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Abstract 

 

Umbilical Discord is a collection of poetry that incorporates English translations of 

testimonies by elder Palestinian women who have witnessed and survived the 

ongoing Nakba (“Catastrophe” in Arabic) of 1948. Excerpts of these accounts, 

retrieved from the Zochrot website, visually interlace with the voice of a narrator 

living in the Palestinian diaspora. The form in Umbilical Discord establishes a 

constant tension, where the left-justified narrator voice and the indented testimony 

excerpts are always in relation to each other, and the shifts enact dynamics of 

distance and proximity, of individual experience and collective trauma. This form 

allows for multiple layers of narrative to emerge, where each column of text may 

be read separately (from top to bottom) or together (from left to right). The 

narrator, whose grandparents fled from Safad, Palestine to Damascus, Syria in 

1948, was born in Yarmouk Camp in Damascus and has been living in Canada for 

most of her life. Disconnected from Palestine, the narrator explores her own 

diasporic Palestinian identity through interrogating, reacting to, and juxtaposing 

her own experiences (or those of her family members) with the testimony excerpts. 

Thus, the poems express Marianne Hirsch’s notion of “postmemory” where 

traumatic experiences pass down generationally, deeply affecting later generations 

that have not experienced the traumatic events first-hand. A collection of 

fragmentary, interweaving stories, Umbilical Discord is an example of what may 

come out of the tensions between the collective, national Palestinian framework 

and subjective, individual experience, where fragmentation is a source of pain but 

also a means of creating a network of solidarity in decolonial efforts. 
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Dedication 

 

To the Palestinian people— 

in the past, unforgotten; 

in the present, resisting; 

in the future, liberated. 

  



 

vi 
 

Acknowledgements 

 

All praise is to Allah, the Unimaginably Merciful, for facilitating this project. 

My heartfelt thanks— 

to my supervisor and professor Dr. Louis Cabri, for your immense patience and 

gentle guidance; 

to my committee member and professor Dr. Susan Holbrook, for striking the 

perfect balance between inspiration and instruction during the graduate Creative 

Writing Seminar to help me conceive and create this project; 

to my committee members Dr. Mustapha Hamil and Mr. Marwan Hassan, for your 

time and invaluable insights; 

to my professors at the University of Windsor—Dr. Mark Johnston, Dr. Johanna 

Frank, Dr. Stephen Pender, Dr. Pauline Phipps, Dr. Nicole Markotic, Dr. Karl 

Jirgens, Dr. Suzanne Matheson, Dr. Marty Gervais, Dr. Carol Davison, Dr. 

Nathalie Dolbec, Dr. Katherine Quinsey, Dr. Judy Sinanga-Ohlmann, Dr. Sandra 

Muse, Dr. Thomas Dilworth, and Dr. Richard Douglass-Chin—for teaching me 

how to think through literature; 

to my high school teachers—Ms. Hudson, Ms. Dagg, Mr. Delnea, and Ms. Zieba—

for leading me to the path of passion;  

to Cynthia, for your sincere companionship that saw me through the rough patches 

of this process (especially during our café and library work sessions); 

to Sahar, Lujain, Nada, Maryam, Nourhan, Ayat, Malak, and Shahd, for 

celebrating my success and being the net to catch and lift me during the low points; 

to my mother, Nadia, for your innumerable sacrifices;  

to my sister, Rama, for your unwavering support; 

to uncle Hasan and Ghaith, for graciously helping me with the translations; 

to the family members whose stories shaped this manuscript; 

to the Palestinians I met through my research, whose stories reconnected me to 

Palestine. 

 

 



 

vii 
 

Table of Contents 

 

Declaration of Originality ..................................................................................... iii 

Abstract ................................................................................................................... iv 

Dedication ................................................................................................................ v 

Acknowledgements ................................................................................................ vi 

Re-Cording a Palestinian Existence: Tension and Connection in Umbilical 

Discord ...................................................................................................................... 1 

dis  cord ............................................................................................................. 13 

dis  location ....................................................................................................... 25 

dis  section ......................................................................................................... 42 

dis  ease ............................................................................................................. 64 

re  cord ................................................................................................................ 97 

members ............................................................................................................... 116 

Works Cited ......................................................................................................... 119 

Vita Auctoris........................................................................................................ 122 

 

 

 

  



 

1 
 

Re-Cording a Palestinian Existence: Tension and Connection in Umbilical Discord 

 

I tell people I am Palestinian, yet I have never been to Palestine. I do not 

remember exactly when I made the conscious decision to claim my Palestinian heritage, 

but it was recent—likely in the latter half of 2021, in the wake of the Sheikh Jarrah 

protests against the forced expulsion of Palestinians by Israeli settlers in East Jerusalem, 

as well as Israeli attacks on Muslim worshippers in the Al-Aqsa Mosque, and Israel’s 

eleven-day bombardment in Gaza. These attacks ignited worldwide Palestinian solidarity 

protests and a surge of social media content about (and censorship of) the protests and the 

attacks in Palestine. I realized the presentness of a context that, until then, felt like a thing 

of the past in the sense that I knew my grandparents fled to Syria in 1948 after the 

establishment of the State of Israel, but I did not give much thought to the contemporary 

conditions of ongoing Palestinian oppression. I realized, in turn, that describing myself as 

“Palestinian” is an important decolonizing practice in Frantz Fanon’s sense of 

decolonization as “psychic and political reimagination,” stressing the importance of “the 

psychological expulsion of the colonizer” (Salaita xiii). Nevertheless, my Palestinian 

identity remained painfully alien, distant, blurry to me—how could I connect to ancestors 

I will never meet, to a land I have never stepped on? What is my connection to Palestine 

when I was born in Syria, and when I have been living in Canada for over twenty years, a 

country with its own decolonizing struggles and contexts? Why did it take so long for me 

to call myself Palestinian? 

The 2021 Palestinian protests introduced me to the work of Mohammed El-Kurd, 

a Palestinian activist and writer whose family was among those facing expulsion in 

Sheikh Jarrah, and who, along with his sister, Muna El-Kurd, was a prominent social 

media presence documenting the Israeli violence. At the beginning of 2022, as I began 

the second semester of my MA degree in English and Creative Writing, I came across El-

Kurd’s debut poetry book Rifqa, the reading of which marked another important moment 

in my probing of Palestinian identity—I read, for the first time, a Palestinian articulating 

the Palestinian context in poetic form in English, and I was moved to attempt the same, 

even though I knew my diasporic reality does not align with El-Kurd’s experiences living 

in occupied Palestine. Before I could think through how I would go about articulating my 
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diasporic perspective, I saw, one day, that El-Kurd shared a link to a video on his 

Instagram story. I clicked on the video, and I heard Nazmiyya Al-Kilani tell me in 

Arabic, with a sad smile, “Safad’s air is considered salutary for every illness” 

(“Testimony”). When I heard the word “Safad,” the Palestinian village my grandparents 

are from, I cried on the spot. In the video, I saw Safad for the first time: a black and white 

photo of a sloped landscape with buildings, trees, the dome of a mosque, and the English 

transcription of Nazmiyya’s testimony at the bottom: “The house is like right in front of 

my eyes, I never forget it” (“Testimony”). I watched the video over and over, and I 

brought my laptop to my mom and asked her, “Who does this woman look like?” She 

paused, and said, “Your grandma, may Allah have mercy on her.” We watched the video 

together. My encounter with Nazmiyya was the final momentous step leading to the 

conception of Umbilical Discord, my poetry collection that incorporates testimony 

excerpts of Palestinian women like Nazmiyya who have witnessed and survived the 

ongoing Nakba (“Catastrophe” in Arabic) of 1948. My hope at the project’s onset was to 

learn from and honour Palestinian women and to express and explore my own diasporic 

identity, and while I anticipated a simple dynamic of poetic exchange between my 

perspectives and those of the elder Palestinian women, I could not anticipate the creation 

of a complex weaving of stories, and what the final tapestry suggests about diasporic 

Palestinian experience. 

Nazmiyya’s testimony video was part of a larger project conducted by Zochrot; 

established in 2002, Zochrot is a nonprofit association based in Tel Aviv that seeks “to 

broaden [within Israeli society] the recognition of the Nakba and the Palestinian refugees’ 

right of return” (Zochrot). I scoured the Zochrot website to find every testimony by 

Palestinian women, and I ended up with a list of around fifty testimonies. The testimonies 

varied in type (video form with and without accompanying Arabic and/or English text; 

text form in Arabic only, English only, or both Arabic and English; testimonies centred 

around one person or a group of people from the same area), and they varied in length, 

with some videos under fifteen minutes and others up to two hours long. My ambitious 

desire was to translate each testimony. I created charts for the Arabic text on the right 

side and English translations on the left, and I began the painstaking translation process. 

Even for the long testimonies with accompanying English translations, I noticed that 
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those translations neglected large chunks of the testimonies, and so I had to fill those gaps 

myself. For the video testimonies, I often strained to understand what the women were 

saying, either because I could not catch the word(s) they said (i.e. I could not even spell 

them in Arabic), or because I did not understand the meaning of the words I could sound 

out in Arabic (where searching up the word yielded no results). This latter case happened 

even with the already available Arabic text. My English translation columns were filled 

with question mark placeholders or transliterations for words I could not translate, as in 

the following example: “We used to get sesame seeds and make (sarabet?) as tall as this 

house to let it dry, then we’d lay out clothes and spread out the sesame, and we’d fill 

them in ? and deliver (nwardo) them to Lydd and Ramle.” At one point, I made a note in 

the translation columns: “I’m getting emotional, frustrated I can’t understand her.” 

Indeed, I was pushed to ask for help. I tried sitting with my mom so that she could 

translate the Palestinian Arabic for me—or rather, so that she could explain what the 

Palestinian women were saying in other Arabic words. After struggling to understand the 

women herself, my mom told me, “Go ask your uncle Hasan for help.” Uncle Hasan, who 

lives in Syria and speaks fluent English, was graciously able to translate two long 

testimonies for me, not without me feeling guilty for taxing him with such an arduous 

task. And, even with his translations, I had to go back, watch the long testimonies, and 

rephrase the translations. I reached out to another English-speaking cousin of mine, 

Ghaith, who also translated for me a long Arabic-text testimony. I was so adamant about 

translating each and every testimony that I even tried to hire a translator, but as my 

translation document began to exceed 120 pages, I had to admit that I already had more 

material than I could incorporate into my project.  

