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To my sister, 
Dr. Soma Mohammed Mohammed Baroud.

I write your name in full, because that is how it appeared on the white body bag that held your remains soon after the bomb was dropped.
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Foreword

by ilan pappé

Too often numbers numb us. What does it mean that 750,000 Palestinians were uprooted by force in 1948? Do we understand it better if we replace this by saying “half of Palestine’s population” was expelled? Would people in other countries be able to imagine what the expulsion of half a population within a period of less of nine months looks like?

Are people able to comprehend a genocide just by referring to numbers? Is this the result of repeating the unbelievable number of 50,000 Palestinians slaughtered in less than a year, or even worse, the much higher estimate of around 200,000, which some believe to be the actual death toll? Is general reference to the killings of babies and old people enough to comprehend the crime against humanity we have witnessed in Gaza throughout 2024 and the first half of 2025? And does it mean that people who read news, within this context, cannot relate to the “mere” 1,000 Palestinians killed in the West Bank during the same period?

These numbers do not convey the level of dehumanization suffered by Palestinians in 1948 and ever since. Nor does the focus on the number of people killed over the years tell the full story of the daily abuse faced by Palestinians wherever they have been during the last seventy-six years: banishment, harassment, imprisonment without trial, demolition of houses, destruction of fields, business, educational institutions. The list is long and what it ultimately represents is the total violation of Palestinian’s basic civil and human rights. In any case, such abstractions, even in the hands of the best wordsmiths, cannot begin to express what it has meant to be Palestinian in the last seventy-seven years. 

It is crucial to overcome this numbness, because if it prevails, then one subscribes to the Israeli narrative that every Palestinian action is terrorism and that the attack on October 7, 2023 was the worst kind of terrorism, even barbarism. In fact, without overcoming this kind of detachment, the essence of and justification for Palestinian resistance in all its forms can never be fully appreciated. 

This mental barrier, in combination with other factors, has made the Palestinian cause a contentious issue when it should never have been one. It must be challenged, as it already is by those with a modicum of decency, who view the Palestinian cause as one the most important issues of justice of our times. These people have already humanized the Palestinian experience and victimhood. This book aims to galvanize many more for the crucial alliance that will eventually help liberate Palestine.

There is no better way to do this than through the story of a family told by a family member who is also an author, an analyst, a scholar, and a committed human being. We are fortunate that Ramzy Baroud embodies all of these qualities. 

He tells us the story of the Palestinian countryside and its evolution over centuries until it was destroyed and scorched during the Nakba, a countryside that, until the arrival of Zionism, was thriving in places such as Beit Daras. This village, located about thirty kilometers from Gaza City, was described by a British delegation in 1882—the year Zionism arrived—as a flourishing village surrounded by “gardens and olive groves,” with a pond adjacent to it. This was the so-called “desert” and “empty land” or the “land without people,” described by Zionist propaganda—a narrative that, unfortunately, some still subscribe to today.

Like the other 350 villages that Israel destroyed during the Nakba, Beit Daras enjoyed accelerated development during and after World War II and could have followed a trajectory of modernity, prosperity, and independence. Instead, the people of Beit Daras found themselves in the densely populated mega refugee camp that Israel created in 1948, now known as the Gaza Strip. The Strip did not exist before 1948; it was created because Israel could not drive hundreds of thousands of Palestinians over the Egyptian border, so it “gave up” a small part of historical Palestine to function as a massive refugee camp.

The family arrived at the al-Shati refugee camp, a camp within the camp of the Gaza Strip. By giving these refugees a name, a place of birth, and a family history, Baroud humanizes the numbers mentioned at the beginning of this foreword. But he does more than that. By narrating the daily acts of resilience and resistance, the humanity of the Palestinians shines through the blanket of deception and defamation that Israeli propaganda uses to obscure the reality in Gaza and Palestine. After reading this book, it becomes difficult to accept the Western portrayal of the people of Gaza as terrorists or faceless refugees.

