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    المقدمةالمقدمة  
 

سْطِينُ،
َ
رْضُ  فِل

َ
تِ  أ

َ
ِسَالَ

حَضَارَاتِ، وَمَهْدُ  الر 
ْ
هَدُ  ال

ْ
ش

َ
يَوْمَ  ت

ْ
  ال

 
 وَاحِدَة

عِ  مِنْ 
َ
ظ

ْ
ف
َ
ي أ آس ِ

َ ْ
ةِ  الم سَانِيَّ

ْ
ن ِ
ْ

ارِيخِنَا فِي الْ
َ
عَاصِرِ  ت

ُ ْ
  إِنَّ  .الم

َ
ة ضِيَّ

َ
 ق

سْطِينَ 
َ
يْسَتْ  فِل

َ
دَ مُجَ  ل    نِزَاع   رَّ

رَافِي 
ْ
وْ  جُغ

َ
؛ أ  

ي  هَا سِيَاس ِ   إِنَّ
ُ
ة ضِيَّ

َ
ِ  ق

حَق 
ْ
 ال

مَامَ 
َ
بَاطِلِ، أ

ْ
  ال

ُ
ة ضِيَّ

َ
عْب   ق

َ
اوِمُ  ش

َ
رْضِهِ  سَبِيلِ  فِي يُق

َ
رَامَتِهِ  أ

َ
 وَك

تِهِ  يَّ ِ
ِ  فِي .وَحُر 

ِ  خِضَم 
ل 
ُ
، مَا ك

ُ
صِر   يَحْدُث

ُ
  ت

ُ
ة
َ
وْل   الدَّ

ُ
ة هْيُونِيَّ ى الصَّ

َ
 عَل

تِهَاكِ 
ْ
ا حُقُوقِ  ان

َ
عْبِ  هَذ

َّ
وِيهِ  الش

ْ
ش

َ
ارِيخِهِ  وَت

َ
تِهِ، ت   وَهُوِيَّ

 
ة
َ
 مُحَاوِل

رْضَ 
َ
ةِ  وَاقِع   ف قُوَّ

ْ
عُنْفِ، بِال

ْ
كِنَّ  وَال

َ
حَقَّ  ل

ْ
  ال

َ
مِسُهُ  لَ

ْ
  بَاطِلٌ، يَط

َ
 وَلَ

ةِ  صَوْتَ  يُسْكِتُ  يَّ ِ
حُر 

ْ
سْطِينُ، .ال

َ
كَ  فِل

ْ
رْضُ  تِل

َ ْ
تِي الْ

َّ
تْ  ال

َ
 بَيْنَ  احْتَضَن

يَّ 
َ
ارِيخَ  اتِهَاط

َ
بِيَاءِ  ت

ْ
ن
َ ْ
  الْ

َ
جْدَادِ، وَحَضَارَة

َ ْ
  الْ

ُ
قِف

َ
يَوْمَ  ت

ْ
  ال

 
ة
َ
امِخ

َ
مَامَ  ش

َ
 أ

هَد  
ْ
يَاتِ، مَلِيء   مَش ِ

حَد  هَا بِالتَّ نَّ
َ
أ
َ
تُبُ  ك

ْ
ك
َ
  جَدِيد   مِنْ  ت

 
صْلا

َ
ا ف حَمِيًّ

ْ
 فِي مَل

 ِ
ةِ  سِجِل  سَانِيَّ

ْ
ن ِ
ْ

  هُنَا، .الْ
ُ
قُ  حَيْث

َ
تَعَان

َ
مُ  ت

َ
حَاضِرِ  آلَ

ْ
مِ  مَعَ  ال

َ
حْلا

َ
 أ
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رِ، حَر  بِضُ  التَّ
ْ
بُ  يَن

ْ
ل
َ
ِ  ق

حَق 
ْ
ة   ال   بِقُوَّ

َ
قْهَرُ  لَ

ُ
هَا .ت   إِنَّ

ُ
ة ضِيَّ

َ
رْضِ  ق

َ ْ
تِي الْ

َّ
 ال

وَتْ 
َ
حْرَارِ، بِدِمَاءِ  ارْت

َ ْ
  الْ

ُ
ة ضِيَّ

َ
عْبِ  وَق

َّ
ذِي الش

َّ
مْ  ال

َ
نْ  ل

ُ
ا يَخ  عَهْدَهُ  يَوْم 

رَامَةِ  مَعَ 
َ
ك
ْ
مَامَ  .ال

َ
ا أ

َ
بْضِ  هَذ   النَّ

ُ ْ
  تَوَاصِلِ،الم

ُ
قِف

َ
  ت

ُ
ة
َ
وْل   الدَّ

ُ
ة هْيُونِيَّ  الصَّ

كِيَان  
َ
، ك حَاوِلُ  بَاطِل 

ُ
رْضَ  ت

َ
هْرِ  وُجُودِهَا ف

َ
ق
ْ
مِ، بِال

ْ
ل
 
  وَالظ

 
ة
َ
نَّ  مُتَجَاهِل

َ
 أ

بَاطِلَ،
ْ
الَ، مَهْمَا ال

َ
  ط

َ
تَصِرُ  لَ

ْ
ِ  وَجْهِ  فِي يَن

حَق 
ْ
  فلسطين،.ال
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tirtnudortni 

 

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 is 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 

Zionist 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 if 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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  الإهداءالإهداء

 

ى
َ
وَتِي إِل

ْ
سْطِينَ  فِي إِخ

َ
 : فِل

وَانِنَا
ْ
سْطِينَ  فِي لِِِخ

َ
مْ  فِل

ُ
هْدِيك

ُ
ا أ

َ
كِتَابَ، هَذ

ْ
  ال

َ
ة حِيَّ

َ
ل   ت

َ
بَار   إِجْلا

ْ
 وَإِك

مْ 
ُ
ذِي لِصُمُودِك

َّ
رِقُ  ال

َ
ت
ْ
سْتَحِيلِ، حُدُودَ  يَخ

ُ ْ
تُمْ  الم

ْ
ن
َ
يْتُمْ  مَنْ  يَا أ حَدَّ

َ
 ت

مَ 
ْ
ل
 
  الظ

 
 وَ  وَنِسَاء   رِجَالَ

 
فَالَ

ْ
ط
َ
تُبُ  .أ

ْ
ك
َ
لِمَاتِي أ

َ
ِ  بِمَدَادِ  ك

ل 
ُ
رَةِ  ك

ْ
ط

َ
 دَم   ق

تْ 
َ
زَف

َ
مْ  مِنْ  ن

ُ
جْسَادِك

َ
اهِرَةِ، أ

َّ
  الط

 
نْ  رَاجِيَة

َ
وَ  أ

ُ
عْل

َ
مْ  سَمَاءِ  فِي ت

ُ
رْضِك

َ
 أ

صْوَاتُ 
َ
صْرِ  أ تِي النَّ

َّ
جُ  ال جَّ

َ
تَأ
َ
ةِ  مَيْدَانِ  فِي ت

َ
عْرَك

َ ْ
 .الم

مْ 
ُ
عَاهِدُك

ُ
نْ  أ

َ
ى أ

َ
بْق

َ
  أ

 
ة مْ، وَفِيَّ

ُ
تِك ضِيَّ

َ
  لِق

 
ة
َ
ك ِ

ِ  مُتَمَس 
حَق 

ْ
، بِال ِ

سْطِينِي 
َ
فِل

ْ
 ال

ى تِيَ  حَتَّ
ْ
يَوْمُ  يَأ

ْ
ذِي ال

َّ
تَظِرُهُ  ال

ْ
ن
َ
ا، ن ا يَوْمٌ  جَمِيع 

َ
رُن ِ

 
بَرُ  فِيهِ  يُبَش

َ
خ
ْ
 ال

عَاجِلُ 
ْ
ذِي ال

َّ
  ال

َ
و صَوْتَ  لَ

ُ
يْهِ  يَعْل

َ
رَتْ " :عَل حَرَّ

َ
سْطِينُ  ت

َ
".فِل
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ioidacided 

 

To my brothers and sisters in Palestine: 

I dedicate this book as a tribute of  

reverence and admiration for your  

unwavering resilience—men, women,  

and children alike. I 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. 