I think my desire to translate as many of the testimonies as possible stemmed 

from two fears: the fear of missing out on valuable information from these Palestinian 

women—an illuminating reflection, a life-changing anecdote, a unique piece of the 

Palestinian puzzle—and the fear of focusing on my own writing and what I had to say—

or what I did not have to say—about my connection to Palestine. I was also caught up in 

trying to furnish the Palestine growing in my imagination—as I worked through the 

translations, I felt the need to create a “catalogue” of different elements: long lists of 

names of people and places, and lists of “food/drink”, “land/plants”, and “animals”. I 
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decided to include, at the end of Umbilical Discord, a list of “members”—the names of 

people and places as they chronologically appear in the collection—to honour the people 

and lands, to counter the erasure of Palestinian villages by including their original Arabic 

names, and to indicate the desire I had to build my knowledge of Palestine as a 

Palestinian who has never set foot in her “homeland”. 

I eventually began to give poetic form to the testimony videos and texts, visually 

interlacing my writing with the modified transcriptions and translations, as in the 

following excerpt from the first poem, “dis cord,” which incorporates Nazmiyya’s 

testimony: 

2022 

bedroom corner 

I meet Nazmiyya Al-Kilani 

she tells me 

the air of صفد  

is salutary for every illness 

and I realize I’ve been sick 

all my life (3) 

Here, I have reworked the English subtitling from the segment of Nazmiyya’s testimony 

video. While I wrote out the video’s transcription in full, re-translating some of the lines 

as I went (e.g. I changed “vacationing” to “getting fresh air”, which is closer to the 

freshness of the literal Arabic phrase Nazmiyya uses, “a sniff of air”), I was struck most 

by Nazmiyya’s descriptions of life before the Nakba; the strength with which Palestinian 

women protected themselves, their children, and others during the war; and the sweet 

moments in the midst of the catastrophe, such as Nazmiyya finding her husband through 

a radio announcement and reuniting with her siblings in Syria after over fifty years of 

separation. The form I have constructed—an alteration between left-justified and 

indented, italicized lines—allows me to emphasize more than what the narration in either 

set of lines on their own conveys, as in the following excerpt: 

how do I hold 

the raw redness 

of a rescue flare? 

  by sheer coincidence 

  he was sitting in a café at that time 

  listening to the radio 

of a heart 

still beating? 
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  he jumped up and hugged the radio 

  to listen to the rest of the news 

and what will this 

contact 

  “everyone here 

will have coffee on me 

  this is my wife speaking 

change in me? 

  she and my children 

are alive” (12-13) 

While the left-justified narrator, comparing the testimony language to a rescue flare and 

beating heart, questions the affects of coming into “contact” with such accounts, 

Nazmiyya describes the moment her husband heard her through the radio. The “rescue 

flare” thus also becomes Nazmiyya’s radio broadcast for help to find her husband. The 

“heart still beating” is both Nazmiyya’s husband, still alive, “sitting in a café at that time / 

listening to the radio”, and also the excitement of her husband’s realization, causing him 

to “[jump] and [hug] the radio”. The “contact” becomes that between Nazmiyya and her 

husband, which in turn suggests that the left-justified narrator connecting to the 

testimonies is similar to finding long lost family members. Fragmentary yet interweaving 

narrative, this form can reflect a diasporic Palestinian identity, for as Edward Said argues, 

“since the main features of our present [Palestinian] existence are dispossession, 

dispersion, and yet also a kind of power incommensurate with our stateless exile, I 

believe that essentially unconventional, hybrid and fragmentary forms of expression 

should be used to represent us” (Abu-Remaileh 88). A columnar division of the page is, I 

believe, an effective way to experiment with representing the conditions Said describes as 

those conditions are reflected in my own life.  

 While the first two poems in the collection, “dis cord” and “dis location,” each 

focus on a testimony by one woman (Nazmiyya and Amina Ataba, respectively), the third 

poem, “dis section,” incorporates translations of an Arabic text-only testimony collection 

called “The Story of Kuwaykat” (“ حكاية الكويكات”), where multiple Palestinians from the 

Kuwaykat village share their experiences. The fourth poem, “dis ease,” is unique in that 

the left-justified lines are mostly comprised of a different testimony—my aunt Maesa’s 

account of a dangerous sea voyage from Egypt to Europe with her family and other 

Syrian refugees, which I retrieved from her Facebook page and translated from Arabic 
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into English. The indented and italicized lines in “dis ease” are comprised of 

translated/poeticised excerpts from the Zochrot testimonies, but unlike the first three 

poems, I drew excerpts from multiple testimonies.1 I also drew from various testimonies 

for the final poem, “re cord”2. By the time I was working on these last two poems, I had 

read through the testimony material many times, so I gave myself more freedom in 

incorporating excerpts that I found most startling (of which I made a list) or that 

paralleled or juxtaposed the left-justified column effectively. 

The poems appear in the chronological order in which I wrote them, and these 

shifts in method (from restricting myself to engaging with one testimony to engaging 

with excerpts from multiple accounts) reflect a development in the relationship between 

left-justified and indented lines. In the earlier poems, my left-justified lines are often 

reactive—commenting on or questioning the text in the indented and italicized lines, as in 

the following example from “dis location”: 

I re 

member we were having iftar 

it was Ramadan 

I know the taste 

the collective bite 

sun-dried bellies 

fast breaking 

my late father 

not “late” 

Amina says 

 حياة ابوي 

my living dad 

sat there and my mother 

my mother was pregnant 

and my older living sister Fatema  

and my living brother who was blind 

where and when 

do the unalived 

live? (16) 

 
1 Testimonies by Ghosta Dakkour Garzozi, Maryam Abdullah Ahmed Shehadeh, Hajja Rukayya al-Sana’a, 

Nima Hasan Hussein Mubarak Safi, Khadija Safadi, Nazmeiah Muhammad Wahdan, Sarah Abdullah 

Mahmoud Abu Latifa, Umm Faris al-Sani, and Diya Hussein Muhammad Omar Fa’ur. 
2 Testimonies by Ghosta Dakkour Garzozi, Nazmeiah Muhammad Abdelkader Wahdan, Khazne Sama’an, 

Khadija Safadi, Rukayya Abdulsalam Abu Al-Haija, Nima Hasan Hussein Mubarak Safi, Fatema Mansour, 

Adiba Choucair, and Salwa Naser. 
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There is a clear distinction between left-justified and indented lines. The left-justified 

commentary interrupts the indented narrative. As the poems unfold from 1 through 5, 

connectivity between left and indented lines becomes more fluid, where left-justified 

lines take on a narrative of their own that often blends in meaning with the narrative in 

the indented lines and sometimes blends in syntactical structure as well, as in the 

following excerpt from “dis ease”: 

we were 

shocked 

the chauffeur 

dropped us off 

what 

is this? 

in a place 

we didn’t know 

nothing like what 

they described 

to us 

and in the morning 

we saw that 

this is 

it was 

a storehouse 

for fish 

a dumpster 

without 

any room 

to breathe (64) 

The form in Umbilical Discord establishes a constant tension where left-justified 

and indented lines are always in relation to each other, and the shifts enact dynamics of 

distance and proximity, of individual experience and collective trauma. Inspiring my 

approach to poetic form is Cree poet Louise Bernice Halfe – Sky Dancer, who, especially 

in Blue Marrow (1998), delineates, through page-spacing and italicization, a voiced 

persona as well as the voice of what Halfe calls “ancestral memory,” effectively 

“hybridizing the oral and the written” (69). The following is an excerpt from Blue 

Marrow: 

I still see those 

Grandmothers clench the Bundles, 

whisper songs through the night. 
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  câpân, Grandmother, continues 

  umbilical cord tied to the earth. 

 

I’d steal flour, sugar, tea 

pass it to my children late at night. 

My efforts received by 

swollen tongues. 

I hung 

my husband’s twine on 

lone tree.  

 

 

  âcimowinis (30)  

The resulting “voice dancing” becomes “a way of making sense of past and present 

experience by attending to the teachings of the grandmothers/Grandmothers and thus 

arriving at the basis for a healthier future” (Barrieses and Gingell 74). While the 

“ancestral voices” in Halfe’s work speak through Halfe’s persona, my persona speaks 

alongside the recorded voices of the elder Palestinian women, emphasizing the difference 

between myself and the women, yet suggesting a connection through the interlocking 

lines—a connection that, as suggested by the increasing seamlessness between the lines, 

seems to strengthen from the beginning of the collection to the end. 

Another important inspiration behind Umbilical Discord is Nisga’a poet Jordan 

Abel’s book Nishga, which helped me think through how to incorporate an open-

endedness into what is sensitive historical material. Abel calls Nishga a “research-

creation,” which conveys how it combines “elements of creative non-fiction, found 

archival documentation, photography, concrete poetry, and academic inquiry” (Abel 

242). Abel expresses in Nishga his personal experiences as an intergenerational survivor 

of Canada’s residential school system. I was drawn to the questions that Abel asks and 

attempts to, but does not necessarily always, answer—questions that emerge as 

theoretical metacommentary throughout the book: “What does it mean to be Indigenous if 

your relationship to community has become severed somehow?” (38); “What does it 

mean to be Indigenous? What counts as lived Indigenous experience? What doesn’t?” 

(80); “What is testimony? What is testimony capable of?” (182); “Is it possible that my 

deepest connection to land comes through text? Through imagination? Through fiction?” 

(265). Abel concludes that he did not, by the end of his project, “find his way home” 
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(272), but that “[his] hope for [his] work is that someone else will read it and feel like 

they’re not alone” (273). I do not intend to conflate my experiences with those of Abel’s, 

nor to compare the content and aims of Umbilical Discord to Nishga, except to say that 

Abel’s honest exploration of his relationship to his family, of Indigeneity, of 

intergenerational trauma, and of theoretical concepts has encouraged me not to shy away 

from painful or difficult questions that may not be completely answered in the end. 

Through his questions, I think Abel challenges a fixed notion of identity, instead 

suggesting that such fixedness proves problematic for individuals who feel both part of 

yet removed from a collective identity. 

