and fell into the hands of the crowds, they made him taste the bitterness of
years of oppression from the occupation and its,agents. It seemed that the intelligence
had begun to employ smarter strategies for their agents, but the experience of the
protesters was evolving in parallel.

Often, one of the collaborators was caught in“the act of recording the names of
demonstrators, another was caught/ photographing the demonstrators with a small
camera disguised as a lighter or something similar, and yet another was caught
recording the Friday sermon in one of the 'mosques with small tape recorders, which
the intelligence supplied to their agents.for such tasks. The crowd would descend upon
the head of this or that collaborater with their.sandals.

As the occupation forces, in their official uniforms; helmets, and weapons, clashed with
the demonstrators who hindered their meyvements toward specific targets, they began
to develop their tactics. They mounted ironwwire mesh on.the car windows to prevent
shattering glass, shielding it from the stones thrown. at them. They also began using
special forces—soldiers @ressed in‘civilianiclothing Jike any Palestinian—sometimes
walking on foot and sometimes moving  cars with lacal license plates, either taken
from their owners on the reads or belonging to them, moving 'in this manner without
raising suspicion while hiding thelxweapons.

When one of the masked protesters or/active demenstrators approached, they would
draw their weapons and\point them as they captured that individual, then began firing
at those around him who iniervened to help. Large military forces would be nearby, for
example, in a parallel street, rushingto assist them,and save them from the hands and
stones of the crowds that hurriedte.the scene. Sometimes; these forces would approach
the demonstrators or the masked-individuals and. fire upon them to injure them, and
sometimes with the intent to kill at the outset.




These forces achieved their objectives through arrests or injuries and executions on one
hand, as well as instilling a sense of fear among the public regarding the masked
individuals. However, it did not take long for the crowds, after some experience, to
become accustomed to this and develop the ability to discern the reality of the situation.
On many occasions, members of these forces found themselves among massive crowds
or large groups of masked individuals, where they tasted the bitterness of the cup they
had long made these youths and the masses drink. Sometimes, confusion arose when
the crowds suspected a group of masked individuals among the intifada's youths,
leading them to attempt to attack. The suspected individuals would then be forced to
reveal their identities for fear of punishment.

Widespread rumors circulated among the public that /some. collaborators were
participating in the special forces that attacked the youths. Some demonstrators
succeeded on several occasions when these forces attacked them by unmasking one of
the operatives, who was then recognized by, the people who tushed to his aid.
Consequently, anger toward the collaborators increased, and ifone of them was caught,
he faced much harsher treatment than those who'had been captured previously.

The number of detainees in the Negev prison rose to thopsands, and the prison became
divided into sections known by numbets. The mahagement's policy continued to follow
the same pattern of oppression and violence; using' force and beatings on any pretext.
The designated section would be flooded ‘with .a sea of tear gas, or the prison
commander would come, threatening, cursing, and raging.

On one occasion, the wait for the counting took.toolong. When the counting finally
began, the officers made several mistakes,and each time they erred, they started over
again, leading to tiredness and restlessness among, the detainees. A visible murmur
arose: "Who spoke?" No one.answered. Who speke?" INo ene replied, as it was not the
words of a specific person. The atmosphere grew tense, and a latge force was mobilized.
The prison commander threatened and aceused those present of cowardice, claiming
there were no men among-them. Then he asked, "Who spoke?"

One young man stood up, shquting, "Consider me the one who/spoke! Let it be known
that we are all men, and your soldiers/argicowards; youw tremble while holding
weapons!" The prison commander raised his‘weapontoward the young man, who did
not hesitate for a moment, his eye.unwavering, standingfirm. The commander fired a
single bullet between his eyesyand he fell, a marty




The sound of the gunshot and the fall of "As'ad" signaled the beginning of a massive
uprising in the prison. Everyone present jumped up, grabbing whatever they could find
to throw at the occupying soldiers, while the guards began firing heavily, and the
soldiers in the watchtowers opened fire with their machine guns.

The prison was flooded with gas, and the detainees began tearing down the tents. They
rushed towards the barbed wire surrounding the prison sections, shaking it and trying
to uproot it. It became clear that the situation had spiraled beyond the control of the
assigned forces, prompting the summoning of a large contingent from a nearby military
camp, which arrived with tanks to surround the prison and set up heavy machine guns,
fearing that the detainees might succeed in tearing down the barbed wire and escaping.
It was evident that violence would not resolve the issue.

At this point, senior military leaders began attempting to epen a dialogue channel with
some of the detainee leaders to calm the situation, while violence continued unabated.
Eventually, it was agreed to remove that commander and fundamentally change the
approach to cooperation with the detainees. This included ehanging the counting
method to be more respectful, improving the food quality, purchasing canteen supplies,
protecting officials from searches, and allowing freedom of movement and assembly
within the prison. The situation began to calm, down and ‘stabilize, and over the
following days, conditions gradually improved in the prison.

The prison transformed into an academy teaching the culture and arts of resistance. In
one tent, lessons were held on the history. of the Palestinian cause; in another, sessions
on security sciences and interrogation, techniques; in the third, discussions on the
jurisprudence of jihad and martyrdom; and.in the fourth and fifth, literacy courses and
Arabic calligraphy classes. A'young.man would enter the prison illiterate and emerge
proficient in reading and writing within.siximonths of administrative detention, having
participated in various courses in multipleiessential fields.

A group of friends gathered in this alley er that mosque to agree on plans for action
upon their release, promising to'continué and developthe uprising. As the largest
gathering of Palestinian activists from: all national and Islamic factions became
concentrated in the Negev,prison; the occupation's intelligence' began to take an interest
in this assembly by sending dozens of'its agents inte'the mix. These agents pretended
to be arrested for onereason oranother and were placed in prison, where they were
tasked with gathering information about the activists, their intentions, statements, and
activities, hoping to integrate themselves into the resistance and activities once they
were released from prison, allowing them to be exposed and thwarted early on.




Some of these individuals were well-known figures despised by activists from various
factions, while others remained unknown. As experienced individuals, the detainees
decided to initiate security operations within the prison to monitor, document, produce,
follow up, and interrogate... This situation evolved into investigations with some of
these collaborators or suspects, leading to frequent excessive use of violence and
physical pressure, which sometimes resulted in unintentional deaths or bodily harm to
some of those subjected to interrogation. Despite the negatives of this phenomenon, it
uncovered many intelligence plans and programs-aimed-at undermining the uprising
and, at times, physically eliminating certain activists.

Importantly, the Negev prison, which/housed tens of thousands of detainees,
transformed into a genuine academy, welcoming waves'of youth who graduated with
knowledge, experience, and exchanged/insights.

The phenomenon of hunting down collaborators began t0 spread to the streets of the
homeland, forming groups from (all factions, that started pursuing notorious
collaborators, detaining or abducting them. They would takethem to orchards or remote
abandoned locations, subjecting them. to prolonged intefrogations, sometimes
employing violence or even excessive foree. Some of these groups would kill these
collaborators, dumping their bodies in garbage dumps or public squares to instill fear
and deterrence. Occasionally, a collaborator would be brought to a public square where
crowds gathered; they would be tied te a utility.pole and whipped, have a hand or leg
amputated, or be shot. This phenomenon mecreased and became a competitive arena
among some groups, showcasing grotesque forms.of'violence that were repulsive.
Undoubtedly, red lines were crossed in certain instances, leading to the exaggeration of
minor issues, resulting 1a injusticedn thisicase or that. Howeyver, it became clear that the
phenomenon of collaboration with/'the occupation had weakened and been significantly
struck, achieving a detefrent effect. Many collaborators disappeared, fleeing to the
occupation or traveling abroad.

Due to the immense pressure on collaborators and the escape of many, often with their
families, the enemy's intelligence opened a center to gather them in the Gaza Strip in
an area called "Dahiniya," ‘and another center in the West Bank called "Makhmeh." In
many cases, the occupatioen forces did not intervene togprotect their collaborators when
they were killed or tortured, as their intervention would compel them to enter densely
populated areas, exposing them to danger, where stones, Molotov cocktails, and
homemade bombs began to fill the alleys, readily available in the hands of youths
everywhere. These collaborators were originally recruited to serve the enemy, not the
other way around.




Sometimes, in rare cases, to rescue a high-profile collaborator, a helicopter would
descend with forces to extract him and his family from their home before the
encroaching crowds could overwhelm them. However, this phenomenon diminished,
and the fear of collaborators and their reports lessened. The visible manifestations of
their movements and surveillance began to fade. In the camp, families celebrated the
release of their sons from detention after serving their sentences, while others mourned
for their sons arrested during the night. Releases and arrests occurred daily without
pause.

Sajjad, Mahmoud, and Ibrahim were released, and we celebrated this occasion with
neighbors and relatives. Each returned to his duties in work er study, engaging in the
activities of the uprising with increased caution and care. We resumed the construction
of the second floor...

Immediately after the release of Sajjad and Ibrahim, Faiz became more frequent in
visiting us, closely shadowing Ibrahim, hardly leaving his side. Naturally, we took
advantage of this situation in various ways; we assigned him heavy and laborious tasks
in the construction of the house, which'he was eager to perform diligently. He worked
with all his energy, allowing us to take a break. Tbrahim often advised him to avoid
involvement in the violent events of the uprising;thoping this information would reach
the intelligence services and deter them fiom considering his arrest again.

It was not difficult for us to arrange a logical and reasonable excuse for Ibrahim to slip
away from Faiz's watchful eye when he'needed to undertake an important and sensitive
task that we didn’t want Faiz to knew about.

I discussed with Ibrahim several times about Faiz and how it was acceptable to remain
silent about him after confirming his betrayal and .cooperation with the occupation's
intelligence. He would always assureumento stay calm, saying that everything was
excellent in its own time, and he did not want,anything to happen to him. He believed
the intelligence services would take respensibility for any issues, assuring me that a
reasonable arrangement weuld be made for himg presenting it as an ordinary matter.
Ibrahim had a remarkable ability to'maintain a fagade of normalcy, concealing his inner
turmoil and suppressing his emotions. He«could disguise himself so well that even his
wife, my sister Mariam, rarely sensedany unusual movements during his involvement
in the activities of the uprising, despite his being a central figure in his group, bearing
significant responsibilities.

My mother sensed this with her heart, even without concrete evidence to grasp. She
would approach him occasionally, saying, “Ibrahim, enough is enough! Don’t get
yourself and your wife and child, who your wife is carrying and whose birth is
approaching, into trouble.” He would laugh and tease her, assuring her that he was not
doing anything to warrant concern and that he was the calmest young man in the camp,
insisting he would not return to prison, prompting her to fall silent.




My mother, unable to confront him and without any evidence to support her fears and
anxieties, found herself at a disadvantage. He had an incredible ability to evade serious
discussions, turning conversations into jokes and laughter, often diffusing the tension.
As he deflected her concerns, Mariam's face, initially pale at the start of their discussion,
would flush with relief, perspiring from the strain of worry, until her laughter burst
forth, calming her nerves.

My mother felt reassured regarding my brother Mahmoud, believing he wouldn't get
involved in serious issues. He was older, experienced, and wise; he might participate in
some matters, but she knew he wouldn't pick up a stone. Her knowledge of him allowed
her to feel minimal concern. Her worries aboutHasan were greater than for Mahmoud,
yet they paled in comparison to her anxiety for her son-inslaw Ibrahim. As for Ali, it
seemed she had no worries whatsoever; she understoodsthat my involvement in the
uprising was quite limited, especially since I had no political or ideological aftiliation.
My brother Muhammad, by nature, was calm jand focused on his studies at Birzeit
University, preparing for his master's thesis.

Her expressions of worry were tied to the anticipation of our returns home and
monitoring our comings and goings, patticularly late-night arrivals. Often, she would
conduct search operations in Mahmoud's or. Hasaf's toom, especially in Ibrahim's room,
where she would gather their three wives and entery starting a thorough search of
drawers and shelves. She would ask ene of them<to read every paper for fear that
something prohibited had fallen from ‘one ‘of them, which could lead to soldiers or
intelligence officers arriving fot searches or arrests, potentially stumbling upon that
incriminating paper.

She never found anything onibrahim; he was meticulous and cleaned up thoroughly
behind him. Occasionally, she would discover papers belonging to Mahmoud, such as
drafts of statements from the unified leadership. When he teturned home, she would
grill him and conduct a military-style interrogation.

On one occasion, I saw hei-conducting a thorough'search of Tbrahim's car, as if she had
discovered something.’ She stormed.an’like a raiding force while he was eating,
expelling his wife from the room and shutting the door. Her voice rose at times with
general reprimands, then softened when discussing what sheshad found in his car. It was
clear he was trying to.employ hisusual method of downplaying the situation with jokes
and laughter, but this time;she-seemediunable to succeed. It appeared she had caught
him in the act of a heinous crime.




The closed investigation and trial proceedings for Ibrahim lasted over half an hour.
When the door opened, I glanced in to see Ibrahim's condition; he looked like someone
who had been assaulted by ten interrogators in one of the harshest rounds of
interrogation at the Gaza Central Prison. I smiled with a hint of malice, and he shot me
a furious glance, as if to say, "I'll make you feel this instead of your mother." I
desperately tried to discern what had been discovered about him, about Marium, and
the others.

Marium truly did not know; had she known, she would not have been able to conceal it
from me. Yet, both she and my mother dealt with me with utmost cunning and secrecy,
chastising me whenever I pried into the matter to find out what had happened. It wasn't
until years later that I discovered she haddfound a bullet froma 9mm pistol on the
driver's side floor of the car. I realized then that he had aswveapon hidden away, which
was a danger and a calamity. But the more alarming issue was that he had warranted
such stringent measures due to his negligence in allowing that bullet to fall and remain
there without noticing or removing it.

A long time passed, and the events of the Intifada unfolded and es¢alated, extending to
encompass the entire homeland. It became widely known that these events were termed
the Intifada, a name that even entered other languages as is. When you listened to news
broadcasts on Israeli radio or television, the.word "Intifada" was frequently repeated,
and the same went for news reports on foreign stations.

On one occasion, Ibrahim sat down with Fayez m my presence, attempting to persuade
him to reduce his visits to us and to limit his.associations with Ibrahim. He feared that
some informant might take note of their eonnection and report it to the intelligence
services, leading to their arrest under suspicion of plotting something. Fayez tried to
allay Ibrahim's fears, agserting that there was no need for concern, but Ibrahim cornered
him and insisted. Indeed, Fayez curtailed his visitsto our home, though he did not cease
altogether.

On one of the days that-marked the amniversaty of the Isra and Mi'raj, Hamas's
statement, which had been distributed earlier, called for activities and confrontations on
this day to commemorateé,the journey to the Al-Aqgsa Mosque/and the ascension to the
heavens. From the morning, the youths began erecting barricades, setting tires ablaze,
and throwing small hememade explosivesinto them to create explosions, generating an
atmosphere of seriousness around-the stiike calledfor by the movement and provoking
the occupying forces to come searching for the blasts, leading to confrontations. At the
heads of several alleys, masked youths successfully engaged in this endeavor.




When the occupying forces arrived, they were met with stones and Molotov cocktails,
which prompted them to open fire. Many homemade explosives were thrown at them,
leading to considerable confusion among the occupying troops, who intensified their
fire towards the protesters, who were adept at hiding behind barriers and walls.

A number of the injured fell, and on that day, "Fayez!" Ibrahim, who was beside him,
screamed. "Fayez has been hit!" Other young men rushed towards them, and upon
examining him, they confirmed he was dead. One of them cried out, "He has been
martyred; the bullet struck his head!" Ibrahim ordered them to carry his body away to
prevent it from going to the hospital, knowing that the occupying forces might
scrutinize the medical reports. The camp erupted in chaos and fury, and the crowds
surged forth in anger, carrying Fayez to hisigrave while chanting.ominous vows. I had
no doubt he had not been killed by the occupying forcesyyet I did not dare to discuss
this with Ibrahim, who would certainly/not permit such a conversation. However, the
eyes spoke what the tongues would not.

The closure of Palestinian universities was a series of decisions issued by the military
rulers of the regions aimed at prevenfing large,gatherings ‘of students, which could
become points of friction and explosion. It became evident that the situation would drag
on indefinitely.

Yet, the academic journey had to continue. Axreasonable solution was sought, and it was
found in converting classtrooms into mesques and public institutions. For instance, the
Islamic University designated an office through which announcements were made that
lectures for course number X would be held at Al-Abbas Mosque in Gaza City, and
lectures for course number Y would take place at Palestine Mosque, specifying the day
and time. Students would gather in'the mosque, and the lecturer would come to them.
Thus, the educational journey persisted, albeit with challenges and difficulties, but it
adapted to the new reality like others.

Ibrahim and I had to attend lectures and exams. Tbrahim was in his final year, while I
still had another year ahead of me. Despite all'the closutes, sieges, and curfews, the
academic journey continued, and [lbrahim graduated, earning his Bachelor’s degree in
Biology. He submitted his papers to worle with the United Nations Relief and Works
Agency and awaited the approval deeision.




My mother exerted all her strength to persuade him to travel abroad and submit his
papers for a job in Saudi Arabia or one of the Gulf states. Yet, she found nothing but a
deaf ear—one filled with clay and the other with dough—for he had made his decision
resolute: he would not leave the homeland, especially in this critical and perilous stage.
My mother’s heart told her that this young man must leave the country, for staying
would cost him dearly. She voiced this openly, and when she saw his unwavering
determination to stay, she began to change her approach. She pleaded with him, begged
him to travel abroad, even if only for two or three years at the very least. Yet, she was
met with the same firm and final decision: I will not leave this land—not even for a
moment.

Meanwhile, Muhammad continued his work in Birzeit despite the difficulties,
overseeing the chemistry lab at the Faculty of Science. Hewatched the students as they
conducted their experiments, guiding them where needed. Among those students was
one in particular who caught his attention—a jyoung man of calm demeanor, noble
character, and warm companionship. He wotked with diligence and dedication,
determined to complete his experiment successfully. His focus and industriousness
impressed Muhammad.

When the student finished his work suecessfully;'Muhammad stood beside him, eager
to learn more about him. He had noticed the young man’s religious devotion and now
praised his hard work and perseverance. He askedhim where he lived and who his
roommates were in the student dormitory. Then, with sincere warmth, he invited him to
visit his home and assured him that'he was always. ready to help if he ever faced
difficulties in his chemistry studies.




Chapter Twenty-Two

Once again, my mother pressed Ibrahim to leave for Jordan, where he could submit his
application to the Saudi embassy or any other Gulf Arab embassy. Given his
qualifications, he stood a strong chance of being accepted for a job, allowing him to
take his wife and start a life far from the troubles and dangers lurking in every alley of
Gaza. Yet, Ibrahim would only smile and reply that such a thing was impossible. His
mind was made up—he would never leave Gazagéven if he had to survive on bread
alone.

He waited for a response from UNRWA regarding the job application he had submitted,
hoping to secure employment within the sector. When the reply finally arrived, it was
a rejection. The number of applicants in his field exceededithe ayailable vacancies, and
his turn had not come.

Seeing an opportunity once more, my mother renewed her efforts to persuade him to
travel abroad. But Ibrahim reminded her that he was skilled in construction, earning a
good livelihood from it, and had no real need, for a formalfjob. Now that he had
completed his studies, he could expand and develop his work, which would bring in
substantial income.

Meanwhile, Maryam gave birth to their first child, a daughter whom Ibrahim named
Isra (Isra’). When [ asked about the reason for this name, he said, So that every time I
look at her, I will remember my duty toward the land of Isra” and Mi 'raj, toward Al-
Agsa Mosque. Since children are often.one of the reasons people hesitate to engage in
jihad, naming her Isra’will serve as a.constantreminder of my obligation rather than
an excuse to neglect it.

He then recalled the beautiful moments we' had spent standing guard at Al-Agsa
Mosque when the Jews threatened to storm it. His €yes welled with tears.

At the same time, we continued constructing the second floor of the house. We
completed the rooms and roofed them with asbestos, repurposing the old roof of the
ground floor. It was during this stage.that [ witnessed something that deepened my
understanding of Ibrahim’s love for the people around him.

As we were leveling the reof of the second floor, wedad initially planned to maintain
the same slope as before—tilting westward. However, just as we began placing the
asbestos sheets, Ibrahim suddenly stopped working.<"This isn’t right," he said.<I looked
at him, puzzled. "What isn’t right?"

"The roof slanting westward.""Why?" I asked."Because the rainwater that collects on
our roof will drain onto our neighbors’ roof."I shrugged. "So what? That’s how it was
before."He laughed and shook his head. "No, Ahmed, the situation is different now.
Before, our roof wasn’t three and a half meters higher than theirs. When the heavy rain
pours down from this height, the noise will be unbearable, making it impossible for
them to live in peace."




We found the statement to be true, and I wondered: but what should we do? He said,
“We redo the work and make the roof slope eastward so that the water drains onto the
street.” He began by demolishing the upper part of the wall that created the slope, then
we started rebuilding it in reverse. After that, we placed the roof and laid heavy stones
on top of it to keep it from being blown away by the wind.

In a short time, we completed the work on the house, turning it into four apartments,
each with a degree of independence. I lived with my mother in one of them, assuming
that when Muhammad returned from Ramallah, he would stay with us. Mahmoud,
Hassan, and Ibrahim each settled in one of the other apartments, allowing their wives
more freedom. No longer would they have to keep their headscarves on all day or feel
embarrassed in front of their husbands' brothers.

Through working with Ibrahim on building the house, 4" learned a great deal about
construction and started participating more actively. He suggested that I join him in the
trade, assuring me that within a few months, I could become a skilled builder. He
promised to teach me, and we could work together as partners, especially since job
opportunities were scarce. His reasoning made sense—1I had nothing to lose. So, I began
working with him on the projects he took on.

As his work expanded, more laborers joined usy What stood out was that he often
assigned us specific tasks, saying he had a quick emrand'to run. He would leave, get into
his car, and drive off, sometimes returning.after a long while, sometimes after a short
one, before resuming work. [ kept wondering where he went and why he left his job
behind. When I asked him, he would say, “Job hunting, Ahmed. Before we finish one
project, another must already/be waiting for vs.” ['would look into his eyes, convinced
that he was engaged in a different kind of ' work——searching for something beyond
construction and building.

In the occupied territories of 1948, near.a place called Sarafand, there was a large Israeli
military camp. Every morning, hundreds of soldiers arrived at the site, and every
evening, they left for thew-homes: They stood at.the roadside, waiting for any passing
car to stop and take them home, waving at the vchieles traveling along the main road in
the biting evening cold.




Some of them start walking along the roadside, signaling to passing cars whenever a
vehicle approaches. Some cars pick up this soldier or that one, carrying them a few
kilometers until their paths diverge at the first junction, leaving them to seek another
ride to complete their journey.

A white, modern Subaru speeds down the road, bearing a yellow (Israeli) license plate.
Behind the wheel is a young man who appears to be of European descent—fair-skinned,
blonde-haired, blue-eyed. Beside him sits another young man, seemingly of Iraqi
origin, while in the back seat, a third man appears to have Yemeni roots. The car radio
plays a Hebrew song with a soft, soothing melody.

One of the soldiers frantically waves at the carto stop. The vehicle slows, and as soon
as it halts, the soldier yanks open the backddoor and throws himself onto the seat. He
mutters something in Hebrew to the driyer, who replies €asually, !'Beseder" (alright).
The car moves forward again.

After covering some distance, the soldier suddenly turns fo'the young man sitting in the
passenger seat. He draws a small blade, holding|it up threateningly, and commands him
in Hebrew, "Shum tenu'ah!"—"Don't move!" Then, addressing the young man in the
back seat in Arabic, he orders, "Take his rifle." The rifleis swiftly seized. The soldier
trembles, his breath turning ragged. Tears'well upin his eyes as he cries out, calling for
his mother in Hebrew, "Imma!" A dark stain spreadsiacross his trousers as he loses
control of his bladder.

Mohammed erupts in fury. "You come tokill us'in Gaza and the West Bank. You stole
our land long ago. Back there, you raise your.guns and fire at children, thinking
yourselves brave men. But here, you cry for your mother.and wet yourself."

He pulls the trigger. Onge bulletto the heart.

The car swerves onto a side road. The three,young men step out, retrieve digging tools
from the trunk, and carye a'hole into the earth. They bury the soldier, strip him of his
weapon and identificationythen hastily, ¢limb back into the yehicle. As the car speeds
away, one of them, flipping-through the soldiet's documents. suddenly shouts, his voice
tight with shock. "My God! This soldier belongs to the Special Forces under the Israeli
General Staff—the elite unit that executes theimost dangerous covert operations. And
he had a Medal of Honor."

Days later, the same group:captured another soldier, seizing his Galil rifle while he was
returning from the Gaza Strip=Afier burying him inanother location, they attempted to
cross the barbed-wire fences separating Gaza from the territories beyond. A guard
spotted them and quickly alerted the patrols securing the area.

A chase ensued.Before long, some of them were captured. Others fled, vanishing into
the night. And some, slipping through the chaos, escaped across the border into Egypt.




Investigations were conducted, leading to arrests. With the two soldiers and their
weapons still missing, and none of the detainees knowing their whereabouts, a full
curfew was imposed on the entire Gaza Strip, and a large-scale arrest campaign began.
Hamas ranks were not spared; no one suspected of affiliation remained untouched.
Inevitably, my brother Hassan and my cousin Ibrahim were also taken. The
interrogations revealed nothing against them, yet they were placed under administrative
detention for three months and transferred to the Negev Desert Prison.

Days later, Mahmoud too was arrested under administrative detention for three months.
There, in the Negev, he found Hassan and Ibrahim, their heads held high, their feet
striking the earth with firm resolve as they beheld Mahmoud-—the very man who had
often scoffed, asking, "Where is your role in armed resistance?!"

At the first opportunity to speak privately, Ibrahim turmed to him and said, "Now,
Mahmoud, our role in armed resistance has begun. These are.only the first steps, and
what is to come—by God's will—will speak for itself." Mahmoud muttered, "Too soon
to tell... too soon..." Hassan responded, "It does.not matter when. What matters is that
this is the beginning. What matters is ' what follows. And now, it's your turn to answer:
where is your role in fulfilling your duty?"' Mahmoud laughed. "You have done nothing
of note yet, and you ask about our role? Our roleds known, Hassan. For thirty years, we
have been the vanguard of armed struggle. We ignited the revolution. We carried out
tens of thousands of operations—" Ibrahim nterrupted, "We are men of the present,
Mahmoud. What matters now is\who carries, the.banner forward, who is capable of
bearing its weight and paying its price.".Mahmoud nodded. "True, true... We shall see.
In any case, welcome to the trenches of resistance. Nows, you have taken your rightful
place, with honor and respect:"

Their conversation was interrupted as aigroup of youngimen approached the spot where
they stood beside that tent, greeting them: "Peace be upon you, and the mercy and
blessings of God." They returmned the greeting. Mahmoud excused himself and left. The
young men stood in intreduction: "I am‘Ibrahim, from Beach Camp." "I am your
brother, Yasser, from Khan Yunis Camp." "I am your brother, Imad, from Jabalia
Camp." "I am Mahmoud;from Bureij Camp."#"] am Ezzedine, from Shuja'iyya." They
sat together, diving into conversation'aboutthe heroic operations their brothers had
executed—how they had forced the occupiers into difficult equations, how soldiers,
clad in their military uniforms—




And with their weapons, they seized soldiers—the very symbol of security, the
guardians of the state. They disappeared them into the unknown. And despite all its
methods, its oppression, and its ruthless measures, the state’s security apparatus
remained helpless in solving this enigma.

They thanked God that the doors of battle, through jihad and armed resistance, had now
been flung open. The future, they believed, would shine bright and be filled with
goodness—God willing.

The three months passed swiftly, and Hassan and Ibrahim returned home. Days later,
Mahmoud followed. As always, their homecoming was met with joy, celebration, and
warm embraces from neighbors and loved ones:

During this period, Iraqi forces swept into Kuwait, prompting a massive deployment of
American and Western troops to the region in preparation for war. In response, the
intensity of the uprising waned, giving way to a tense anticipation of what the coming
days would unveil. The one sentiment uniting all Palestinians was the fervent hope that
Saddam Hussein would fulfill his promise to erase half of Israel. Though there was
sympathy for the Iraqi people, soon ta face the full brunt of Westepn military might, the
people’s longing for war burned hot. They yearned to witness missiles obliterate the
state of tyranny and aggression.

This anticipation was only heightened by the visible terror among the Israelis—Ileaders
and civilians alike—who, feared what awaited. them. Their greatest dread lay in the
rumored chemical weapons Iraq was said to pessess.

The world held its breath as the news broke: the attack on Iraq had begun. Everyone’s
eyes turned skyward, searching for the missiles that would descend upon the accursed
entity. When the air raid'sirensiblared across Isracl for the first time, panic ensued. They
scrambled for their gas masks, vanishing into their shelters. In response, the people
flooded the streets, chanting; "With our blood, with our souls, we sacrifice for you,
Saddam! Saddam, our beloved, strike, strike Tel Aviv!" To strike Tel Aviv was to win
the hearts of a people whe-had endured decades of torment.

The radio announced a'state of emergency, advising residents in most areas that they
could remove their masks,and emerge from their shelters. The'missiles had landed in a
limited area. They were now, bemng examined to~determine whether they carried
chemical agents.

A heavy silence gripped usiasswe-sat inthe pitch-black night, awaiting the results. Time
stretched unbearably. Then, the announcement came: the missiles contained only
conventional explosives—no chemical weapons detected.

It was as if we had been doused in ice water. The silence lingered until Mahmoud finally
broke it, murmuring, "Perhaps it's just a deception—to lower their guard."




And they did not wear masks, so the devastating blow came. We responded, God
willing, God willing.

Hassan spoke with strange confidence, ‘“People, Saddam does not have chemical
weapons. He will not strike Israel, and even if he does, he will not wipe it out.”
Mahmoud replied irritably, “And why these dark speculations?” Hassan, still confident,
answered, “Because the one who will remove Isracl must have well-known qualities,
and those are not found in...” Mahmoud cut him off, shouting, “Brother, I don’t know
where you come up with these ideas and statements!” Ibrahim intervened, trying to
mediate, “In any case, God willing, he has chemical weapons and will strike them.
There is still time, and it is too early to judge matters now.”

As the war raged on and Iraqi missiles continued to rain down on Israel, the people’s
joy reached its peak. True, Israel had not been wiped off the map, but for the first time,
it was being struck deep within. They all rushed into their shelters like terrified rats or
wore the masks that choked them—some even, died of Sheer panic upon hearing the
sirens. That alone was enough to bring the crowds out, watching the missiles streak
toward the entity of usurpation. The crowds surged, cheering, ululating, and singing,
even though many already knew the likely outcome. Yet, when the battle concluded as
it did, disappointment gripped many:

This frustration and despair—one of the war’s consequences for Irag—only added fuel
to an already blazing fire. The sight of panic gripping the depths of the usurping entity
further convinced people of the enemy’s fragility. With the war’s end and the fighting
halted, the uprising erupted with greater intensity and ferocity. It became clear that a
wide segment of active forces in.the territories had shifted toward armed resistance
against the occupation. The number of martyrsshad tisen dramatically since the uprising
began, not to mention the staggering namber of wounded.

Yet, the territories were entirely devoid ofiweapons. For neatly two and a half decades,
the occupation had/systematically emptied Gaza and 'the West Bank of arms and
ammunition, sealing off-every possible entry point forrsmuggling them in. Severe
punishments awaited anyone involved in this trade, and people had even lost the
knowledge of how to use weapons should they find any. Thus, activists resorted to
knives, daggers, axes, swords, and elubs. It'was rarc—exeeptionally rare—to see a
pistol or an old Carl Gustay rifle.




My mother did not relent in her inspections of Mahmoud, Hassan, and Ibrahim,
searching for any contraband they might carelessly leave out during one of her raids on
Ibrahim's bedroom. During her search, she pulled out the drawer from the wardrobe and
rifled through it, finding nothing of interest. As she was putting it back, a thought struck
her to remove the drawer entirely. Pulling it out completely, she discovered a small
cardboard box secured inside. Upon opening the box, she found a gun, and she nearly
fainted. However, she regained her composure, mustered her resolve, and hid the gun
to prevent Meryem from seeing it.

Ibrahim was not home, so she began an impromptu investigation with his wife. Where
did her husband hide his belongings? Where and how? Meryem knew nothing and was
bewildered by my mother’s approach to hew

When Ibrahim returned home, she chosg'not to bring it up and treated him normally.
That evening, we heard Meryem’s screams, but we couldn’t tell what was happening.
Upon hearing the commotion, she rushed up the stairs to,the second floor. When she
entered the room where they were arguing, Meryem turned to them, crying out, “I don’t
know what’s going on here! Earlier today, my mother interrogated me about something
I know nothing about, and now my husband is questioning me about something else
I’'m equally in the dark about. I feel like .a deafiperson at a wedding! Can someone
please explain what’s happening in my room?”” She'breke down in tears.

Her crying was the spark of joyithat opened a .floodgate for Ibrahim, drawing a
significant portion of my mother’s attention towards soothing and reconciling with her.
Ibrahim realized that it was indeed his'mother whe had uncovered his hidden stash, and
he remained silent, waiting for her to speakfirst. She then turned to him, saying, “Didn’t
I tell you that you need to/leave this country?”

Ibrahim smiled and replied, "Aunt,/t seems it’s'time for me to say what I’ve tried for
years not to say. Listén, you too, Meryemy” as I arrived and noticed the door was ajar,
prompting me to call out. He continued, “And you listen too, Ahmad. I have chosen my
path, not just today, but for many years. I'chosesny path the day I heard my brother
Hassan married a Jewish woman and settled in Tel Aviv. I have chosen the path of jihad
and resistance, and I haveswalked it, and [willieontinue to do so. Nothing will deter me
from this path. That's why I chose tostudy at the [stamic University, rather than any
other institution, which upset Mahimoud back then. I also€hose to work in construction
in Gaza instead of taking ajoban-SaudiArabia or Kuwait, which disheartened my aunt.”




I have chosen my path, and I will not abandon it. God is my witness that I love you all,
and I love you more than anything in this world. But if you wish to prevent me from
continuing on my path, I will relinquish my love for all of you, even for Meryem and
Israa, and I will leave you to follow my path and fulfill my duty.

