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  Dedication

  
  




This book is dedicated to all Palestinians who have lived—and continue to live—under occupation.

Your strength, memory, and resistance are eternal.
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This is not a neutral book. It does not aim for balance, because balance in the face of atrocity is moral failure. This book is an indictment—a cry against silence, a record of violence, and a refusal to forget. It was written not as an academic exercise, but as a response to horror broadcast in real time. Gaza: A Genocide in Real Time is a document of what the world witnessed and tried to unsee.

Since October 7, 2023, Gaza has endured one of the most brutal military campaigns of the 21st century. But this did not begin in 2023. It began in 1948 with the Nakba, when hundreds of thousands of Palestinians were forced from their homes. It continued in 1967 with occupation, in 2007 with blockade, and through every war that followed. What we see now is not a sudden eruption of violence—it is the logical outcome of decades of apartheid, siege, and impunity.

This book chronicles what took place in Gaza not through numbers alone, but through names, stories, patterns, and intent. It traces the systematic targeting of hospitals, schools, homes, water, and food. It exposes how infrastructure was not merely collateral damage—it was the objective. And it names what so many have hesitated to: genocide.

You will not find euphemisms here. No references to “complex conflict” or “tragic necessity.” There is nothing complex about the starvation of children. Nothing accidental in the bombing of hospitals. Nothing necessary in turning entire cities to dust. What you will find is documentation—of crimes, of complicity, of courage.

This book also calls out the machinery that enables this violence. Western governments that arm Israel with bombs and cover it with diplomatic shields. Media institutions that amplify its narrative while erasing Palestinian voices. International bodies that issue statements while people are buried in mass graves. This genocide is not only Israeli—it is global. Funded in Washington. Ignored in Brussels. Excused in London. And suffered in Gaza.

But this book is also a tribute. To those who remain. To the doctors who perform surgeries with no anesthesia. To the mothers who bury their children and still rise. To the children who write their names in the dust of bombed classrooms. Gaza is more than a victim—it is a symbol of resistance that refuses to vanish.

Gaza: A Genocide in Real Time is not just a book. It is a warning. A mirror. A call. Read it with the discomfort it demands. And when you turn the last page, remember: the story is not over. As long as Gaza breathes, the world has no excuse to look away.

Let this book be one small act of witness. Let it be proof that some of us did not stay silent.
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On October 7, 2023, the world awoke to headlines screaming about rockets, hostages, and an unprecedented breach of Israeli security. But to those who had been watching closely—those who had lived under occupation, siege, and apartheid—the fire did not begin that day. It had been smoldering for decades under rubble, checkpoints, demolished homes, and the suffocating grip of a settler-colonial state. October 7 was not the beginning of violence; it was the cry of a people buried alive.

Israel’s narrative machine moved swiftly. Within hours, global news outlets were flooded with images of frightened Israelis, burning kibbutzim, and calls for solidarity with “the only democracy in the Middle East.” But what these headlines omitted was the long, brutal context that shaped this explosion. What happened on that day was not born in a vacuum—it was born in Gaza, the world’s largest open-air prison, caged by barbed wire, walls, and warplanes.

For 16 years, Gaza has endured an illegal blockade. Food, medicine, electricity—basic human needs—have been rationed by Israel as tools of control. In leaked Israeli documents, this cruelty was called “putting them on a diet.” Over half of Gaza’s population are children. Imagine growing up under drones, your sky a constant hum of death. Entire generations have known nothing but war, fear, and grief. And yet, the world asked: Why are they angry?

The fire ignited not on October 7, but in 1948, when over 700,000 Palestinians were driven from their homes during the Nakba—“the catastrophe.” It burned brighter in 1967 with the occupation of the West Bank and Gaza, and it flared violently during each of Israel’s repeated assaults on Gaza: 2008, 2012, 2014, 2021. Thousands killed. Thousands more maimed. Entire neighborhoods flattened. Each time, the international community looked away, hypnotized by Israel’s spin, labeling massacres as “self-defense.”

On October 7, Palestinian fighters broke through the prison walls. Israel calls it a terrorist attack. But to many Palestinians, it was an eruption of the rage, trauma, and desperation forged under decades of colonial violence. No one denies the bloodshed of that day. Civilians were killed, lives were shattered—but what is never mentioned is how many more Palestinian lives were already broken before a single Israeli was touched.

