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Dedication

In the name of God, the most gracious, the most
merciful

With the greeting of Islam and peace, we greet every
reader who holds this book 1n his hands

We dedicate “The groans of Palestine” to everyone
whose fingers and letters have crossed the folds of this
book.

To that vulnerable soul

To the soul of the Palestimian martyr

And to the soul of the Palestinian resistance leader,
"Ismail Haniye".

To the stripped, displaced innocence

And vulnerable old women

To all of them we dedicate this book

O world, Palestine 1s calling us to hunger

It called us forcibly

It 1s calling for bombing and destruction

Satisty our stomachs

And believe 1 our wonders

And water our rivers

Take from us what you want

And leave us the land and the honor

Leave our childhood behind

And free our prisoners

'.z.. z ‘. J



Our adults and old women

Our book 1s for every Palestinian

Arab and everyone who believes in our Arab cause.
This book brought together most of the Arab sects.

It began with the Arab-African pen.

In conclusion, 1 the Asian Arabic letter, the extent of
the suffering that Palestine 1s experiencing 1s embodied
i every Arabic ink.

What 1s happening is unbearable to the human heart.
The groans of Palestine, and if the pen tries to write it
down, the ink will run out before describing it. There
are no conscious minds to comprehend the ugliness of
what 1s happening, nor steadfast hearts. Palestine 1s

wounded, captive, and alone 1n this war.
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Introduction

In Light of the terrible silence of the mternational
community regarding the Palestinian 1ssue, which has
always been the 1ssue of the hour, and the talk of the big
and the small, regarding the humanitarian transgressions
and scandalous violations taking place in the pure land
of Palestine by the Zionists, not to mention the repeated
attacks against the Palestinian people who are powerless,
disregarding the laws of the international community.

‘What 1s happening in the Gaza section in particular
1s a shameful thing. It 1s a catastrophe 1n every sense of
the word: total and indiscriminate bombing by the brutal
occupation forces, destroying and ruining facilities and
displacing thousands of families, not to mention the
thousands of martyrs every day of both genders and
different ages. This 1s under the open eyes of the world
during day and night, with the open complicity of the
West and some of their Arab followers. unfortunately,
who have remained silent as usual. They appear only 1n
marginal meetings and media outings denouncing these
transgressions, which do not provide satisfactory or
satiating results.
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What the Palestinian people are experiencing 1s an

ongoing crime against humanity which 1s punishable by
mternational law, but the policy of double standards
prevails over reality, as the events of Russia and Ukraine
have lifted the lid and exposed Western policies towards
the 1ssue.

The question remains: When will this aggression
against defenseless Palestinians stop? A question in the
mind of every human being with an ounce of humanity,
while the rest are merely puppets moved by hidden
hands seeking to implement an international agenda

against everything muslhim and Arab.

It 1s certain that we have nothing at the moment, as
the weakest faith, except to pray to the Lord of the
universe, 1in supplication for our Palestinian brothers,
that He may relieve them of their captivity, grant them
victory against thier enemies, and remove njustice from
them. However, what remains for us 1s the weapon of
the pen, which has always shone in the midst of the
turmoil of wars and their devastation throughout the

ages, and 1t has had an audible voice and listening ears.

The ink wrote in his letters in this book phrases that
embody glimpses of what Palestine 1s experiencing as a
result of this war. The book “The groans of Palestine” 1s

the bleeding of an honorable pen that steps out in order
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to support the cause. Where the African and Asian Arab
ik came together, and its folds only served as a call for
the solidarity of all Arabs with each other to end the
Zionist entity, written by a rebel honorable pen, vibrates

between the waves of petrified words, of anger and
steadfastness 1 the face of brutal aggression.

Perhaps the letter tells what those clouded hearts
and opaque eyes do not tell about the 1ssue and the deaf
ears. Our ink here bleeds like the blood of a martyr. It
bleeds with glory and pride and raises the word of truth.
Here our letters united under the slogan “We stand with
Palestine, whether 1t 1s oppressor or the oppressed.”
The groans of Palestine are a call to all who have a living
consclence.

Our call 1s to stand 1 solidarity with each other to end

the entity occupying our holy land.
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A deaf pen

I opened my eyes and my whole body was 1n pain.
Colored lights illuminate the darkness around us.

A ship sails with me mn the midst of crowds and hustle.
My body, my hair, my clothes are covered with blood.
Wires and devices that freeze me like a fetish.
Strangers around me here came from nowhere.

I opened my mouth to express my illness.

What came between him and me 1s what a dumb within
me.

I eavesdropped to find out what was wrong.

I tried and tried tirelessly.

I heard bits of letters that were ashamed.

As 1f she were the asphalt bride of a man who was called
bored.

Oh my God, my hearing 1s gone and

I have become mute and deatf.

I looked at the stranger and pointed with my eyes
towards the pen.

He lowered his head toward his pocket to see the pen.
I nodded my head, indicating yes to him.

Silence settled over his mouth, as 1if silence had become
necessary.

His eyes cried, his hands trembled, and his sight towards
my palm was emphasised.
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Astonishment had control over me, and it separated

between me and the pen.

It made me forget my suffering and my illness.

I looked down at my palm and wished I was in a dream.
My palm 1s gone, and oh how I will hold the pen.

Even you, pen!

You disappointed that mute.

The tongue, the ears, and all the words betrayed me.
My family, my neighbors, the people of my
neighborhood, became nothing.

Is there anyone who would feel my pain?

The hearing 1s gone, the hand 1s gone, the pen 1s gone.
All that remained was the pain and my illness.

This 1s Gaza crying and calling, O foreigner.

This 1s Gaza, crying and calling, my mushm brother.
This 1s Gaza crying and the whole world 1s deaf.

This 1s me, This has been the suffering of me and my
people since time immemorial.

This 1s our country, this 1s our nation, 1ts palm have been

amputated, its mouths have been clamped, its ears have
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been deafened, its pens have been shackled, its branches

have been split, and a saying of her lord has been true
about 1t: “The deaf, the dumb, the blind, they do not

understand.”

The writer: Bourouis Amina.
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Al-Agsa wounds

Your bleeding wound,
O Messenger's path... the rock shooks, and my people
are 1n lethargy.

Tragedies and pain occurred in Jerusalem
From the terrors of mjustice, from the silence of
nations
The bat danced and the might blackened
The scoundrel continued, and his treachery was great...
covering up his error far and wide.

O Arabs, wake up you sleepers
Here 1s Al-Agsa, hostile to meanness
The criminal has no covenant or peace
How do we live with our mountains and the plains...
in hardship under the feet of the mtruder?
Your pride has grown old,

Arabs
Oh, the scum of the torrent, the rain does not fulfill it
It does not extinguish the flame of evil
Not by parties and 1gnorant recklessness...
Truth will be restored, O people of reason.

Lost in error, tempted by the sparkle
Between amusement and mtoxicating singing

False determination has lost its way
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And the blood of the free people in Al-Agsa 1s
flowing... who will break the shackles, who will heal the

thirsty
Tyranny creeps from all countries

Towards my homelands they crumbled like locusts
The might continued and the darkness intensified
Destroy sleep, no life will not be long...
Enough 1s enough of the intruder's filth.

The writer: Rasmu Masued Alzighoul.
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Where are you, O countries of the ring...?

Where are your armuies...?
Aren't you ashamed of yourselves?

As you watch Gaza... annihilated...?

Unfortunately, Our rulers are watching the people...

They kill everyone...

That calls for jthad...!

The sun 1s not covered by a sieve
The greats will be immortal...
And to the dustbins of history...
Every traitor and...executioner...!
Wake up from your nap

Isn't there a knight among you?
Like Saladin...

Or Tariq bin Zayad...?

People in Gaza

No cover...

Without water...

No medicine...

Without supplies...!

Trees cry for their owners

No plow...

Without farming...

Without harvest...!
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Our enemy 1s a criminal
Bombing the dead...
Every moment we watch

Heart-breaking views...!

He doesn't want peace...

He doesn't want a truce...

He only knows the path of... stubbornness...!
We won't give up...

As long as 1t prevails in our nation...
Tyranny and... corruption...!

We have been left by closest people to us...
We are resisting the fiercest occupier

All on the right path... moved...!

I will keep writing and singing

About his crimes...

As long as I am alive...

In every area

And every... club...!

Our martyrs are convoys...

We have no fear...

As long as there are brave women

They give birth every day

Lively...existent and...serious...!

We do not care about the number of martyrs...
Those are the most generous of us all...
Their faces will be white on the day of the call...!
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There 1s no fear for Gaza

Its people are stronger...

They are walking on the path... of night...!

As for our proud shore

It's the same...

Youngs and elderlies ...

They celebrate... birthdays...!

Greet the people of Gaza with me

They are the masters of the nation...

Its men for the country... pillar...!

