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Hind Joudah is a poet, writer (b. 1983). She has published two
books of poetry. Jouda studied Education and worked for years
as a host and producer for a radio in Gaza, while also writing
scripts for documentaries. Juda won a recognition prize in Gaza
for a short story she wrote and won the Gold Award at the Cairo
Youth Festival. She was one of the founders of an independent
cultural magazine in Gaza and served as its editor-in-chief. A

new collection of hers was published recently: a bilingual edition
in both Arabic and French.

Read more in English here and here.
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https://www.penopp.org/articles/poems-hind-joudeh?language_content_entity=en
https://www.gazapassages.com/hind-joudah/english
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THANK YOU FOR THE LAST MISSILE

(translated by the “Passages Through Genocide” project, with changes by Lara Abdel Latif)

Hello world,

I am there,

I mean here,

Yes, exactly, here in Gaza!

Under this grey pile

I was screaming moments ago,

But the last missile

Made me fly to you,

To tell you what you fail to comprehend!

Oh world, it is an evening of hunger,

Not necessarily in my stomach,

And not a hunger for the bread that you deprive us of!
Not the container of food you've sent to my children
As miserable aid,

Stopped at the crossroads of rifles, never arriving!
Not only the queues of the starving

Nor the bulging bones of the hungry

I'm hungry for my sense of self!

I mean that I was famished for my humanity

Before your final missile devoured me!

Oh world, it is an evening of madness.
What do you think as you watch silently, pretending to
understand?
Nodding your head,
Hammering your gavel
And deciding on a humanitarian ceasefire for me...
Oh thank you,
I will smile for you—grateful
I will laugh, revealing all of my teeth
I will giggle whilst filling your ears with sobs



Tell me:
Do you even see?

It is an evening of darkness.

What do you know of the cold that froze my limbs
As I break the wrecks of the wardrobe

Just to feed the fire?!

I burnt schoolbooks and summer clothes

And the skulls

And the vicious sound of explosions

I no longer care

Just like you!

Oh life, it is an evening of death.

I believed in your infidelity

Enriched by your bankruptcy

And over your fall—I rose

I am the one in the pit of the well
Without any brothers

Your wolves ate me, tearing my shirts

I am the one despairing over your disappointments and
wretchedness,

Oh world, thank you for the last missile,

it relieved the street of a long wailing
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Batool Abu Akleen (b. 2005) is a poet and translator
from Gaza City. She studied English Literature at the
Islamic University of Gaza. At the age of fifteen, Abu
Akleen won the Parjeel Poetry Prize for her poem ‘I Did
Not Steal the Cloud’ which was translated and published
as part of the Italian anthology Di acqua e di tempo / Of
Water and Time. In 2024 She was the Poet in Resistance
with Modern Poetry in Translation. Her work was
awarded the 2025 edition of the London Magazine poetry
prize. Her debut bilingual poetry collection 48kgs was
released June 15th with Tenement Press.

Read more in English here, here, and here.
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https://modernpoetryintranslation.com/introducing-batool-abu-akleen-as-our-2024-poet-in-residence/
https://arablit.org/2024/09/23/batool-abu-akleen-poetry-is-what-keeps-me-alive/
https://tenementpress.com/Batool-Abu-Akleen
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I want a grave
(translated by the author)

I want a grave with a marble headstone

that my loved ones will water

where they will place flowers,

weeping when the longing lacerates their eyes.

Their tears won’t reach me

so I won’t grieve.

I want a grave just for me

for my friends to talk to me

where I’ll have the right to be alone one last time.

[ want a grave that doesn’t touch another

so my beloved can plant a bougainvillea to shade me from the
summer sun

to dress me in a purple gown in the spring

to give me a warm cover in winter when its leaves fall.
I want a grave in a cemetery with neighbors who have wrapped
themselves in life

flirted with it

planted a kiss on each of its cheeks

then slumbered.

I want a grave

I don’t want my corpse to rot in the open road.

February 26, 2024
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This is how I cook my grief

(translated by the author)

I pick fresh hearts from the street

the most defeated ones

with nimble fingers I steal the tears

I fill rusted sardine tins with the smell of sorrow.
Mothers’ glances cling tight to their eyes

but I snatch them easily, because I resemble their
children.

In a copper pot

I boil what I’ve stolen

add the blood that hadn't been absorbed

& sawdust from a coffin meant as the door to a new
home.

I pour the mixture into my heart

until it blackens.

