I wrote this poem out of despair. You may hear it through my lines. These are the atrocities they’ve been committing against us since the beginning of the war.

They made us their lab rats—tried everything and anything.
They starved us, stripped us of our dignity.
They gave us rabies, skin diseases, and left us to die from all kinds of illnesses.

And when Trump took office, they multiplied their actions blatantly.

Just a few days ago, I saw several posts circulating on social media where you-know-who were praising the complicit Arab nations who stood by their side.
Some Arabs even went live and took an oath to be their ally, saying they don’t care about us here in Gaza or Palestine.

And just when we thought it couldn’t get any worse, they made public statements calling for the killing of all of us—even the children—so the children wouldn’t grow up and come for them, seeking vengeance for their parents.

So, I don’t know what more I should say.

It’s been almost 600 days now, and nothing has changed.

So—hurray, indeed—for the Arab and Muslim nations.
And for the whole world, for binge-watching and doing nothing.

Thank you all.
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Title: Successful Trial
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A trial, they said!
Let's cut off the hygienic products.
Let them itch with fungus — and rabies too.

How about cutting off medicine?
How many will die
if we apply:
the ones on dialysis,
cancer patients,
the NICU babies,
mothers in labor, ER patients,
amputees, burn victims of multiple degrees?
Run the stats,
& move to the next plan.
Let’s stir more scenes.

Let's double the prices —
no, multiply them.
Get them to a thousandfold.
Let them see the food,
touch it,
smell it —
but never be able to get it.

And yes,
keep on bombing.
Carpeting the homes,
flatten the cities —
whatever you may see,
level it to the ground so we will be able to see
the land we will take from them,
from the settlements' edge
to the Mediterranean Sea.

& if they are displaced to the seashores,
bomb them there too.
Close the borders
in front of aid.
Stop sending them clothes —
no blankets,
no sweatshirts,
not any kind of heavy clothes.
How many will survive the storming colds?

Have we tried chemicals yet?
Phosphorous bombs?
Are their limbs deteriorating even if they survive?

Shut down the bakeries.
Loot the flour.
Destroy the schools.
Bomb the hospitals.
Markets.
Streets.
Everywhere.
Anywhere.

Kill them all.
Even the kids —
especially the kids.
So they never grow up
to remember,
to fight,
to avenge us
for killing their parents,
their loved ones,
their dreams.

Don't let them grow
to hate us —
us and the world.

The complicit Muslim and Arab nations
who stood by our side,
defending us,
praising us,
paying / funding us
to keep on the massacres going,
to keep on the awful reality they live in growing.

Kill them,
bomb them,
starve them,
burn them.

Now it's our chance.
The world is binge-watching —
in silence.
In solidarity.
Some in awe —
cheering for us
to cleanse the land
of these vermin:
Filthy Gazans.
Filthy Muslims.

And finally —
Hooray, 
No one gives a damn.
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