The Writer: Ziad Abu Saleh.
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On The Sidelines Of battles, Steadfast

On the sidelines of battles 1s the glorious smoke of
chivalry

It smells like the incense of a bride on her wedding night
And hands stained with the color of stubborn rejection
On the sidelines of the battles are the colors of the
rainbow

And heroic children's games and the sounds of songs
On the sidelines of battles and complete silence

In forums, spirits rise with ululations

On the sidelines of the battles cities cry

Falling minarets and groaning dwellings

A child searches for his toy among the rubble of
chimneys

On the sidelines of the battles, this dust will not settle
The necks of cowards extend

Overlooking the remains of history to remember places
Is there any made of life amidst the rubble of silos?

Is there any made of life under the sound of cannons?
All truths collapsed with hes

Dates and references were burned

Old stories no longer break the 1ce

Under the feet of the girls of the abandoned camp

This 1s not the ime for dreamy songs

Stock up on your gun and don't test your courage
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You will be the only loser

Like the phoenix we will rise from our ashes

And we will flutter again

With wings of rejection and 1ron

You won't kill us, we are just bleeding with oppression
And left us down from near and far

Isn't this our grave and our ashes?

This 1s our present and that 1s our ancient past?

We will rise again with great courage

We will wave the olive branch and celebrate the holiday
O people who cross behind the lines of freedom

Did you not hear the last dawn call to prayer?

During the time of Sala El-din?

O passers-by, have you seen the olive branch?
Broken in the shadows of the field walls?

Did you see the flutter of the pigeons?

On bakers' shoulders?

Here we were born and here we planted the first fig tree
Here we harvested our crops and made flour

Our stones were eavesdropping

Time after time

When we tell our children the stories of Ala El-ddine
And the story of the sleeping princess

The Garden of Wonders and the Pumpkin Field

O passers-by, this 1s our land, this 1s Palestine
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Our glory in this first life and martyrs in the highest
places

We will bleed as much as we can and offer sacrifices

On the sidelines of the battles, we will remain steadfast.

The writer: Kerbouai Bouzid.
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A hero from Palestine

Tell about the hero n it
From the poison of death, he saves her and protects her

The throne of chivalry with field cannons
Tomorrow, history will tell about 1t and narrate 1t

This cub's name will be mentioned throughout the ages
‘With his blood he sacrificed for her family, children and
lands

The son of Palestine, pure i heart and conscience
With stone and knife Jerusalem has its protector

From the blood of this hero, homelands must be built

In exchange for this sacrifice, the honor and glory of its

builder

The most difficult scenes are when the front of the dam
softens

It burns the hearts of Arabs and does not cover them.

The writer: Joseph ghanem.
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I am a son of Palestine

I am a son of Palestine and I belong to it

I was the one who fell as a martyr and did not refuse to
bow down

I am the son of Palestine,

I sacrifice my life and my blood for it

Palestine's chivalry and sacrifice will not be erased
Martyr Palestine and 1ts certainty of victory are
impossible to disappear

I am the son captured in the cage of the occupation, and
I will not bow to him

By praying to God,

I will fight until my last breath

I will continue to fight for you, my country

One day this pain will end

And your spring will blossom, and this 1s the promise of
my Lord

The Zionist entity will be defeated

And the world will witness 1t my dear.

The writer: Hanane Mammeri.
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The tragedy and groamng of Palestine

Palestine, the source of love and the pulse of aorta

I cry over you, Gaza, with tears, sorrow, and groans...
Sorry for the Arabs betraying you all these years... Since
the Balfour Declaration, which handed your land to the
Jews 1n a two-line decision...

When they took everything from you i a shameful and
humihating way...

Insidiousness from the West in the name of
mternational legitmacy, within which there 1s a hidden
hatred...

The children of Israel settled in you by force and m a
manner that 1s repulsive...

They took over the houses by force and imprisoned all
the fighters...

Under Western tutelage, they divided the country mnto
two parts...

They banned Friday prayers in Al-Agsa Mosque, which
1s obligatory for mushms...

We Arabs played the role of the watcher as if we were
complicit in these crimes...

The Palestinian i his home feels nostalgic...

We cry over our damned fate and luck...

When we found ourselves part of an equation that
accepts no two solutions...
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Fither victory or martyrdom, our aspirations can be

summed up in two words...

It was not our destiny to obtain it on your land,

O Palestine...

But there 1s a Lord of the universe who 1s powerful over
every oppressor, and He 1s the best helper...

We can only pray for you, so say, “Amen, Lord of the
Worlds.”

The writer: Réda belahcen.
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About Palestine

The eye cried, and are the tears a call?

The heart 1s torn, the heart of the iving

Loved ones are separated, damn you enemies
Palestine... Oh, Palestine, the country of martyrs

They made you an orphan without shame

Where are your brothers?

This 1s not the time for calamuity!

Oh Arabs...

This 1s not the time for mirth and bowing

By God, we know that you are strong

Aren't you enough to oppress the Jews?

Or did you swear to break your covenants?

Or did they scare you with gunpowder?

Oh Arabs...

We are muslims united 1in the religion of truth

Don't we see the dead spread out with lightning speed?
Innocent childhood....

An mnocent childhood they decorated with bullets and
missiles

Children of countries with autumn leaves playing
Palestinian children escape from death

Therr life 1s like the life of a cursed person

What 1s their fault!...

Is 1t because they wish to have a laugh like people?
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Orphans, wounded, affliction, any of them mentioned
i childhood rights

Remind me, maybe I forgot

Is there such a provision in the law?

I am Algenan...

If blood were a medicine, I would offer 1t

If happiness were given, I would take my mind and
feelings and hand them over

If I had freedom, you should know that I would have
tortured the Jew

I'm sorry, Palestine...

I can only help with a few words and a lot of prayers
Believe me, on a day like this, the affhicion will end
Yes, the afflicion will end

I have reached my last words, goodbye to you only

As for Palestine, there 1s no goodbye between us...

The writer: Ram Raouf.
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The letters of the alphabet were lost in the depths of
barbarism

All words failed to document

What you embodied in your heroic epic

You, people of Gaza, are braves

Chivalry was limited to the borders of proud Palestine
Your children are lions that were only born to the free
Palestinian woman

Genocide with the support of those so-called protectors
of humanity

They adopted the approach of killing and starvation with
all professionalism

With the support of you, Arabs, who consider you mere
puppets in their international meetings

At their tables, you enjoy the taste of humiliation and
dependence

You enjoy drinking vintage wine tainted with the blood
of the Gazans

Isn't it time for an Arab uprising?

With it you wash away the shame of lowliness and

mhumanity
And you write a history that 1s proud of your fraternal
blocs.

The writer: Souad Djekiref.
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Palestine

How did they destroy you, Palestine??

They killed the soul of the fetus in you

And kept your nostalgia away from you
cccecccscssccce

Where are you, Palestine!

You, who were visited by the faithful Messenger

And prayed n your mosque to the Lord of the worlds
Are you that cheap, Palestine!!!

They violated your honor, and even your brothers let
you down

They took your land and humihated you

They betrayed their covenants and msulted you

They partially dispersed you, then they robbed you of
your land

Where are you, Palestine?

Oh, you the tear of every sad Arab

They sold you at cheap prices

They sold you in what 1s called an auction

Until each of them gets what they want

Wait a day, Palestine

You will forget the bitterness of the years
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It will open the gates of Jerusalem, Rafah and Jenin
You will attain victory from the Lord of the Third of the

Two Holy Mosques
Victory 1s yours, even after a while God will annihilate

the oppressors.

The writer: Soulef Sebai.
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Victory is near

The tongue of a woman spoke, saying

“The victory of my Lord 1s near.”

We are patient with the truth and do not deviate
Unless snow or flames defeat us

But our expectations of the relative were disappointed
and the one we thought was a lover abandoned us

The earth dries up, but rain 1s coming and it must come.
Our children are thirsty and hungry.

There 1s no wheat, no bread, and no milk

My expressions, my expressions are narrow

Where can you escape from this wailing?

My nightmare has become Palestine and my wvisions
have become disappointing

To dignity, to chivalry, we have returned

We strip ourselves and shame ourselves

All what remains for me 1s what my lady said:

My Lord’s victory 1s near.

The writer: Saida Daikri.
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Live show

To pieces scattered
Wounds multiply
Childhood perseveres
Empty stomachs

Blazing eyes

Empty plates

Tearful screams
Transporting cameras
Missiles kill

Everyone receives
Nobody sends

Dry union

Heart desertification
Ancestors sleep

The silence of the grandchildren
The curse of the people
Whenever wars break out
Pockets are msulted

Flags are raised

Do hashtags

Voices get louder

But funerals are collective
Hungry and sick, so what does 1t matter?
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Let it be a divine 1nvitation

Or an important decision
As for what remains
All 15 useless.

..@..