This is how I cook my grief.
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Hussam Maarouf

Writer, poet, and editor (b. 1981). He published three books,
two of which are collections of poetry. He won the Mahmoud
Darwish Prize in 2015. Maarouf writes about life in Gaza, about
childhood in the reality of siege and war, and about social issues.
These days, despite the hunger and daily hardships he
experiences, Maarouf still continues his journalistic work,
which includes writing for a British newspaper. He has recently
opened the publishing house “Gaza Publications”.

Read more in English here and here.

CIVESO
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https://www.gazapassages.com/husam-maarouf/english
https://arablit.org/2024/10/24/where-i-write-now-husam-maarouf/
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To listen to the poem in Arabic, read by Ahmad Abu Odeh, click here.
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https://drive.google.com/file/d/1V_zSaay2Bx35He7_VBgIoghnjDsuXq7I/view?usp=sharing

Specific details
(Translated by Fadi Joudah)

Drowning in the time allotted for truce,
we manufacture spare hearts

in case we lose the hearts each of us has.
We’re uncertain of life’s worth

on the slipping edge,

yet it seems hope can’t be shelled all at once.
The minute details of war,

poison gas we can’t thwart

from settling our blood,

can’t even grab fear to toss it whole
outside our flesh. Dear God,

anxiety’s beat within us is louder

than a proximal bomb, but tell me

how will you convince the world

that the forest has no drum?

Specific details

fix our feet in place

as the house runs and runs

leaving its stones (its children)

behind: body parts,

fragments in memory.
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Wadah Abu Jame

Poet, studied law, and writes articles and essays for
newspapers and literary magazines. His poems have been
translated into multiple languages. In 2022, Abu Jame
embarked on a challenging refugee journey (at sea in a
small boat) from Turkey to Belgium, where he currently
lives as a refugee. In 2023, his first poetry book “A World
Injected with Botox” was published with Raya
Publications in Beirut.

Read more in English here.

CHVE~D
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https://tohumagazine.com/article/concept-memory-and-dilemma-forgetfulness
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To listen to the poem in Arabic, read by Ahmad Abu Odeh, click here.
CEVESO
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https://drive.google.com/file/d/17-Cdl03x_HxAa7Dli5HsopYP0Pc53vFt/view?usp=drive_link

I know a child

(Translated by Reem Ghanayem, with changes by Lara Abdel Latif)

I know a child who missed
His very first computer class,
Murdered by the war

With its artificial intelligence.

I know children

Who only learnt to count
From one to ten,

A number of them was killed
Which they can’t even read.

I know mothers

Collecting the bags of children running late
For school

While soldiers ready their cannons

And drag the entire family

To their final lesson.

20
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Sama Hassan is a Palestinian writer and journalist based
in Gaza, she has published three collections of short
stories, which have been translated into several
languages.

Read more in Arabic here, and in Hebrew here.
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https://www.alaraby.co.uk/opinion/%D9%85%D8%B0%D8%A8%D8%AD%D8%A9-%D8%A7%D9%84%D9%85%D8%AC%D9%88%D9%91%D8%B9%D9%8A%D9%86?utm_source=alaraby.co.uk&utm_medium=edgs.co&fbclid=IwY2xjawKtNjJleHRuA2FlbQIxMQBicmlkETFEMUh0YUZ3NlJWclJMNWdJAR4BPIniPkgwBGZ_bRr-p_RTYWO7EnVo8VRyPp4hKgMG2Zh9B0yKglGFeBfVpQ_aem_Upc6Bq3pxCP_GI3o5Ml2iQ
https://www.haaretz.co.il/blogs/vanleer/2025-02-06/ty-article/00000194-d578-dd4f-adbe-ffff63e40000?fbclid=IwY2xjawKtN7lleHRuA2FlbQIxMABicmlkETFEMUh0YUZ3NlJWclJMNWdJAR6ejGuphGopGVMyeweBQDJanv4Xdcz-08BzmYpi2uDO2HLOyfu8V39I1FigXg_aem_Rn8jwV1v5wP1Qbvattuaow
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Link to the original publication.

