I remember, at the beginning of my first encounters with social media influencers, I was so relieved when I got connected with big accounts.
But unfortunately, it didn’t help.
I’m self-taught in English. Some told me I didn’t need help since I could convey my own story.
Others said they would help, then bailed on me.
Others were mad when I didn’t add their names to my posts—every time I posted.
And what I hated the most were those who were always talking about us, but never took the chance to talk to us.
I remember one time I asked someone in a livestream if I could join. I only wanted to recite poetry from Gaza.
He was talking about Gaza, about how he was in Egypt to fundraise for families and meet those who had the chance to evacuate.
He replied, “I don’t know you like that. I can’t just add you.”
Then he started rapping to music, saying this was his talent, dancing in the street.
I felt embarrassed.
I saw how vocal he was about us, and I thought, this is a nice guy—maybe he could help amplify my voice.
I was mistaken.
Then I encountered more and more people like that. Even worse.
Some called me a thief. Some said I was using my people’s suffering to collect money for myself.
Others said I was a fraud and not even in Gaza.
They questioned how I spoke fluently and wove poetry. It felt so degrading—like I didn’t have the right to be sophisticated or eloquent.
They only see us as beggars.
I hated how humiliating that made me feel. And even after they confirmed that I was in Gaza, and knew they had been cruel and wrong with those accusations, they never bothered to apologize.
It gave me an anxiety attack at the time.
This was after I lost my platform on TikTok and started rebuilding on Instagram. I didn’t have many followers, and I thought I was going to lose everything I had built—again—because of how someone chooses to look down on you and never question themselves, rooted in white supremacy.
I know a lot of people within the movement are white, but they need to understand that we are all equal.
You can’t say you want to help, yet look down on me.
I believe that if you truly want to help, you need to ask me what I need and how you can help—not just do whatever you want.
It’s like I’m dying of thirst and you bring me heavy clothes.
It doesn’t add up.
It always felt hard for me to make connections because I thought I didn’t have much in common with others. Within the movement, I felt connected—but I realized that was wrong.
It’s the same again.
There are a lot of people with personal agendas: some after fame, some after money, and some after sabotage.
Not everyone within the movement is a friend.
And I don’t know if I should expose those who disappointed and neglected me because I’m just another Gazan—not famous, not influential enough, not an “interesting” story.
When all I needed at the beginning of the genocide was to be evacuated.
I was only seeking safety—but they didn’t care. That story wasn’t going to get them views.
This poem isn’t about me.
It’s about a lot of Gazans.
I have been asking people to get in touch with the people here in person.
No need to start initiatives or organizations on your own. No need for a middleman.
Do it yourself. In person. Away from social media.
We just want to be seen and to connect on a human level.
If you only knew.
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While I'm being starved for views
Seeking help from those who refuse
To share my stories
To amplify My voice
As me a voice from Gaza
How come I have a muse? 

It actually happened: 
They questioned my artistic creation
& How I still hold my head high among such devastation! 
They said: how do you have such emotional articulation? 
Gazans, don't have that. 
They are simply a form of degradation! 

Crawling into my room, 
Faced with my fears and anxieties. 
Feeling ashamed I couldn't help all the families, 
The ones I promised to help out get some basic nesesities 
And as I fall into despair, 
As my voice breaks beyond repair, 
I tend to self isolate, 
and self sabotage! 

Blaming the odds that brought me here, 
How come people could act,
with such cruelty when having doubt? 
Have they missed the point, 
Or is it I who's wrong?
I don't deserve the clout.

Looking into the vacuum of social media’s theatrical scene,
desperately trying, getting people’s attention to my people’s dream.
I can hear them — help us be seen!
It’s shattering me; I need to come clean.

I tell them, I'm sorry to inform you, but people don't actually care, 
Although I keep on trying without any kind of despair 
Because when I manage getting ado,
Influencers get in my dms, they promise to help —but they never do.
They disappear, stop communicating,
sitting on their high thrones,
as if they were gods,
forgetting all about our odds and the promises they oath to keep for us.

I’m getting shadowbanned
by the ones supporting the cause —
the ones I thought they oppose
injustice, the world’s cruelty, and our killing odds.

Yet their accounts scream
Of self-agenda and personal gain scheme
They are so busy talking about us
Insted of talking to us.
They say they would save us
But first they need to get famous!

I hear my broken voice reciting poems.
I think to myself, they matter — my poems do matter!
Even though I die with each line that feels like a dagger,
going into my heart, into my soul —
the one they keep on putting on a pedestal.

With the souls of so many,
Of those who came before us,
Who fought the shackles they threw on us. 
But that's the price we have to pay
for screaming into the void, refusing to say:
we surrender, we obey.

And while I wish if I were an influencer with schemes,
If I were looking from outside at these scenes,
If I were a citizen of the US, with a pale white skin —
Wearing it to dispense my sin —
To bleach what's dark within.
Acting superior, a descendant of Columbus, The imperial.
But I’m me —
A Gazan, a Muslim, an Arab with brown skin.
Is that a felony?
Aren’t we all— next of kin?


And this affects me — the preconceptions they have of me,
How they see and perceive me.
Then, 
I struggle to make up my mind,
With the haterd I'm faced with 
With how much doubt they have implied 
I really struggle to make up my mind,
Whether to keep on going,
or give up the fight.

It ain't wrong I was born Muslim,
It ain't a crime I was born who I am.
The war has never stopped — still inside all of us.
The borders are still closed, caving in on us.
The ones who said they’d help us are acting up,
Chasing fame instead of lifting us up.


Frauds, profiteers and liers everywhere! 
with selfish actions paving their paths all the way. 
But you are turning a blind eye, for your favorite amusement on display. 
For The clueless and envious patterns you could see from miles away

So, I close up my eyes, 
Trying not to see. 
Covering my ears, 
Because I don't want to hear. 
The stupid arguments and disputes
Over who cares the most
Who is going to be the best savior of us
Representing us, Recovering the loss! 

I close my eyes and dream, 
of a world yet to be forseen. 
For then, there's a free Filasteen,
A free Sudan, Congo, the far overseas, 
and nations in between? 
I pray for a world with life beyond the social media Obscene.
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