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Foreword

How do you imagine a future when the present is being obliterated before your eyes?

This is a question I have considered, both as a Palestinian and a writer, in the wake of the apocalyptic violence unleashed on Palestinians after the Hamas attacks of October 7, 2023. In the months that followed, it was impossible to look away as Israel reduced most of Gaza to rubble. The magnitude of the brutality meant there was no limit to the blood and gore, the lifeless children and soot-covered bodies pulled from their destroyed homes. The algorithm was more than happy to serve an endless conveyer belt of death into my feed, in what one of South Africa’s lawyers at the International Court of Justice described as “the first genocide in history where its victims are broadcasting their own destruction in real time, in the desperate, so far vain hope, that the world might do something.”

And yet within this stream of unimaginable cruelty, I found hope in the creative resistance of Palestinians during the darkest moments of violence: a video of a young boy growing corn and onions outside his family’s tent, a makeshift taboon cooking system using coal in order to make mana’eesh, a family building a home out of the parachute material used in aid drops, the clowns and jugglers of the Free Gaza Circus entertaining crowds of displaced Palestinians, fifteen-year-old Hussein Al-Attar creating a gadget to power lights in his family’s tent in Rafah using wind energy, a man in a displaced camp making a meal in the style of TikTok cooking videos, a recipe composed of “ninety-five percent aid package contents, five percent love and resilience.”

These are examples of Palestinian sumūd.

The Anishinaabe critic and writer Gerald Vizenor articulated the Native American concept of “survivance” to refer to the continuation of Native American stories and cultures as not just an act of survival—a response to violence—but one of active resistance, endurance, and regeneration. In Vizenor’s words, survivance is simultaneously reactive, active, and proactive, “a standpoint, a worldview, and a presence.”

Likewise, sumūd, the process of steadfastness, of survivance, is not just a project of survival but also one of remembrance, record-keeping, and revitalization. It is the immediate and stubborn insistence on holding on; it is the shared process of bearing witness and collective remembrance, an enraged and engaged act of love; and in what are arguably the darkest hours Palestinians have ever lived through—with the world’s most powerful countries hell-bent on their annihilation, with nearly all of Gaza’s hospitals, homes, universities, and museums reduced to rubble, and with its people trapped and starving inside it like a concentration camp—sumūd is a call for a radical and daring act of imagination. 

Here, art and culture play a crucial role. The thinker bell hooks once said that the function of art is not just to tell things how they are but to also “imagine what is possible.” In this vein, the compilation and release of Sumūd: A New Palestinian Reader, amidst unspeakable and almost unfathomable violence, is more than just an act of bearing witness—it is also a space to showcase the creativity of both Palestinian steadfastness and the solidarity of those who stand alongside them. As Saeed Taji Farouky writes in his piece for this collection, “Culture is a crowbar with which we can pry open the prison gate and smash the windscreen of the limousine when our politicians pull up to the Wyndham Grand Hotel in Manama for the next normalization summit.”

Culture is a tool for the creation of counterhegemonic narratives. Through storytelling, poetry, and art, we imagine the contours of a future beyond the barbed wires, fortified walls, and visa regimes of colonial empires. In this sense, the steadfast project of imagining a liberated Palestine is the first step toward a much larger liberationist project: that of imagining a better, more sustainable, and freer world. The centeredness of Palestine in the global project of liberation has never seemed more prescient. In the words of the Palestinian poet Rafeef Ziadah, “Palestinians wake up every morning to teach the rest of the world life.”

The poetry featured in this collection builds on this sentiment of survivance. In Eman Quotah’s generous, expansive review of Fady Joudah’s poetry collection, she writes, “Words, language, are never adequate, but whatever future we look back from, we will have a large body of poems and other writings composed by Palestinians, both inside and outside of Gaza, during this time of genocide and attempted erasure.” Reflecting on Joudah’s poem “Sunbird,” a symbol of Palestinian freedom and hope, Quotah writes: “The poem moves across all directions of the land, ‘Fresh east to salty west, / southern sweet // and northern free.’ Finally, it swoops, ‘From womb / to breath, / and one with oneness / I be: / from the river / to the sea.’ ”

“From the river to the sea,” the much maligned and purposefully misunderstood chant, is itself a rallying call for radical imagination. With this call, Palestinians are imagining a return to the peaceful coexistence that characterized earlier times in Palestine’s history, a time that seems so far gone but is not really, because I can see it in the memories of my grandmother, who recalled with perfect clarity a childhood in Haifa where Christians, Muslims, and Jews lived side by side as equals. To preserve our forebears’ memories and transform them into imagined futures is the political project of a liberated Palestine.

Imagination is not without its risks. There is the danger of self-delusion and, even worse, the threat of self-destruction. I am acutely aware of this myself, as I write these words on the eve of a planned invasion of Rafah, the last vestige of land upon which Gaza’s trapped population has taken refuge, in the same moment when global solidarity for Palestine has never been greater, with more people than ever calling for Palestinian liberation. It is not lost on me that, during this knife-edge moment between liberation and annihilation, every word I write could in a moment feel outdated, irrelevant, or hopelessly naive. Ilan Pappé, in his essay in this collection, posits a question of why, despite impossible circumstances, “are so many of us still convinced that the struggle is not over, and justice will prevail?”

But I take my courage from those at the forefront of the violence. In the harrowing dispatches from Gaza written by the cofounder of Theatre for Everybody Hossam Madhoun and published in this collection, Hossam recounts a conversation his wife Abeer has with a nine-year-old boy she encounters on her way from Al Wafa hospital to the market in Gaza. Abeer asks the boy what he thinks will happen, and he replies that the Israelis will keep destroying and killing until they push out or kill every Palestinian from Gaza. “And what do you think we should do?” Abeer asks. “Do what we do now,” the young boy replies. “Stay and live.”

The scale of destruction is inconceivable. A recent UN report estimated it would take nearly eighty years to rebuild Gaza. And yet sumūd asks us to train our imagination as a necessary precursor to visualizing liberation. 

To stay and to live.

In the end, Palestine will be free.

saleem haddad, May 2024





Introduction

The Arabic word sumūd often translates as “steadfastness” or “standing fast.” It is, above all, everyday resistance in the face of Israeli occupation. As the Palestinian author and human rights lawyer Raja Shehadeh writes from Ramallah, sumūd is


practiced by every man, woman and child here struggling on his or her own to learn to cope with, and resist, the pressures of living as a member of a conquered people. Sumūd is watching your home turned into a prison. You . . . choose to stay in that prison, because it is your home, and because you fear that if you leave, your jailer will not allow you to return. . . . It is developing from an all-encompassing form of life into a form of resistance that unites the Palestinians living under Israeli occupation.1



Despite the constant oppressions imposed on Palestinians, sumūd is both a personal and collective commitment.

