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Introduction

Palestine, the Land of Prophets and the
Cradle of Civilizations,
Today, Palestine witnesses one of the

most atrocious humanitarian
tragedies in modern history. The
Palestinian cause iIs not merely a
geographic or political conflict; it is a
struggle,between right and wrong, a
cause of a people resisting for their
land, dignity, and freedom. Amidst
everything that is happening, the
Zlonist state insists on violating the
rights of this people and distorting their
history and identity, attempting to
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Impose a reality through force and
violence.Yet, falsehood can never erase
the truth, nor can it silence the voice of
freedom.

Palestine,that land which cradled the
history of prophets and the civilization
of ancestors, stands tall today, facing a
scene full of challenges, as iIf writing a
new epic chapter in the annals of
humanity. Here, where the pains of the
present,intertwine with dreams of
liberation, the heart of justice beats with
an invincible strength. It is the cause of
a land watered by the blood of the free,

and the cause of a people who have
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never betrayed their covenant with
dignity.In the face of this unwavering
spirit,the Zionist state stands as an
Illegitimate entity,trying to assert its
existence through oppression and
Injustice,forgetting that falsehood, no
matter how long it prevails, cannot

triumph against the truth.
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dedication

To my brothers and sisters in Palestine:
| dedicate this book as a tribute of
reverence and admiration for your
unwavering resilience—men, women,
and children alike. | write it with the ink
of every drop of blood you have shed,
hoping that the echoes of victory will
soon ignite across the battlefield.

| pledge to remain steadfast in my
loyalty to the Palestinian cause, with
unwavering faith, until the only
breaking news | hear is: ""The

Liberation of Palestine."
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The Angels of Heaven

{And do not think of those who have
been killed in the cause of Allah as dead.
Rather, they are alive with their Lord,
receiving provision.} (Surah Al-Imran,
3:169)

Today, the children of Gaza are beneath
the earth, but their status with Allah is
far greater. Yes, they have departed our
world, leaving behind their dreams,
their families, and their aspirations. Yet,
the heavens have embraced them, as If
to say,Come to fulfill your dreams, for
the earth could no longer contain them.

It 1s as If the heavens are saying, ""The
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bombings and missiles are not fitting for
your innocence." As If the heavens are
proclaiming, ""Enough for the oppressor
to taste the purity of your faces." It is as
though Allah is telling them, ""Paradise
longs for your visit."" The heavens seem
to be saying, "'l desire the children and
people of Gaza as your numbers

Increase day by day in martyrdom."
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Praying Despite the Wounds

O human being, know that no matter
how severe the trials or how daunting
the adversities, and despite the suffering
from the calamities of time, the wounds
Inflicted by the trials, and the hardships
of life, 1t Is your prayer that elevates
your spirit to the heavens. That spirit,
which knows no submission, remains
steadfast in truth with unwavering faith
and resolute determination. Do not let
the difficulty of work or the weight of
Iliness serve as an excuse to delay or
abandon your prayer. Look to Palestine,

that wounded land, where despite the
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oppression and siege faced by its people,
we see its children defying helplessness,
raising their hands in every prayer,
iImploring God with humble hearts for
victory. On the forehead of every child

of Palestine Is written: free and proud.
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Strengthen your arm through your brother

| have no brother, and I’ve never known
what that feels like. I’ve heard it spoken
of countless times, so often that it nearly
echoes In my ears. I’ve witnessed many
scenes that try to capture it, but | never
truly grasped its essence until my eyes
fell upon this image. Only then did |
understand it all.A small child, frail In
body, yet nobler and mightier than that
Israeli occupier. He sacrificed his life for
his sister. | wonder,who taught you such
profound values, my dear boy?

Has your love for your sister grown so

deep that you deem her life more

https://www.blogger.com/blog/posts/5081228645872412203




@ (9 ASNY) Al sl Al

valuable than your own?
Has your fierce protectiveness over her

nonor and dignity driven you to such

neights?