Israel responded with fury—and impunity. Gaza was turned to ash. Hospitals were bombed, ambulances targeted, journalists killed, refugee camps obliterated. Over 35,000 Palestinians were murdered in the months that followed, most of them women and children. Israel called it a war. But how can it be a war when one side has tanks, jets, and nuclear weapons, while the other has homemade rockets and bare hands? This was not war—it was retribution. A genocide broadcast in real-time.

Western leaders parroted Israel’s right to defend itself, blind to the fact that no nation has the right to enforce an occupation, let alone defend it. Biden, Sunak, Macron—they all lined up to defend a state that drops white phosphorus on schools and calls it counterterrorism. The same state that shoots medics, bombs bakeries, and kills aid workers delivering food to the starving. These are not the acts of a country defending itself. These are the crimes of an occupier, afraid that its victims might finally resist.

The fire ignites when humanity is denied. When a mother must choose which child to carry from the rubble. When a child wakes screaming from a drone strike dream, only to realize it wasn’t a dream at all. When prayers are whispered not for freedom, but for a painless death. This is the fuel of October 7—not hatred, but hopelessness. Not ideology, but injustice.

Israel wants the world to believe it is the victim. It hides behind the trauma of the Holocaust while weaponizing its own military to create a second trauma—this time inflicted, not received. It has mastered the art of victimhood as state policy, portraying every Palestinian act of resistance as terrorism while refusing to see its own decades of systemic cruelty as the root cause. If Israel is a victim, then it is a victim with the power to kill with impunity—and that is not victimhood, but tyranny.

In the months after October 7, the world was forced to look at Gaza—but through a distorted lens. Those who dared to speak for Palestinians were silenced, fired, deplatformed. Students protesting genocide were accused of antisemitism. The idea that a colonized, oppressed people had the right to resist became unutterable in polite company. Meanwhile, Israeli ministers spoke openly of ethnic cleansing, of wiping Gaza off the map—and still, the West nodded in approval.

The fire that ignited on October 7 was not terrorism—it was a scream. A scream from the shattered buildings of Khan Younis, from the empty hospitals of Rafah, from the bones beneath the sand in Shuja’iyya. It was the scream of a people abandoned by the world, reminding that world they still exist. And if we are to talk of violence, let us speak honestly: Israel has killed, displaced, and brutalized far more. It is the architect of the cage—and yet blames the caged bird for pecking at the bars.

Israel has created a reality in which peace is impossible because it benefits from war. The occupation funds its military industry, justifies its repression, and garners sympathy that translates into billions in aid. What incentive is there for Israel to end the occupation when it is the very foundation of its geopolitical strength?

October 7 should be a day of reckoning—not just for Israel, but for all who enabled it. For every government that armed it, every media outlet that excused it, every silence that allowed it. It should be the day we ask: What kind of world allows a nuclear power to bomb children and still call itself a democracy?

The fire ignited because it had to. Because decades of UN resolutions failed. Because peace talks became smokescreens. Because the world never listened when Palestinians spoke gently. So they screamed.

And maybe—just maybe—this time, the world heard.
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October 7 was more than an eruption of violence—it was Israel’s long-awaited trigger. Within hours, the narrative shifted from defense to devastation, and a nation armed with one of the most advanced militaries in the world declared “total war” not on an army, but on an entire civilian population. Gaza became the proving ground for Israeli vengeance, and the phrase “October 7” was weaponized to justify anything and everything—from war crimes to genocide.

What was framed as a response quickly revealed itself to be premeditated escalation. Before the dust settled, Israel unleashed the largest aerial bombing campaign in its history. It wasn’t just Hamas they targeted—it was the hospitals, the schools, the power stations, the bakeries. Entire neighborhoods were leveled not to defeat a military adversary, but to punish a people. This was not retaliation; this was annihilation.

The language of war, used so freely by Israeli officials, masked a much darker intent. “We will eliminate everything,” declared Israeli military leaders, dropping euphemisms for what they truly meant: ethnic cleansing. They called it “mowing the lawn,” a grotesque euphemism for flattening Gaza periodically to keep Palestinians “in check.” October 7 didn’t start a new war—it activated an old, bloodstained strategy.

For years, Israeli generals and right-wing politicians had floated the idea of “resetting Gaza.” Now, with global sympathy flowing in, they had the pretext they needed. Civilians became statistics. Refugee camps became fair targets. Even the UN was not spared—dozens of its facilities were bombed. When journalists were killed, Israel claimed Hamas was hiding behind them. When babies died under rubble, Israel blamed the militants. A million excuses, but one clear outcome: mass death, live-streamed to the world.

