
 

 

 

 

 

 

This book is the fruit of a profound feeling, and the essence of words that dwelled in my heart before they found their place on paper  

Every letter was born of my thoughts, woven with the ink of experience and the sincerity of emotion, until it became a living trace now held in your hands  

This work is protected by copyright, just as the souls within its pages are preserved  

No part of this book may be copied, quoted, or republished by any means whether print or digital, partial or complete without the author’s prior written permission. 

Any violation may subject the offender to legal liability under applicable intellectual property laws.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Dedication:

 

To all who refused to sell their silence  

To those who believed that words are rifles and that blood is a bridge to freedom  

To every martyr and to every fighter whose banner has never fallen  

To the journalists who were martyred while carrying their cameras like weapons, recording truth with their blood  

To all who carried the cause of justice in their hearts and paid for it with their lives  

To beloved Gaza and to the free people of the world everywhere  

 

I dedicate this book  

Every letter within it is a medal upon your chests and a reminder that your march toward freedom has never been forgotten and never will be  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Disclaimer about the book’s content:

 

This book is not light on the heart. Do not trust it  

You may not leave it the same way you entered  

The author is not responsible for any emotional setback or inner bleeding that may occur to the reader after reading.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Disclaimer about image rights:

 

All images in this book have been used with the explicit consent of the martyrs’ families and loved ones, who shared their memories and granted me their trust to convey their images, their pain, and their immortality to the world  

The images were obtained through direct communication with the families, who agreed to their publication in this work as a tribute to the purity of their souls. All gratitude and love to them..  
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Historical References for Writing Texts about the Occupation of Palestine:

1.Book: “Palestine: History and Politics”

◦Author: Abd al-Wahhab al-Kayyali

◦A comprehensive reference on the modern history of Palestine, covering the beginnings of the Zionist movement up to the Nakba and beyond.

2.Book: “Zionism: Its Origins, Organization, and Goals”

◦Author: Mohammed Al-Sammak

◦Explains Herzl’s project, the Basel Congress, and the Balfour Declaration in documented detail.

3.Document: The Balfour Declaration (1917)

◦The famous letter from Arthur Balfour to Lord Rothschild, available in full in the British archives and historical websites.

4.Book: “The Palestinian Cause: Its Historical Background and Contemporary Developments”

◦Author: Mohsen Mohammad Saleh

◦A modern and easy-to-understand reference that connects the past with the present and displays maps and a chronological sequence of events.

5.The Palestinian Encyclopedia - Palestine Liberation Organization (PLO)

◦A vast source that includes personalities, events, documents, and Palestinian cities, which can be referenced electronically.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“From the souls of August… Wherever freedom and humanity are found, I am found.”

 

 

 

 

 

 

Introduction:

 

The story is not about a passing face in a crowd, nor about a name seeking to be told.

It is about a soul created with a fire in its heart that never fades, ignited by causes, and awakened by sighs that never arrive.

It was never attached to the spotlight; instead, it walked behind the shadows, searching for a hidden voice, or a trace that was almost erased.

From among the rubble of cold news, and amidst the unheard noise, a scream was born… one that refuses to be forgotten, and does not die with the turning off of the screen.

I saw injustice, and I never got used to it. I heard the cries for help, and I did not close my eyes. I grew up in a world that beautifies murderers, applauds the executioner, and asks the victim to be polite in their pain.

I am one of those who write because they have nothing but the word… and one of those who believed that the word, if it comes from the heart, hits its targets like a bullet. This book is not a novel, a journalistic report, or a political speech.

 

 

 

 

This Book… is a Promise.

 

A promise I made to myself to tell the truth, as it is, without embellishment or mitigation.

To open the world’s windows to Gaza, to its blood, to its children, to its women, to its martyrs who have become stars in the memory of the sky.

Every letter between these pages is an attempt to survive the silence of the world.

Every sentence in it was written as if it were a prayer for souls that have not yet received justice.

Here you will find tears, anger, faith, brokenness, and resilience… you will find me, with all my pain and strength.

Every story in this book is real. It was not invented, not authored, and not beautified.

And what I have told about my life in these pages is me as I am… I am not good at acting, and I do not like masks.

Everything in this work pulses with reality, carries faces, images, and cries that are still stuck in the air.

To all who thought the story was over … it still beats, and we are still writing.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  Chapter One

 

 “When the Stranger Desecrated the Land”

(The Dawn of the Catastrophe)

 

Palestine was never a land without a people, nor a land without a memory.

It was a city pulsating with life; its children running through the alleyways, its orchards blooming on the edges of the story, and its homes embracing the sky with the call to prayer.

 

But in the early twentieth century, the winds of omen began to blow…

A Zionist project, infiltrating in secret, carrying a storm in its folds. In 1897, Theodor Herzl declared his dream of establishing a national home for the Jews.

Then came the ominous Balfour Declaration in 1917, granting a land he did not own to a people who did not deserve it.

 

The influx began. They were not refugees as they claimed…

They came backed by money, weapons, and Western cover.

They buy the land by force, carry out massacres, and plant settlements like daggers in the nation’s side.