Similarly, Umbilical Discord resists the idea of a fixed identity, complicating 

what it means to be Palestinian through a constant juxtaposition between different 

Palestinian “lived experiences”—those in Palestine during the Nakba, and those 

distanced from Palestine geographically and from the Nakba temporally. Umbilical 

Discord thus aptly reflects the conditions of the contemporary Palestinian context, where 

the fragmentation of the Palestinian community gives rise to a tension between trying to 

hold on tighter to nationalistic, collective ties and loosening such a grip to take into 

account varying subjective realities of Palestinians living in exile within and without 

historic Palestine. Refqa Abu-Remaileh illustrates the Palestinian historical, political, 

social, and geographical contexts and how they influence Palestinian literature. 

According to Abu-Remaileh, two main “historical junctures” gave rise to the scattered, 

fragmentary nature of Palestinian literature, including the post-Nakba years and the 

present, post-Oslo “incomplete return,” which left “half the Palestinian people living in 

an extremely limited, fragmented, and impotent territorial configuration without a nation-

state—an exile in the homeland so to speak—and the second half as refugees and exiles 

scattered in Arab countries and around the world” (70-71). Abu-Remaileh “challenges a 

national literary framework, instead insisting on approaching Palestinian Literature from 

the perspective of the refugee to better express the “nonlinear, decentralized literary 

history of loss, suppression, oppression, silences, gaps, disappearances, erasures, 

destruction, and scattering,” as well as the “connections, relationships, networks, links, 

and collaborations with and across different nations and geographies” (75). Similarly, 

Indigenous literature challenges the idea of a national “Canadian” literature because 
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many Indigenous peoples do not recognize national borders and are thus alienated within 

those national literary frameworks. 

AbdelKarim Daragmeh and Ahmad Qabaha also consider this post-Oslo context 

through a postmodern reading of Mahmoud Darwish as “seek[ing] to have a displaced 

and dialectical encounter with the collective [Palestinian] identity” (153). The 1993 Oslo 

Accords resulted in Israel “dividing Palestinians into new categories and zones … 

[reinforcing] the division and displacement of Palestinians in the catastrophes of 1948 

and 1967” (155). The Accords “postponed the fulfillment of the right of the refugee to 

return” (155-6). Thus, the Accords marked a “destabilizing moment” where “Palestinians 

had to reexamine their narrative in light of the new realities” (154). Like Abu-Remaileh, 

Daragmeh and Qabaha suggest that Palestinian poets necessarily acknowledge national 

ties, yet they also grapple with the “[i]nstability, disorder, incoherence, disunity, fluidity, 

difference, and pluralism” of the postmodern, post-Oslo conditions (152). As they 

suggest, Darwish stepped away from the “collective narrative” in favour of a more 

subjective stance that “allowed him to reestablish his connection and identification with 

Palestine” (162). They suggest that a contemporary Palestinian poetics of resistance 

entails focusing on personal stories to, paradoxically, preserve the collective story of 

exile.  

Daragmeh and Qabaha write of the importance of Marianne Hirsch’s notion of 

“postmemory” when it comes to exploring “how inter-generational memory is significant 

to the formation of both collective and individual identities” (157). Similar to Halfe’s 

concept of “ancestral voices,” Hirsch states that  

“Postmemory” describes the relationship that the “generation after” bears 

to the personal, collective, and cultural trauma of those who came before— 

to experiences they “remember” only by means of the stories, images, and 

behaviours among which they grew up. But these experiences were transmitted 

to them so deeply and affectively as to seem to constitute memories in their own 

right. Postmemory’s connection to the past is thus actually mediated not by recall 

but by imaginative investment, projection, and creation. (Hirsch qtd. in Daragmeh 

and Qabaha 157) 
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Umbilical Discord is, in part, an expression of Palestinian postmemory, my own left-

justified writing and editorial shaping of the indented lines in italics being the 

“imaginative investment, projection, and creation” of poems specific to my contemporary 

situation, while at the same time the witness accounts (both of family members and of 

Nakba survivors) embodying lived experiences of the “collective, cultural trauma.” Ronit 

Lentin also notes how postmemory “is useful in capturing the way in which second and 

third generations grow up dominated by narratives that preceded their birth but shape 

their lives,” although “the Palestinian second and third generations often have their own 

direct experiences of violence, displacement, humiliation, and expropriation” (Lentin 33). 

Lentin argues, after Lawrence Langer’s distinction between “common memory” 

(situating traumatic events in the past to free us “‘from the pain of remembering the 

unthinkable’”) and “deep memory” (acknowledging that the “‘past is not really the past 

and never will be’”) that 

while the experiences of Palestinian refugees vary greatly depending on their 

class, age, gender, and diasporic location, whether they are internally or externally 

displaced, and whether or nor they are camp dwellers, the memory of the Nakba 

must be theorised as “deep memory”, in the sense that Palestinian dispossession is 

“not really past and never will be” (until, that is, a just resolution is arrived at, 

including the return of the refugees and the demise of the state of Israel as an 

exclusively Jewish state) (23) 

Indeed, in Umbilical Discord, the tenses reflect the tension between “common memory” 

and “deep memory,” with the testimony text situated in the past, and the lyrical, diasporic 

perspective adhering to the present tense to work through an understanding of the Nakba 

and contemporary Palestinian contexts. 

 In its conception and creation, Umbilical Discord is an example of what may 

come out of the tensions between the collective, national Palestinian framework and 

subjective, individual experience, where fragmentation is a source of pain but also a 

means of creating a network of solidarity. I could not have conceived the project without 

connecting to Mohammed El-Kurd, Nazmiyya Al-Kilani, Amina, Naheel, Yusra, Wafiq, 

Ali, Fatema Ibrik, Ghosta, Maryam, Hajja Rukayya, Nima, Khadija, Nazmeiah Wahdan, 

Sarah, Umm Faris, Diya, Khazne, Rukayya Abu Al-Haija, Fatema Mansour, Adiba, 
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Salwa, and the other Palestinians I learned about over the course of my research. Nor 

could I have created the project without connecting to my family members to listen to 

their stories and to receive their help in translating the stories of the Palestinian women. 

The project itself, in its weaving together of past and present; of collective and 

individual; of Arabic and English; of memory and imagination; of homeland, host 

country, and country of residence; resists not only fixed individual identity, but also the 

idea of trying to understand the Palestinian context in the vacuum of one’s own 

perspective—understanding depends on reaching out. It is tracing threads to read the 

tapestry, and perhaps, once the tapestry starts to take shape, one can better understand his 

or her place within its cords. 
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dis  cord 
 

2022 

bedroom corner 

I meet Nazmiyya Al-Kilani 

she tells me 

the air of صفد  

is salutary for every illness 

and I realize I’ve been sick 

all my life 

 

 

 

 

the house 

is right in front of my eyes 

I imagine a Palestine 

for myself 

I never forget it 

  two floors 

  an open hall 

in a Syrian courtyard 

a garden 

a fountain 

two cypresses 

sun and lemon leaf 

  all flower types 

jasmine bush 

  imaginable 

 

 

 

 

I attempt 

before the war 

my story 

my father wanted to build a third floor 

he already had the stones 

on a lost 

and everything prepared 

but the war broke out 

and he left 

foundation 
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  my father had 

  property 

what is 

proper? 

  citrus orchards 

improper? 

he was 

a landlord 

and who owns 

the tenses? 

 

 

 

 

we had two flour mills 

Um A-Tut and Um Joza 

“Berry Mother” and “Walnut Mother” 

would you mother me? 

we would spend a month or two 

in the mills area 

getting fresh air 

during the fruit picking season 

 

 

 

 

I attempt 

exile 

to re cord 

my daughter 

to re birth 

means 

to re root 

being uprooted 

 

 

 

 

2018 

courtyard swing 

we had Jewish neighbours 

a woman called Um Shimon 

I meet Um Khalil  

Tete's friend 

Christian mother 
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dad gave her a room 

to live in 

for free 

she bends 

over her balcony 

and what the farmhands 

would pick 

she will drop off 

grape leaves 

eggplants 

zucchini 

tomatoes 

stuffed 

vegetables 

at sundown 

he would tell them 

“give some to Um Shimon 

for free” 

 

 

 

 

I imagine Syria 

a living room 

we abandoned all the rooms 

and lived in the kitchen 

sitting under the sink 

because of the shooting 

Mama 

  my mother 

and Tete 

didn’t live with me 

but she came to visit 

before my son Issam 

was born 

face to face 

  me and my children and my mother 

dismember 

one day we could manage 

to buy bread 

green bean pods 

but not the next day 
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Nazmiyya sighs 

shakes her heavy 

head 

  what can I 

tell you? 

 

 

 

 

Tete's thumb  

the women of صفد 

were like men 

pushes pods 

like the rebels 

they were willing 

to carry arms 

and fight 

against the blade 

  I used to go on foot 

from صفد 

to  وادي الطواحين 

and from there 

back at night 

to  جبل السموعي 

muscle memory 

a girl alone 

 

 

 

 

  dad used to tell me 

“don’t be afraid 

I’m afraid 

to peek 

behind every rock 

on the mountain 

afraid to find 

you have a brother” 

barren land 

 

 

 

 

once I pretended 

to be a beggar 

a play 
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I sat down on the floor 

put some coins 

in front of me 

props 

positions 

pretence 

British soldiers arrived 

a puppet show 

and wanted to search 

my basket 

where participation 

is humiliation 

and the basket 

was full of stuff 

is survival 

but they passed 

by me 

is indicative 

I 

evaded them 

of strings 

 

 

 

 

I married before 

the Israeli occupation 

four years before 

am I in 

the after? 

I lived 

in the most beautiful place 

do I belong 

in the before? 

overlooking  حيفا 

we are always 

before 

from my balcony 

I could see 

unrealized 

afters 

 and the port حيفا
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  I became injured when 

Tete gives up 

a broken tale 

I wanted to cross the street 

to escape 

“once 

a man threatened me 

with a knife 

  there was a plywood vegetable box 

I broke it apart 

put a piece here 

piece there 

I grabbed it 

by the blade 

  my leg was broken 

like this” 

  I took my headscarf 

  and bandaged my leg 

 

 

 

 

Tete weeps for 

forgetting 

  my mother collapsed 

and lost all her strength 

Quranic verses 

  I carried 

my daughter Bodur 

remembers 

other ways 

  and held the little one 

Issam 

and Anwar could walk 

to pray 

  I tied him to my apron 

  he would look at my leg 

and say 

a Palestinian folk tune 

“mommy blood! 

mommy blood!” 