Of the thousands of books published about Palestine and Israel, comparatively few explore the relationship between culture and resistance. During times of conflagration and war, violence often obscures. Yet poetry, literature, and art are the very spaces, even during difficult, extreme times, in which people reveal cherished aspects of their existence and the ideas and philosophies that underpin real and imagined lives. 

On the history of sumūd, Palestinian activist and physician Dr. Mustafa Barghouti offers: “While pain and struggle are universally present in Palestinian experiences, sumūd also allows for other experiences and expressions, including a deep-felt joy and appreciation of Palestinian culture.”2

As promised by its subtitle, Sumūd is a new Palestinian reader. By featuring memoir, poetry, fiction, reportage, literary and arts criticism, art, posters, and illustration, the anthology explores creative defiance by Palestinians and others who stand beside them—people who believe in the Palestinian right to self-determination and a homeland. Much of the material has been drawn from the Markaz Review, the Arab and Middle Eastern literary arts publication. Some of it was published before October 7 and explores issues and ideas long associated with Palestinian life and culture. Since the reader has been compiled and edited amidst Israel’s day-in, day-out bombing of Gaza, one can sense an urgency to the more recent contributions. At the time of writing, more than 41,455 Gazans have been killed, with an estimated 147,333 dead, reported missing, or wounded. A study published in the journal Lancet warns that the true death toll at this point could be more than 186,000 people.

Since October 7, theater-maker Hossam Madhoun has been posting real-time capsule accounts from Gaza’s killing fields—that is, when he can find a solar-power supply to charge his mobile phone and laptop and when he’s not completely overwhelmed by desperation and the deaths of people he loves. 

The melancholy beauty of life, an eye to detail, and the will to survive—coupled with a determination to understand and capture the uniqueness of what it means to be Palestinian—are themes that echo in the poem “Palestine A–Z,” by Mosab Abu Toha. He is one of eight poets featured in Sumūd. Poetry has always held a special place in Palestinian literature and the Arab psyche. It has also been one of the best tools in the Palestinian arsenal to counter Israeli oppressors. This was acknowledged by Israeli general Moshe Dayan, who once “likened reading one of Fadwa Tuqan’s poems to facing twenty enemy commandos.”3

At the theoretical heart of the reader is Ilan Pappé’s essay and book review of Tahrir Hamidi’s Imagining Palestine: Cultures of Exile and National Identity that explores the relationship between culture and resistance. In it, Pappé cites Edward Said’s refusal to separate the artistic and cultural from the political, theories that predate the Boycott, Divestment, Sanctions movement. However, there is no doubt after October 7 that sharply articulated Palestinian creative expression has been considered threatening because of the international effort, from the US to Europe, to silence it. Karim Kattan addresses this in his timely essay “At the Threshold of Humanity: Gaza Is Not an Abstraction.” Olivia Snaije documents another kind of concerted erasure, in this instance of Palestine’s ancient past, as she describes the destruction of heritage sites by the Israeli Defense Forces and the looting of archaeological treasures by Israeli soldiers, in an essay originally published in New Lines Magazine. Physician and journalist Ahmed Twaij deconstructs Israel’s twinning of ISIS with Hamas, which has been used to justify the severity of the Israeli military campaign in Gaza, in his contribution, “Mosul versus Gaza from a Medical and Humanitarian Standpoint.” A humanitarian aid worker in Iraq, he never witnessed the bombings of hospitals and ambulances by the US and allied forces. In “Palestine and the Unspeakable,” Markaz Review senior editor and essayist Lina Mounzer believes the ferocity of the campaign of bombing early in the war on Gaza was a clear indication of Israel’s intent all along.

The reader’s foray into literature begins with a sci-fi short story. “Application 39,” by Ahmed Masoud, about a dystopian Gaza’s bid to win the Olympics, first appeared in Palestine +100: Stories from a Century after the Nakba, edited by Basma Ghalayini. By contrast with Masoud’s darkly humorous approach, there can be no mistaking the raw emotion in Noor Hindi’s poem “Fuck Your Lecture on Craft, My People Are Dying.” 

Supporting facts are provided by Sumūd’s coeditor Jordan Elgrably in his essay “They Kill Writers, Don’t They?”, an examination of Israel’s assassinations of Palestinian literary figures and media workers—yet another clear indication of the threat that literature and reportage pose to occupation authorities. Palestine’s greatest public intellectual, Edward Said (1935–2003), was well aware of the power of words. Kuwaiti novelist and academic Layla AlAmmar considers his role as an inspirational figure for Middle Eastern writers everywhere. 

The inclusion in the reader of literary essays and book and art reviews allows for a deeper, more critical appraisal of important creative expression and ideas. The Saudi American novelist and literary critic Eman Quotah provides an overview of the potency of Palestinian poetry—many of the poets she writes about have been included in this anthology—in her review of the latest poetry collection by Fady Joudah. A physician and translator, Joudah brought Maya Abu Al-Hayyat’s poems about memory, loss, and motherhood to English-speaking audiences.

Activist Ahed Tamimi grew up in the West Bank village of Nabi Saleh, which fought the seizure of its only spring by Israeli settlers and the IDF. In “Childhood,” she writes, with Dena Takruri, about being radicalized at the tender age of eight. Both occupation and war pose grave threats to Palestinian families. The fact that, according to the UN’s Office of the High Commissioner for Human Rights, nearly 15,000 children have been killed and misidentified during this war on Gaza4 is the distressing subject matter of Zeina Azzam’s poem—“Write My Name” went viral, with people all over the internet reciting it. The possibility of losing an entire generation is brought home by Diane Shammas’s recollections about her years teaching in Gaza and the promise shown by some of her students. The sense of present and future loss resonates in the memory of those who came before, which informs filmmaker Saeed Taji Farouky’s hybrid script and essay “More Photographs Taken from the Pocket of a Dead Arab.”