The writer: Aicha Dou.
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Uprising of a Pen for Palestine

May God protect you with His safe construction

O Mushm country!

You have a place i the heart and you have a deep love
i the soul

Life for you, oh land of dignity and pride

Everlasting and always

My pen 1s of no use and no word 1s of any use

Only a supplication I raise to the Lord of the Worlds
He sacrifices his blood to irrigate your soil and becomes
in high paradise

A martyr who was destined and raised to God 1s Amen
Palestine, with our soul, we will sacrifice for you 1f they
have opened

Doors for us, we are coming

We burn for you green and dry on

Enemies of religion

There 1s no blame on the peoples who rose up for you
Rulers betrayed and were unjust

They made us a joke among the countries and became
the Arabs

An easy bite for the enemies

We have no one but God.

We have delegated the matter to Him The Most
Mercitul of the Mercitful
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My word about you 1s hurt, Palestine, so every dot of
blood that 1s dripping from you is screaming inside me
And 1t kills me a thousand times while I am with my
hands folded

Palestine, be patient, Palestine, love, God 1s your right
victory.

The writer: Laifa Abla.
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Children of Gaza

Cemetery flowers
Picked ripe
Children of Gaza!

Wilted leaves
Toiled by treacherous hands
Children of Gaza!

After the war
It did not flee with the displaced
Baby doll!
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A bird trembles
At the mercy of destruction
Innocent children!

White shrouds
Led to their inevitable destiny
Children of Gaza!

Spectres of light
Hidden pearls
Souls of Gaza's Children!
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One last wave
On barbed wire
The martyr's kethiye.
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The writer: Boussaha Abdelhafidh
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Palestinian Crying

There 1n the lands of the Arabs
Where the families are destroyed
Where children are massacred
And even gray hair and defenselessness
And where old women and women
She did not survive from being killed
And where the olive trees

It has become out of shape

Here are the warbirds and starlings
They wandered without a shadow
Where creation has no shelter
People sleep n the shade

Where the bombing was merciless
Here 1t has infected everyone

And where people have been
Without grudge or hatred

Until Zion came

To tempt people with a solution

It was a dark night

They tempted people with hope
Balfour gave a promise

He was not ashamed of his shame
The promise was ominous

It was the height of humihation
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It was a huge disgrace

And that 1s the beginning of the mud
Then demons came to us

A pig without a tail

So he set off on purpose

It did not come slowly

His landlord leaves

And the sperm of the mule remains?
Their malice crept into the section
How much they seek to kill

And we didn't see the filth?

How did they dispersed the reunification!
It was a major catastrophe

People lived in humiliation

We tasted some types of bitterness
Such as tar and vinegar

Showed us their tragedy

Types of humiliation and killing
Children here died

In full view of the family

You see bread in their palm

How he refuses to eat

Is there a major awakening?

And salvation from humihation?
Will shame continue to slap us?
How do they describe living in the mud?
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And our brothers have died

A lifetime of humiliation

They did not have a good life
Without humihation and killing
If we live comfortably

With good family and connections
Who cries for our brothers?

Abu Jahl may mourn?

He may brought tears to his eyes
And do not despair of shame

Oh, my fellow countrymen

Is killing forgotten easily?

If you forget, she will not forget
The passages of eternity as they wear out
If the world pleases you

The unseen will come likewise
Please remember what I said

The unseen will come likewise
Surely remember what I said

The unseen will come likewise.

The writer: Abd Elnafea Elhewy.
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Proud Palestine

Do not be afraid of your aggression, you will come back
strong

No matter what happens, Palestine will remain free and
proud

Leave, tyrants of the earth, because every atom...

From the soil of Palestine tells history of

Pride and dignity

Martyrs died and mothers gave birth to Gaza heroes
Palestine, the love of hearts, you steadfast

May God be with you, who 1s able to release justice for
you

A history that have been witnessed by the entire world
The 1ssue of the Arabs that our ancestors talks about
You attack to wipe away the dust of aggression

Oh heroes of stones, you who snow

Hearts with your strength and steadfastness

Palestine, History of the Prophets, Lighthouse honour
O heritage of our pride and our beautiful past

Your walk will continue until

Your flag flies across the sky

Your days are colored by the love of freedom

'.E.. z ‘. J




The longing will not subside until you return
Victorious

No matter how much the masks fade and All values

fall

Palestine will remain free and proud...

The writer: Eajib larra.
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Till when !

Till when...!

This humiliating fall

till when...!

This 1s clear disappoimntment

till when...!

I say 1t

Everyone has a God and a religion

I say it to every Jew

Where are your prisoners?

Where are your dead?

Where are your minds?

With bloody

She was gone with that damned bastard
till when...!

I say 1t

For every Christian

Who controls the Church of the Resurrection?
Who 1s accusing you of all this humiliation?
Who controls your power?

And your children

And your homelands

Governor of America

And the conspiring rulers of Europe
till when...!
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I say it to every mushm
Where 1s the blush of shame?
Your brothers' foreheads are being crushed

Dogs of the sons of Zion

till when...!

And the blood of your brothers 1s flowing
From the Jordan River to the Nile

till when...!

Al-Aqsa 1s a prisoner

He defiles it every day

Dogs of the sons of Zion

Where 1s the support for your brothers?
Where 1s the bravery and chivalry?
Where 1s the valor and courage?

till when...!

I say 1t

For the wiseman

For nobles

For the honorable

till when...!

I say it

And finally

Allah 1s my suffice and the best deputy.

The writer: Mahmoud Rizk Mohammad.
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Palestine, oh Palestine

Palestine, oh Palestine...

You land of resistance heroes...

You landing place for the prophets and messengers...
Palestine, oh Palestine...

You soul of the soul, we didn't forget

You land of the free, you will be free...

We Arabs are certain...

Be patient, be patient, land of figs...

We will expel all the occupiers...

We are all with you in milhons...

The enemies, Palestine, you will conquer...

You will come back as you were, you don't feel scared...
Your flag will fly in the sky...

It's been a while, but you'll come back.

Jerusalem 1s with our eyes until the day of Judgment...

Peace be upon you, you are in the protection of the Lord
of the Worlds...

The writer: Wissam Saadi.
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Fake respect for human rights

For many decades, the West has deafens our ears
with the human rights and even described us as Arabs as
the people on earth who most violate these rights and
we as Arab peoples and third world countries, did not
understand  human  rnights law, international
humanitarian law, and international agreements
approved by the United Nations more than seven
decades ago.

All those 1llusions that America and Europe have
peddled to us for decades have become a mirage and
have become clear to us that they are a big lie. Anyone
observing what has been happening in free, proud and
steadfast Gaza in terms of genocide for more than eight
months, 1including killing, displacement, arrest,
devastation, destruction of infrastructure, and other
crimes that have been committed and are still being
committed. It 1s committed by the Zionist entity with the
help and support of America and Europe. He 1s fully
aware that these rights that the West has marketed to us
are nothing but nk, 1t 1s not worth the paper with which
1t was written.

Although the brave resistance factions, led by
Hamas, and the rest of the resistance factions fighting in
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Gaza in defense of the honor and dignity of the Arab
nation have exposed this false claim of human rights and

those hollow claims, the resistance factions have
exposed all these 1illusions, as there 1s no longer any
value for economic and social human rights. Cultural,
health, educational, and the people of proud Gaza are
dying of hunger, thirst, and disease and have not found
a place to seek medical treatment after the Zionist entity
completely destroyed hospitals.

There are no health rights and no educational
rights, as schools have become a relic that cannot be
seen with the eye. We have also exposed the falsity of
the women’s Rights Convention as we see and hear
about Thousands of women were martyred and some
are still under the rubble. The Convention on the Rights
of the Child no longer exists, and thousands of children
are now dead after the strikes of The Zionist entity and
now they are 1n the highest heaven class after the
hysteria of the Zionist massacres that were committed
against them for more than eight months.

The Convention on the Rights of Persons with
Disabilities no longer has a place in Gaza, and thousands
of them die daily because they are deprived of their
rights, and they even die because of the daily Zionist

massacres.
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Today, mternational agreements are under the

rubble of the occupation forces and are buried under
rubble due to the genocide and blatant violation of
human nights that the Zionist entity carries out daily. So
this 18 the case, we are the Arabs, and even 1f 1t 1s said
about us that we do not respect or implement these
agreements, after the Gaza massacres we have become
the most respectful of human rights people. Even 1f
there 1s a violation by Arab governments, it 1s worth
nothing compared to the violations committed by the
Furopean and American regimes of all agreements.
International law, mternational humanitarian law, and
human nights law. Whoever 1s not convinced by these
words should turn his face to Gaza where the Zionist
entity committed his crimes and he 1s getting a green
light and unparalleled support from the Western
regimes and America, and he will fully recognize the les
and deception that America and FEurope have been
marketing to us for more than seven decades under the
name of human rights.