Tears welled in his eyes, and Israa's cries rose from her little bed, while Meryem and
my mother wept silently. I could not hold back; hot tears streamed down my cheeks.
My mother, battling her own tears, said, "You are free, Ibrahim, and no one can stop
you from doing what you want. May God protect you, may God protect you." She then
took his hand and walked with him downstairs, handing him his gun wrapped in a piece
of cloth.

In one of the houses in the city of Hebron, the emergency committee of Hamas gathers,
headed by Jamal, with Abdul Rahman sitting on his right'as they plan and arrange to
escalate the uprising and confrontations in the city and the surrounding towns and
villages. They agree to work in two directions: first, activating the events and activities
wing of the uprising, and second, beginning to'establish armed groups and cells and
collecting weapons for them.

One of those present sets off to meet three young men to announce to them the
formation of the core of the armed movement and that they need to start searching for
weapons, preparing hideouts and shelters, and nominating names of those willing to
work in this field. At the same time, dezens of activists move in various directions to
mobilize individuals and supporters to distribute leaflets, write slogans on walls, and
erect barricades on the roads to obstruct the.movement of the occupation soldiers and
settlers, luring them to suitable locations te throw stones at them, allowing the young
men to conceal themselves, withdraw, and mancuver.

Abdul Rahim, who was in the early'days of his‘youth, meets.two of his friends at the
mosque in the town of Surif. They sit and arrange the activities for the following day in
the town. Just before dawn, they set outito distribute leaflets among the homes and
shops of the town, writing-slogans on the‘walls. Thenthey begin to set up barricades
and ignite tires, as today is a strike'day‘according to the resistance statement, and they
carry out their actions while masked.




One of their colleagues came running after them, urging them to come and see what
was happening. They wondered: "What is happening?"

He said: "Come and see!" They found that the slogans they had written had been erased,
and the name "Hamas" was crossed out with the words "Beware of the agents, Hamas
is an agent of the occupation" written underneath. They asked: "Who is doing this?" He
replied: "Come on, follow me." They ran after him and saw three leftist youths doing
the deed. A scuffle broke out, and fearing that their identity would be exposed, they
grabbed sticks and clubs and set off towards their target. They found the three there,
slapped each of them several times, and the.three fled. They chased them to their
neighborhood, surrounding it in an intense scene as they /waitted for one of them to
emerge. The elders of the family came/out and reconciled with the youths on the
condition that their children would not do that again.

From the town of Soreef, two buses filled with workers who worked for the Jerusalem
municipality in cleaning, gardening, maintenance, and other jobs left daily. The two
buses were Israeli, and the youths decided to target them. In'the morning, they lay in
wait for them, and upon their arrival, they bombarded them with stones, shattering their
windows and forcing them to return without the wotkers.

After this happened several days in a‘row, and with'the municipality of Jerusalem
unable to do without the workers, twe military jeeps came along with the buses to
protect them, one in the front and the other in the back. This provided a better
opportunity for the youths to attack the soldiers.

Thus, confrontations began daily at six o'cloeck and sometimes lasted for hours. Finally,
it seemed that the Isracli company operating the buses refused to continue after two of
their buses were burned. Two buseswere rented from an Arab company, and the stone-
throwing continued, forcing them to bringiin military protection since the municipality
needed the work, and the gonfrontations/centinued.

Sometimes, when Abd al-Rahim'and his‘brothers weremot satisfied with that, they
headed to the main road leading to.the town of Beit Shemesh, where they began
throwing stones at Israeh, cars, breaking theimmwindows and disrupting traffic on the
road. The occupying army would come to confront them, and they would retaliate with
stones before fleeing to themountains they knew as well a§ they knew their own homes,
spending the rest of their daysplaymg and running there.

The confrontations increased, the actions escalated, martyrs fell, and their numbers
grew, while the injured exceeded all imagination. The occupation did not relent, and
the world remained unmoved.




In one of the demonstrations that took place at Al-Agsa Mosque, the occupation forces
attacked the protesters using heavy machine guns and helicopters, resulting in dozens
of martyrs and hundreds of injured. A curfew was imposed on the areas out of fear of
widespread backlash.

During the curfew, a young man, not yet twenty, resolved in his heart to take revenge.
He sharpened his knife and waited. On the first day the curfew was lifted, he took a
knife with his food and boarded the bus as usual when going to work in Jerusalem. He
got off far from his workplace to look for a suitable target, and his feet led him to one
of the synagogues, where a number of Jewish worshippers were present. At first, it
crossed his mind that the response here would'be the most fitting retaliation for the
massacre at Al-Aqgsa, aimed at the worshippers, but he hesitated; he was not one to
invade a place of worship to kill the worshippers.

He walked forward and found a man pulling out a knife and stabbing him several times,
causing him to fall dead. He moved ahead and spotted afemale soldier in her military
uniform, stabbing her several times until she collapsed. He advanced, aware that people
were noticing him, gathering, and screaming forhelp. A soldier in special forces gear
aimed his weapon at him, brandishing his gun and shouting for him to stop and drop
the knife. Yet he continued to advance, his hand tfembling that held the gun. He gripped
it with both hands, shaking, and fired, hitting him’ in/the legs. He had aimed for his
chest, but he continued to advance toward him. His feet felt heavy; each was hit by
three bullets, bleeding profusely, but he pressed on. The soldier, burdened by his
weapon and uniform, could no longer stand and collapsed.

Just two or three steps remained until he reached Amer, who pushed his legs as if they
were planted in the ground. Heattempted.to take a second step to reach him but couldn't.
The soldier was trembling and shaking. When, Amer. was sure he could not move
forward anymore, he threw ‘all his weightforward and stabbed the soldier once, twice,
and a third time, causing him to fall dead despite the'weight of his weapon. Amer stood
tall, head held high, as he-was arrested.

Two young men in theit early twenties‘came to the camp mosque looking for Ibrahim.
They sat with him in one cotner of the mosque, speaking quietly for a while before
parting ways. Early in the morning, he waited for them in his car to take them to the
parking lot headed forwork inside. He handed each of them a bag containing their food
and got out to bid them farewell;-reminding them.to be cautious. The two young men
boarded another of the buses that transported workers into the occupied territories of
1948, reaching the workshop gate where one of them worked. They sat waiting for the
workshop owner and the other workers. One of them arrived to open the gate.




They entered behind him, pulled out their knives, and began to stab him. The second
worker stepped forward, and they killed her too. The workshop owner approached, and
they killed him as well. Before deciding to leave the scene, one of them wrote on the
wall inside with spray paint, "On the occasion of the anniversary of Hamas's founding,
dedicated to the souls of our heroic martyrs." They then departed from the location.

A young man made an agreement with one of his cousins, who stole cars from the Jews,
to bring him a large, heavy vehicle. He would receive it after dawn prayers and set off
for the area of Tel Aviv in front of Tel Hashomer Hospital. A large number of soldiers
were stationed at one of the passenger stops. He accelerated the truck to its maximum
speed and then veered toward the stop, killing three soldiers and injuring dozens, with
such incidents repeating themselves.

One young man attacked a number of pegple sitting at a bus stop, killing four. Another
attacked students leaving their school with a cleaver, killing,one ‘and injuring many
others. A third and a fourth... dozens of incidents,followed, prompting Israeli politicians
and security officials to speak of a knife war, leaving the streets in a state of panic and
terror. A few individuals managed to bring the, battle intoenemy residential areas,
seeking to inflict casualties among their ranks‘rather than simply accepting the
martyrdom of their own, all while waiting for the, world’s conscience to awaken from
the filth that had accumulated upon it. The pursuit/of weapons never ceased, becoming
the main concern for many.

One of the youths conveyed information to Ibrahim that one of the collaborators, who
had not fled and lived on the outskirts.of onc of the.towns, possessed a weapon. He
would leave with it and return daily atspecific times. The suggestion was made to attack
him with knives, kill him, and'seize his weapon, emphasizing that an ambush could be
set, and the youths were ready to cafry eutthe plan.

Ibrahim asked him to/wait until he could secure a pistol; as another group had taken the
gun to carry out one of' the‘operations. Seven masked youths armed with knives lay in
ambush for the collaborater as he passed in'his carat the designated spot. They blocked
his path with a vehicle; stopping himy/and at that moment, several of them lunged at
him with their knives, woundinghim. However, he quickly reacted, pulling out the Uzi
rifle he carried in ‘ene hand ‘and ‘began firing at_the youths while driving his car
recklessly with the other, maneuvering wildly away fromdthe ambush and the attackers.
One of the youths fell as a‘martys:

And "Imad," whom Ibrahim had met...




His eyes filled with tears as he recalled his time in the Negev prison, and he vowed not
to sleep that night until he had secured weapons for them.

He got into his car and sped off to Rafah, where he met one of the youths and inquired
about the others. This third young man asked him to wait and returned after an hour
with something wrapped in a burlap sack. He entered the car and, upon unwrapping it,
discovered an AK-47 rifle. He kissed it between the eyes and headed back, where he
found Imad waiting for him. He handed him the burlap sack, saying, “Now you can
work safely.” Imad took it and rushed to his friends, almost flying as his feet barely
touched the ground. They took the Kalashnikov to a remote, empty area to test it and
learn how to use it; it was the first time they helda rifle- They tried and tried but without
success. Imad returned to Ibrahim, complaining that the rifle was faulty. Ibrahim took
it and drove to one of the youths who knew weapons and had experience with them.
The young man examined the rifle onge, twice, and then disassembled it, saying to
Ibrahim, “It’s true that the rifle is damaged; its, firing pin'is bent, and it needs a new
one.” Ibrahim wondered where they could get a new pin. The young man replied, “You
need a lathe workshop to make a new one.” lIbrahim thanked him and set off; the
solution was easy since Hassan had a workshop that could handle the task.

He took Hassan to the workshop after hiding the fifle and removing the part that needed
repair. After much effort, the new firing pin was mades It was tested, but it still proved
unsuitable. It was late, and going back to the workshop might raise suspicion and cause
problems, so they decided to wait until the next day.

The following day brought, another, attemptand, experiment, requiring further
adjustments. Thus, they moved from the workshop to the testing location dozens of
times until it became suitable. Howeyer, a newproblem arose: the bullets they had were
insufficient for training or_for use in an operation. This was the only rifle, exchanged
among dozens of hands through several groups in various areas of the southern, central,
and northern Gaza Strip.

With the only pistol in Tbrahim’s possession,; two young men set off—one driving a
Peugeot 404, a common model in the area, while the other sat beside him on the main
road in the central Gaza Strip, west of the entrance to Deir al-Balah, near the settlement
of Kfar Darom. One of the senior settlers drove his ear to inspect the agricultural land
belonging to the settlement. He stopped at a traffic signalyand the two young men sped
towards him, stopping besideshim: From.about thisty centimeters away, his companion
fired a single shot at his head, killing him instantly, and the car sped off.




On the opposite side, dozens of military jeep vehicles arrived to encircle the area,
unaware that the perpetrators had passed among them just moments before...!!

Ibrahim and others searched for any lead or rumor about someone who might have a
piece of weaponry, no matter how old. They received news that an old man had a Carl
Gustav rifle, which he had hidden since the day of the Israeli occupation of the Gaza
Strip. They approached him, pleading with all their might, and Ibrahim kissed his head
and hands, offering him any amount he desired, but the man denied having anything of
the sort.

As they turned to leave, the man called them back and accompanied them to one of the
nearby orchards. He dug into the ground beneath one of the trees, unearthing a concrete
pipe filled with dirt. He emptied the dirt and revealed something wrapped in plastic. He
tore through the plastic to find a burlap sack, then lifted the sagk to uncover fabric, and
finally, beneath the fabric, there was a roll that bound therifle with along strip of cloth.
It had been coated with grease to prevent rust and moisture from reaching it. Despite
this, after being buried for over two and a half decades, rustthad begun to eat away at
it, but it was still in good condition... in fact, excellent.

“What do you want in exchange for it? What price do you ask, O Elder?” The man
looked at them, saying, “Its price is wery high!!!” Ibrahim, exasperated, asked, “How
much do you want?”” A tear glistened in the old.man's eye as he replied, “That you use
it in the name of God to resist the oceupation. 1 have paid the price of keeping it hidden
and not turning it over to the intelligence services for many months during that damned
interrogation and years in prisony’” lbrahim fell to the ground, kissed his head, and
promised him that, God/willing; theyzwould dojust that. He asked him to pray for them,
and they set off while the man raised his eyes to'the sky, saying, “O Allah, grant them
victory and guide their aim.”

A new round of searchingfor ammunitionbegan, from one person to another, leading
to a third, then a fourth, and finally to a fifth, where they found about ten rounds of
ammunition. They continued this proeess, moving from person to person, until they
found five rounds at the fourth..n this way, they collected enough ammunition to fill
one and a half magazines.

Then the search turned torfinding someone who knew.how to use the weapon well.
Eventually, they met a youngimanwho had recently returned from studying abroad and
had received military training during that time. He showed readiness to train and
participate. They agreed to meet the next day on Omar Mukhtar Street at the Unknown
Soldier Monument. Ibrahim picked him up from there and took him to one of the
orchards, where four other youths were waiting for training. He stood explaining
shooting positions and related matters.




Amad held the Karl Gustav, turning it over in his hands, feeling as if the world could
hardly contain him. A young man stepped forward to mark a target on the trunk of one
of the lemon trees for them to aim at. Amad took hold of the rifle, aimed, and
accidentally released several rounds that whizzed past the head of the young instructor,
nearly taking his life. This caused confusion and raised the tension in the air, but after
a while, calm returned. The instructor resumed their training with heightened
precautions—each person allowed to fire just one shot only, as the rounds were limited,
and they had already lost several from the earlier mishap. However, it was acceptable;
the practical training would take place in the field, and now they were prepared as a
group armed with knives, with one carrying.a submachine gun for emergency use,
which marked a significant leap forward.

Several youths from the same groups were busy cutting the heads'off matchsticks with
nail clippers and stacking them in a box. Another brought @ new metal container,
carefully sawing it lengthwise and crogswise with a metal saw, atteémpting to weaken
its structure to turn it into pieces that would scatter easily upon explosion. They filled
it with the matchstick heads and placed inside it,a tungsten ignition wire from a light
bulb, carefully breaking its glass. After connectingthe ends of the wires to the ignition
wire, they closed the container and headed out to"plant it on one of the dirt roads while
one of them held the two ends of the'wite and a battery.

Meanwhile, others were igniting several tires and began setting up barricades tens of
meters in front of the bomb site.|A'patrol car artived, and they began to confront it,
throwing stones as gunfire erupted against them, They started to withdraw as the patrol
moved closer to the bomb site. Amad connected.the wires to the battery terminals, and
the sound of a massive explosion erupted, sending thick smoke into the air along with
the screams of the soldiers rising above. The youths quickly retreated from the area as
reinforcements arrived, accompanied by ambulances to transport the wounded, their
wailing and cries echoing in the chaos.

B




Chapter Twenty-Three

After the first moments of seeing Israa, Ibrahim's daughter, and Mariam, the light of
life, I noticed that my mother treated her with a special love and care much more than
she did with Mahmoud and Hassan's children. I did not understand the reason behind
this special affection; perhaps it stemmed from her feelings for Ibrahim, whom she had
taken in and raised like one of us since he was a child. This love was intensified by the
fact that Israa was also her granddaughter through hei.daughter, as if she had gained
two loves from her, unlike any of the other gtandchildren."Thus, she felt a particular
attachment to her because she was the daughter of her daughter, as well as the daughter
of her son. To be honest, if it weren't for my own deepdove and tespect for Ibrahim,
along with my conviction that he deseryed this affection, I would have envied him for
the special attention my mother showed him, despite him.not being her son like I was.

She would often take Israa into her arms, roeking and playing with her, singing
improvised songs that women usually chanted while sogthing their babies to sleep or
calming their cries. Frequently, she would sing the refrain: "Bring me my handkerchief,
O you standing at the door... Bring me my handkerchief, so my country returns to me,
O you standing at the door... So my country returns...<and I see my loved ones, O you
standing at the door... and I see my loved ones." She would continue to improvise on
this melody and rhythm.

However, after the incident with Ibrahim, she replaced.the word "handkerchief" in her
song with "baroudi," so she would always sing the refrain: "Bring me the baroudi, O
you standing at the doot... Bring me the baroudi, to free my country, O you standing at
the door... To free my country; O pride of my loved.enes, O you standing at the door...
O pride of my loved ones."

I loved those songs thatsmy mother sang, feeling that she was expressing all of her
hopes and dreams, as well as ours, through them. [ would often go up to the second
floor after finding a reason and bring Tsraa to her'so she could start her song while I
listened, letting the words caiess my spirit, pretending te be busy with something [ was
doing or a book I was reading.

Ibrahim was sitting with,several young men, including Amad, planning to attack one of
the vegetable packaging and fruit processingfactories east of Al-Shuja'iyya, where
dozens of Arab workers were employed under the command of the two Jewish owners,
who felt secure and at ease.




The young men boarded the white Peugeot 504. One of them carried the Carl Gustav
rifle, its magazine holding only a handful of bullets—there was nothing else. Two others
clutched commando knives, while the fourth took the wheel, steering them toward Al-
Shuja'iyya, then past it until they reached the factory gates. Inside, a vast yard bustled
with workers and goods. The car stormed into the premises and came to an abrupt halt.
The three leapt out—one brandishing the rifle, ordering the Arab workers to stand aside
and not interfere, shouting at them to obey, and they complied. The other two fell upon
the Jewish owners with their knives, stabbing relentlessly as their screams of agony and
desperate pleas for mercy filled the air. The task was done in two or three minutes. They
hurried back into the car, which sped away. Before long, large. forces arrived to sweep
the area and interrogate those present. Hours later, a statement was released, declaring
that the operation was a gift to the new Ispaeli Chief of Staff, Ehud Barak, in celebration
of his appointment.

Days later, new intelligence reached Ibrahim: a;Jewish man regularly came to collect
vegetables from the farmlands north of Gaza City. The information was verified, and
the group set out to eliminate him, armed with allthe firearms'they' had—a Carl Gustav
rifle and a pistol. They waited for him to arrive at the usual time. He stopped by the
roadside, waiting for the farmers to bring their préduce, which he bought for the lowest
prices. One of the young men approached and called his name—"Cohen." He turned,
replying in broken Arabic, "Yes?" Three bullets piereed his head, ending him instantly.
The young man jumped into the waiting car, whieh sped away. A long distance down
the road, they saw, in the opposite direction, dozens of military vehicles racing toward
the scene of the attack.

A similar incident followed. Then another. And then another. News of such operations
spread across the wounded homeland, and the masses erupted in the streets, chanting in
praise of the battalions: "Izz al-Din Brigades... Battalions, battalions... Battalions,
battalions!" The enemy’s leaders/convened in rage. The losses in lives had begun to
mount, driving them mad.| Each of thém /slammed the table, shouting at their
subordinates that these men must be stopped—captured or killed—and that this
bloodshed must end. But given the natures of the region and the conflict, the
responsibility fell entirely_on: the inteélligence apparatus, tasked with finding these
young men among a people as tightly knitas threads in a tapestry, as impossible to trace
as a needle in a haystack."And-se; they.sct their agents in motion, gathering even the
smallest scraps of information—anything that might form the thread leading to them.
Or to some of them.




Dozens of military vehicles, packed with occupation soldiers, tore through the streets
toward the Sabra neighborhood in Gaza City. They surrounded a house, evacuating the
area of its residents, and began broadcasting through loudspeakers, ordering those
inside to leave immediately. A helicopter hovered overhead. Inside the house, three
young men—wanted by the occupation forces—hid in one of the rooms, while a
Palestinian family carried on their daily life in the rest of the home.

The head of the household rushed to them, breathless. "What should we do?" One of
the young men responded, "You must leave the house. We’ll handle it." The man cried
out, "How can we leave when you're here?" The three young men exchanged a smile.
"Do not worry about us," one of them reassured him, gripping a homemade explosive
pipe stuffed with matchstick heads. Another held a pistol. "Go, so the women and
children don’t get hurt. We’ll take care of the rest." Theyurged him toward the door,
and he finally stepped out, gathering his children and family. His voice trembled with
supplication: There is no power nor strength except in Allah. He then recited, "‘And
We placed before them a barrier and behind them a barrier, and covered them so
they do not see’" .

As soon as they stepped outside, occupation soldiers seized them, their rifles aimed at
their faces. The adults were taken aside for interrogation, while the children were
confined in another location. Inside, the three young men positioned themselves—one
gripping his pistol, the others each holding a matchstick explosive in one hand and a
lighter in the other, awaiting the assault.

Outside, dozens of heavily armed soldiers prepared tostorm the house. They forced the
door open, and as the first wave rushed in,one of the young men ignited his explosive
and hurled it toward the entrance. A deafening blast erupted, sending soldiers reeling,
their screams piercing the air as the wounded collapsed. Those unscathed retreated
momentarily, dragging the injured back. Then, they launched another assault under a
storm of gunfire, pulling their wounded comrade out before pushing forward.

The gunfire suddenly ceased. A single, distinct shot rangrout—it was from a pistol. A
soldier fell, lifeless. Instantly, dozens of rifles turned toward the shooter, unleashing a
relentless hail of bulletsy, Another explosiveswas thrown. Another explosion. More
screams. Then, a totrent of gunfire.

Time passed. The soldiers: finally.emerged, carrying more wounded, then the lifeless
bodies of the young men. They-also teok the head of the household with them—for
detention.

8 Surah Ya-Sin,The verse(9)




After a while, the white Peugeot 504 sped away from the entrance of the Israeli police
headquarters in Gaza City. From within, a hand hurled an explosive device toward the
entrance, followed by a burst of fire from a Carl Gustav submachine gun and several
shots from a pistol. The shouts of the guards rose in alarm, and then bullets poured
heavily after the fleeing car as it disappeared into the distance.

The occupation’s intelligence services and military forces intensified their efforts to
track down the mujahideen. Another wave of assassinations and liquidations followed,
undoubtedly fueled by extensive intelligence operations, much of which relied on
informants. Widespread arrests swept through the city, targeting anyone suspected of
even the slightest connection to the resistancesor its operatives, or those accused of
offering aid. Occupation soldiers in darge numbers/ would surround entire
neighborhoods, storming homes where some of the fighters were believed to be hiding.
Special forces would lie in wait among the alleyways or within otchards, ambushing
and assassinating their targets. It had become painfully clear that the situation could not
continue as it was—Ilimited weapons on one hand and relentless pursuit by occupation
forces on the other.

During one of the gatherings that brought Ibrahimtogether with'some of the fighters,
someone suggested that those who ¢ould should*escape across the border into Egypt.
Staying in the city, he argued, was no different fromwalking toward death. But Ibrahim,
along with most of those present, strongly. opposed the idea of leaving the occupied
land.

Under mounting pressure to find another way, Tbrahim proposed a different plan: they
could move as many fighters/as pessible to, the West.Bank. There, they could regroup,
carry out operations, and even find.some respite before returning to Gaza. The West
Bank, he reasoned, might also offer’better access to weapons than the besieged streets
of Gaza. Still, some insisted on the escapeito Egypt. In the end, they agreed—whoever
wished to leave could do so if the/opportunity arose:

Several forged identity cards were prepared, enabling some of the fighters to slip out of
Gaza into the West Bank. Eight ofjthe most well-known and highly sought figures made
their way to Ramallah. There, university and college students assisted them in renting
apartments under the guise of being students themselves, allowing them to settle in
without drawing unwanted attention.




Others struggled to make their way across the border into Egypt. Smugglers led them
into the territories occupied since 1948, where a Bedouin guide awaited them. He would
take them deep into the Negev Desert, eastward, where the border security was less
stringent, and from there, he would slip them into Egypt. Some succeeded in making
the journey, only to be caught by Egyptian security forces and taken to prison. After
some time, they were released on the condition that they leave Egypt immediately. Their
journey did not end there—they made their way to Sudan. Meanwhile, those who had
reached the West Bank began working with students to establish contact with
mujahideen across the region. One connection led to another, and soon, Imad, Bashar,
and Muhammad found themselves among a group of well-known students from Hebron
University. These were the same faces often seen in study ¢ircles led by Jamal, Abdul
Rahman, Yusuf, Yaqub, Abed, and Saif—men who were already organizing themselves
for armed resistance in the southern West Bank.

At their very first meeting, Imad wasted no time. "Is there any weaponry here?" he
asked bluntly. The young men smiled. "Finding weapons is not difficult," one of them
replied. Imad nearly shouted, "Then we need them immediately!'" Laughter broke the
tension. "Easy, easy," someone said. "You Gazans are always burning hot with
urgency."

The young men from Gaza’s refugee camps wandered the streets of Ramallah and
Hebron, struggling to believe their ‘own eyes—grand stone houses, luxurious like
palaces. One of them exclaimed, "Allahu Akbar! The stones decorating this mansion
could feed our entire camp for six.months!", Yaqub chuckled. "Life is good here. The
economy is strong." A black Mercedes, model 1992, passed by. Imad stared at it,
squinting to catch a glimpse ofthe driver-—a boy, barely visible behind the wheel. "How
does his father allow him to.drive without'superyision?" he muttered. Yaqub grinned.
"That’s not his father’s car. It’s his own." Imad’s voice rose, "Allahu Akbar! The price
of that car could buy tenKalashnikow/ tifles—enough to shake the world!" Yaqub
smirked. "There are dozens of millionair€s here<—some don’t even know how much
money they have." Imad sighed. "If only we could just take a little from one of them to
buy weapons." Yaqub busst intodanghter. *You think of nothing but weapons!" Imad's
face darkened. "You don’t understand. Our brothérs have been attacked by the
occupation forces time.and time again, and they had no weapons to defend themselves.
I swear, if just one of themrhad-held awifle, he could have taken down dozens before
falling."




A few days later, at the gates of the Ibrahimi Mosque, two occupying soldiers stood
guard, watching over the settlers who came to pray. Imad and Yaqub appeared, each
gripping an automatic rifle. Without hesitation, they unleashed bursts of gunfire, cutting
the soldiers down before slipping away into the shadows. Reinforcements arrived
swiftly, the city was locked down, and a curfew was imposed for several days.

Some time later, a group of young men, including Imad, set off in their car, armed with
rifles purchased from weapon brokers—middlemen who traded with Jewish merchants
and even soldiers, driven by greed. They took the road leading out of Hebron, searching
for a settlers' vehicle or a military transport to ambush. Soon, a military jeep appeared
in the opposite direction. Their driver quickly turned the car around, trailing the jeep as
it re-entered the city. The chase intensified, and as they overtook the jeep, three
automatic rifles erupted in unison, striking the soldierssinside. Not long after, they
spotted another military officers' car. A§ they passed it, they epened fire, causing the
vehicle to veer off the road, flipping onto its side after it§ occupants were either killed
or wounded.

Hebron ignited, becoming a thorn in the occupiers’side after years/of quiet submission.
In response, mass arrests swept through the city, young men were thrown into prisons
and detention centers, and chaos reigned. Imad, still unknown to the occupation forces,
returned to Gaza—but this time, he carried an M 16 automatic rifle and several loaded
magazines. Soon, another fighter made the journey back to Hebron, smuggling another
rifle with him. Now, resistance in Gaza could take on a new form—a true armed
struggle.

Ibrahim monitored the situation; sceuting, for suitable Israeli targets. Reports soon
reached him of a military jeep patrolling the main road east of Al-Shuja'iyya. Hundreds,
if not thousands, of laborers traveled this road daily, heading into the occupied
territories for work. The patrol moved back and forth before dawn, securing the route.
Inside the jeep, three soldiers manned ‘their positions: one at the wheel, another
stationed behind a heavy-machine gun, and the third wielding a powerful spotlight,
sweeping its blinding beam over the workers, the drivers, and the roadside.

A white Peugeot 404 followed ata distance. [nside sat three fighters—Imad, Jamil, and
the driver. The two in the back gripped M 16 tifles, waiting for the perfect moment. As
their car pulled level'with the jeep, they ‘opened fire in.@ sudden, ruthless burst. The
three soldiers collapsed instantly;-and their vehicle swerved violently, crashing onto the
roadside. The fighters withdrew with ease, their escape route carefully planned in
advance.




Reinforcements arrived, encircled the area, carried out arrests, and launched
investigations. The next day, the enemy’s press was ablaze with headlines, speaking of
an unprecedented audacity—of soldiers sitting in Gaza like mere training dummies.
Days later, the fighters set out on a new mission. A bus carrying Israeli workers
returning from the customs checkpoint at Rafah crossed their path. They drove
alongside it, unleashing a burst of gunfire. A few days later, they targeted another
military jeep. Curfews were imposed, mass arrests and interrogations ensued, but no
leads emerged. The moment the curfew was lifted, the fighters watched for another
target and struck again. Israeli analysts soon declared that Gaza had become a black
hole in Israel’s head, a growing crisis with no_solution."Some politicians, emboldened
by fear, began calling for an unconditional'withdrawal—dismantling the settlements,
erecting a separation wall, and abandoning Gaza altogether.

In Gaza City’s Omar al-Mukhtar Street, the fighters sped through the road, only to find
themselves pursued by two Border Guard vehicles. Sensing the danger, Imad instructed
the driver to turn onto Wahda Street. The two Israeli cars split apart—one stayed on
their tail while the other maneuvered to cut themoff. This was no ¢oincidence; it was a
deliberate chase. The driver, momentarily flustered;clipped the curb. The Border Guard
jeep screeched to a halt just meters away. Two soldiers leapt out, rifles raised, ordering
them to step out with their hands up.

Imad, seated in the front, reacted in a flash. He grabbed his rifle and, through the rear
window, fired over the heads of his cempanions; striking the soldiers and their vehicle.
His comrades joined in, their weapons erupting in a synchronized volley. As the driver
slammed the accelerator, the car lunged forward, tearing away from the trap. The
fighters had escaped certain death.

Under the cover of night, three fighters crawled through the cold, soft yellow sand,
rifles gripped tightly in their hands. The earlyymorning darkness cloaked them as they
neared the perimeter of Anmi Tal, a settlement north of Khan Yunis. Reaching the fence,
they dug beneath the barbed wire, slippingthrough undetected before vanishing among
the greenhouses, waiting for their/target.

Minutes later, a military jeep emerged, scanning the outskirts of the settlement with its
powerful spotlight. " The moment it'reached their position, a'storm of gunfire erupted.
The vehicle lurched forward a few meters before grinding to a halt. The fighters
advanced cautiously, ensuring-the soldicrs were.down, seizing their weapons, then
slipping away into the night—toward the waiting car that would take them to safety.




In occupied Jerusalem, four young men from the surrounding towns gathered, planning
a daring operation. They set out in their car, carrying ropes and a few bladed weapons,
heading toward the occupied city of Lod. Just before dawn, a Border Guard soldier
walked alone along the roadside, making his way from home to his base. The driver
accelerated, veering slightly to the side—just enough to strike the soldier with the car’s
edge, sending him crashing to the ground. The others leaped out, swiftly lifting him into
the vehicle, concealing him inside before speeding away to complete their mission.
They arrived at the headquarters of the International Committee of the Red Cross,
where they left a communiqué—a media statement addressed to the Israeli government,
granting it twenty-four hours to release SheikhrAhmed Yassin and other prisoners in
exchange for the soldier, Nissim Toledano, under the guarantee of European diplomats.
The ultimatum sent Prime Minister Yitzhak Rabin into a frenzy, along with his military
and intelligence chiefs. Thousands of soldiers were deployed.in a'desperate, frenzied
search—setting up roadblocks, combing through streets, scrutinizing every passerby
with manic urgency. When twenty-four hours passed without the Israeli government
complying, the young men executed the soldier, discarding his body in a nearby
valley—a clear message to Rabin: when they threatened, they followed through.

The Israeli government convened an/emergency Session, bringing together top military
and security officials to discuss ‘the esealating crisis. Armed operations were
intensifying, casualties mounting by the day. Proposals were made, strategies debated.
Under the cover of night, across the West Bank and Gaza Strip—in every city, town,
and village—thousands of officers, ‘intclligence agents, and tens of thousands of
soldiers descended in a massive raid., Hundreds of military vehicles, buses, and trucks
rumbled through the streets as'the Israeli forees launched an overwhelming wave of
arrests, targeting activists from the Islamic Resistance Movement (Hamas) and Islamic
Jihad.

Four hundred and fifteen deaders and joperatives were rounded up, blindfolded, and
shackled before being loaded onto busessThe convoy moved northward, driving for
hours until it reached the Lebanese border. There, they were handed over to Lebanese
military trucks operated by the Seuth LebanonArmy, which transported them deep into
southern Lebanon.

At the edge of the security zone, the detainees were ordered to step forward—threatened
with gunfire should they resist-As they.stood on the other side, realization struck: this
was no mere arrest—it was a mass expulsion. They refused to move further. "We will
not leave," they declared. "We will return home."

Huddled in the cold, exposed to rain and hunger, they stood their ground, launching a
media and political battle to pressure Israel into allowing their return. As time passed,
support arrived—Lebanese citizens, organizations, and parties, each bringing aid,
provisions, and solidarity, ensuring that their struggle would not go unheard.




My brother Hassan was among them. They had also sought to deport Ibrahim, but he
had not been home at the time, escaping both exile and arrest. Within days, news of
those expelled to Marj al-Zuhur in Lebanon had spread into every Palestinian household
and echoed through every gathering. Immediately, new cells of fighters began preparing
for swift, retaliatory operations—to send a clear message to the Israeli government and
its military leaders that their plan had failed and that the resistance still knew the paths
of the homeland.

Imad and his brothers set out in their cars toward the eastern road, east of al-Shuja'iyya,
where Israeli military vehicles frequently passed. There, they opened fire on an Israeli
officer driving his car, watching as it veered off the road. Moments later, they spotted
an Israeli bus, forcing it to halt several meters ahead. In the empty magazine of a rifle,
they placed a letter addressed to Rabin~threatening mere attacks, vowing that his
tactics would only fuel the flames of resistance.

