This poem is inspired by the devastating images emerging from Jabalia's camp and the unsettling parallels to events that have unfolded in Los Angeles, California.
I couldn't overlook the fact that some of the celebrities, who openly support the genocidal state of Israel, attended the 2024 Met Gala while the war raged on. These individuals, who publicly lamented the loss of their homes and possessions, appear completely detached from the suffering of Palestinians who have lost not only material possessions but also cherished family members and loved ones.
I hope this poem serves as a wake-up call to those who stand in solidarity with the ongoing aggression against us, urging them to recognize the true enemy of all humanity.


Title: Crocodile Tears! 
**

Met Gala fame, looked like a hunger game,
Met Gala dresses and Met Gala shoes.
How much money had been spent
On these outfits and this muse?
“Let them eat cake,” A celebrity said—
What a shame, a Met Gala shame,
Reviving a hunger game— but who's to blame?

A California dream with LA's modern gleam,
A weather forecast that was never foreseen.
Met Gala's heroes, representatives of Hollywood,
Their houses burned by a similar fire once overlooked by James Woods.
No ceasefire, no compromise,
No forgiveness— those were his lines.
He used them knowing
A death toll is growing.
Then asked you to look away,
And for you orchestrated a play:
“Kill them all,” said filled with rage,
“Make them suffer, trap them in a cage,
Send ‘em all back to the Stone Age.”

LA burning scene, a dreadful echo of Jabalia's camp scene. 
Hollywood’s actors, tears on screen,
But still, it was nothing compared to my people’s scream.
To the world, their tears were truthful—
And ours, deceitful?
What a world we live in,
Where selective empathy is a thing!

California burned, ashes upon ashes,
Memories destroyed as fire clashes.
A big traffic jam,
Cars and precious belongings left behind
Running to survive
No class, no favoritism,
In a perfect entangled fiery prism,
With smoky curls blanketing any vision,
Wind braided the fiery flames
And laid them on houses' frames.

LA screams echoed into our souls
Opened the wounds that keep on stall
As much as some deserve what they have lost
Others can't be blamed, paying the cost
The cost of the evil schemes
Raising funds and Sending lots of money streams
To the monstrous ones, the thieves of our dreams. 

Gazans' humanity saved them—it never failed them. 
No laughs no gloat, 
Never wished death crawling up their throat.
Our humanity remained intact,
As we, Gazans praised the Lord to save them from nature’s attack.

But in 2024, Met Gala celebrities refused to answer the call
They attend knowing
A death toll is far more growing.
Worshiping fake idols,
Praising false gods
they are complicit, Making humanity diverge away from the cause 

Met Gala season has passed, a page filled with diabolical façade,
They cheered for those same forces,
The ones exploiting all natural resources,
Trying so hard changing humanity courses. 
Bringing destruction all over the globe, 
They intend to steal the power of your hope. 
So open your eyes, be woke,
Tell Haily Bailey, Mr. Woods and their folk.
They should consider eating cake,
Since they finally taste a glimpse of our heart’s ache.

***
07:15-10.01.2025
Ahmed Sarsour