 

The scene was a cancer, creeping in silence, and killing with a roar.

The Palestinians realized early on that this occupation was not transient, and that what was being formulated in political chambers was an attempt at erasure.

 

And from here… the story began.

 

- How Did They Come?

(The Story of the Occupation from its Roots)

 

From the Basel Congress in 1897, where the leaders of the Zionist movement met in secret and decided that Palestine, the land inhabited by an ancient people for thousands of years, would be theirs. The threads of the conspiracy began to be woven in silence.

 

Theodor Herzl, considered the spiritual father of Zionism, did not hide his intentions. He said it clearly: “We will re-establish a national home for the Jews,” ignoring that this homeland is not an empty land, but a land inhabited by people, history, and civilization.

 

Then came the Balfour Declaration in 1917, the turning point: a letter from Britain to the Zionist movement announcing its support for the establishment of a Jewish homeland in Palestine.

With that promise, the land began to be torn away, piece by piece.

 

Intensive migrations began, and money and Western support flowed.

In the villages, in the fields, at the doors of mosques and churches, the threat began to materialize.

The Jews did not come fleeing persecution as they claimed—but they came with a well-thought-out plan, a directed weapon, and broad Western political and military support.

 

 

 

 

 

The massacres were the means, and displacement was the goal.

From Deir Yassin to al-Tantura, and from Lydda to Safed, villages were being wiped off the map, and written in red ink in the record of the Nakba.

 

In 1948, the Zionists announced the “establishment of the state of Israel” on the ruins of 500 destroyed Palestinian villages. The Palestinians began to find themselves in exile, carrying the keys to homes they have not returned to to this day.

 

But the story was not just a catastrophe…

It was the beginning of consciousness, the beginning of anger, and the beginning of a long resistance.

 

- The End of a Tyrant and the Beginning of Hope:

(From the Fall of Sharon to the Dawn of Palestinian Consciousness)

 

Since the occupation, Palestine has witnessed many tyrants, but “Ariel Sharon” was a symbol of criminality in its clearest form.

A military commander, and later a president, but in all his roles, he remained a cold-blooded killer.

He led massacres, destroyed cities, and blessed the settlements.

 

The Sabra and Shatila massacre in Lebanon was one of the most heinous crimes associated with his name, when the world stood by and watched, and hundreds of martyrs, children and women, fell in a night without conscience.

 

And in the Second Intifada, Sharon invaded the cities of Nablus, Jenin, and Gaza.

He demolished homes over their inhabitants and besieged children in their schools. But amidst all that, a generation was born that does not fear, does not forget, and is not defeated.

 

Then came the day of his fall…

Sharon entered a long coma, as if history had decided to freeze him, to keep him alive yet dead, a lesson for those who thought that killing creates eternity.

And as is the case in the entire Palestinian story, there is always a turning point, there is always a moment when the equations change.

The death of “Ariel Sharon” in 2014, after a coma that lasted 8 years, was not just the physical absence of one of the most bloodthirsty leaders of the occupation. It was symbolic, as if it were the end of a black era, for a tyrant whose name was associated with massacres like “Sabra and Shatila,” “Jenin,” and “Gaza.”

But his absence was not the end of injustice; rather, it was a new chapter of confrontation.

 

And in the time of his fall… a new consciousness began to forge its path.

Palestine was no longer just a map… it became present in poems, in books, in the voice of everyone who said: “We will not forget.”

 

A new generation emerged from under the rubble, carrying a camera in one hand and the truth in its heart, writing to bear witness, and living to tell that the Nakba is not an end, but the beginning of an awakening that does not sleep.

Every time the occupation believed it had extinguished the voice of resistance, the earth responded with a stronger voice.

 

The battles of “Dignity” came in the West Bank, then the Second Intifada ignited in 2000, which constituted a new turning point in the path of struggle, and restored momentum to the Palestinian street, to confirm that the spirit has not been broken, and that the fire under the ashes has not been extinguished.

 

 

In 2005, the occupation withdrew from the Gaza Strip, but it did not leave it free. It besieged it by land, sea, and air.

Gaza was transformed into a large prison, but it did not surrender; it became the beating heart of the resistance.

 

In 2008, 2012, 2014, and 2021, every war that Israel launched on Gaza ended with the proof that the Palestinian, despite the siege, is still stronger than to be defeated.

 

The West Bank, too, never calmed down. Nablus, Jenin, and Hebron were like flames that could not be extinguished.

A new generation emerged that does not know fear, inheriting consciousness as it inherits the land, memorizing the names of the martyrs as it memorizes the songs of heritage, and believing that victory is not a future promise but a right to be seized.

In every demolished house, and every martyr’s funeral, a resistance grew, a resolve was born, and a new chapter was written in a story that has not ended.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Palestinians, despite everything, continued to live they plant, they study, they sing, they love, and they carry the homeland in their hearts.

 

Until the great moment came: October 7th…

But, this is another chapter… written now with new blood, and we will leave it for its coming pages.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The beginning will not be of musk… but it will be an amputation of a favorite part, my comrades.
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