Meanwhile, in the northern West Bank, several young men whom the occupation forces
had attempted to arrest fled into the mountainsy They banded together, searching for
weapons—a pursuit that tested their endurance before they finally secured a few. With
those, they laid an ambush along one of the region’s rugged mountain roads, where
vehicles were forced to slow near the village of Burgin. When a military patrol vehicle
approached, they opened fire, sending it crashing into/the rocky hillside. The soldiers
inside were killed, and the fighters tetreated safely.

In Nablus, an Israeli obsetvation post atop a high-tise building had been under careful
surveillance. Its guard shifts had been studied—every. few hours, three soldiers would
arrive, replacing the thre¢ alréady stationed there. Thiee young men armed with knives
and blades concealed themselves inside the building, awaiting the shift change. When
the fresh unit of soldiers arrived, theprevious shift descended the stairs and drove away.
As the new soldiers climbed toward the roeftop, the fighters struck—knives flashing in
the dim stairwell, their assault swift and deadly. The soldiers were slain, their weapons
seized.

The same special unit that had once abducted the soldier Nissim Toledano now moved
again, this time from Jerusalemy carrying/an zi submaching gun and a pistol. Their
target lay deeper within occupied tetritory, near the-city of Hadera. Past midnight, an
Israeli police car stood guard under the streetlights, its_patrol halted by the roadside.
The fighters' vehicle approached and.pulled alongside it. Without hesitation, they
opened fire, killing the officers inside, seizing their pistols before slipping away into
the night—returning home as if nothing had happened.




The fighters had managed to acquire several weapons, yet their arsenal remained
limited—far from what was truly needed. They were prepared to travel to the ends of
the earth to secure more arms, willing to sacrifice everything for their purchase.

Imad heard that a certain man possessed a Kalashnikov rifle. Determined to obtain it,
he sought out someone who knew the owner—a mediator who could negotiate the sale.
The man, upon learning that the request came through Imad—now a symbol of jihad
and resistance, his name renowned across Palestine—agreed without hesitation to sell
the rifle. The mediator returned with the news: the seller was willing to part with the
Kalashnikov for the exact price he had paid—without a single coin of profit—five
thousand Jordanian dinars. The funds had to be'raised immediately. Ibrahim turned to
his wife, Maryam, asking to borrow her jewelry, while others emptied their savings,
gathering every available coin. The sum was collected andhanded to the mediator, who
returned with the coveted Kalashnikov. The fighters embraced it, one after another, as
though it were a lover—cherished by each of them and adored by them all.

Days later, by pure chance, Imad encountered a man on"his way back from an
operation—one that had left him and his comrades pursued by the occupation forces.
The man offered them shelter until the danger passed. While they sat in his home, he
recognized the Kalashnikov in Imad’s hands and,realized it was the very one he had
sold. A casual conversation soon uncovered atroubling discrepancy. Either the mediator
had deceived the fighters—pocketing fifteen hundred dinars for himself—or the seller
had lied about the true price. Imad wasted no time. He sent one of his men to summon
the mediator. Once the man arrived, he was ushered.into a room where Imad stood,
gripping a bamboo cane, swinging it lightly through the air.

“How much did you pay the'man for the Kalashnikov?” Imad’s voice was calm but
firm. The mediator stammered, unablesto form an answer: Imad’s voice rose. “I said,
how much did you pay?” Still, no response. The cane cracked down with a swift strike.
The man flinched. “Three.thousand five hundred dinars,” he finally admitted.

“And the rest?” Imad demanded. The mediator hesitated before muttering, “I needed it,
so I took it.” The truth unrayeled, The seller had originally bought the rifle for four
thousand dinars but, uponlearning it was for the fighters—and for Imad in particular—
had willingly sold itat a loss, askingonly three thousand five hundred out of love and
respect for the resistance. Meanwhile, this opportunist, for the mere task of facilitating
the sale, had seized fifteen hundred dinais—money-taken from the mouths of little girls
like Israa, whose fathers had sacrificed their savings to support the struggle against
occupation.

Naturally, the mediator received more than a few lashes from the cane, along with a
scalding torrent of rebuke and disgrace. He was given two weeks to return the stolen
amount. If he failed, his skin would pay the price.




By intensifying their pursuit and relentless investigations, the enemy forced the
Mujahideen to constantly change their hiding places. Some supporters devoted
themselves entirely to finding homes willing to shelter the fugitives for a night, a week,
or longer. One such supporter secured a safe house with a man who readily offered them
refuge. They moved in, the house standing beside those of his three brothers. Their host
firmly instructed his family to keep their presence a secret, for discovery could bring
grave danger. From this very house, the Mujahideen launched an ambush, lying in wait
for a passing patrol, opening fire, then retreating with practiced stealth, slipping back
unnoticed into their sanctuary.

An hour after their return, the family’s elder arrived at his son’s home. His sharp senses
caught the presence of strangers. The son, gealizing this, quickly, sought to defuse the
moment. “I have guests,” he said, “but only for a short time.” The'0ld man sat, his eyes
studying the room. A slow smile spread across his lips. He reached up, twisting his
mustache, then suddenly declared, “Take your ease, young men. You cannot conceal
your truth from one like me!” The fighters exchanged wary glances, uncertainty
flickering between them. The elder spared them their unease. “The scent of gunpowder
lingers on your clothes—you fired yout weapons no more than ‘an hour or two ago.”
The young men stiffened, their minds tacing, siléhce swallowing the room. “Do not be
troubled,” the old man reassured them. “By God, you are dearer to me than anything in
this world.” His gaze then rested on one of them. ““You must be Imad—the warrior they
say has seven lives, the one who has'eonfeunded the occupiers.” Imad flushed, shifting
awkwardly. “I am, Hajji, but—"No\ ‘buts,”” the elder interrupted. “Your valor is
known to all. May God bless your hands: Be at ease,imy sons. Be at ease.”

The fighters, realizing their presence was no secret, felt a strange comfort in the old
man’s words. Imad, still curious, asked;, “But how did you know, Hajji, so much about
us?” The elder chuckled. ““A man who has tasted the fire of battle and breathed the scent
of gunpowder in the fields/of courage never forgets: God granted me such days before
our land was lost. ['smelled it on your clothes. You should have changed immediately
and given them to Muhammad’s wife/to wash. Do so next time.” Imad smiled. “But
how did you know I was_Imad?” The elderis eyes gleamed. “I have heard of your
exploits—from the'boys, from the'news. | imagined“what the eyes of such a warrior
must look like. When I saw. you—when | smelled the gunpowder—I knew. The eyes
do not lie, Imad. The eyes domeot-he, my.son.”




At that moment, Mohammed rushed in. “There’s a sign the occupation forces are
approaching the neighborhood.” The Mujahideen sprang to their feet. “Hand us our
weapons,” they said. “We must leave at once.” But the Sheikh rose sharply, his voice
ringing with authority. “Where to? Where to?” Imad answered, “We must flee far away
so that the children and the buildings are not harmed.” The Sheikh’s face darkened.
“Are the children and the buildings more precious than you?” he thundered. “No, by
God! You will not leave! If they are truly coming, then each of you will take position
in one of my four sons” homes. Barricade yourselves inside, stand your ground, and fire
every bullet you have. What will be, will be. Nothing shall unfold except what God has
written.” Imad hesitated. “But, Hajji—"“Enough, Imad!” the Sheikh interrupted. “As
long as I draw breath, you will not flee thishouse at the first sign.of danger. We do not
yet know if they have come for us or if it i merely a routine patrol. Sit down. Wait. We
will see.” He strode outside to assess the situation. The Mujahideen remained on edge,
preparing for battle. Moments later, the Sheikh returned, his expression calm. “They’ve
gone. A routine patrol—it has nothing to do with you. Sit down, sit down, and tell me
of your operations. Come, Imad, sit here by my side.”

Meanwhile, my brother Mohammed noticed his chemistry student flipping through his
books, his movements restless, his expression troubled: Mohammed approached him.
“What are you looking for?” The young man looked up, startled, avoiding his gaze.
“Nothing, nothing,” he murmured. Mohammed smiled knowingly. “Come now, don’t
say ‘nothing.” Just say you don’t, want'my help. You’re searching for something that
weighs on your mind.” The student hesitated before sighing. “You’re right. I am looking
for something specific, but never mind—FII'manage.” Mohammed’s smile deepened.
“Let me make it easier for you. You'relooking for.a particular equation. It’s on page
131.”The young man blinked, astonished, as he hurriedly flipped through the book. His
bewilderment grew. ‘‘How—how did you know?” *“Turn to the page,” Mohammed said.
“See for yourself.” The student obeyed. His eyes widened as they landed on the very
equation he sought. “For-God’s sake, how did you know?” Mohammed chuckled. “A
young man who searches so intently, who hesitates when questioned, who conceals his
purpose—if it were something ordinary, you would have answered me without
hesitation. And the eyes, Yahya, they'do not lie. Your€yes betray what stirs within you.
You may seem calm—so composed that one might think a cat could steal your food
without you noticing—but inside; a storm rages.”sYahya smiled faintly, shaking his
head. “Believe me, [ am not like that...” Mohammed laughed. “I have spoken the truth,
Yahya. I have spoken the truth.”
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Chapter Twenty-Four

I graduated from university, earning a bachelor's degree in geology from the Faculty of
Science. I applied for a position at the agency and waited for their response while
continuing my work in construction as a full partner to Ibrahim. He spent less time on
the job than I did, yet in the few hours he dedicated, his productivity equaled my own.
I was content with our partnership, not merely because he was my cousin, childhood
friend, and my sister’s husband, nor only because I knewthat his absences were justified
by his noble role in organizing, planning, and supporting the resistance. Above all, I
valued his unwavering dedication. When he worked, he accomplished in an hour what
would take me hours to achieve, particularly as he handled the technical and intricate
tasks that made everything easier for me and the laborers working alongside us.

The job itself was not of great importance to me, for construction provided a stable and
excellent income. Its only drawback was the| physical effort| it/ demanded and the
perception that it was a trade for those without universityadegrees/ However, holding a
bachelor's degree in geology with high distinction softened thatmnotion in my mind.
My brother Hassan returned from exile\in Marj'al-Zuhur after spending nearly a year
there. An agreement had been reached to divide the exiles into two groups—the first to
return after a year, the second after two. Hassan was among the first group. We
welcomed him home, and waves 'of well-wishers airived to congratulate us. Many of
them were his friends from the mosque, greeting him. with warm handshakes before
pulling him into tight embraces, pressing him to their chests again and again. His
children played around him, overjoyed by their father’s return, clinging to him with
laughter and delight. His happinessigrewswhenever one of his friends playfully engaged
with one of the children.

A few days after Hassan’s return, a clash erupted between a group of mujahideen and
the occupation forces on Victory Street in Gaza City..The most significant part of this
event was the martyrdom of one of the fighters. More important still was the identity
of the martyr—Yasser, Ibrahim’s friend; the one who had first joined him in the
construction trade.

I do not know how to'describe mysemotions, nor Ibrahim’s, nor those of everyone in
the camp. It was a storm of joy and sorrowyaceeptance and fury, elation and grief.




We rejoiced for a man who had chosen his path, fulfilled his duty, and won the highest
and most precious reward a man in our people’s condition could desire. Yet, we
mourned his absence, for his departure left a void not easily filled—one that no other
could replace.

The moment we heard the news, a single sharp tear fell upon Ibrahim’s cheek. He wiped
it away swiftly, as if to conceal it, then said, “Praise be to Allah, who honored him with
martyrdom. By God, Yasser deserved it. We ask Allah to accept him among the
righteous and the martyrs.”

Without delay, we rushed to fulfill our duty—to stand by his family. We set up a large
canopy covered with tarpaulin, arranged chairs, and sat alongside his relatives and
neighbors to receive the waves of mourners. T saw his mother and wife in a strange
state—tears threatened to overtake themy yet they struggled against them. My mother
sat beside them, offering comfort when it should have been the other way around. One
of them whispered, “Praise be to Allah, he attained the‘highest honor... Praise be to
Allah.” They recalled how he had always insisted that no one should weep for him.
“Martyrs are not mourned,” he would say. “No condolences should be offered for them.
They are to be sent off with ululations, and their families congratulated on their
martyrdom.” And so, the women’s ululations rafg out, yet I could not hold back my
tears. | marveled at their resilience—forour people had'long wept for martyrs, but now,
they were bidding them farewell with'celebratory cries. More astonishing still, trays of
baklava were being passed around te those who had come to pay their respects. The
mourners hesitated, caught between, words of condolence and expressions of
congratulations.

While we sat in the mourning tent, a large convoy ef occupation vehicles stormed the
gathering. Some of their jeeps crashed through the tent, bringing it down and shattering
chairs. A fierce confrontation erupted betweenthe crowd and the soldiers. But after they
withdrew, we rebuilt the tent, and/the stréam of mourners resumed as if uninterrupted.
That day, large colored pesters of the martyr were distzibuted, and people competed to
obtain one. His image soon cavered the‘alley walls of the camp, 'so that no matter where
you walked, his face wasithere before yous Many framed the posters and hung them at
the entrance of their guest rooms. But Ibrahim did.not hang a picture. When I asked
him why he wouldn’t display an‘image of'his dearest friend, he simply said, “It is hung
deep within my soul, Ahmad:”

His wife was expecting a child. He looked at me and said, “If it’s a boy, I will name
him Yasser, God willing.”

That weekend, Yahya left Birzeit, returning to his village. After visiting his family, he
went to the mosque for the afternoon prayer. There, he met a friend, and together, they
set out to meet some of the pursued mujahideen who had taken refuge in the village.




They sat in that room, in the basement of one of the houses, as Yahya began to explain
that after thorough research, he had discovered a way to produce a certain type of
explosive... They cried out in admiration, astonishment, and even disbelief. Yahya
continued, explaining that the essential materials for its preparation were readily
available and easy to obtain—a type of chemical fertilizer and acetone. Without delay,
some of them rushed to gather the necessary supplies. Yahya and two of his comrades
devoted themselves to preparing the substance, mixing the ingredients gently. Pungent
fumes rose, forcing one of them to step outside for fresh air, while Yahya remained,
unwavering.

Once the materials were ready, they packed themixture into ametal cylinder. The three
of them carried it to a secluded area between the mountains. They shattered the glass of
a light bulb, inserted its filament into the packed material inside the cylinder, and
extended an electric wire from it. Then, they retreated dozens of meters, lowering their
heads and pressing their fingers into their ears, Yahya touched the wire’s ends to the
battery’s terminals—yet nothing happened. No grand explosion, no faint detonation.
His two companions exchanged glances before turning todhim, as if to say: What
happened? Where was the explosion you had been, raving about? One of them rushed
toward the device to kick it with his foot, but Yahya shouted at him, warning him of the
gravity of the situation and urging him not to act recklessly. Disconnecting the wires
from the battery, he grabbed a long branch, stripped.it of its leaves, and crawled forward
cautiously. Sweat dripped from his'brow. as he pushed at the cylinder several times,
remaining flat on his stomach, never lifting his'head. Only after confirming that it was
inactive did he sit back.

His companions joined him, examining the device. They found that the ignition wire—
the tungsten filament-—=had been severed. Yahyasmiled, saying, “Didn’t I tell you...?”
The issue, then, was merely/a technical 'malfunction.'At once, one of his comrades
rushed back to town/to bring not one, but two larger bulbs. They shattered the glass and
positioned the filaments se-that if'one failed, the ether would complete the circuit.
They connected the wires and retreated, lying flat behind a rocky outcrop. Yahya
grinned, saying, “Now, ceyer your ears.” As soon as they did, he touched the wires to
the battery terminals. A thunderous explosion eruptedsfollowed by shards of rock flying
in all directions. The three of them sprang to their feet, fleeing before the occupation
forces and their intelligencesagents could be drawn to the sound. His companions
embraced him, and Zuhdi exclaimed, “Now we’ll make plenty of these and place them
in the path of the patrols. We’ll make them suffer.”




Yahya smiled and said, “No, we will not place them in the path of the patrols.” Zuhdi
looked at him in astonishment. “Then where will we put them? And why have we
exhausted ourselves with all this effort if we’re not going to use them in our operations
against the occupation?” Yahya smiled again. “This occupier, who has been killing us
for years since the start of the intifada—without mercy, without regard for the blood of
our martyrs, whether men or women, old or young, even sparing neither children nor
infants—must now pay the highest price imaginable. He must understand that we are
capable of striking deep into his core. We must land blows under the belt—on the
stomach and face—not just on the armored, fortified limbs.” Zuhdi hesitated before
asking, “Do you mean operations inside?” Yahya’s smile widened. “Yes. Precision
operations. Strong, decisive strikes that /balance the years of killings they have
committed while we had nothing but stones and sticks.”

Yahya immersed himself in preparing the materials, while Zuhdi searched for a target.
Eventually, he found a group of young men whe knew of a nightclub where hundreds
of Israelis gathered on Friday nights—many of them returning from their military units
stationed in the occupied territories. The charges'were assembled, loaded into a car, and
two young men set off to deliver them to the target. As they neared the location, they
encountered an accident scene—police officers/swarming the area, their movements
unusual. The driver panicked, believing the eommotion was aimed at them. Suddenly,
the police appeared, and a chase erupted through the'streets. Abdel Raouf cried out, “If
only the explosives were teady to detonate right now!” His companion shouted back,
“The important thing is that we escape-—or.at least one of us does!” Then he yelled,
“At the first turn, I’1l slow down. Open the door and throw yourself out—pretend you
were just walking along the roadside.” Abdel Raouf screamed, “And you?” “You have
to survive! If at least one of us makes it, that’s enough!”’

The prisons and detention ‘centers overflowed with captives, forcing the occupation
authorities to open even more. One of these was Al-Dhahirtya Prison, surrounded by
barbed wire, watchtowers; rifles, and heéavy machine guns. Its tents teemed with
detainees, all burning with the desire for freedom, longing to return to the intifada and
the resistance beyond its 'walls. Not far from the prison,.a young man crouched behind
an embankment, pulling a wire cutter from his pocket. Hetied it to a thin yet sturdy
rope about a meter long. Gripping.one end of the rope, helet the cutter dangle from the
other, then began whirling itansswift cireles, just likea slingshot. As its speed increased,
the cutter gained momentum, hurtling toward the prison’s courtyard—until, finally, he
let go. The wire cutter flew through the air, landing beyond the fence, deep inside the
compound. ..




From inside one of the tents, a pair of eyes watched intently, filled with caution and
determination, awaiting the signal from outside to complete the mission. In the pitch
darkness, a faint light flickered twice. The owner of those eyes brought a hand to his
mouth, muffling a whisper filled with quiet ecstasy: “Praise be to Allah, praise be to
Allah.”

At dawn, Jihad sat upright on his cot. He had not slept the entire night, though he had
feigned slumber. His eyes never left the courtyard. As the morning count ended and the
detainees streamed outside to relieve themselves and wash their faces, he was the first
to reach the yard. His gaze swept over the ground until he spotted the wire cutter. He
bent down, picked it up, concealed it bencath his clothing, and melted into the
gathering. When night fell, he crawled toward a secluded section of the fence, a spot
not easily visible from the nearby watchtower.

Reaching for the cutter tucked into his belt, he carefully severed the barbed wire,
creating a gap just wide enough to slip through. He moved swiftly, his breath steady,
his hands sure. Four others followed, sliding into the night. Just a few more feet
separated them from freedom. They crawled in silence until they were far enough from
the prison wall, then one by one, they leapt to theirfeet, embracing each other, inhaling
the crisp air of liberation.

Before dawn, three of them reached the outskirts of Hebron, where they found a trusted
acquaintance who ushered them to a hiding place,.securing food, water, and blankets
before hurrying off to locate their missing comrades—those scattered in the chaos of
the occupation’s pursuit. By nightfall; the brothers had reunited in their hideout, rifles
clutched in their hands. They embraced one anether. with fervor, and then, with even
greater fervor, they embraced their weapons. They sat together, preparing for what lay
ahead.

The execution of collaborators—those suspected of working with the occupation’s
intelligence—continued. Every $o ofteny another/ body was' found, abandoned or
displayed in the streets. Seme were tied up and whippediin the public squares, while
others were executed' outright. | Moices among intellectuals began calling for a
reassessment of this practice, urging its reconsideration or cessation. Yet among the
resistance fighters, there was no doubt about'its neceSsity. Some saw it as a matter of
justice—those who aided the enemy had tobe eliminated.Others viewed it as a strategic
imperative—resistance andwsurvivaln.dependedwon purging the community of
informants. Put simply, the success of the struggle hinged on uprooting the eyes through
which the occupier spied upon them from within.




A great deal of controversy erupted in various circles surrounding this issue. The
supportive side presents the aforementioned considerations, while the opposition
believes that there is significant exaggeration and that this is an internal decay that must
be halted. As voices rose demanding an end to the intifada, it became difficult to
distinguish between these two voices; they seemed to blend into one. It appeared that
some adopted the viewpoint of stopping the intifada while simultaneously halting the
phenomenon of killings under the pretext of collaboration with the occupation.

Such debates often arose during my brother Mahmoud's meetings with his friends,
which took place in our guest room. In truth, there was a clear excess in this
phenomenon, and what was more alarming was'the absence of a national reference; in
most cases, there were no organizationald references to issue decisions. Decisions
remained in the hands of groups of mostly enthusiastic youths, without any oversight
from higher responsible authorities. Furthermore, any oversight of'a judicial, legal, or
human rights nature was entirely absent from jthe matter. Some knowledgeable and
informed individuals, like Mahmoud, raised such ideas, but it was evident that
implementing them was closer to impossible due to subjective considerations in the
resistance—its factions, cells, and differences—and objective considerations related to
the circumstances imposed by the oecupation, along with associated arrests,
assassinations, and the disappearance of opinion holdess into prisons or exile. However,
it was undeniably clear that continuing this phenomenon without regulation was a
significant error. There was no doubt. that ‘efforts were not made by officials,
intellectuals, and legal experts to find the optimal solution for the regulated continuation
of addressing the phenomenon with the least possible degree of killings and avoiding
the ugly and repulsive image that emerged from it.

The name "Imad" became on everyone's lips, turning.into a symbol of heroism and
resistance, so much $o that Israeli media, began to take special interest in him. The
Israeli Prime Minister, Rabin; referred to him as "the ghost" and pressured his military
and security leaders to bring his head.

In contrast, the occupying forces beganto implement new security measures to maintain
their safety and security.\lt was@nnounced that no vehicle driven by an Arab should
overtake any Israelt military vehicleror approach it,maintaining a distance of no less
than fifty meters. If Axab wehicles attempted to approach or overtake, they would be
met with firearms and firedupoen-Additionally, nodsraeli vehicle was allowed to move
in the Gaza Strip without military escort.




Then, the movement of any military vehicle alone was prohibited, with the minimum
movement requiring at least two military vehicles, along with various forms of
oppression against the citizens, arrests, raids, and gunfire at the slightest suspicion or
even less.

Information reached about a military patrol consisting of two jeeps moving in the
Jabalia camp next to the cemetery towards the army camp in the area, around the time
near the beginning of the night. Imad and his brothers planned the operation and
ambushed the jeeps in the alleys of the camp. One was positioned in an advanced alley
toward the convoy, while two were in a rear alley, both overlooking the road usually
taken by the vehicles. They allowed the first vehicle to pass, bypassing the entrance to
the alleys, and just before the second vehicle reached the entranee of the second alley,
the first of the three emerged, firing at the back of the first jeep. The other two opened
fire on the second jeep face-to-face, stepping onto the road and.beginning to shoot, just
three meters away from the jeep. The soldiers were unable to return fire, not even a
single shot. The three soldiers in the second vehicle, which veered off the road, were
killed, and the soldiers in the first vehicle were injured. The three then retreated through
the narrow alleys to a waiting car on the other side, which drove them away from the
camp.

The reinforcements, curfews, arrests, and investigations continued as usual, yielding no
results. Rabin was forced to cut hisvisit to Washington short and returned immediately
upon hearing news of the operation. The fighters tetreated to Al-Nasr Street in Gaza,
where Ibrahim was waiting for them in his car. They got into his car after hiding the
one used for the operation, and he dtove them to a new house they would take refuge
in, located in the Shuja'iyya‘neighborhood, east of Gaza City. Ibrahim got out and
knocked on the door, which was opened by a young boy. Upon seeing Ibrahim, he
asked, "Did they come with you?" Ibrahim replied, "Yes," and the boy rushed into the
house before returning after a minute, saying, "Please, come in... welcome, welcome!"
His face flushed with exeitement'as time/passed« He rantout again, returned running,
and welcomed them once more, cleéarly unsure of what to do due to his overwhelming
emotion, while Ibrahim leoked at his brothersand smiled, and they smiled back.

The boy sat next to them on'the mat spread out on the floor and said, "I'm Nidal.
Welcome, you have honored us." Ibrahim'replied, "May God increase your honor. You
know I'm Ibrahim, and this'issAhmad, this is Khalidgand this is Imad." The boy became
excited again and said, "You’re Imad! Welcome, welcome!" He added, "My mother is




To come and get to know you, the fighters looked at Ibrahim, for he was the one who
knew the people and held the decision. He nodded affirmatively. Nidal ran off and
returned with his father and mother following him. The father was tall and robust, with
kindness evident on his face; he greeted the group with peace as he entered, shaking
hands with the young men. The mother stood by the door, wrapped in her white
garments, covering her head, radiating dignity. She did not shake hands but welcomed
them with boundless words of hospitality.

Nidal began to introduce her to the guests, nearly bursting with pride over his
distinguished visitors. The parents welcomed the guests warmly. Nidal's mother took a
step back, saying, "I will go finish preparing dinner. Make yourselves comfortable, my
children. Consider yourselves at home, andwhatever food or drink comes to mind, just
ask... May God protect and care for you." She left, while Nidal's father sat down,
welcoming the young men and getting to know them.

After a while, Nidal's mother returned, carrying a tray of food, with small squabs
perched atop the rice. Nidal jumped up to take some food and placed it before the young
men, saying, "Please, help yourselves!"Nidal's mother exited; exclaiming, "Enjoy your
meal!" and the gathering began to eat. The food was not paly delicious but also infused
with the love that filled the hearts of this middle-€lass Palestinian family, just like many
others in their support for the resistance and its men. Whenever one of the young men
showed a desire to stop eating, Nidal's father offered him another bite, pressing him to
eat more and more. They were soon full.and got up to wash their hands, while Nidal
carried the tray outside to place it before his siblings.and mother, who were sitting in
another room enjoying their dinner as well:

The interrogation cells at'the'Moskebiya detention center in Jerusalem were bustling
with detainees, with guards pulling'one man to'the interrogation room and returning
another from a different room. The interrogaters asked questions, struck, tortured, and
threatened to extract any information aboutthe fighters, activists of the uprising, or any
piece of weaponry.

In one of the rooms, an interrogating-officer was negotiating with one of the young
men, promising him that if he agreed to cogperate with them, he would be released from
prison immediately. They would dropthe seaitence.that the‘court would impose if he
went there, and after his brothers testified against him, he.€ould face ten years in prison.
The officer began to pressureshim; alternating between intimidation and incentives, as
the young man's face flushed redder and redder. A young man in the early stages of life,
with limited experience, was a target for recruitment as an Israeli intelligence agent, but
the young man refused. Finally, the intelligence officer pressured him until the young
man announced his agreement. The officer shook his hand, assuring him that they were
now friends.




He went out to prepare plates of fruit and sweets, placing them in front of the young
man and inviting him to eat with his close friend, while a third friend filmed the young
man as he enjoyed the fruit beside the officer, who joked and laughed with him. The
officer then told him that after a few days, he would be taken to court, and from there,
the judge would decide to release him, making everything appear reasonable and
avoiding any suspicions.

He provided him with a phone number to call if necessary and informed him of an
apartment address in Jerusalem, instructing him to come there at ten in the morning at
the beginning of the next month. He returned to his home in the Aida refugee camp near
Bethlehem, where family, neighbors, and friends came to grect him and congratulate
him on his safety.

As soon as the greetings and congratulations ended, he went to his sheikh and mentor
at the mosque to inform him of the sitation, asserting that he had only done this to
teach that fool a lesson he would never forget. The sheikh nodded in agreement. Maher
then went to his cousins, Nasser and Mahmoud, to sharethe plan and seek their
assistance in carrying it out. They asked him about the location, time, and necessary
details, and the three of them committed to doing it at the'scheduled time.

Mabher carried a hammer, while the others hid kitéhen knives intheir clothing. They set
off for Jerusalem, reaching the building and entering until they stood at the door of the
apartment. Maher stood in front of'the door, with Nasser to his right and Mahmoud to
his left. Maher pressed the doorbell,'and the mtelligence officer opened the door with a
smile, saying, "Come in, come in," while turning iside and instructing them to close
the door behind them.

Mabher pulled the hammer from'behind his back andstruek the officer at the back of his
head, causing him to collapse. The' three of them then jumped on him, beating and
stabbing him before quietly'leaving the scene.

Mabher fled far from home,fully aware that they would come to arrest him. As evening
fell, the camp was besieged, and a wave of arrests'began, following the announcement
of the intelligence officer's death.

Large forces from the oceupying army, led by several intelligence officers, raided the
village of Rafat, surrounding AburYahya's thouse~and storming it while shouting,
"Where is Yahya?" Yahya was not home; after hearing the news about what had
happened, he stopped slcepingat-the house and rarely visited, leaving quickly whenever
he did. The soldiers searched the house, turning it upside down, seizing all his books,
papers, and equipment, and took his father for questioning.




After days of investigation, he was released. As for Yahya, he moved to Nablus,
disappearing among some of his brothers until the storm calmed down. He then began
contacting many young men to form them into resistance cells, starting his work in the
cities and towns of northern West Bank—one group in Nablus, another in Anabta, a
third in Tubas, and a fourth in Jenin.

Since he was wanted by the occupation forces, he agreed with the leaders of the groups
one by one to contact him through dead drops. They would coordinate a specific
location for exchanging written messages, which a young man, who was neither known
nor wanted by the occupation forces, would deliver to him.

In the southern West Bank, the al-Arroub camp lies along the main road connecting
Bethlehem to Hebron. The camp’s youthsgather at the home of one of their own,
“Mohammed,” to celebrate his release after a period of detention in the Negev prison.
They congratulate and bless him. As soon as the visitors leave and the house empties,
and the movement of people in the camp subsides, Mohammed puts on his winter
jacket, covers his head with a red keffiyeh, and sneaks out of'the house. Once outside,
he tries to hide his face in case he encounters anyone on the way.

He arrives at one of the houses and knocks gently on the door in‘a steady rhythm. The
door opens, and “Khaled,” a young man in his twenties with a'light beard that adds an
extra touch of elegance, appears. Khaled asks if/he has taken the car out, to which
Mohammed responds, “Yes, quickly, we don’t have'much time.” Khaled takes out his
car, and Mohammed sits beside him. The cartakes off towards the south, heading for
Hebron, passing through the center of Hebron before continuing west, leaving Hebron
for the town of Beit Awwa.

Khaled stops at one of/the houses and gets out to.knock on the door. A young man
answers, and Khaled gpeaks, a fews/words with“him. Another man emerges from the
house, greeting Khaled and ¢onversing briefly, before getting into the car with him.
They drive off, and the man directs them\to the road they should take. He points to a
nearby house, saying, ““Step here,” then/gets out of the car, telling them to wait a
moment while he goes down to the'house. As he examines the surroundings, he knocks
on the door, and a person ‘answers. A fter speaking with him, hereturns to the car, asking
Khaled and Mohammed to getout andaccompany him to the house.

They enter a room where five young men are sitting,«two of whom escaped from
Megiddo prison some timerago~Uponisceing Mohammed, they jump to their feet to
greet him with hugs. Everyone sits down, and one of them asks, “When were you
released?” Khaled replies, “Today.” Laughter fills the room, and one of them remarks,
“Mohammed is like fire; he couldn’t wait until tomorrow!” Mohammed smiles and
responds, “How could I bear to wait? [ swear, if it weren’t for my love for the people...”




And my appreciation for them and their coming to greet me made me leave the house
immediately after greeting my father and brothers. The young men laughed, and one of
them said, “Take it easy, O Abu Rushdi.” Mohammed replied, “What’s important is
that, thank God, I found you right away. What’s the news? What do you have? How
many fighters do we have with us? What’s the status of the ammunition? The shelters?
How prepared are the people to host you? Are there any targeted objectives? What?
How? When?” The young men smiled, waiting for him to pause from his questions.
One of the young men, with a smile that never left his lips, said, “Our situation is good,
O Leader. Our situation is good; we were just waiting for your joining us.” He began to
share the latest updates they had.

I received the acceptance for the job at the preparatory school for refugees, where 1
started working right away. My mother immediately /began talking to me about
marriage. Instantly, the image of that girl T had started to love ciossed my mind, the one
I used to watch on the way to the university. [, had stopped thinking about her since
Ibrahim spoke to me about the one true love. I wondered to myself: Is she still available,
not married, and hasn’t anyone proposed to her? I needed to‘check on that because if
she was still as she was, my wish would come true. I prayed to God in my heart to make
her mine.

We had begun spending the early part of'ournight in'my mother’s room. Anyone among
us who was at home in the evening would.come to‘the mother’s room, bringing their
wives, who of course covered their heads, except for Mariam, who was with her
husband and siblings. They came ‘with their.children; both boys and girls. Sometimes
we all gathered together, and sometimes only a.few of us would come. We would sit,
talk, and watch the news on televisiony diseussing,it, enjoying sunflower seeds, and
sometimes someone would bring seme.froits orsweets. One of the women would get
up to make us tea or sahlab. We spent our evenings together, debating and sometimes
arguing, differing at/times,and rarely agreeing on the same stance regarding the same
issue amid the ideological-eontradictions in the house. After a while, each of us would
return to our apartments, usually \carrying the children who had fallen asleep in their
fathers’ arms or in their mothers’laps.

A large force from the army, led by theintelligence officers of Hebron, arrived to close
the homes of the cell thatdhad previously'been arresteddn Hebron following military
operations against the oceupation-soldieis. They came to Um Jamil’s house, stormed it,
and began throwing the family’s belongings outside while some soldiers sealed the
windows and doors. An intelligence officer shoved Um Jamil, who was trying to hold
onto her home and refusing to leave. He pushed her hard, causing her to fall to the
ground. She raised her hand to the sky, saying in a voice loud enough for God to hear,
“May it be the last days of your life, and God willing, the youth of the brigades will kill
you.”