“help us 

“it’s nothing 

don’t worry” 

why did you help me? 

we arrived at the port 
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there were ships and boats 

they would grab the kids 

and throw them 

you knew I was poor 

some here 

some there 

why did you take me? 

the children parted 

from their mothers 

by Allah 

  I thought we would be gone 

for a short period 

for your sake 

I’ll carry a rifle 

and then come back 

and go down to battle 

in Marjayoun 

  from that moment on 

  I didn’t know 

where your dad was 

help us 

  the Haganah caught him 

  and the youngsters 

who wanted to escape 

help us 

  and ordered them 

  to pick up 

  the dead bodies 

the loved ones 

have left 

  they would point 

the Sten gun 

and they didn’t bid us 

farewell 

  and tell them 

  to pick up 

  the bodies 

help us 

  the war arrived 

  in عكا 

help us 

every young man 

they would find 

armed or not 

may Allah 

forgive them 
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they would take 

to the lighthouse area 

how they tortured us 

shoot him 

and throw him 

to the sea 

help us 

  when the people of  عكا 

heard the shooting 

  they packed their 

belongings 

  and fled 

and our hearts 

melt 

  some other girls and I 

volunteered 

  wherever there was 

a wounded man 

we picked him up 

for the family 

that has forgotten us 

  and took him away 

O bird 

  we broke a door down 

  laid each of them down 

  on the door 

flying over 

the loved ones 

  and two would carry it 

  from each side 

send peace 

upon those 

  mother would say 

  “daughter 

who used 

to love us” 

  you’ll end up getting killed” 

 

 

 

   

  since your dad 

didn’t show up yet 

what am I 

  I told myself 

searching for? 
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maybe he also got 

injured or 

killed 

trying to 

  each of the wounded 

who was bandaged 

peel back 

  I’d go and check 

if it was your dad 

the sighs 

  so I became lonely here 

of women 

  I don’t have uncles 

or any family 

decipher 

  “mom 

we too became like that 

  we were born without uncles 

  we have nobody” 

their breath 

  on Eid 

  I would dress up Bodur and Anwar 

  they would go down 

  stand there 

trace the 

capillary branches 

or roots 

  and see 

this one going to her paternal uncle 

  and the other to her maternal uncle 

  they would come back home 

crying 

around their 

lungs 

  they’d say to me 

  “everyone has uncles 

  and grandmothers 

  and we have nobody 

understand the language 

of their blood 

  this girl got a holiday gift 

from her maternal uncle 

  and the other from her 

paternal uncle” 

courses and quickens 

freezes and dries 
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  I’d wrap a gift 

and tell them 

  “your father sent it” 

demands exhalation 

  even though I didn’t know 

  if he was alive 

or dead 

to live 

  I asked to talk  

on the radio 

is listening 

  I said 

  “I 

enough? 

  Nazmiyya A-Din Kilani 

language 

a carrier 

  am looking for 

my life partner 

conveyed 

translated 

caught 

  I have three children 

  please 

over times 

across incommensurable 

spaces 

  my Arab brothers and sisters 

  whoever knows whether he is 

alive 

or missed 

  or dead 

  please 

am I grasping 

enough? 

  inform me through the Red Cross 

  I live in the Old City of عكا 

  house number 11/68” 

how do I hold 

the raw redness 

of a rescue flare? 

  by sheer coincidence 

  he was sitting in a café at that time 

  listening to the radio 

of a heart 

still beating? 
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  he jumped up and hugged the radio 

  to listen to the rest of the news 

and what will this 

contact 

  “everyone here 

will have coffee on me 

  this is my wife speaking 

change in me? 

  she and my children 

are alive” 

 

 

 

 

  “mom 

  you lived here for sixty years 

  all that time thinking 

  your brothers and sisters are dead” 

I thought 

I was Syrian 

  I asked a lot at the Red Cross 

  and made it known through the radio 

  that I was looking for them 

until I knew 

  in the end 

  I thought 

they must have died 

host country 

is hereditary 

  we were still 

inside the bus 

  your cousins 

  my brother and my sisters 

  all gathered round the bus 

but I also know 

a courtyard 

  your cousin asked 

  “who in the bus 

is from the Kilani family?” 

a swing 

  Bodur 

raised her hand 

a lemon tree 

  and then 

everybody burst 

into the bus 
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propped up 

in memory 

  they lifted 

Bodur and I up 

  and took us down 

from the bus 

in family 

  and when they went 

up the stairs 

  they lifted me up 

in me 

  my niece began 

  to ululate 

 

 

 

 

2001 

Nazmiyya 

meets her siblings 

in Syria 

 

 

 

 

I just miss her 

already an ocean away 

from the river 

from the sea 

 

 

 

 

time is a place 

within and 

without me  
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dis  location 
 

 adjective / first name / (Amina) أمينة

devoted, honest, straightforward, trusty, believable, loyal, faithful 

 

 noun / last name / (Ataba) عتابا

plaint or dirge; a traditional Arabic musical form sung at weddings, festivals, and other 

occasions 

 

 

 

 

this is  صفورية 

in the year 1931 

a two-dimensional 

distillation 

 

 

 

 

I re 

member how our land 

used to be next to القسطل 
in front of القسطل 
at صفورية 

all I can build 

are half-ruins 

somewhere in Syria 

Busra Al-Sham 

decaying 

columns and arches  

the shade of 

2006 

 

 

 

 

I re 

member we were having iftar 

it was Ramadan 

I know the taste 

the collective bite 

sun-dried bellies 

fast breaking 

my late father 

not “late” 
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Amina says 

 حياة ابوي 

my living dad 

sat there and my mother 

my mother was pregnant 

and my older living sister Fatema  

and my living brother who was blind 

where and when 

do the unalived 

live? 

this is who I re 

member was there 

 

 

 

 

 suddenly we heard tanks اسا  

along the road 

 ?هسا or اسا

 our land اسا  

our orchard 

is next to the road 

a filler word 

tastes like  

falasteen 

it means 

“now” 

the tanks started shooting 

their sound 

I listen for 

expired blasts 

wobobob 

transcribe 

Amina’s peddling palms 

upholding chaos  

you know 

it’s a loud noise 

a roaring 

can I 

know? 

 

 

 

 

 my living dad اسا

started moving us 
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my older spine 

my sister 

searches for 

my small body 

to hide 

between the trees 

stretched 

and still behind 

an ancient pillar 

so the Jews 

would not enter 

I unhide myself 

it is my turn 

to seek 

our place 

 

 

 

 

Rama wears falasteen 

around her neck 

my mother told 

my living sister 

its sharp perimeter 

stitched into 

my neurofabric 

she said 

“Fatema  يما 
go 

see the family 

of your uncle Hasan Ataba 

have they left already or not?” 

internalized outline 

imaginary pith 

bigger than 

my brain 

my living sister goes 

and doesn’t find 

my uncle’s family 

in their home 

an idea 

unformed 

formative 

like a fontanelle 

they’d already left 

a soft spot 
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 my sister comes back اسا

to the orchard 

she doesn’t find 

anyone  

Rama sketches 

Handala 

on high school notebooks 

she went back inside 

the village 

into صفورية  

faceless boy 

with sharp hair 

like a child’s sun 

she walked and met 

my maternal grandfather 

she tells him 

“where are my uncle and his wife?” 

I know this boy 

a good guy 

a friend 

a familiar 

he said 

“dear granddaughter 

there’s nobody left 

the entire village 

went away” 

Palestine felt like 

a past participle 

I am trying 

to present it 

 

 

 

 

a recent dream 

everyone started running 

Rama among 

freedom fighters 

  she went there اسا

I’m 

absent 

the Jews began shooting at them 
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from the castle 

she calls me 

I answer 

a bullet hit the palm 

of my living sister’s foot 

I see it unfold 

a film 

 there was no one to carry her اسا

she stayed put 

she is driving 

and her skin 

is melting 

evening came 

and still nobody treated her 

terror and love 

in her voice 

she lost 

all her blood 

the sound 

of dying 

 

 

 

 

I don’t know my sister 

I don’t know her features 

the gravity 

of ignorance 

pulls in questions 

 صفورية when I used to visit اسا

what do I not 

know? 

I re 

member that it was here 

why do I not 

know? 

my living mother told me 

“here’s where 

your living sister 

died 

do I want to 

know? 

she was wearing a dress 

its colour 

a light blue” 

what has stopped me 
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from knowing? 

 she died  اسا

with her hands in her hair 

pulling 

who could 

help me to 

know? 

 

 

 

 

 adjective / grandfather / (Aref) عارف

knowing, knowledgeable, wise, intelligent, sage, Jiddo 

 

 noun / grandmother / (Horiyeh) حرية

freedom, emancipation, freedom in thought and opinion, Tete 

 

 

 

 

Uncle Hasan tells me 

“they were young 

but they knew 

people came 

to Dallata 

 the people said اسا

“we don’t want to stay in the orchards 

 they will enter in on us اسا

told them 

‘get out! get out! 

the Jews are attacking 

with planes and arms 

they want to kill 

everyone’” 

let’s go” 

this was at night 

like a red cloud 

news of massacres 

reached them 

“let’s go to نبي قبال 
they went 

to the Golan 

in Al-Qunaitra 

it’s an area of cactus 

and citrus trees 

the first 
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unrooting 

the military will not see us 

passing” 

walking 

rhizospheres 

we went out 

in a wagon 

tractor-led 

as if this was 

a land clearing 

a close cutting 

a harvest 

maybe twenty families 

or less 

I was there 

in fragments 

written under their skin 

an unborn 

promise 

I re 

member 

 

 

 

 

Jiddo 

takes my little hand 

a graft 

the children cried all night 

we wanted to eat 

a morning 

a Ramadan 

a Syrian summer 

parchment throats 

we wanted bread 

we bear the sun 

to the breadline 

 my living dad اسا

just before dawn 

carried a sack of flour 

on his shoulder 

a throng 

a stone wall window 

a wait 

he told them 

“take it 
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a token 

I swallow 

go on 

get up women 

get up and make dough 

for the kids 

with hardship 

comes ease 

so they keep quiet 

and go to sleep” 

flat yellow 

sun discs 

droop warm 

limp on Jiddo’s 

forearms 

we ate 

and we enjoyed it 

like we were having lamb 

and everyone slept 

 

 

 

 

morning came 

between a night 

suddenly there was an airplane 

and a daybreak 

circling in the air 

circling at a low altitude 

the scales 

 it started talking on a loudspeaker اسا

“clear the area  

of the world 

 ”we will blow it up اسا

flip 

we walked to صفورية  

 

