This poem was inspired by the onset of the third.  
As you can see, our family has lived through two wars—the war in Sudan and the war in Gaza.  
"Ironically, the two wars started on Saturday mornings. The Sundays of peace never came." 
We endured two Ramadans, two Eids, and two heartaches of loss and despair during these conflicts.  
For me, even my birthdays unfolded amid these two separate wars.  
Now, with the start of this third Ramadan, I fear the thirds will follow: a third Eid, a third birthday, and—since the current truce is not holding its end of the deal—we might face a return to war, making it a third ordeal for us.  

Most lines in the poem reflect how these two wars mirror each other in the loss and pain they’ve inflicted on us over nearly two years.  
I’ve also seen emerging news about how the occupation continues to steal our resources and food, claiming them as its own.  
They’ve erased the names of our cities and now plan to force us into exile.  
Yet this poem carries a message: despite all these horrors and hardships combined, we remain on free land with free will.  
We refuse to abandon our homes or accept the false narrative they are trying to impose.



*The Thirds*  
**  

Two birthdays during two different wars,  
Two heartaches—  
standing hollowed, as my two cities fall prey to flames.  

On two different Saturdays,  
Yet a similar imagery triggered the memory that's engulfed in fiery haze  
From Khartoum, my beloved home in Sudan for more than two decades.

You can’t tell the memories apart,  
For we were the constant,  
the lost ones in those two wars,  
the ones who were forced to depart,  
Arriving at Gaza in hope of a new start!  

I keep on asking,  
Why the Sundays never came?  
How can you be complicit in this cruel genocidal game?  

Their goal is to end us,  
wipe us from the earth’s face,  
So nothing would be left of us,  
not even a name.  
Our names terrify them. That’s why they try to wipe out my country’s name.  

Taking our land,  
Changing its name.  
Robbing our culture,  
Makes it their heirloom  
to claim.  

They claimed the names of our hoods,  
our rooted beloved olives and earthly foods—  
and when your silence spoke volumes,  
when you didn’t dare to fight or argue their false values,  
they upgraded their game.  
The savagery of their actions hit a point of no return!  

And as we were trapped within this cruel repeated game,  
Losing our minds within a historical waged war in God's name,  
Our lives were theirs to claim in this sick, disgusted play of gain.  

It filled me and my people with so much fear, loss, and pain,  
Left us crippled from this ill-fitting reality full with arcane.  

Two Eids during two different wars,  
Galvanized in ache and sorrow, in chains,  
Waiting for them to decide,  
Are we worthy of living under their reign?  
Or should we be kept in vain?  

Two Ramadans during those two different wars,  
Fasting from seeing the light,  
from feeling loved,  
From feeling alright,  
from the right of praising those who fight?  

And now, a third one,  
a third Ramadan.  

So please,  
Let this third be the era of change,  
Lend us the helping hand we have been waiting to exchange,  
We have been denied it for almost eight decades.  

So, let it be it, never repeated.  

And with the end of it,  
The Eid will come,  
It will be our glorious celebration  
of the new era of ending occupation.  

The Palestinians refuse migration.  
We will live and die above our land,  
the holy land of promised liberation,  
under no occupation.  
We have the free will against Usurpation.  
We dedicate the narration.  
Freedom for the nation.
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