Israel called this “surgical.” But what kind of surgery kills tens of thousands? What kind of precision airstrike wipes out entire families asleep in their beds? The truth was far more disturbing. This was not surgical—it was sadistic. Israeli drones circled over fleeing civilians, only to strike them again and again. Convoys with white flags were turned to ash. Tents for displaced families were vaporized. And still, Israel called it justice.

The “total war” declared by Israel wasn’t just military—it was psychological, infrastructural, and societal. Electricity was cut. Water was shut off. Aid was blocked. The goal wasn’t just to kill—it was to destroy the will to live. No hospitals meant no surgery. No fuel meant no incubators. No communication meant no pleas for help. Every aspect of Palestinian life became a battlefield. They weren’t fighting terrorists—they were fighting existence.

Western leaders, led by the United States, handed Israel a blank check. Billions in military aid flowed in, alongside diplomatic cover at the UN. No red lines were drawn, because Israel had been erasing them for decades. Every war crime was rationalized. Every massacre was muffled by the phrase “Israel has a right to defend itself.” But defend itself from what? From the people it occupied? From the families it starved? From the children it caged?

This was never about security. If it were, Israel would have pursued a ceasefire, diplomacy, or restraint. Instead, it dropped over 70,000 bombs in the first few months. It invaded on the ground, bulldozing cemeteries and turning schools into military bases. It even bombed “safe zones” it told civilians to flee to. The hypocrisy was glaring. If Hamas were the target, why were 70% of the dead women and children?

The answer is chilling: because Hamas was never the only target. Gaza itself was the enemy. Its people, its culture, its identity—all had to be dismantled. Israel’s total war aimed to make Gaza unlivable, unrecognizable, and ultimately uninhabited. They spoke of “human animals,” stripping Palestinians of even basic humanity. The intent was clear: this was not a war against militants—it was a war against memory, against resistance, against survival.

And yet, in this horror, Israel revealed more than it concealed. The scale of its response, the brutality of its tactics, the callous indifference to civilian lives—it exposed the myth of Israeli morality. No longer could the world pretend this was about democracy versus terror. The mask had slipped. This was state terrorism, broadcast in high definition. This was collective punishment on a historic scale.

Even the Israeli public was mobilized in this war of erasure. Far-right ministers openly called for the resettlement of Gaza, dreaming of biblical borders and racial purity. Settlers danced on the ruins of bombed-out cities. Politicians posed with bombs inscribed with racist slurs. And all the while, Palestinian blood flowed. Not as a mistake—but as a policy.

The October 7 attack was horrific, yes. But the real trigger wasn’t the attack itself—it was the permission it gave Israel to unleash what it had long wanted to do: flatten Gaza, remove its population, and claim final victory in a war that began in 1948. The declaration of total war wasn’t spontaneous. It was waiting in the wings, sharpened by decades of impunity and bolstered by silence from the so-called international community.

This wasn’t war. This was extermination with the lights on. A nation acting as judge, jury, and executioner, with no one daring to intervene. The same world that claims “Never Again” stood idle as a genocide unfolded in real time. The lesson? When the victims are Palestinian, human rights become optional, and total war becomes acceptable.

And so the trigger was pulled—not by resistance fighters, but by a nuclear-armed regime that decided this was the moment to finish what it started. The aim was never security. It was submission. It was silence. It was surrender.

But Gaza, even under fire, refused to disappear.
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When Israel stormed into Gaza following October 7, it didn’t come to defeat an armed force—it came to break the foundation of an entire society. This wasn’t a war fought on military frontlines; it was a systematic demolition of civilian life. The blackout wasn’t just a loss of power—it was the beginning of Gaza’s erasure. The lights went out not just in homes and hospitals, but across the global conscience.

Electricity was the first to go. Not by accident, not as collateral, but as policy. Israel bombed Gaza’s only power plant within days. The message was clear: darkness is a weapon. Without power, Gaza’s hospitals fell into crisis, water pumps shut down, and communications lines collapsed. Every basic function of life was paralyzed. It wasn’t a side effect—it was a strategy.

The blackout was Israel’s way of silencing Gaza. With no internet, no signal towers, and no journalists left alive or allowed in, the world could no longer see. In those shadows, Israel moved freely. Fighter jets carved the skies night and day, flattening homes block by block. The very architecture of Gaza—its buildings, its roads, its cultural landmarks—was reduced to dust. Libraries, mosques, heritage sites: erased. This was not military necessity. This was the methodical dismantling of identity.