 

 

 

my living dad said 

Great Grandmother 

Ghazaleh Awad Hamid 

Um Aref 

“my house is plentiful 

but soon 
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I’ll have nothing 

left” 

closed 

locked 

the door 

when we left  

the wooden boxes were ready 

loaded with vegetables 

left thinking 

our dad wanted 

to take them to the vegetable market 

they would 

return 

he said 

“I’m going to deliver the vegetables 

to الناصرة” 

in two or 

three days 

when things 

we didn’t know 

the Jews would come to us 

settled 

 

 

 

 

my brother Muhammad 

is blind 

“as for the disbelievers 

 my mother said to him اسا

“take Amina 

their deeds are like 

a mirage in a desert 

and walk from صفورية 

towards the orchards 

which the thirsty 

perceive as water 

look for your father 

because he hasn’t returned yet” 

but when they approach it 

so we walked 

they find it 

he led me 

down the road  

to be 

“there” 
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I told him 

“there’s dad” 

nothing 

he said 

“where’s dad?” 

instead 

they find Allah 

I said 

“over there 

ready to settle 

their account 

he’s asleep” 

and Allah 

is swift 

in reckoning 

 

 

 

 

or their deeds are 

like the darkness 

he was afraid 

in a deep sea 

I wasn’t afraid 

covered by 

waves upon 

waves 

I didn’t know 

he was dead 

topped by 

dark clouds 

he said 

“pick up his hand” 

darkness 

upon darkness 

I did 

if one stretches out 

their hand 

he said 

“call him” 

they can hardly 

see it 

I called 

“ يابا يابا ” 

and whoever Allah 

does not bless 
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I told Muhammad 

“he’s not answering” 

with light 

he asks me 

“is there any blood?” 

will have  

I said 

“yes” 

no light” 

24:39-40 

he said 

“where is it?” 

the first  

blindness 

I said 

“in his head” 

delusion 

he said 

“leave him be” 

the second 

he didn’t want 

to scare me 

darkness 

he said 

“leave him be” 

I pry 

we walked up the road 

my lids 

he started crying 

stare 

pinching me 

by Allah 

at my palms 

told me 

“cry! 

cry!” 

are these 

I said 

“why cry? 

why cry?” 

phantom limbs? 

he told me 

dad died 
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my living mother 

was overwhelmed 

by pain 

the first person 

Tete birthed 

was a girl 

she was about 

to give birth 

they named her 

“Amina” 

there was no 

midwife 

there wasn’t 

anyone 

Jiddo cradled 

her sunlit 

baby breath 

my living step grandmother 

was there 

mother said 

“auntie 

I’m going to give birth” 

but she got 

sick 

she told her 

“what can I do for you 

my dear” 

died 

may Allah be with you 

what can I do for you 

Tete’s womb 

gutted 

hungry 

grew twins 

my living mother 

gave birth 

to the girl 

alone 

at home 

the first twin 

a corpse 

suddenly 

here was a little baby girl 

the second 

an omen 
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“oh look how pretty she is  يما 
 what are you going يما

to name her?” 

they named her 

“by Allah 

I will call her حربية 

          War Baby” 

“Aisha”  

what a girl 

it means 

what a girl 

“living” 

what a girl 

 

 

 

 

we arrived in عيلوط 

in the Golan 

no mattress 

no blanket 

no pillow 

we had nothing 

Jiddo’s spine 

carried 

we want to live 

but how will we live? 

a rented 

house 

my little living sister was young 

a baby that needed carrying 

the omen 

 my living mother اسا

Ghazaleh 

together with another woman 

Great Aunt Nayfe 

called Fatema Al-Marhagi 

Great Aunt Fatema 

went to harvest and string the tobacco 

Tete 

among the Bedouins 

they ate 

land food 

with the Al-Heib tribe 

cheeseweed 

dandelions 
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gundelia 

ferula 

arum lilies 

 at the village of  الحجاجره 
collected money 

by the time they returned 

in the evening  

for a few years 

they were worn out 

 

 

 

 

by Allah 

I had prepared dough 

1966 

and I started cutting 

and flattening it 

they bought 

a three dunum land 

my mother was working 

at the customs office 

to build a small 

home 

suddenly a police force came 

three rooms 

they were afraid 

I’d throw rocks at them 

a small field 

for planting 

so they grabbed my hands 

like this 

greens 

vegetables 

the dough was left behind 

April 1967 

they ruined the dough 

they finished 

building 

they brought in a crane 

lived two 

months 

and lifted the shack up 

with the furniture inside 

June 1967 

they brought in 
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a truck 

Israel attacked 

Syria 

and loaded it 

with our stuff 

seized the Golan 

they housed us 

inside a store 

seized 

the home 

an abandoned 

store 

forced 

another 

flee 

with scrap metal 

Ghazaleh 

Nayfe 

Fatema 

Jiddo 

Tete 

Aisha 

Wahid 

Walid 

Aida 

Hasan 

Mama 

 

 

 

 

damn it 

the homeland 

how dear it is 

damn it 

I sit 

with Jiddo 

that photo’s in  صفورية 

around dad’s garden 

a fresh night 

 يا بي 
woe to me 

in the courtyard 

under the lemon tree 

that’s our fig tree 

at the edge of the garden 
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we sip matteh 

bitter twigs and leaves 

through metal straws 

this is my living husband 

Jiddo writes 

his book 

and this is me 

my little hand 

traces dotted lines 

and this is Inas 

disjointed 

Arabic letters 

and this is my daughter 

who had gotten married 

over and over 

and has daughters 

and over 

again 

 

 

 

 

“where are you going? 

where? 

that’s our land” 

Amina  

a ruffled parrot 

speaks in Hebrew 

when he tells you 

“that’s our land” 

what can you tell him? 

why do I  

by Allah 

once we were sitting 

and I had gas with me 

hesitate 

and I would go early in the morning 

take gas with me and eggs and everything 

and have breakfast there 

sometimes lunch 

to type 

we would sit down 

we had chairs 

and we had a car 

their tongue? 

suddenly he shows up 
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saying 

“what are you doing here?” 

to transcribe 

my husband 

sitting down 

said 

“what am I doing?” 

those foreign 

he said 

“get out of here 

yalla” 

letters? 

he asked him 

“why?” 

the tongue 

he said 

“that’s our land” 

in Hebrew 

malleable 

muscle 

he told him 

“but this is my land here” 

with strength 

he answered 

“ahhh 

go ask your elohim 

we have been here for 2000 years 

to tip 

go away 

go ask your Lord 

the scales 

up there”  
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dis  section 
 

I re 

member it 

inch by inch 

2018 

Damascus 

from all sides 

from the beginning 

postwar 

reunion 

of the village 

from the beginning 

there is no 

postwar 

of the street 

from the spring 

only  

aftermath 

that runs 

into the middle 

war warped 

life 

of the village 

this street 

ever expanding 

echoes 

paved 

with small red tiles 

the beat 

of a billion 

butterfly wings 

I re 

member 

 

 

 

 

Lotfi Al-Amji’s shop 

between 

the echoes 

cherries overflow 

Ali Al-Amqawi's shop 

spill into 

open palms 

and plastic bags 
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Abu Khalil Al-Khatib's shop 

Syrians shopping 

for sustenance 

in open air 

souqs 

and at the beginning 

of the street 

elastic ice-cream 

tamr hindi 

bubble machines 

Ahmed Aziz Abu Al-Jafra's shop 

in Al-Hamidiyah 

my mother's cousin 

and he was very well-known 

punctured tunnel ceiling 

feigning stars 

he was the one 

who used to write and sing 

for جفرا 

when relatives ask 

where do we prefer? 

across from him 

the Diwan of Salim Al-Ghadban 

the mayor of the village 

I echo 

Mama 

and he had a shop 

next to the Diwan 

life in Canada 

is comfortable 

as soon as I hear the word 

  كويكات

but it’s missing 

the soul 

my heart 

you find 

opens 

here 

 

 

 

 

all the work 

is on the women 

Uncle Hasan tells me 

hand in hand 
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with the men 

that Ghazaleh Um Aref 

saw Tete 

she rises 

in the night 

working the land 

in Golan  

in Al-Qunaitra 

in Jabata Al-Khashab 

and works 

by picking 

going and coming 

planting and reaping 

filling water 

she wakes up 

in the morning 

carrying the sea 

on her head 

from six or seven 

in the morning 

 

 

 

 

I re 

member 

Tete’s hands 

we had three women 

soft baked 

skin 

went down 

knuckle mountains 

river veins 

with my mother 

to عكا 

deep blue 

ink tattoo 

on her right wrist 

carrying yoghurt 

three piasters for each jar 

striding star 

and عكا gave her laban 

for half a piaster 

or a dancing flower  

when the morning 

star rose 
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a shadow 

cast by 

her ringed finger 

the dairy workers woke 

yellowed gold  

and went down 

fading sun 

polished 

by passing 

down 

to عكا 

glows now 

on Mama’s hand 

my mother 

the same 

slender fingers 

would often 

grow tired 

caring for 

ten siblings 

we were seven or eight 

in the house 

blessed limbs 

she used to 

knead 

vast palms 

cook 

to carry  

heavy supplications 

bake 

to table spread 

sweep under the carpets 

to grasp 

at life 

she wouldn’t finish 

to teach 

life 

until 

sunset 

lessons written 

in palmar creases 

before the sun 

completely set 

made 

for movement 

she fell asleep 
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from fatigue 

for prayer 

in the days of  كويكات 

the women would gather firewood 

by themselves 

my hands 

they would wake 

bear witness 

up at four in the morning 

to جدين 

to this story 

and when they came back 

to  كويكات 

to the hands 

the firewood bearers 

would throw down 

that have borne 

their load 

before me 

 

 

 

 

tell me Mama 

about the twins 

there was no such thing 

as a pregnant woman 

“I felt good 

to be like 

my mother 

all of them were working 

people used to give birth 

at home 

twins are 

genetic 

and there was nothing easier 

than giving birth 

I was the only one 

among my sisters 

to become pregnant 

with twins 

she didn’t groan 

everything was normal 

unless she was giving birth 

until the fifth month 

there were women 
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who gave birth 