I pledge to remain steadfast in my  

loyalty to the Palestinian cause, with  

unwavering faith, until the only  

breaking news I hear is: "The  

Liberation of Palestine."  
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 ملائكة
 
ماء    ملائكة

َّ
ماء  الس
َّ

  الس
 

 }.تعالى الله قال
َ

حْسَبَنَّ  وَلَ
َ
ذِينَ  ت

َّ
وا ال

ُ
تِل
ُ
هِ  سَبِيلِ  فِي ق

َّ
ا الل مْوَات 

َ
 بَلْ  أ

حْيَاءٌ 
َ
هِمْ  عِندَ  أ ِ

ونَ  رَب 
ُ
 {يُرْزَق

دُ  اليومَ 
ُ
فَالُ  يَرْق

ْ
ط
َ
  أ

َ
ة زَّ

َ
حْتَ  غ

َ
رَابِ، ت

 
كِنَّ  الت

َ
هُمْ  اللهِ  عَيْنِ  فِي ل

َ
  ل

ٌ
ة
َ
ان
َ
 مَك

مُ 
َ
عْظ

َ
عَ  .أ

َ
وا مْ،ن

ُ
نَا عَنْ  رَحَل ِ

َ
ارِكِينَ  عَالم

َ
مَهُمْ  وَرَاءَهُمْ  ت

َ
حْلا

َ
هَالِيهِمْ  أ

َ
 وَأ

هُمْ، مَانِيَّ
َ
كِنَّ  وَأ

َ
مَاءَ  وَل مَا احْتَضَنَتْهُمْ  السَّ

َ
وْ  ك

َ
هَا ل نَّ

َ
قُولُ  أ

َ
وْا :ت

َ
عَال

َ
ى ت

َ
 إِل

 
ُ
قُ  حَيْث تَحَقَّ

َ
مْ، ت

ُ
مُك

َ
حْلا

َ
دْ  أ

َ
ق
َ
تِ  ف

َ
رْضُ  ضَاق

َ
نَّ  .بِهَا الْ

َ
أ
َ
نَّ  تَهْمِسُ  هَاوَك

َ
 بِأ

 
َ
صْف

َ
ق
ْ
وَارِيخَ  ال   وَالصَّ

َ
ى لَ

َ
تَمَاش 

َ
مْ، مَعَ  ت

ُ
نَّ  بَرَاءَتِك

َ
سْتَعْمِرَ  وَأ

ُ ْ
  الم

َ
 لَ

نْ  يَسْتَحِق  
َ
  أ

َ
مُ  يَعْبَث

ُ
ةِ  بِوُجُوهِك قِيَّ نَّ  .النَّ

َ
أ
َ
بِرُهُمْ  اللهَ  وَك

ْ
نَّ  يُخ

َ
  بِأ

َ
ة جَنَّ

ْ
 ال

تَاقُ 
ْ
ش

َ
هَا لَِسْتِقْبَالِهِمْ، ت نَّ

َ
أ
َ
  وَك

َ
رِيدُ  :قُولُ ت

ُ
بْنَاءَ  أ

َ
هْلَ  أ

َ
، وَأ

َ
ة زَّ

َ
ى غ  وَإِنْ  حَتَّ

انَ 
َ
مَنُ  ك

َّ
ةِ  حَيَاتِهِمُ  فِقْدَانَ  هُوَ  الث

َ
بَرِيئ

ْ
لَّ  ال

ُ
 .يَوْم   ك
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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 is 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, "I desire the children and 

people of Gaza as your numbers  

increase day by day in martyrdom." 
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ي
ِّ
ل
َ
ص
 
يي

ِّ
ل
َ
ص
 
   ي

َ
م
ْ
غ
َ
 ر

َ
م
ْ
غ
َ
اح    ر

َ
ر ج 
ْ
اح  ال

َ
ر ج 
ْ
    ال

 

هَا ي 
َ
سَانُ، أ

ْ
ن ِ
ْ

مْ  الْ
َ
نَّ  اعْل

َ
ءَ  أ

َ
بَلا

ْ
، مَهْمَا ال تَدَّ

ْ
وبَ  اش

ُ
ط

ُ
خ
ْ
 مَهْمَا وَال

مَتْ،
َ
عَاظ

َ
كَ  ت نَّ

َ
يْتَ  مَهْمَا وَأ

َ
وَائِبِ  مِنْ  عَان

َ
هْرِ  ن نَتْكَ  الدَّ

َ
خ
ْ
ث
َ
  وَأ

ُ
 سُيُوف

ءَاتِ،
َ

وْهَنَتْكَ  اِلابْتِلا
َ
اتُ  وَأ قَّ

َ
حَيَ  مَش

ْ
إِنَّ  اةِ،ال

َ
كَ  ف

َ
ت

َ
تِي هِيَ  صَلا

َّ
عُ  ال

َ
رْف

َ
 ت

ى رُوحَكَ 
َ
مَاءِ، عَنَانِ  إِل كَ  السَّ

ْ
وحُ  تِل تِي الر 

َّ
  ال

َ
  لَ

ُ
عْرِف

َ
ضُوعَ، ت

ُ
خ
ْ
 ال

ل  
َ
ظ

َ
  وَت

 
ابِتَة

َ
ى ث

َ
ِ  عَل

حَق 
ْ
  بِإِيمَان   ال

َ
ة   يَزِيغُ، لَ   وَهِمَّ

َ
زَعْزَعُ  لَ

َ
ت
َ
  .ت

َ
دَعْ  لَ

َ
 ت

 
َ
ة قَّ

َ
عَمَلِ  مَش

ْ
وْ  ال

َ
  أ

َ
أ
ْ
 وَط

َ
رَضِ  ة

َ ْ
ونُ  الم

ُ
ك
َ
كَ  ت

َ
ا ل ر 

ْ
جِيلِهَا عُذ

ْ
وْ  لِتَأ

َ
ي أ ِ

 
ل
َ
خ  التَّ

دَائِهَا عَنْ 
َ
تِهَا فِي أ

ْ
رْ  .وَق

ُ
ظ

ْ
ان
َ
ى ف

َ
سْطِينَ، إِل

َ
كَ  فِل

ْ
رْضُ  تِل

َ ْ
، الْ

ُ
جَرِيحَة

ْ
 ال

مَ 
ْ
هَا بِهِ  يَمُر   مَا وَرَغ

ُ
هْل

َ
م   مِنْ  أ

ْ
ل
ُ
، ظ رَى  وَحِصَار 

َ
بْنَاءَهَا ن

َ
وْنَ  أ  يَتَحَدَّ

عَجْ 
ْ
عُونَ  زَ،ال

َ
يْدِيَهُمْ  وَيَرْف

َ
ِ  فِي أ

ل 
ُ
، ك ة 

َ
هَ  دَاعِينَ  صَلا

َّ
وب   الل

ُ
اشِعَة   بِقُل

َ
 خ

نْ 
َ
ِ  جَبِينِ  وَفِي .يَنْصُرَهُمْ  أ

ل 
ُ
بْنَائِهَا، مِنْ  ابْن   ك

َ
تَبُ  أ

ْ
ك
ُ
سْطِينُ، ت

َ
  فِل

 
ة  حُرَّ

 
 
ة بِيَّ

َ
 .وَأ
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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, it 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 

illness 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,  

imploring God with humble hearts for 

victory. On the forehead of every child 

of Palestine is written: free and proud. 
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  بأخيكبأخيك  ضدكضدكعع  وأشددوأشدد
 

ورَ  هَذَا أعَْرِف   وَلَ  أخٌَ، لدََي   لَيْسَ  ع   سَمِعْت   طَالَمَا .أبََدًا الشُّ

نِي يَمْلََ  أنَْ  أوَْشَكَ  حَت ى وَتَكْرَارًا، مِرَارًا عَنْه    شَاهَدْت   .أ ذ 

ه ، كَثِيرَةً  مَشَاهِدَ  د   عَيْنَايَ  وَقَعَتْ  حَت ى أفَْهَمْه   لمَْ  لَكِن نِي ت جَسِّ