After a few days, an intelligence officer sped through the terrain in his modern car,
while a speeding vehicle, carrying a number of fighters with their rifles ready, attempted
to overtake him. As the second car advanced, three machine guns opened fire from it,
turning the vehicle and its occupants into a mass of destruction.

Days later, the fighters lay in ambush for a settler rabbi's car in Hebron and its
surroundings. As it approached, they sprayed it with gunfire, causing it to overturn in
the valley, killing him and injuring his companion before the fighters fled to hide.

The operations of the fighters continued in the Hebron area and the surrounding
villages. Whenever they received information about a target belonging to the occupying
army or the settlers, they would lie in wait behind the scattered rocks along the roads
or quickly overtake a vehicle passing within mere centimeters of them, transforming it
into a mass of flames, death, and suffering. They attackeéd numerous military jeeps,
many ordinary settler vehicles, and various buses transporting settlers or soldiers
between settlements and Jerusalem.

Every day, there were shooting incidents and casualties, and not/a few days passed
without the occupation forces receiving a blow hete or a strike there. They were hit in
the south, prompting them to mobilize forces there, ‘closing off areas, besieging,
arresting, and imposing curfews. When they recéived a blow in the north, they rushed
to the north; then came hits from the east or west~—dozens of operations resulting in
numerous fatalities. The fighters had split mte two groups: one in Hebron and the
southern villages, and the other in Hebron and the northern villages. The strikes came
in rapid succession, with each team continuing the work of their brothers in the other
team.

There, in the al-Merj al-Zuhurieamp in seuthetn Lebanon, Jamal lay on his bed, one leg
crossed over the other, ‘his,foot shaking withidelight ‘as he listened to the news,
chuckling softly with/.confidence. He addressed his friend Abdul Rahman, “Didn’t I tell
you? Didn’t I tell you?” Abdul Rahmantasked, “What did iyou say, Sheikh Jamal?”
Jamal replied, “Do you remember that stoty [ told youson the mountainside in Suweif
when we came to visit you, and your older brother brought us food and sat talking with
us?” Abdul Rahman responded, “I vaguelyrecall the incident, but I don't remember the
story unless you mention it. What'isithe story, and*what did you say?” Jamal said,
smiling, “The story Titold you that day is about whend was a child, and the Jews
occupied Hebron in 1967, meving through the city frecly, without any objections or
confrontations. I picked up a stone from the ground and threw it at one of the Jews
before fleeing behind the apple trees.”




After a while, I heard one of the neighborhood boys calling me, asking me to come out,
saying that the Jew had left the area. When I stepped outside, I found... Abdul Rahman
interrupted, “I remember! When you went out, you found the Jew brandishing his pistol,
threatening you and scaring you.” Jamal replied, “Exactly.”

Abdul Rahman asked, “What reminded you of that?”” Jamal responded, “What reminds
me is what we are witnessing in Hebron these days—continuous acts of resistance that
seem never-ending, despite the martyrs, the siege, the curfews, and the collective
punishments.”

“Hebron today is not the Hebron of twenty-five years ago. That Hebron wanted to live
in peace, to earn a living, and to build wealth: It was careful not to clash with the
occupation or the settlers, even though they left no one of us m peace. As for today’s
Hebron, it is Hebron of jihad, resistance, and martyrdom’..” He'sighed, saying, “Do
you see, Jamal, how steady work, patience, and a small flame can ripen matters and
bring about change?” Abdul Rahman smiled and said, ““You are right, and thank God
that our efforts have not been in vain. Do you net see the fighting generation ready to
sacrifice? Praise be to God.” Jamal smiled and said, “What comes next, Abdul Rahman?
What do you foresee? This is just the beginning, and by God’s will, what is to come
will be much greater. [ truly see the coming days{"with our land ablaze under the feet of
the occupiers, and I see them cursing the day they sét foot on our land and occupied our
sanctities.”
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Chapter Twenty-Five

One evening, while we were chatting in my mother’s room, Ibrahim said, “I’m thinking
of going with Maryam and the kids for a week to Ramallah, to visit Muhammad and
change the atmosphere!” Mahmoud and Hassan’s wives replied in unison that it was a
great idea, while Mahmoud and Hassan remained silent. My mother, however, was
watching Ibrahim’s face closely, trying to read what his unspoken words revealed. It
was as if he sensed her concerns and spoke directly to hery“What do you think, Aunt?
How about you come with us? We can visit them for a few days, enjoy our time in
Ramallah and the West Bank, and then return.” She seemed reassured by his invitation
and replied, “I’m too old and not able to travel anymore, so you all go if you want.”
Maryam encouraged her, saying, “Come on, Mom, it’s nogtiring at all. The car will take
you right from our doorstep to theirs.” Then she furned to Ibrahim, asking, “We’re going
in our car, right, Ibrahim?” He answered, “Wheneyver you want, tomorrow if you like,
or any time you prefer—after a day or a week:” She replied,/“Let me think until
morning, and I’ll let you know then.”

The next day, my mother declined the invitation fo go, wishing them well on their
journey as Ibrahim, his wife, and daughter set off for Ramallah. Along the way, Ibrahim
pointed out the areas they passed through to. Maryam and Esra. They stopped on the
road, where he got out of the car holding Yasser; explaining to him and his mother and
sister, “This is the land of our' homeland fiom which my. grandfather, father, and uncle
were displaced—the land of our town, Faleuja.” They lingered for a while before
resuming their drive, eventually arriving 1n Ramallahy where Muhammad and his wife
welcomed them warmly. They spent their first night enjoying each other's company
before going to bed. The mext morning, Ibrahim offered to drive Muhammad to
university, despite Muhammad's attempts {0 dissuade him.dbrahim insisted, justifying
that it would give him a chance to see and familiarize himself with the university.
Muhammad got out of the carito go to his classes. Ibrahim parked the car, locked it, and
began to stroll among the students, examining their.faces. He spotted a young man
whom he believed might help him find what he was looking for. After asking the student
for directions, he was guided toward.a specific area.He entered one of the cafeterias
and approached a table where some young men were sitting, some of whom had beards.
He greeted them and inquired about his purpose. One of them stood up to guide him.
Ibrahim followed him until he was led to a young man he clearly recognized. As soon
as he saw him, he thanked the young man and approached “Salah,” who received him
with great warmth. They spoke for a while before parting ways, with the hope that Salah
would join him shortly at his car. Ibrahim returned to his car and waited inside.




After a short while, Salah returned with another young man, who entered the car beside
him while the other sat in the back. The car set off at a slow speed, as the conversation
inside was the main purpose, rather than traveling to a specific destination. After about
half an hour of discussion, Ibrahim handed the new young man, Mo’men, a bundle of
cash. Mo men took it and concealed it in his pocket, then Ibrahim turned the car around
and headed back to the university, where he dropped off the two young men before
returning to Ramallah, where he strolled around until Muhammad came back from the
university and then went home.

Mo’men finished his school day and drove back to his home in the town of Beit Hanina,
near Jerusalem. In the evening, he went to the' mosque to piay the Maghrib prayer,
where he met one of his friends. They spoke privately about a‘topic that seemed very
serious. Afterward, Mo ’men headed to visit another friemd. He knocked on the door,
and that friend came out, and they walked together in the quiet street, with Mo men
speaking earnestly and with great concern, while his friend listened attentively and
nodded in agreement.

The next day, Mo men went to the university, where he met Salah/and told him that he
was ready. The cell was now prepared to operate since he had confirmed his
companions' readiness to work. Salah'then headed to Ramallah to inform Ibrahim of
this. Ibrahim drove with him to Birzeit, where they/met Mo men. Ibrahim handed
Mo’men a small box, shook his hand, and wished him good luck and success.

In the evening, Mo men and his two friends took one of their cars, owned by the
company where one of them worked inJerusalem, an Israeli company that had Hebrew
writings on it. They set out on a réconnaissance mission on the public roads around the
city of Jerusalem. On the first'day, they headed north, and on the second day, they went
south, checking the level of security mecasures,taken, by the occupation forces and
police, the flow of vehicles and pedestrians, and the presence of solitary soldiers by the
roadside and at bus stops. Whenever one¢ of them noticed something along the way, he
would alert the others.

Days later, the three setiout in the' car again, with Mo men sitting in the back seat, one
of his friends behind the wheel, and the other beside him.in thefront seat. The car drove
from Beit Hanina southward, movingraway from the"Arab area. Each of them pulled
out a small cap from his pocket, the kind'worn by Jews.and religious individuals, and
placed it on their heads as they-set out.in_search of @ suitable target. By the roadside
stood a soldier in his military uniform.




With a rifle in hand, he signals to passing cars, hoping one will take him along. Mu'min
rests his head against the seat, appearing as though he is asleep from exhaustion.
When a car stops, the soldier leans out from the front window, asking the driver in
Hebrew about the designated checkpoint, to which Hassan replies in Hebrew, “Get in.”
He opens the back door and enters the vehicle. After a few minutes of driving, as the
radio plays Hebrew songs, Mu'min draws his gun and points it at the soldier, his hand
on his weapon to prevent its use. Abdul Karim turns towards him, brandishing a knife,
urging him not to move for his own safety. Yet, he attempts to break free, trying to seize
the rifle. Mu'min fires several shots at him, and Abdul Karim stabs him multiple times.
They take his automatic M 16 rifle and place adarge paper on his waist declaring the
battalions’ responsibility for his abduction and killing, then throw him by the roadside
where he rolls into one of the ravines.

Abdul Rahim recognizes Muhammad Abu Roshdi, the commander of the battalions in
the southern West Bank regions of Hebron, Bethlehem, and Fureidis. Abdul Rahim
heads to his hometown, Surif, feeling as though the world nolonger has room for him.
He counts the hours and minutes until the week passes, hoping for a practical meaning
to his joining the ranks of the mujahideen.

The next day, clashes erupt in the town with the"ececupation forces who have come to
arrest a young man. The townspeople respond with/stones, injuring many soldiers with
their projectiles. As the darkness of that night descends and envelops the town, large
forces of the occupation army and ntelligence atcive, beginning a widespread arrest
campaign among the town's youth. A signifieant army unit storms my aunt's house and
arrests Abdul Rahim after conducting a thorough search, finding nothing but a few
papers and documents that could easily be justified.as having been found in the street,
just like many others.

My aunt Fathia goes frantic at the arrest of her beloved son and the light of her eyes.
All her attempts to hold on'to him as they.dragged him from the house are in vain, but
what comforts her slightly-is that'Abdul Rahim/has become a man, and she no longer
fears for him. He remained calm and composed when they arrested him, a man in every
sense of the word. His woids toier as he stoodrat the threshold of the door, “O mother,
do not worry about'me; [ have become a man,” echo-ih her ears, offering her solace as
she prays for his safety. and swift return.




Abdul Rahim was taken to the Negev detention center, where he was sentenced to six
months of administrative detention. During this time, he became acquainted with many
young men, sheikhs, and preachers, gaining substantial benefits from the cultural and
educational magazines available, as well as from extensive reading.

Abu Roshdi and his brothers intensified their attacks on the patrols of the occupation
forces and their settlers in the region. Not a single day passed without an assault on one
of these patrols or settlers. Sometimes they employed the tactic of using a bypass
vehicle, while at other times, they lay in ambush for their targets by the roadside, hidden
behind the rocks scattered across the slopes of the mountains and the bottoms of the
valleys. The occupiers would find themselves under a heavy.barrage of fire from the
mujahideen, with casualties here and fatalities there.

After the arrest of some mujahideen due to intense intelligence operations by the enemy
and its army in the area, Abu Roshdi's'name, along with that of some key brothers,
became known to the occupation forces. These forces) led by intelligence officers,
launched several raids on his family home in attempts to apprehend him, but to no avail.
He had already bid farewell to his family, telling them that he would rarely return home
and that his absence could extend for along time. He began to move through the nearby
mountains or in the villages, hiding and sleeping at the homes of friends or kind-hearted
individuals who hurried to provide shelter and support'to the resistance fighters, eager
to earn merit and reward for their actions.

One evening, we sat in my mother’s room;, sipping tea and snacking on watermelon
seeds while discussing various matters, When it, was, time for the news, Muhammad
turned on the television, and the ‘news zeport announced that leaked information
indicated secret negotiations had been ongoingforalongtime between the Palestinians,
represented by delegates from the Palestine\liberation Organization, and Israel, in one
of the European capitals, with both sides nearing a possible agreement.

Faiza called out to "Hassan" and began to:mock the negotiators, expressing her disdain
for such discussions. Shefirmly believed it was unacceptable to negotiate with the Jews
under any circumstances, asserting thatsuch actions would mean recognizing Israel and
its right to exist on Palestiniandand, insisting:that no Palestinian, regardless of their
identity, should engage in such actions.




Mamdouh expressed his astonishment at Hassan's position, bewildered by the inclusion
of religion in such matters, which he deemed political. He believed that politicians
assess situations and take necessary actions, questioning the purpose of Hassan and the
Islamic movement in this intifada, along with its accompanying activities, martyrs, and
sacrifices. Was this effort a futile endeavor, without aim or purpose—simply dying for
the sake of dying? Or was it for a specific objective? He concluded that the intifada
must have clear, defined, and reasonable political goals, and that an unpoliticized gun
was a form of suicide and a pointless effort. Ibrahim asked him what he considered to
be clear and reasonable objectives. Mamdouh responded that it was to implement
international legitimacy resolutions calling for.the establishment of a Palestinian state
in the lands occupied in 1999. Hassan yelled, “Does that mean we recognize Israel’s
right to more than 75% of historical Palestine in exchange for its withdrawal from the
West Bank and Gaza Strip and the establishment of a Palestinian state there?”
Mamdouh replied, “Yes, and what more do you,want?” Hassan/'shouted, “I want more
than that! Israel is an occupying state that has taken our land and must cease to exist!”
Mamdouh smiled and said, “Who says Israelishouldn't disappear? But we’re not
discussing grand slogans now; we’re talking aboutireality and the political facts of the
stage we’re in. The reality is that the world is fiot serious about resolving our issue
justly, achieving our goals, and the Arabs.are unable to do anything decisive. As
Palestinians, we lack the capacity to...” Hassan.intefjected angrily, “Who says we lack
the capacity? Don’t you see that ‘in two years,we’ve killed hundreds of them?”
Mamdouh laughed, “And what does killing hundreds mean? They’ve killed many more
of us!” Hassan shouted, “The important thing 1s.that they’re now ready to change their
stance! Didn’t you hear their'politicians’ recent statements about their willingness to
leave Gaza?” Mamdouh replied, “I've heard, andithat’s what will happen. They’ll leave
Gaza and the West Bank, and/we’ll establish a Palestinian state there.” Ibrahim chimed
in, “The problem, Mamdouh, isn’t in establishing a Palestinian state; there isn’t a single
Palestinian who doesn’t want it. The problém liesdn theptrice we’ll pay as a Palestinian
people for the establishment of] that/state.” Mamdouh smirked sarcastically, “So,
philosopher of the stage, do you think<it’snpossible, to establish a state without
recognizing Israel?” Ibrahim smiled and replied, “Yes.” Mamdouh yelled, “How?
Who...?” Ibrahim interrupted, “It’s clear that the continuation of resistance and military
actions causing human losses-te-the oecupation,.along with the popular intifada that
inflicts political and media damage, will force it to withdraw from Gaza and the West
Bank. Then we can establish a state on any piece of land from which the enemy
withdraws.” Mamdouh once again smiled mockingly, “What’s the difference,
philosopher?” Maryam shouted, “Why do you talk to him like that?”” Before Mamdouh
could respond, Ibrahim calmed her, saying, “Don’t be angry with Mamdouh. Let him
act as he pleases; he’s like our father to us all.”




Mahmoud looked away in embarrassment and asked, “What’s the difference, Ibrahim?”’
Ibrahim responded, “The difference between Israel withdrawing from the West Bank
and Gaza or any part of it, with or without an agreement, is significant. If they withdraw
with an agreement, it means we, as Palestinians, will be obliged to commitments, at
least recognizing their rights to the remaining parts of our land. However, if they
withdraw without an agreement under the pressure of resistance, it means we haven’t
committed to anything, and the door remains open for us to continue immediately or at
a later time, when we find it suitable.” Mahmoud interjected, “This is how you think
things are progressing. This is a political shortcoming; you don’t understand anything
about politics or the reality surrounding us, our'cause, or the entire Arab context. You
know nothing about our subjective or objective conditions.”

Hassan jumped in, “You’re always like this, Mahmoudsattacking, generalizing, and
using grand terms inappropriately. fOur subjective, objective, dramatic, and
‘watermelon’ conditions!” Mahmoud laughed, “‘That’s exactly what I say, that you are
politically ignorant, thinking about things too simply.” Hassan shouted, “Don’t call us
ignorant or attack us; discuss respectfully without hostility.”” At that moment, my
mother intervened, saying, “Enough fortonight; go,to your rooms. I want to sleep, and
you’ve opened our heads with your political dis¢ussions.”

Yahya was hiding at a friend’s house n the village of Qarawat Bani Hassan, in the
northern West Bank. During his time in hiding, hesprepared some explosive devices,
which were transported by 'some of his aides to the groups he had organized and agreed
to work with. These groups would set them up along, the routes of patrols or settlers,
achieving some limited’ successes. However,.this. undoubtedly introduced a new
component into the tools of battle. At the same time, the occupation forces would raid
the family home from time to time,searching for Yahya in vain, turning everything in
the house upside down, destroying and, breaking things, and interrogating the parents,
who had nothing to say abeut their son,

In ordinary times, away from the corner of the steeet overlooking the house, one of the
young men stood suspiciously, watching the house most of the time, pretending to be
occupied with something'else, in@a blatant manner. Yahya would sneak in from the back,
entering the house through the window, kissing the“hands/and heads of his parents,
greeting his infant child, and saying hello to his wife. He would then take a shower,
change his clothes, and quickly-return te his hidingplace and work...




In Gaza, Ibrahim meets Imad and two other mujahideen at Abu Nidal's house. They sit
alone in the room, where Nidal serves them tea before leaving, allowing them to discuss
their private matters.

Ibrahim delivers a report on a dual patrol of the occupation forces, consisting of two
jeep vehicles moving daily between six and seven in the morning along Al-Nasr Street,
near Al-Shati Camp. He places a sheet of paper on the mat before them, displaying a
rough sketch of the street and its branches. Holding a pen, he begins pointing: "This
branch is blocked by concrete barrels set up by the occupation forces. This one could
be used for a vehicle’s retreat. This path is unpaved, unsuitable for cars. The patrol
usually comes from the north and heads south, but sometimes;,it moves in the opposite
direction."

Ammar takes the pen from Ibrahim’s hand and says, "There must be someone to signal
the patrol’s arrival and direction. We will divide into two groups: the first group will
position itself here"—he marks a side branch leading west—"and the second group will
be here," pointing to another branch further south. "The signaler will move along the
main road between the two points, staying alert\for the patrol’s arrival and direction,
relaying the information immediately, especially to, the second group, which is farther
from the patrol’s entry point. Once| the patrol atrives, the first group will allow the
vehicles to pass, letting the first one through. The moment the second vehicle crosses,
they will open fire on it. By then, the first vehiele will have reached the second group,
which will attack it in turn. This way, both.vehicleswill be caught in the ambush, unable
to support each other, each engulfed in the fire ' we unleash upon them."

"Today, we scout the location and identify escape routes. Tomorrow morning, we carry
out the operation, God willing:"

"Insha'Allah," they reply:

Ibrahim resumes, butImad infertupts, "Tomortow,; I must join you. I can no longer bear
intelligence work alone. [ nced to/take patiin some operations."

One of the men beging te-protest, but Iad cuts him.off, "No worries, Ibrahim. No
worries. Meet us at five-thirty tonaorrow morning."

At dawn, precisely on sehedule; two men lignin wait at the/first branch, two at the
second, while a young man paces along the main road, pretending to wait for a ride to
work. At the end of each side braneh, a carsits idling, its driver behind the wheel, engine
running, ready to move at amement’s notice.

The signaler finally announces the patrol’s arrival: it is coming from the north.




And so, he joined the second group, making it five rifles now poised and ready. The
first jeep passed in front of the first side street. As the second one reached the ambush
point, two mujahideen sprang forward, sprinting toward the road’s edge, unleashing a
torrent of gunfire upon the vehicle as they ran behind it.

At the same moment, the three others emerged from the second branch onto the main
street, where they confronted the first jeep and opened fire with their rifles. Each of the
five fighters swapped out their magazines, unleashing a fresh barrage. The patrol’s
return fire was scattered, hurried—a handful of shots fired wildly. Both vehicles
lurched, crashing into a wall. As the soldiers of the occupation bled out, the mujahideen
retreated swiftly to their waiting cars, which glided away fromithe scene with unhurried
ease.

Reinforcements arrived in force—troops, officers, intelligence agents, and medics
flooding the street to assess the situation. Yet, beneath a small shrub in an orchard
nearby, a young man lay in wait. From his concealed position, he hurled two hand
grenades. The explosions ripped through the gathering, leaving behind a new toll of
wounded.

Israeli political, military, and security leaders were'in a frenzy. A commander slammed
his fist onto the table, barking orders athis subordinate. '/l wantTmad’s head, and I want
it now! No delays! Every resource mustbe focused: Double the work hours, double the
teams. Activate every asset. I want Imad Agel’s. head on a platter!"

Meanwhile, Ibrahim went to his construction site, working alongside the laborers as if
nothing had happened mere hours ago. He completed his shift by late afternoon,
returned home, washed, changed his clothes, ate his meal, and played with his son and
daughter. At sunset, he left for the mosque to, perform the Maghrib prayer. Later, he
drove away for a while before returning home sometime after the Isha prayer.

That night, in the National/Conference'Room at Umm's house, the conversation
revolved around the morning’s fedayeen operation. The name Imad was at the center of
every whisper—his leadership, his'audacity, the sheer courage of the fighters. Ibrahim
sat silent, utterly detached, as if the matter had nothing to do with him.

When Mahmoud switched on the television for the news, the operation took center
stage. Israeli officials made their statements—some spitting threats and vows of
vengeance, others speaking of withdrawing from Gaza altogether, of abandoning it to
its endless misfortunes.




Then came the next piece of news: reports of Israeli-Palestinian negotiations had been
confirmed. Anonymous but well-informed sources stated that an agreement between
the two sides was nearly finalized and ready for signing. The negotiations had taken
place in the Norwegian capital, Oslo, under a veil of secrecy, and a transitional
agreement was expected to be signed soon. Ibrahim remarked, "Don’t you think you're
being a bit too hasty and optimistic? Let’s see the agreement first—if there even is
one—before we judge it and form an opinion." Mahmoud responded, "Your stance has
been clear from the beginning. You reject everything, whether it's right or wrong. That
has been your position since the very start—opposing and refusing everything outright.
I already know you’ll reject any deal, any agreement. Opposition is all you know how
to do."

When the news spoke of the soon-to-be-signed Oslo Accord—commonly referred to as
"Gaza and Jericho First"—the Palestinian street split into twe camps: supporters and
opponents. Two massive demonstrations erupted in the refugee camp. Leading the pro-
agreement march was my brother Mahmoud and his friends, while/my brother Hassan
and his companions headed the opposition rally. The demonstrators in support chanted,
"Gaza and Jericho, the beginning... InJerusalem, the end!" Meanwhile, the opposition
thundered back, "Gaza and Jericho, a disgrace! The stench of betrayal fills the place!"
The two protests surged in opposite directions, passing by the occupation forces'
patrols, which stood watching the camp’s upheavalaifold. The supporters threw olive
branches at the jeeps while the soldiers held their rifles at the ready, wary that an
opponent might have infiltrated the crowd—someone who could hurl a grenade, plant
an explosive, or open fire. When the opposition protest passed, its participants pelted
the patrols with stones, their'ehants, swelling,in defiance:."With our souls, with our
blood, we sacrifice for you,. Palestine!. "Jerusalem 1s ours-—no to tyranny!" "Woe to
them when the battle comes!"/'The soldicrsiretaliated, firing tear gas, rubber bullets, and
plastic rounds.

At the moment when the two protests met,Mahmeud washotsted onto shoulders in one
march, while Hassan was cartied aloftan the other. Each led their side’s chants—one in
support, the other in rejection..For a fleeting.moment, their eyes locked across the
crowd. The slogans grew fiereer, the woices thundered louder, and minor skirmishes
broke out between some demonstrators on'both sides. Meanwhile, on television screens
across the world, the imagessof-leaders. signing the agreement in Oslo flickered into
history.




On the rooftop of Musab bin Umair Mosque in the Zaytoun neighborhood of Gaza, a
young boy—barely twenty—Ilay in wait, watching the road. Nearby, in an abandoned
house close to the mosque, Imad and Ibrahim were concealed, waiting for the boy’s
signal. In Imad’s hands rested a short-barreled M16 rifle, while Ibrahim held a
Kalashnikov. Spare magazines were strapped to their sides. From a distance, an Israeli
army jeep appeared, carrying three soldiers. The boy gave his first whistle—Imad and
Ibrahim readied themselves. Then came the second whistle—the jeep had reached the
abandoned house. They let it move forward another meter before unleashing a barrage
of automatic fire.

The three soldiers collapsed forward onto their faces, while the jeep, still rolling,
continued until it crashed into the doors of.a storage facility across the road. Imad and
Ibrahim dashed forward, swapping out their magazines for'the second time as they ran,
continuing to fire. By the time the vehicle came to a halt, they had reached it. Imad
yanked one of the soldiers out of the jeep, pressed his foot against his throat, and fired
a final shot into his head. Meanwhile, Ibrahim eaptured the scene~—three shots, three
images. They seized three new rifles before theirigetaway cararriyed. They jumped in,
and the vehicle sped away.

At the same time, on the main road between Hebfon and Bethlechem, four fighters—led
by Abu Rushdi—Iay in wait behind a cluster of'rogks. Each of them clutched an
automatic rifle, poised for the arrival of any [sracli vehicle. A military bus, packed with
soldiers, came into view. The moment it.drew level with them, their rifles erupted in
unison, unleashing an inferno, of bullets. The bus lurched forward for several dozen
meters before gradually veering to the side of the road. Their escape vehicle arrived at
that very moment. The fighters'.clambered 1n, and the car shot off down a winding dirt
path between the mountains. It traveled a great distance away from the site of the attack.
Then, at a sharp curve in the/rugged road, they spotted an Israeli checkpoint ahead—
four soldiers standing guard, rifles raised,signaling for the approaching car to stop.
Khaled, the driver, turned-his head. “What shouldd do?” Abu Rushdi’s voice was firm.
“Pretend to slow down: Once yot're elose enough—hit the gas. Each of us will take
aim at the soldier nearestito hime We raise ourrifles and fire all at once—exactly five
meters away. Ready?” They answeredin unison, “Ready, by the will of God.”




The car slowed down, a Palestinian flag fluttering on its roof beside an olive branch—
a deception. Khaled smiled at the soldiers, and they smiled back. Then, Abu Rushdi
shouted, “Now!” Four rifles rose at once, unleashing a storm of bullets like hellfire
upon the soldiers, who collapsed to the ground without firing a single shot in return.
Khaled slammed the accelerator, speeding away. One of the rifles kept firing, its rounds
whizzing past his head.

After the car had covered several hundred meters, Abu Rushdi shouted, “Turn back!
We need to make sure they’re dead—and take their weapons. There are four rifles.”
Khaled jerked the steering wheel, the vehicle still moving at high speed. It swerved
violently, lost control, then overturned, rolling. down into the valley. The twisted metal
trapped Abu Rushdi’s leg, while the others suffered bruisés and wounds across their
heads and bodies.

The roar of approaching Israeli reinforcements grew louder. The whirring of a
helicopter filled the sky, its sound rising ominously. The fighters, shaken from the crash,
struggled to free themselves from the wreck. With great difficulty, they pulled their
leader from the wreckage, supporting him as‘they moved forward. The sound of
helicopters and soldiers filled the air—=itwas clear that a massive sweep of the area was
imminent.

Abu Rushdi suddenly stopped. “Giye me all your ammunition,” he said, pointing to the
slope of the nearby mountain. “Head in that direction. 1 will take cover behind the rocks
and engage them for as long as God'allows. You must go.”

But they refused to move, answering in.unisen, “How. can we leave you, Abu Rushdi?
That will never happen. Either we all. survive, or we all become martyrs together.”
Abu Rushdi laughed. “Fools!"There.is much work ahead of you. Now go! Hand over
the ammunition and move! This is ah order=—you must.obey it. Go, go!”

With heavy hearts, they placed their ammunition in his hands, their eyes brimming with
tears. Then, reluctantly, they turned and fled into the wilderness. Khaled shouted, “Each
of us must take a different-path. [f one is captured; the others must escape.”

A large force of Israell soldiers arrived, closing in from all directions. Abu Rushdi
opened fire from behind the rocks, shiftingpositions whenever possible, trying to make
it seem as though multiple fighters were attacking. His relentless maneuvering kept the
enemy at bay for over.an hour and.a half.

But then, the helicopter above-pinpointed his location. A barrage of missiles rained
down upon him, and his pure soul ascended to its Creator—to a paradise as vast as the
heavens and the earth.




Khaled reached the edge of a nearby village, where he met a local resident who hid him
in his home, quickly tending to his wounds and providing him with food and drink,
surrounded by warmth and love. Abdul Rahman made his way to one of the settlements
in the area, where construction tools were located. He lay flat on the ground, upending
the mixer they used for cement. After propping one side up with a stone to breathe and
observe what was happening, he blended into his surroundings. Meanwhile,
Muhammad climbed an ancient olive tree and lay across one of its thick branches as
the clash between Abu Rushdi and the Israeli forces continued.

After shelling the fortified position, the soldiers began sweeping the mountain, finding
no one but him. They started to comb the areasagain, more mcticulously this time, in
other directions. The soldiers stood beneathithe tree where Muhammad lay, completely
unseen, as if blinded by God. They did not approach the paths leading to the settlement,
for no one could assume that a fighter would dare to hide in such a place.

Tension enveloped our home during the following days! Both Mahmoud and Hassan
avoided each other, refraining from sitting and chatting in my mother’s room for several
days. Whenever they did meet, they averted theit gazes, and if one had to greet the
other, they muttered incomprehensible words. The ‘other responded with vague, cryptic
phrases.

Ibrahim and I continued to sit with our mother; following the news and events. |
expressed my astonishment and ‘excitement.at .the operations being carried out
whenever they were mentioned in the news. Ibrahim, however, maintained a face as
rigid as stone, uttering no comments,.yet he eriticized those who signed the Oslo
Agreement without resorting to insults.

One of Mahmoud’s friends, swho had.come, from abroad with the arrival of the
Authority’s forces into'(Gaza, came to visitus bearing two pieces of news: one was that
we had two brothers from our father—Majid and Khalid—who would arrive with the
forces coming into the tergitory. Mahmoud shouted when he heard this, “What? I have
brothers I don’t know, Majid and Khalid? They will come with the troops, which means
they’re older!” “Yes, they’re in their‘early twenties,” replied the visitor. “And our
father? What about our fathet?’*Mahmoud cried out. The visitor replied, “That’s the
bad news. It seems he passed away inJordan after your brothers were born due to the
clashes that occurred there > When.my mother heard this,she collapsed onto the ground,
fainting. We rushed to revivesher; holding a bottlesof cologne to her nose, feeling as
though we had been struck on the back of the head with a hammer.
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Chapter Twenty-Six

The news of my father's death in Jordan and of the two young brothers we had never
heard of before took up a considerable amount of our time and conversations, as well
as our attention at home. It became clear that when the West Bank and Gaza Strip were
occupied in 1967, my father had left alive for Egypt, and from there he settled in Jordan,
where he married a Palestinian woman in the Al-Baq'a camp and had twin sons, Majid
and Khalid. Shortly after, my father was martyred in the elashes that occurred there,
and Khalid and Majid grew up with their mother in Jordan. Their mother had passed
away years ago, and they would be coming with the Palestinian forces allowed to enter
Gaza and Jericho as part of the agreement.

Before these days, we had not heard anything about oussfather since the occupation,
and we thought he had been martyred. Suddenly, we discover that we have two young
brothers who are coming to Gaza, which means'they would join'the family in one way
or another. My mother remained in a state resembling-hysteria for several days,
appearing to live through a psychological and emotional shock that was hard to
overcome. All our efforts were focused on comforfing her and trying to alleviate her
distress. Despite my father's absence for'se many years, nearly three decades, she still
held onto the hope of seeing him alive one day walking through our door. The news of
his marriage to another woman, his lack of contact with us for about four years from
the time he left until his death; the existence of childien from another marriage, and the
news of his death in this'mannér were all toomuch, for her to bear.

We tried to convince her that those early years afterthe war were difficult, and that he
certainly couldn't have contactedwus. May.God havemercy on him; he has gone to meet
his Lord. We, thank (God, as you ¢an see, have grown into men, and we fill her sight
and hearing, lacking nothing. We bring, her stories /and the tragedies of others,
comparing our situation with that of others, and assuring her that we are in good health.
Gradually, her condition'began toamprove slightly, but it was clear that she had received
a devastating blow, as she nolonger possessed the vitality and energy she once had.
One of the topics that occupied part of ouriattentionat home and in the Palestinian street
during these days was thesfact that the three soldiers killed in the recent operation in the
Al-Zeitoun neighborhood of Gaza were Druze. A large number of young Druze had
joined the Border Guard, the police, or the Israeli prison administration, and in their
duties, they performed their roles as eftectively as the Jews.




And the Druze soldiers often engaged in violent and abusive practices against protesters
or against the mujahideen; some even exceeded the limits of decency and morality,
confronting women and young girls, attempting to assault their dignity. This created an
atmosphere of resentment and anger towards them.

However, this never reached a point where the resistance fighters considered targeting
these Druze soldiers specifically. The feeling that they were part of our Palestinian Arab
people continued to accompany everyone, despite all that had happened. The operation
in Al-Zeitoun occurred without it being known that they were Druze; the clear and
defined target was to attack an occupation patrol, a military jeep with soldiers dressed
in the uniform of the occupation forces, armedrand speaking.their language, carrying
out their duties thoroughly and without favoritism. This 1s"what was specifically
targeted.