In the Sumūd anthology, memoir and first-person accounts hold a special place. Raja Shehadeh takes readers on a bike ride, immediately after the 1967 war, in “Road to Jerusalem, Then and Now.” In her essay “Shylock in the Promised Land,” originally published in the Jewish Quarterly, Jo Glanville finds a Shakespearean antisemitic stereotype given an unexpected reading in Jerusalem’s Old City. She’s teaching a Palestinian teenager the English version of The Merchant of Venice, since the play in Arabic was banned by Israeli authorities. Her encounter is the polar opposite of the one recounted in a prose poem by poet, journalist, and activist Mohammed El-Kurd, “Sheikh Jarrah Is Burning,” in which Israeli settlers and the IDF seize Palestinian homes in his East Jerusalem neighborhood. Another kind of meeting between allegedly opposing sides takes place between the co-CEOs of Combatants for Peace, Rana Salman and Yonatan Gher—one Palestinian, the other Israeli—as they come together to commemorate the anniversary of the Nakba, or the 1948 “catastrophe,” modern-day celebrations of which are outlawed by the Israeli state.

The experience of Palestinians at home on their own land makes compulsive, if not disturbing, reading. Fadi Quran’s tweet turned essay, “Driving in Palestine Now Is More Dangerous Than Ever,” again reveals Israeli settlers and the IDF as the root of the problem. Research, writing, and publishing the news from Palestine comes with its own set of trials and tribulations, as detailed by French journalist Chloé Benoist in her first-person account “Unembedded Reporting from the West Bank.” 

Unsurprisingly the oppressive atmosphere of these articles and essays often explodes into violence. Brett Kline reports on a water-tanker delivery in a West Bank village in “Water-Deprived Palestinians Endure Settler Rampage while Army Punishes NGO Protesters.” Violence lurks everywhere, as Mohammed El-Kurd testifies in the poem “Elderly Woman Falls Asleep on My Shoulder,” about their bus ride together and her subsequent interrogation at a checkpoint. The figs—not “storms / and bombs and blows”—that the old woman carries in her heavy plastic bags are a reminder of a historic fruit, rich in taste and symbolic meaning. For his 2019 album Bellydancing on Wounds, El-Kurd had recorded a longer version of this poem, accompanied on classical oud by Clarissa Bitar, under the title “Figs, Bitch!” Acclaimed Bethlehem chef Fadi Kattan continues the food theme, offering intriguing history (mansaf and Battle of the Chicken) alongside recipes (fatteh ghazawiya), ingredients (mouloukhiya), and kitchen desire in “Culinary Palestine.” However, not everything sourced locally is good for the system, as seen in Raja Shehadeh’s second essay for Sumūd, about wasta—nepotism and corruption—in the Palestinian Authority’s Diplomats’ Quarter.
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Art was and still is perceived as a threat to Israeli authorities. In the West Bank and Gaza in the 1970s and 1980s, there were no official galleries, and artists showed their work in schools, churches, and town halls. The popularity of these exhibitions among ordinary Palestinians also drew an unexpected audience—the IDF. Artists have always been a front in cultural resistance. Forced to apply for permits to exhibit work, painters and sculptors found their artwork censored. Israeli soldiers even conducted studio visits. 

Before the 1993 Oslo Accords, some artists were imprisoned because they dared to incorporate the colors of the banned Palestinian flag—red, white, black, and green—in their artwork. A brief opening up occurred thereafter until renewed tensions, phobias and prejudices, and bloodshed restored draconian Israeli measures. In 2022, for example, Israeli police attacked the funeral procession of slain Palestinian American journalist Shireen Abu Akleh (1971–2022), nearly causing mourners to drop her coffin as the authorities seized Palestinian flags. Now, as algorithms erase Palestine from the internet, the watermelon, which was used in the past to represent the flag, has emerged once again in hundreds of thousands of visual permutations. Occupation and violence have provided opportunities not so much for older and somewhat clichéd art of the martial variety—the clenched fist or Kalashnikov rifle—but for work that’s smart, oftentimes snarky, and always modern, in a way that Marcel Duchamp would appreciate. 

In the reader, Jerusalem-born writer and translator Taline Voskeritchian introduces the veteran Palestinian artist Vera Tamari, who’s had her own iconic run-in with the authorities. For the 2002 installation Going for a Ride?, the artist arranged cars crushed by Israeli tanks during that year’s invasion of Ramallah on a piece of tarmac on a school football field. From across the street, where she lived, she watched Israeli reactions, and she said in an interview: “A whole cohort of Merkavas turned up, and the tank commanders got out and discussed what to do. Then they got back into their tanks and ran over the whole exhibit, over and over again, backwards and forwards, crushing it to pieces. Then, for good measure, they shelled it. Finally, they got out again and pissed on the wreckage.”5

Hazem Harb, whose father was arrested, tortured, and then finally released during the war on Gaza, writes about creating art during genocide. These experiences turned him “upside down and back to zero.” He has returned to charcoal and gauze, materials he used as a young man making art and growing up in Gaza as one of eight children. Gauze is particularly poignant, since the English name for the raw silk fabric, شاش or shash in Arabic, is said to have originated there. Harb is a collector of historic artifacts from Palestine. His circular acrylic collage of a watermelon, taken from a fresco in a villa in Nazareth, appears on Sumūd’s back cover. 

Other artists contribute conceptual work, photography, drawings, and linocuts, all of which amplify the syntax of Palestinian experience. Khalil Rabah drives nails into an Oxford desk dictionary. Taysir Batniji commissions a photographic series on Israeli watchtowers despite being banned, as a Gazan, from entering the West Bank. Samir Harb animates the Israeli attack on Rafah to the sounds of actual bombing. Architect Heba Tannous sees the spirit of the fida’i (fedayeen) as integral to the Palestinian psyche. 

Understandably, the distant past casts an unmissable pall over the present. Steve Sabella lives in an abandoned 1948 house for 38 Days of Re-Collection and photographs its contents, encapsulating loss and erasure in fragments of stone and plaster. In his Metamorphosis series, he subverts and undermines barbwire and its meaning of “keep out, this is mine.” His art on the reader’s front cover in many ways captures the essence of the anthology. 

However, not all Palestinian art is outwardly critical. In self-portraiture, Raeda Saadeh weaves her eyelashes into dreadlocks adorned with tiny gold keys, in effect blinding herself. The editorial cartoonist and artist Mohammad Sabaaneh reacts to the war on Gaza and his own imprisonment by the Israelis with expressionistic brush-pen and ink drawings and linocuts. Rehaf Al Batniji’s social documentary photographs reveal Gaza’s unbowed fishermen, who face changeable weather and an aggressive Israeli navy.