ورَةِ  هَذِهِ  عَلَى نَا .الصُّ  طِفْلٌ .شَيْء   ك ل   فَهِمْت   فَقَطْ، ه 

ه   الْجَسَدِ، ضَعِيف   صَغِيرٌ،  ذَلكَِ  مِنْ  وَأقَْوَى أشَْرَف   لكَِن 

حْتَلِّ  مَ  .الإسِْرَائِيليِِّ  الْم   مَنْ  ت رَى، يَا .لِِ خْتِهِ  فدَِاءً  حَيَاتَه   قَد 

بُّكَ  بِكَ  بَلَغَ  هَلْ  ؟ب نَي   يَا هَذَا ك ل   عَل مَكَ   تَعْتَبرَِ  أنَْ  لِِ خْتِكَ  ح 

 عَلىَ غَيْرَت كَ  بِكَ  وَصَلَتْ  هَلْ  حَيَاتِكَ؟ مِنْ  أغَْلَى حَيَاتَهَا

رَجَةِ؟ هَذِهِ  إلِىَ وَشَرَفهَِا عِرْضِهَا ت هَا وَأنَْتِ، الد   الْفَتَاة   أيَ 

غِيرَة ، قَةِ  بِهَذِهِ  لكَِ  أيَْنَ  مِنْ  الص  ه   بِأخَِيكِ، لْعَمِيقَةِ ا الثِّ  لنَْ  بِأنَ 

نِي حَدَثَ؟لَ  مَهْمَا عَنْكِ  يَتَخَل ى  أرََادَ  مَنْ  :أقَ ولَ  أنَْ  إلِ   يَسَع 

ةِ  مَعْنَى يَتَعَل مَ  أنَْ  و  ةِ، الِ خ  فَ  أنَْ  فَعَلَيْهِ  الْحَقِيقِي   عَلىَ يَتَعَر 

 !ينِيُّ الْفِلسَْطِ  الِخَ   عَاشَ  .الْفِلسَْطِينِيِّ  الِخَِ 
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Strengthen your arm through your brother 

 

I 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 I never 

truly grasped its essence until my eyes 

fell upon this image. Only then did I 

understand it all.A small child, frail in 

body, yet nobler and mightier than that 

Israeli occupier. He sacrificed his life for 

his sister. I 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  
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valuable than your own? 

Has your fierce protectiveness over her 

honor and dignity driven you to such 

heights? 

And you, little girl, where did you find 

such unwavering trust in your brother, 

knowing he would never 

forsake you, no matter the cost?I 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 

their destination—ripped apart before 

their words could fully form, as if 

shattered 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, 



  دار احبة الضاد للنشر الالكتروني 

 

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

 
27 

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 in 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 is 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, "I 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: "I 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 is 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: 

"I 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? 
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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 



  دار احبة الضاد للنشر الالكتروني 

 

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

 
45 

of my eyes, while the caravan of loyalty 

marches towards its pure martyrs.  

Despite the shackles, those shocks seem 

to cry out in silence: "I 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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يْهَا ت

َ
 .إِل

كِ  نَّ
َ
أ
َ
اطِبِينَ  وَك

َ
خ

ُ
  ت

ْ
  حَالِكِ  بِلِسَانِ  عَدُوَّ ال

 
ة
َ
ائِل

َ
عَلْ " :ق

ْ
تِ، مَا اِف

ْ
نْ  شِئ

َ
ل
َ
 ف

نَالَ 
َ
ي ت ِ

ا مِن 
 
وْف

َ
نْ  خ

َ
رَى  وَل

َ
ا فِيَّ  ت تِ  ."رُعْب 

ْ
ن
َ
  أ

ُ
ة
َ
رْأ
َ ْ
، الم

ُ
ة سْطِينِيَّ

َ
فِل

ْ
م   ال

ُ ْ
 الْ

تِي
َّ
نْجِبُ  ال

ُ
  ت

 
عْدَاءَ، يُرْهِبُونَ  رِجَالَ

َ ْ
تُ  الْ

ْ
خ
ُ ْ
تِي وَالْ

َّ
نُ  ال ِ

ق 
َ
ل
ُ
  ت

ْ
ن  يَاالد 

ا ةِ  فِي دُرُوس 
َ
جُول رَامَةِ  الر 

َ
ك
ْ
كِ  .وَال

َ
ون

ُ
ل
َ
يْنَ  مِنْ  وَيَسْأ

َ
ينَ  أ ِ

سْتَمِد 
َ
كِ  ت

َ
ت وَّ

ُ
 ؟ق

هَا سْطِينَ، مِنْ  إِنَّ
َ
رْضِ  مِنْ  فِل

َ
بِيَاءِ، أ

ْ
ن
َ ْ
 الْ
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جْدِ  مِنْ  
َ ْ
لِيبِ  الم   .السَّ

َ
سْلِمِينَ، لَ

َ
سْت

َ
يْنَ  بَلْ  ت تَحَدَّ

َ
مَانَ  ت  الزَّ

عُدْوَانَ،
ْ
 ازِ عَ وَال

ٌ
ى مَة

َ
نْ  عَل

َ
رْدِي أ

َ
سْت

َ
  مِنْكِ، سُلِبَ  مَا ت

 
مِنَة

ْ
نَّ  مُؤل

َ
 مَا أ

 
َ
خِذ

ُ
ةِ  أ قُوَّ

ْ
  بِال

َ
رَد   لَ

َ
  يُسْت

َّ
ةِ  إِلَ قُوَّ

ْ
كِ  .بِال نَّ

َ
قُولِينَ  وَكِأ

َ
مِ  ت

َ
عَال

ْ
ِ  لِل عَدُو 

ْ
ا وَلِل  :مَع 

نَالُ "
َ
نَا، سَن نِنَا، وَسَنَعُودُ  حَقَّ

َ
وْ  لِوَط

َ
رِهَ  وَل

َ
جْرِمُونَ  ك

ُ ْ
تِ، وَهَا "الم

ْ
ن
َ
 أ

مَ 
ْ
سْوَةِ  رَغ

َ
مَمِ  ق

ُ ْ
لِهِمْ، الْ

ُ
اذ

َ
خ

َ
قِفِينَ  وَت

َ
رَةِ  ت

ْ
خ الصَّ

َ
اءِ، ك مَّ مِينَ  الصَّ ِ

 
عَل

ُ
 ت

بْنَاءَكِ 
َ
  أ

َ
جَاعَة

َّ
، الش

َ
ة
َ
بَسَال

ْ
نِيرِينَ  وَال

ُ
هُمْ  ت

َ
ةِ  دَرْبَ  ل يَّ ِ

حُر 
ْ
لِ  ال

َ
 .وَاِلاسْتِقْلا

مَا
َّ
ل
ُ
رْتِ  ك

َ
ظ

َ
ى ن

َ
ءِ  إِل

َ
لَ
ُ
فَالِ، هَؤل

ْ
ط
َ ْ
يْتِ رَ  الْ

َ
  فِيهِمْ  أ

 
مَلا

َ
ا، أ يْتِ  جَدِيد 

َ
 وَرَأ

سْطِينَ  فِيهِمْ 
َ
تِي فِل

َّ
نْ  ال

َ
مُوتَ  ل

َ
مْتِيهِمْ  .ت

َّ
نَّ  عَل

َ
 سَيَعُودُ، مِنْهُمْ  سُلِبَ  مَا أ

نَّ 
َ
نَ  وَأ

َ
وَط

ْ
هُمْ  هُوَ  ال ، حَق  بَدِي 

َ ْ
الَ  مَهْمَا الْ

َ
مُ  ط

ْ
ل
 
، الظ تَدَّ

ْ
ل   وَاش

َ
 سَيَظ

هُمْ  ا حَق  ائِم 
َ
  ق

َ
 .مْحَىيُ  لَ
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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,  
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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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  بريئةبريئة  ابتسامةابتسامة
 

