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Dedication

"We do not write to be remembered. | We write because forgetting | is what they want most."



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To the people of the land you have chosen. May your strength never fail. May your hope shine bright. May your unity lead the way to a beautiful, peaceful tomorrow. This is for you.
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Foreword

A Word Before
the Words
This book is not written in ink alone. It is written in memory, in loss, in blood, and in a truth that refuses erasure. These words are not meant to comfort the comfortable—they are meant to awaken the sleeping heart. Palestine is not a headline. It is a heartbeat. And for as long as that heart continues to beat beneath the rubble, beneath the silence, beneath the weight of a world that looks away—these words will continue to flow.

I did not choose this voice. It chose me. It came not in the quiet hours of study or reflection, but in the noise of demolition, in the wail of a mother whose arms are empty, in the quiet defiance of a child who has learned to count the days not in school terms but in sieges. This book was born in those spaces where language fails and only raw truth remains.

Some will read these pages and feel uneasy. Good. Unease is the first sign that the conscience is still alive. Others will read and say it is too much, too raw, too political—as if the lives of millions were a matter of opinion, a debate to be moderated over coffee. But Palestine was never a question. It was always an answer. And the answer was never complicated: a people, a land, a right that no amount of time or power can nullify.

These pages are not organized by chapter and verse. They are organized by wound and by whisper. Each section is a breath drawn from the chest of a people who have been told, for generations, that their existence is negotiable. Read them slowly. Let them sit. Let them do what they were written to do—not to inform, but to transform.

Because the world does not need more information about Palestine. It needs more honesty. And honesty, in times like these, is the most dangerous and beautiful act of all.

1

Chapter One

My Children

My children have memorized the language of survival before they ever learned the alphabet of ease. They do not ask for toys—they ask if tonight will be quiet. Their dreams do not wander freely; they stay close, as if even hope must not travel too far. And yet—when they smile, it is not small. It is defiance. It is a refusal to become what the world expects of pain. My children are not the future. They are the evidence that even now, we are alive.

I watch my son pick up a stone—not to throw, but to turn it over in his hands, studying it as if it holds a map of somewhere safe. He is five. He should be studying letters, not debris. He should be counting stars, not scars. And yet there is a knowing in his eyes that no child his age should carry—the knowing that the ground beneath him is both cradle and grave, that the sky above is both shelter and threat.

My daughter does not cry when the walls shake anymore. She simply reaches for my hand. Not because she is brave—though she is—but because she has learned that fear shared is fear halved. She has learned what takes most adults a lifetime to understand: that the only thing worse than the darkness is facing it alone. And so she reaches. Every time. Without hesitation. Without embarrassment. She has not lost her softness. She has weaponized it.
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They have learned geography not from maps but from memorizing the names of villages that no longer appear on any chart. They know history not from textbooks but from the stories whispered by grandparents who still look east, as if one day the landscape might return. They understand politics not from speeches but from the simple arithmetic of loss: this many family members gone, this many rooms collapsed, this many nights without electricity, this many mornings without promise.

And yet—listen to me carefully—my children are not broken. Do not confuse adaptation with defeat. A tree that bends in the storm is not weak; it is wise. My children have become experts in the art of bending without breaking, of holding on without hardening, of hoping without naïveté. They have developed a kind of emotional intelligence that no school could teach and no trauma could fully destroy.

They carry their childhood like a folded flag—carefully, quietly, with the knowledge that it may never fly as it was meant to. But they carry it. That is the part the world refuses to see. They carry it.

The world looks at Palestinian children and sees statistics. Symmetry of suffering. Numbers on a screen. But I see what the cameras miss. I see the boy who shares his bread with a stranger. The girl who teaches her younger sister to recite Quran during a blackout. The children who build kites from the remnants of destroyed homes—not because they have forgotten what was lost, but because they refuse to let the sky belong to those who took it.

My children are the most dangerous people in the world. Not because they carry weapons, but because they carry memory. And memory, once rooted in a child, grows into something no army can uproot.
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Chapter Two

My Brothers

My brothers do not break loudly. They fracture in silence, and rebuild themselves before the world notices. They walk through ruin as if it were responsibility, not tragedy. Each step is heavy with memory, each breath a quiet prayer. But they do not retreat. Because retreat is a luxury they were never given. My brothers—they are not surviving. They are holding the line between existence and disappearance.

You will not find them in the headlines. They are not the ones who speak at conferences or stand behind microphones. They are the ones who wake before dawn, step over the rubble that was once a doorway, and begin again. Not with fanfare. Not with announcement. Simply with action—the quiet, relentless action of men who understand that to stop is to surrender, and surrender was never written into their nature.

My brother Mahmoud lost his home twice. The first time, he rebuilt it with his own hands, stone by stone, mixing cement in a wheelbarrow because he could not afford a machine. The second time, he sat in the dust for exactly one hour—not in defeat, but in grief, which is not the same thing—and then he stood up and said, "Again." That word—"again"—is the most heroic word I have ever heard. Not "why." Not "when will it stop." Just "again." As if rebuilding were not an act of desperation but an act of faith.
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My brothers carry something the world cannot weigh. It is not visible on X-rays or measurable in blood tests. It is the accumulated weight of watching your life be treated as disposable—and choosing, every single morning, to treat it as sacred anyway. They do not announce this choice. They do not need to. It is visible in the way they straighten their backs before stepping outside. In the way they comb their hair even when there is no water. In the way they greet each other—not with the hollow "how are you" of the unaffected, but with a look that says: "You are still here. I am still here. That is enough for today."

They have been called many things by many people. Terrorists. Extremists. Radicals. But I know what they are. They are fathers who cannot sleep because they do not know if the morning will bring a knock on the door or a wall collapsing inward. They are sons who search through debris with their bare hands, not for valuables, but for a photograph of their mother. They are husbands who hold their wives in the dark and say nothing—because sometimes silence is the only language large enough to contain what needs to be said.

The world measures strength by the damage one can inflict. My brothers measure it by the damage one can absorb and still remain human. By that measure, they are the strongest men I have ever known.

There is a kind of brotherhood that is not chosen—it is forged. Not in celebration, but in calamity. Not in victory, but in the long, grinding stretch between losses where simply continuing is the only victory available. My brothers know this brotherhood intimately. They know it the way a miner knows the dark—not from description, but from dwelling in it, day after day, and finding that even there, in the deepest shaft, there is something that refuses to go out. Call it faith. Call it stubbornness. Call it what you will. I call it Palestinian.
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Chapter Three

My Sisters

My sisters carry nations in their hearts. Not loudly—but completely. They fold grief into prayer mats, and strength into the way
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