Whenever it was mentioned that they were Druze, I could see,the meanings of sorrow
and pain in Ibrahim's eyes, and there was no doubt that he was saying to himself, “Oh,
if only they had been Jews!” When we saw the images of their wives, mothers, and
sisters crying for their deaths on television screens, Ibrahim could not suppress a
burning sigh that escaped from his chest in the form of a painful groan. At the same
time, the voices of many nationalistic' Druze intéllectuals rose, calling for the need to
convince young Druze to avoid service mtheoccupation army and to work against their
people in the occupied territories of the West Bank‘and Gaza Strip. Some gatherings
advocating for this cause began to take shape.

The discussion on this matter reminded us of another aspect, which is the issue of many
Bedouin and Circassian youths serving in the Isracli army, where the Bedouins work as
trackers in the Israeli army and provide significant services, undertaking dangerous
tasks against the resistance in Palestine and southern Lebanon. Without a doubt, the
issue of the Bedouins'is/more'sensitive than that of the Druze, and it creates significant
crises for the resistance fighters when they find that their operations have claimed the
lives of some of them instead of taking the'lives of the occupying Jewish soldiers.
Many discussions with ‘conflicting viewpoints often arose between us as we discussed
these issues, especially following news that carried something of this nature, but in the
end, everyone was united in their resolve.




It concludes with the truth that anyone who wears the Israeli army's uniform, carries its
weapon, and performs its duties can be legitimately targeted in resistance operations.
What complicated the dilemma further was the significant contradiction within the
Bedouin community in the occupied territories of 1948. The mosque imams refused to
pray for these slain individuals or to attend their funerals, and many families rejected
wrapping their sons' coffins in the Israeli flag or conducting official military funerals
for them. In light of all this, Ibrahim would repeat his usual phrase: "Look how
successful the Jews have been in recruiting a part of our people for their security."
Once again, the minds of the Israeli leaders were blown by the audacity and power with
which Imad operated, causing them great embarrassment. It.inade them appear as if
they were fleeing Gaza out of fear of the resistance rather than exiting according to a
political agreement with an official party. The commander of ‘the southern region
gathered his army and intelligence officers and banged on the table, saying, "I want
Imad's head. All efforts must focus on that," and everyone sprang into action.
Thousands of images of Imad—some with a beard and some without, some with a
keftiyeh and some without, some with long hair'and some with short hair, with glasses
and without—were distributed to the seldiers who set up hundreds of checkpoints
throughout the sector, searching, probing, and“raiding houses, led by intelligence
officers. The intelligence officers, on the other hand, contacted their informants. Some
were summoned to their offices, while others met them on the sides of remote roads.
They showed the various tmages of Imad.andasked them to monitor activists believed
to be associated with him or who frequented himy reporting immediately on any
movement or information.

Many activists fell under constant surveillance. Wewnoticed that two were taking turns
watching the front door, ‘and, many houses believed or.assumed that Imad might visit
were placed under watch.

One informant was/surveilling Abu Nidal's house' in Al-Shuja'iyya. It seemed they
suspected the house, ot perhaps a word had slipped fromrone of the small children in
the house to a friend, boasting about [mad's upcoming visit. One evening, Imad quietly
slipped into Abu Nidal's house, where the family welcomed him with love and loyalty,
as usual. Um Nidal'hurried to prepatefood for him,as he was fasting that day. As the
call to prayer for sunset echoed, Iimad lifted the clay piteher to his mouth to sip some
water.




"**With drops of water at his lips, he said: ‘O Allah, for You I have fasted, and upon
Your sustenance...” Suddenly, he was startled by Nidal’s voice rushing into the alley,
announcing that a large army force had surrounded the area. Imad set the pitcher down
without tasting the water, saying: ‘There is no evading God’s decree; this may be a
routine matter, but let us wait and see without panicking.” He climbed up to survey the
surroundings from above.

The special forces of the occupation army began to surround the house specifically,
with hundreds of gun barrels pointed at them. Behind them were hundreds more
soldiers, and the loudspeaker blared, calling on Imad to surrender, stating that his cover
had been blown, and that there was no need forresistance. Imad smiled, repeating:
‘From which day of death shall I flee?

A day that is not destined, I do not fear.

A day that is destined or a day of destiny,

And from what is destined, caution cannot escape.’

He drew his pistol from his side and prepared to fire, lying in wait on the roof, observing
their advance when he saw a soldier approaching the house in a position within his
firing range. He aimed his pistol at him and fired'a shot'that struck him between the
eyes. Instantly, hundreds of machine guns openedifire from the location where he shot,
and a complete silence fell over the area, Everyone assumed that Imad had passed on
to the higher realm.

They advanced again, and he leaped off the roof, firing his weapon while shouting in
exaltation: ‘Allahu Akbar! Allahu ‘Akbar!*Once more; gunfire erupted around him, his
pure body drenched in sacred blood. The gates of heaven opened to welcome one of the
most prominent symbols of Palestinian tesistance in the 1990s. The soldiers watched
him from a distance, /not_daring t6 advance even a single step. A voice from the
loudspeaker called out/to "Abu Nidal,' urging him to exit the house. He emerged,
instructed to raise his hands high, but he did not ¢comply. They ordered him to approach
Imad, who lay on the ground for inspection: He came closer, bending over him as tears
streamed from his eyes, with guns aimed at him and the floodlights illuminating the
area as bright as day.

Abu Nidal turned over Imad's pure body, which the bullets had rendered as if devoured
by locusts, and found his sacred blood flowing, nourishing the earth beneath the olive
tree, whose branches hung overhim with tenderness@and love, trying to shield him from
the night’s whispers, its darkness, and the cruelty of the criminal enemy.

The news spread throughout the homeland like fire through dry brush. People poured
into the alleys, streets, and squares, protesting and chanting: 'With our souls and our
blood, we sacrifice for you, O Palestine! With our souls and our blood, we sacrifice for
you, O martyr! With our souls and our blood, we sacrifice for you, O Imad!' All the
squares of the homeland opened in a fierce confrontation with the occupation forces.
Farewell to the spirit of the heroic fighter, Imad Hussein Aql.




The news reached our home, just as it did to every other household, late that evening,
and tears glistened in everyone's eyes except for Ibrahim, whose eyes froze, his face
changed, and he stood up, trembling. My sister Maryam stood at the door of the room,
tears welling in her eyes, while Yasser was in her arms, and Israa was beside her,
looking at her husband, who shouted, "Bring the weapon, Maryam!" His words were
like a thunderclap, for this was the first time Ibrahim had revealed his true self so
clearly.

Maryam handed me her son Yasser and quickly ascended the stairs, returning with an
AK-47 and several magazines filled with bullets, which she handed to Ibrahim while
wiping her tears with the edge of her handkerchief and smiling.

Ibrahim took the rifle, bent down to kiss Israa's forchead,/ them kissed Yasser's head,
wiped another tear from Maryam's cheek; and rushed outof the house with our hearts
praying for God's protection over him, guiding his steps/At that moment, I remembered
my mother shaking [sraa's crib, repeating, "Bring me my/handkerchief, O you standing
at the door... Bring me my handkerchief, bring me my weapon, O you standing at the
door... Bring me my weapon." Then ['recalled her image as [ierawled beside her while
she rocked Maryam's crib, repeating the'same words. I realized how much those words
meant, words we absorbed with our mothers' milky words that became embedded in our
souls and mingled with our blood cells.

I remembered that as [ watched Matyam, that flower'we feared might be crushed by the
breezes of youth, wiping her tearsias'she parted from the knight of her dreams, her man,
and the father of her children. She handed him, the.weapon while wiping her tears
without a quiver of her eyelid, without uttering.a word of hesitation, fear, or worry. I
was certain then that we weresa strong and great people who could not be broken or
retreat, and that a strange spirit, the'naturesof which I.did.not know, coursed through
our veins, instilling in us a strange readiness for sacrifice and giving our lives for what
we hold dear. My mother’s yoice echoed.an my ears: "Bring me my weapon, O you
standing at the door... Bring me my weapon: Never willd rest, O heartbeat of my heart...
Never will I rest, until [ catry my weapon and slay my oppressor and achieve my
success with my blood and fire.ss Bring me my. weapon, bring me my weapon, O you
standing at the door... Bring me my weapon."

The vehicles of senier officers,.intelligence personnegl, and administrators of the
occupation forces in the Gaza-Strip had.changed. théir routes for entering and exiting
Gaza. Instead of taking the central road through the city toward the east, which passed
through densely populated areas bustling with activity in the heart of the city and its
eastern side, they began to move toward the west, passing through Victory Street, until
they reached the Sudanese junction, heading west toward the coast. Ibrahim received
information about the movement of one of the occupation forces’ leaders along this
road at a specific time in the early night, on a regular basis, so he decided to target him
as a swift initial retaliation for the martyrdom of Imad.




At the end of Victory Street, where a road branches eastward toward Jabalia and
westward toward the Sudanese checkpoint on the seashore, the occupation forces had
placed several concrete blocks, forcing passing vehicles to stop and give priority to their
patrols. They had also demolished the walls and fences surrounding the orchards at the
junction, enforcing a curfew from early evening.

The occupation vehicles either approached from the south, slowing down upon reaching
the junction before turning westward, or they came from the west, also slowing as they
reached the junction before heading south along Victory Street into the heart of the city.
Behind the trees and among the orange groves, sixteen eyes gleamed—two for each
fighter—peering from behind the trunks in a.single row, concealed in the darkness.
Eight muzzles of Kalashnikovs and M 16 rifles lay poised; their.owners lying flat on
their stomachs, fingers on the triggers, waiting for their target.

A military jeep from a routine patrol approached from' the west, slowing as it turned
southward, its floodlights sweeping over the jtrees where the fighters lay hidden,
momentarily turning night into day and setting their hearts pounding so fiercely that the
sound could almost be heard in the stillness. This was not the intended target, but had
the soldiers noticed the glint of a fighter’s eyes or the faint sheen of a rifle’s barrel, they
would have unleashed fire upon the trees, jeopardizing the entire operation. But by the
grace of God, the patrol vehicle veered away, disappearing into the distance.

Minutes later, the roar of approaching engines tore-through the night, and the screech
of brakes signaled the artival of two milifary jeeps at the junction. The first was a
modern command vehicle, typically used by high-ranking officers, followed closely by
a standard escort jeep. Both vehicles slowed, and in that moment, [brahim’s voice rang
out: "Allahu Akbar! In the name of' God... Allahu Akbar!" Instantly, eight rifles erupted
in unison, unleashing hellfire upon the jeeps.

The eight fighters swiftly reloaded their tifles, rising to their feet and advancing at a
run, raining another barrage of bullets upon the vehicles. Thelead jeep crashed into the
concrete blocks and came to a ‘halt, while the‘second slammed into the first, its
momentum bringing both to a standstill. The only response from within was a single
soldier in the second jeepy,who managed to crack open the rear door and peer out with
his rifle, but he never got the chanceto fire a single shot.

The fighters split inte. two groups. The' first withdrew northward along a narrow
agricultural path, where a'waiting vehicle picked«them up and sped toward Jabalia.
Meanwhile, up ahead, a patrol jeep had halted ata bend in the road, its occupants setting
up a checkpoint and signaling the approaching escape vehicle to stop.




Ibrahim shouted at the driver, "Pretend you're stopping. As soon as you get close, speed
up as fast as you can. The rest of you—fire on the patrol!"

As the car neared the checkpoint, the muzzles of their rifles emerged from the shattered
windows, spraying bullets at the soldiers. Screams of terror erupted from the patrol as
they fell, dead and wounded, while the car roared away at full speed.

One soldier, hidden behind the jeep, opened fire as they passed. Bullets shattered the
rear windshield, forcing everyone inside to duck. One round grazed Ibrahim’s head,
burning through his hair. The driver veered into a side street, only to find it blocked by
concrete barrels. In his panic, he tried to reverse, but Ibrahim barked, "Stop! Get out!
We’ll cross the barrier on foot."

They leaped out, scaled the barrels, and landed on the other side near the entrance of a
luxurious house. Just then, a sleek car pulled up, and an elderly man stepped out with
his wife. The fighters rushed toward him, demanding his car keys, promising to return
the vehicle. The old man trembled before the four armed men, but before he could
respond, the driver snatched the keys from his hand and sped off, leaving the elderly
man to collapse to the ground, his legs unable totheld him.

After some distance, one of the fightets placed a heavy Samsonite bag on his lap. "This
thing is heavy," he muttered before opening it—only to find it stuffed with bundles of
US dollars, tens of thousands in each stack. "A million/dollars at least," he estimated.
Ibrahim chuckled. "We can’t go back new. The eccupation forces will be swarming that
place. The old man will have to wait until. morning."

With the first light of dawn, one ofithe young men returned to the man’s house. He rang
the bell, and when the old man opened the door, the fighter greeted him with a peaceful
nod and handed him the car keys. "The fighters thank you deeply and apologize for the
trouble—they had no other choice. Thebagis stillin the car. Go and check its contents."
The old man, stunned, whispered, "Praise be to the Lord above. Who are you? Who are
you? May God protect and guide you., By God, you deserve His victory! Wait, son,
wait!" But the young man-was already disappearing down the street, not looking back.
By midday, a statement was issued claiming responsibility for the retaliatory strike for
the heroic martyr. Radio broadcasts confirmedithe deaths of seyeral occupation soldiers,
including the commander of the speeial forces in Gaza, Colonel Mathir Fitz. Crowds
erupted in chants: "Glory to the brigades. . ‘Izz al-Din Brigades!"




Three Islamic Jihad fighters planted an explosive device on a road frequently used by
occupation forces and settlers near the village of ‘Anza in the West Bank. They vanished
into the darkness, waiting for their target to pass. A GMC vehicle approached, and Issam
pressed the electric wire to the battery terminal. The explosion thundered through the
night, igniting the fuel tank. Three of the occupiers were killed, and the fighters
withdrew.

Days later, investigations led to the identification of the perpetrators. Two were arrested,
but Issam managed to escape, continuing his operations and activities.

After some time, occupation forces received intelligence on his whereabouts. A large
force rushed to besiege the location, calling on him to surrender. Silence. They stormed
the place, and Issam opened fire, killing and wounding several before they retreated,
dragging their dead and injured. Then thesshelling began, leveling the building. As they
advanced again, he unleashed another burst of gunfire, forcing them back once more.
The house was reduced to rubble. Amid the ruins, Issam's pure soul ascended to the
Gardens of Paradise.

Three fighters boarded a crowded Israeli bus‘in Jerusalem. They brandished their
weapons and explosives, declaring the bus hijacked. Their goal: negotiating the release
of Palestinian prisoners from occupation prisons:

A gunshot rang out from an unknown source; striking ene of the fighters. He collapsed
onto the bus floor. Panic erupted. The'bus swerved and crashed into an electricity pole.
The remaining two fighters opened" fire, Killing and wounding several before
disembarking. They stopped a passing ear, seized it along with its driver, and ordered
him to head south, toward the military checkpoint at the exit from Jerusalem, leading
to Beit Jala and Bethlehem.

Before they could reach .it, occupation seldiets rained missiles upon the vehicle,
annihilating everyone inside.

Meanwhile, Ibrahim devised a plan to travel and reach Ramallah. There, he met with
fellow fighters. Without delay, he and two others set outina car toward the Ofer military
camp near Ramallah. They spotted a settlers' vehicle and sped past it, opening fire. The
passengers were killed instantly. The fighters withdrew and vanished, while occupation
forces rushed to besiege and search the area—=without success.

Days later, they set off along the Jerusalem-Ramallah road, searching for a new target.
A settlers' car had pulled overndue-to aflat tire. Its threée occupants stood by the vehicle,
changing it. The fighters drove past, unleashing a hail of bullets. All three settlers fell
dead. The fighters sped away before the occupation forces imposed a curfew on the
area.

Frenzied, the intelligence services launched a sweeping wave of arrests among activists,
desperate for a clue that would lead them to the perpetrators.




One of the detainees was Abdul Munim, a young man in his early twenties—active and
engaged in the intifada. In recent days, he had met Ibrahim and his fellow fighters, who
had trained him in weaponry, preparing him to embark on his jihadist mission in the
coming days. However, some of his fellow detainees had fallen into the traps of the
spies during interrogations, confessing not only to their own actions but also implicating
him in activities that could result in a prison sentence of no less than ten years.

The interrogators pressed Abdul Munim, confronting him with his companions'
confessions, but he denied everything. They took him to the asafeer—the informant
cells—but failed to deceive him. They placed him among his fellow prisoners, wiring
the room with surveillance devices, but to no avail. He remained vigilant. The moment
one of his companions began speaking to him about anything; he would immediately
shout at him, vehemently denying any knowledge of the matter.

The pressure on him escalated, yet he did not waver. One of the interrogators entered
his cell and began bargaining with him. He told Abdul Munim that he understood why
he refused to confess—it was because he did not want to remain in prison. But the
interrogator insisted that his fate was already sealed: his companions had implicated
him, and he would spend fifteen years behind bars; whether he confessed or not. Then
he offered him a way out—if he agreed to work with them; they would secure his
release. The interrogator left him alone to think about his decision.

Abdul Munim sat in his cell, lost in'thought. AllahuAkbar! The moment had come—to
take up arms, to begin the armed struggle, to. fulfill his duty and quench his burning
thirst for justice. Yet before he could take asingle step, this imprisonment had come,
unannounced, at the worst possible time. Ya Allah, Ya Allah, what is happening to me?
Should he accept their offer to escape prison? Of eourse, he would rush to forge his
own path, the one he had/chosen! He pondered once, twice; countless times—and then,
he made his decision;

When the interrogator returned to ask foriis answer, Abdul Munim gave his consent.
The interrogator, feigning- camaraderie, /€xplained that'the arrangement would be
finalized only after a few days, when Abdul Munim would appear before the military
court. There, a formal decision for his release would be issued-=to dispel any suspicions
about him and to enable him to carryout his new "mission."

Days later, the prison doors swung open.’/Abdul Munim«stepped outside, inhaling the
fresh air. He swore by Allah==he-would not betraysshe would not falter, he would not
compromise. He headed straight to a trusted home, informing its owner that he urgently
needed to meet with one of the fighters as soon as possible.

Hours later, the man returned with instructions: Abdul Munim was to wait on a specific
street at a designated hour in the evening. He stood there, waiting. Soon, a car arrived—
inside were Ibrahim and Abdul Rahman. The vehicle sped away.

He recounted everything to them. There was a meeting scheduled. A meeting with the
intelligence officer. Wednesday. Five o’clock in the evening. A specific street in
Beitunia. That was where they were supposed to pick him up.




He would negotiate with him about the required tasks to be accomplished, suggesting
that they set a trap for him there, where they would open fire on him and his
companions.

At the designated time, Abdul Munim was pacing back and forth on the street behind
the low wall of an abandoned house. Ibrahim and Abdul Rahman were lying in wait,
each armed with an AK-47, anticipating the arrival of the intelligence vehicle. On the
opposite side of the back street, a car was waiting with its driver ready for a swift
getaway. A Mercedes, displaying an Arabic license plate, emerged from the beginning
of the street. Abdul Munim hurried his steps to reach the vehicle at the ambush prepared
by his comrades.

The car stopped in front of him, and the deor opened for himto enter. Abdul Munim
approached the vehicle, and the plan was'that when the car stopped and he reached its
side, he should crouch down to the ground, at which point both AKs would open fire
on the vehicle. However, he didn’t hesitate and ¢ontinued walking until he reached the
car. He reached for his belt, drew his pistol, and fired directly at the intelligence officer's
head, shattering it, then aimed at his companion.'But the driver accelerated the vehicle,
speeding away. At that moment, [brahim and AbdullRahman unleashed a hail of bullets,
and the three of them rushed to flee the scene in their speeding car.

Abdul Munim vanished into a nearby village, while Ibrahim and Abdul Rahman made
their way towards Hebron and its suttoundings. The intelligence forces were driven
mad by the blow they had received, which shook their image and wounded their pride.
Their operatives scrambled to do everything possibie to capture or eliminate Abdul
Munim and his accomplices.

Abdul Munim was a well-known name,to them. They distributed his picture among
their soldiers, checkpoints, and collaborators, launching a'search operation to track him
down. One of the informants succeeded, inidentifying him in a nearby town and
contacted his handlers in_the intelligence agency, who rushed to capture their prey. A
medium-sized truck loaded-with vegetables; driven by aman dressed in traditional Arab
attire, approached. A second individual; similarly dressed, sat next to him.

The bus in which Abdul Munim.and his friend Zuhair were traveling stopped at a station
in the town of Al-Ram. Abdul'Munimrand hi§ companion disembarked. Suddenly, the
truck came to a halt, and around ten special forces soldiess jumped out from behind the
vegetable crates, brandishingstheir weapons and demanding that Abdul Munim and his
companion surrender and raise their hands. Tnstead, they drew their weapons and
opened fire. The bullets from the occupying forces struck them, and they fell as martyrs,
their souls rising to the eternal gardens in the seat of truth with the Almighty King. At
that time, Ibrahim was with the fighters in Hebron, preparing to execute an operation.




In another operation, upon hearing the news, they got into their car and set off towards
a road leading to Jerusalem, where the movement of settlers' vehicles and occupation
patrols was frequent, particularly near the crossroads of Kharsina Hill, which leads to
Kiryat Arba.

On the way, a settler stopped his car, and he and his children got out, waiting for one of
the vehicles heading to Jerusalem to take one of his children to the religious institute
where he studied. The Mujahideen's vehicle approached, and they opened fire on the
settlers with their rifles, causing them to collapse, drowning in their blood. The settler
and two others were killed, while two others were wounded. The Mujahideen quickly
fled the scene, heading to a nearby village to hide until the seaich operations subsided.
The occupation forces rushed to the areay eordoning it off and imposing a curfew.
Hebron remained restless during this period; whenever the curfew was lifted, and the
Mujahideen managed to move, they spotted new targets and launched attacks. Not a
week or two would pass without them killing and wounding the soldiers of the
occupation and its settlers.

Gl A




Chapter Twenty-Seven

The crescent of Ramadan appeared, and with its arrival, the spirit of purity and worship
spread, as the number of those frequenting mosques, especially for the Fajr prayer,
increased. People would emerge for prayer after having their pre-dawn meal.

Large numbers of worshipers gathered at the Ibrahimi Mosque, assembling in the sacred
space in preparation for prayer. The muezzin completed the call to prayer, and the
worshipers stood to perform the two Sunnah rak'ahs.ef Fajr. After waiting a moment,
the imam began, and the muezzin pronounced the Iqamah. The people aligned their
rows and stood firm before God. The imam began with the Takbir al-Thram, and the
worshipers responded with Takbir. The Amam's voice rese in recitation of Al-Fatiha:
""The path of those upon whom You have bestowed fayorynot of those who have
evoked [Your] anger or of those who are astray." The congregation responded with
a thunderous "Ameen," followed by a profound'silence. The imam then recited verses
from the beginning of Surah Al-Isra: ®"And We\decreed to the/Children of Israel,
'"You will surely cause corruption on the earth tyice and you will surely reach a
degree of great haughtiness." Thelimam then performed the bowing, raised from it,
and prostrated.

As all the worshipers wete prostrating before God, a tall settler with disheveled hair
stealthily entered through the mosque dooi. He raised his rifle and began firing at the
heads and backs of the worshipersin prostration before God Almighty. He fired once,
twice, and thrice, the sound of gunfire escalating as dozens of worshipers met their Lord
while in prostration. Their pure souls aseended. to the highest ranks, leaving behind a
scene of bloodied wounded.

Some young men awoke from the shock,,leaping towards'a metal fire extinguisher,
which one of them grabbed and hurledtowards the wicked shooter, striking him on the
head and shattering his skull. Voices of Takbiierupted, and the process of evacuating
the wounded and the martyrs began.

The entire nation mournedthe martyrs of the Ibrahimi Mosque, and crowds poured into
the streets to protest the heinousimassaere, enly to find themselves met with the gunfire
of the occupation forces,in every alley and street of theshomeland.

7 Surat Al-Fatihah, verse (7)
8 Surah Al-Isra, verse (4)




The occupation army had forgotten that its government had signed an agreement with
the Palestinian side just a few weeks earlier, which stipulated the beginning of its
withdrawal from Gaza and Jericho as a precursor to peace agreements. The bullets of
the occupation army were claiming the lives of dozens, injuring hundreds, and darkness
loomed over Palestine, which was already scarred by wounds and pain.

At the same time, in one of the houses in the village of Ya'bad and in one of the houses
in the town of Qabatiya, three young men in each house placed their hands on the
Qur'an, pledging and swearing that they would not rest until they avenged the blood of
the martyrs in the Ibrahimi Mosque. After a few days, a private car approached a bus
filled with passengers in the city of Afula, within the Green Line, and collided violently
with it. The car exploded with a tremendous blast, shattering the bus, killing five
passengers, injuring dozens, and causing severe damage to the.area.

A few days later, a young man wearing a suicide belt approached a bus station in the
city of Hadera and detonated himself among the crowd, killing several and injuring
many, causing significant destruction. Statements, were released confirming that this
was part of the response to the massacre at the Ibrahimi Mosque and the killing of
worshipers in prostration before God Almighty, assuring that more would follow.

In the city of Hebron, several fighters withdrew after ambushing one of the settlers' cars
and opening fire on it. They retreated te hide in.an apartment within a large residential
building in Hebron. The occupation forces and their intelligence were on high alert after
the severe and consecutive blows dealt.to them by the fighters. One of the informants
saw the fighters enter the building; and,within ‘moments, hundreds of occupation
soldiers, led by senior military:and security commanders; surrounded the building while
thousands of soldiers spread, throughout the city. Loudspeakers began calling for the
fighters to come out and surrgnder, but there was no response.

The occupation forces demanded that the residents evacuate the building. As they
exited, the identity ‘of eaeh-person ' was checked,and some were detained. The forces
called again for the fighters in the building to come out, but received no answer. Ground
troops advanced to beginia sweep of the building and opened/heavy fire on them. The
soldiers' cries rose as some were injured, and the response.€ame with intense gunfire
from hundreds of bartels aimed at.the building, after which silence fell.




The occupation forces waited for some time and then advanced another unit towards
the building, opening fire on it once again. The screams rose, and they responded with
hellish gunfire before silence fell. The occupation forces summoned one of their
massive bulldozers, which moved towards the house to begin demolishing it after an
intense bombing. The bulldozer advanced and started grinding the walls, when
suddenly, in a flash, one of the fighters appeared from among the rubble, aimed his rifle
at the bulldozer driver, and shot him in the head. The bulldozer stopped, and before the
soldiers and their leaders realized what had happened, the ground opened up and
swallowed him.

Machine gun fire and rocket shells rained down on the building once again. The siege
and the back-and-forth struggle continued for three days and mights. Every time the
occupation forces got closer to the building, they were/met with renewed gunfire.
Eventually, they completely destroyed the building, leaving no stone unturned. Then
the bulldozers came to search for the badies of the fighters to confirm their deaths.
Ibrahim returned to Gaza in the final days before the official handover of the territory,
as the presence of Israeli forces diminished. Gaza became almost free of the occupiers,
their forces, and their institutions, as'the security situation stabilized, and the fear of
pursuing their forces and monitoring theiragents@Significantly decreased. We welcomed
him home with open arms and tearful eyes of joy for his safe return.

Upon Ibrahim’s return, Maryam was a different person than the one who had bid him
farewell. It was as if she had bottled up her tenderness, emotions, and feelings until his
return, at which point she burst into tears, herlegs ne longer able to support her. She
tried to lean against the walls and'then collapsed.onto.the ground. My mother broke her
isolation and silence, rushing ‘out to greet Ibrahim, kissing him and feeling his body as
he bent down to kiss her hands.

From that night, we resumed gathering in my mother's room, convening there in a
natural manner. That night;"we discussed the return of our brothers Majid and Khaled,
and how and where'we weuld weleome them. Wewere hesitant to bring this up in front
of my mother, but it was the first time we had gathered in such a way since we received
the news. We felt awkward, andour conversation about,it was fragmented; none of us
could articulate a complete and clearthought. My mother smiled and said, "As if you
think I don’t want them here at home. I have no objection'to welcoming them here and
having them with us. Theyarejust like:any of yougand this house is spacious."




My mother’s words lifted a weight from our hearts that only God knows. We feared she
would refuse, feeling that part of her isolation stemmed from the sudden presence of
her stepchildren in her home among her own children. We agreed to temporarily vacate
my rooms for them, and I would stay with my mother in her room until we could sort
things out better. We also discussed the authority's arrival, its legitimacy, and how the
opposing forces would interact with it.

Of course, Mahmoud held a clear and decisive viewpoint that this authority was an
offshoot of the Palestine Liberation Organization, the sole legitimate representative of
the Palestinian people. This meant there must be one authority to which everyone
adheres, with its decisions, policies, and agreements binding on all. Here, Hassan
became heated in his argument, asserting that the Oslo Accords were rejected by many
sectors and forces within the Palestinian people. He wiewed it as a betrayal of
Palestinian national constants, stating that it does not obligate anyone except those who
choose to abide by it. He insisted that resistance was a matter of choice, as no one
consulted the opposition factions regarding this agreement, nor were there elections or
a public referendum for Palestinians inside and eutside regatding such an agreement.
He questioned how Mahmoud could 'demand respect and adherence to an agreement
that many forces viewed as a betrayal of rights afd constants.

Mahmoud interrupted him, stating that' the Oslo /Agreement was a temporary
arrangement, and Gaza and Jericho were just the beginning. He emphasized that this
agreement had international witnesses, and it. was, not in our interest as Palestinians,
while seeking international respect and sympathy, to appear as if we do not respect
agreements or abide by them

Hassan retorted that those wharsigned the agreement could respect and abide by it, but
for those who did not sign and were not consulted, there ' was nothing to compel them
to comply. Mahmoud smiled, saying that the days would impose upon them adherence
and respect for the authority and the agréements they had signed. Hassan declared that
no one could impose that-en them, and Mahmoud laughed, remarking that if they did
not comply with the stick of Mases,they would comply with the stick of Pharaoh
tomorrow when tens of theusands of fighters arrived from abroad and tens of thousands
more were handed over from withins We would see whoscould defy the decisions.
Hassan shouted, "So, those who come from abroad will suppress the resistance and stop
operations against [srael."




Mahmoud laughed, saying, "You can call things whatever you wish; we call it a higher
national interest and a historic opportunity for us as Palestinians to have a political
entity after decades of occupation. This opportunity and this higher interest must be
protected and enforced, even if some of the zealous ones, who cannot see beyond the
ends of their noses, will trade on this opportunity and gamble with this interest. We will
find the moral justification and the means to control and prevent them from doing so."
Hassan lamented, "What a pity... what a pity; here is Israel succeeding in fragmenting
our Palestinian ranks once again, after years of unity during the Intifada."

Mahmoud shouted, "You are the ones who want to fracture our Palestinian unity! Why
not give the leadership a chance in this project?! Hassan interrupted, "What chance? A
chance for the Jews to escape the pressure of the resistance, whieh has begun to force
them to pay a heavy price every day in the lives of theip'soldiers and settlers, and to
divide internally... " Mahmoud interjected, "And how long will this resistance last? How
long?" Ibrahim calmly and confidently replied, ""Until the occupation is forced to leave
without conditions, without obligations from our side, Mahmoud, without becoming
partners with the occupiers in agreements that reeognize theirlegitimacy and existence
on our land."

Mahmoud shouted, "This is all temporary, and dees not bind us when the balance of
power changes..." Ibrahim calmly interrupted, "But what is the need for agreements?
You know, and I know, and every observerknows that if Isracl does not find a party to
agree with to take responsibility \in'the Gaza Strip and the West Bank, and with the
continued resistance and the heavy costs of remaining here, it will leave in haste. So,
what is the agreement with them? Why grant them a safe exit? And most importantly,
why these constraints placed onthe authority—sceurity eooperation, joint coordination,
joint patrols, and ties?/Why all thisiswhen we can impose other rules for the equation?
They can leave fleeing under the blows of resistance, while we remain free from all
obligations and all these formations, names, and complexities."

At that point, Mahmoud asked, "Isn't it enough that the agreement will allow the return
of tens of thousands of tefugees fiom the resistance forces and their families?" Ibrahim
responded, "That is a good thing, and you'knew that every Palestinian is happy to see
every refugee return to their homeland: We will place€ach of them in the corners of our
eyes, and we would cut thebread fiom ourimouths to provide them with the opportunity
to live on our land. Howevergthis-cannet be the price for such a heavy cost, providing
a safe exit for the occupation under a bright agreement instead of a shameful escape
under the blows of resistance, along with the signed agreements witnessed by
international parties that recognize the Zionist entity and its right to the larger part of
our land."




Mahmoud said, "But all of this is just the beginning. During this period, negotiations
will take place for a permanent solution. You know that any agreements signed today
from a position of weakness cannot bind us in the future when the balance of power
shifts."

At that moment, Maryam stood up, saying, "Thank God we have gathered again, dear
mother, so we can hear your political discussions anew. Let me go prepare some tea."
Then Hassan said, "My brother, I cannot understand one issue: why do you insist on
talking about negotiations? You even speak of negotiations for a permanent solution,
which means you will only negotiate with the Jews, and that the negotiations will be
about implementing Resolution 242."

"This means that the Jews have guaranteed the borders of their state as they were before
June 5, 1967, and they will concoct negotiations on implementing the resolution. It
means they will negotiate with us over/Al-Quds Al-Sharif, the return of the refugees,
the dismantling of settlements, and the borders. It means they have secured more than
75% of the historical land of Palestine, and they will start disputing our land in the West
Bank and Gaza Strip..." Mahmoud interrupted, 'No, this is'not correct. All of this is
stipulated in Resolution 242, which is guaranteed, and even this is temporary until the
balance of power changes..." Ibrahim interjected, !"That's true, may God open your
heart. The Intifada and the resistance are capable of forcing Israel to withdraw without
obligations from us, neither by recognizing it nor by.Security cooperation, coordination,
and ties, nor by turning the battle from eur struggle as Palestinians with them to an
internal struggle."