مَلَ  رُوحي في بَعثتْ  صَغيري  يا ابتسامتُكَ 
َ
تُ  بَعدَما الْ فقدُه، كد 

َ
 أ

ها نَّ
َ
أ
َ
  ك

ٌ
ؤلة

ُ
ؤلل

ُ
لمعُ  ل

َ
  ت

َ
لامِ  وَسْط

َ
حْجارِ  ظ

َ
وْداءِ  الْ ها .السَّ   إِنَّ

ٌ
 ابْتِسامة

نْطِقُ 
َ
ِ  ت

ل 
ُ
ى حَاجَة   دُونَ  ش يء   بِك

َ
لِمات   إِل

َ
سِمْ  .ك

َ
 صَغيري، يا ابْت

لاحُ  يَ هِ  فابْتِسامتُكَ  ِ
ذي الس 

َّ
هُ  لَ ال

ُ
، يَمْلِك حْتَل 

ُ
 يُواجِهُ  سِلاحٌ  الم

هُ 
َ
هُ  وَيَهُز   جَبَرُوت

َ
 .عَرْش

كَ  هَدَمُوا
َ
زِل
ْ
بْلَ  مَن

َ
نْ  ق

َ
قَ  أ وَّ

َ
تَذ

َ
رياتِهُ  ت

ْ
وا ذِك

ُ
تَل
َ
بْلَ  عائلتَكَ  وَق

َ
نْ  ق

َ
لَ  أ ِ

 
 يُبَل

  رُوحَكَ  الحُب  
َ
اهِرَة

َّ
وا .الط

ُ
لَّ  مِنْكَ  سَرَق

ُ
، ك يْء 

َ
  ش 

َ
هُمْ وَل مْ  كِنَّ

َ
نُوا ل

َّ
 يَتَمَك

ةِ  مِنْ 
َ
كَ  سَرِق

ْ
تي الابْتِسَامَةِ  تِل

َّ
ذِيبُ  ال

ُ
داوِي  الحَجَرَ  ت

ُ
تي الجِرَاحَ  وَت

َّ
 ال

رَسَهَا
َ
بِ  في الاسْتِعْمَارُ  غ

ْ
ل
َ
ِ  ق

ل 
ُ
   ك

سْطِينِي 
َ
هَا .فِل   إِنَّ

ُ
تي الابْتِسَامَة

َّ
ل   ال

َ
ظ

َ
 ت

،
 
ة مَ  مُشِعَّ

ْ
ِ  رَغ

ل 
ُ
دْ  مَا ك

َ
هَا كَ،مِنْ  سُلِبَ  ق نَّ

َ
عْبِيرٌ  لْ

َ
ة   حَيَاة   عَنْ  ت بَدِيَّ

َ
 لَ أ

حَدٌ  يَسْتَطِيعُ 
َ
نْ  أ

َ
بَهَا أ

ُ
 .يَسْل
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Innocent Smile 

 

Your smile, my little one, rekindled  

hope in my soul when I 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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ل
 
ج
َ
 ر

 
ل
 
ج
َ
   ر

ِّ
ق
َ
ح
ْ
 ال

ِّ
ق
َ
ح
ْ
  ..ال

 

 
ُ
مُ  يَقِف

َ
عَال

ْ
سْرِهِ  ال

َ
  بِأ

َ
ف

ْ
ل
َ
لِمَةِ  خ

َ
، رَجُل   ك ى رَجُل   وَاحِد  عَاصِيرَ  يَتَحَدَّ

َ
 أ

مِ ا
ْ
ل
 
مَارِ، لظ ةِ  لِتَحْقِيقِ  يَسْعَى وَالدَّ يَّ ِ

سْطِينَ  حُر 
َ
لِهَا فِل

َ
مَ  وَاسْتِقْلا

ْ
 رَغ

لِ  جَبَرُوتِ 
َ

رَةِ، وَصَوَارِيخِهِ  اِلاحْتِلا ِ
دَم 

ُ ْ
مَ  الم

ْ
ابَاتِهِ  وَرَغ تِي دَبَّ

َّ
 دَاسَتْ  ال

ى
َ
فَالِ  بَرَاءَةِ  عَل

ْ
ط
َ ْ
هُ  .الْ كِنَّ

َ
مْ  ل

َ
مْ  يَهُنْ  ل

َ
رَاجَعْ  وَل

َ
وْلِ  عَنْ  يَت

َ
لِمَةِ  ق

َ
ِ  ك

حَق 
ْ
 ال

ى رَابَ  وَارَاهُ  حَتَّ
 
، إِسْمَاعِيلُ  .الت

َ
ة ا هَنِيَّ

َ
جُلُ  هَذ ذِي الرَّ

َّ
مْ  ال

َ
  ل

ْ
 يَعْرِف

رِيقَ 
َ
فَاقِ  ط ِ

  الن 
َ

اهِبِ  دُرُوبِ  فِي سَارَ  وَلَ
َ
ذ
َ ْ
ةِ، الم

َ
نْحَرِف

ُ ْ
حْسَبُهُ  الم

َ
 ن

لِكَ،
َ
ذ
َ
هُ  ك

َّ
لل
َ
رَدَّ  حِينِ  وَفِي .حَسِيبُهُ  وَا

َ
ت
َ
دِ  بَعْضُ  دُ ت

َ
بِلا

ْ
ةِ  ال عَرَبِيَّ

ْ
 عَنْ  ال

قِ 
ْ
ط لِمَةِ  الن 

َ
   بِك

ا حَق 
 
وْف

َ
شِ  مِنْ  خ

ْ
، بَط ِ

عَدُو 
ْ
انَ  ال

َ
  ك

ُ
ة ا هَنِيَّ ابِت 

َ
 فِي ث

  مَوْقِفِهِ،
َ

فَى لَ
ْ
خ

َ
ى ت

َ
مَتُهُ  عَاقِل   عَل

ْ
  حِك

َ
دْبِيرِهِ  حُسْنُ  وَلَ

َ
هُ  رَحِمَ  .ت

َّ
 الل

، إِسْمَاعِيلَ 
َ
ة نَهُ  هَنِيَّ

َ
سْك

َ
سِيحَ  وَأ

َ
اتِهِ، ف دْ  جَنَّ

َ
ق
َ
انَ  ف

َ
ا ك ائِد 

َ
 يُقْتَدَى ق

ا بِهِ،   وَصَوْت 
َ

  لَ
ُ
وف يَعْرِف

َ
خ
ْ
ل
َ
 .ا
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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 Haniyeh, 

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

of deviated 

ideologies—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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لاَء

ْ
ش

َ
 أ

 
لاَء

ْ
ش

َ
   لََلََ  أ

 
ن ك 

ْ
م
 
 ي

 
ن ك 

ْ
م
 
   ي

 
ر
َ
ظ
َّ
 الن

 
ر
َ
ظ
َّ
ا  الن

َ
ه
ْ
ي
َ
ل اإ 

َ
ه
ْ
ي
َ
ل   ::إ 

 

  مَنْ  
ُ
ى يَجْرُؤ

َ
رِ  عَل

َ
ظ ى النَّ

َ
ا إِل

َ
هَدِ  هَذ

ْ
ش
َ ْ
يْهِ  سَيَفْقِدُ  الم

َ
 مَا هَوْلِ  مِنْ  عَيْن

  بَصَرُهُ، بَقِيَ  وَإِنْ  يَرَاهُ،
َ

لا
َ
كَّ  ف

َ
نَّ  ش

َ
بَهُ  أ

ْ
ل
َ
مُ  ق

َّ
  سَيَتَحَط

َ
ا .رَجْعَة   بِلا

َ
ذ
َ
 هَك

هُمْ 
َ
رَك

َ
هْيُ  ت ،الصَّ بْرِيَاءَ  ونِي 

َ
  أ

 
رَة

َ
هُمْ، مُبَعْث

ُ
ؤ

َ
لا

ْ
ش

َ
هُمْ  أ نَّ

َ
أ
َ
وْرَاقُ  ك

َ
جَر   أ

َ
 ش

ى
َ
ق
ْ
ل
ُ
يَاحِ، فِي ت ِ

وْ  الر 
َ
هُمْ  أ نَّ

َ
أ
َ
دُ  ك فَايَات   مُجَرَّ

ُ
تَظِرُ  ن

ْ
ن
َ
قِي مَنْ  ت

ْ
 فِي بِهَا يُل

قُمَامَةِ 
ْ
هُ  .ال نَّ

َ
أ
َ
مْ  وَك

َ
رِهِ  فِي يَعُدْ  ل

َ
ظ

َ
يْءٌ  ن

َ
  مِنْ  وَلِيمَة   سِوَى  ش 

َ
خ
ْ
 رَابِ،ال

 
 