To prove what I am saying about the Arab peoples’
respect for human rights 1s the good treatment done by
the resistance movement Hamas and the other factions
mm Gaza to the Zionist prisoners, both civilhans and
military.
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Despite their commuitting crimes against civilians in

Gaza and throughout occupied Palestine, the humanity
of the resistance was proven to us in compliance with its
true Islamic religion, which obligated us to respect the
rights and treat prisoners in a humane manner, contrary
to what the Zionists and even America do, and the
Guantanamo detention center 1s not far from us, as we
have seen how the Americans dealt with mnocent
detainees. There, how did Hamas and the rest of the
factions deal with the Zionist prisoners, even though
they had committed crimes against the civilian
population of Gaza, but the resistance has proven to us
that they are humans to the greatest extent, unlike those
who claim that, the Zionists and the Americans mn
particular. These are the morals and values that the
resistance was raised on from the teachings of our true
1slamic religion.

We must always remember the saying of the living
martyr Abu Obaida and always keep 1t in mind... (And
it 1s a jihad of victory or martyrdom) This 1s the phrase
that terrified and stll terrifies the last occupation in the
modern era, the Zionist entity and 1its supporters. And
wait for God's promised victory soon, God willing.

The writer: Amal Aidi Almamifi.
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I am the only Palestiman

Tell them

I am the free and proud Palestiman

I am honoured Ghazawi

I am a refugee 1n the camps

I don't care who was against me

And incited my enemy against me

He threw me as a bone for the dogs to devour my flesh
Tell them

I don't care who stole my happiness from me

And contributed 1n taking away my rights

He killed my family, raped my mother and sister, and
demolished my house

And he plundered my money and was happy for my
sadness

He deprived me from my simpliest rights

Tell them

I will not leave my country

Your joy will not last

Your credit will soon expire

Victory will be declared for Palestine

Tell them

I, the Palestinian, will not bow to the voice of Cannons
and mussiles

You killed, displaced, and imprisoned
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But every day we become stronger and more ferocious

in the face of tyranny

Tell them

I am the brave Palestinian

And the land 1s my land

Jihad for the sake of God, supporting religion, and
upholding the word of truth 1s my address

You will suffer huge losses

In army supplies

You will suffer paralysis that has no cure

And your share will be the wrath of the Most Merciful
Tell them

You are the ones who started the war, and the starter
was unjust

A war whose fire you 1gnited

Where 1s the escape?

You will be defeated with God willing

And you will die by fire

Continue your tyranny

Your address will be the fleeing oppressors

Tell them

Today or tomorrow you will lose your compass

Your plans and calculations have failed with the
Palestinian resistance

I am the owner of the land

I defend her with myself, my money, and my children
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It 1s my land and my homeland

And the oxygen of my life

My title 18 patience, struggle for the sake of God, and
challenge

Tell them

Welcome siege, killing, imprisonment and tyranny

But you will not change our principles

And we will not follow the works of devils

I am addicted to 1slam, I am morality, I am virtue

I am the orphan, I am the sheikh, I am the mother

I am that person who believes in God’s will and destiny
You will not win against me and your false dream waill
not come true

Your mask will fall off

You will be exposed in newspapers and magazines

It will be written in bold {What they used to do was evil}
You will not last for years

It's only a few days away

And the eternal movie will end

Tell them I am Palestinian

I will not leave my country

I will come back with full force

To my land

On my horseback

Carrying the banner of victory.

The writer: Alannak Zohra.
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Algerian- Palestimian moaning

I wrote a sad poem

About every Arabic country because of it he 1s wounded
A country that has dried up with all its pens writing its
thoughts

As the years increased, the sorrows and pains increased
with them

When will the people of this country live in security and
peace?

I was Arab, Algerian, Moroccan or Palestinian

I will call out even 1f I do not liberate you, my second
country

Can you, Arab, see your mushim brothers suffering?
They suffer, cry and die

Because of the treacherous enemy Zion!

Where 1s your conscience, Arab?

Aren't you a

Palestinian in spirit?

Isn't Jerusalem the birthplace of religions?

But Al-Aqgsa allows and forgives and forgets aggression
When 1t comes to humanity

He just rejects racism

He refuses to rape women 1n front of their husbands
Torturing children 1n front of their mothers

We as Arabs are men
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If we want, we can remove mountains

How do you know about an enemy who fears Arabs

even from shadows?

Do not be afraid, Palestine
We will sing 'Fidai'l, Fidai" from the hills
Yes, we are men, we are Algerians -Palestinian.

The writer: Bouchra Mérakchi.
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My message to the apple of the eye...

Palestine Oh Palestine!

Do you think that what you are living 1s easy for the Lord
of the worlds?

Do not be afraid, Palesine God knows what the
oppressors did to you

And He will burn them with His torment, for He 1s the
truthful and trustworthy

He will never forget what they did to you, the apple of
the eye.

God forbid he forget the groans of the oppressed and
the cries of iInnocence as sharp as a knife.

He 1s the Lord of the worlds

The Arabs have forgotten what the criminals did to you
God will not forget the plots of the oppressors

Do you think you are alone n this damned time?

Who told you that you are forgotten and that no one
among the mushms wants your freedom?

No, by God, no, not everyone, but the traitors

You are the pulse and the blood that flows 1n the arteries
You are the 1dentity, the soul, and the light of the eye
You are a crown studded with the blood of struggling

martyrs
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You are a symbol of steadfastness and the pride of

Mushims

You are the first of the two praying directions

You are the glory of history and civilization,

O Palestine, you are the birthplace of the prophets and

messengers
I love you and your name 1s engraved in my heart over
the years.

The writer: Hanane Mammeri.
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It will ive among the flames if it 1s Palestine!!

Did you see the fire 1f 1t encountered something 1t
left from 1t a considerable trace! I do not think that
anyone would tell you that this inevitability was defeated
among the hills of olives, where the lanes of Palestine
and 1ts people are, a town that lives on after the
massacres and purifies itself after the calamities. It
pulsates with a wisdom more eloquent than its previous
one, spoken by the mouths of children before the
elderly as 1f 1t were its habitat and heritage.

The more the boundaries are narrowed for its
people, the more capacity 1s found in their chests, and
the more their hearts are filled with different types of
speech, the more patience increases in them, and the
msight strengthen 1n them, as 1f they see the on going of
days according to the Sunnah, not according to
observation.

That lens through which they look at life 1s the
defeat that this usurping entity receives without knowing
how to destroy it within them, as it did with the homes
and the habitations of the woods that it planted in the
ground but was unable to get 1t, there where 1t has
neither an employee nor an agent to serve it. On this
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earth, concepts have been reversed. There 1s no longer

a beauty for those who protect people from the evils of
some of them, nor for those who possess the truth the
right to authority, nor for the original owner the property
of what 1s originally belongs to him, nor protection for
the one who 1s obligated to him, nor support for the

oppressed over the oppressor.

Where everything was hybridized to such a degree
that a wall was created between the normal demands of
man and man, until the compass that all human beings
regardless of their differences shared in maintaining its
guidance was obliterated, where every beautiful demand
was assassinated, and the applause and cheers for
falsehood were exalted by drumming.

Where the lines of history cried for the tampering
that befell 1t, and sincere minds were horrified at what
they saw that contradicted their goals, and an order was
given to every evasive and manipulative person to make
promises, break covenants, and convey to every arch-
terrorist the reasons for immortality, even if he threw

everyone into a ditch.

Among the scenes of tragedy that exude every
street and every neighborhood, and every nmight sparks
of aggression flashed 1 1ts skies, i which the
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Brotherhood was lost, and humihation resided in the

hollows, and tenderness for its past burned, the scenes
of the bereaved and housewives standing still in the ruins
of what their hands had done, filling 1t with care and
maintenance.

That memory travels to the past when the scenes
of the present tire us and the misery that i1t carries within
it, that longing for a piece of time that carries the happy
versions of us that we were, with which we remember
that the possibility of happiness existed and perhaps with
omen it will be born again, so we push away the present
bitterness and leave the walls of sadness and the chains
that bind us disappear, our limbs move lightly and
without stress.

You may manipulate our approach to the point of
hybridization and argument, that path that we take day
after day perhaps, or while we are safe in our beds, but
the 1mage of bliss that we long for has not yet been
achieved, but on this earth 1t 1s a balm every day and a
touch on the heart at every hour due to the terror that
surrounds that poor heart that blackness grew on its
walls, the fires of regret were kindled within it, and the
sound of wailing rang out within 1t, and nothing could
sustain 1t except certainty, and that 1s the journey to the

'.m.. z "rJ z ‘.

S A e wr s



place of the first, trustworthy home on whoever 1s n
it.

