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Beneath the moonlight, the dead watch in silence—waiting for the living to remember



  	
        
            
            You may bury the body, but you cannot bury the voice.

We are stones they tripped over,

The names they tried to erase,

And the fire they never saw coming.
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The dead do not rest—they rise to speak when silence becomes unbearable.
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Here lies Gaza—stone after stone, name after name, a people mistaken for a place.
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To the nameless, whose stories are buried in unmarked graves,

To the mothers who cradle shadows and the children who find play in rubble,

And to all who witnessed war, survived it, and carried its silent echoes in their hearts.
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Foreword
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War is an artist that paints in red,

A composer that silences songs before their chorus.

This book is a graveyard of moments, a place where truth lies unflinching,

Where stories refuse to be forgotten, even when they are untold.

The poems within these pages are not just words; they are remnants of voices long buried and screams that were never given their due. They whisper from the shadows of battlefields and the quiet corners of homes turned to dust. They speak of the wars that headline news and those that slip unnoticed through cracks of neglect. Each poem is an unmarked stone, etched with echoes of grief, silence, and resilience.

This collection is more than a requiem; it is a protest. It calls us to remember that suffering is universal and that wrong wears no flag or face exempt from judgment. To read these verses is to bear witness, to carry the stories that history sought to bury under rubble and silence. May these words reach you with the weight they deserve, and may their echoes find a place in your memory.
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Chapter 1

The Stones Speak
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A Beheaded Child

They found her small, unshadowed, without name,

A broken doll cast in the dirt’s embrace.

Eyes fixed wide, as if to ask why the world

Bore witness yet spoke no word,

Why angels faltered when the blade fell.

Death painted without mercy,

As if war were a careless artist

Sweeping crimson with a hand too quick,

A canvas that swallowed cries

Before they formed.

The sun had the indecency to rise,

Lighting a limb that reached but didn’t hold,

A body too young to be buried whole.

Mothers picked up her pieces,

Gathered like toys left behind,

Silent in their horror,

The earth drank her blood,

A reluctant witness to innocence torn.

It holds its breath, knowing

The stones will not speak of it.

Cradles of Ash

Between the whispers of mortar fire,

Mothers sing lullabies to the wind,

Their arms cradling nothing but air

And memories that burn, ash-flecked

With the ghosts of unborn songs.

The air tastes of soot and silence,

A nursery filled with the scent of grief.

Each breath struggles for life

Where there is none,

Choked by the weight of unshed tears.

Rocking shadows in cradles

Made of splintered wood and loss,

They murmur stories of hope

That crack under the strain

Of an empty embrace.

Somewhere, a child’s laughter

Echoes like a cruel ghost,

A memory sharp enough

To pierce the heart of silence,

Leaving only echoes of weeping.
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