Baroud offers us two powerful contributions. The first is a reminder that not one, but three generations of his family have endured a relentless and ruthless attempt to displace and destroy them. Each generation, in its own time, exhibited epic resistance and resilience in the face of a settler-colonial state predicated on what the late scholar Patrick Wolfe framed as the “logic of elimination of the native,” which is at the heart of any settler-colonial project. The second contribution is an original and fascinating explanation of the longevity and intensity of this resilience and resistance in Gaza in particular. This steadfastness is a long-term historical structure—what French historians referred as longue durée—an attitude that has become part of the DNA of the people of Gaza. This is where we learn that the emergence of Palestinian resistance, and particularly their inventive tunnel system, is the product of long-term historical experience. In this way, Baroud dismantles the Israeli narrative that resistance in Gaza is merely a proxy for Iranian policy in the region. 

On reading about the horrors each generation has had to endure, you may feel emotionally depleted. Yet, at the same time, such a story instils hope that the immense sacrifices made by Palestinians over the years have not been in vain. They will eventually be rewarded with freedom and liberation, allowing for the rebuilding of the pre-Nakba Beit Daras, Gaza, and Palestine—a village, a region, and a country where Jews, Muslims, and Christians once genuinely coexisted. It was a Palestine that was part of the Arab world, enmeshed for centuries with the Islamic civilization surrounding it, one that can still become a beacon for the Middle East as a whole.

			
			




Introduction

The Long History of Resistance

“One cannot give oneself courage if one does not have it.” This line comes from Alessandro Manzoni’s novel, The Betrothed.1 It was uttered by Don Abbondio, a priest in the historical novel who courageously accepts his own cowardice.

Indeed, courage is not given. Like sacrifice, faith, camaraderie, community, resilience, even love itself, courage is an organic process that is innately formulated, often by circumstances beyond our reach. Collectively, such complex social structures could take many generations in the making, a process of which we are hardly cognizant. 

Some traditional historians—who continue to subscribe to the methods of histoire événementielle, or event history—tend to ignore the remarkable effect of historical phenomena that often, over the course of many years or even centuries, impact our collective behavior. In his foreword to this book, Ilan Pappé references longue durée, the long-term consequences of history, a concept crafted by the founders and disciples of the French Annales School.2

Credible history can only be seen in its totality, not merely as the total events of history, recent or old, but as the sum of feelings; the culmination of ideas; the evolution of collective consciousness, identities, and relationships; and the subtle changes occurring in societies over the course of time. Palestinians are the perfect example of history being shaped by ideas, not guns; memories, not politics, collective hope, or international relations. The Palestinian people will eventually win their freedom because they have invested in a long-term trajectory of ideas, memories, and communal aspirations, which often translate to spirituality, a deep, immovable faith that grows stronger, even during times of genocide. 

In my 2020 interview with the former United Nations Special Rapporteur, Professor Richard Falk, he summarized the struggle in Palestine as a war between those with arms against those with legitimacy. He said that in the context of national liberation movements, there are two kinds of war: the actual war, as in soldiers carrying guns, and the war for legitimacy. The one who wins the latter will ultimately prevail.3

Was it the knowledge of such an irreversible historical truth that led the Israeli historian Benny Morris to express his growing sense of pessimism about his country’s future? “The Palestinians look at everything from a broad, long-term perspective,” he said in an interview with the newspaper Haaretz in 2019. “They see that at the moment, there are five-six-seven million Jews here, surrounded by hundreds of millions of Arabs. They have no reason to give in, because the Jewish state can’t last. They are bound to win. In another thirty to fifty years, they will overcome us, come what may.”4

Morris is right: Palestinians will not give up. There can never be a situation where societies indefinitely survive and thrive based on a permanent system of racial apartheid, violence, and exclusion. The very history of Palestine—which I highlight in this book using people’s history and personalized narratives—is a testament to such a truth. If the oppressed, the Indigenous of the land, are not fully vanquished, they will rise, resist, fight, and win back their freedom, thus eventually winning the legitimacy war. 