The political poster has always been an art form that flourishes during times of strife, and Sumūd’s art editor, West Bank curator Nadine Aranki, writes about its rise in popularity during this war. Like artist-activists during the 2011 Syrian revolution and the 2022 Iranian “Woman, Life, Freedom” revolution, Victoria García and Haneen Nazzal belong to online groups—in their case Artists Against Apartheid and Art Commune, respectively—that post visual material for demonstrators to download, print, and carry on pro-Palestinian marches. Works by Nazzal, Dyala Moshtaha, and the Lebanese singer Khaled El Haber have been featured, among others, in the Posters for Gaza exhibition at Zawyeh Gallery in Dubai. Long before the current situation, anonymous collectives such as Protest Stencil and Visualizing Palestine have been producing posters and infographics that challenge stereotypes and change the public’s perceptions. 

For more established art practitioners, a single image is enough to unravel a history of pain. In charcoal and acrylic, Sliman Anis Mansour reveals the penning of Palestinians at their myriad checkpoints in Homeland. The series Shoreless Sea, by Palestinian’s preeminent painter Tayseer Barakat, denotes hardening international attitudes toward the increasing numbers of Arabs who, like the Palestinians, have become refugees. 

Some art derives its power because it is situated in a specific time and place; for example, Rula Halawani among the fallen on the streets of Ramallah during Israeli’s violent 2002 incursion. Documentation of an ancient olive tree on the West Bank, by South African photographer and activist Adam Broomberg, with Rafael Gonzalez, comes with additional information pinpointing its whereabouts—in part to ward off Israeli settlers.

Filmmaker and writer Nora Ounnas Leroy advances visual criticism from the local to the global in Montpellier, the editorial home of the Markaz Review, when she posits this important question after seeing an exhibition of exiled art: “Where Is the Palestinian National Museum of Modern and Contemporary Art?” 

Major collections of Palestinian art are invariably stored away, like the one at the Institut du Monde Arabe, in Paris. Occasionally they are brought out and exhibited until a war deems them too dangerous to be seen—then the exhibitions are canceled, and the artwork is packed up and returned to its place in the basement. 

In the stream-of-consciousness poem “Beirut,” poet Ahmad Almallah captures the diasporic apprehensions of traveling with his daughter from the US to “home” in Palestine. His thoughts oscillate from conflicting feelings toward his father to sexist gibes from Israeli border guards about “hot” Haifa Wehbe as the two make the difficult crossing from Israel back into Lebanon to the continual problems posed by translation. Yet displacement has been a fertile ground for some, as the excerpt from Maurice Ebileeni’s book, Being There, Being Here: Palestinian Writings in the World, explores the literary heritage of the Palestinian diaspora. But this, of course, depends on where one is and who’s in charge. In “Memoirs of a Militant: The Arrest,” Nawar Qasim Baidoun details her life under Israeli occupation in southern Lebanon before she was incarcerated in a notorious prison. 

The poet Noor Hindi again reveals a disheartening Palestinian American experience in “Pledging Allegiance.” Meanwhile, Markaz columnist and Palestinian citizen of the world Jenine Abboushi makes her own pilgrimage to Hebron, Jenin, the north, and Jerusalem in the poignant travelogue “Israel’s Intimate Separations”—only to be mistaken for Jewish on the plane back to Detroit. 

Still, many Palestinians don’t have the luxury of travel or leaving. In “The End of the Palestinian State? Jenin Is Only the Beginning,” Yousef M. Aljamal recounts the history of the city and its refugee camp, under occupation since 1967, as a flashpoint between Israeli forces and Palestinian resistance groups. From December 2023 onward, the camp has experienced an increase in air strikes and raids. Jenin’s legendary Freedom Theatre, which is located there, was vandalized by Israeli soldiers, and its producer, Mostafa Sheta, was arrested and imprisoned without charge. Journalist Hadani Ditmars reports on the ongoing assaults against the theater company, founded in 2006 by the controversial figure Juliano Mer-Khamis and nominated for a Nobel Peace Prize in 2024 for its years of peaceful resistance to the Israeli occupation. 

These are the kinds of essays and reportage the Markaz Review aimed to publish when the online journal was founded in 2020 by editor in chief Jordan Elgrably, with a global group of activists, writers, artists, and concerned individuals. They wanted to bring more Arabic-language writing into English translation and provide a home for voices and stories overlooked or purposely ignored by mainstream Western media. 

With this in mind, the reader examines the prisms through which Palestinians and their experiences are viewed and oftentimes misjudged. In “Response to Gaza: Mowing the Lawn, 2014–15,” social justice activist Tony Litwinko reacts to an exhibition of paintings by Los Angeles artist Jaime Scholnick. Noted academics Sara Roy and Ivar Ekeland analyze the ramifications of Israeli, American, and global policies and assumptions about Palestine, particularly in light of present-day calamities, in the essay “Disrupting the Colonial Gaze: Gaza and Israel after October 7.” 

The Sumūd anthology closes with Hala Alyan’s poem “Habibti Ghazal”—part love swoon, part warning. Alyan is an award-winning poet, author, and clinical psychologist. The title of her 2024 opinion piece for the Guardian, “I Am Not There, I Am Not Here: A Palestinian American Poet Bearing Witness to Atrocity”6 references “Tibaq” (“Counterpoint”), an elegy for the late Edward Said written by the great Palestinian poet Mahmoud Darwish (1941–2008).7

In this article Alyan explores an essential aspect of contemporary Palestinian life. “The idea of sumūd has become a multifaceted cultural concept among Palestinians,” she writes. To its usual meaning of steadfastness, she adds that the word in Arabic is “a derivative of ‘arranging’ or ‘saving up,’ even ‘adorning.’ It implies composure braided with rootedness, a posture that might bend but will not break.”8 (emphasis ours)
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During the war on Gaza, there have been scores of trophy videos posted on the internet by Israeli soldiers in the Strip. One that appeared on TikTok shows a devastated home; the Palestinian family who owned the property discovered it by chance (having been forced out of the same house months earlier) and sent the short, disturbing film to relatives and friends. 

In it, an IDF soldier films his unit. Helmeted and armed combatants yell to each other as they make their way through the debris on the stairs and utterly trashed rooms. Sunlight streams in through the windows. Every now and then the soldier points the camera downward and a family memento, perhaps a framed picture, can be glimpsed among the smashed furniture and detritus strewn across the floor. From the layout of the house and the curved metal banister on the stairwell, it was obviously once a gracious family home. 