She 1s one of the thousands who have been
touched by the pen of time with a novel whose facts may
be similar to others, but it carries 1ts own names and
details that no one knows except her among the people.
It passes between her eyes as 1f it were a quick tape that
brings together those years in an hour of time.

Her features which 1s filled of life has left her, and
the treacherous hand of time replaced her with a gloomy
face burdened by burdens that the mountains could not
bear. It settled what remained of the youthful spirit in
her until all yearning for life dried up from her.

She sat mspecting what was left of the dilapidated
walls whose glory had been shattered by the successive
bullets, collecting some of the burning memories just as
her heart burned from within for those whom she had
handed over to the dust. Whenever she grabbed
something, it took her thoughts back to that day and that
mcident and its details, as if she were witnessing it before
her eyes 1n reality, for this 1s a notebook memories of
her daughter. She loved to sit in her room and write
down what she wanted to keep for herself. She
remembers a time when she discovered this for the first

oogoo "J‘rJ z‘.
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time while watching her through the peephole to check

on her when she was reviewing for exams. It was as 1f she
had sensed it and hid it quickly, but she did not want to
embarrass her later, but rather she was happy about it.

Her daughter has learned to walk alone 1n this hife
without always complaining to her, and that broken bed,
there she was sitting next to her young son, where he
would not go to sleep unless she told him some of the
inherited stories and he quickly fell asleep, and this chair
that she always leaned her back against until she sews
some of the winter clothes that she used to occupy
herself with as a pastime when everyone in the house
finished their work and she fimished her household
chores, and with every remaining thing she was filled
with thousands of lessons and hundreds of wounds.
Everyone had been taken by the death, but he was mean
so he left her so that all those black ghosts from the past
could prey on her and giving her to its hand over to the
remaining days, cloudy-sighted and sick i soul, she
recalls in humility, consuming the waves of sadness that
overcome her, then she ends up submitting to fate with
a sigh that expels those hesitant armies on its dilapidated
fortresses 1n which it became its only soldier protecting
it, all 1its shields were taken away 1n one day by someone
who did not possess any of the warmth that those

mnocent souls possess, then they return to their dark
'.m..
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holes until they catch another smile in another place on

a day that will also be dug in. The wall of one of the other
hearts so that every beautiful thing can be drawn from it.

That chair was pulling her towards it, as if 1t was
longing for one of those days, wanting a consolation
person who would hold its panels to 1t until 1t calmed
down from the horror of the tragedy that had befallen 1t
among his family who had loved him and 1t loved them
back. It was still intact, but scars on its foundation had
distorted that adornment that was attracting its sitter to it.
She sat down. She was hoping, perhaps, that he would
return her to a place where she was somewhat at peace,
as those 1mages were repeated here and there near her,
but the deadline was a bit long for it to surrender her to
some high hopes, but she was a traitor to all the
covenants on this earth since 1its catastrophe.

She remembered that door i front of her when
the children and husband used to enter through 1t tired
to get some rest, when she was waiting for them to hear
from each one of them what had happened in his day,
sharing that fun with them at the dining table, all of that
suddenly went away without saying goodbye, but she left
the door of her heart opened, perhaps everyone had
even returned n her dream.
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How can all of this melt the glow of the days? How

can that life be erased as if it never existed, until the ghost
of a new life 1s built on 1its ruins! How does a person
wake up to find that he has left himself to nothingness,
yet his senses with which he senses things do not leave
him? That position that separates life from death can
only be perceived by those who have fallen into it. The
mmage of a human being in which there 1s no meaning
for a human being, but rather an abandoned house with

no mhabitant but emptiness.

That stage between the realization that the soul 1s
still present and has not been extinguished and the
disappearance of what maintains the meaning of living
n 1t, can only be lifted by faith, and this 1s the bridge that
these people cross with every crazy incident that takes
away the balance of the world n the eyes of every
afflicted person. Perhaps that medicine may exceed the
limits of what 1s reasonable and what 1s required. But 1t
1s the hidden hand that brings some peace of mind to
the hearts of these people and gives their minds the
choice to continue hoping to reach that desired day, the
day of victory.

These are people whose conspirators, those who
are silent, and those who are complicit in them had no
way to eradicate their knowledge of the great impact that
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the earthquakes that strike the depths of human honesty
have had on them. All of that 1s still fading away, and

they remain, a sign of examination and a document of
condemnation or honor of the intentions that people

have for each other.

The writer: Hamid Touhami.
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The Tongue of situation says...
In the Oasis of Glory... trapped Gaza...

Looking out of my window, I saw the city groaning
under the weight of violent bombardment. Flames lick
the sky, and people's screams fill the space.

I trembled 1n fear, and a deep feeling of despair
came over me. I was forced to leave my home, leaving
behind everything I know and love. I walked through the
streets filled with rubble, and saw with my own eyes the
massive scale of destruction.

Pale faces full of sadness and fear, children crying
without tears, and adults who have lost all hope 1n life. 1
arrived to the refugee camp, where I found thousands of
displaced people who had lost everything. I shared with
them a little food and drink, if any was left...

We are trapped, all crossings closed 1n front of the
hearing of the Arabs and their rulers.. and the view of
the hypocritical world that supports genocide.

I tried to offer them some hope. But their eyes
were switched off, as if life had died inside them...

Wars destroy cities, displace millions, and leave
behind deep wounds.
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But it revives solid consciences and hearts and a
firm determination to eradicate the Zionist tumor from
the body of the nation.

The writer: Hamza Bekkai.
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Smile you Lovely Gaza

Hello Gaza..

I am your little Rabeea

You may not remember me now, but...

I'm sad like you..

I also bid farewell 1n every day a martyr from within me
I cry for you as much as you do and a little more

I am not a Palestimian, I know

But I am Yemeni from the country of the Ansar.

I will not let you down.

Be sure.

Darwish told me a lot about you

About his pain for you and his disappointment in the
Zionist Brita

Hello Gaza..

You are Darwish's will

And I'm your little Darwish from now on

I will write you love

I will keep you as a promise

And I will shower you with words that will never grow
old

Hello Gaza...

Do not be sad, City of Peace

I am here to fight for you too
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We will definitely win...
Just smile Gaza of love and scream, I will not be
defeated
And peace be upon your heart, " your will, The first of
the two praying direction .”

The writer: Rabeea Mohamed Al-koyady.
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The F 1n your letters 1s dawn

Waiting for freedom to emerge

The flame 1s a flame of rage and anger
From a bloody war

The Seine 1s a lamp and a plug

It still illuminates Palestinian hearts
Believing 1n a cause that has become
Almost legendary

The T 1s pure

Defiled by criminal hands

Yaa 1s an amputated hand

From the body of a forgotten Arabism
Nun regret of Salah El-dine

For us abandoning Ayyubid land
Thousands called for help

From mothers who became victims
And 1t didn't move for her

Any Arab armies

Palestine, our honorable cause

Do not be afraid, for you a nation of milhons will be

sacrificed

Her call 1s that she 1s with you, whether you are an

oppressor or an oppressed
Until you are free again
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If only the borders were opened

We will show you a serial marvel in them

One by one, inch by inch, we will not leave on your land
Zionist impurity

Don't worry, Zahrat Al-Madain Mahmoud Abbas's
funny jokes

Was the occupier ever a friendly neighbor?

Did your days pass by his grace without harm?

Do not be afraid, our movement will not be peaceful
They are a people who can only be silenced by artillery
Is the blood of your children transparently permissible?
Is your defense of them a violation of patriotism?

By God, tell me what laws have been enacted for them
to take their hife freely

And we were restricted by normalizing presidents

They betrayed the brotherhood

It does not flow 1n their blood

Any chivalry or bravery

Are they violated while we applaud slavery?

They kill while we dance

On their musical machine guns?!

Poor people for thinking that artillery will obliterate
1dentity

We will remind them daily of our responses like the
Flood

Do not be greedy, O Zionist armies of the usurpers
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Our country 1s a country of religious sanctities

The best of God’s creation passed through it,
Muhammad 1s a cosmic miracle.

Do not dream of exterminating a people

Its history has a prophetic scent

For God sake answer me, I have questions

I couldn't find any logical answers

Let me get the picture closer to you

In a practical way

What do you think 1if I put the machine gun on your
son’s head, do you agree!

How about I shoot him dead in front of you, do you
agree!

How about I make your family bloody with a bomb 1n
an mstant, do you agree!

What do you think about me bombing hospitals with
doctors and patients, do you agree?

What do you think about your country having mass
graves?

And body parts whose owners are not known 1n a flash,
do you agree !

If you do not accept the killing of children and babies!
Why would you accept a mother losing her children by
the movement of a finger?

Why did you accept children being orphaned with
broken hearts!
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Why did you accept that hospitals be demolished
With lies about movements inside them

Why did you accept to have fun where you are, while
others are being oppressed?

Tell me, 1s this your manhood?

Answer me, are these the limits of your power?