I saw doctors 

throughout the pregnancy 

the babies were fine 

among the firewood 

or while they were picking olives 

but my belly 

wasn’t so big 

one of us gave birth 

once 

in the land of الطيونه 
I was coming home 

our neighbour was sitting 

to this day 

no one has called her Suhaila 

only  طيونه 

up on the balcony 

she said 

‘I heard you’re pregnant 

with twins 

is it true? 

the women 

used to walk 

a lot 

by Allah 

you don’t even look pregnant 

with one baby 

and the baby 

would always 

be turning 

judging 

by how fast 

you walk 

not like today 

as if you’re not pregnant 

at all’ 

everyone gives birth 

by operations 

in that instant 

I felt pain 

in my back 

why? 

the pain of a woman 

about to give birth 

from too much sitting 

the baby doesn’t turn 



 

48 
 

I had given birth before 

doesn’t move 

I knew the feeling” 

 

 

 

 

2013 

Windsor 

living room 

with the first attack 

Mama started 

screaming 

the Jews arrived at us 

from the west of the country 

a wailing 

siren 

from the seas 

at night 

“they took 

Rafe! 

before dawn 

they took 

Rafe! 

they attacked 

the village 

he’s gone 

it’s done 

and the people 

of the village 

responded 

start praying 

for your uncle 

praise be to Allah 

they’re going to 

kill him 

they were not able  

and withdrew 

for Allah’s sake 

and maybe 

some of them 

were killed 

get me on the phone 

with whoever 

is in charge 

because we saw traces 
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of blood and dirt 

and let me speak 

to Rafe 

in the morning 

oh my life 

oh my soul” 

between the plants 

I wept  

with Rama 

struck and dumb 

 

 

 

 

tell me Mama 

what happened 

to Rafe? 

the second attack 

was after the armistice 

“one day 

he went with Maiar 

to pick up his wife 

from work 

in Al-Fadel 

the Jews attacked us 

at night 

from Nahariya 

an area full 

of different 

Syrian rebel groups 

and started attacking 

the village 

with cannons 

the regime 

surrounded the area 

I re 

member that it was the first day 

of Ramadan 

no one 

could leave 

there were snipers 

on the roofs 

we fled 

from  كويكات 

to ابو سنان 
they attacked 
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destroying people 

rocks 

everything 

and  كفر ياسيف 

and to the mountains 

Maiar 

was four 

and in the morning 

they ran 

from shelter to 

shelter 

my aunt returned 

his wife told me 

on the phone 

that the government forces 

caught Rafe 

 to  كويكات 

which meant 

he wouldn’t 

return 

and they killed her 

that was the last thing 

I heard before she 

hung up 

 

 

 

 

before the truce began 

we lost hope 

we went with my parents 

to جت 

the regime’s method 

is to gather all the men 

and then we went 

to لبنان 
and kill them off 

my mother's family 

Rafe lined up 

with the rest 

and when the month of the truce came 

my parents came 

and said 

the commander 

collected IDs 

before ordering 
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the gunman 

to shoot 

“come on  يابا 
let’s go back 

to the village 

it was 

Rafe’s turn 

the village is full 

of people 

the commander 

paused 

and the wind 

has blown away 

all the hay 

‘where do I 

know you from?’ 

and there is nothing 

but wheat left 

‘yesterday night 

my cousin and I 

caught people stealing 

and we came to you 

to report them’ 

come on 

we are going 

to go back 

to the village” 

‘take your ID 

and get out of here’ 

we rode on the beast 

at sunset 

Rafe fled 

stepping over 

his friends’ 

corpses 

we went down 

from  رميش 

from دير القاسي 
to جدين 

returned to his wife 

and son 

and at dawn call to prayer 

and escaped” 

we arrived at  كويكات 
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Mama 

we didn’t have anything 

except for some bread 

I think 

I’m beginning 

to understand 

and when the month of the armistice ended 

the Jews attacked the people 

why Palestine 

is peripheral  

and the people left 

my Lord 

as if newly created 

by You 

how could we 

hold on 

to a receding 

horizon 

the one who had cows left them 

and the one who had fowl left them 

all tied with ropes 

when rushing waters 

demand we grasp 

at the straws 

before us? 

we walked until we reached  جت 

and in جت we sat 

“indeed 

my daughter 

under the olive trees 

from the east 

at the pond 

we get caught up 

with the problems 

at our feet 

for about a month 

people of  كويكات 

people of  عمقا 

people of السامرة 
even for you 

what happened in Syria 

is told to you 

in stories 

people used to say 
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“we’re going to leave 

our village 

we lack 

intimacy 

with Palestine 

either for seven days 

or seven months 

or seven years” 

we haven’t drunk 

from her waters 

and here we are 

we still haven’t 

it all depends 

on where you’ve made 

your memories” 

returned 

 

 

 

 

Mama tells me 

“Rafe’s wife 

worked in a pharmacy 

in Al-Fadel 

the first time 

we got out of the village 

and whenever there were fights 

between the regime 

and the rebels 

my mother took the beast 

from ابو سنان 
they would help 

the wounded 

no matter which side 

they belonged to 

and left to bring wheat 

so that we could grind it 

and eat 

but to help a rebel 

was to be a rebel 

and while she was in كويكات 

she met two men 

wearing blue shirts 

the spies knew Rafe 

but they knew him 

as Abu Maiar 
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so it took a while 

to track him down 

they saw her 

looking around for someone 

they sent for him 

to be tried 

in the Criminal Security Department 

where the one who enters 

seldom leaves”  

to help her carry the wheat 

Mama talked with 

her friend’s husband 

an army colonel 

they pitied her 

“please 

we don’t want Rafe 

to go alone” 

and went down to help 

he went down with him 

to make sure he got out 

Allah knows 

if they were Arabs or Jews 

they interrogated him 

asked what 

and how 

and why 

they brought her the flour 

released him 

after twelve hours 

and packed the wheat 

the colonel told him 

and said to her 

“my advice to you 

go 

leave the country 

and don’t return 

they’re going to keep 

bringing you in 

and releasing you 

bringing you in 

and releasing you 

if you return 

Allah knows 

if one time 

they’ll bring you in 

the Haganah 
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will shoot you 

and you won’t end up 

leaving” 

 

 

 

 

 went عكا

Tete left Safad 

and حيفا fell 

for Syria 

people feared for their lives 

and fled in panic 

oblivious 

of the future 

had we stayed 

in our village 

fragmentation 

we would have been killed 

immediately 

of her womb 

 

 

 

 

the war came to us 

“I felt the pain 

from the direction 

of  نهاريا 
in my back 

they started throwing 

hand grenades  

I went to the doctor 

Allah have mercy 

on him 

to try 

to scare us 

they tell me 

he died 

we stopped 

being 

I went to him 

in the afternoon 

able to see 

he tested me 

in front of us 
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he said 

‘you’re right 

when I saw the war 

about to begin 

something’s wrong 

 

 

 

 

you have symptoms 

I had two children 

of giving birth 

Hussein 

four years old 

contractions’ 

and Hasan 

a year and a half 

he gave me 

medication 

I wasn’t afraid 

for myself 

said we should keep 

an eye on things 

but the shelling 

from that moment 

made me fear 

my belly  

for my children 

started to grow 

I said to myself 

quickly 

where can I take them? 

quickly 

where could I hide them? 

quickly 

I said to myself 

filling up 

I’ll put them 

with water 

in the attic 

 

 

 

 

but what if 

the attic 
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falls? 

 

 

 

 

at the start 

of the seventh month 

my belly grew 

as if I was in 

the tenth 

I said 

we went 

to many doctors 

it was 

a strange case 

I’ll put them 

below the attic 

no solution 

the same 

problem 

the doctor said 

he had to be there 

at the very second 

of birth 

to break the water 

let it out 

bit by 

bit 

is possible 

if the water escaped 

all at once 

air would enter 

my body 

the attic 

and stop 

my heart 

might fall 

on them 

 

 

 

 

they prepared 

the operating room 

brought extra blood 

it was urgent 
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it was 

time 

it was 

a large wooden trunk 

he tried to 

let out 

all those litres 

of water  

bit by 

bit 

in a huge 

bucket 

I put 

the children 

inside 

 

 

 

 

suddenly 

all the water 

escaped at once 

drenching 

his body overflowing 

the bucket 

and closed 

he cried 

for help 

this was the scenario 

he feared 

the lid 

‘push! 

push! 

push!’ 

but Hussein 

the first baby 

came out 

she was alive 

but quickly 

died 

got right up 

the second 

burst out the box 

stayed inside 

and said 

I was  
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drained 

wanted to sleep 

had to stay awake 

‘push! 

push! 

push!’ 

‘mother 

she suffocated 

you’re suffocating us’ 

inside 

 

 

 

 

O woe 

is me 

they buried them 

under the dirt 

what they did 

to us 

I wallowed 

in postpartum 

praise be to Allah 

a lonely suffering 

for what He has written 

people came 

to celebrate 

my recovery 

I called Abu Hussein 

and told him 

but I was 

childless 

“you carry Hussein 

and leave 

you can forget 

the pain 

from the western part 

of the village 

when you look over 

and see your babies 

I’ll take Hassan with me 

and follow you 

but without them 

there” 

the children 

it was pain 
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I removed 

my white head cover 

to not be seen 

from its whiteness 

on top 

of pain” 

and shot at 

 

 

 

 

2021 

Damascus 

we came to 

Suleiman Ziada’s house 

in ابو سنان 
a rented home 

three months 

full of 

Canadians 

then لبنان 
Qataris 

 قانا
Dutch 

 

 صور

Swedes 

a whole year 

back to  ابو سنان 
Syrians 

the sheikhs 

French 

of the Khair family 

Americans 

homes full 

of deported people 

Palestinian 

patchwork 

the Saad family 

took us in 

 

 

 

 

the Golan 

in 49 
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before Tete and Jiddo 

married 

there was a man  

named Abbas Abu Sinan 

a Druze 

Tete’s supervisor 

a guarantor of figs and olives 

from the Jews in  كويكات 

watched Tete 

collect olives 

carry heavy 

loads 

and we used to work 

on the land 

for the Jews 

wanted 

to marry her 

with our land 

that they confiscated 

but Allah wrote 

otherwise 

a year later 

I finished working 

wrote a watchful 

Um Aref 

and did not see 

the village anymore 

her eyes 

forced forward 

the family grew up 

an urgency 

to carry on 

living 

the children grew up 

but like a tsunami 

that leaves land barren 

as it retreats 

and I did not have 

the free time 

it is only a matter of time 

before the ocean 

returns 

and other than that 

the village is gone 
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“since then  

if I don’t return 

to  كويكات 

every time I visit 

my son will 

return 

the doctor 

what are you 

talking about? 

