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RefaatAlareer (1979-2023)

Was aprominent Palestinian writer,
poet, professor,and activistfrom

the Gaza Strip, who taughtliterature
and creative writingatthe Islamic
University of Gaza. On December 6,
2023,around 6 p.m.localtime in Gaza,
Alareerwas murderedinasurgical
Israeliairstrikealong with his brother,
sister,and her three children.

IfIMustDie

IfImustdie,

youmustlive

to tellmystory

tosell my things

tobuy a pieceofcloth
andsomestrings,
(makeitwhitewith along tail)
sothatachild, somewherein Gaza
whilelooking heaveninthe eye
awaiting hisdad who leftina blaze -
andbid no one farewell
notevento his flesh

Mahmoud Darwish (1941-2008)
Wasarenowned Palestinian poetand
author, widely recognized as Palestine’s
national poet.In 1988, he penned the
Palestinian Declaration of Indepen-
dence, formally establishing the State
of Palestine. Darwish’s works garnered
numerous awards, and he skillfully
employed Palestine asametaphorto ex-
plore themes ofloss, rebirth, disposses-
sion, and exile. Known asapoetofaction,
he embodied the Islamictradition ofthe
politically engaged poet. Additionally,
Darwish served as an editor for various
literary magazinesin Palestine.

To Our Land

Toourland,
anditistheonenearthewordofgod,
aceiling of clouds

Toourland,

anditistheone far fromthe adjectives of
nouns,

themap of absence

Toourland,

anditistheonetiny asasesameseed,
aheavenly horizon ...and a hidden chasm
Toourland,

Dareen Tatour (b.1982)

IsaPalestinian poet, photographer, and social mediaactivist. Writing in her native Arabic, she has become a symbol of artistic resis-
tance. However,in 2018, Tatour faced trial, conviction, and a five-month prison sentence by an Israeli court for charges of “inciting
violence” and “supportingaterroristorganization” due to her social media posts, includingavideo featuringareading of one ofher
poems. Despite these challenges,in 2019, Tatour received the prestigious Oxfam Novib/PEN Award for Freedom of Expression, high-
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notevento himself-

sees the kite, my kiteyou made, flying up
above

andthinks foramomentan angelis there
bringing backlove

Iflmustdie

letitbring hope

letitbeatale.
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anditistheonepoorasagrouse’swings,
holy books ... and anidentity wound
Toourland,

and itistheonesurroundedwith torn hills,

theambush ofanew past
Toourland, anditisaprizeofwar,

thefreedomto diefromlonging and burning

andourland, inits bloodied night,
isajewel thatglimmers forthe far

uponthe far andilluminates what's outside

it...
Asforus, inside,
wesuffocate more!

lightingher commitmentto artistic freedom and her unwaveringvoice.

Resist, My People, Resist Them

Resist, my people, resist them.
Injerusalem, I dressed mywoundsand
breathed my sorrows,
And carriedthe soulinmy palm
ForanArab Palestine.
Iwillnotsuccumb to the

‘peaceful solution;

Neverlowermy flags

Untillevictthem frommy land.

I castthem aside for a coming time.

Resist, my people, resist them.
Resistthesettlers’robbery
Andfollowthe caravan of martyrs.
Shred the disgraceful constitution
Whichimposed degradation

and humiliation

Anddeterred us fromrestoring justice.
They burned blameless children;
Asfor Hadil, they sniped herin public,
Killed herin broad daylight.

Resist, my people, resist them.
Resistthe colonialist’s onslaught.

HibaAbuNada (1991-2023)
Was a Palestinian poet, novelist,
nutritionist. Hernovel 'Oxygenis
notforthe dead’ wonsecond place
inthe Sharjah Award for Arab
Creativity in2017.She waskilled
inherhomeinthe GazaStrip byan
[sraeliairstrikeinthe 2023 Israel-
Hamaswar. Her final postto X on
October9, 2023 wasinArabicand
reads: “Gaza’snightisdarkapart
fromthe glow of rockets, quiet
apartfromthe sound ofthebombs,
terrifyingapartfromthe comfort
of prayer, blackapartfrom thelight
ofthe martyrs. Good night, Gaza.”

IGrantYouRefuge

Igrantyou refuge

ininvocation and prayer.
Iblessthe neighborhood and the
minaret

toguardthem

fromtherocket

fromthe moment
itisageneral’scommand
untilitbecomes

araid.

Igrantyou andthelittle onesrefuge,
thelittleoneswho

change therocket’s course
beforeitlands

with their smiles.

Igrantyou andthelittle onesrefuge,
thelittleonesnow asleep like chicks in
anest.

They don’twalk in their sleep toward
dreams.

They know death lurks outside the
house.

Their mothers’tears are now doves
following them, trailing behind

every coffin.

Igrantthefatherrefuge,

Paynomindto hisagentsamong us
Who chainus with the peaceful illusion.
Do notfeardoubtfultongues;
Thetruthinyour heartisstronger;
Aslongasyouresistinaland
Thathaslived through raids andvictory.
SoAlicalled from hisgrave:

Resist, my rebellious people-

Write me as prose on the agarwood;
My remains haveyou asaresponse.
Resist, my people, resist them.

Resist, my people, resist them.
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thelittle ones’ father who holdsthe
houseupright

whendittilts after the bombs.
Heimploresthe momentofdeath:
“Have mercy. Spare me alittlewhile.
Fortheirsake, I've learned to love my
life.

Grantthemadeath

asbeautiful astheyare.”

Igrantyourefuge

from hurtanddeath,
refugeintheglory ofoursiege,
hereinthebelly ofthewhale.

Our streets exalt God with every bomb.
They pray for the mosques and the
houses.

And every timethe bombing beginsin
the North,
oursupplicationsriseinthe South.

Igrantyourefuge

from hurtandsuffering.
Withwordsofsacredscripture
Ishield the oranges from the sting of
phosphorous

andthe shades of cloud from the smog.
Igrantyou refuge in knowing
thatthe dustwill clear,

andtheywho fellinlove and died
together

willoneday laugh.

Poetry, for
aslongasit
has existed,
hasbeena
powerful
toolinthe
handsofthe
oppressed
and
marginalized,
allowingthem
toriseabove
adversityand
reclaimtheir
agency.