In front of Palestine, your brotherhood died!

Tell me about this and that

How can you still hold your head high?

How can you be satisfied with just tears?

Stay seated there

We do not expect anything from you

We no longer wait for you to provide us with food

Or cannon power

But think about your position before God

How could your arguments on that day be of any help?

The writer: Djahra Raouia.
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Palestine is the cradle of the prophets

Palestine

O cradle of the prophets

Palestine, a tree planted in our hearts

Its roots over the years

O jewel of the Arab countries

A symbol of eternal freedom

Palestine, we ask you to forgive us, even if we are wrong
You were and still a tear of eyeballs

Oh land of olives!!

You still in our souls...

In our hearts...

Within us...

And 1if we appear to you as a failure

We threw you into the mouth of the world

We left you like a forest with its clothes burned
Like letters which was unable to convey her feelings
And we were not asking about you

Oh, how the pen couldn't talk about you

And the tongue 1s unable to do justice to you
And the letters describe you

We see massacres every day

And the souls are like a torrent within 1t

And fear found its abode 1n the hearts

I cried and found no answer

The nurse, paramedic and doctor died
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Precious souls departed to the beloved Lord

Palestine...
Be patient, perhaps relief will come soon
And with His permussion, difficulty will be untied.

The writer: Chaouaou Zerfa.
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Palestine labor pain

I noticed her from afar between the borders

She lives 1n the vein ...

The way she carried the glorious Book of God attracted
me

In the other hand, an 1ron cross...

The beauty of a woman with a young heart attracted me
With the soul of a little girl with old wrinkles...
Wrinkles have drawn lines of landmarks on which the
history of a nation has been marked...

Wrinkles mark the corridors of a frightening and bumpy
road between Ramallah, Jenin and Gaza

Every meter witnesses a miscarriage and blood watering
its lands

I approached her and asked her about her Arabic
name... Palestine she said...

I asked her: Are you still answering...!

She said every second and every time...

I gave birth to millions of heroes and martyrs...

I am not afraid of labor pain or birth blood...

As long as the martyr's blood 1s green with the flag of
Palestine...

I said to myself...
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There 1s no sadness for you or on you, Palestine

Your victory 1s not something far away, with God willing,
1t 1s close.

The writer: Smaili Salma.

..&.. z ‘ J



..m..

Soyall 58 b el o]

Sl b b st (]

19 ladl gz ) sl Lia L
Lsloadly aalll il eiewdl
P IV P P P TO
ey B3all iy

Sy cnlyBre cnld

§ oLl L Ll b et ol

ags gdadl Cigune sl Yo
Juall o Yoy JUaile

celoall Gl ¥ 305 CavuS
syl lgaiaal ool Ly Lg
obalall sels e bl 1gad,lg
bl 3ot 5158 (Sibogd

A Mg L yeid

L eaally Geaelie

L Os3ls 08l

il bsdly oslas Ll

A aidly (geals

roendsl (Sl yxall Ll

r
J‘rl z‘rJ ): H ‘: ):



T S T S

Ko ey
SO | [P RV PRIE

’"JL‘L‘"SU '3‘“\-"&‘ 4—_’3ﬁ ¥k EJLL” Sleds ‘3 Uj-)ij ...‘Lwn

TS [EPTYC RPN i<

oom.. t‘ " J



The Sun of resilience

Where are you, Arab pride?
Where are you, you men?
What 1s this silence that roams the world?!

You forgot my blood-stained dress...!

Have you forgotten that I am the land of the prophets...!

Daughter of pride and Islam..

Where 1s Gaza and where 1s Rafah?

Where are you, O King Nasser?

I will never fear the enemy's swords.

My heroes are men who love to fight...

Like a sharp sword that does not fear blood..
O Knights of Jerusalem, prepare yourselves for war...
And raise the flags on the backs of enemues...
Your beloved country deserves jihad...

We are here and the land 1s ours.

We are steadfast and Jerusalem 1s ours..

We stay and the olives are ours..
Al-Mourabitoun and the homeland 1s ours..
We are coming and victory 1s ours.

I am the proud and to you I belong..
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There 1s no escape, O Arabs.
“I will be victorious and write down 1n the pages of
history what grandparents tell their grandchildren.”

The writer: Chayma Saoudi.
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Peace be upon you, Palestine

They invited me to break down your walls

I smiled and said

Enough with your mockery, I am the son of the free

I will not sell my principle

I die 1n the land of prophets and ancestors

I'm not the one selling the case

I am not the one to hide the truth

Real Palestine 1s the heart and conscience

She 1s free, take my heart and do not say leave

Death 1s an honor and I will let history narrate your
mjustice

I will do the impossible to banish you

I will rise like the stars

I will be the moon that illuminates villages from their
darkness

I am a son of history

Son of martyrs

I will continue the march against your will

O colonizers of Palestine, my blood and my faith are
Palestine

It 1s my destination and my prayers direction

I won't go overboard

We raised our hands and took up weapons for jihad

I asked the Lord of the universe to be the first martyrs
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Peace be upon you, Palestine, you are our pride, our

ecstasy, and our history

You are Palestine, the center of civilization

Palestine pride and steadfastness

I am an orphan in your land

I am the lover waiting for your victory

I'm done crying silently over you

I realized that my struggle would be with the ink of the
pen

People who have silenced their tongues about the pain
you are experiencing

She turned a blind eye to the mjustice she saw

The pen refused to be lifted today

In every prayer, I remember my Lord and say: O hfter
of sorrow

You know the heart hurts

Palestine 1s burning every day

You are capable of removing mjustice

And liberating Palestine from the enemy of Islam

May my land live in security and peace

I promise you a true promise, Lord of the umverse
Peace be upon you, Palestine

Peace be upon my sad heart.

The writer: Medjam Abderrazak.
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Love under the mfluence of martyrdom

The lover of martyr... In her last conversation with
him, she was listening to his voice, him talking, and she
was fliring with those breaths with the scent of
martyrdom. She did not understand the reason for that
pleasure and that feeling. She did not know that he was
saying goodbye to her... My love, I am eagerly waiting
for summer so that I can see myself as yours 1n 1t, so that
I can wear white and hold you. She said: I took you
despite everything. I am with you here and I will stay
with you until the last day. You know, when you go, do
not stay away from me for a long time and visit me every
time. You know, take me with you on every mission you
go on. I will always be your protector. I will support you
behind you, 1n front of you, to your right, and To your
left, I will stay with you and nothing will happen to you,
just stay with me because I cannot live without you.

He replied: Oh my crazy, you know how much I love
you! Do you know why I chose you among them?
Because you are my homeland, because I will protect
you as I protect my country. I will only be your support
no matter how long I live... She takes deep breaths and
then says to him: Be quiet, let silence prevail over the
place. I do not want anything else after this. Let us sleep
and let me fall asleep to the sound of your breathing and
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I will wake up to this memory. Do not go anywhere, just

stay with me...

He said: I will be a martyr, and God 1s a witness... He
was telling the truth. He fell asleep and did not wake up
until the news struck him. He went to protect the
homeland. He was honest even 1n his last word. He said
it: I will, by God, be a martyr, but he added a comma, a
comma that separated swearing and martyrdom, and
separated them 1n this worldly life.

They wrapped him in knowledge, he received the honor
of martyrdom, and she received the honor of love under
the influence of martyrdom. She has not woken up yet.
All that indicates her presence are the breaths that come
out of her, the last breaths of the martyr that he left for
her. She will not run out of them. She will live with her
unless she becomes his bride, in heaven, because he 1s
the martyr of the nation.

The writer: Kadr1 abdessamed.
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Bird whine

Today I woke up again to the sounds of bombing,
which barely subsided until their noise resumed. Within
seconds, I felt a strong tremor, followed by my body
hitting the wall, demolishing the walls of our house. I did
not know how long I was unconscious. I opened my eyes
to the sounds of ambulances and the noise of rescuers,
some of them searching. About survivors and others
trying to wake me up. This scene was repeated for the
second time, but this time I was the only survivor of my
remaining family, my grandmother, my brother, and
before my mother and father, everyone was gone and
only me remained.

A young child, the age of a rose. They stole my
mother and father, and I was left alone. I had no family,
no home, and no place to shelter me.

I was transferred to a place with many tents, called
Yarmouk camp, where my real suffering began as an
orphan 1n a refugee shelter camp. My story began here;
A six-year-old boy, alone, suffering the bitterness of loss
and deprivation. I suffered from the heat of summer and
the cold of winter alone. In Yarmouk, I suffered the
harshest pains and endured the harshest days, a life of
humiliation, hunger, and poverty.
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It was not enough for me that I was a son of

Palestine to become a son of Yarmouk, so my suffering

was renewed again after the start of the siege on our

camp. We suffered from the siege for months, and our

situation changed and aid was cut off. No water, no food,

no medical care, everything 1s forbidden.