And you, little girl, where did you find
such unwavering trust in your brother,
knowing he would never

forsake you, no matter the cost?l can
only say this:

Whoever seeks to understand the true
meaning of brotherhood must look to
the Palestinian brother. Long live the

Palestinian brother!
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Water Bullets

Water has become a weapon of death
Instead of missiles, after it was once the
secret of life, making the earth soft and
giving life to people. Today, every
Palestinian dreams of a drop of water to
moisten their dry mouth and quench
their thirst from the oppressive heat and
the fire of bullets. They have been
deprived of their most basic rights—not
just to live, but to live in peace. Longing
to hear the melody of flowing water,
they carry bottles, hoping that God will
send down a drop from the sky to make
them forget the hardships of life and
extinguish the fires ignited within them
by the Israeli. They thought they had
finally found the Palestinians’ point of
weakness, and that Palestine's journey
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would end here. But this is merely an
Illusion; In fact, Palestine's journey
begins here, to be recorded in history's
first pages with letters of gold.
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The notebooks of childhood were torn apart before

the letters could unite to tell their story.

The notebooks of childhood were torn

apart before the letters could unite to

tell their story. The smiles of innocence

were buried, stolen away. Pages, filled

with sorrow and anguish, never reached

t
t

S

neir destination—ripped apart before

neir words could fully form, as if

nattered upon the threshold of weary

language.

Yet, despite the cruelty of the oppressive

colonizer, those innocent souls stood

firm, clinging to their worn-out
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notebooks. For Palestine gave birth to
them as devoted children of knowledge
and truth,honoring education

and believing that God's words were
never sent down In vain. In the light of
knowledge,they see a beacon guiding
their minds, convinced that it is the
hands of the innocent that will one day
forge Palestine’s freedom.

Even as the sound of gunfire rings out
and flames of hatred consume their
homes, their eyes remain unbowed,
unwavering under the occupier's
treacherous gaze. Death to them is but a

remedy for a wound that refuses to heal,
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and their gaze defiantly declares: ""We
will stand united, hand in hand, fighting
the enemy without hesitation, and we
will not let them take our land."

O Innocent children of Palestine, after
all this endurance and dedication to
knowledge, may the first page in your
liberated notebooks proudly proclaim:
"Palestine is free

noble, and unyielding."
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Death is closer then bread

In a narration attributed to Caliph
Umar ibn Abdul Aziz, it is said that
when the zakat funds were brought to
him, he ordered them to be distributed
among the poor. However, when

Informed that there were no longer any

poor people Iin the nation, he directed
the funds to be used for equipping the
army, helping young men marry, and
paying off the debts of those In need.
And when some money remained, he
said,""Buy wheat with it and scatter it on

the mountain tops so that it will not be
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said: A bird went hungry in the land of
the Muslims."

But do you know who suffers today, O
Umar?It is not the birds, but

the Innocent people of Gaza, with their
men, women, and children.

Wheat is thrown to them from

The rooftops as If they were countless
birds, as If their lives hold no value in
the eyes of people! How hard have
hearts become, to the point where
human beings are weightless, without

worth? Fear Allah concerning Gaza, for
souls are not just numbers; they are
trusts that Allah has placed in our
hands.
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The stone 1S more tender than the

hearts.

The stone, despite its coldness, seemed
gentler than the hearts of the occupiers.
A Palestinian girl,

tender-hearted, without shelter or
family to embrace her and provide her
with safety. The stone felt her
vulnerability, as If it said to her, "'l will
protect you." She lay on it peacefully,
realizing that its hardness was far less
severe than the cruelty of those who

claim humanity.
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She surrendered to her fate in the hands
of her Creator, fully confident that the
One who created her would never
abandon her. Though she lost
everything, her faith in God remained
unwavering, and her belief in His power
became her fortress against any tyranny
on earth.

With this faith, she became

untouchable, beyond anyone's harm.
Yes, the day will come when those
scattered stones will be raised to build
her a home, and they will remain loyal

to her, as if whispering: "'l will always
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be your support despite the occupier’s
stubbornness.

""Just hold on, for one day, Palestine will
be free and proud, thanks to.

your steadfastness
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Innocence iIs buried

Innocent souls shed their blood every
day, finding no compassion or mercy in
the eyes of mankind. They fall as if they
were never human, for the occupier sees
them as nothing more than insects,
crushed beneath the treads of his tanks,
which almost scream from the weight of
the blood staining them. Even

the bullets,which might be their final
refuge,hesitate for a moment before
tearing through their bodies, as If
silently apologizing, saying:

""| cannot change fate."
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As for the hearts of the occupiers, they
have turned to stone, knowing no mercy.
The Innocent have life stripped away
from them every second, falling by the
dozens. And the mothers, they drown In
sorrow until their minds break under
the weight of the tragedy, as some of
their children were never even destined
to see the light of life, wrapped In
shrouds before their feet ever touched
the ground.