Morris is right again when he indicates that Palestinian people collectively “look at everything from a broad, long-term perspective.” Agreeing with his argument may seem odd: societies are often fragmented by class struggles and competing socioeconomic agendas instead of unified by solidarity and a cohesive long-term collective vision. This is where longue durée becomes relevant in the Palestinian case. Even if Palestinians have not made a common agreement to wait for the invaders to leave, or for Palestine to once again become a place of social, racial, and religious coexistence, they are driven, even if subconsciously, by the same energy that compelled their ancestors to push back against the invaders. Characters in this book fulfill the historical role that was assigned to them by circumstances beyond their control. They are reanimating the past, just as their descendants will shape the future.

While many Western politicians today characterize Palestinian people as “terrorists,” blaming victims for resisting their own oppression, Palestinian society continues to evolve based on entirely independent dynamics. For example, the culture of Muqawama—Resistance—is deeply ingrained in Palestine. It is a culture as old as time. Innate. Intuitive. Intergenerational. It precedes the birth of Israel by thousands of years. Batis put it to the test when he led Gaza in legendary battles against the Macedonian invasion fomented by Alexander the Great in 332 BC. Batis may seem to be a footnote in this book, but, in fact, if read carefully, you will discover that he is the central character. He is the Zaher al-Umar al-Zaydani, the Izz al-Din al-Qassam, the Ghassan Kanafani, and Ehab al-Badrasawi, around whom this story is centered. The deep-rooted historical continuum between the Palestinian past, present, and future is the very essence of this book.

Before the Flood speaks of many things and many people, but ultimately it is about a branch of my family that has chosen to write—with their blood—a chapter in the unending Palestinian saga, demonstrating that history is not moved just by short-term events, but by countless factors. While in-the-moment events are important, longue durée provides a more profound understanding of our collective trajectory. Longue durée is concerned with historical shifts and changes that are situated within the realm of notions, ideas, collective perceptions, identities, and feelings, like courage and self-sacrifice for the sake of the group. These are the kinds of feelings that “one cannot give oneself . . . if one does not have.”

The anti-fascist intellectual Antonio Gramsci spoke about the importance of culture as a driver of history and meaning. “Culture isn’t having a well-stocked warehouse of news but is the ability that our mind has to understand life, the place we hold there, our relationship with other people. Those who are aware of themselves and of everything, who feel the relationship with all other beings.”5 For a writer, these relationships fall under the concept of positionality, as in the relationship between the intellectual and their position, and how their position relates to the subject matter. This useful tool has given historians, especially those from the Global South, the power to navigate the painful terrain of our own victimization and long histories of oppression.

In this and all of my previous books, I have attempted to slowly liberate the Palestinian narrative from the convenient histories imposed on my people. It is not an easy task, but an unavoidable one. This book is my latest, and hopefully best, attempt at freeing Palestine from the confines of superimposed language, historical events, recurring dates, dehumanizing statistics, and outright deception. Here, I try to place the Palestinian narrative in entirely different intellectual and historical frameworks, where only truly representative Palestinian voices are centered. I try to prove that the seemingly weak and dispensable peasants, laborers, and workers—the fellahin—are the most influential actors in the story of Palestine, past and present, and that while AI, drones, fighter jets, and bunker-buster bombs may impact short-term events, courage, faith, and communal love will determine long-term history.

As you continue reading this, I hope that you will understand why Palestinians are not history’s passive victims, but, over the course of generations, its masters—the ones who shape it and the future as well.

Many characters began their relationship with this narrative as storytellers or researchers, but soon became victims of the Israelis’ genocide, thus becoming the story. When one of those storytellers was killed, another seamlessly continued where they left off—a wife telling the story of her husband, the son of his father, the sister of her brother. Without prior coordination, they shaped the narrative with no gaps or interruptions. This achievement is not my own. It is theirs.