Gaza’s neighborhoods, once dense with life, became indistinguishable fields of ash. Entire streets ceased to exist. Israeli bulldozers didn’t stop at rubble—they plowed through cemeteries, crushing the dead as if even memory was too dangerous to be left standing. The aim was not to displace, but to erase. This was not about fighting an enemy. It was about removing a people.

In the north, Israeli troops established control zones where no aid could enter and no civilians could remain. Those who didn’t flee were treated as combatants. Drone strikes became routine, even in declared “evacuation zones.” The rules of war did not apply, because Israel had rewritten them—silently, unilaterally, and with Western backing. The blackout ensured there were no witnesses left to testify, and no media allowed to contradict the carefully curated narrative of precision and restraint.

But inside Gaza, there was no such restraint. Hospitals were not spared—they were hunted. Al-Shifa, the largest hospital in the Strip, was surrounded, shelled, and invaded. Israel claimed Hamas was operating from within, but no convincing evidence ever followed. What remained instead were mass graves outside the hospital gates, dug by desperate staff to bury the bodies decomposing in the halls. Babies died in their incubators. Surgeons operated by phone flashlight. This was not warfare. It was psychological torture.

Israel didn’t just bomb hospitals—it used their destruction as theatre. Military briefings displayed grainy images and vague maps, suggesting underground tunnels beneath medical facilities. But the more evidence was demanded, the more the truth collapsed. There was no grand command center—only patients bleeding out on concrete floors and doctors pleading for supplies that never came.

In the south, where Israel directed civilians to flee, the illusion of safety shattered instantly. Rafah, Khan Younis, and Deir al-Balah were pounded with equal force. Refugee camps turned into mass graves overnight. People fled on foot with nothing but the clothes on their backs, and even then, they were bombed mid-escape. The concept of “safe zones” was a cruel joke—a means of funneling the population into smaller and smaller boxes before sealing them shut.

Throughout the occupation, the blackout extended beyond Gaza’s borders. Israel blocked foreign journalists from entering, denied access to human rights observers, and silenced critical voices even within its own society. Israeli citizens who opposed the war were labeled traitors. Palestinians inside Israel and the West Bank faced raids, mass arrests, and surveillance. The blackout was both literal and metaphorical: a total suppression of truth, dissent, and empathy.

And as Gaza crumbled under the weight of bunker busters and artillery, Israel moved in with ground forces—not to liberate, but to dominate. Bulldozers carved roads through camps. Soldiers posed for photos inside destroyed homes. In videos leaked online, Israeli troops laughed over desecrated corpses, graffitied homes, and looted belongings. What army behaves this way when its mission is security? This was colonial humiliation dressed as defense.

Even food was turned into a weapon. Israeli forces surrounded Gaza’s remaining bakeries and bombed many of them. Crops were set alight. Fishermen were shot if they approached the sea. The goal was starvation, slow and public. When famine warnings were issued by humanitarian agencies, Israel responded with indifference—and sometimes, denial. Aid trucks were delayed, looted, or bombed. And yet the world, hypnotized by Israel’s diplomatic immunity, barely raised a voice.

Meanwhile, the occupation advanced in silence. Infrastructure—already crumbling under siege—was obliterated. Sewage systems collapsed, water was contaminated, and disease began to spread faster than aid. Gaza became a graveyard of state failure—not by chance, but by choice. Every system that made life possible was targeted: schools, universities, banks, municipal buildings. It wasn’t just about defeating Hamas—it was about making Gaza ungovernable, unlivable, unreturnable.

And while the bombs rained down, Israeli officials spoke openly of “resettling” Gaza. Politicians floated maps of a post-Gaza future, where the population would be forcibly relocated to the Sinai or “voluntarily” transferred to other countries. These weren’t fringe voices—they were sitting ministers. The language of extermination became mainstream, coated in diplomacy but dripping with malice.

Yet still, even in the blackout, stories leaked out. Testimonies from survivors, fragments of voice notes, smuggled images—they painted a picture Israel tried desperately to bury: that this was not a war, but a campaign of elimination. That civilians were the primary target. That Israel had abandoned all pretense of law, ethics, or humanity. And that the global silence was not neutrality—it was complicity.

The blackout wasn’t only about Gaza. It was about the world’s refusal to look. Israel gambled that if it turned off the cameras, it could turn off the outrage. But even in darkness, truth finds its way. And the truth is this: Israel didn’t stumble into a war. It built one, brick by brick, policy by policy, strike by strike.

When the foundations of Gaza were broken, it wasn’t to build peace. It was to eliminate the very idea of a Palestinian future.

The blackout may have begun—but it will not last forever.