I find him holding 

a highlighter 

enough 

studying 

let me do the talking 

saying 

do you see this street 

‘I’m still studying 

your case 

that goes to نهاريا? 

we have never 

come across 

anything 

everything they took 

from our land 

like it 

in  كويكات 

I don’t know 

the day will come 

what happened 

to you 

Allah willing 

what to call it 

while we’re alive 

where the water 

came from’ 

and we will return 

to the village 

 

 

 

and if I don’t return 

it must have been 

my son will return 

the evil eye 
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he was the doctor who 

delivered you too 

my older brothers 

died in لبنان 
it was difficult 

my nephew 

died in القاسمية 
to think 

my brother 

died in البازوريه 
of having kids 

her husband 

died in قطر 
again 

my other brother’s son 

died in استراليا 
it took 

my other brother 

died in برج البراجنة 
time 

and my nephew and his son 

but my faith 

were hit by a shell 

in  بيروت 
is strong 

and they died 

Rama was in 

the second grade 

everyone died 

in a different place 

six or seven 

years old 

but their children 

remain 

two years later 

and they still 

demand 

you were born” 

  to return  
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dis  ease 
 

the one 

who gave birth 

“life 

in the midst 

of death” 

would rest 

for a week 

Aunt Maesa’s tale 

in Facebook posts 

2014 

they would 

feed her 

“people say 

‘they've reached Sweden! 

the best food 

lucky them!’ 

some would be 

pampered 

but they don’t know 

how we arrived 

rest for longer 

they’d say 

what happened to us 

to arrive 

“the puerperium’s grave 

is open for forty days” 

what we 

endured 

to arrive 

others 

with families 

the story began 

last year 

when my husband 

started looking 

what could they do? 

for a way 

to travel abroad 

to improve our 

conditions 

they had to take care 

of the family 

and the future 

of our children 
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I re 

member 

the story began 

last year 

once 

after the occupation  

after we left 

Syria 

my grandmother 

used to harvest wheat 

hoping to return 

after a few months 

I pitied her  

the situation in the country 

deteriorated more 

and more 

and went 

to help her 

we stayed 

in Egypt 

while I 

was pregnant 

with Maurice 

the situation 

much worse 

I went to lift 

the pile of wheat 

conditions 

tight 

intensified 

suffering 

without 

exception 

are you 

recording this? 

psychologically 

financially 

socially 

morally 

and 

and 

and 
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when I felt something 

smooth 

until my husband 

began to convince 

himself and me 

to travel to Sweden 

by sea 

a coiled snake 

I was completely against 

this crazy idea 

I jolted 

he would go 

alone 

and screamed 

how will I 

remain alone 

in a strange country? 

my mother 

came running 

how will 

the children 

accept the idea? 

“what’s wrong 

 ”?يما

rumination 

took away 

our comfort 

strained 

our nerves 

disturbed 

our lives 

 يما“
it’s a snake” 

it’s a 

very difficult 

decision 

my brother 

came and 

killed it 

more difficult 

than you can 

imagine 

what a snake! 

we agreed 

to travel 

with him 
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about a meter 

and a half 

long 

all wanted us 

to leave 

curse it 

how smooth it was! 

 

 

 

 

the time 

had come! 

the Jews attacked us 

at night 

very quickly 

the news came 

to get ready 

we locked 

the house 

with the key 

we informed 

my sister Aida 

who gathered people 

in Syria 

to read Surah Yasin 

and we went out 

with the intention 

of facilitating 

the trip 

we thought 

we would go 

to the mountain 

among them 

my sister Nisreen 

who didn’t know 

for whom she was 

praying 

and the second day 

we would 

return 

we didn’t inform her 

because of her 

excessive 

tenderness 

I heard shooting 
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in the village 

we turned off 

our phones 

we left  صرعة 

at night 

and took 

vertigo pills 

we went towards 

the train station 

in عرتوف 

they took us 

in a bus 

with other 

Syrians 

we were dropped off 

in the mountains 

opposite the village 

exhaustion 

extreme heat 

disturbance 

boredom 

the Jews occupied 

the village 

we prayed 

prayed to Allah 

and in the morning 

we reached 

the sea 

they destroyed it 

while we 

watched 

all the Syrians 

were there 

I saw and heard 

how they destroyed 

families 

children 

infants 

young people 

elderly who couldn’t 

walk 

our homes 

I couldn’t cry 

from dizziness 

and fatigue 

they would place 
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explosives in them 

and detonate them 

the children 

were hungry 

and thirsty 

explosions and 

explosions 

smugglers came 

and advised people 

to return 

for two days 

but the sword 

preceded 

the blame 

while we 

listened 

the point 

of no return 

came 

people began 

to go to villages 

the wave 

was high 

instead of staying 

in the mountains 

the smuggler 

warned us 

against causing 

chaos 

we went to 

 زكريا 

but everyone 

attacked 

the ferries 

some went 

to  بيت نتيف 
as if 

they were 

rescue boats 

and some went 

to  بيت عطاب 
as is usual 

for us 

Syrian people 

the people 

scattered 
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my husband 

started saving children 

who fell in the water 

we walked 

whatever 

I describe 

will be unable 

to describe 

the description 

 بيت نتيف 
was full 

of refugees 

everyone in the boat 

stagnant and stunned 

everyone on the shore 

thinking of whether 

to return or 

continue 

we built 

a pergola 

from tree branches 

stayed there 

for two months 

the children cried 

and screamed 

we went 

to زكريا 

stayed in a 

cave 

my husband 

carried Tarek 

on his shoulders 

grabbed Malak 

with his hand 

the whole village 

full of people 

displaced 

reached the boat 

running 

from many 

villages 

by Allah 

I don’t know how 

I ran in the water 

the waves nearly 

drowning us 
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from our 

village 

all I felt 

was someone 

raising me 

throwing me 

in the ferry 

from عرتوف 

from إشوع 
and  عسلين 

we reached 

the expected boat 

in the sea 

we stayed there 

a month 

the sailors 

cooperated 

to pull us in 

there was an attack 

on  زكريا 

my heart 

almost stopped 

like the attack 

that happened to us 

in  صرعة 

people 

flocked 

we went up 

to the mountains 

climbed in 

the boat 

the same way we did 

when we left 

our village 

when they occupied 

 زكريا 

stationed 

themselves 

some of her people 

didn’t leave their homes 

they didn’t leave 

in time 

they said 

women and children 

could go down 

below 
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we lived 

in a house 

with fifteen families 

we went down 

our feet unable 

to carry us 

at night 

we rode a truck 

we just wanted 

to sleep 

it was three in the morning 

from  بيت أُول 
to  سعير 

we were 

shocked 

the chauffeur 

dropped us off 

what 

is this? 

in a place 

we didn’t know 

nothing like what 

they described 

to us 

and in the morning 

we saw that 

this is 

it was 

a storehouse 

for fish 

a dumpster 

without 

any room 

to breathe 

 

 

 

 

the journey 

of a thousand miles 

began 

  when we got out 

  of  ترشيحا 
we lost a day 

and a half 

at sea 
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  we weren’t aware 

  of anything 

waiting for 

another boat 

  the first raid 

  took place 

  at five in the morning 

to bring 

food and 

  I was about 

  to knead some flour 

  so that we could 

  take bread with us 

water 

  my father 

  drinking coffee   

the boat 

arrived 

  suddenly 

  Abu Mahmoud Al-Hawari 

  entered our house 

carrying supplies 

  he ran 

  and shouted 

  “our house 

  is gone” 

and more than 

one hundred people 

  his sister Fawzia 

  who was in my class 

  wasn’t burned 

we were already 

about one hundred 

and seventy 

  but when 

Kamel’s wife and son 

were brought out 

they were burned 

not including 

the children 

  many people died 

  in the raid 

  about eighteen 

we were amazed 

as to where 

those people 
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would sit 

  a thirteen year old 

  pregnant girl 

  jumped out 

  the window 

we refused 

to go down 

to the bottom 

  people came 

  wrapped her 

  in a blanket 

  and carried her 

to the hellish 

atmosphere 

  we didn’t have time 

  to bury the bodies 

preferred to sleep 

in the cold 

  Fatema Al-Hawari 

  was under 

  the debris 

rather than die 

she called 

  to the ones 

  removing the 

  rubble 

of suffocation 

  “come further 

  here 

  a little below 

  and be careful” 

in the collective 

coffin 

 

 

 

 

no room 

for movement 

  the Jews entered 

  and took the lands 

  by force 

neither the old 

nor the young 

could purify themselves 

  they closed 
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  the mosque 

  and let no one 

enter 

and thus we couldn’t fulfill 

the most important task 

  I would read Quran 

  on my children 

prayer 

and reading Quran 

  to protect them 

despite this 

  in  تل عراد 

there were 

young men 

  we were 

  severely 

tormented 

may Allah 

protect them 

  until we got 

  water 

who got up early 

in the morning 

  we used to travel 

at a time when 

there was no 

crowding 

  long distances 

and they cooperated 

to perform ablution 

in the sea 

  and go up 

  mountains 

putting a foot down 

to wash it 

while on the brink 

of falling 

  to search 

  for water 

sometimes 

young men 

held onto the one 

performing ablution 

  they cut 

  the water supply 

all the while 
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our blood drying up 

  and demolished 

  the wells 

in our veins 

from worry 

by Allah 

  my throat 

  is dry 

I will try 

to gather 

my thoughts 

  every time 

  we bring up  

  the topic 

  of the village 

as much as 

possible 

  my throat 

  dries up 

they are 

  from 

  agitation 

lost and 

scattered 

  

 

 

 

the revolutionaries 

and mujahideen 

when it came 

to the food 

used to come 

to the Christians 

for food 

it was 

shameful 

  they used to enter   

with their muddy boots 

anyone who had food 

hid it 

the headquarters 

of the Arab Liberation Army 

were based near the pool 

whenever the sailors 

came to distribute   
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the food 

  this army 

did nothing 

but eat  

and drink 

jam 

bread 

dates 

cheese 

canned 

meat 

  its soldiers 

used to give their clothes 

to the people 

to wash them 

I will not 

be able 

to describe 

  when we were young 

I used to hear about people 

accused of treason 

the fights 

and quarrels  

they used to bring them 

from عكا and  هيفا 

to  ترشيحا 
and ‘I got my share’ 

and ‘I didn’t get mine’ 

  and imprison them 

in the well 

and each one 

climbed over 

the other 

  they used to 

lower food 

down to them 

and raised 

their voices 

there was someone 

from عكا 

and we sat 

looking at these 

pests 

who entered from 

beneath our house 

my eyes 



 