As I continued to write, my position went beyond storyteller into something else entirely, at times gory and frightening, deeply emotional and raw. When the genocidal war started on October 7, 2023, whole branches of my family perished in large numbers. Scores of my cousins, their wives, husbands, and children, died under the rubble of their homes in the most horrific and unimaginable ways. Some were burned alive. Others were shot by snipers. A few were executed while taking refuge at hospitals or standing in line in UN feeding centers, hoping to fetch a loaf of bread. 

The images on this book’s cover attempt to honor some of the faces of those lost in the genocide. But no single cover could ever contain all the innocent lives that were extinguished. Even if such a space existed, entire families have been obliterated—burned away with their photo albums. And yet, their beautiful faces, their warmth, and their stories remain etched in our hearts forever.

The photographs chosen here are intimately tied to the lives portrayed in this book—including Ehab, the central character, and members of his immediate al-Badrasawi family, who were killed in harrowing succession, one after the other, before his own death and continuing still. Among them is my sister Soma, the beloved doctor of Khan Younis. Her murder is not only a tragedy—it is a rupture that runs through the very center of my family’s story, marking even the chapters yet unwritten, for generations to come.

As I turned to my final task of writing the introduction, I wanted to situate the book in what I believe to be the proper historical context. I have always argued that it was not the Balfour Declaration of 1917 that injected my people into the world’s historical discourse; it was not Israel that made us relevant by ethnically cleansing the Palestinians in 1948. But I struggled to define the single most critical event in our history, if any existed, that could serve as the starting point of our historical trajectory. This is when my sister Soma, one of Gaza’s most beloved medical doctors, was assassinated by the Israeli army on October 9, 2024, while on her way back from Al-Nasser Hospital in Khan Yunis. I say assassinated because she was the 166th doctor and 987th medical worker to be deliberately killed by Israel up to that date, part of the Israeli plan to annex our land and dismantle all aspects of Palestinian life and societal continuity.

After days of mourning, it dawned on me that Soma, in her beauty, cleverness, wisdom, patience, and, yes, courage and sacrifice, had always represented the single moment that demarcated the history of our people. Soma, or the representation of all the Somas of our history—including the history yet to be written—gives us meaning, inspires us, and grants us hope and courage.

Benny Morris, a devout Zionist himself, is right to observe that “Palestinians look at everything from a broad, long-term perspective.” Indeed, we do, even if, at times, we are not aware of it. Perhaps this lack of constant awareness allows us to continue for generations on the long collective journey to defend our historical home and freedom.

			




Prelude

A swift decision. A loud boom. 
Ehab was gone. This time, forever.
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This was not the first time Ehab al-Badrasawi had disappeared. In the past, he always came back. When his mother was still alive, he would depart by saying “pray for me” before stepping outside. She knew exactly what this meant, and learned to pray quietly and say little else. She hardly argued with anyone, only when visited by her “companion.” Only then, she was expressive, loud, angry, and at times unstoppable.

But it was not her fault, as her “companion” deserved the blame. After he departed from her body, she returned to her usual state—outwardly docile and kind, but often feeling dejected and abused. She prayed and cried for everyone, keeping out of others’ way.


[image: Image]


Her name was Madallah Abdulnabi—the extension of God, the servant of the Prophet—and she came from the village of Beit Daras. Among the people of the village, her family long had the good reputation for having plenty of baraka—blessing power, a divine gift—and was held in high esteem dating back before Zionist militias ethnically cleansed the region, forcing the community into Shati Refugee Camp* in the late 1940s. Even in the camp, when everyone was mostly interested in mere survival, the reputation persisted, and Madallah—later “Umm Ibrahim”—inherited the “gift” of transcending to another sphere of existence. Yes, she communicated with the “others”—those we must not speak about openly or frequently, only in whispers, gestures, and codes—and sometimes seemed to acquire the power to heal in the process.