Mahmoud responded, "All of this.now will not.be useful. What is required now from
everyone is to commit to the tunity of authority, to give achance for what has happened
so we can see the results." Ibrahimdaughed and'said, "And the fate of the people and
the future of the cause is a field of experiments where we give a chance and wait to see
the results? Things do not work this way./'We are gambling with the sacrifices and blood
of the martyrs in a gamble-whose results ate known and predetermined. The Jews will
not give us anything unless our boots are on their necks and the rifles of resistance are
reaping them." Mahmoud,shouted, "Whataresyou saying, man? If the calculations are
this way, then Israel is capable of erushing us in minttes." dbrahim laughed and said,
"So why hasn't it crushed us? The.components of the equation are not purely material
military components, Mahmoud-{srael.knows thatbehind us is an Arab and Islamic
nation. True, it is fragmented, but if it uses excessive force against us, the balance of
the universe will shift. [srael is unable to crush us because it realizes that it is governed
by many equations, and breaking any one of them means it will be crushed as well."




The waves of arrivals from abroad, consisting of the resistance and Palestinian
revolutionaries, began to enter the Gaza Strip, particularly through the border crossing
with Egypt. The joy of everyone at the return of the arrivals overshadowed their
political and ideological differences. Cheers and ululations erupted in many Palestinian
homes as fathers and sons returned after long years of exile and wandering between
countries and regions. We shared in the neighbors' happiness at the return of their
children, eagerly awaiting the return of our brothers Majid and Khalid, who were among
the last to arrive.

We prepared the house to welcome them, moving my belongings to my mother's room
and setting up two beds along with the necessary tools and clothing. Then we went out
to greet them at the appointed time on the Palestinian side of the border with Egypt. We
waited for their exit, unsure of whom exactly we were waiting for since we had no
pictures of them. However, we quickly recognized them through the bus window that
brought them, as their being twins made it easy to assume a resemblance, in addition to
the features that distinguished us all and created'a common bond of similarity.

I shouted when I spotted them, "Khalid! Majid!". We embraged, and I raised my hand
in a wave, calling to my brothers and Ibrahim, "Here they are!" I dashed toward the
bus, clinging to them, while Mahmoud; Hassan, and Ibrahim followed behind, all
extending our hands to greet them'as they leaned out of the windows, their eyes
shimmering with tears. Finally, after years of wandering, orphanhood, and separation,
their family welcomed them with‘all"leve and affection. My heart was pounding
strongly, and for a moment, I felt as if Tmight faint while shouting, "I’'m Ahmed!" Each
of the others introduced themselves, "I'm Mahmoud, [’m Hassan, [’'m Muhammad, I’'m
your cousin Ibrahim." Just before the bus sped.away, Ibrahim shouted, "We’ll beat you
to the car, and by the time you arrive at the Seraya, we’ll. be with you, God willing."
They waved their hands, and sve hurried to the car to catch up with the bus.

As one entered his apartment, he carried.bedding, blankets, food, and drink, asking
Ibrahim to take him to the-Seraya building to deliver these items to the new fighters
from the Authority's fotces. They might stay at the Seraya for work or those without
families to return to their homes. Ibrahim also entered his @partment and emerged
loaded, while Mahmoud came out'catrying all of it“in Ibrahim's car, which sped off
toward the Seraya. There, at the Seraya, hundreds, even thousands, of citizens were
bringing bedding, blankets;rand-food,entering to.deliver them to the men who were
awestruck by the generosity of their people, their eyes overflowing with tears.




The Palestinian Authority began to take charge of affairs in the Gaza Strip, gradually
organizing its matters. Meanwhile, Israel started releasing a number of Palestinian
prisoners who had been held in its jails for years, but the numbers were much lower
than expected. The Israeli authorities also began to speak about categorizing prisoners
into different groups: those affiliated with the Oslo Accords and those opposed to them;
those with blood on their hands and those without. Anyone with blood on their hands
would not be released.

These classifications became common parlance among every Palestinian, as every
Palestinian household had a prisoner or detainee in the occupation's jails. Everyone had
hoped that their son would be released upon.the signing of the agreements, but the
numbers released were limited.

Ibrahim agreed with "Salah," who was still studying at Birzeit Uniyersity, on a plan of
action to try to solve part of this problem. Salah traveled to the West Bank, to Nablus,
where he met with the hidden fighters there, jled by Yahya, and the two who had
survived the clash in Jerusalem a few months eatlier. He discussed the plan with them.
One of them, "Hassan," found the implementation of the plangpossible and requested to
call in two acquaintances from Jerusalem to assist them, who arrived after a few hours.
One of them, "Zaki," confirmed he had a villa farfrom prying eyes, suitable for holding
the soldier they intended to capture, and the ones whowould stay with him during his
captivity. He assured them that he ¢ould frequentlyisit the house without raising any
suspicion to provide them with food .and news. Another fighter confirmed the ease of
obtaining a vehicle for the kidnapping operation and expressed his readiness to drive it
during the mission, stating he could easily acquire a ear te transport them to the area of
Jerusalem, where Zaki would:show him, the villa, Zaki.and Mujahid left on Saturday
evening to take them to that yilla.

Indeed, on Saturday/evening, Mujahid arrived driving a transport truck, where he
picked up the three fighters: Salah, Hassanyand Abdul Karim, along with their weapons
and some belongings, and-set off towardsJerusalem, to the quiet, tranquil town of Bir
Nabala, where the villa was located. He'dropped them off after providing what they
needed and parted with them, hoping to returnrthe next day to/carry out the mission.
On Sunday afternoon, he returned toithem with his caf, where he picked them up along
with their light weapons and drove them toward nearby Jérusalem. On the way, one of
the soldiers signaled to thewpassing cars, asking for a ride to his neighborhood. The
vehicle stopped, and he asked if they were heading toward his residential area. They
answered him in Hebrew.




In the affirmative, they invited him to get in, and he climbed into the car. After driving
a few meters, more than one pistol was pointed at his face, and he was asked to remain
silent for his own safety, as the goal was not to kill him, but to keep him alive for a
prisoner exchange. They urged him not to act recklessly, as it could lead to his own
demise.

The car turned around after he was bound and his head covered, heading towards Bir
Nabala, where it entered the garage of the house. The soldier was taken to a room on
the second floor, where the windows were covered with thick curtains. He was filmed
with a video camera while one of the fighters stood behind him, demanding that his
government respond to the captors' demands. Mujahid took the tape, the soldier's rifle,
and his identity card to the city of Gaza,swhere he placed them in an agreed-upon
location, from which Ibrahim retrieved them. A video was filmed showing one of the
masked fighters displaying the soldier's rifle and personal identity card, demanding the
release of five hundred Palestinian prisoners from the occupation's jails, foremost
among them Sheikh Ahmed Yassin. The tape, was delivered to a journalist, who
distributed it to news agencies.

Within an hour, television networks and news outlets broadeasted this. The next day, a
second tape featuring the soldier was released;"giving the I[sraeli government until
Friday evening to meet the demands, or else the soldier would be killed. The security
apparatus and occupation forces began frantic searches and raids, along with intensive
intelligence operations. Since the recorded tapes, originated from Gaza, the Israeli
government turned to the Palestinian “Authority, .demanding that it uphold its
commitments and the agreements it had signed, and work to locate the soldier and return
him alive, punishing his captors. After the Authority's security services conducted the
required investigations and searches, they assured the Israeli government, categorically
confirming that the soldier was not being held\in areas undet its control.

On Thursday night, as dagkness fell, a large force raided Mujahid's house in the town
of Beit Hanina and artested him, transferting him to.an‘army camp near Ramallah.
There, he was subjected to extremely harsh interrogations, so severe that the head of
the Shin Bet at the time approached the relevantjudicial authorities to obtain permission
to use all methods of physical, psychelogical; and nervous torture against the detainee,
to force him to confess. Hell opened upon'Mujahid, as they demanded an answer to one
question: Where did you place-the soldier? There.was no room for denial or evasion;
where is the soldier? After dawn and long hours of interrogation, they extracted a
confession from him regarding the location where the soldier was hidden.




After sunset on Friday, and after performing the Maghrib prayer at Al-Agsa Mosque,
Zaki set off in his car. He stopped to buy some of the famous Palestinian kunafa, a
delightful dessert known for its unique flavor, and took it with him as he drove towards
Bir Nabala.

Upon entering the house, he brought with him a box of kunafa, which the fighters shared
and also fed to the soldier they were holding captive. Zaki inquired about their needs,
to which they responded with a negative shake of their heads, indicating they had no
immediate requirements. After wishing them well, Zaki left and drove away.

However, a vehicle carrying several members of the special forces began to follow him.
When Zaki's car stopped at the Ram checkpoint for inspection, the special forces
soldiers sprang into action. They brandisheditheir weapons, pulledhim from his vehicle,
and searched through everything inside for anything that ¢ould assist their operation.
Just minutes before eight o'clock, a large number of special forces personnel began to
stealthily approach the house. They split into two teams:the first team started to scale
the balcony that connected to the kitchen on the second floer, intending to infiltrate
from that entrance. Meanwhile, the second team initiated explosions simultaneously,
preparing dozens of heavily armed soldiers to storm the house from both directions.
As the explosions erupted, the soldiets eharged forward with urgency. The soldiers who
entered through the kitchen door found themselves ¢losest to the room where the soldier
was being held and where the fighters were stationed.

Upon their entrance, they were met'with.a fierce barrage of gunfire from the fighters'
rifles, while the second team, breaching the ground floor, also faced heavy fire. In the
ensuing chaos, the commander of the storming unit was killed, and thirteen of its
members sustained injuries. Tragicallyy, the eaptured soldier was also killed in the
crossfire.

Due to the overwhelming gunfire and shelling inside the building, the three fighters
holding their position weremartyred.

A few days later, Yahya prepared a'suicide'belt and secured it atound Saleh's waist. He
set off with one of his associates, Asimy; to reach the heart of Tel Aviv to carry out their
plan. They boarded the bus fromthe central station in Tel Aviv, specifically taking bus
number (5), which was headed toward the city center:

When they reached Dizengoff Street, Saleh pressed thedbutton connected to the belt
around his waist. The explosion-transformed thesbus into a mass of fiery debris,
resulting in the deaths of more than twenty individuals and injuring dozens more. This
act of violence caused significant destruction in the area.




The television networks broadcast live images from the scene of the operation shortly
after it occurred. The real terror was evident in the eyes of the spectators, along with
hundreds of cases of panic and nervous breakdowns. None of the occupiers could have
imagined witnessing such death and destruction in the heart of Tel Aviv. They believed
they could instill fear and death in our cities, villages, and refugee camps, only for the
tables to turn against them. Those who sow thorns shall reap thorns.

The investigations and arrests that followed the Dizengoff operation brought Yahya's
name back into the spotlight. His name became a symbol of terror for Israeli citizens,
as well as a source of anxiety and fear for political, military, and security leaders. The
raids on his family's home increased, and sutrveillance of his village intensified,
targeting anyone believed to have connections to him. It became evident that Yahya's
continued existence in the West Bank, still under Israeli @ccupation, was difficult and
almost impossible. Thus, he decided to/move to Gaza for a time, seeking refuge in a
safe location to remain out of sight before returning later. I/recognized him through
Ibrahim when he would come to his apartmentiafter dark, when the night concealed
him, making it difficult for anyone to identify him,

One day, I ascended to Ibrahim's apartment seeking him out, and upon knocking on the
door and entering, I found a quiet, reserved, shy young man there. He spoke very little,
and when he did, his words were brief. Yet, it wasn't hard for me to discern that he was
from the West Bank, not from Gaza, based on his accent. In the Gaza Strip, we
pronounce the letter 'qaf’ in two ways: either like the Egyptian 'jim', which is the
pronunciation of the majority, of Gazans, or. we pronounce it like an 'hamzah', as is
customary for the civilians of the major citics. In confrast, most people from the West
Bank pronounce it like a 'kaf'wFrom the. moment he vttered the first 'qaf', I identified
him as being from the West Bank. [ didnot'want to embarrass him or Ibrahim by asking
about his name or where he lived, but that day, I confirmed he was indeed from the
West Bank.

Later, I noticed him frequently visiting Ibrahim.and spending the night at his place.
After a while, his wife and son artivedsas they would stay with Ibrahim for a few days
before leaving for a while and then returningglbrahim explained that he was a friend
from the West Bank working in Gazayand to'save time andimoney, he sometimes had
to spend the night at Tbrahim's until he sorted out his new'housing situation.




Ibrahim was summoned to the office of a senior officer from the Preventive Security
Service for a discussion regarding conduct and behavior under the Palestinian
Authority’s rule in Gaza.

The officer repeated himself dozens of times, emphasizing that the current reality was
vastly different from the days of occupation. "There is now a Palestinian Authority with
full jurisdiction. It is bound by agreements, signed under international supervision and
with global witnesses. These agreements cannot be violated." He then added, "We know
that you are an activist, that you oppose the Oslo Accords, and that you hold strong
views against them and against the Authority. We are aware of all this. You are under
surveillance, within the focus of our attention.We do not want any actions from you
that would embarrass the Authority or make it appear as if it were breaching its
commitments."

Ibrahim responded calmly, "I do not hide my opposition to, the Oslo Accords and
everything that resulted from them. I see it as a failure t0 properly invest in political
opportunities. I firmly believe that signing the ©slo Accords was a strategic mistake.
The real danger was in recognizing Israel in exehange for afprice it would have paid
anyway—without us giving away anything. All we had to do was continue resisting,
and the occupation would have eventually withdrawn from our lands under pressure
from the resistance."

The officer interrupted him, his tone firm. "We are not here to debate whether the
agreement was right or wrong. That 18, not. my. concern. My concern is that you
understand this—you must not defy the Authority’s legitimacy, nor put it in a position
where it appears unable to maintain security and order in.the areas under its control."
Ibrahim smiled and said; "Yousee? In return for something Isracl would have inevitably
conceded under the weight. of resiStance;wwe are now expected to divide into two
factions—one that wants to'continue resisting\and another that wants to halt resistance
in the name of fulfilling agreements..."

The officer cut him off}+-his' voice laced with feustration. "There are no longer two
factions. There is one Authority,| which 'is the sole legitimate power. And there are
citizens who must abide‘by its.decisions,because those decisions serve the supreme
national interest of the Palestinian people. Everyonemust comply..."

Ibrahim interrupted ham with a quiet chuckle. "Take it easy. There’s no need for
tension—we’re simply having.a-discussion."

The officer let out a short laugh and replied, "Yes, yes, you’re right. But you understand
that we are at the beginning of our journey toward achieving our national goals—
establishing our independent state with Jerusalem as its capital. We must be careful to
stay on this path and avoid actions that could hinder our progress."




Ibrahim smiled and said, “I hope we achieve the goals you mentioned—and all our
other goals as well. But I am absolutely convinced that they will not be realized in the
way you suggest—through negotiations alone. Such objectives can only be attained
through the barrel of a gun. Our enemies understand nothing but the language of fire
and gunpowder. Time will prove that this path is a mistake, and it won’t be long before
that becomes clear. We will reach the final status negotiations...”

At that moment, the officer interrupted him. “When that time comes, only God knows
what will unfold. But for now, I hope you understand why you were summoned. I ask
that you comply and do not put us—and yourself—in a difficult position, caught
between violating the agreements the Authority.has signed andthe necessity of arresting
you and your friends and placing you in prison.”

Ibrahim smiled as he stood, ready to leave. As he stepped away, he murmured to
himself, “May God decree what is best... May God decree what is best.”

A young man from [slamic Jihad, dressed in the uniform of'the occupying army, walked
steadily toward the cafeteria at the Beit Lid junction, a backpack strapped to his
shoulders. The area was crowded with dozens ‘of soldiers. He moved through them,
weaving his way to the center of the gathering. Then, with unwavering resolve, he
pressed the electric trigger.

A massive explosion tore through the air. 'The backpack detonated with a deafening
roar, sending shockwaves through "the scene. Soldiers fell—some dead, others
wounded—while the cries of the mnjured picreed the chaos. Within minutes, emergency
responders flooded the site—saoldiers, medics, security forces, police officers, and
investigators, all converging on the seene.

Amidst the commotion,@another young man from Islamie Jihad, also clad in the military
uniform of the occupation, and carrying, an “identical cxplosive-laden backpack,
approached with hurried steps. He moved toward the gathering as if he were just another
medic or soldier responding;to the carnage. He reached the heart of the crowd, his
presence unnoticed, his disguise flawless: Thenyin am instant, he, too, triggered his
device.

The second explosion was,even more devastating than the first/A thunderous blast filled
the air, drowning out all sound. Morelives were claimed, more bodies were shattered,
and destruction piled uponidestruetion. From a distance,medics, soldiers, and security
personnel stood frozen, theirfacespaleytheir bodiestrembling. They exchanged fearful
glances, suspicion and dread flickering in their eyes. By the time the dust settled,
twenty-five soldiers lay dead, with countless others wounded.
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Chapter Twenty-Eight

With my mother emerging from her isolation and returning to her evening chats in her
room, she once again revived the topic of my marriage. I had nearly forgotten about the
matter, but with her persistent insistence and repeated mentions, I finally agreed to let
her search for a girl she found suitable. True to her word, every few days, she would
present a new suggestion: “What do you think of so-and-so’s daughter? Or perhaps this
other girl?” I knew none of them. Then, after a moment of consideration, she would
answer her own question: “No, the first ongdis a little short,” or “The second girl’s
complexion is a bit too dark.”

She resumed her near-daily outings, titelessly searching and scrutinizing potential
candidates. At last, she found a girl who captured her approval: She presented the idea
to me, and together we visited her family’s home. [ found myself drawn to her, and
before long, we proceeded with the engagement, the formal contract, and finally, the
wedding itself.

During this period, Ibrahim offered me'the opportunity to shaie his apartment. As a
result, the young man from the West Bank—Yahya—became a less frequent visitor.
When I asked Ibrahim about him, he would simply say that Yahya had rented a place
of his own and settled there, no longetr needing to Stay with him. Still, he would drop
by occasionally as a guest for a few heurs.

Around this time, a young man named Abdul Wahid from Nablus began frequenting the
Islamic University. There, he met both Ibrahim and Yahya. Under Yahya’s guidance,
Abdul Wahid learned how to prepare explosives, known by their code name at the time
as Um al-Abd, as well' as ‘how _to assemble beltssand charges. He absorbed their
teachings diligently ‘before flying back to Nablus, where he rented an apartment,
procured the necessary materials anditools, and set to work, aided by one of his brothers.
Then, he began searching for a volunteer willing to.carry out the mission—someone
prepared for martyrdom-—and for'someone who eould transport him deep into one of
the Zionist settlements in the.occupied lands of 1948.

On the afternoon of July 215 1995, a'young-Palestinian boarded an Israeli bus in Ramat
Gan. Shortly after the bus departed, he detonated humself, killing five and injuring
thirty-three. Meanwhile, Abdul Wahid hadsaiready begun preparing the second belt,
scouting for a new martyr. Everything was set—the belt, the volunteer, the means of
transportation. Everything was ready for the mission.

A few days later, as Abdul Wahid stood at a public telephone making a call, special
forces from the occupation army stormed the area. They ambushed him, seized him,
and whisked him away to an interrogation facility.




There, the interrogation began immediately. They pressed him for every detail about
the previous attack and any future plans. Hours turned into days, and the torment poured
down on him relentlessly. Yet, he denied any involvement, determined to stall for
time—enough time for the second martyr to carry out his mission.

As the operation neared its execution, he finally confessed to the investigators about
the attack that had already taken place. They left the room in triumph, eager to report
their victory to their superiors—boasting that they had extracted a confession from the
mastermind behind the martyrdom operation.

They had barely stepped away when another deafening explosion rocked the city. A
young man boarded a bus in Jerusalem’s Ramat Eshkol'and detonated himself, killing
five and injuring 103. As the investigators reveled in their supposed success, their radios
crackled to life with an urgent message—another suicide attack, mirroring the last.
They stormed back into Abdul Wahid’s cell, raining blows .upon him, kicking and
striking in blind fury, while he only laughed in the depths‘of his heart. Their voices rose
in rage: “You deceived us! You tricked us! You’re behind this!” And he merely smiled,
nodding in affirmation.

With these attacks striking deep inside the Zionist'entity, its leaders found themselves
caught between two fires. On one side, the operations were shaking their foundations,
shattering their sense of security and ‘stability. On the other, they faced mounting
pressure from their own right-wing extremists, whovehemently opposed surrendering
more territory to the Palestinian Authority.

Yet, they were increasingly convinced. that.the only. way to stop the attacks was to
withdraw from Palestinian population centers and hand them over to the Palestinians—
who, they believed, would besbetter equipped to put an end to the violence. So, the
entity’s leaders publicly declared theéircommitment to continuing the peace process, as
if nothing had happened.

Their stance ignited the funy of right-wing factions, sparking massive protests in
Jerusalem and Tel Avivvagainst the government, against territorial handovers, and
against what they called Palestinian terrorism. Rabbis and religious leaders emerged,
issuing rulings that forbade relinquishing/land to the Palestinians or ceding it to the
Authority. The unrest grew fierceriby the day, while thefgovernment and security
apparatus became ever more conyinced that the best way to rid themselves of this
burning stone was to toss itinte-someone clse’s lap=—letting them deal with it.




We were sitting in my mother’s room, watching television, following the latest
developments. Ibrahim was smiling as he observed the news, which irritated Mahmoud.
He flared up and asked, "What makes you smile? Can I understand the reason for that?"
Ibrahim laughed and said, "I see the predicament our enemies have driven themselves
into!"

Mahmoud frowned. "What predicament? We are the ones in a predicament!"

Ibrahim chuckled again. "We are in a predicament? What’s the matter with you, man?
Don’t you see the terrible division that has overtaken Israeli society? The tension
boiling among them, to the point where one might kill another? Their leaders, despite
the ongoing operations, still come out shoutingthat they willpersist in their so-called
peace process? Do you think that if these @perations weren’t eoming from areas still
under their control—areas they cannot prevent attacks from—while the areas they
withdrew from have quieted down, they would have ever left?"

Mahmoud said, "Yes, that was the agreement."

Hassan laughed. "You are deluded, my brother, You don’t know these people. Since
when have they ever given us our rights willingly? Since when have they even
acknowledged those rights? Since when have they honored agreements and treaties?
Have you not heard the verse:" 'Is it not se that'every time they make a covenant, a
party of them throws it aside "%’

Mahmoud shouted, "You want to take eredit for everything! You want to make it seem
as though every success is yours!"

Ibrahim smiled. "We are ‘merely ‘describing, reality, Mahmoud. The intifada is what
forced them to recognize us/and our rights. Just days before the uprising, we were
merely called 'the inhabitantssof the territories." After two months of resistance, we
became 'the Palestinians of the territoties."sThen, simply 'the Palestinians." And then,
they were forced to/sit with the PLO, whom they had labeled as a terrorist and
subversive organization. Now, they have withdrawn/from Gaza, and under the blows of
the resistance, they declare-that they will withdraw from the West Bank as well..."
Mahmoud interrupted, !'But don’t/you realize that this could turn everything upside
down and destroy the entite peaee process?"

Hassan laughed. "If only it would bedestroyed and sent to hell!"

Mahmoud yelled, "This is what you want! You are gambling with the future of the cause
and the supreme interests ofsthe-Palestinian people! The Israeli withdrawal from the
West Bank is imminent, the declaration of the Palestinian state is near, and yet you carry
out these operations just to sabotage that!"
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Ibrahim smiled and said, “Listen, Mahmoud, we’ve discussed this matter before. We
believe the Oslo Accords are a strategic objective—a ladder for the occupation to climb
down from the tree it had trapped itself upon. Had you not built that ladder for them,
they would have been forced to flee from Gaza and the West Bank without recognition
or...” Mahmoud interrupted, “You yourself said it was merely a tactic, serving a phase
where we are weak until the balance of power shifts...” Ibrahim cut him off, “We
disagree with you on this and see it as a mistake. But we are now speaking from a
different standpoint—not about whether Oslo was right or wrong. We are now talking
about the continuation of operations in areas still under occupation, while maintaining
relative calm in those they have withdrawn fromrand handed over to the Authority. That
is the best way to pressure them into further withdrawal without delay...” Mahmoud
interjected, “So you want to attribute every inch of liberated land to yourselves and
your resistance, and not to the skill and expertise of the Palestinian negotiator...” Hassan
interrupted, “What skill? What expertise? They,were going to flee from Gaza and the
West Bank anyway! Haven’t you been watching the news? Orare you living in another
world?” Khaled and Majed sat together, theirieyes darting between the speakers,
following the movement of each mouth as one'woice gave way to another. Their
astonishment did not go unnoticed by, Maryamy*who asked, “What’s the matter with
you, Khaled and Majed?” They both responded in unisen, “Huh? What?” She repeated,
“Why do you look so amazed? Your eyes are fixed.on every speaker.” Khaled replied,
“Honestly, this is the first time we’ve heard a political discussion conducted with such
composure. You people in the occupied territories have an impressive level of political
awareness and understanding of events.”

A Jewish extremist lay in'waitifor Israeli Prime Minister Yitzhak Rabin, a man with a
long military past. His gun.was loaded, ready to punish Rabin for what he saw as
betrayal—handing over land to the Palestinians. Rabin emerged from a grand
celebration, arranged to showcase the ‘overwhelming public 'support for the peace
process. Surrounded by his security guards, he steppedrinto the open. From among
them, Yigal Amir surged forward, drew/his gun, and fired. The shots rang out, and Rabin
fell, lifeless.

We were about to leave our mother’s room‘and retite forthe night—it was already
late—when suddenly; the television broadcast was interrupted. A breaking news report
announced that Rabin had been-shot and.rushed to.the hospital. We sat back down, our
eyes glued to the screen, watching the unfolding developments with eager anticipation.
Before long, the news anchor solemnly declared his death. Not one of us felt sorrow.
Rabin was one of the cruel butchers who had long inflicted suffering upon our people.
No one had forgotten his recent orders during the Intifada—his infamous policy of
breaking the bones of Palestinian protesters. No one had forgotten his role in the
occupation of Jerusalem in 1967. His crimes against our people and our nation were
etched in memory.




However, Mahmoud was deeply anxious about the future of the peace process. Rabin,
with his formidable personality and long history of service to Israel, ensuring its
continuity, was the most capable of steering it along the path of peace.

The assassination of Rabin overturned the results of opinion polls in Israeli society.
Before the assassination, those polls indicated that the right-wing was leading over the
left in the upcoming elections, which were fast approaching, making a right-wing
victory seem highly probable. However, after the assassination—because the killer was
affiliated with the right-wing opposition to Rabin’s policies—the Israeli public opinion
shifted dramatically. The polls swung in favor of the left, now predicting a victory for
Shimon Peres, Rabin’s successor, and his party-n the wpcoming elections.

Yahya was in hiding in one of the houses ifi the Beit Lahia residential project. Israeli
intelligence had successfully identified the location of thedouse and, through one of its
agents, provided the homeowner with a mobile phone. The device eventually came into
Yahya’s possession, and he used it to call his family in the West Bank. When the phone
malfunctioned, the owner took it for repairs before returning it to Yahya, who used it to
call his father.

On Friday, January 5, 1996, as soon as he uttered his first words; the device exploded
against his ear, shattering his head. With this, Israeli/intelligence recorded a resounding
success in its war against the resistance.. The 'homeowner, in a state of shock,
immediately contacted the fighters to inform them.of the disaster. A number of them,
including Ibrahim, rushed to the house'in Beit Lahia to witness the tragic scene, their
eyes welling with tears.

Within hours, the news had spread to every home in the nation— a nation that held
Yahya close to its heart. In the'depths of Palestine’s tormented soul, and across the Arab
and Islamic worlds, Yahya Ayyash,theiengineer, had become an icon. His actions had
awakened a long-dormant sense of pridetand, dignity, shaking the foundations of the
occupiers in their own strongholds, sowingfear and panic in their hearts, and redefining
the terms of the struggle=The news spread like wildfire,;7and across the land, crowds
poured into the streets, questioning, seeking confirmation, unable to believe what they
were hearing. Yahya had become a legends Theumasses cried out, chanted, and exulted.
The following day, all of Gazaroseasone to bid farewell to Yahya on his final journey.
The city transformed into a surging sea of people, mourning their martyr, chanting their
devotion to the fallen, pledging-their souls and bleod in sacrifice. Their voices rang
through the air—vengeance, vengeance... O Qassam Brigades!




Abdel Rahim, the son of my aunt Fathiya, had agreed with some of his brothers from
the mosque’s youth to form a military cell and begin resisting the occupation—
continuing the path of the martyr Abu Roshdi. The assassination of the martyr had
profoundly affected Abdel Rahim, for he had become a symbol and an inspiration to
most of the young men. In response, they resolved to take action, seeking vengeance
for his pure blood.

Their vehicles set out on the main road connecting Bethlehem and Hebron, a route
heavily trafficked by military vehicles and settlers' cars. Across from the town of Beit
Ummar, they spotted a white car with license plates identifying it as a military vehicle
belonging to an officer. The group acceleratedsin pursuit, closing in swiftly. As they
overtook the vehicle, Abdel Rahim unleashed a burst of fire ftom his Kalashnikov,
while one of his comrades opened fire with a handgun. The moment they passed the
car, it veered off the road and crashed/against its edge. Inside, a 'military doctor—a
colonel—was killed alongside a soldier accompanying‘him. At that moment, Abdel
Rahim felt he had fulfilled part of his duty in avenging the martyr’s blood.

In a rural house in the village of Al-Satar Al-Ghatbi, near the €ity of Khan Younis, four
fighters sat together, among them Ibtahim, planning a devastating retaliation for the
crime of the occupation. On the following nightja group of fighters advanced under
cover of darkness, backpacks strapped te their shoulders, dragging two long wooden
ladders beside them. They approached the barbed-wire fence of the separation barrier
east of Gaza—beyond which lay the oceupied lands of 1948. They remained in the
shadows for a long time, ensuring the area was clear of enemy ambushes.

Two of them then dashed toward the barrier, carrying the ladders. The first ladder was
placed upright and held steady by.one fighter, while.the second began his climb,
gripping the second ladder in his hands. As he teached the top, he started raising the
second ladder, attempting to fling its end over the far side of the border fence. But just
as he prepared to do/so, the'distant glow ofa patrol jeep’s headlights appeared. Swiftly,
he pulled back the ladder~Fhey hid the ladders inan instant, erasing their tracks with a
tree branch before throwing themselves’behind a sand dune—just in time, as the patrol’s
searchlight swept over the area.

The patrol passed and faded into"the distance. At-once, the fighters resumed their
mission, setting up the first ladder. One of them climbed'it, casting the second ladder
over to the opposite side of the-berdersHe fastened-the two ladders together, forming a
bridge. Then, three fighters, each carrying a heavy backpack, ascended the first ladder
before disappearing into the darkness beyond. Those who remained hurriedly
dismantled the ladders, erased every trace of their presence, and vanished into the
night— as if nothing had ever been.




The three fighters advanced with their bags on their backs towards the west, delving
deeper into the occupied territories of 1948, distancing themselves from the border
strip. A car was waiting for them, which took them to a large orchard near the city of
Ashdod. There, they dug and buried the bags, and two of them returned to Gaza, while
the third remained wrapped in a large piece of cloth, shielding himself from the rain
among the dense orange trees that bent over him, embracing him with their branches
and leaves, offering love and tenderness to protect him from the eyes of the enemies.
He waited for the arrival of the martyrs who were to come in the second wave.

Time passed slowly, and no one came; the appointed time had long since passed.
Another day went by, and it became clear that ajproblem had arisen. Hassan decided to
take action to complete the mission through his own efforts. He left the place for
Ramallah, where he contacted some acquaintances, searching for youths willing to
martyr themselves. He found two who were eager for that and.then headed to Abu Dis
to look for helpers to bring the bags containing,the belts and to deliver the martyrs to
their targets.

He found two men with two cars and set oft with one of them, bringing the three bags
from the orchard near Ashdod and transporting them to Ramallah, then to Abu Dis. In
the early morning hours, two cars set out from Abu Dis, each carrying one martyr, who
had put the belt around his waist while fasting, swearing that he would not taste any
food or drink from the earth, and that his breaking of the fast would, God willing, be in
the gardens of paradise with his master, the Prophet Muhammad (PBUH).

One of them headed to the heart of West Jerusalem, making steady strides toward bus
number 18, which was filled with passengers..He boarded the bus, and after it had
traveled a few dozen meters, he pressed the button on the explosive belt. The explosion
roared loudly, transforming.the bus mto a,mass of burning metal pieces, scattering
bodies and limbs, resulting in‘dozens of fatalities. Ambulances, bomb disposal experts,
police, and security personnel rushed to the scene of the incident.

While they were busy with their tasks, news came of another explosion at a soldiers'
waiting station at the entrance to the oceupied city of Ashkelon, where many were killed
and injured. The call to prayer for the Maghribprayer rose, prompting Hassan to hurry
to the adjacent room to wake "Raed"s0 he could break his fast, as he was still fasting.
Raed leaned back, sitting in his bed, looking at Hassan, who initiated the conversation
by saying: "The Maghrib prayer-has been called, se'get up and break your fast." Raed
smiled and said: "I will not taste your food inthis land."




I saw in a dream that [ was boarding a bus filled with occupiers, detonating myself and
killing everyone on board. Then I saw myself ascending in a beam of light to the sky.
Hassan repeated, "The food is ready; let’s eat." Raed rebuked him, saying: "I told you,
I won’t put anything from this land in my mouth." He then got up, performed ablution,
and they prayed the Maghrib prayer.

In the early morning hours, Raed set off, with the explosive belt wrapped around his
waist, in Kareem's car, which had taken his brother to the heart of Jerusalem the
previous week. They arrived at the same location, and he stepped out of the car, walking
steadily toward bus number 18. He boarded the bus, and after it had traveled a few
dozen meters, he detonated himself, killing.all its passengers without exception.
Twenty-three people died, and dozens more were injured ia the street, as Raed's spirit
ascended to his Lord, having achieved what he desired.