The writer: Aisha Atahir.
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And finally...

finally, someone remembered me from years ago...

while I was sitting here, with longing and nostalgia in my
heart... and pain tearing through my arteries, and 1n joy
I was screaming eagerly and moaning...

I wonder how the doctor 1s?

What about him 1if he does not have my medicine?

He cannot cover my nakedness, nor close my wounds,
nor stand with me through good and worse days.

My voice was hoarse from the mtensity of the call.

My hoarseness became faint when my loved ones left
me; My word was broken after my enemies attacked me.
No, many people have suffered before me.

But finally they were victorious... and thousands are
suffering with me now, but they did not despair and were
not afraid...

But I, with God willing, will be the one who will put an
end to the suffering.

On the map I am not alone.

I have brothers but they have forgotten me.

I have neighbors but they have returned their backs to
me.

I will clanify, and I will explain: The enemy chained my

children, and cut their flesh with a knife...
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The most prominent example 1s that Muhammad, and

that one 1s Amin...

And you ask me and say, “Who are you?”

I am the one who was liberated by Salah al-Din..

I am the one whom you consider the second of the two
qiblahs, and the third of the two sanctuaries..

I am the one who suffered from the enemy twice..

I am the one who tells the world: Do not make noises,
my Arab brothers are asleep..

Really, 1s this the nation of Islam and Muslims?!

I am the world of Palestine ©

The writer: Maallem Fouzia.
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Palestine, the land of Arabism

I am Palestine and the land of Arabism

Does he sold 1t between a priest, a sheikh, and a rabbi
And where?

In the slavery exchanges, prostitution clubs, gambling,
and slaves

They share 1t with a new lie

They are called the sons of Abraham

This 1s a normal ruler

This 1s an arrogant colonialist who steals history and
homelands

They share cooking poison, the breast wine, and o1l
They conspire against every imam

The colonist walks, flies, sails

From Najd to Baghdad to Aden and Tetouan

O Omar, O Muawiyah, O Mutasim O Saladin, all of you
have created 1llusions

The successor has sold your pride, your glory, and your
blood

In a moment of cowardice and detachment

My house I built from the sweat of my brow

To shelter me and protect me in the coming days

And the birds of Hulagu time

It demolishes 1t in an mstant and turns 1t into rubble
My roots, my religion, my figs, my olive trees, and my
orchards
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Uprooted with relish and vengeance

And the beauty of my liver 1s its growth from the waters
of darkness

To help me through my old days

In a moment of escape, he 1s sniped by a criminal

A dowry for a prostitute who 1s 1n love

In the dark of the night, they roam the houses

Our elders, women and children are asleep

They crush dignity and self-esteem

They step on my mother and father and the bones
They kidnap the moment and take us prisoner

For years and years in dark prisons

The church, the hospital, the school, and the graves are
all desecrated

And the Grand Mosque

O drinker of wine 1n the skulls of Arabs

Fither you pay the account and join forces!!!

O Lord, does this evil please you?

This 1s obscenity, immorality, injustice and crime

My people are competing for normalization

Which tower will they reach as clouds?

They share cooking poison, breast wine, and o1l

They conspire against every imam

I am Palestine and the land of Arabism 1s being sold
Between a priest, a sheikh... and a rabbi

And where?
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On the slave exchanges

And the amusement parks of promiscuity, gambling,

and adultery

They share 1t with a new tribe called the Sons of
Abraham

I am Palestine if I am not liberated

By God's will, the planet will not see rest or peace after

me.

The writer: Fawzi Najajrah.
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One shell klls five thousand
From the fetuses of children m Gaza

The explosion of an Israch missile on April 18,
2024, which hit a fertility center, led to the removal of
the covers from 5 tanks containing liquid nitrogen that
were n a corner of the embryo unit. When the hiquid
evaporated, the temperature inside the tanks rose and
five thousand 1n witro fertilization embryos were
destroyed, in addition to another thousand of sperms
samples. Unfertilized sperm and eggs were stored in the
Al-Basma Center for IVF fertilization. According to Dr.
Al-Ghalayini, who received training in Cambridge and
founded the Al-Basma Center mn 1977, “half of the
couples will not have another opportunity to conceive,
as they cannot produce fertilizable sperm or eggs.”

This 1s one of the disasters of the war on Gaza,
and all of this happened with Gaza turning into rubble
and 35,000 dead and twice as many wounded as a result
of the 1illusion of victory that lurks on a side 1ignorant of
the movement of history and international relations.
This 1s not a condemnation of the movements and
peoples struggling for liberation, but rather a rejection of
the timing and method. On the other hand, Israel may
have forgotten that the most important factor for its
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existence 1s Hitlerism, and that it 1s repeating the

Holocaust because the international balance 1s now 1n its
favor, forgetting the movement of history.

On the other hand, flooding the tunnels with
seawater will negatively affect the quality of groundwater,
and 1ts effect will last for several generations.

Head of the Environmental Engineering Program
at Tel Aviv Unversity, Hadas Mamani, said: “The
environmental impacts of all tunnel destruction options
must be taken mto consideration and their negative
effects on ar, water, soil, hydrology, and the
environment must be tested in advance.”

The invisible destruction in Gaza cannot be counted and
has extended for decades.

Information about targeting the embryo center,
according to Reuters.

The writer: kadhim hasan saeed.
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Palestinian lament

My chest 1s tight and words cannot describe you, O

beautiful Arab

The words are scattered and people read them.

Which replier can heal the distress?

How life can be good for us

You are sad, oppressed, a prisoner of war

Your eyes are sad, O virgin city

O shady oasis through which the Messenger passed

Oh, a child with burnt fingers, and her brothers are

lethargic

They abandoned you!?!

They left you?!....

They made you bait for the hungry dog

They sold you at the cheapest price to a fraudulent seller

Without a document to return your lost right

You were for our ancestors before us

It will remain for generations after us

Your dawn will rise no matter how long it takes

Your level will increases

You, Palestine, are always in my heart

History has never forgotten you

This 1s a call to the Arabs, summed up by a poet ink.
The writer: Loubna Chaouaou.
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The Awakening

Farly morning while drinking a cup of coftee, 1t
may seem like a routine that most of us complain about,
and we never thought that 1t might be a dream for one

of us.

Yes, 1t 1s a dream that 1s difficult to achieve, for a
Palestinian who 1s familiar with the sound of bullets and
traces of ash, for a Palestinian who saw with his own eyes
the murder of a member of his family or an entire family,
for a Palestintan who 1s fed on tree leaves, for a
Palestinian who sleeps on the rubble of his demolished
house and the remains of his things that were once

precious.

This Palestintan had dreams, hopes and goals,
and he put 1ts ruins aside, making a hut or a tent out of
them, with which he could take refuge from successive
disappomntments, 1in front of the Arabs and rulers’
abandonment of their Arabism, i front of their
dispersion, and even their support for an enemy without

humanity.

But he was determined to stand firm until the last
moment, and he was hopeful that a day would come
when the Arabs would wake up from their slumber...
That day 1s not far away...
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Our silence may be understood as defeat and

surrender, but those groans heard from mothers,
children and fathers were not in vain. They penetrate
the brains of our youth and our elderly, our children and
our elderly, our women and our men, and a day will
come when our minds will be saturated and overflowing
with thoughts that msist on coming out, and concealing
them will become 1mpossible, and then they will cause a

scary explosion.

On the one hand, it destroys the entity so
comprehensively, so lethally, that no voice will be heard
after 1t, and then neither their palaces nor their money
will be able to revive them again.

On the other hand, 1t revives the Arabs from their
slumber, and this 1s the most severe revenge for those
pure souls, who were buried with smiling faces,
heralding this awakening.

The writer: Amrani Lina.
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I am talking about Palestine

My heart was unable to reveal what was nside 1t
Letters and words that are not equivalent to 1t
I will cry tears because I saw it
I will bow down in regret because I witnessed it
Darkness prevailed in my country
And blood stuck on my walls
I am talking about Palestine
And what the enemies of my country left behind
Mushm women whose hijab was removed
Pure and honorable women who were deprived of
chastity
Innocent children cried out for redemption
On their land, peace was stolen from them
Righteous martyrs who sacrificed blood 1n order to free
the country
Strong men dripping with blood
Male and female students burned and had the pages of
the book stolen from them
A book containing science and literature
Bitterness passes a day after day
My country situation still as 1t 1s everyday
Devastation and destruction known and witnessed by
the entire universe.
The writer: Maroua Mohammed.
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Palestine children are firewood

Destruction, pain, and sadness... this 1s the least we can
describe Palestine.

Over the course of a century, not a day has passed
without the children of Palestine being exposed to
suffering, the least of which 1s the demolition or theft of
homes, the uprooting of crops, mtmidation or
mtimidation, followed by physical injuries carried out by
the Israeli occupation, including killing and assault, to
the point that in some cases a child may lose his entire
family 1n an attack by Zionist occupation.