How long will your wounds, OPalestine,
continue to bleed with such deep
sorrow? When will the descendant of

Salahuddin return to liberate Jerusalem
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and stop the shedding of innocent blood

on this sacred land?

https://www.blogger.com/blog/posts/5081228645872412203

~

/




@ A il alal) daal

pwi dodn

1536 188 (el o e tohad f Y agbs @ el

fg f

941555 B AR (el (eadigd " ghs 10a" ‘uam

——"\

Grid G pylsially QLEM S5 oliadl plsdl sab

LBalio li€s> 955 pdsit oI¥ sl Eid (6 paslas
Elgie Eoakll L€ (2uld G 25all (2 dui¥ 3o Gne
cguand o0l R s 2 tucauaﬁéui PR
Spallal (i Ci3ia 51 «uuM s i ‘?":*j‘f
"85 G cage 3 lazg cgibll a2y coladiall olls &8

44.\3 ‘3 J5 W cd>939 ol u.a JG3 ,é...t." u.a..u.n." P""

https://www.blogger.com/blog/posts/5081228645872412203

~




@ 9SS ill sl dgal

v

4 12 A ’0’0 .~ - - ’a ﬁ: & ’.:4 1 -

JR 18 G,h35 e WS Bali B

https://www.blogger.com/blog/posts/5081228645872412203

~

/




@ (9 ASNY) Al sl Al

The Captive's Agony

They are imprisoned in their homeland
for daring to speak the truth, for simply
saying,''This is my country." They pay
the price of freedom dearly, facing the
harshest forms of torment, as even the
tanks and missiles that crush their
bodies groan under the weight of pain.
Their eyes tell silent stories when their
tongues fail to speak.

O Jerusalem, how have the years of my
life passed in deadly isolation? Far from
the mother's warmth that shields me,
and the sister who consoles my sorrows.

Palestine will forever reside in the lashes
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of my eyes, while the caravan of loyalty
marches towards its pure martyrs.
Despite the shackles, those shocks seem
to cry out in silence: "l am free!" And
despite the torture that attacks his body
and soul, his heart remains unwavering
In its certainty that God will liberate
this land,and Palestine will return free
and proud, as it has been In its essence

since time immemorial.
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The Lioness of Palestine

O Lioness of Palestine, symbol of
patience and endurance, you who
witness the world's suffering and
swallow its bitterness without bending.
Your heart is of steel, standing tall as
you watch the flesh of your own being
torn from your arms, and your
husband’s body ripped apart in defense
of your dignity—dignity that neither
accepts humiliation nor succumbs to
disgrace. All this agony for the sake of
Palestine, for the freedom you long for.
It’s as If you are addressing the enemy

with your unwavering resolve, saying:
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""Do what you will, for you shall not see
fear in me nor terror in my eyes." You
are the Palestinian woman, the mother
who gives birth to men who strike fear
Into the hearts of enemies, and the sister
who teaches the world lessons In
manhood and honor.

And they ask, where do you draw your
strength from? It is from Palestine, from
the land of prophets, from the stolen
glory.You do not surrender; you defy
time and aggression, determined to

reclaim what was taken from you,

https://www.blogger.com/blog/posts/5081228645872412203

~




@ (9 ASNY) Al sl Al

believing that what is seized by force can
only be reclaimed by force. It is as if you
declare to both the world and the
enemy:

"We will claim our rights, and we will
return to our homeland, no matter how
much the criminals may resist.""

And here you are, despite the cruelty of
nations and their betrayal, standing

firm like an unyielding rock, teaching
your children courage and bravery,
lighting their path toward freedom and
Independence. Every time you gaze into
the eyes of those children, you see a new

hope, and in them, you see a Palestine
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that will never die. You’ve taught them
that what was taken will be returned,
and that the homeland is their eternal
right—no matter how long
the oppression endures, their right will

remain, never to be erased.
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Innocent Smile

Your smile, my little one, rekindled

hope in my soul when | was on the brink
of losing It, like a pearl glimmering
amidst the darkness of black stones. It is
a smile that speaks volumes without the
need for words. Smile, my little one, for
your smile Is a weapon the occupier does
not possess—a weapon that confronts
his tyranny and shakes his throne.