Days later, a fighter from the Islamic Jihad Movement detonated himself in the middle
of Dizengoff Street in Tel Aviv, killing thirteen occupiers. The leaders of the Zionist
entity went into a frenzy, and terror spread in the hearts of the people. The number of
individuals on the streets, in institutions, restaurants, and_cafes shrank, and buses were
emptied of passengers. He slammed his hand on the table, demanding that the authority
fulfill its duties and obligations to stop what he¢"tetmed "terrorism" from its areas of
control. Consequently, the authority's forees began a wide-ranging campaign of arrests
against Islamic activists in its territories, detainingshundreds and throwing them into
the depths of prisons, subjecting many of them to,violent and terrifying interrogation
processes.

My brother Majid came home at'an unusual time, asking about Ibrahim, who was not
in the house. Majid whisperedin my.eat.that there was a.deeision to arrest Ibrahim and
that he must disappear/from sight. He then left towreturn to work, and I went out to look
for Ibrahim to inform'him of the situation:J found him at a friend’s house and told him
what was happening. Immediately, arrangements began for his hiding at the home of an
unknown friend. I took him-to that friend'shouse,borrowed his car, and returned home,
where I informed Maryam and my mother that Tbrahim was wanted and had gone into
hiding with a friend, feating that the authority's security apparatus would arrest him
until things calmed'down.

In the evening, we gathered in my mother’s room, where the conversation, as usual,
turned to the latest topies;recent operations, the.widespread arrests, and what was
rumored about the violent interrogation methods against some detainees.




Hassan was in a fit of rage like I had never seen before, and my mother had to repeatedly
ask him to lower his voice so that he wouldn’t be overheard outside and arrested as
well. He was shouting at Mahmoud, questioning how these honorable people could be
arrested and imprisoned when they were the ones who had shouldered the burden of
resisting the occupation over the past years and had forced it to leave.

Mahmoud laughed, saying: "This is what you and your group imagine; that’s what
matters. They want to sabotage the peace process and gamble with the supreme national
interests of the Palestinian people, and we must put an end to that." Hassan screamed,
"What interests are you talking about? What interests of the Palestinian people are
served by arresting the honorable and humiliating them in intesrogation cells? Is this in
the interest of the Palestinian people?!" Mahmoud interrupted; saying: "The supreme
national interests are the establishment/of our independent Palestinian state in the
coming years, after we conduct negotiations for a permanent solution." Hassan shouted,
"And who started the aggression? Did we carry out operations first, or was it Israel,
your peace partner, that assassinated Yahya Ayyash? What do you want us to do about
that? Should we stay silent and let Israel dare to,assassinateothers? What did you do
when they assassinated Yahya, may God have merey on him? What did you do?"
Mahmoud replied, "You need to act with reason*and wisdom. You should have given
the peace process a chance, but you didn’t. You/cagried out operations in 1995..."
Hassan interrupted, "These operations happened in‘areas under occupation and were
not handed over to the authority, so. why link ‘them?" Mahmoud interjected: "These
operations pressured the Israeli government.to decide to assassinate Ayyash." Hassan
shouted, "Oh, so if the Isra¢li government is pressured by extremists, they should
relieve that pressure by assassinating our struggle’s symbols, and we should just watch
and say, ‘Let’s give them a chance’and not sabotage the empty peace process? If the
honorable seek revenge for the blood of the engineer, they should be arrested and beaten
in cells?" Mahmoud interrupted, "No on¢ has been beaten in cells and..." Hassan cut in,
"But there have been and-there are. He turned to Majidand Khaled, asking: ‘Isn’t that
right, Majid? Isn’t that'right, Khaled?2/Haven't people been beaten and humiliated?”"
Khaled and Majid nodded,in agreement. Mahmoud said, "They are not beaten because
they carried out opetations against the'oecupation, but'because they plan to assassinate
authority leaders." Hassan yelledy, "That’s not true; that’s a lie and pure slander! It’s
impossible that anyone planned-assassinations. Yowsaw with your own eyes how we
welcomed the authority's men and the revolution forces that came from abroad. You
saw how we respected them and opened our hearts to them, and how we..."




Mahmoud interrupted, saying, "But now you’re acting in the opposite way! Don’t you
see how you’ve opened the gates of hell upon Israel? Three massive operations within
eight days, dozens killed and hundreds injured. What are you thinking?! This is
madness... pure madness."

Mariam interjected, "How can anyone be arrested, imprisoned, and tortured?!" Khaled
and Majid jumped in, saying, "We have nothing to do with this; we are just small
soldiers following orders, and we don’t understand politics or..." Mahmoud cut him off,
saying, "When a brother wants to sabotage what his people are planning and destroy
their interests, he must be imprisoned to prevent that." Mariam shouted, "Oh man, don’t
you have a heart? How can you arrest your brothers for working against the occupation?
How can you arrest your sister’s husband and your cousin? Have you really become
that cruel? God is great!" Mahmoud replied, "Mariam, this won’t last long; in a few
days or months, they will be released. This is just to abgorb the pressure being exerted
on us."

Hassan shouted, "Then why the interrogations,torture, and humiliation?" Mahmoud
answered, "I told you, this is for those¢ who prove involved in planning actions against
the authority." Hassan shouted back, "This is just an excuse; it’s a clear lie!" Mahmoud
laughed and said, "You don’t know anything abeut what’s happening, Hassan. Your
people wanted to destroy everything. You ate insane;you’re not thinking rationally."
Hassan screamed, "We’re not thinking irrationally! We will see, Mahmoud; we will
see. It won’t be long before you realize that the Jews have deceived you and ensnared
you in your own schemes. They have killed the innocents and fought against God and
His Messenger (PBUH); they have no covenant er trust. You think that in what you call
the negotiations for a' permanent, solution,, they, will" concede Jerusalem or the
settlements or return to /the.borders of Jume 5, 0r anything else? This is merely an
attempt to split our Palestinian ranks, to pit us against each other, and to destroy the
supreme national interest. "

Mahmoud laughed, saying;-' Lookat you; now you’re a political expert, predicting what
will happen in the future after years." Hassan smiled, saying, "That’s not what I'm
predicting, brother; that’sswhat God has informed us about them when we learned about
them and their nature and how they deal, ‘as they“do net recognize covenants or
agreements, nor can they move inthe rightdirection unless the mountain is raised above
their heads like a shadowsrenly-thenido they feel fear and terror, and they might
advance." Mahmoud chuckled, saying, "You always mix your understanding of religion
with politics. What does what’s mentioned in the Quran about the Jews in the days of
Moses have to do with what’s happening now, Hassan?" Hassan smiled and replied,
"Glory be to God, don’t you know that history repeats itself and that the Jews are the
Jews? You will see, Mahmoud; you will see, and I will remind you if we remain among
the living."




A few days later, Hassan was arrested, and after a while, we were allowed to visit him.
He informed us that he had not been subjected to interrogation or torture; however, he
confirmed that some individuals had undergone extreme torture, resulting in physical
injuries. My mother could not bear Hassan's detention by the authority. During our
entrance and exit from the visit, she spared no effort in hurling insults at the guards and
officers overseeing the prison, who let us in and out without responding, pretending
either not to hear or feigning busyness with trivial matters. Sometimes, when the insults
were directed at them, one of them would kindly respond, "Oh lady, may God seal your
fate with goodness; we are ordered to do this, and it is our livelihood and that of our
children," while the insults continued about their livelithoods.

One day, Majid whispered in my ear that they had instructed him and Khaled to report
immediately any information they received about Ibrahim. They warned that if they
failed to report any information, they would be punished, and it was essential not to
embarrass them with their superiors. They emphasized that they must not hide any
information about him and that we should find'a suitable way to take Mariam, Israa,
and Yasser to see Ibrahim from time to time. He urged that I should not take them to
see him when he and Khaled were at home, but rather when they were at work, and to
instruct Mariam, Israa, and Yasser not to speak ofit. We needed to devise another reason
for their frequent outings.

The date of the Israeli elections was approaching, and opinion polls began to show a
clear increase in support for Likud party candidate Benjamin Netanyahu for Prime
Minister over Labor party candidate Shimon, Peres. It.became apparent that those who
were betting on the peace options erOslo, and what would follow from it, were starting
to feel the real danger of the elections.

We at home were keenly monitoring the situation and awaiting the results due to its
significance for all of us. Mahmoud wanted the Labor party to win, as it would ensure
the continuation of the peace process, enabling the authority to achieve its goals. He
was extremely fearful ofta-victory for Benjamin Netanyahu and Likud, as it was clear
they would obstruct matters. We at home were uncertain about what we exactly wanted.
Mahmoud's words ‘and analysis.contained‘some truth; at the very least, we needed to
know the end of this tunnel into which our Palestinian cause’had entered, and to assess
the validity of the viewpoint and position that led to Osle, and what it had produced in
terms of interests, transactionss-and policies. However, there was a desire to see how
matters would unfold with the right wing and Likud’s victory. Therefore, our stance
was not definitive or clear, but we waited and followed the news throughout the night,
eventually succumbing to sleep before knowing the results. In the morning, we learned
of Netanyahu's victory and that cursed Likud.




To our astonishment and the surprise of everyone, Netanyahu, the opposition leader,
was not the same as Netanyahu, the Prime Minister. It appeared that the position,
international relations, and diplomatic communications had a significant impact on
theoretical stances. This field of interaction between ideological positions, political
pressures, and realism seemed to produce pragmatic positions.cé

As aresult, we followed the developments of the Israeli government's stance regarding
the transfer of the city of Hebron to the Palestinian Authority. On one hand, Netanyahu
was unable to disregard the previous agreement with the Authority; however, faced with
political and diplomatic obligations, he committed to it in a formal manner. The
agreement transformed into agreements, and new terms were invented to divide the city
of Hebron or to control its areas.

Abdul Rahim, my cousin Fathia's son, had completed his limited prison term some time
ago and worked in construction for a while before going to study nursing.

My brother Hassan remained imprisoned by the Authority under reasonable conditions.
After the Likud's victory in the elections, they began allowing him to stay at home on
weekends, spending Fridays with us at home. We no longer needed to visit him in
prison. On Saturday morning, he would return to jail, and if any emergencies occurred
at home, they usually allowed him to come overdbrahim remained in hiding the whole
time, but his movement to and from home became easier since the Authority’s security
interest in him diminished considetably. However,-he maintained a degree of secrecy
and caution in his movements and the places he hid in.

My mother was pressuring me insistently about the need to consult a specialist doctor,
as it had become clear that there was an 1ssue for me or my wife regarding conception.
I tried to ignore it for some time, but she was.right; this matter was beginning to take
up a large part of our attention.

After some time following Netanyahu's'rise, to power in Israel, tensions began to
escalate between him and_the Authority. The most prominent event in this context was
related to news of @ tunnel being constructed by the Israeli government beneath Al-
Agsa Mosque, threatening its collapse«This incited the streets, which erupted in anger,
leading to violent clashes,between PalestiniansAuthority forcgs and Israeli occupation
troops at points of friction, resultingin numerous exehanges of fire.




The fire claimed the lives of many occupying soldiers, and numerous police officers
were martyred. My brother Khaled took part in the clashes that erupted at the Erez
border crossing, where he was stationed. He sustained a gunshot wound to his shoulder,
and both his arm and shoulder were put in a cast. He took a sick leave, but what
astonished us was that he was summoned during his sick leave. He was absent for a few
hours, and when he returned, fury radiated from his face. He was brought before a
military court and fined five hundred shekels for firing at the Erez checkpoint without
prior permission.

Tensions began to escalate with the Israeli government, while, conversely, relations
with the Authority regarding the opposition statted to improve. Many prisoners were
released, including my brother Hassan, who returned to his home, wife, and children
after nearly a year.




Chapter Twenty-Nine

In the Shuja'iyya neighborhood of Gaza City, the family of Abu Nidal, Um Nidal, Nidal,
Muhammad, and two daughters sits in their home. Muhammad, who is around twenty-
five years old, often eats olives in a way that catches Um Nidal's attention. She asks
him, "What’s wrong, Muhammad? Why do you only eat olives? Don’t you like other
dishes, my son?" He replies, "No, Mother, I like them all, but I love olives more. Isn't
this olive from our tree that stood under which Emad was maityred?" A tear flows from
Um Nidal's eye as she responds, "May @od have mercy on him, yes, my son."
Muhammad continues, "That’s why I lovet; I feel that these olives pulse with Emad's
spirit, and I cherish them deeply because¢ 1 love Emad."

It has become clear that the peace process, following Netanyahu's ascent to power in
Israel, has sunk into the quagmire; it no longer advances, and the situation worsens day
by day on the political front. This hag led many,opponents of'the Oslo Accords to see
clear evidence that their perspective—-that this progess is deomed to failure—is indeed
true, as it continues to violate and disavow the agreements.

My brother Hassan mentioned this dialogue more than once during our gatherings in
our mother's room. Mahmoud would respond:that they were the ones responsible for
this; had it not been for their operations, Netanyahu would not have risen to power, and
the peace process would have continued as planned. Everyone agreed that the peace
process had become frozen or may have come to an.cnd.

Abdul Rahim drives with two fighters.in their car on the main road near the town of
Beit Shemesh, within the territories, occupied since 1948, just a few kilometers from
the town of Surif. They each hold'an AK=47wifle loaded with-ammunition, waiting for
one of the settlers' cars to pass. They notice a vehicle that'erashes beside the road, killing
its occupants. Days/later; Abdul Rahim and his brethers sitiin the town's mosque after
performing the Maghrib prayer, discussing their lives. Abdul Rahim says, "Brothers,
thousands of Palestinianiprisonets have been released from the occupying prisons, but
so far, our brothers'among the prisoncrsopposed to Oslo haye not been released."
Jamil replies, "Yes, you are right, and“there are’ hundreds of prisoners whom the
occupation authorities claumn have Istaeli blood on theirhands and will not be released."
Abdul Rahim says, "We must..."




We must do something to free these prisoners and liberate them from the oppressive
occupation prisons, the others respond: Yes... Yes, we must do something serious.

The car sets off with three fighters on the road near the Sarafand army camp, occupied
territories since 1948, pretending to be among the occupiers. One soldier stands at a bus
stop at that hour of dusk, having left his base on his way home, signaling for the car to
stop to take him along. The fighters' vehicle stops close to the soldier, and one of the
fighters pulls out his gun, firing three bullets, killing him instantly.

They lay the soldier’s body in a nearby olive grove and return to Abdul Rahim, who
awaited their return with a live soldier to hide him for negotiation to release several
prisoners. They informed him of what had occuired, and he aceompanied them to where
they buried the body to ensure it wouldn'tébe found, as it might serve as leverage in
future negotiations for the prisoners. Aftera few days, Abdul Rahim and several of his
fellow fighters went out to the main road near Beit Shemesh, fizing at a passing vehicle,
killing three of its passengers before returning to the towrn safely at the same time.
Prime Minister Netanyahu continued to exercise a policy oftarrogance and bullying,
confiscating Abu Ghunaym's land in Jerusalem'and initiating work to build a Jewish
residential neighborhood that would separate the Arab communities from Jerusalem.
This provoked a significant media and political iproar. Abdul Rahim and his brothers
sat contemplating what could be done in response. Many fighters were certain that the
moment of truth was approaching and that the.illusion of peace with the Jews would
soon fade. Signs of this were already appearing, and they began preparing for that day.
In various parts of the West Bank, a.military icader worked in utmost secrecy to
organize new cells, train them, and gather and distribute weapons across different areas,
including Jerusalem.

In the Gaza Strip, Hassan, guided/by.lbrahim and advised by an expert in weapon
manufacturing, utilized his tools, machinery, and workshop to create a place for
manufacturing and storing‘hand grenades.and attempted to make local rifles. Despite
their limited quality, they=would be better than stones and'makeshift explosive devices,
as had occurred before in facing the occupation.




With the developments surrounding the issue of Abu Ghunaym Mountain in Jerusalem,
the military commander in the West Bank of the Al-Qassam Brigades contacted Abdul
Rahim, as his cell was the only prepared and active cell at that moment for executing a
major martyrdom operation deep within the Zionist entity in response to the Israeli
government's actions at Abu Ghunaym Mountain. He provided them with a ready bag
of explosives, with the plan being to place it in a crowded area of the occupiers and
then detonate it remotely. They received the bag, which was carried by Musa and
another fighter in their car as they set off for Tel Aviv, where Musa chose one of the
cafes bustling with patrons.

On Friday afternoon, the plan was for the other fighter to carry the bag, descend with
it, and place it under one of the tables among the crowd, pretending he wanted to get
something from the café's kitchen and then exit. The explosion was to be triggered
remotely. However, fate had another plan for Musa Abdul Qadir Abu Diya. He carried
the bag down into the café¢ area, and instead, of placing the bag and leaving, the
explosion occurred, resulting in his martyrdom, killing three'others, and injuring over
fifty.

The occupation government went into a'frenzy, issuing threats and warnings. Once the
identity of the martyr Musa was confirmed, the seeurity services of the Authority rushed
to arrest Abdul Rahim and Jamal, subjeeting them' to/interrogation in Hebron Prison
before they were incarcerated.

Aunt Fatihah was nearly driven mad by the imprisonment of her son Abdul Rahim.
Whenever his father or uncle entered.the house, she would fill the air with cries,
insisting they must do something to secure his release. They would reassure her, leave
to contact those who might intercede, but tomo avail. She would visit him in prison
from time to time, taking one of her'daughters with her, her heart nearly breaking with
pain at the sight of him in jail. He would joke'with her and tease her, trying to ease her
worries as if he were not the one imprisoned. After about eight months, the guards came
and informed him and Jamal that they were beingtransfertred to Jericho Prison for their
trial. They were warned that this was_a grave mistake, as the occupation forces might
abduct them from the hands of the Palestiniangpolice. The guards ignored this warning,
and they requested to see a responsible official to alert him.and hold him accountable,
meeting with the prison officialuin Hebron, who dismissed the concern, trying to
reassure them that nothing'of:the-sort weuld happen:

They were handcuffed and taken by car, escorted by another police vehicle. After hours
of travel, they found themselves in an ambush set up by the occupation forces, who
stopped the car at gunpoint, opened the doors, and aimed their weapons at them, calling
them by name to get out. They were taken to an Israeli army vehicle, which whisked
them away to the interrogation center in Jerusalem.




After months, my aunt was allowed to visit her son in the prisons of the occupation.
She trembled with fear and concern for her beloved child, and as soon as she saw him,
tears streamed down her face. He tried to joke with her and ease her worries, sharing
stories of what had transpired. Suddenly, she exclaimed, "By God, you and your friend
have been handed over to the Jews!" and began to curse them from the depths of her
heart. The visit ended, and my aunt left the prison, returning home to tell her family
what had happened, swearing that Abdul Rahim had been delivered to the occupation
forces and angrily cursing and swearing. Even today, she remains banned from visiting
him and is still convinced in her heart that he was delivered to the enemies by the hands
of his own people.

At our home, it was natural for us to discuss what had happened to my cousin Abdul
Rahim. My mother's anger was great gver what had happened to her sister's son.
Mahmoud tried to justify the situation, claiming it was junintentional, that the
occupation forces had committed an act of piracy, abducting'/Abdul Rahim and his
companion. He insisted it was impossible for him to have been handed over willingly.

Hassan saw this as a perfect opportunity to attack Mahmoud, questioning how such
claims could possibly be true. "Why weren't'\thos¢  negligent individuals held
accountable if this was mere negligence? How did the Jews know about the prisoners'
release and their names? They called'them by name! Why does Mahmoud consider this
impossible? Hadn't they been detained for over eight months? Weren't hundreds of
resistance youths arrested and | imprisoned? ‘Didn't people suffer torture during
interrogations and in their cells?"! Mahmoud remained silent until Hassan finally
stopped speaking. Then he said, "You're trying to fishiin troubled waters and manipulate
my mother's emotions becausesher nephew 1sthe prisoner: It's disgraceful for you to do
that." Hassan laughed and retorted, "Is 1t disgraceful for me to do that? Wasn't 1
imprisoned for seven'months'under the Authority? Didn't they come to arrest [brahim
and force him into hiding fon several months? Am I trying to manipulate my mother's
emotions?"

The tension was escalating between the’/Authority and its security apparatus on one side,
and the opposing forces and groups on the other. This tension‘reached a peak after the
assassination of the'fighter Muhi al-Din Sharif in Ramallahywhere Hamas accused the
Authority's security forcesof colluding with Israeli intelligence to eliminate him, while
the Authority accused Hamassof the assassination.due to internal conflicts.




The peak of tension came after one of the young men was released from the occupation
prisons following a period of detention. He carried a plan to work towards the release
of the Palestinian prisoners still held in the occupation's jails. The plan revolved around
executing several martyrdom operations, linking them to the issue of the detainees,
preparing for further operations, and demanding the release of the prisoners while
threatening a series of large-scale operations. If the prisoners were not released, the
operations would be carried out.

Immediately upon his release, he contacted a number of fighters and began to prepare
for several operations. The first was a double operation in the Mahane Yehuda market
in Jerusalem, where two suicide bombers detonated themselves in the market, causing
significant casualties, destruction, and injuries. A statement was issued demanding the
release of the prisoners, threatening that if they were not freed, more operations would
follow. Another operation was then executed, resulting/in further deaths, injuries, and
devastation.

The Netanyahu government went into a frenzy, beginning to threaten and make
promises of retaliation. Pressure mounted ony the Authority, especially from the
Americans, which intensified the tension between the Authority and the opposition. The
Authority launched a new campaign' of arrest§hagaingt the ‘opposition, particularly
targeting Hamas, and imprisoned Sheikh Jamal and Sheikh Abdul Rahman in the newly
built Beitunia prison, alongside dozens of other detainees.

Discussions became heated in our heme between. Mahmoud on one side and Hassan
and Ibrahim on the other. These' discussions sometimes escalated into accusations,
nearly leading to physical confrontations, espeeially. between Mahmoud and Hassan,
causing gatherings to dissolveian conflict and tension, nearly reaching a breaking point.
Days later, Hassan was arrested onge againy while [brahim managed to go into hiding,
narrowly escaping detention at the last moment.

The Likud government, led; by Benjamin Netanyahu, fell due to the influence of
extremists from the radieal religious patties ‘who opposed his steps towards the
Authority, peace, and the symboli¢ withdrawal from Hebron. Preparations began for
new elections in Istael, which resulted in a'vigtory for the Labor Party candidate, Ehud
Barak.

Barak's victory brought aglimmer of hope to the Autherity and to the supporters of
peace among our people, aswit-was expected he.would advance the peace process
without a doubt. With the onset of thawing relations between the Palestinians and
Israelis, the tension between the Authority and the opposition intensified. The Authority
increased its oppressive measures against the opposition forces, fearing they might
sabotage the opportunity for progress in the peace process.




Information reached the security apparatus of the Authority regarding Ibrahim's hiding
place, prompting a large force to surround the area. They threatened him, warning that
if he did not surrender, there would be dire consequences. Ibrahim complied and was
taken to prison. My mother's sorrow deepened as she mourned for her nephew, her son,
and her daughter’s husband. Additionally, the sadness of Hassan’s wife, Maryam, and
their children cast a shadow over our home, turning it once again into a mausoleum
filled with silence, tears, and grief.

News began to circulate about the good intentions of the new Israeli Prime Minister,
Ehud Barak, to engage in final status negotiations with the Palestinians. This was
welcomed by the Authority and pushed bysthe Americans to make it happen.
Conversations flourished about the vast prospects for a near resolution, the potential
realization of Palestinian dreams for statehood with Jerusalem as its capital, and the end
of occupation through an Israeli withdrawal to the pre.1967 borders. Indeed,
negotiations commenced at Camp David between the Palestinian and Israeli sides,
under the auspices of U.S. President Bill Clinton,

We followed the news of the negotiations with,great seriousness and interest, often
gathering at my mother’s house to watch the updates on television. Despite the absence
of Hassan and Ibrahim in prison, their voices ofiopposition to negotiation and peace
with Israel were sorely missed.

My mother's sadness over Hassan and lbrahim’s”imprisonment was evident, and
Mahmoud repeatedly tried to comfort her, assuring her that a successful conclusion to
the negotiations at Camp David would lead to the release of both Hassan and Ibrahim.
He speculated that Israel'would also release the prisoners held in its jails, as this was
one of the issues raised by the Palestinian negotiators: Once a permanent and final
agreement was signed, there would be no justification for Israel to continue holding the
detainees, and at that time, Abdul Rahim would also be freed.

Days later, the negotiations collapsed, as.no agreement could be reached. Israel was
unwilling to engage in dialegue or offer any reasonablesolutions on major outstanding
issues such as the status of Jetusalem, the refugees, the borders of June 5, 1967, and the
settlements.

Reports leaked about tremendous pressure ‘being.eXerted on Palestinian President
Yasser Arafat, even from President Bill Clinton, to concede on these issues in the face
of the hardline stance.




The Israeli response was a firm rejection, prompting the negotiators to return home and
leaving the region in a deadlock, clearly awaiting the match or spark that would ignite
it.

The spark came with the visit of the new Likud Party leader, Ariel Sharon, who became
the leader of the opposition in the occupying state. He entered the courtyard of Al-Agsa
Mosque, guarded by hundreds of soldiers and police, thereby igniting a firestorm in the
area. Angry crowds erupted in protest against his visit and the desecration of the blessed
Al-Agsa Mosque. People poured into the streets of Gaza, the West Bank, and Jerusalem,
confronting the occupation army at checkpoints with bare chests, engaging in fierce
clashes with stones and empty bottles. Images-of the first Intifada began to resurface,
and it was clear that the reaction of the oceupation army/ was wiolent and illogical,
especially in an atmosphere characterized by a government that many described as one
of peace and negotiations. However, Barak the politician was no different from Barak
the military leader; rather, he became even harsher and more aggressive in the political
arena, believing that the Palestinian side had pushed the masses intg the streets to exert
political and media pressure on him to force concessions regarding the positions he had
presented at the Camp David conference.

Orders were issued to the occupation army to @eal with the rebellious crowds with
utmost brutality, without any mercy or'eompassion. The protesting youth gathered at
the checkpoints and friction points, tesulting in dezens of martyrs and hundreds of
injuries. The enthusiasm and fervor of'the erowds grew, as was their habit; the more
sacrifices they made, the more fervent and.impassioned they became, leading to an
increase in the number of martyrs and wounded:

Some members of the Palestinian police.or security forces were unable to contain their
nerves as they watched their sons and brothers being mowed down by the gunfire of
the occupation soldiers, or being targeted by suipers. Some became enraged and began
to retaliate, leading to incidents of killing.and injuries among the occupation army. It
became evident that matters were spiraling into a‘bottleneck with no return, and what
was happening was notimerely a game‘of pushing and pulling between the Palestinian
and Israeli leaderships. It was mot an attempt by the Palestinian side to improve its
negotiating position, as some negotiators had claimed:The situation had grown beyond
control and slipped from the hands of those who wantedit to be just a paper to adjust
the negotiating stance.

The number of Palestinian martyrs exceeded several hundred, while the occupation
soldiers, following their leadership's directives, showed no regard for our people,
inflicting death and terror upon them.




In one of the rooms of Gaza Central Prison, fifteen prisoners gathered around the
television, watching the evening news bulletin reporting on the events and clashes, the
falling of dozens of martyrs, and hundreds of injuries.

On this day, the report detailed the points of friction, showcasing the confrontations,
clashes, martyrs, and wounded at the Salah al-Din gate in Rafah, and similar scenes at
the Tuffah checkpoint west of Khan Yunis, as well as at the Kfar Darom settlement near
Deir al-Balah. The situation was even more dire at the Martyrs’ Junction near the
Netzarim settlement, with martyrs and injuries at the Erez border crossing and eastern
Shuja'iyya. Similar scenes unfolded at friction points in the West Bank, including
Jerusalem and its outskirts, around Ramallah, and at the tomb.of Joseph in Nablus, as
well as around Jenin and its refugee camp.

An oppressive silence filled the room during the news broadcast, but once it concluded,
expressions of anger erupted from those young men in that rogm and others across the
prison. One yelled, "Allahu Akbar! What is happening,/people?" Another kicked the
bed in frustration, shouting, "How long will this situation last?" A third buried his head
in his hands, squeezing it without uttering a word, while a fourth struck his head with
his palm, each reacting with their own expressions‘of fury and discontent.

Ibrahim sat on the edge of the bed, his feet dangling over the floor. He rested his arms
on his knees, his head in his hands, temaining silent. One of the young men turned to
him and asked, "What do you think, Ibrahim?" Ibrahim looked at him and replied, "This
is our condition. The lives and blood ef ‘our people have become a field for the
experiments of Oslo. If it succeeds, great; if not, what prevents us from starting over?
This is the solution. All the sacrifices of the first [ntifada have gone to waste, and now
things with the politicians/and megotiators have reached a dead end. What stops us from
starting the experiment anew.”"

Hundreds, even thousands, ‘of martyrs will fall, and tens of thousands will be injured.
And you will find someone advocating for another journey back to Oslo, or whatever
you wish to call it. Thus, after each round ©f struggle and'tesistance by our people, the
politicians rush to reap the rewards, hastening to harvest the fruits before they ripen.
They are punished by being deprived of themgneither do the fruits remain on the tree
until they mature, nor are they beneficial when harvested prematurely. This was the fate
of our first Intifada. We must start anew, only for someene to delude themselves into
thinking the fruit has ripenedsand-1s réady to be pieked, thereby destroying everything
our people sacrificed for.




The young man asked, "So you believe that things will continue like this for a long
time?" Ibrahim smiled and said, "Yes, it will continue and it will last. Don't you see that
the region is entering a state of complexity and self-sabotage? Everything is packed
with explosives, and everything is interconnected; one explosion leads to a chain of
explosions. The occupation has no one willing or capable of responding to its demands
to concede the rights of our people and our nation, neither on the issue of Jerusalem,
nor the borders of 1967, nor the refugees, nor the settlements, nor water. You will not
find anyone in the Palestinian people who can take a step forward as long as these
matters remain unresolved. Anyone who dares to do so will find thousands screaming
in their face, accusing them of betrayal.

Thus, the situation is complicated, and the wound of the yguth will continue to bleed.
These young men will keep throwing themselves into death before the rifles and tanks
of the occupation, without any gain. This is forbidden and unacceptable; it must be
stopped. Someone must have the courage to stand up and shout at them, 'Enough! This
is in vain!' Ibrahim laughed and said, "No, my btother, this is'not in vain. These young
men attain martyrdom before God because their intentions are pur¢ and sincere. This is
a blow that must be avenged with our bloed. Thingswill undoubtedly evolve; tomorrow
you will find that the masses have become angriet, and things will escalate despite the
cost. Someone will carry the flag and raise the sword against the oppressor, and the
enemy will pay for the blood they have shed; for their comfort, security, stability, and
economy, and for the tears of their eyes."

The young man questioned, "And how long will they keep us imprisoned, now that the
illusion of peace with theabominable.occupation has fallen?" Ibrahim laughed and said,
"Not for long. Just a few weeks, a matter of weeks only."

The activities of the Intifada continued to escalate and intensify. The occupation forces
gathered their resources’and methods, and\it became ¢lear that units of snipers from the
occupation forces were peositioned atop watchtowers at checkpoints or settlements,
taking aim at the heads“ef the demonstrators. ‘Ielevision channels reported on this,
showing one soldier monitoring the protesters with a large telescope, identifying one of
them and beginning to describehim to the sniper lying, in wait behind his rifle. "That
protester in the yellow shirt, with longhair, holding.stones, here he is throwing a rock,
do you see him?" The sniper replied, "Yes, yes, I can identify him." The first soldier
said, "Take him out of the'ways"-and that soldier fired a shot. The young men rushed
around to carry him under a hail of bullets, as that soldier continued to describe him to
his comrade, having hit another target.




This affirmed that he was a skilled sniper, possessing a high degree of efficiency and
expertise. ‘Faced with such audacity and brutality, a greater number of Palestinian
security and police officers began returning fire against the attacks directed at them, the
people, and those around them. Clear sniper operations emerged, targeting armed
individuals, including police officers. Soon, bombardments began, striking certain
police gathering points and some of their locations.

The occupation government, along with its agencies and media, started accusing the
Authority of allowing prisoners to leave its jails to plan operations against it. It became
evident that these allegations were laying the groundwork for action against prisoners
held by the Authority. The first attempt cameswith the targeting of Sinin Prison in
Nablus. One of its sections was bombed byF-16 aircraft, which struck it with half-ton
explosive missiles, reducing it entirely torubble.

The target, Mahmoud Abu Hanoud, was/at the far end of'the section; and by divine will,
he survived. However, a significant number of prison guards were killed, and many
others were injured. The Authority found itselficaught between two fires: the fire of
continuing to detain these prisoners, in adherenceto its agreements with the Israeli side,
or the fire of releasing them and facing American pressure, which was always quick to
intervene with threats and demands tegarding su€h matters.

In Beitunia Prison, dozens of prisoners wereheld. /In one of the rooms within a certain
section, among the detainges were Sheikh Jamal and"Sheikh Abdul Rahman. Suddenly,
a young man shouted, “These are Apache helicopters circling! There they are! Don’t
you see them?” He pointed towards the. window..Another young man yelled, “It looks
like they want to bomb us!” Chaos.and uproarspread throughout the room and the other
rooms.Sheikh Jamal called out to the young.meny urging them to remain calm and
composed. He called for the, guardy who arrived, after some time, walking sluggishly
and hesitantly, as was the ‘usual manner, of the prison guards, heading nowhere in
particular, fearing that their;rooms might be bombed. Sheikh Jamal asked him to
summon the officer in charge of the shift. The guard hesitated, yawned, and offered
excuses. Sheikh Jamal, standing behind the iron bars, roared at’him, a shout that jolted
him from his lethargy and apathy.“I told yeu to sumumon the officer! Do you not
understand what [ am saying? The place could be bombed at any moment!”

The guard hastily respended, “Yes, yes, sir,” then hurriedto the telephone at the end of
the corridor, lifted the receiveryand called his supesior. The officer arrived, questioning
what had happened. Sheikh Jamal described the situation to him, but the officer sought
to reassure him, saying, “Nothing will happen. We are here beside you.”