رْوَاحِهِمْ  مِنْ  جَاعِلا
َ
ا أ عَام 

َ
تِهِ  ط

َ
يْل
َ
ةِ  لِل

َ
الِم
َّ
عْجِزُ  .الظ

َ
ا وَصْفِ  عَنْ  أ

َ
 هَذ

هَدِ،
ْ
ش
َ ْ
لِمَاتُ  الم

َ
ك
ْ
نِي ال

ُ
ون

ُ
خ

َ
وبُ  ت

ُ
ذ
َ
جِيعَتِهِ، فِي وَت

َ
نْظِرُ  ف

ُ ْ
الم

َ
مُ  ف

َ
عْظ

َ
 مِنْ  أ

 ِ ي 
َ
عْبِيرٌ  يَصِفُهُ  أ

َ
وْ  ت

َ
رَحُهُ  أ

ْ
  يَش

ٌ
 .وَصْف
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Shattered Remains Beyond Bearing 

 

To dare look upon this scene is 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 banquet  

of devastation, feasting on their souls in 

the darkness of his merciless night. I am 

utterly incapable of conveying the full 

weight of this atrocity; words falter and 

dissolve in 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. 



  دار احبة الضاد للنشر الالكتروني 

 

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

 
61 

 
 
لاَذ

ْ
ف
َ
 أ

 
لاَذ

ْ
ف
َ
ي  أ د  ب 

َ
يك د  ب 
َ
   ك

ْ
ت
َ
م
َّ
ط
َ
ح
َ
 ت

ْ
ت
َ
م
َّ
ط
َ
ح
َ
    ::ت

 

 
َ
تُومُ  صَوْتِي ادُ يَك

ْ
ك
َ ْ
عْمَاقِ  مِنْ  يَصْرُخُ  الم

َ
بِي أ

ْ
ل
َ
قِ، ق مَزَّ

ُ ْ
  الم

َ
لا

َ
يْءَ  ف

َ
د   ش 

َ
ش

َ
 أ

ا
 َ
لم
َ
مْ  مِنْ  أ

ُ
يَتِك

ْ
ةِ  هَذِهِ  فِي رُؤ

َ
حَال

ْ
  .ال

َ
يْف

َ
نْ  لِي ك

َ
  أ
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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 

I begin to express the magnitude of the 

loss that has ravaged my soul? They are 

my very essence, O God! I implore You 

to envelop me in Your boundless  

patience, for my pain is too great, and 

words fall woefully short. I 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 I stand, disintegrating in my grief, 

with no reprieve in sight. 
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I 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 I 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? I haven’t 

had a bite of food in a week. What will I 

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. I 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?Is 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  
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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. 
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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 is reclaimed 
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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 I 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 it will come. 
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The Language 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  

hidden, the pain and sighs painted  

by the Zionist occupation with a dark  

brush, 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 

 

I know the feeling of exile, though I  

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 them—a life  

filled with peace and hope, no matter  

the challenges 
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، الم ِ

سْرَائِيلِي  ِ
ْ

ذِي الْ
َّ
 ال

مْ 
َ
تَفِ  ل

ْ
ةِ  يَك

َ
رْضِ  بِسَرِق

َ ْ
رَامَةِ، الْ

َ
ك
ْ
  يَسْعَى بَلْ  وَال

َ
ذ
ُ
خ
ْ
 جَسَدَهَا، مِنْهَا لِيَأ

هُ  ى إِنَّ س َ
ْ
ق
َ
وَاعِ  أ

ْ
ن
َ
بِ  أ

ْ
ل   السَّ

َ
 .لِ وَاِلاحْتِلا
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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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ين   ط 
ْ

س
َ
ل ين  ف  ط 
ْ

س
َ
ل ة    ف 

َّ
ر
 
ح
ْ
ة  ال

َّ
ر
 
ح
ْ
ة    ال

َّ
ي ة  الَْْب 
َّ
ي     الَْْب 

 

تَصِرُ 
ْ
سْطِ  سَتَن

َ
ا ينُ،فِل م 

ْ
وفِ  عَنْ  رَغ

ُ
ن
ُ
عْدَاءِ  أ

َ ْ
ا الْ هَا .جَمِيع 

ُ
بْنَاؤ

َ
 أ

ونَ 
ُ
بَعْضِ، بَعْضِهِمْ  دَعْمَ  سَيُوَاصِل

ْ
ى ال وْ  حَتَّ

َ
انَ  وَل

َ
حُهُمْ  ك

َ
  سِلا

 
 حِجَارَة

نْ 
َ
ل
َ
نْ  يَسْمَحُوا ف

َ
تَبَ  بِأ

ْ
ك
ُ
سْطِينُ  ت

َ
ِ  بِاسْمِ  فِل عَدُو 

ْ
ِ  ال هْيُونِي  دْ  .الصَّ

َ
 ق

 
ُ
عَدِيدُ  يَسْقُط

ْ
بْرِيَاءِ، مِنْ  ال

َ ْ
هُمْ  الْ كِنَّ

َ
دُونَ  ل

َّ
ل
َ
هَدَاءَ  سَيُخ

ُ
ش

َ
الِدِينَ  ك

َ
 فِي خ

ةِ، جَنَّ
ْ
ى ال

َ
مُ  وَيَبْق

َ
سْطِينَ  عَل

َ
ا فِل وع 

ُ
ا مَرْف ا، عَالِي 

 
امِخ

َ
 وَاجَهَ  مَهْمَا وَش

تِي .صِعَاب   مِنْ 
ْ
تَصِرُ  يَوْمٌ  سَيَأ

ْ
ن
َ
سْطِينُ، فِيهِ  ت

َ
صْبِحُ  فِل

ُ
  وَت

 
ة   حُرَّ

 
ة بِيَّ

َ
 .أ

لُ سَ  تَحَوَّ
َ
صْوَاتُ  ت

َ
ابَاتِ  أ بَّ اتِ  الدَّ صَاصِ  وَزَخَّ كَ  الرَّ

ْ
مَاءُ  وَتِل ِ

 الد 

 
ُ
سْفُوحَة

َ ْ
ى الم

َ
رَيَات   إِل

ْ
رْوِيهَا ذِك

َ
جْيَالُ  ت

َ
سْطِينَ  أ

َ
رُونَ  فِل

ُ
ك
ْ
لِهَا مِنْ  يَذ

َ
 خِلا

ضْحِيَاتِ 
َ
  آبَائِهِمْ، ت

َ
يْف

َ
حُوا وَك

َ
اف

َ
هَدُوا ك

ْ
ا لِيَش

َ
صْرَ  هَذ  رُ وَسَتَعْمُ  .النَّ

اتُ 
َ
حِك كَ  الضَّ

ْ
مَاكِنَ  تِل

َ ْ
تِي الْ

َّ
بْنَاءُ  فِيهَا سَيَجْلِسُ  ال

َ
نِ  أ

َ
وَط

ْ
ةِ  ال سَّ ِ

ْ
 الم

ل  
َ
ل   وَسَتَظ

ُ
رْض   بُقْعَةِ  ك

َ
بَتْ  أ رَّ

َ
ش

َ
  اء دَرْ  ت

 
اهِدَة

َ
ى ش

َ
اتِهِمْ، عَل

َ
  مُعَان
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ى
َ
ى نِضَالِهِمْ، عَل

َ
ذِي إِصْرَارِهِمْ  وَعَل

َّ
مْ  ال

َ
سِرْ، ل

َ
  يَنْك

ْ
ط

َ
ق
َ
  ف

َ
هُمْ لِْ مْ  نَّ

َ
 ل

سْلِمُوا،
َ
نْ  يَسْت

َ
سْلِمُوا، وَل

َ
ى يَسْت وا حَتَّ

ُ
سْطِينَ  جَعَل

َ
  فِل

 
ة   حُرَّ

 
ة بِيَّ

َ
 أ

. 
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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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  لْموتلْموت  ولدتولدت
 