It’s unclear why the film was uploaded in the first place. By the time it arrived in one of our WhatsApp group chats, a comment, in Hebrew, had been posted on the video. It read: “In the midst of battle I see a mirror.” 

These words seem less triumphant and more self-reflective. One could even suggest that the person who made the comment felt ashamed.

In this time of brutal, unassailable war, what is the power of culture? It not only reveals who we are to others but in many ways demonstrates the essentialness of who we are to ourselves.

The elderly Palestinians who owned this house—who brought up their many children and their grandchildren in it—were also shown the video. 

Afterward, they said to themselves: “We can fix this, we can do this.” All the bombing and deaths of family members had not broken them. They still had the expectation of returning home.

There can be no better embodiment of sumūd. 

malu halasa and jordan elgrably, September 2024





______________

1 Raja Shehadeh, The Third Way: A Journal of Life in the West Bank (London: Quartet Books, 1982), viii.

2 Alexandra Rijke and Toine van Teeffelen, “To Exist Is to Resist: Sumud, Heroism, and the Everyday,” Jerusalem Quarterly 59 (Summer 2014): 95.

3 Lawrence Joffe, Obituary: “Fadwa Tuqan,” Guardian, December 15, 2003.

4 “Some parents in Gaza have resorted to writing their children’s names on their legs to help identify them should either they or the children be killed.”—CNN, October 22, 2023.

5 William Dalrymple, “A Culture under Fire,” Guardian, October 2, 2002.

6 Hala Alyan, “I Am Not There, I Am Not Here: A Palestinian American Poet Bearing Witness to Atrocity,” Guardian, January 28, 2024.

7 “I am from there. I am from here. I am not there and I’m not here. I have two names, which meet and part, and I have two languages. I forget which of them I dream in.” See “Mahmoud Darwish reading ‘Tibaq / Antithesis’—Homage to Edward Said,” YouTube, posted July 24, 2016. 

8 Alyan, “I Am Not There.” 





Messages from Gaza Now

Hossam Madhoun

I.

Walking from home to the Nuseirat market, traces of last night’s bombing on both sides of the street, houses and buildings completely damaged, destroyed, above the heads of residents. No prior warning. Absolute massacre.

Passing by an olive orchard, poor olives, it is the cultivating season. No one will cultivate the olives this year; olives will fall on the ground, dry and rotten; olive trees will dry out and all the branches will fall and be scattered by the autumn wind. Birds and doves will not find olive branches to build their nests for future generations. 

Bombing very nearby, behind the olive orchard. Felt the bombing, the sound is very loud, a wave of hot wind passes over my body, moves me from my place. I stop and get close to the fence of the orchard. After a few minutes I hear screaming, people crying and shouting. I move fast, past the orchard and on the right side of a narrow street. At the end of the street, a house bombed, people pulling bodies out from under the rubble, a small car passes by me very fast, the driver is hooting the car horn, for a single moment I saw a woman in the back seat holding an injured child, a girl maybe eight or nine years old. It was very fast, could not know what type of injury or the exact age of the girl. But I saw blood and dust all over her body.

It is too much, I’ve had enough, I can’t continue anymore, fifty-five years full of violence, blood, death, agony, displacement, poverty, sadness, helplessness, despair. I can’t take it anymore, I have no days left in me for such a situation, no more. I want to give up. I mean it. I am really ready to leave.

In times like these days, in war times like these, in 2009, 2012, 2014, 2021, 2022, 2023, when my daughter Salma said she couldn’t take it any more I told her to listen to the Peter Gabriel song, “Don’t Give Up.” 

Peter Gabriel helped me a lot before. He doesn’t help me now. Sorry Peter, I can’t handle it anymore.

II.

Buddy

My dog, Buddy, is a small, white, lovely dog, most of the time playing and jumping around, barking with his soft voice, running after street cats if they dare to enter the home. He is a courageous dog, but not when there is bombing. He has no courage, not at all. He’s not a coward. He’s afraid of the bombing, who isn’t?

He’s always able to hear the bombing moments before us. He runs toward me or my wife, Abeer, and hides behind us. If we lay on the bed at night, he jumps over our heads and rounds his body around my head or Abeer’s and starts trembling and breathing fast as if he’s been running for hours. Nothing can calm him. His body becomes very tense. It’s not easy to move him away from my head. I feel helpless and don’t know what to do to release his fear.

III.

October 20, 2023

I’m walking toward the market. Abeer’s cousin lives there and has internet access. Walking—no fuel anymore in my car, and, of course, no fuel at all in the gas stations as quantities entering Gaza from Israel (like all the goods from Israel) are limited and never enough for more than just one week. It’s part of the blockade and collective punishment against Gaza. Walking and trying to find any vehicle to give us a ride.

After ten minutes walking, a big van stopped and took us with him. There was a woman sitting in the back seat. About one hundred meters from the market, near a shelter school on a narrow side street leading to the main road where the market is, a big explosion behind us. A huge black smoke cloud rises to the sky. The van trembles, dust fills it. The driver stops. Many people start to run out of the school. As we get out of the van, another big explosion in front of us, much closer, same wave of smoke and fire, people screaming, shouting, crying, running . . . I don’t know where to go, confused . . .

Immediately another explosion to the west side, and much closer to us, rubble above us, many people fall on the ground, some people injured by the flying rubble. I was beside the wall of the school. I could not breathe. Nizar, Abeer’s cousin, sells tomatoes and onions in the market. Could not think, ran like hell toward where he was—absolutely stupid move, absolutely not rational. Who is rational in this mad war? Who is rational in this slaughterhouse, yes, it is a slaughterhouse. The Israeli butchers are using every single minute to slaughter like sheep as many Palestinians as possible, before the world wakes up.

The bombing was on a side street off the main market street. Rubble, sand, mud, broken glass everywhere. The dust cloud was still in the sky, making noontime look like sunset, yes, it is a sunset, no light in our life.

Arriving at Nizar’s spot, all his merchandise full of dust and sand. Nizar is okay. He has a small cut on his hand. Never mind, he is alive. I thought to call Abeer, so she won’t worry and think these bombings are near us. We hear bombing every minute. We have no access to news. We don’t know what’s happening or where the bombing is taking place. There is no way. That’s why Abeer heard the bombing and continued whatever she was doing, as usual.

I decided not to tell her what happened. And went back home, walking. I see these houses much more closely than I can while driving. How buildings of three or four floors are crushed on top each other, ceilings attached to the ceilings below, with people’s furniture and belongings spread over the street. Some houses are cut in half. Could see half a bed, part of a kitchen, a bathroom with private clothes all around, books, school bags torn and full of dust.

