After they accepted the deal brought to them by the negotiators, they said the truce would come into effect after three days.
And what awful three days those were!

They bombed nonstop, taking more lives, intensifying their attacks and the destruction.

Imagine surviving the war only to be killed just a few days before the end of these massacres.

We lost so many souls during those few days that preceded the ceasefire in January 2025.

I feel guilty for surviving while others didn’t—how we were fortunate to see the end of those three days, while Ahmed and many others did not.

Ahmed is one of the souls we lost. He was a journalist friend of Khalid Nabhan from Nuseirat camp—Ahmed Abu Alrous was his name.

He became a martyr on the day they announced the acceptance of the deal, January 15th, almost three days before the ceasefire began.

He was so excited and hopeful. After his death, a video surfaced with a goodbye message, saying: “If you are seeing this video, it means I got martyred, so don’t forget me and keep praying for me.”

May Allah bless his soul and all the fallen martyrs we have lost over these past eight decades. May they all rest in peace.


Title: Three days. 

**

Three days felt like three decades.  
The decay of bodies under rubble moved a bit faster.  
And somehow, the souls we lost seemed to depart, and be forgotten about.  
I don’t know how the three days passed, but they passed.

Each five seconds counted a soul within its presence.  
You could hear the names within each tick's essence:  
Tick.  
Ahmed Alnajar.  
Tick.  
Seela.  
Tick.  
Aisha.  
Tick.  
Reem.  
Tick.  
Khaled Nabhan.  
Tick, tick, tick.

And it goes on and on!  
For more than 50,000 names,  
Within those 15 months, in less than three days,  
You recite all of the names.  
Was it really worth it? Was that the aim?  
It only takes a few seconds to recite a name.  
Is that all they've left behind? A name?  
But with each name we recite, there’s a story to claim.

A whole life that had been lived—  
Big achievements, a lot of failures, and tries.  
There were laughs, weeping, and cries,  
And infinite possibilities of futures they would have survived.  
With each second that ticked, they would have strived  
To seek their ambitions,
their dreamed life.  
But with that mentioned tick,
their deaths were contrived.  
Now it’s a matter of a few ticks to say their name.  
So, who should take the blame?

Three days felt like walking three thousand miles. 
Alone in the desert of their lies,  
Seeking shelter, water, and warmth,  
Away from the freezing cold  
That crept on our soul.  
As these ticking seconds went by,  
The night crept on us as we said goodbye  
To the growling sounds of empty stomachs,  
To the whistling winds pounding on the walls of our tents,  
Claiming the souls of our loved ones and collecting the rents.

Three days felt as long as those fifteen months of war—  
The savagery of their killings, the brutal attacks that kept on restore 
The screaming voices that kept hitting our door.  
We tried to stay calm, but we couldn't ignore. 
How they claimed more souls,
as if no one had called them out just a day before!

Three days living on the scraps of our last hope.  
On the laughter of the young ones, hoping there’d be enough food.  
On the cries of bereaved mothers who lost their sons, daughters, and their livelihood.  
On waiting—anxious, afraid, and full of guilt, 
for being among the living, not the dead.  
On the survivor’s guilt that will carry forever.  
On daydreams of sharing a better world as we stand together.  
On thoughts of how we were fortunate to see the end of it.  
Because those three days are the same source,  
Of both hope and remorse,  
That kept fueling our souls.  
And without the possibility of those odds,  
The existence of these three days,  
We are lost without any trace.
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