The children of Palestine are not like the rest of
the children of the world, so what 1s the mk worth
compared to the suffering of the Palestinian people!

Amudst all the violations, the Palestinian child 1s
confronted with the bitter reality and the cruelty of the
world, and that goodness often does not triumph 1n the
end.

And all those countries they see on TV are a
reason for increasing aggression against them. Many
children who live in war zones and are forced to leave
their homes all the time lose their families and friends,
so they cannot settle.
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Seeing the devastation and devastation left by war,

especially the destruction of schools that children attend,
contributes to the deterioration of their psychological
and social health, and increases their feelings of

msecurity and anxiety.

The goal of the Israch occupation war on
Palestine 1s to kill the largest number of Palestiman
people, and that number will be children, and the rest
of them will be left 1solated and eaten by famine and
disease.

The writer: Maolud Mohamed Salem Lasiad.
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The flood of innocence

“It 15 a crazy 1dea, and who said that achieving 1t
does not sometimes require a form of madness, and
while you are in the race you may suffer from a sprained
ankle or a painful muscle spasm, right? The rational
person retreats into a corner, lives his pain and loses the
race as 1f nothing had happened, another human being,
who carries crazy genetic characteristics, and at that very
moment, at the extremes of pain, he stands up and
continues the race. He knows very well that the pain
does not stop when he stops the race, so he takes
advantage of that period, and on the contrary, the pain
will be fuel that feeds him.”

“What does this 1dea have to do with what you
are saying? What 1s this strange projection?” “The 1dea
of iberating Al-Aqsa requires a completely crazy step, 1t
will be like a flood.” “A flood?” “Yes, a flood that will
turn the scales, sweeping away all beliefs, contradicting
all predictions, coming.” Suddenly, without warning,
you don't know where to go, and here lies the
projection."” "I became more excited and curious to
understand your poimnt of view," "It's mnocence,"
"Innocence? I don't think madness reaches this extent."
“No, no, my friend, believe it... your madness 1s true
sometimes.”
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“How 1s that?” “Yes, the flood will come from

the direction of innocence. It1is a rule, the utmost degree
of strength and wviolence, as opposed to the utmost
degree of kindness and purity. They have tried over the
years to cut off Palestimians i order to kill their
existence and their cause, they made the mnocent
people taste all kinds of humiliation and deprivation at
a time when the world 1s suffering from pure materialism

and luxury.

They fought the Arab world with technology, and
with its help they will perish. They made every effort to
confine our youth mn front of electronic screens and
forgot that through them all their crimes reach them n
sound and 1mage. The Arab child sees and hears events
daily and stores them within his central memory. An
adult cannot translate the 1image of a doll or teddy bear
thrown there, stained with blood.

An adult cannot find a description of the image of
a homeless child, siting on top of the rubble of his
destroyed house. An adult cannot describe a child's sad
look due to the loss of a father, mother, or an entire
family. An adult cannot measure the level of hunger and
deprivation of a child. This 1s the flood that flows inside
every Arab child.
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The spirit of belonging warns every Arab child of
the alarm that threatens his peace and existence. His
anger will be a strong, sweeping flood comparable to the
power of mmnocence, it 1s a matter of survival, either we

exist or we do not exist .” “This projection 1s beautiful,
very beautiful, and what comes next?” “My dream 1s for
this 1dea to be embodied and circulated throughout the
entire world, and 1t will be like relief strikes that wake
the world from its slumber before it 1s too late.” “The
1dea has arrived, my friend, and its timing 1s beautiful.
This 1s a human mvestment that its benefit will stay

immortal for eternity .”

The writer: Boutahra Nafissa.
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Peace be upon you, Gaza

God be with you, Palestine...

Preserve it, teach it to your children and the people of
your country, and spread 1t throughout all parts of the
earth, that the Holy Land was, 1s, and will remain until
the Day of Judgment an Arab Mushm land called
Palestine...

Today, Palestine has become a new blood group
running through the arteries of every Algerian...

We are all Palestine, we are all Gaza, we are all
Jerusalem...

Who said that Jerusalem was assassinated?

This 1s a test from the Lord of Heaven, and victory will
mevitably come "God's promise 1s true'...

Hello Gaza...

Well, well, let's agree on something.

We are all cowards, and Jerusalem was betrayed by the
Arabs and mushms first...

Prostration, I swear to God, between us and the children
of Gaza...

These sentences will not come out of us no matter how
hard we try... because we are human...

"Your father died"

"My siblings"

“Our house 1s gone, where we are going to sit?”

"I didn't hug him and he left"
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“where are the children? ... the children died without
eating.”

"May the Al-Agsa be sacrificed for life"

We apologize...

Is an apology enough...?!!

Their children dream of shelter and a piece of bread.
“Wait, aren’t these the most basic human nights...
Damn.”

As for their elders, their dream 1s to regain their 1dentity,
their land and the land of their fathers...

Damn...

Is this peace... !

Today, the children of Gaza write their names on their
bodies so that they can be 1dentified after their
martyrdom...

Is this peace...!

‘What happened next...!

What happened, Arabs??!

No answer...

No comment...!

The writer: Hind Ben Al.
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The Agsa is ours

We will remain mountains towering high

No matter how life crumbles 1n front of us

We will live as hawks, stubborn 1 the air

We work tirelessly until we achieve our goal

We roar lions 1n the face of circumstances

We do not fear anyone as long as God 1s with us

The disease of the heart 1s feared by medicine

For this reason, we are like a coffin in heaven

Do you know when the attack 1s happening!

We tread on lands that shake beneath us

When the hyenas roar, they flee

On the day of war, no one will remain except us

We will inevitably win one day

History will be written 1n our blood

This time, the time came to ask me about Kasaya

I told him: Gaza 1s burning thanks to the humihation of
cruel people.

Is he asking me about you, and you are a question
followed by fragments?

May our prayers for you remove the burden of grief
from you.

Our dream has become fhrting with the vision of your
freedom, Hanaya.

The morning returns to sunrise after a long period of
grief
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We fast from justice to break the plate of victory and

subjects.

The Lord who wants you has a homeland mhabited by
the spirits of heaven, oh

It 1s decorated with blood that waters history with
fragrance and stories

You are the comfort in times of hopes, Dawaya.

You are a star that 1s disturbed by armies of hatred in
the corners

But by the Lord of Glory, Gaza will be a beacon of
doom.

I watch the morning bats, I am in the corners

I am waiting for the pain of my morning to die one day
i Masaya.

The writer: Benali Houaria.
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Conclusion

As we conclude this book, we leave you with the
sighs of Palestine, which are not just words but cries of
hope and dreams of freedom and dignity. We conclude
with the hope that this book has succeeded 1 conveying
a part of our Palestinian people's suffering, while also
being a source of inspiration and strength.

Every word written here carries within it a voice of
resistance and an echo of resilience. We hope that these
words remain a testament to undymng hope and
unbreakable will.

Palestine 1s not just a place on the map; 1t 1s a
symbol of struggle and country love which challenge
hardships. We hope always that one day, the sun of
freedom will shine upon this beloved land, and we will
see our people and our brethren living in peace and
security.

Untl that day comes, the groans of Palestine will
remain alive in our hearts, reminding us that we are still
here, writing, dreaming, and enduring.
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TO THE STEADFAST PALESTINIAN PEOPLE, FROM HEARTS THAT BEAT WITH LOVE AND

APPRECIATION, WE WRITE THESE WORDS TO YOU, KNOWING THAT NO MATTER HOW PROFOUND,

THEY CAN NEVER FULLY EXPRESS OUR DEEP SOLIDARITY WITH YOU, YOUR STRUGGLE, AND YOUR

CONTINUOUS RESILIENCE. AMIDST THE DAILY EVENTS AND CHALLENGES YOU FACE, WE, AS

WRITERS AND POETS. STAND BY YOUR SIDE. WE DRAW INSPIRATION FROM YOUR COURAGE AND

WRITE FOR YOU, CONVEYING THROUGH OUR WORDS YOUR SUFFERING AND HOPES

THROUGH THE BOOK "PALESTINE'S SIGHS." WE STRIVE TO BE YOUR VOICE, TO BRING YOUR PAINS

AND DREAMS TO THE WORLD. WE BELIEVE THAT WORDS CAN BRING ABOUT CHANGE AND KEEP

YOUR CAUSE ALIVE IN HEARTS AND MINDS

TO EVERY PALESTINIAN MAN AND WOMAN, WE SALUTE AND APPRECIATE YOU., THE TRUTH WwiLL

REMAIN STRONG AS LONG AS YOUR WILL REMAINS UNBREAKABLE

WITH ALL LOVE AND APPRECIATION,

THE AUTHORS
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