The majority of these houses were bombed full of residents. Many were brought out dead. Maybe many still are dead under the rubble as there are no machines to remove it and reveal what is beneath. What a way to leave this unjust world!

Finally at home after twenty-five minutes walking. Did not buy anything today from the market. We will manage with what we have at home for today.

Ending this episode with some good news from my daughter, Salma, in Lebanon, where she’s studying for her master’s degree. The university granted her a full-tuition scholarship.

IV.

October 21, 2023, 3:55 p.m.

Sitting in the street beside the front door of a neighbor who has solar panels. Since arriving in Nuseirat ten days ago, I come to this neighbor, bringing my laptop, my mobile, and a power bank to charge them. He is a very gentle and nice man. In the front yard of his home, he’s installed several electricity cables and connections. On the ground you see many phones, small batteries, power banks connected to be charged. All the neighbors in the area bring their devices to be charged every day. He receives people from eight in the morning until sunset. Three of his sons are serving people, receiving everyone, helping as much as they can, very polite. What a wonderful solidarity.

V.

A Young Political and Military Analyst

After a long day at Al-Wafa Hospital, we walked to the market to buy whatever we could find for tomorrow’s lunch. As there’s no electricity, no fridge, we can’t store any fresh vegetables. We have to buy what we need day by day. After a long day, it’s a 2.5-kilometer walk home. Sometimes we find a donkey pulling a wooden cart so we take a ride. Sometimes we don’t and we walk, carrying our bags with the laptops and whatever we have bought for the next day.

Lucky us, after walking for twenty minutes we found a donkey going to the Sawarha area where we live. The donkey pulling the cart was driven by two children: one around thirteen years old and the other around nine.

They said the fees were three shekels each. We agreed. After a few minutes we heard a huge explosion. It shook us. Abeer said, “It’s very nearby.”

The young donkey rider, who was very relaxed, said, “No, it’s a least one kilometer to the south. It’s far.”

Abeer said, “How do you know?”

The boy: “I know. You should know.”

Abeer: “Why should we?”

The boy: “Is this the first time you witness a war in Gaza? Are you not from here?”

Abeer: “Yes, we are from here.”

The boy: “Strange. You should be able to identify the sound of explosions and calculate where they could be. You should also be able to differentiate between rocket and shelling sounds.”

Abeer: “What’s your name?”

The boy: “Ahmad.”

Abeer: “How old are you?”

Ahmad: “Nine years old.” 

Abeer: “Do you go to school?”

Ahmad: “Not now, as they all became shelters, but sure, I am in fourth grade at school.”

Abeer: “And now? What do you do?”

Ahmad: “As you can see, helping my family to get an income after the death of my father.”

Abeer: “When did he die?”

Ahmad: “Two weeks ago, when they struck the supermarket at Nuseirat market. He was passing by when it happened.”

Abeer: “Do you have brothers?”

Ahmad: “Yes.” [Pointing at the other boy] “This is Hasan, my older brother, and two younger sisters at home and my mother.”

Abeer: “What do you think will happen, Ahmad?”

Ahmad: “Well, the Israelis’ dream is to see Gaza empty by any means. They will keep striking, bombing, destroying, killing until they push us out or kill us all.”

Abeer: “And what do you think we should do?”

Ahmad: “Do what we do now. Stay and live.”

VI.

November 23, 2023

Yesterday I was at the clinic waiting for my colleagues, the counselors, to hand over their duties and send them to the shelter schools to provide some psychological support for the children. One of them was not there. I asked about him. Someone told me that something happened: two people they host were killed in a bombing. The person we were talking about, I know his uncle, who is my friend. I know that he took refuge at their home. I panicked. I finished with my colleagues and went there quickly to see my friend and find out what happened. I arrived. My friend and my colleague were there, sitting outside the house. Their faces said everything. Their faces told me something terrible had happened.

My friend told me his grandson and his daughter’s husband were killed. They were taking refuge at the same home but yesterday his daughter’s husband went to see his mother in another home with his extended family. He took his oldest son, Waseem, a six-year-old boy.

The home, a building of four floors hosting thirty-seven people, was bombed. They all died—men, women, boys, girls are dead, all of them.

While he was speaking, his daughter, the one I have known since she was seven years old, was not far away. She was hanging the clothes of her dead child on the laundry line, as if nothing had happened. She washed the clothes of her dead son and she put them out to dry in the sun so when he came back he could put them on.

I looked at her, and I searched for the words that would explain what she feels, what she thinks. I could not find them. What words can describe this? Damn it, where are the words? Why don’t words help? Words are weak. Words are disabled. No words can explain what she feels or thinks. She lost her husband and her six-year-old son. The son was found and buried, and the husband was still under the rubble with another fourteen out of the thirty-seven people.

VII.

Sounds

Lay down on the mattress, complete darkness but for the slight light of a poor, small candle. Closing my eyes, hoping to fall asleep, it doesn’t work. Two days and nights, not a single minute of sleep.

It is amazing how human senses become stronger and more sensitive when you lose one. Like people who have no eyesight, their hearing becomes sharper. This is what happens to me while closing my eyes. 

During the day, lots of noise, lots of sounds, mixed sounds of people, chats, speaking, shouting, bombing, explosions, drones, jet fighters cutting the sky in pieces. All mixed so I can’t and don’t concentrate on any one sound. 

In the dark, in the supposedly complete silence, and while laying down with eyes closed, I started to focus more on the sounds surrounding me: the crinkling of a plastic sheet covering the window that has lost its glass, moving in the night breeze; the breathing and sighs of my mother beside me; my heartbeats; the squeak of the field cockroaches; a bird back late to his nest, or flying out of his nest due to an explosive sound; a little baby crying at the nearby neighbor’s home and his mother cradling him; the swish of branches in the trees, moving slightly; a whoop of an owl coming from the distance; street dogs getting crazy and barking when bombs happen; sounds of some cats fighting. 

All those sounds mean life, mean hope, mean tomorrow will come despite anything. 

Other sounds are coming, over all other sounds, making all other sounds vanish, occupying the air and the atmosphere, invading the silence to say: death is coming. The sound of the military drone, the only other sound that would be similar is the electric shaving machine increased a hundred times, filling the space with its annoying noise that no one can ignore even for a moment. Every living creature is obliged to hear it, at all times. Humans, animals, birds, trees, even stones could crack out of the madness the sound causes. It reminds me of only one thing: the Middle Ages’ slow killing by torture. 