But the girl was not crazy, as family members before her also had similar abilities to see things beyond our earthly awareness. What Israelis call their War of Independence, Palestinians call the Nakba—the catastrophe.6 When the Nakba took place, she went mute for months. She was deeply sensitive and spiritual and, many years later, despite her husband’s abuse, she remained committed to him but, more importantly, to her five sons and six daughters, whom she was connected to in ways that many cannot comprehend, let alone relate to. A few days before the Black Sunday** when an Israeli killed her second youngest son Wael, her body was tormented by unfathomable pain. She had begged him and the others to stay home. They disobeyed, promising not to venture far. Wael was shot in the throat as he stood on a corner by his home.

Madallah suffered this torment again years later when her daughter Sumiya died after drinking, at the behest of her mother-in-law, some concoction to help her conceive. Whatever lurked in her guts that night, it was not the natural process of conception. She was taken to the Shifa Hospital and pronounced dead just before dawn.

Madallah endured much misery in her life, from her birth in 1938 to her death in a refugee camp sixty-eight years later. But the most painful of all sufferings was that of the imprisonment, torture, and loss of her children. When life became overbearing, she hid in a room and spoke to or through them, “the others”—no one really knew for sure. At times she sobbed bitterly, her children eavesdropping outside in bewilderment, the older ones concerned, the younger ones snickering at the spectacle taking place in the mysterious room with unpainted walls and a low ceiling covered in half-broken gray tiles.
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Maybe it was a good thing Madallah died long before Ehab ascended to Paradise. But it was never meant to be this way, as there was a different paradise, an earthly one, where the family had once belonged and dreamed of returning to.

			
			




__________________

* Al-Shati, also known as Shati or Beach camp, is a Palestinian refugee camp located in the northern Gaza Strip along the Mediterranean Sea coastline in Gaza City. It was formally established as a refugee camp in 1950 to host about 23,000 Palestinians who were expelled from their villages and towns across Palestine.

** On May 20, 1990, a group of Palestinian workers from Gaza were waiting to board an Israeli bus to go to work. An Israeli soldier checked their IDs and forced them to kneel on the ground before opening fire, killing seven. Palestinians subsequently referred to this as “Black Sunday.”

					




Chapter One

Swallowtail

We all have partners and companions whom we do not see. The weaker companions may remain hidden from view, while the strong are more assertive and domineering. Madallah’s companion appeared when she was just a child: she was at the well with other girls from the village when suddenly the surface of the water seemed to take on an unblemished milky color, like freshly harvested cotton, a daisy petal, or a summer cloud. She was the only one who witnessed this stunning event, and for some reason, knew to keep it to herself, so she said nothing to the other young girls, who were giggling as they chatted. One of the girls spotted an Umm Suleiman*—a ladybug—on the well’s gray stone wall, inspiring her and the others to break into the collective song with which they always greeted this fascinating creature.


Umm Suleiman

Your husband is sick

He went to the clinic

They operated on him . . .



The happy song, gaining momentum with every verse, seemed to disappear into the background as Madallah stared carefully into the water. 

Petrified, she wanted to run as fast as she could back to her mudbrick home on the outskirts of Beit Daras. But her dusty bare feet were frozen in place. Yes, it was fear, but something else controlled her little body and innocent thoughts. She was mesmerized by the milk-colored water, which seemed to move back and forth without being touched, creating gentle waves in the ground. Deep in her heart, she felt that something about her had changed forever. She remained silent as she walked home, perching a jarrah—the family’s trusty black clay jar—on her head. Having completed their daily chore of fetching water, the girls entered the village one by one and dispersed back to their homes. Madallah entered her home, put down her load, and threw herself into her mother’s arms.

Alarmed by the inexplicable sobbing of her daughter, Mahasin asked in a shaky voice if anyone had hurt her. 

When the girl did not say a word, her mother insisted, rephrasing questions while checking her daughter’s body from head to toe. Despite being unharmed, Madallah continued to weep, producing the sounds their neighbor Safiya made when her baby boy mysteriously died just a few months after birth. The Jewish doctor, Tsemeh, could not save him, no matter how hard he tried.