23


https://www.alaraby.co.uk/opinion/%D8%A7%D9%82%D8%AA%D9%8F%D9%84%D9%86%D9%8A-%D9%85%D9%86-%D9%81%D8%B6%D9%84%D9%83?utm_source=alaraby.co.uk&utm_medium=edgs.co&fbclid=IwY2xjawKtODFleHRuA2FlbQIxMQBicmlkETFEMUh0YUZ3NlJWclJMNWdJAR42P3Rv3JwOXbSGs8QLhskjz_OytQ3n59NwHFqNjfAiVDva8CwpUKHIJPYAEg_aem_MkFAZJ3dF0QB9PEJYhJg2w

Please kill me
(Translation by Neta Talmud)
14.05.2025

Over the years, I have been told three stories that all have something
in common. The first story was told by a witness who saw with his
own eyes a man’s hair turning white in the blink of an eye, as he
stood on the seashore watching a giant ship sink with his brother on
board.

The second story I was told by my mother about my uncle, the
youngest of her siblings. When he was seventeen years old his hair
suddenly turned white, and he was unable to walk upright, only
hunched over. This happened when the Israeli forces occupied the
entire Gaza Strip in 1967, and people feared massacres like those that
had occurred in 1956.

The third incident was recounted by a father who saw his little
daughter’s hair turning gray and vitiligo patches appear on her skin
after she fell under their neighbor’s donkey’s hooves while returning
from school. Her classmates had been playing a cruel prank on her,
pushing her while they were walking together, causing her to fall
unexpectedly under the donkey’s feet.

These three incidents that were brought to my attention confirm
what science and medicine have proven. It was indeed confirmed
that graying hair and changes in skin color, symptoms of vitiligo,
stem from psychological causes.

This recently happened to a child in Gaza. Little Lana al-Sharif’s hair
turned white as if she were an elderly woman, while vitiligo appeared
on her skin because of extreme fear from the continuous sounds of
bombing around her day and night.

The scientific explanation for premature graying of the hair and the
sudden appearance of white vitiligo patches on the skin is an abrupt
malfunction or abnormal activity in the immune system. It leads to
the production of antibodies that attack the pigment cells
responsible for giving skin and hair their natural color. In cases of
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hereditary vitiligo, exposure to psychological trauma or sudden fear
at any stage of life may trigger and increase the activity of the gene
responsible for the disease, making one susceptible to vitiligo
symptoms appearing suddenly, regardless of whether the person is
young or old.

The beautiful child Lana al-Sharif symbolizes the suffering of Gaza’s
children who endure all kinds of fear, alongside malnutrition and
the spread of diseases among them. With the escalation of these
children’s suffering, it’s natural to see them as having grown up
before their time, asking for death while they are the flowers of life.

This terrible and painful plea was conveyed by a doctor who treated
one of the child survivors of the restaurant massacre days ago in
Gaza City. The boy insisted: “Kill me, doctor... I don't want to live.”

Gaza’s children understand what awaits them if they are injured
during the random bombing that targets tents and streets. If they
survive and avoid immediate death, they might find themselves the
sole survivors of their families, forced to face life without mother,
father, or siblings—which means a slow death. Perhaps they will lose
their sight or a limb, making them wish for death every moment,
and regret not dying. That way they would find relief from a life of
suffering with a permanent disability.

More than two thousand people have lost their sight due to bombing
since the war began, while 32,000 cases of limb amputation have
been recorded, most of them children, extending the list of innocent
children who ask for death instead of life in a world that doesn’t
recognize their humanity.

CIVESO
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Ezzideen Shehab

Writes in English. Find his texts here.

In his own words:

[ am a doctor in Gaza.

Each day, I move through the ruins, stitching
wounds the world will never see.

And at night, I write, because some truths cannot
remain buried.

If my words have reached you, it is not by
accident.
It is because suffering demands to be witnessed.

Help me bring this book into the world.

Not for recognition. Not for escape.

But because memory, once written, cannot be
erased.

26


https://x.com/ezzingaza?lang=en

May 25

The night did not fall. It broke. A sound tore through
the silence, not like thunder, but like something deeper
collapsing, something within the world itself. News
came: an entire residential block crushed into dust.

We ran. We didn’t speak. There was no room for
thoughts, no space for hope. We moved patients from
beds to chairs, from chairs to floors. Anything to make
space. The ER transformed into a corridor of shadows.

And then, they came. Waves.

Ambulances screeched like some beast in agony. Doors
slammed open, stretchers collided. Blood smeared
across the floor, across the hands of the living. Screams
echoed, not cries, but something more terrible, like
truth made sound. People begged for names. Others
wept without knowing what they’d lost.