 
َ

حَدَ  لَ
َ
ا أ   يُدْرِكُ  مِنَّ

َ
ة
َ
عُرُ  مَا حَقِيق

ْ
لِكَ  .بِهِ  يَش

َ
حْسَاسُ  ذ ِ

ْ
كَ  الْ نَّ

َ
 بِأ

ى
َ
يْدِ  عَل

َ
حَيَ  ق

ْ
، جَسَد   دَاخِلَ  اةِ ال ت  ِ

  مَي 
َ

هُ  لَ
ُ
 يُرَاقِبُ  مَنْ  سِوَى  يَعْرِف

امَ  يَّ
َ
نْفَدُ  حَيَاتِهِ  أ

َ
مَامَ  ت

َ
يْهِ  أ

َ
فِقْدَانِ، إِحْسَاسُ  .عَيْن

ْ
هْمَالِ، ال ِ

ْ
 وَالْ

ي ش ِ
َ

لا
َ
اعِرِ  وَت

َ
ش
َ ْ
  .الم

َ
رْوِي لَ

َ
مْ  أ

ُ
ك
َ
ابَاتِ  صَوْتِ  عَنْ  ل بَّ ذِي الدَّ

َّ
  ال

 يَرُن 

قِ  فِي
ُ
ف
ُ ْ
  الْ

َ
ائِفِ  وْ أ

َ
ذ
َ
ق
ْ
ةِ  ال ارُوخِيَّ تِي الصَّ

َّ
ِقُ  ال

مَز 
ُ
يْلِ، هُدُوءَ  ت

َّ
  الل

َ
 وَلَ

صَاصَاتِ  عَنْ  تِي الرَّ
َّ
  ال

َ
  لَ

ُ
ف

َّ
تَوَق

َ
ا ت

َ
بِرَن

ْ
ا لِتُخ نَّ  يَوْمِيًّ

َ
ا بِأ حَد 

َ
نْ  أ

َ
 ل

نَا يَمُدَّ 
َ
عَوْنِ  يَدَ  ل

ْ
نَا .ال

َ
رَك

َ
هُمْ  حَالِنَا، فِي ت نَّ

َ
أ
َ
نَا يُرِيدُونَ  وَك

َ
غ

َ
هُ  إِبْلا نَّ

َ
 بِأ

لِهِمْ، حَالِ  فِي دَخ 
َ
تَفِي ت

ْ
  هَذِهِ  سَتَخ

ُ
بُقْعَة

ْ
وُجُودِ  مِنْ  ال

ْ
حِ  فِي ال

ْ َ
 لم

بَصَرِ 
ْ
جَمِيعُ  .ال

ْ
، ال

ٌ
ائِف

َ
عَدُو   خ

ْ
ا يُرِيدُ  وَال نْ  مِنَّ

َ
عْلِنَ  أ

ُ
مِ  ن

َ
عَال

ْ
نَّ  لِل

َ
 أ

رْضَ  هَذِهِ 
َ ْ
هُ، الْ

َ
نَا ل كِنَّ

َ
نْ  ل

َ
نَازَلَ  ل

َ
ت
َ
ا عَنْهَا ن بَد 

َ
تَصِرُ سَتَ  .أ

ْ
سْطِينُ  ن

َ
 فِل

صْبِحُ 
ُ
  وَت

 
ة ة حُرَّ

َّ
 .وَمُسْتَقِل
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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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  ::فلسطينيفلسطيني  مأوىمأوى
 

مَا سْتَطِيعُ  رُبَّ
َ
وْمَ  ت ِ  فِي النَّ ي 

َ
، أ ت 

ْ
عُرُ  وَق

ْ
ش

َ
احَةِ، ت   بِالرَّ

َ
حَدَ  وَلَ
َ
 يُزْعِجُكَ  أ

وْ 
َ
رُدُكَ  أ

ْ
ان   مِنْ  يَط

َ
  مَك

َ
ا رَ لِِخ

 
وْف

َ
نْ  مِنْ  خ

َ
نْهَارَ  أ

َ
يْكَ  ت

َ
زِلِكَ  جُدْرَانُ  عَل

ْ
 .مَن

كِنَّ 
َ
رُوف   فِي يَعِيشُ  مَنْ  هُنَاكَ  ل

ُ
، ظ تَلِفَة 

ْ
  مُخ

َ
ى، بِلا و 

ْ
  مَأ

َ
، بِلا  فِرَاش 

 
َ

بِسَ، بِلا
َ

  مَلا
َ

ى وَلَ رَةِ  حَتَّ
ْ
ط

َ
رْوِي مَاء   ق

َ
هُ  ت

َ
ش

َ
دْ  .وَاحِد   لِيَوْم   عَط

َ
نْهِي ق

ُ
 ت

 
ٌ
 حَيَا رَصَاصَة

َ
ا ة

َ
سَانِ  هَذ

ْ
ن ِ
ْ

، فِي الْ ة 
َ
حْظ

َ
نَّ  ل

َ
أ
َ
هُ  ك

َ
مْ  حَيَات

َ
نْ  ل

ُ
ك
َ
 سِوَى  ت

ات  
َ
حَظ

َ
عَمْ، .عَابِرَة   ل

َ
سَيُصْبِحُ  ن

َ
اءَ  إِنْ  ف

َ
هُ  ش

َّ
هِ  جُنُودِ  مِنْ  الل

َّ
 وَمِنْ  الل

هْلِ 
َ
ةِ، أ جَنَّ

ْ
هُ  ال نَّ

َ
مْ  لِْ

َ
ا يَمُتْ  ل ا؛ مَوْت  دْ  عَادِيًّ

َ
ق
َ
ى ل

َ
ثِيرَ  عَان

َ
ك
ْ
ىإِ  لِيَصِلَ  ال

َ
 ل

ةِ  هَذِهِ 
َ
ان
َ
ك
َ ْ
رْوَعَ  مَا .الم

َ
  أ

َّ
لِكَ  فِي عَاشَ  مَنْ  حَظ

َ
انِ  ذ

َ
ك
َ ْ
ى الم

َ
رْضِ  عَل

َ ْ
 الْ

مَ  رَّ
َ
مَاءِ  فِي لِيُك ة   السَّ

َ
ان
َ
 .رَفِيعَة   بِمَك
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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 

land on Earth, only to be elevated to the 

highest ranks in the heavens! 
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  تشوهتتشوهت  براءةبراءة
 

سَانُ  يَفْقِدُ 
ْ
ن ِ
ْ

ا الْ حْيَان 
َ
ا أ ص 

ْ
خ

َ
  سُوءِ  بِسَبَبِ  ش

َ
وْ  فَاهُم  ت

َ
لِمَة   أ

َ
، ك  جَارِحَة 

ى
َ
رُ  وَيَبْق

َ
ث
َ ْ
دَبَاتُ  الْ قُ  وَالنَّ ِ

و 
َ
ط

ُ
بَهُ  ت

ْ
ل
َ
لْ  .ق يَّ

َ
خ

َ
  ت

ْ
ط

َ
ق
َ
وْ  ف

َ
هُ  ل

َ
دْت

َ
ق
َ
بَدِ  ف

َ ْ
 لِلْ

ابَة   دَهْسِ  بِسَبَبِ  وْ  دَبَّ
َ
وْدَتْ  بِرَصَاصَة   إِصَابَة   أ

َ
مْ  .بِحَيَاتِهِ  أ

َ
مُرَّ  ل

َ
 بَعْدُ  ت

كَ 
ْ
ةِ  بِتِل

َ
حْظ

َّ
  الل

ْ
ن
َ
، تَ وَأ

ٌ
ائِف

َ
  خ

َ
ن   وَلَ

ُ
ظ

َ
كَ  ت نَّ

َ
نْجُو أ

َ
جُنُونِ  مِنْ  سَت

ْ
 ال

رَى  عِنْدَمَا
َ
  ت

َ
ة
َ
ذ
ْ
بِدِكَ  فِل

َ
ى ك

ًّ
ط

َ
مَاءِ  مُغ ِ

كِنَّ  .بِالد 
َ
بَ  ل

َ ْ
سْطِينِيَّ  الْ

َ
فِل

ْ
 ال

جَا،
َ
  ن

َ
  يَزَالُ  وَلَ

ُ
ةِ، بِقُوَاهُ  يَحْتَفِظ عَقْلِيَّ

ْ
هُ  ال نَّ

َ
ة   لِْ

َ
مِنٌ  بِبَسَاط

ْ
ضَاءِ  مُؤل

َ
 بِق

هِ 
َّ
دَرِهِ، الل

َ
ى وَق

َ
نَّ  يَقِين   وَعَل

َ
دَهُ  بِأ

َ
تَصِرُ  بِلا

ْ
هَايَةِ، فِي سَتَن ِ

 وَسَتَعُودُ  الن 

 
 