They demolished your home before you
could savor its memories,

and they killed your family before love
could bathe your pure soul. They stole

everything from you, but they couldn’t
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steal that smile,the one that softens stone
and heals the wounds planted by
colonization in the heart of every
Palestinian. It is the smile that remains
radiant, despite all that has been taken
from you, because It expresses
an eternal life that no one can ever take

away.
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Man of Justice

The entire world stands behind

the word of a single man—a man who
defies the storms of injustice

and destruction, striving to achieve the
freedom and independence of Palestine
despite the tyranny of occupation and its
destructive missiles,despite

the tanks that have crushed

the innocence of children under their
tracks. Yet, he did not falter, nor did he
retreat from

speaking the truth until he was laid to
rest beneath the earth. Ismail Haniyenh,

this man who never knew the path of
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hypocrisy nor walked the crooked ways

of deviated

iIdeologies—so we believe, and Allah is
his judge.

While some Arab countries hesitate to
utter a word of truth out of fear of the
enemy's wrath, Haniyeh

remained unwavering in his stance, with
wisdom and sound judgment apparent
to all who possess reason. May Allah
have mercy on Ismail Haniyeh and
grant him a place in His vast paradise,
for he was a leader worthy of emulation,

and a voice that knew no fear.
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Shattered Remains Beyond Bearing

To dare look upon this scene iIs to risk
losing one’s sight to the overwhelming
horror. And if the eyes

somehow endure, the heart will surely
break, irreparably. This is how the
Zionist left them—Innocent lives, their
remains scattered like leaves swept by a
cruel wind, as though they were nothing
more than discarded refuse. In his view,
there Is nothing but a banguet

of devastation, feasting on their souls In
the darkness of his merciless night. | am
utterly incapable of conveying the full
weight of this atrocity; words falter and
dissolve Iin the face of such devastation.
The scene defies any attempt to capture
It, a tragedy too vast for language

to contain, too profound for any
description to hold.
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The Shattering of My Heart's Pieces

A stifled cry rises from the depths of my
torn heart, for there is no pain greater
than seeing you in such a state. How can
| begin to express the magnitude of the
loss that has ravaged my soul? They are
my very essence, O God! | implore You
to envelop me In Your boundless
patience, for my pain Is too great, and
words fall woefully short. | once dreamt
of seeing them flourish, as children do In
other lands, but You have willed it, and
none can alter Your decree. Grant me
the vision to see in my children what this

merciless enemy will never see—the
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enemy that has left no part of me
unscathed, tearing my heart to pieces.
Here | stand, disintegrating in my grief,

with no reprieve in sight.
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| Am Shattered.

Some are shattered by losing a job or
failing to meet a required grade, but
what about me? What about my heart,
broken by the loss of a home and
children? A wife and a father? To what
refuge can | turn? Is there anyone to tell
me?

Everything around me has become ruins
upon ruins. Is there any eye that can
look upon me with humanity? | haven’t
had a bite of food in a week. What will |
do after seeing those toys stained with
the blood of those I’ve lost? They
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remind me of their faces with every
passing moment. | beg for this to end,
though my faith in my Lord is

unshaken, for He is capable of all things.
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Gaza Is dying of hunger

Here comes death, drawing nearer than
bread itself. My tears burn as they fall,
delicate and sharp, for my heart nearly
breaks for those children twisting

In hunger on this stricken land. Hunger
has become more dangerous to their
Innocence than the whizzing of shells,
more deadly than the war itself. They
have been deprived of the simplest of
human rights, yet despite this, they face
their hardships with an unyielding
strength, teaching the occupier lessons
In courage and resistance.

Their pale faces, though withered, still
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carry a hidden glimmer of hope. These
children, each one holds a story in their
hearts, but what unites them all is the
hope for a better tomorrow. Their
features,despite the sorrow,defy

the occupier, reaffirming that resilience
emanates from small hearts that have
yet to bow.

Is it not enough that you have stolen
their lands?lIs it not enough that you
have destroyed their homes?

No, you have gone beyond that,leaving
them to die of hunger!Or is this your

cunning,to absolve yourselves of your
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crimes? For if the Palestinian child dies,
you claim you did not kill him—hunger
did.
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The Broken Grandfather

There isn’t a grandfather who doesn’t
melt with love for his grandchild;
nothing compares to the joy of playing

with them and the happiness that lights

up his face. The grandchild is the soul of
the grandfather, the reason he continues
living, and the arms that never tire of
holding and cherishing them.