The passing jet fighters—F-15—F-16—F-32—F-I-don’t-know-what—cutting the sky like a knife goes through a piece of butter, carrying death wherever they go. 

The sound of the artillery shelling: Boom! Each shell makes three sounds, the echo of the sound repeated: Boom! Boom! Boom! It starts huge and echoes out three times. 

The sound of the rocket strikes, very loud, very sharp. If you hear it, then you’re alive. It’s so fast that if it hits you, you won’t hear it. Anyone in Gaza who hears the rocket immediately knows that it has hit some other people, leaving death and destruction behind it. We all know that by experience; we learned the hard way through several wars against Gaza. 

Sitting in the dark, trying to ignore the loud sounds of death and concentrate on the little sounds of life. Not easy, but this is my way to pass the night, hoping to overcome insomnia for a few hours.

VIII.

Yesterday the Israelis bombed a neighborhood inside Jabalia Camp, a whole block. Block 6. Jabalia Camp, one kilometer square, with 115,000 inhabitants, the most densely populated spot on earth. Four hundred people killed and injured within a blink of an eye, vanished, disappeared, do not exist anymore. Four hundred people in one shot. Hundreds injured. No hospital has the capacity to treat them. More than forty houses destroyed completely and many people killed while walking in the streets. It was four a.m. when they were struck with six explosive missiles by the Air Force.

Four hundred people of all ages, fetuses in the bellies of their mothers, lactating babies, little children, boys and girls, teenagers and youths, men and women, elderly people, and people with disabilities. A whole community. Disappeared. Just like that, because someone in Israel believed that he could do it, so he did it. 

I was listening to the news on the radio, live, people shouting, screaming, the reporter is speaking loudly to be heard above the noise and chaos around him. One of the reporters who lives there is screaming; his family members are among the four hundred.

My family members around me were talking about it all at the same time. I was the only one who said nothing. What can be said in such a situation? 

I left the family downstairs and went up to my room and my mattress. I lay down, close my eyes, tears on my cheeks, and suddenly I am there, in that neighborhood, just a few minutes before the strike.

I am walking in the narrow streets of the camp, lots of children playing, men, women passing by, going out or coming back. I walk and look at these poor houses, houses that were built by the UNRWA seventy-one years ago for the Palestinian refugees who were obliged to leave their houses in their homeland, in what is now Israel. Low roofs, no space between the homes, the street is maximum four meters wide, some other streets just big enough for cars to pass through slowly, with some effort. Windows are at the eye level of an average man. Easy to hear the chat of people inside their homes, on both sides of the walls. Laundry ropes are hung with children’s clothes. The streets are sandy, sewage leakage every few meters as there is no sewage infrastructure in the camp. People have dug soakaway wells for the sewage—with time they fill and leak into the streets. 

Huge noise coming from the nearby market. 

I stop. I open the first door. I enter. I’m invisible, people inside the home don’t see me, can’t feel I’m there. It’s a front yard. A woman of around thirty-seven years old is beside a small gas cooker with a pot on it, she’s cooking. There is cabbage in the pot. Nice smile, three children around her playing, a seven-year-old girl playing with a doll and two older boys running after each other, and the mother calling for them to be quiet. On the other side of the front yard, another woman is washing clothes in three buckets, one with soap and the other two with clean water. Another woman is taking the cleaned clothes and hanging them on a laundry rope hung between a window on the right-hand side, all the way across the front yard and then attached to the outside of the home. 

In the corner of the front yard, a small room. The door is opened. It is an outside toilet, a man of forty-two comes out, asking: “How long until we eat?” “Ten minutes,” the woman answers. “Did you get the medicine for your father?” she asks. “I will get it after lunch. It is not four yet.” He moves inside the home. I follow him. 

Inside the home, a living room and two small rooms on both sides. In the living room, a line of mattresses right up against each other, an old man lying down, four young men in a corner playing cards. The man went out and closed the door. He continued into one of the rooms. Inside the room, a cradle with a baby sleeping. The man enters quietly so the baby continues sleeping. He changes his shirt. He puts on some deodorant. He moves to the second room. Four men are asleep. He wakes them up, “Food will be served in ten minutes. Get up.” Two stir lazily, the other two act as if they don’t hear the man. He calls again: “Get up, all of you. It’s 3:55 p.m. You can’t keep sleeping.” With a lazy voice, one of the four answers: “But we only just fell asleep. The bombing and explosions don’t let us sleep. All night, all day, bombing.” The man leaves. An older man, his father, in the living room asks him: “Did you bring my asthma medicine? I should take it after lunch, not later than four o’clock.” “Not yet,” his son answers. “I’ll go to the pharmacy after lunch, I promise I won’t be later than four o’clock, I promise.” 

Tick tock, tick tock, tick tock . . . Four p.m. Booooom!

Let’s return to 3:45 p.m. 

I leave and go into the next home. 

To be continued . . .

IX.

Mother Courage—Not Bertolt Brecht1

By the wall of the school, the shelter, many sellers lay out their small amount of merchandise on a small old wooden table or a cardboard box or even on a plastic sheet on the ground. Small quantities of cans of meat, cans of tuna, cans of beans, cigarettes, sugar, rice. Some have quantities worth $200 and others, all their merchandise is worth no more than $30. Trying to make enough profit to feed themselves for a day or two.

Among them a lady, a middle-aged woman with a veil completely covering most of her hair, is busy cooking bread in an oven made of mud. A line of people standing to buy a piece of bread or two or whatever. Calling to her seven- or eight-year-old son from time to time to feed the fire under the oven with some bits of wood—a normal scene in Gaza, mainly around the shelter schools. 

I took my place in the line to buy some bread when a journalist approached the lady asking her for an interview. Without looking at him she said, “You can see that I’m busy.” The journalist was patient and polite. He asked if he could film her as a part of the market and life in the shelters. She shrugged with a sense of not caring if he did or he didn’t. The reporter made a gesture to the cameraman to start filming.

The journalist: “Have you been doing this for a long time?”

The woman: “Cooking bread? One month.”

Journalist: “You built the mud oven?”

The woman: “No, I bought it from someone who built it but could not work on it. He was too old for this work.”

Journalist: “Are you from here? I mean Nuseirat Camp?”

The woman (while working, putting a piece of dough in the oven, turning it over from time to time using a wooden stick): “No. Not from here.” [Talking to a customer] “I haven’t change for a hundred shekels. Find some change and come back.”