ة
َ
، دَوْل

 
ة
َّ
نَّ  مُسْتَقِل

َ
صْبَحَ  ابْنَهُ  وَأ

َ
ةِ  جُنُودِ  مِنْ  أ جَنَّ

ْ
 .ال
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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, independent state, and that his son 

has now become one of the soldiers of 

Paradise. 
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    تنطقتنطق  كادتكادت  مقابرمقابر
 

ل  
ُ
بُ  يَوْم   ك

َ
ة   مِنْ  يُسْل

َ
ة   عَائِل سْطِينِيَّ

َ
رْدٌ  فِل

َ
نَّ  عَزِيزٌ، ف

َ
أ
َ
ابَاتِ  وَك بَّ   الدَّ

َ
 لَ

 
ُ
عْرِف

َ
  ت

َ
ف

 
وَق   عَنْ  التَّ

َ
نَّ  مَنَازِلِهِمْ، صْفِ ق

َ
أ
َ
صَاصَ  وَك   الرَّ

َ
  لَ

ُ
ف

َّ
 يَتَوَق

تِرَاقِ  عَنْ 
ْ
جْسَادِ  اخ

َ
بْرِيَاءِ  أ

َ ْ
لَّ  .الْ

ُ
سِعُ  يَوْم   ك

َّ
  يَت

 
ف قْبَرَةِ  فِي الصَّ

َ ْ
رَ  الم

َ
ث
ْ
ك
َ
 أ

رَ،
َ
ث
ْ
ك
َ
أ
َ
ى ف نَّ  حَتَّ

َ
أ
َ
  ك

َ
ث

َ
جُث

ْ
  ال

َ
سَة دَّ

َ
ك
ُ ْ
نْطِقُ  الم

َ
  ت

ُ
سْتَغِيث

َ
ا" :وَت

َ
 اِرْحَمُون

اوَادْفِنُ 
َ
حْتَ  ون

َ
رْضِ  ت

َ ْ
مْ  ".الْ

َ
تٌ  هُنَاكَ  يَعُدْ  ل

ْ
سْلِ  وَق

َ
غ
ْ
وْ  لِل

َ
ى أ ةِ  حَتَّ

َ
 صَلا

جِنَازَةِ 
ْ
عْجِزُ  .ال

َ
لِمَاتُ  ت

َ
ك
ْ
عْبِيرَاتُ  ال بِ  فِي يَعْتَمِلُ  مَا وَصْفِ  عَنْ  وَالتَّ

ْ
ل
َ
 ق

 ِ
م 
ُ ْ
ةِ، الْ سْطِينِيَّ

َ
فِل

ْ
رَى  وَهِيَ  ال

َ
رَادَ  ت

ْ
ف
َ
سْرَتِهَا أ

ُ
ونَ  أ

ُ
ط

َ
سَاق

َ
اوَ  يَت وَ  احِد 

ْ
 تِل

رِ،
َ
خ

ْ
مُوعُ  الْ مْ  وَحْدَهَا وَالد 

َ
عُدْ  ل

َ
فِي ت

ْ
ك
َ
عْبِيرِ  ت مِ  حَجْمِ  عَنْ  لِلتَّ

َ
ل
َ ْ
 الْ

ذِي
َّ
بَهَا يَنْهَشُ  ال

ْ
ل
َ
 .ق
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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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  بجراحيبجراحي  أباليأبالي  لَلَ
 

مَ 
ْ
مْ  إِصَابَتِهَا، رَغ

َ
عِرْ  ل

ُ
ا، جِرَاحَهَا ت دْ  اهْتِمَام 

َ
ق
َ
انَ  ف

َ
عَمِيقُ  حُزْنُهَا ك

ْ
 ال

ى
َ
رِيبِهَا عَل

َ
ذِي ق

َّ
هُ  ال

ُ
حْمِل

َ
مُرُهَا ذِرَاعَيْهَا بَيْنَ  ت

ْ
ا يَغ مَام 

َ
انَ  .ت

َ
ل   ك

ُ
 مَا ك

هَا
ُ
ل
َ
غ

ْ
نْ  هُوَ  يَش

َ
  أ

َ
شِف

َ
ت
ْ
ك
َ
هُ  ت نَّ

َ
ى زَالَ  مَا أ

َ
يْدِ  عَل

َ
حَيَاةِ، ق

ْ
نْ  ال

َ
رَاهُ  أ

َ
 ت

سُ  نَفَّ
َ
نَايَا بَيْنَ  يَت

َ
مَاءِ  ث ِ

تِي الد 
َّ
ي ال ِ

 
ط

َ
غ
ُ
هَا .ثِيَابَهُ  ت نَّ

َ
أ
َ
ة   فِي وَك

َ
 صَرْخ

، نَاجِي صَامِتَة 
ُ
مَ  ت

َ
عَال

ْ
هُ، ال

َّ
ل
ُ
  ك

 
ة
َ
بِرُونِي" :مُسْتَغِيث

ْ
خ
َ
  أ

ْ
ط

َ
ق
َ
هُ  ف نَّ

َ
  أ

َ
 يَزَالُ  لَ

سُ، نَفَّ
َ
نَّ  يَت

َ
مْ  هُ أ

َ
انَ  !"بَعْدُ  يَرْحَلْ  ل

َ
بُهَا ك

ْ
ل
َ
ا ق ق 

َّ
كَ  مُعَل

ْ
ةِ، بِتِل

َ
حْظ

َّ
تَظِرُ  الل

ْ
ن
َ
 ت

وْ 
َ
  وَل

 
ة
َ
  حَرَك

 
ة
َ
مَئِنَّ  بَسِيط

ْ
هُ  لِتَط نَّ

َ
مْ  أ

َ
فْقِدْهُ  ل

َ
بَدِ  ت

َ ْ
هَا يَا .لِلْ

َ
ة   مِنْ  ل

َ
حْظ

َ
 ل

، اسِيَة 
َ
ى ق

َّ
ل   فِيهَا يَتَجَل

ُ
مِ  ك

َ
ل
َ ْ
جَاءِ، الْ   وَالرَّ

ٌ
ة
َ
حْظ

َ
  ل

َ
ىت  مِنْ  فِيهَا تَمَنَّ

عْمَاقِ 
َ
بِهَا أ

ْ
ل
َ
  ق

َّ
لَ
َ
ونَ  أ

ُ
ا يَك

َ
جَسَدُ  هَذ

ْ
ذِي ال

َّ
حْتَضِنُهُ  ال

َ
  ت

ُ
ة
َ
ذ
ْ
بِدِهَا، فِل

َ
 ك

ى   حَتَّ
َ

فْقِدَ  لَ
َ
فْسَهَا ت

َ
بْلَ  ن

َ
نْ  ق

َ
فْقِدَهُ  أ

َ
 .ت
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I don't care about my wounds 

 

Despite her injuries, she paid no heed to 

her wounds, for the deep sorrow over  

her 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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  مفتتمفتت  جسدجسد
 