But this Palestinian grandfather,his
heart was torn apart by the loss of his
granddaughter. In that moment,all the
happiness in his life vanished.The fun

and games ceased, and the smile that

K https://www.blogger.com/blog/posts/5081228645872412203




@ (9 A pall sl Al

used to take him back to his youthful
days disappeared. The innocent look In
her eyes, which had granted him peace
and serenity amidst the chaos of war,
was gone. Everything was over, and the
soul that once clung to life for the sake
of his granddaughter was shattered,

leaving behind irreplaceable memories.

https://www.blogger.com/blog/posts/5081228645872412203

/




@ (9 ASNY) Al sl Al N

Q83 e dgad Laay S (oL Gyiad B3
A5 8,555 o150 Brallatl gl 5K Gugida 2 15H
Je Gylgtall GSUT ) Juor K 3038 eanb @ Gid
3985 (2 Al p&3028 852 Ul 1 (1ezgat o 8 S
AN ol (e Sladia (o aslalls sl 3G
iz, (G815 Jal oSia 19305 Lagad 1550 3325 & L3
PR S ° 2o & 63 g - 3ot - %% 2 o 7o
Sk S5l G p3BA3 Lapes ST G Jel (p Cadatds
2]
22 - % - ’G’f. v ’h - fi 1- ‘:. 3 - 1’~°i f°§" ’fa‘

8138 ke Ad3al s Lh o Ca9d3 0231 « 515 ¢l idl

”’f’ﬂ&f ° % s 2, P I a ° r P
2ot iy Salll 3Eads S5 (o)A AN Ge 8luus

(latds ypladll 33 Jo EAK JeuS (25 LI

https://www.blogger.com/blog/posts/5081228645872412203 /




@ (9 ASNY) Al sl Al

Walls in Agony

What a heart-wrenching sight!
Destroyed homes, walls that once stood
as fortresses of safety, now crumbled
after being etched with the memories of
Palestinians and stained with their pure
blood. Rockets and bombs spare nothing
In their path, obliterating every beauty
only to build places for Zionists upon
the ruins.

But do not despair, people of Gaza, for
your destroyed homes are everlasting
symbols of struggle and resistance. They
are pages from history,teaching

the enemies a lesson they will never
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forget.No matter how much they take
from you,Palestine will forever remain
our most precious possession.

Your fallen walls witnessed the spilling
of blood and inscribed through the ages:
Palestine, the land of martyrs and the
free,a land where for every martyr that
falls on its soil,new caravans of martyrs
are born until victory is achieved and

the land iIs reclaimed

K https://www.blogger.com/blog/posts/5081228645872412203




@ (A9 ASIY) &I ALl Al N

e - s 3 a‘ : oo

:ulglall dian
S5 S (= Y é,f" 13 525 § Cnlatlay :': Aadd ] é.}j‘ 13 5a
Blala B3 I 2108 el g @ Lasd 3356 &F BGIpadl
b5 Ci3iay buaf [E185 (Sdall Adidaduld 03 B3lad (K o
613 2l (2 € 023 043 (oo i LakE V" dgmla)
116 A5 35 Glsasdl GE 136 "l et R &l «olas
Eazbly celyyied S BIBGT Badl ebl€ IK 130 sdas

3 . ° 4 ﬂ.izo, ’°’° “ - - 0o - .’.:oi
daold 3 oy ¥ 330 45 sl 138 55 Lyiady gpalad b

https://www.blogger.com/blog/posts/5081228645872412203 /




-

@ (9 ASNY) Al sl Al

The Sacrifice of the Animal

Who does not feel for Palestine?

And who does not love it? Even the
animals did not hesitate for a moment to
give their lives In its defense.

They have witnessed every drop of
Palestinian blood shed, as If whispering
softly to their owners:

""Fear not, my friend, for this land is as
much mine as It Is yours, and | stand
with you, even if the price is my life."

If an animal has reached such a level of
sacrifice, what then of humans?