Sheikh Jamal clarified, “The Apache helicopters are bombing the rooms”—




Each room had a designated missile, locked onto its target. The officer kept trying to
calm and reassure them, but the Sheikh shouted, "We will not remain in this room, not
under any circumstances!" The officer responded, "What can I do?" The Sheikh
answered, "Get us out of here—to your offices, your rooms!" The officer hesitated. "I
can’t. I don’t have orders." The Sheikh yelled, "Call your commander! You are
responsible for whatever happens to us." The officer stepped away to make the call,
while the young men watched the helicopters circling the building. Jamal called out,
demanding to know the response. The officer returned with a single word: "Rejected."
The Sheikh repeated, "Rejected?" Then, turning to the young men, he ordered, "Break
down the doors!" A group of young men lifted an'iron bedframe and slammed it against
the door, again and again, until the door finally gave way. They did the same with the
other rooms, and soon, everyone was out/in the corridor.

From the far end of the hallway, heawvily armed forces emerged, wielding batons,
shields, and tear gas, fully equipped for confrontation/ At their head stood the site
commander. The prisoners erupted into chants of\!' Allahu Akbar!" and cries of defiance.
One young man shouted, "Aren’t you ashamed of yourselves? We are caught between
the missiles of the occupiers and the bullets of your riflesiand batons! Shame on you!"
The site commander raised his hand, ordeting hiS\soldiers to halt and pull back. Then,
he turned to negotiate with Sheikh Jamal, who explained the situation. Eventually, the
commander relented, allowing them to remain. in the corridors and courtyards, or, if
necessary, to take shelter in the police offices.

Events unfolded rapidly. In the face of the brutal repression wielded by the war machine
of the occupation army, /many began to think of ways to strike back—to launch an
uprising that would inflict losses on.the.occupiers and their citizens. Several attempts
at martyrdom operations were made within the heart of the Zionist entity, inside the
occupied territories of 1948" Some of these effortsachieved partial success, resulting in
casualties, though most inflicted only minor injuries. Yet, they sowed fear among the
captives and signaled what was to come. Timesand again, young men managed to
infiltrate the occupied territories of 1948, armed with their rifles. They would open fire
on those gathered in markets, streets, and stations—Kkilling some, wounding many—
until enemy police ‘and security forces swarmed the-Scene,@ither killing or capturing
them. Each day, massive €rowds,would pour into the streets, carrying the martyrs’
coffins, their voices rising insfurious eries for vengeance. They swore that the enemy
would pay the price for its crimes.




The occupation forces, using helicopters and warplanes, intensified their targeting of
security and police sites affiliated with the Authority. They would first circle overhead,
prompting an evacuation, only to strike and obliterate the buildings—as if delivering a
message to the Authority that its destruction was inevitable should the situation persist.
Sensing the looming threat, the Authority feared what might happen should the
occupation’s aircraft bombard a prison housing political detainees from the opposition.
In response, they began releasing some prisoners. My brother Hassan was among those
set free, while others were transferred to undisclosed civilian buildings, where they
were held in secrecy—just as had happened with Ibrahim.

Barak’s government collapsed, and new elections were held in Isracl. Ariel Sharon, the
infamous butcher, ascended to the office ofPrime Minister! It became evident that the
situation was hurtling toward further escalation and turmgil.
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Chapter Thirty

In the first month of the Al-Agsa Intifada, which erupted following Sharon’s visit to
Al-Agsa Mosque on the twenty-eighth of September in the year two thousand, the
occupation forces fired nearly a million bullets at Palestinian demonstrators in Gaza
and the West Bank, according to statistics published by Israeli journalists.

The leaders of the occupation government, whether Ehud Barak or Ariel Sharon, who
succeeded him, gave the green light to their.military commanders to suppress the
Intifada, to break it, to extinguish its roots</And these commanders, in turn, ordered
their soldiers to reap the demonstrators. /Yet our people did not falter, nor did they
hesitate or hold back. The youth rushed forward to confront the occupation forces,
bearing their souls in their hands, without a second thought or’a moment’s doubt.

In the face of the waves of repression, murder, and the organizedterror of the occupying
state and its criminal army, the fervor af many free sons of the Palestinian people was
ignited—regardless of ideological beliefs, politicaliews, or organizational affiliations.
They took up arms, resolved to defendthe lives of their people against the crimes of
this gang-state that had long flaunted ‘empty slogans of demoeracy and human rights.
From Fatah to Hamas, from Jihad ta the Fronts, all were united by a single burden—
the injustice of the criminal occupier. They raised their rifles, determined to make the
murderer taste a fraction of the bitterness he had poured upon our people in Gaza, in
Ramallah, in Nablus, and In every city and viliage of the homeland.

Cells of young fedayeen began to.form, working torambush occupation soldiers and
settlers, to inflict losses upon the'enemy in.lives. The forces that had opposed the Oslo
Accords were still reeling fromi'the blows inflicted.upon them by the Authority before
the uprising erupted. They were unable to-act with full strength from the outset, but they
began their operations in a'madestimanner—one that:held the potential for growth.

As for Fatah, whose members had spread throughout the security apparatus of the
Authority, it possessed theyauth, the weapons, and/the capability—what it lacked was
the decision. But determination took root in theirhearts, and they embarked once more
upon the path of armed'struggle against the usurping, criminal occupier.




Muhannad Abu Halawa carried out the killing of two guards at a branch of the National
Bank in East Jerusalem on the thirtieth of October. The Al-Agsa Martyrs' Brigades
claimed responsibility for the operation, thus announcing the name adopted by the
factions of the Fatah movement that had embarked on armed struggle. Almost all of
them operated under the banner of the Al-Agsa Martyrs' Brigades.

Hussein Abayat, through his daring and capabilities, rose to become the leader of the
brigades in the Bethlehem and Beit Jala areas. Alongside dozens of fighters and
resisters, he robbed the occupation soldiers and settlers of their sleep, especially in the
settlement of Gilo on the outskirts of Jerusalem. He was assassinated on the ninth of
November in the year two thousand.

In Gaza, the first groups of the Al-Aqgsa Mazrtyrs' Brigades were formed, launching their
operations against the occupation forces and their settlersThe masses, pouring into the
streets across various regions—especially during the funerals of 'martyrs—began to
chant fiercely against the symbols of the previous phase, which had ended in
collaboration with Isracl and the Americans:, Repeatedly, these crowds stormed
detention centers where opposition prisoners were held, demanding their release. At
times, they shook the very walls, bringing them\,down, breaking into prisons, and
freeing those inside.

Ibrahim and his brothers were set free, along with’hundreds of other fighters in Gaza
and the West Bank. Without delay, they prepared to take up their role in protecting a
people subjected to a campaign of piracy waged by the occupying army.

One of these fighters, upon being informed by his guards that he was to be released, did
not react with excitement nor rush.to prepare for departure. He remained seated,
motionless. Puzzled, they asked him why. He simply replied that he did not wish to
leave and that they could keep him'a while longer. They lifted him, bound his hands
and feet, and placed him in'the vehicle that drove him to his home. Upon arrival, they
unshackled him and/pushed him out of thecar.

We celebrated Ibrahim’s return from prison: Israasand Yasser clung to his neck, kissing
and playing with him, their joy at/his return evident. A great number of his friends and
neighbors gathered at the,houseto welcome him and congratulate him on his safety.
Seizing the moment, he spoke before them all of-the great lie that was peace—a
deception sold to our people, draining their struggle, their sacrifices, and their efforts
throughout the years of the firstintifada:.. And here stood yesterday’s peace partner, now
slaughtering us day and night, showing neither mercy nor compassion. Once again, he
affirmed that the notion of peace with the occupiers was but a lie, one that would be
marketed to our people time and again, attempting to divert them from the path of their
freedom and dignity—the path of resistance. Resistance, as in Lebanon, where the
occupation had been forced to flee the south under the weight of its blows.




The occupation had been ready to flee from Gaza, just as it had been ready to flee from
the West Bank in 1993, when resistance had blinded it with its decisive blows. Many of
its leaders had then cried out that they would do so. Yet, we, the Palestinians, had come
forward and placed a ladder before our enemy, allowing it to descend from the heights
of its crimes. Not only had we rescued it from its predicament, but we had ensnared
ourselves in agreements—agreements in which we acknowledged its right to three-
quarters of our land, agreements of security coordination and collaboration. The
resistance was struck down, the honorable were arrested, thrown into prisons, subjected
to torment and torture. We had, in the simplest of terms, become the protectors of the
occupation’s security. And what had we gained'in return for.all of this? Its refusal to
recognize our rights.

And when we held fast to those rights, it inleashed upon us and our people the inferno
of its war machine. Day after day, it reaped the lives of dozens of out martyrs, wounded
and maimed hundreds more. Its American-made helicopters rained missiles upon the
noble sons of our people, from all factions—upen those whose free and defiant souls
refused to submit, refused to bow before the arrogance of theoccupiers.

This land, dear brothers, is sacred, pure, and blessed. It'is the land of which God has
spoken:

"Glory be to Him who carried His servant by might from the Sacred Mosque to
the Farthest Mosque, whose surroundings We have blessed, to show him some of
Our signs. Indeed, He is the Hearing, the Seeing," '

This land is the land off the, Night Journey ‘and Ascension, a land sanctified and
consecrated. It is a land of steadfastness and struggle until the end of time, and no one
shall ever put an end to that until, by, God’s will, our. hopes are fulfilled.

The Arab and Muslim/masses, stirtéd by the reality i Palestine, took to the streets in
the capitals of their nations—~firom Rabat, to'Sana’a to Jakarta. Millions flooded the
streets, chanting in suppost of the Intifadain Palestine, condemning the occupation’s
crimes and massacres, their voices thundefing: "Khaybar, Khaybar, O Jews... the army
of Muhammad shall return!" Their cries rose: "Vengeance, vengeance... O Al-Qassam
Brigades!"

A young man in the prime of'his youth steps out of“a car.on the Tel Aviv shore. He
walks forward with steady:steps; a confident smile tracing his lips, heading toward the
beachfront amusement distriet.-di-is the.dawn of June. A great crowd of young men and
women is gathered before a nightclub. He moves among them with quiet assurance,
slipping into their midst. His hand presses the electric trigger. A deafening explosion
erupts. Screams and wails rise. Ambulances and security forces rush to the scene, along
with police and explosives experts. Dozens lie dead. Others are wounded.

10 "Surah Al-Isra, Verse 1"




We were sitting in my mother’s room, about to leave for our own, when the regular
television programs were suddenly interrupted. A live broadcast from the scene began.
Statements of condemnation, denunciation, and outrage poured in from all directions,
decrying this so-called terrorist act.

I looked at Ibrahim as if to ask him what he thought of it all. He understood my
unspoken question and replied, “Do you see this unjust world? For eight months
straight, our people have been slaughtered. The occupation army rains the fire of its
weapons upon our heads, unleashing its arsenal against us—its planes, its tanks, its
sophisticated weaponry. And the world remains deaf and mute. But the moment we, the
oppressed, the crushed, the dispossessed, take.action—demanding nothing more than
our right to a life of dignity, however minimal—the outcry erupts, even from within our
own nation, even from among our own pegople. But all of this means nothing. Just days
ago, millions from Rabat to Jakarta were roaring in the streets, demanding this very
thing. Did the world not hear them? They chanted: ‘Vengeance, vengeance... O Al-
Qassam Brigades!” What vengeance did they seek if not this? [fthe masses of our nation
desire it, if it is our right to defend ourselves, then what harmis there in that?”

In July, the occupation forces—using their helicopters, warplanes, tanks, precision
missiles, special units, and the deceit of theirfeollaborators—attempted ninety-five
targeted assassinations across the West Bank and Gaza, They succeeded in nearly eighty
of them, claiming the lives of dozens of activists and cadres from well-known
Palestinian factions.

Rocket shells tore through the windows and offices of the Islamic Studies Center in
Nablus, a building filled with residential, apartments. Inside, Jamal Saleem, Jamal
Mansour, and four others wete killed. The streets of Nablus erupted. Cities, villages,
and refugee camps across the homeland swelled with angry erowds demanding a swift
retaliation against the occupation’s erimes, Hundreds of thousands cried out at the top
of their voices: “Vengeanee, vengeance..s O Al-Qassam Brigades!” The resounding
chants called for an end te-the massacres of an occupation that had openly embraced a
grim new policy—one its leaders whispered aboutin secret. They called it the “Hunter’s
Policy,” granting the occupyingforces free rein to eliminate/any Palestinian activist,
from any faction, whose name appeated on‘a long-and eyer-growing list of targets.
Anyone whose name surfaced in an occupation intelligence report, anyone mentioned
in an interrogation, anyonemidentified.by an infermant—anyone at all—became a
marked man.

A young Palestinian journalist set out for Jerusalem, seeking a suitable target for a major
operation. She found it—one of the city’s bustling restaurants. The next day, she moved
toward it, carrying an explosive device concealed within a musical instrument. Walking
a few steps behind her, a young man, empty-handed, followed—so as not to arouse
suspicion amid the ever-watchful security forces stationed everywhere, anticipating an
attack.




As she neared the restaurant, she slowed her pace while he quickened his. In a swift
motion, he took the device from her and stepped inside Sbarro. Moments later, the
explosion roared through the air. The force of the blast sent bodies sprawling from the
restaurant’s doorways. Screams and wails filled the streets. Ambulances, security
forces, and bomb experts rushed to the scene. More than fifteen people were killed, and
dozens more were injured.

Meanwhile, Ibrahim, Hassan, and a third young man, Adnan, worked quietly in
Hassan’s metalworking shop in Asqula, Gaza. Following their comrade’s instructions,
they carefully fashioned the casing of a mortar shell, then prepared its launcher. They
packed the shell with explosives and propellantyloaded it into-a box in their car, and set
off toward the southern outskirts of a residential area. There,, they positioned the
launcher, placed the shell inside, and, as they murmured,In the name of God, God is
greatest... And you did not throw when you threw, but it was God who threw,” they
swiftly retreated, throwing themselves to the ground.

The launcher trembled with the force of'the blastThe shell arced through the sky before
crashing into the nearby settlement of Netzarim. The three/ fighters embraced,
congratulating one another on their success, before swiftly returning to the workshop.
There, they dedicated themselves to'erafting more shells and simple yet effective
launchers.

Once the first launcher and five mortarshells were ready, Ibrahim loaded them into his
car and sped northward. In Jabalia Refugee Camp; he knocked on the door of a house.
A young man stepped out and got into the car. Together, they drove toward the northern
outskirts of the residential ar¢a. They setup the launcher.and fired the first shell at the
settlement of Nissanit. Then;without delay, they returned. Ibrahim dropped off the
young man, along with the launcherand thexremaining four shells, before hurrying back
to the workshop.

A second launcher was now complete, along with five mare shells. He loaded them into
his vehicle and headed seuth. In Khan Yunis' RefugeeCamp, he knocked on another
door. Another young man emergéd, and together they made their way to the camp’s
outskirts. There, they positionedithe launcherand fired the fitst shell before returning.
The young man took the remaining shells and the launcher with him.

The occupation’s leaderscerupted with threats and warnings over the mortar fire
targeting their settlements.‘Tremers of fear ran threugh some of those at the forefront
of political life in the West Bank and Gaza. Voices of caution rang out, calling for an
end to these “reckless games” that, they claimed, would bring nothing but trouble.
Ibrahim and Hassan, however, remained undeterred. As they prepared more mortars,
they listened to the news and the warnings with quiet smiles. Ibrahim shook his head
and said, “Strange, these people. What do they want? Do they expect us to stand idly
by as the occupation slaughters us? To do nothing but wail, wave white flags, and beg
for mercy from a butcher who knows no mercy?”




Work, my beloved brothers, work! This is jihad—jihad! Victory or martyrdom! We
must craft our weapons, however simple they may be. We must strive to develop them
every day, increasing their destructive power, extending their range, striking the enemy
who holds vast military capabilities. Despite the modesty of our arms and the scarcity
of our resources, we will—by God’s will—reshape the battlefield. We will forge a new
equation in this conflict, a balance of terror and deterrence. They bomb us; we bomb
them.

May God be pleased with Umar ibn Al-Khattab, who once said, "By God, if I had
nothing but dust, I would fight them with it." And praise be to God, we have far more
than dust. We must fight with everything we possess and relentlessly seek to enhance
our abilities. We stand at the beginning of.a battle foretold by the Messenger of God
(PBUH) in an authentic narration recorded in both Sahih al-Bukhari and Sahih Muslim:
"The Hour will not be established until you fight the Jewsgand the stone will say,
'O Muslim! O servant of Allah! There is a Jew behind me; come and Kkill him.””
That day is coming. It is near, God willing.

Abu Ali Mustafa, the General Secretary of the,Popular Front for the Liberation of
Palestine, steps out of his car and ascends the stairs to his office in a building in
Ramallah. Minutes after he settles into his.chairj"an Apache helicopter closes in, locks
onto the building, and fires. A roar ‘of protest rises, faint and timid—how could the
occupation forces target a political figure, a Palestinian leader, while the so-called
civilized world turns a blind eye, deaf to the crime?

Weeks later, two young men spend a week at the Hyatt Hotel in Jerusalem, where
Minister Rehavam Ze’evi—a radical Jew advoeating the expulsion of Palestinians, a
former general in the oceupation’s army;and head of the so-called anti-terrorism unit—
occasionally stays. At the designated hour, just past seven in the morning, Ze’evi steps
out of his room. One'of the young men callshis mame. The minister turns, their eyes
locking for a fleeting second-+—then, a gunis raised. Bullets pierce the morning silence.
The man who called for the expulsion of an entire’peoplefalls dead.

The two young men slip into a car in‘the hotel’s underground parking lot and drive
away. Within minutes, chaos erupts in and around the hotel. The occupation government
unleashes threats and vows of tevenge:

On the Palestinian side, voices tise, calling for an end«o the resistance—an end to
martyrdom operations, an eénd-to-mortar.fire.

Ibrahim listens to those voices, those pleas, and smiles. This will not last... This will
not last. The occupation will never allow it. They will keep attacking, leaving us with
only two choices: surrender entirely, relinquishing every last right—or resist. And only
then, perhaps, will the conversation change.




Our ruler and our executioner are one and the same—the occupier. And because we can
never bow, never surrender our rights in full, and because our enemy will accept us only
if we do so, this cannot last. Our enemy will soon resume its pressure, demanding
concessions. But we will not yield. And so, they will return to their cycle of killing and
aggression, believing it will break our resolve. That is why we must persist in our
preparation and readiness. Come, Hassan, let’s go.

Ibrahim, Hassan, and their companion, Adnan, drive toward Khan Younis, where they
meet with a fellow fighter. Together, they head to a metalwork and lathe shop on Jalal
Street, dedicating themselves to assembling mortars and shells. They instruct the shop
owner and another fighter on the process beforeimoving on tora second workshop, then
a third, a fourth, and a fifth—passing on the'’knowledge, expanding the effort.

A young man from the Al-Aqsa Martyrs Brigades steps out of a car in the heart of Tel
Aviv, a bag in his hand. He walks steadily toward a wedding hall filled with occupiers.
He sets the bag down, unzips it, and pulls out a Kalashnikov rifle, several magazines of
ammunition, and a handful of grenades. He strides closer, ‘then opens fire, tossing
grenade after grenade, the explosion of bullets and shrapnel €choing through the hall.
Occupants fall. Panic spreads. Moments later, a heavy force of occupation soldiers
arrives, engaging in a fierce gunfight. And when/the battle ends, his soul ascends to the
highest heavens—after he has slain and'wounded dozens.

Advanced occupation aircraft rain’ down missiles upon fighters, activists, and
Palestinian youth across the land. The war machine devours lives without restraint.
Soldiers prowl behind tanks, helicopters, and state-of-the-art weaponry. Enormous
bulldozers tear through homes, werkshops; and farmiands, leaving destruction in their
wake.

But the warriors and the fedayeen of Palestine remain undeterred. With raw materials—
fertilizers and other ‘compounds—they eraft, their explosives, fashioning belts and
strapping them to their/bodies. Then, they.set out into the very heart of the oppressive
enemy, forcing them to taste the same bittér cup they pour upon our people, night and
day.

The operations intensify,_in major cities—<lerusalem, Tel’ Aviv, Haifa, Netanya,
Ashdod—spreading fear and panic among the occupiets. Streets stand deserted save for
an old man or a youngpasserby hurrying along to complete some urgent task. Cafés sit
empty. Restaurants remamuntouchedsPublic transportation is nearly abandoned, the
buses carrying little more than a lone passenger or two alongside the driver.




In the heart of Tel Aviv and West Jerusalem, sandbags began to stack high in front of
doors and storefronts—piled over a meter and a half tall, as if these were military
outposts or barracks.

Thousands of soldiers filled the streets, their presence multiplying tenfold over that of
civilians. Every day, or every few days, new checkpoints and barricades appeared,
where troops scrutinized cars and their passengers, spurred by fresh warnings of
imminent operations. Endless lines of vehicles stretched down the roads, grinding life
to a halt. In front of shuttered shops, "For Sale" and "Closed Until Further Notice" signs
swayed in the breeze—remnants of a collapsed economy.

Meanwhile, Apache helicopters stalked their next target, striking down one figure after
another. And with each assassination, tens of thousands flooded the streets, racing
toward the latest blast site, desperate to rescue the wounded—if any life remained in
them. Their voices thundered through the air, demanding,retaliation, demanding
vengeance against the ruthless occupier.

Ibrahim, Hassan, and Adnan sat together, poring over blueprints—designs for rockets
with extended range and more potent mortar shells. [brahim turned to Adnan. Can you
build these? He studied the plans, once, twice, then a third time before nodding. Without
hesitation, they sprang into action. When the work was done, they loaded their creation
into the car and sped toward Beit Hanoun, where they set up the rockets, lit the fuse
beneath them, and stepped back, whispering their prayers for success. A few heartbeats
later, the sky roared as the missile streaked past the.border. The three fighters embraced
before hurrying back—to eraft more, to.train others in distant towns.

And soon, Qassam rockets and others began soaring by the dozens—striking back at
one crime, then another Some voices, trembled in fear, dreading the occupation's
retaliation as threats poured in. But/Ibrahim only smiled. What more can they do that
they haven’t done' already?  Assagsinations,. invasions, . bombings, slaughter,
destruction—they have burned everythingto the ground. Now, let them rebuild it, so
we can tear it down on¢cemore.

Adnan exhaled sharply./Can’t you'see2They’re betting that people are exhausted—that
the people just want rest, that the price we’ve paid has drained them dry.

Ibrahim turned to him, his eyes gleaming. Who is exhausted? Who has grown weary?
You? Me? Our mothers? Qur women—who have given.everything, who have paid in
the lives of their children; intheir-homes, in all they hold dear? Have you ever heard a
single one of them utter a word of surrender? Haven’t you seen, time and again, how
the mother of a martyr stands firm, declaring that she is ready to sacrifice her other
sons—for Jerusalem, for Al-Agsa?




And as for those who claim that our people have grown weary, they are nothing but a
handful—merchants of politics and profit, a feeble few. But the steadfast masses stand
unshaken, willing to sacrifice all that is dear for their dignity, their honor, their sacred
land. A boy, no older than sixteen, clad in a camouflage uniform, a green cap resting
on his head—its fabric stitched with the words There is no god but Allah, and
Muhammad is His Messenger—The Martyr 1zz al-Din al-Qassam Brigades. A rifle
slung over his shoulder, grenades fastened to his waist, he steps out of the car, strides
to Abu Nidal’s house in Shuja’iyya, and pushes open the door, stepping into the
courtyard.

Umm Nidal gasps, her voice trembling. My beloved son, Muhammad! What is this, my
child? A smile flickers across the boy’s face. |_amgoing:en a martyrdom operation,
Mother. She falls silent, just for a moment. He steps closer, painting toward the ancient
olive tree. Do you remember, Mother? Do you remember this tree?.The one where Imad
fell, where his blood was spilled years ago? Do you remember him? Do you remember
how we cherished its fruit, believing his soul had seeped sinto ‘its roots? Do you
remember how you raised us, how you nurtured in us the'love of Palestine, of
Jerusalem, of jihad, of sacrifice? He takes a breath, his voice steady. The time has come,
Mother. I saw it in my dreams—I saw myself storming their outpost, cutting them down
like sheep before I fell, before | ascended to the gardens of bliss. I'saw myself standing
before the Messenger of Allah (PBUH), and he called to/me—"Welcome, Muhammad!
Welcome!"

Tears glisten in his mother’s eyes, She lifts\a corner.of her headscarf, dabbing them
away before they can trail down her cheeks..Then, she places her hands upon his
shoulders, her voice firm..May Allah grant you victory, my son. May He guide your
aim. She pulls him into an embrace, kissing his ferehead, his hands, his rifle. And
remember—when you charge farward, do not hesitate. Do not look back. Show no
mercy, for there is no mercy in the law of God, my beloved. \We shall meet again, in
the eternal gardens of paradise, with the beloved Prophet (PBUH). We shall meet again,
O piece of my soul, O/dight of my heart.

Muhammad bows, pressing his lips to her forehead, then her hand. He turns to leave,
calling over his shoulder, Keep the phone close, Mother. Keep it by your side. | will
bid you my final farewell from there. And.then he'is gonesUmm Nidal sinks onto her
prayer rug, hands lifted, her whispered supplications flowing from the depths of her
soul.<Muhammad slithers through the barbed-wirefence surrounding the Gush Etzion
settlement, crawling forward.toward the military religious academy within. He retrieves
his phone, presses a'single button. From her mat, Umm Nidal snatches the device. | am
here, O light of my heart! His voice comes through—calm, unwavering. And I am here,
Mother. | have reached my:taiget,-my dearest one..Farewell, Mother. We shall meet in
the gardens of bliss. Farewell, my love. , Fwillleave the line open so you can hear the
battle. He secures the phone to his belt, steps forward, and storms the building, his voice
thundering: Allahu Akbar! Khyber has returned! One by one, his grenades tear through
the air, bursting like lightning upon stone. He pushes onward, ramming through the
doors of the main hall, rifle spitting fire. And back in her home, Umm Nidal closes her
eyes, murmuring prayers between trembling lips.
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She hears his voice through the open line. O Allah, guide my aim. Strike, for You are
the true Striker, and Your strike never fails, O Lord of the worlds. Gunfire erupts,
bullets ripping through the air as forces rush to the scene. Muhammad falls, his lips
moving with his final breath: | bear witness that there is no god but Allah, and I bear
witness that Muhammad is the Messenger of Allah. A piercing zaghrouta bursts from
Umm Muhammad’s lips, her voice soaring in exultation. Praise be to Allah, Who has
honored me with his martyrdom! | ask Allah to unite us once more in the abode of His
mercy. People gather, their whispers filling the air. A neighbor approaches her, eyes
brimming with astonishment. You bade him farewell, knowing he was going to his
death? Umm Muhammad's voice is unwavering. By Allah, he is dearer to me than this
world and all it holds. Yet, what is this world besidethe path.of Allah, beside Jerusalem,
beside Al-Agsa? By Allah, | would offer Nidal, Husam, and Rawad in sacrifice, if it be
for the dignity of our people, for the honor of our nation. And.l yearn—oh, how I
yearn—that Allah may bestow His mergy upon us and anite us all in a seat of truth
beside the Beloved, peace and blessings be upon him: The shrill ‘ring of my mobile
phone cuts through my thoughts. I lift it to my ear. From the other end, Ibrahim’s voice
reaches me. Hello, Ahmed. Peace be upon you. | exclaim with urgency, lbrahim! And
peace be upon you, and the mercy and blessings.of Allah! Where have you been, man?
It’s been too long since I saw you! A chuckle. | missed you; so | called. How are you?
How is your family? Send them all my regards. And'don’t forget=—kiss Israa and Yasser
for me. [ ask, Aren’t you coming to see them yourself? It’s been a long time since they
last saw you. He hesitates. [ don’t knows Il try, butyou know how busy I am. And
how are you, Ibrahim? | press. He laughs.. Ahmed,do you know? Last night, | had a
vision—clear as the break of dawn. |.saw. myself reciting the sayings of the Messenger
of Allah (PBUH). His voice deepens.as he begins: "Abu Huraira (RA) narrated
that the Messenger of Allah/(PBUH) said: *The Hour will not be established until
the Muslims fight the Jews and kill'them, until.the Jew will hide behind the stones
and the trees. And the'stones and the trees will say: O Muslim, O servant of Allah,
there is a Jew behind me-—+come and killhim"Except forthe Gharqad tree, for it
is one of the trees of the Jews." "And from Abdullah ibn Hawala: The Messenger
of Allah (PBUH) said: "You will become armies—an armytin Al-Sham, an army
in Irag, and an army in.Yemen." Abdullah said:*O Messenger of Allah, choose for
me!" He replied: ‘Go to Al-Sham. But if you refuse, then go to Yemen and drink
from its wells, for Allah has guaranteed Al-Sham and its people for me.”” "And
another: 'A group from.my nationswill remain’ steadfast upon the truth,
triumphant against.their enemies, unharmed by those who oppose them—save for
afflictions that may touch them—until the decree.of Allah comes while they
remain as they are.” They.asked, *O.Messenger.of Allah, where will they be?* He
said, 'In Jerusalem and its surroundings.™*
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And from Abdullah ibn Hawala, who said: “O Messenger of Allah, write for me a
land to be in, for if I knew that you would remain, I would choose nothing over
being near you.” He replied, “You must go to AlI-Sham,” repeating it three times.
But when the Prophet (PBUH) saw his reluctance, he said, “Do you know what
Allah (PBUH) says? He says: ‘O Al-Sham, O Al-Sham, My hand is upon you. O
Al-Sham, you are My chosen land. Within you, I place My select servants. You are
My blessing and My whip of punishment. You are the elite, and to you shall be the
gathering. The night I was taken on the Night Journey, I saw a white column,
gleaming like a pearl, carried by the angels. I asked, ‘What are you carrying?’
They said, ‘We carry the pillar of Islam, commanded to be placed in Al-Sham.’
And while I was asleep, I saw a book snatched from beneath my pillow. I feared
that Allah had abandoned the people of the earth, but'then I followed it with my
gaze and saw it as a radiant light before me, until it was placed in Al-Sham. So,
whoever refuses to go to Al-Sham, let him go to Yemen and drink from its wells,
for Allah has guaranteed Al-Sham and its people.””

Then, I saw myself, Ahmed, fasting, and [ saw the Messenger of Allah (PBUH) saying
to me, “Your breaking of the fast is with us today,'O Ibrahim.” So now, I wait. I cried
out, “Does that mean...?” He cut me off, “Do not'cry out, Ahmed. Do not cry out. [ am
taking every precaution. But this is an.invitation’ that cannot be refused. Farewell,
Ahmed.” And with that, he ended the ‘call.

I stood frozen for a moment, tears welling mmy eyes, for I knew—these were words
of farewell. Then I rushed up the stairs to.the second floor, where Maryam stood,
looking at me with a smile. I asked, “Did he speak to.you?” She smiled and said, “Yes,
but in a vision, in a dream. He:bid me farewell, Ahmed, a farewell [ shall never forget
as long as I live. He entrusted me with Israa and Yasser.”

She was smiling, even as tears shimmered in‘her.@yes. My own tears spilled onto my
cheeks, hot and unrelenting, as she continued to smile and said, “You weep, you fool?
What has come over yous?!!”

The explosion rang out, deafening and.final, as the Apache helicopter struck the vehicle
Ibrahim was in. I felt my heart stop. Thend ran:

Thousands surged toward the car that had been striick, and I heard some of them
repeating, “This is Ibrahim:Al-Salih.” I gathered Ibrahim’s remains and lifted them onto
a stretcher, and the crowds'surged-likea raging seaaround the martyr’s body, carrying
him home.

At the doorstep, Maryam stood, wrapping her scarf around her head, covering her hair,
her smile unwavering. Her zaghrouta rang high above the roaring crowd. To her right
stood Yasser, to her left Israa, and behind her, my mother, wiping away a tear with the
edge of her scarf.




| reached the door just as Mahmoud emerged from the house. I hoisted Yasser onto my
shoulders, while Mahmoud lifted Israa onto his. | extended my hand toward Maryam,
and Mahmoud did the same. But instead of grasping our hands, she handed each of us
a Kalashnikov rifle. We seized the weapons, raised them high above our heads, and
charged forward, the crowd behind us roaring in unison: "Khaybar, Khaybar, O Jews...
The army of Muhammad shall return! In the name of Allah—Allahu Akbar! In the name
of Allah—Khaybar has come! With our souls, with our blood, we sacrifice for you, O
martyr! With our souls, with our blood, we sacrifice for you, O Palestine! To Jerusalem
we go—martyrs by the millions!" From the side streets, thousands emerged—masked
fighters from the Al-Qassam Brigades, dressed in their recognizable attire, forming
endless lines beneath the fluttering green banners.From the /Al-Agsa Martyrs Brigades,
their ranks extended infinitely, their yellow flags waving in‘the.air. From the Al-Quds
Brigades, black banners soared high abowve. Others carried weapons of every kind,
waving them defiantly in the air, honoring the martyr's farewell. As | shook my rifle in
the air, I held Yasser with my other hand, perched on my shoulders. The images, the
voices, and the final words of Ibrahim remained etched in‘my mind, never leaving me—
not even for a moment.

Completed in December 2004 <Be’er Sheva Prison, Eshel, PalestineThis novel
concluded within the confines of Be’er Sheva Prison, its thirtieth chapter
finished. Yet, the tragedy of its author and.his eomrades continues to unfold—

entrenched withinthe depths of the occupation's dungeons.
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The Thorn and the Carnation
Embodies the duality of pain and hope ina
.way that touches the heart
The "thorn” reflects the bittcrness of harsh
circumstances and the ongoing suffering under
oppression, while the "carnation” symbolizes renewed
hope and the dream of frecdom and liberation. This blend
of pain and hope encapsulates the philosophy of Palestinian
struggle, which transforms suffering into a driving force for
Jdiberation and dignity
Through this profound duality, it delivers a humanistic
message about perseverance, resistance, and the belief that
light can emerge even from the darkest moments. It tells a story
that intertwines havdshipwith the desire for life, becoming a
living testament to the strength of the hwman will in facing
sadversity
The Thorn and the Carmation is nota story about one

— V.
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person onan individual experience, but a parrative of an

~
N

.entire nation

Wiitten by iranslator Abdal Latif Al-Dahmali