حْنُ 
َ
امِلِ  ن

َ
عْضَائِنَا، بِك

َ
تَكِي أ

ْ
ش

َ
ا ن وْ  اع  صُدَ  مِنْ  دَائِم 

َ
م   أ

َ
ل
َ
هْرِ  فِي أ

َّ
وْ  الظ

َ
 أ

يْرِهِ 
َ
وْجَاعِ  مِنْ  غ

َ ْ
ةِ، الْ

َ
بَسِيط

ْ
كِنَّ  ال

َ
سْطِينَ  فِي ل

َ
دَ  فِل

َ
ق
َ
بْنَائُهَا ف

َ
جْزَاء   أ

َ
 أ

جْسَادِهِمْ، مِنْ 
َ
  أ

ُ
ورَة   الص 

ٌ
تَلِفَة

ْ
ا مُخ مَام 

َ
جِدُ  هُنَاكَ، .ت

َ
 بُتِرَتْ  مَنْ  ت

دَمُهُ 
َ
وْ  ق

َ
طِعَتْ  أ

ُ
لِ  وَمَعَ  يَدُهُ، ق

َ
  كَ ذ

َ
اوِمُ  يَزَالُ  لَ

َ
ءِ  يُق

َ
لَ
ُ
الُ، هَؤل

َ
بْط

َ ْ
مَ  الْ

ْ
 رَغ

وْنَ  جِرَاحِهِمْ،
َ
نِهِمْ  خِدْمَةِ  فِي يَتَفَان

َ
جِدُ  .وَط

َ
ِضَ  ت

مَر 
ُ ْ
ذِي الم

َّ
دَ  ال

َ
ق
َ
ا ف  جُزْء 

  جَسَدِهِ، مِنْ 
َ

  لَ
ُ
ف

َّ
رِينَ  جُرُوحِ  مُدَاوَاةِ  عَنْ  يَتَوَق

َ
خ

ْ
تِي الْ

َّ
بَهَا ال لِكَ  سَبَّ

َ
 ذ

سْتَعْمِ 
ُ ْ
اشِمُ  رُ الم

َ
غ
ْ
هُمْ  .ال مُونَ  إِنَّ

َ
ا يَعْل نَّ  يَقِين 

َ
سْطِينَ  أ

َ
رُ، فِل تَحَرَّ

َ
 وَبِيَد   سَت

ونَ  وَاحِدَة   اذِ  فِي سَيَسْتَمِر 
َ
ق
ْ
رْوَاحِ  إِن

َ
هْلِهَا، أ

َ
ونَ  وَاحِدَة   وَبِيَد   أ

ُ
 سَيَحْمِل

 
َ
حِجَارَة

ْ
، بِهَا يَرْجُمُونَ  ال عَدُوَّ

ْ
مَ  رَافِضِينَ  ال

َ
  .اِلاسْتِسْلا

َ
هُمْ لِْ مُونَ  نَّ

َ
 يَعْل

نَّ 
َ
صْرَ  أ   آت   النَّ

َ
، لَ

َ
ة
َ
نَّ  مَحَال

َ
  وَأ

َ
ة يَّ ِ

حُر 
ْ
زَعُ  ال

َ
نْت
ُ
ا سَت م 

ْ
  رَغ

َ
وف

ُ
ن
ُ
يَهُودِ  أ

ْ
 ال

ثِمِينَ 
ْ

 .الْ
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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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ة
َ
ظ
ْ
ح
َ
 ل

 
ة
َ
ظ
ْ
ح
َ
اع    ل

َ
د
َ
و
ْ
اع  ال

َ
د
َ
و
ْ
    ال

 

هُ إِ  عُورٌ  نَّ
ُ
  ش

َ
هُ  لَ

ُ
  يُدْرِك

َّ
هُ، مَنْ  إِلَ

َ
عُورُ  عَايَش

ُ
وَ  ش

ْ
نْ  دَاعِ ال

َ
، لِم حِب 

ُ
 ن

 
 
ة اصَّ

َ
ا وَخ

َ
انَ  إِذ

َ
بُ  ك

َ ْ
ادِرُ، هُوَ  الْ

َ
غ
ُ ْ
  الم

ُ
سْوَأ

َ ْ
لِكَ  مِنْ  وَالْ

َ
نْ  ذ

َ
تِيَ  أ

ْ
وَدَاعُ  يَأ

ْ
 ال

ار   سَابِقِ  دُونَ 
َ
ذ
ْ
عُ  .إِن ِ

وَد 
ُ
ا ن حْيَان 

َ
ا أ

َ
عْمَالِهِمْ، سَفَرِهِمْ  عِنْدَ  آبَاءَن

َ
 لِْ

عُهُمْ  ِ
وَد 

ُ
ا ن ا، جَسَد    وَرُوح 

ُ
ل ِ
ب 
َ
ق
ُ
سُ  هُمْ ن مَّ

َ
تَل
َ
بْقِي عَبِيرَهُمْ، وَن

ُ
وبِنَا فِي وَن

ُ
ل
ُ
 ق

 
 

مَلا
َ
ائِهِمْ  أ

َ
ا بِلِق د  كِنْ  .مُجَدَّ

َ
ا ل

َ
ب   عَنْ  مَاذ

َ
   أ

سْطِينِي 
َ
تْ  فِل

َ
 رُوحُهُ  رَحَل

عُهُ  هَامِدٌ  جَسَدٌ  ؟ جَسَدُهُ  وَبَقِيَ  ِ
هُ  يُوَد 

ُ
فَال

ْ
ط
َ
وب   أ

ُ
ة   بِقُل

َ
ل
َ
ق
ْ
مِ  مُث

َ
ل
َ ْ
 بِالْ

يْلِ، رَة  مُنْهَمِ  وَدُمُوع   السَّ
َ
ل   ك

ُ
حْكِي دَمْعَة   ك

َ
ايَاتِ  ت

َ
اة   حِك

َ
  مُعَان

َ
تَهِي لَ

ْ
ن
َ
 .ت

انَ 
َ
وَحِيدَ  سَنَدَهُمْ  ك

ْ
ِ  وَجْهِ  فِي ال عَدُو 

ْ
شِ، ال ِ

تَوَح 
ُ ْ
نَ  الم

ْ
هُ  وَالْ

َ
دْ  يَرَوْن

َ
 وَق

  بَاتَ 
 
ة
َّ
  جُث

َ
  وَدَاعٌ  .حَرَاك   بِلا

َ
، بِلا لِمَات 

َ
  ك

َ
عَوْدَةِ، وُعُود   بِلا

ْ
  بِال

َ
هُمْ ل  كِنَّ

ونَ 
ُ
مُل

ْ
نْ  يَأ

َ
تَقِيَ  أ

ْ
ل
َ
رْوَاحُهُمْ  ت

َ
الِقِ، عِنْدَ  أ

َ
خ
ْ
  ال

ُ
نْ  حَيْث

َ
ونَ  ل

ُ
ك
َ
 هُنَاكَ  ت

رَى، وَدَاعَاتٌ 
ْ
خ
ُ
  أ

ْ
ط

َ
ق
َ
اءٌ  ف

َ
بَدِي   لِق

َ
م   فِي أ

َ
 .سَلا
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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  
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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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يل اء    س 
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َ
رُ  ك

َ
ط
َ ْ
زِيرُ  الم

َ
غ
ْ
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ْ
ا يَت

 
اءِ  مِنْ  بِرَك

َ ْ
  الم

ُ
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ْ
خ

َ
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َ
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ْ
ذ
َ
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ُ
  فِي ك

َ
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ْ
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َ
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ْ
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َ
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ط
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َ
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ْ
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َ
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ل
ُ
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َ
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َ
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ط
َ
 .وَأ

كَ 
ْ
مَاءُ  تِل ِ
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َ
  أ

ُ
حْذِيَة

َ ْ
خُ  الْ

َّ
ط

َ
تَل
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َ
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َ
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Rivers of Blood 

 

The heavy rain would leave puddles of  

water, mixing with the soil to form  

sticky mud. I remember when I was  

eleven years old, on my way to school,  

my shoe got stuck in that mud, turning  

brown after once being bright white. I  

felt annoyed and said to myself, “How  

can I go to school now? Will my friends  

see me in these dirty shoes?” 

Today, I 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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I 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,  
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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," 

I am reminded of the claims of  

freedom's advocates. When I see a dove 

carrying an olive branch, I know it  

symbolizes peace. As for red roses, they 

are a symbol of love. But every time I 

see the Palestinian boy,I 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  



  دار احبة الضاد للنشر الالكتروني 

 

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

 
133 

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.It is a gaze that foretells a near  

victory,carrying with it the promise of  

freedom. 

 