O Palestine, how fortunate you are! All

your living creatures have pledged to
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free you and sworn that you will claim
your victory. And though that day may
be delayed,there is no

doubt 1t will come.
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The Lanquage of the Eyes

That language,which transcends the
boundaries of words, Is the strongest
among all forms of human
communication. The Palestinian
language resides In the eyes—eyes filled
with sorrow, where voices fall silent,
concealing what cannot be spoken. Yet,
the eyes reveal all that hearts have
nidden, the pain and sighs painted

oy the Zionist occupation with a dark

orush, but with an unmatched
eloquence.
These eyes have witnessed the most

horrifying and vile scenes. How can
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such small eyes bear the weight of these
tragedies?

Or perhaps their sharp and powerful

gaze declares defiance, signaling to the
Israelis that silence is merely a sign of

preparation—preparation to reclaim

Palestine with all its pride and dignity.
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A Stranger in His Homeland

| know the feeling of exile, though |
haven’t lived it, I’ve seen it in the eyes of
those who have. People who were forced
to leave their homelands; some driven
by circumstances,others in search of a
better future or to continue

their education. Undoubtedly, it Is one
of the deepest forms of emotional pain.
But what about the feeling of
estrangement while in the heart of your
own homeland?

This is the reality for the Palestinian,
carrying what remains of his belongings

on his back,displaced within his own
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land. The Israeli colonizer has taken
over his land, leaving him no choice but
to flee. The body is in exile, but the soul
and heart remain steadfast, rooted in
the earth,

pulsating with love for Palestine.
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The Father of Wars

Who among us does not know

that feeling?

The sense of safety and comfort beside
the one who, despite all harsh
circumstances, shields you from

the world's evils.

Amid the sounds of war and its horrors,
he finds refuge for you in his arms,
trying to hide you deep within his eyes,
because you are his very soul, and
because he Is your father.

He will transform the sounds of tanks
and the bursts of gunfire into a

proclamation of Palestine’s freedom,
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and he will restore the laughter to those
faces that have long forgotten joy. For
he is the father who fights not only for
his homeland, but so that his children
may live a life worthy of themm—a life
filled with peace and hope, no matter

the challenges
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Overwhelming feeling

Imagine the feeling when an exam paper
IS ripped from your hands against your
will, and you haven’t yet finished
answering. Now, imagine how It feels
when the body is violated—through
force, violence, or any form

of oppression. It’s an indescribable
sensation, one that comes close to the
disgust and hatred every woman or girl
feels after enduring such an assault,
wishing her soul could escape her body
to rid herself of the pain and fear. This
Is the reality for the Palestinian woman,

living under the weight of the Israeli
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aggressor, who hasn’t been content with

stealing land and dignity, but seeks to

take her body as well. It is the harshest

form of theft and occupation.
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Free and Proud Palestine

Palestine shall prevail, despite

the arrogance of all its enemies. Its sons
and daughters will continue to support
one another, even if their only weapon is
a stone, for they will never allow
Palestine to be written In the name of
the Zionist enemy. Many innocent souls
may fall, but they will be immortalized
as eternal martyrs in paradise, and the
flag of Palestine will forever remain
raised high and proud, no matter

the challenges it faces.

The day will come when Palestine
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triumphs,becoming free and proud. The
sounds of tanks, gunfire, and spilled
blood will turn into memories shared by
generations of Palestinians, recalling the
sacrifices of their forefathers and their
struggle to witness this victory.

Laughter will fill the very places where
the sons and daughters of the homeland

once sat In silence, and every inch of

land soaked with their blood will bear
witness to their suffering, their fight,
and their unwavering resolve. For they
did not surrender, nor will they ever,
until they made Palestine free

and proud.
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Born to die

None of us truly understands the depth
of that feeling—the sensation of being
alive in a body that feels dead.

Only those who watch the days of their
lives slip away before their eyes can
grasp It. The feeling of loss, neglect, and
the fading of emotions. I'm not telling
you about the sound of tanks rumbling
In the distance, or the rockets tearing
through the night's silence, nor about
the bullets that never cease, reminding
us daily that no one will extend a hand
to help. We've been abandoned to our

fate, as If they wish to tell us that if
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anyone intervenes, this land will vanish
In the blink of an eye. Everyone is
terrified, and the enemy wants us
to declare to the world that this land
belongs to them. But we will never
relinquish it. Palestine will triumph, and

It will be free and independent.
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Palestine Shelter