Madallah was making the same sound but without uttering a word, as if the pain was bellowing from her guts. As the neighbor women gathered, an old lady began crushing a clove of garlic, mixing it with olive oil, turmeric, and some other ingredients to produce the magic recipe she prescribed for every ailment, ranging from a bad cold and female infertility to bringing down a high fever in a newborn baby.

Only Madallah’s father’s return from the field for lunch and the dhuhur noon prayer* saved her from the frantic neighbors and the old woman’s revolting recipes. “Leave her alone,” Mohammed shouted, grabbing his daughter’s hand and entering the only room in the house before closing the door and locking it from the inside with the extended wooden latch he had made himself.

The room, formed entirely from air-dried mud, was made of two types of material. When a harsh winter compromised the integrity of the walls, Mohammed reinforced them with mortar and stones, giving the room, with its low-hanging ceiling, the appearance of a permanently unfinished structure.

The whole Abdulnabi family household seemed to be a work in progress. When Mohammed and Mahasin first married, their home was a single room made of mudbrick, the outcome of a few days of hard work by Mohammed, his friends, and neighbors—all fellahin** just like him. When they knew that Mohammed—the kind neighbor who had memorized the Quran as a child—was getting married, they insisted on postponing everything to help him. He was blessed, and anybody associating with people of his spiritual status would be granted Allah’s infinite mercies and blessings.

The house eventually had a hakoura—a low wall of crushed rocks and dried mud—constructed just outside the room.* A small barn was added to store lentils, wheat, barley, olive oil, and other crops the fellahin would preserve for their families after selling the bulk of their harvest at the markets in Yafa or Isdud.

Every harvest seemed to introduce new blessings to Mohammed and his family, which continued growing. Although three daughters died a few months or even years after birth, three boys and Madallah survived. Mohammed and Mahasin decided she was special not just because she was the only girl to survive but because they felt the spirit of the other three girls, whose graves were now little mounds of dirt that washed away with the first heavy rain, were contained in Madallah.

Mohammed and Mahasin overindulged their daughter so much that she earned the nickname Mdalalih, “the spoiled one.” She owned two dresses, one for everyday life and another for special occasions. Unlike her brothers, she had a pair of sandals that were only brought out from a wooden box filled with other treasures when the occasion called for them. She also had a hairbrush of her own: a wooden comb that Mohammed bought for her during one of his frequent visits to the Yafa market.

Madallah had never been to Yafa herself, but she knew how important it was to the village and her family’s prosperity. Stories from the market were always intriguing, including tales about wild white boars and hyaenas on the road, bazaars filled with food of a thousand aromas, harmonious music composed of dreamy sounds of Arab artists from faraway places emanating from magical boxes, and shops that sold anything imaginable.

Despite the paradise that was Yafa, the father’s recent encounters with soldiers made his visits less pleasant and less frequent. The soldiers, in Bermuda pants, khaki berets, and long rifles, were always angry, demeaning, and often drunk. Once, they forced Mohammed and many other Palestinian Arabs to lie on their faces for hours before dragging them, one after the other, to be searched and questioned about the rebels, especially those striking English and Zionist convoys from the countryside. It was particularly frightening when the soldiers’ dogs sniffed Mohammed for gunpowder on a day when many Palestinian men were detained. Mohammed himself was briefly detained before being released after he convinced the soldiers that his dagger was for work and would never be used to hurt anybody. 

That day, he returned home late and distraught. To make matters worse, the soldiers had stolen the money he brought to purchase seasonal supplies for his family. It was the first time that Madallah saw her father cry. It was not his lost money—just a few precious junayhs*—that made him shed tears, he explained to his confused and scared wife, but rather his bruised karameh. 

Karameh

“Dignity”—karameh—was a term Madallah had repeatedly heard, even before this stressful day. She would often hear fellahin speaking about Zionists stealing Palestinian land and karameh. In the course of rowdy village meetings, she would hear shouts about the English trampling on the Palestinian karameh, along with calls for wealthy Palestinians from the cities and the countryside landowners to protect it. 