We treated the ones whose lungs couldn’t hold air.
Those whose blood refused to stay inside. Broken arms
could wait. But death, death could not be reasoned with.
It barged in. It took whoever was slowest to flee.

One man died while I held his hand. Still warm. I
whispered something, I don’t know what. I told security
to take the body. We needed the bed.

I needed the bed.

And then, the girl.

27



She was five. Curled on a bed like a forgotten doll. Not
screaming. Not even speaking. Just a soft, continuous
sob, like someone apologizing for being alive. Another
doctor had checked her. Stable vitals. Left aside.

I passed again. She was still crying. Still no one with her.
“What’s your name?” I asked.
“Dima Awad,” she whispered.

I shouted into the corridor:
“Whose daughter is this? Who is with her?”

Silence.

I moved on. We all did. We kept moving. That’s the
horror, not the screams, but the fact that we move on.
That we must. Time becomes something else.
Something sick.

An hour passed. Then another. I returned to her. Still
there. Still crying. I examined her, a fracture in the leg.
Orthopedics came. Still no name. No family. Someone

called neighbors of the Awad family. No one recognized
her.

Three hours passed. Then a young man came with lab
results.

“You asked for these,” he said.

“I don’t know the patient,” I replied.

He pointed to her. Her name was Lana Mugbil.

28



Her whole family, gone. Mother. Father. Brothers.
Aunts. Uncles. All of them. Vaporized. Not even
remains to identify. Just dust and a name she barely
knew how to spell.

The young man? Not even a cousin. Just a neighbor. He
remembered her face from somewhere. And because
the dead were beyond help, he sat beside the only one
who was still breathing.

This is Gaza. This is what war truly is.

Not the speeches. Not the maps.
But a child sobbing in a corner, surrounded by people

who are too busy keeping others alive to sit and hold
her hand.

This is not strategy.

This is not defense.

This is a mechanism of destruction, cold, calculated,
eternal.

It eats memory. It devours names.

It is the silence after a child says her name and no one
replies.
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Refaat Alareer

Poet and professor of English Literature at the Islamic
University in Gaza. He was a married father of six. He
was one of the founders of the “We Don’t Tell” project,
designed to encourage young men and women from
Gaza to document and disseminate the personal stories
of residents in the strip. Alareer was a prominent figure
in Palestinian literature and academia in Gaza (and his
poems were translated into multiple languages). Alareer
was killed by IDF bombing in December of 2023.

Read about Alareer in English here, here, and here.

VTSSO
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https://wearenotnumbers.org/tributes-to-refaat-alareer-killed-dec-7-2023/
https://www.theguardian.com/books/2024/dec/10/refaat-alareer-book-gaza-palestine-poet
https://ifimustdie.net/
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To listen to the poem in Arabic, read by Ahmad Abu Odeh, click here.

C VTSSO
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https://drive.google.com/file/d/1rcoGGQdPZtDshseacXOto5SCiQEdqeWo/view?usp=drive_link

If I Must Die

(Translated by Reem Ghanayem)

If I must die,

you must live

to tell my story

to sell my things

to buy a piece of cloth

and some strings,

(make it white with a long tail)

so that a child, somewhere in Gaza

while looking heaven in the eye

awaiting his dad who left in a blaze —
and bid no one farewell

not even to his flesh

not even to himself —

sees the kite, my kite you made, flying up above,
and thinks for a moment an angel is there
bringing back love.

If I must die

let it bring hope,

let it be a

story.
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The texts were chosen by Ayat Abu Shmeiss, Daniel Behar, Neta Talmud,

Hannelies Koloska.

On 30 June 2025 they were read online as part of the “Gaza at the
Hebrew University” series by Ayat Abu Shmeiss, Ahmad Abu Odeh,
Talia Ariav, Ula Aweida, Daniel Behar, Hiba Kawasmi, Hannelies
Koloska, Oded Na’aman, Neta Talmud.

The authors were asked for permission to read and print their poems in

this format. We thank them for their generous collaboration. All
copyrights stay with the authors.

Small changes to the translation were undertaken by Lara Abdel Latif
with the utmost respect for the original translators to achieve a more
literal translation. Links to the publications enable you to read the
original translations.

This booklet was edited by Ayala Chen Atkin, Ula Aweida and Chiara
Caradonna.

Read more literature from Gaza in English here.
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https://arablit.org/from-gaza/

Survived from dying and died from surviving...

Anonymous, written on the ruins of a building in Al-Bureij Camp, Gaza
3 June 2024 (AFP)