Perhaps you can sleep at any time,
feeling at ease, without anyone
disturbing you or forcing you to move
from place to place, fearing that the
walls of your home might collapse on
you. But there are those who live under
different

circumstances—without shelter, without
a bed, without clothes, and not even a
drop of water to quench their thirst for
a single day.A single bullet could end
this person’s life in an instant, as If their
entire existence was nothing more than

fleeting moments.Yet, by God's will,
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they will become one of His soldiers, one
of the dwellers of Paradise, for they did
not die an ordinary death; they suffered
greatly to reach such an honored place.
How blessed are those who lived in that

and on Earth, only to be elevated to the

nighest ranks in the heavens!

https://www.blogger.com/blog/posts/5081228645872412203 /




102 g.a:g)ﬂ‘x'\ il alal) dgal ha

QgL delp

P P ,-f’,i LB s i g % ff‘i{ - . 3wl
Aol 4ok 3l aldd ¢ g0 iy Based Blis| LY udag

’ﬁ P

‘_L’w 3z :’, Pt ] .. é,p ‘_’J_‘J’ ,‘m ..a;z

sUnd) 2ebs abola afsr FHEA P *:m’g“;agﬁg N

daiig AL § Suatiiie 535, uu cnds JE5 o5)383 410

wd_ $ 23 o s 0 "f, %, .‘.ﬁ,,fggu’a—
5444‘93-"-?'0-9@-44 401 Ol calaiug 4J9d

4

https://www.blogger.com/blog/posts/5081228645872412203




103 g.wssm il alal) dgal ha

Innocence Is distorted

A person may sometimes lose someone
due to a misunderstanding or a hurtful
word, leaving scars that wrap around
their heart. Now, just imagine losing
them forever, crushed by a tank or
struck by a bullet that ends their life.
You haven't yet experienced

that moment of overwhelming fear, and
you can't even begin to believe that you
would survive the madness when you see
your own child covered In blood. Yet,
the Palestinian father survives, still
holding onto his sanity,because

he simply has faith in God's will
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and destiny. He Is certain that, in the
end, his land will triumph and become a
free, iIndependent state, and that his son
has now become one of the soldiers of

Paradise.
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Cemeteries that almost speak

Every day,a beloved member is stolen
from a Palestinian family, as if the tanks
never cease bombarding their homes,
and the bullets never stop piercing the
bodies of innocents. Every day, the line
In the cemetery grows longer, to the
point where the piled bodies seem to cry
out, ""Have mercy on us and bury us
beneath the earth.

" There is no longer time for washing or
even for funeral prayers.

Words fail to express the turmoil within
a Palestinian mother's

heart as she watches her family
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members fall one after the other, and
tears alone are no longer enough to
convey the depth of the pain that

ravages her sou
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| don't care about my wounds

Despite her injuries, she paid no heed to

ner wounds, for the deep sorrow over

ner relative, whom she cradled in her
arms, overwhelmed her completely. All
she cared about was finding out If he
was still alive, to see him breathe
through the bloodstains covering his
clothes. It was as though she were In a
silent scream, pleading with the entire
world:

"Just tell me he's still breathing, that he
hasn't gone yet!

""Her heart clung to that moment,
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waiting for even the smallest movement
to reassure her that she hadn't lost him
forever.

What a cruel moment, one that
embodies all the pain and hope, a
moment where she wishes from the
depths of her heart that the body she
holds Is not her flesh and blood, so she

doesn't lose herself before she loses him.
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shattered body

We, with all our limbs intact, constantly
complain of headaches,back pain, or
other minor ailments,but in Palestine,
many have lost parts of their bodies

the picture is entirely different. There,
you find those who have lost a leg or an
arm, yet continue to resist. These heroes,
despite their wounds, are devoted to
serving their homeland.

You’ll find the nurse who lost part of
his body still tirelessly tending to

the wounds of others,

wounds inflicted by the brutal occupier.

They are certain that Palestine will be
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liberated.

With one hand, they will continue to
save lives, and with one hand, they will
carry stones to hurl at the enemy,
refusing to surrender. For they know
that victory is inevitable, and freedom
will be seized, despite the defiance of the

sinful Zionists
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The Moment of Farewell

It’s a feeling only those who have
experienced It can truly understandthe
feeling of bidding farewell to someone
we love,especially when it’s a father who
departs.

Worse still, when the farewell comes
without warning.

We sometimes bid our fathers farewell
when they leave for work, saying
goodbye to their body and soul, kissing
them, inhaling their scent, while holding
onto the hope of seeing them again.