Once, while joining her father to a council meeting in Beit Daras, she heard the mukhtar* thunderously declare: “In the name of Allah, it seems that the only ones with an iota of karameh in the whole of Palestine are the fellahin.” All the men, in tandem, nodded their heads vigorously while repeating, “Ah, wallah, you are right, Mukhtar.”

Madallah never understood much of what was said at the meeting.** Other words were repeated without context or explanation: “Zionists,” “Jews,” “English,” “soldiers,” “commissions,” “land purchases,” “Arab traitors,” “martyrs,” and “massacres.” But she gleaned enough to gather that her little life in Beit Daras was being threatened by a force more powerful than her father’s strength and the boundless love and kindness of her mother, and more expansive than the harshest of winters or the social influence of the mukhtar himself.

Around this time, Madallah began having strange dreams. Until then, her dreams were mostly confined to the village, including the ancient fortress, the old khan (a small inn), and the underground tunnels with strange symbols all over their walls.*** Back then, even her scarier dreams had been hardly frightening, and she was reassured when her mother told her that when she woke up, she just needed to say “I seek refuge with Allah from the accursed devil”7 three times, safe in the knowledge that if a devil were indeed involved, it would quickly vanish. But the new dreams were different, featuring men she had never seen before, who spoke in strange tongues, wore khaki clothes, and brandished long rifles.

In the scariest dream, one of the caves outside the village, where she often used to play hide-and-seek with the village’s girls and boys, overflowed with blood that pulled some children under by the power of its menacing current. Her parents were separated from her, and she was left alone, sobbing as the numerous colors of the village coalesced into a single hue of red.

Then, she saw him, or it, manifesting entirely in pure white. Whatever it was stood there. Unafraid. Although she felt it was a person or being, she saw no eyes nor a face. As it stared at her, she slowly walked towards it before waking with a shriek that disturbed the whole house and presumably the neighbors. That night, not even the typical cursing of the devil* helped alleviate her fears, even after her parents took turns patiently repeating the tried-and-true formula in her left ear. Her father even read the Quran’s Yassin chapter in full, then Al-Rahman, and then many short surahs again and again, to no avail.

The dreams continued, confined to the intangible world, as the news grew grim. The fellahin felt increasingly abandoned. The sound of bullets whizzing from behind the walls of the Jewish settlement of Tabiyya** near the village could be heard with greater frequency. Dr. Tsemeh could no longer visit, despite the villagers needing him more than ever. 

The mukhtar declared: “Our Jewish neighbors are ready to make their move,” before asking: “Their move to do what? And why? And if this ‘move’ is ever made, when would it happen? And again, towards what end?” Madallah could barely understand the questions or conjure reasonable replies or answers. Yet, everything appeared to converge on the same violent dreams with flowing rivers of blood, strange-looking soldiers with guns, and, increasingly, a white figure. Standing. Staring. Unafraid.

The day she returned from the well, Madallah and her father were in the room a long time. From outside, Mahasin could only hear murmurs of Quranic recitation mixed with the repetition of peculiar words that made little sense to her and her simple daily existence. Behind the mudbrick walls, Madallah said nothing. Only Mohammed seemed to speak, and for hours. Just before the Maghreb prayer, the two emerged. Mohammed looked exhausted, but Madallah had a calm look on her face, an appearance of a serenity she had not experienced in a long time. Mohammed solemnly said, “the girl has a companion,” before walking away and leaving the house altogether. Mahasin fell to her knees, pressing Madallah close to her heart. She cried, murmuring: “O Lord of the House, protect this house … O Lord of the House, protect this house.” When she finally let go, the girl turned to her mother and asked without hesitation or apprehension, “Yamma,* would you like me to fetch you more water from the well?”

Beit Daras

Beit Daras was an ordinary village, like any other in Palestine’s southern terrain. Part of the Gaza district—about thirty-five kilometers northeast of Gaza City and fifty meters above sea level—Beit Daras’s population had
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