Journalist: “Where did you come from?”

The woman: “From many places since the twelfth of October.”

Journalist: “Like where?”

The woman: “From Beit Hanoun. When they started bombing, my eldest son and father-in-law were killed. The bombing was targeting a neighbor’s home. They were all killed.” She stopped talking and continued her work. The journalist did not rush her. She raised her head again, looked at the journalist for a second, then turned back to the oven and continued talking.

The woman: “We moved to my family home in Shati Camp, ‘Beach Camp.’ I was at the market with this little son, when we heard a huge explosion from an air strike. I went home with some vegetables. They bombed a nearby home and my parents and my husband were killed. They were all under the rubble. I recognized my husband from his feet that appeared out from beneath the rubble. He was missing a toe. He had lost it in a work accident in Israel two years ago. He used to work in construction. When the accident happened his boss didn’t do anything for him. He sent him home and never allowed him to work again. Of course, no compensation. In Israel they don’t register Palestinian workers as a legal workforce, so no one can claim any compensation. They just use us as cheap labor, that’s all. My poor husband did not rest until he died.” [To her little son] “Enough wood, we’re almost finished.” [To a customer] “This will cost you four shekels.”

She looked at the journalist. He was still there holding the mic toward her; the cameraman was focused on her. The woman: “So we moved to Zahra City, to my sister who is married and lives there. They followed us with the bombing. My daughter and my mother-in-law were killed. We came here: myself and this little boy, my sister’s son and my injured sister. We are at this school.” She pointed at the school behind her.

Journalist: “How do you manage? Does UNRWA distribute food at the school?”

The woman: “Yes. They come every few days, give each family some cans of food, some biscuits, some soap, food barely enough for one day. Anyway we are still alive.”

Journalist: “What about water? Hygiene? Toilet?”

The woman: “This is another story. I wake up at four in the morning to join the line for the toilet. At this time there will be a line of seven to fifteen people. If I’m late, I’ll find a line of fifty or sixty. I take my injured sister, her daughter, and my little son. We do our business there and go back to sleep again. They distribute mineral water bottles. I don’t use them. I sell them to get some money. Here we are surviving.”

Journalist: “What do other women do?”

The woman: “Other women? Yes, there was a pregnant woman. We helped her to give birth inside the classroom. She was lucky; her delivery went smoothly. She did not need a hospital. We care for each other in our classroom. Not like in other classes, all day you hear screaming, shouting, cursing, disputes. We are lucky. They look after my sister and her two-year-old daughter when I’m out.”

Journalist: “How do you get the wood for your oven?”

The woman: “It was easy in the beginning. I collected bits of wood from the streets, from the nearby olive orchards. Then I started to buy it from wood sellers. It was 1.2 shekels per kilo to begin with, and then the price rose, like all prices, now it is 3 shekels per kilo. Everyone is using fire now as there is no cooking gas or fuel. Scarcity in everything.”

She started to clear up, put out the fire, collect the bits of wood that were not burnt yet, and covered the oven with a piece of material. She carried her son and went toward the school. The cameraman followed her with his camera lens until she disappeared inside the school. 


[image: Image]
Saeed Taji Farouky, As usual, I was far away and did not take part in the final farewell, 2004, detail. Photograph. Courtesy of the filmmaker.







______________

1 This message was compiled from messages filed on December 11 and 18, 2023, and January 8 and 22, 2024.

end note

Some entries for “Messages from Gaza Now” came with the dates they were written. The messages were compiled and edited by the actor Ruth Lass and director Jonathan Chadwick from London’s Az Theatre, which has a long-standing relationship with Gaza’s Theatre for Everybody, cofounded by Hossam Madhoun and Jamal Al Rozzi. 

			




Palestine and the Unspeakable

Lina Mounzer

This moment, as I’m writing these words, this moment, as you’re reading them, Gaza is being ground to dust under Israeli bombardment. At this very moment, people are trying to pull the bodies of their loved ones out from under the pulverized remains of their own homes. Entire families have been wiped from the civil register. It is estimated that some one thousand bodies remain trapped under the wreckage, very likely bringing the death toll to an unfathomable four thousand people. Four thousand people in just over a week. That is an average of over four hundred people a day being killed. It is incredibly cruel math to have to do, but Palestinian lives under Israeli occupation have always been subject to this inhuman calculus.

How many Palestinian lives equal one Israeli life? Many have been asking that question this past week, some with incredulity and horror and some with total seriousness. The answer this time seems to be none, and all. No number of Palestinian lives can avenge the Israeli lives lost. And so all the people of Gaza must be exterminated.

The bombardment of Gaza this time comes in retaliation for an unprecedented attack carried out by Hamas fighters on October 7. A large number of fighters paraglided over or drove through the fence encircling the Strip and went through the kibbutzim and settlements surrounding Gaza, killing military personnel and civilians both, and taking about two hundred others back as hostages. An attack of singular horror for the Israeli people, reverberating through Jewish communities across the world as the nightmare of the past—the past of ghettoes and pogroms and concentration camps, the past that they and the world had vowed would take place “never again”—came roaring awake once more. For the people of Gaza, this latest round of bombardment is just that—the latest round of bombardment—only this time it’s crueler and more brutal than anything that has come before.

The editor in chief of Jewish Currents, Arielle Angel, tries, in an expansive, brilliant editorial, to grapple with holding these two realities side by side, with how to allow for the resonances of two different generational traumas for two different peoples without having them negate one another, while at the same time acknowledging the crushing actuality of the Israeli occupation, which is not past but cruelly present. “One of the most terrible things about this event is the sense of its inevitability,” she writes. “The violence of apartheid and colonialism begets more violence. Many people have struggled with the straitjacket of this inevitability, straining to articulate that its recognition does not mean its embrace.”1 It bears repeating: its recognition does not mean its embrace. At the same time, it must be recognized. An annihilation looms before us. In fact, it has already begun.

In a press conference on October 9, Israeli defense minister Yoav Gallant announced the state’s intentions. “We are imposing a complete siege on Gaza
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“If books could save the living. this one
would rescue a nation. Sumud s a vital
anthology of writing and art that beats
with the heart of Palestinian resilience,
creativity, and resistance, much of
it astonishingly composed amid an
ongoing genocide.”

—MOUSTAFA BAYOUMI.

author of the American Book Award
winner How Does It Feel To Be a Problem?:
Being Young and Arab in America
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