But what about a Palestinian father

whose soul has departed, leaving only

https://www.blogger.com/blog/posts/5081228645872412203
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his body behind?
A lifeless body, bid farewell by his

children, their hearts heavy with pain,
their tears flowing like a torrent, each
tear telling stories of endless suffering.
He was their only support against the
brutal enemy,and now they see him as
nothing more than a still corpse. A
farewell with no words,no promises of
return, yet they cling to the hope that
their souls will reunite with their

Creator, where there will be no more

goodbyes—only an eternal reunion in

peace
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Rivers of Blood

The heavy rain would leave puddles of
water, mixing with the soil to form
sticky mud. | remember when | was
eleven years old, on my way to school,
my shoe got stuck in that mud, turning
brown after once being bright white. |
felt annoyed and said to myself, “How
can | go to school now? Will my friends
see me In these dirty shoes?”

Today, | see Palestine drowning in

puddles, but they are not water

puddles—they are puddles of blood

spilled from the bodies of men, women,

and children.
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That blood smells sweet,

like the scent of the earth after rainfall,
a scent we all love. Now, shoes are
stained with blood instead of mud, and
all of this is for the liberation of

Palestine.
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Eid in Gaz

Heart-wrenching scenes reflect the
painful contrast between joy and
sorrow. In a moment that blends pain
with hope, we see the destruction and
rubble caused by conflict, with homes
demolished and walls bearing the scars
of war At the same time, another scene
unfolds on the horizon,pulsating with
life, as Gaza's children celebrate the
colors of Eid, holding balloons in their
small hands.

This sharp contrast embodies the
strength of great spirits that carry

within them hope and joy despite the
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bleakest circumstances. It Is a scene that
speaks of the innocence of children who
refuse to surrender to sorrow, insisting
on clinging to life and celebrating it,
despite the tragedies that surround
them. It’s as If they are telling the

world: we live to be happy, even if
suffering and destruction are our daily
reality.

In Gaza, where dignity resides and
sorrow lingers, hope emerges from the
laughter of children, who carry a
message deeper than their innocence—a
message of love for life and a

determination to endure in the face of
adversity.
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| Will Die Only on My Faith

These are no ordinary children—they
were born to grow faster than time
allows, life didn’t give them a chance to
live their childhood like other children
In the world. They tasted the bitterness
of suffering, and their ears were filled
with the sound of gunfire while they
were still young. They were born to
become martyrs for the sake of
Palestine, and even as they lay drenched
In their own blood, with death
approaching, they vowed never to die
except on their faith.

A child teaches his brother the
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declaration of faith, word by word,
believing that clinging to faith is the
path to victory and salvation from the
cruelty of the Zionist enemy. He
understands that martyrdom is not
merely words spoken, but faith that
flows from the heart.And even if your
tongue fails to utter it in your final
moments,we believe your heart has
already testified to it,and God is your
witness,dear brother. Congratulations
on your place In eternal paradise,for
you are a martyr in both word and
heart,God willing,and you will die only

on your faith
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The Martyr Ayah

A student writes his name on the exam
paper so it doesn’t get mixed with
others. An author places his name on
the first page of their book to claim it as
their own.A merchant labels his goods
to market their name among the people.
But why,you might wonder,does the
Palestinian write their name?

This young Palestinian girl,Ayah,wrote
her name on her hand, not for pride or
success,but so that her family could
identify her if the missiles of the
occupier struck her and disfigured her

Innocent face. They say,

https://www.blogger.com/blog/posts/5081228645872412203
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""Everyone has a share of their name,"
and the Palestinian’s share was to
become a martyr, for their name to be
Inscribed not just in this world, but In

the annals of the eternal.
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A Gaze of Triumph

Every time my eyes fall upon the
""Statue of Liberty,"

| am reminded of the claims of
freedom’'s advocates. When | see a dove
carrying an olive branch, | know it
symbolizes peace. As for red roses, they
are a symbol of love. But every time |
see the Palestinian boy,| see in him a
symbol of resilience and determination,
an icon defying hardships and adversity.
Even when In the hands of occupying
soldiers, he never loses that steadfast

gaze, a look full of pride and hope, a
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gaze of resilience infused with the spirit
of freedom.

Just one look from him is enough to
strike fear into his enemies, despite their
weapons.lt is a gaze that foretells a near
victory,carrying with it the promise of

freedom.
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