78 
 

shedding tears 

for this sick nation 

started to 

vomit blood 

what happened to us 

is due 

to no small reason! 

they said 

this was because 

he was imprisoned 

no one loves 

anyone 

the revolutionaries 

  were the ones 

  imprisoning them 

and no one 

likes good 

for anyone 

I re 

member once 

we began to pray 

to Allah 

  they accused Rakad Al-Geshi 

of the intention 

not to take us 

to account 

  to sell his land 

  to the Jews 

for what the foolish 

among us did 

  they took him 

and killed him 

and we began 

to say to them 

‘shame on you 

  once 

  Israelis stepped hard 

  on Abu Sami Bishara’s 

  hand 

people are dying 

and being killed 

in our country 

  until it 

  broke 

and instead of uniting 

we are unable 
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to cooperate 

  while they 

  were pushing him 

  at the gate 

in the midst 

of death 

  they did this 

  to make him 

  confess 

  if he was 

  a revolutionary 

with nothing around us 

except water 

I re 

member my father and I 

were sitting 

drinking coffee 

and the mercy 

of our Lord 

  the Arab Army 

started walking 

next to the house 

and how 

can we ask 

for mercy 

  my father asked 

“what's wrong?” 

when we have 

no mercy 

for each other?’ 

they didn't reply 

it is as if 

we are talking 

to ourselves 

he told them 

"go 

may Allah 

never bless you” 

our psyche 

deteriorated 

then my father said 

“it's over 

it's ruined” 

more and 

more 

the next day 
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the planes came 

and struck 

 ترشيحا 
 

 

 

 

by Allah Almighty 

  we used to walk at night 

  and by day 

  we put rocks under our head 

  and slept beneath the olives 

whenever I looked 

at the sea 

  I picked bags of olives 

  and thyme 

I used to think 

and meditate 

and fear Allah 

and say 

  woe to us 

‘what is this 

that we have done?’ 

  where are our 

  belongings? 

it is a sight 

that terrifies 

where are our 

  belongings? 

the soul 

a boat 

  will we 

  or won’t we 

  return? 

in the heart 

  by Allah’s will 

  we will return 

  to our village 

of the sea 

by Allah 

  even if I had 

  a villa here  

nothing 

around it 

  I would still 

  return 
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  set up a tent 

  and stay in it 

no human 

no animal 

no object 

  stay here? 

  stay 

  a refugee? 

I closed 

my eyes 

  the people here 

  call us 

  refugees 

unable 

to look 

  this is the area 

  of refugees 

for more than 

a few moments 

  it’s difficult 

  to be called 

  a refugee 

glory be 

to Allah 

  by Allah 

  it’s difficult 

 

 

 

 

the painful situation 

  we would fight 

  with a Yemeni Jewish guard 

is that we only had 

four small water bottles 

  I asked him 

  “what are you doing here?” 

left for the children 

  he said 

  “I cut up the pigs 

  under the olive trees” 

so we decided 

to bring our bags 

from the bottom 

  we were 

  six women 
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to keep them 

in front of our eyes 

  we’d go together 

  and surround him 

for fear 

of theft 

  once 

imagine with me 

  he called me 

  and started saying 

that we are in the middle 

of the unknown 

of the sea 

  “come 

  see what the Arabs 

  did in my room 

and thefts 

can happen 

  they stole things 

  and flipped 

  the table” 

indeed 

ten water bottles 

in our friends' bags 

were stolen 

  I told him 

  “they unhinged 

and stole a door 

  but you stole 

  the villages” 

and here 

the words 

fell silent 

 

 

 

 

then came 

our date 

with death 

  a Jewish engineer 

  from  هيفا 

  named Joseph 

in the middle 

of the fifth day 

  came to us  
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they told us 

‘thank Allah 

for our safety 

we will stop here 

until the Red Cross 

arrives 

to fix 

  the spring pump 

and performs 

the rescue’ 

  he said 

  to my grandmother 

we stopped  

the boat swayed 

  “would you allow me 

  aunt 

  to eat here?” 

indeed 

a very large ship 

stood near us 

  “go ahead 

dear 

sit here 

on the floor” 

and the people 

rejoiced 

  “what food 

  did your granddaughter 

  bring?” 

by Allah 

I did not feel joy 

  “eggplant” 

only a feigned joy 

  “I want 

  to try it” 

we sat 

  “go ahead 

  and put some 

  on your plate” 

waiting and 

waiting 

  and he ate 

  with us 

while the ship stood 

motionless 

sending 
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no boats 

my grandmother said 

suddenly 

without warning 

  “fix the pump well 

our senior sailor 

jumped 

  not carelessly” 

started running 

through the people 

  “don’t worry 

quickly fired up the boat 

at maximum speed 

  my work 

  is excellent 

and set off 

  we know that 

  all of this here 

this ship 

  belongs 

  to us 

was not 

the expected 

rescue 

this was 

a strange ship! 

all the land is 

spying on us 

waiting 

  becoming 

ours” 

to block us 

and take us 

  I re 

  member this story 

  well 

 

 

 

   

the sailors fled 

madly 

  the Jews came 

  and gathered the village 

  on the mountain 

a crazy speed 
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  they stopped the tanks 

  put three machine guns on them 

  and aimed them at the people 

  sitting in the valley 

and soon the sea 

went crazy 

  from seven in the morning 

 to two in the afternoon 

  and the world was ablaze 

in every sense 

of the word 

  “either leave 

  or the whole village 

  will be killed” 

and here 

I don't think I can 

describe 

what it was 

  by Allah 

but I will do 

my best 

because I made a covenant 

with Allah 

if I had more life 

  the pregnant 

  woman 

to live 

  had a stillborn 

  from fear 

I would write 

everything  

 

 

 

  they put people in trucks 

  and sent them to Gaza 

we leaned 

on the side of the boat 

  and after they 

deported people 

the speed  

unfathomable 

  they sat 

  in their place 

  and told us to go 

  to the mountain 
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and the ship 

still watching us 

but from afar 

  “whoever we see tomorrow 

at eight in the morning 

  we will slaughter” 

they likely realized 

we were on our way 

to perishment 

  civilians were running 

  barefoot 

  blood oozing 

  from their feet 

so they did not 

advance 

  we stayed 

in  اللقيه 
and moved away 

from us 

but the sea 

  the mukhtar 

was getting 

madder 

  said 

  “stay where you are 

  and surrender the village 

the world 

growing dark 

and cold 

  if you surrender 

  we will give you 

  identities 

my husband 

sat in front of us 

taking strong waves 

on his back 

  surrender 

to protect us 

  for the sake 

  of your homeland 

but they 

overpowered him 

and reached us 

  for the sake 

  of your children” 

and the children 
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shivered 

  they gave us 

  identities 

I covered them  

to no avail 

  they forced my father 

  out of his house 

  and demolished it 

the darkness 

set 

  the sky 

the sea 

  turned red 

boiled 

and boiled 

  from the shooting 

  and the fire 

waves rising 

more than ten meters 

  all this 

  to frighten people 

throwing us to the top 

throwing us to the bottom 

  they started 

  beating people 

and prayers 

roaring in the sea 

  to make them carry 

their belongings 

  on their backs 

voices raised 

with mercy 

  they broke 

someone’s hand 

we took to reading 

the Qur’an 

started saying 

  to him 

and supplications 

  “come on 

  carry! 

we did not leave 

a supplication 

that we knew 

carry!” 

except that we 
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repeated it 

  they forced him 

  to carry things 

over and 

over again 

  with his broken 

  hand 

the sailors said 

‘just pray! 

pray to Allah’ 

  they carried us 

by Allah 

from  اللقيه 
  to  تل عراد 
my voice 

disappeared 

 

 

 

 

  they massacred 

  six people 

  in the Sharia Council 

and there were those 

who cried 

  to frighten people 

  and deport them 

those 

who prayed 

  they killed 

  the men 

those 

who slept 

  they burned 

  the houses 

those 

who stared 

  they burned 

  the crops 

and those 

who ate! 

  when we fled 

by Allah 

there were people 

only concerned with 

eating and drinking 
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  my mother 

  forgot the cooking 

  on the fire 

while we were 

bidding farewell 

to each other 

  my father dragged me 

  by the hand 

I grabbed 

my children 

my uncle Ahmed 

  held onto 

  a chain 

with determination 

from the lifejacket belt 

my hair 

  was stuck 

  to the chain 

so that if we fell 

into the water 

we would stay 

together 

  

 

 

 

Malak couldn’t sleep 

but raised her head 

and screamed at people 

  ah 

  what do we do? 

‘make supplications! 

why are you silent? 

   here we are 

  we’re going 

  to die 

I’m going 

to supplicate 

 ياباي   
 ول   

 الله اكبر   

O Allah 

stop the waves 

  who wouldn’t 

  want to return 

  to their village?  
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O Allah 

answer me 

  who wouldn’t 

  want to return 

  to their home? 

why isn't He 

answering me? 

  to their village 

  to their land? 

isn’t the wave 

a servant of Allah? 

  how did our fate 

  turn like this? 

why doesn’t it 

stop?’ 

  we were 

  living 

I kissed her 

  we had 

  everything 

I hugged her 

  everything 

  in our lands 

tried to 

calm her 

  Allah be praised 

  what can we do? 

she told me 

‘don’t be silent 

when I went 

  to the plantations 

mama 

pray’ 

  I couldn’t recognize 

  a single stone 

I told her 

‘lower your voice 

  not even one 

  this small 

my love 

Allah hears you’ 

 

 

 

 

we bade farewell 
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to our children 

and 

  the soldiers 

  dragged my children 

  and I 

apologized 

to them 

  they told us 

  to walk 

  and began shooting 

  at our feet  

because we could not 

provide 

we went down 

  to a spring nearby 

what we 

wished for 

  I sat on a rock 

  placed my daughter 

  at my nipple 

  and fed her 

could not 

fulfill our promises 

to them 

  my son rested 

  under a tree 

  the snow fell 

  without stopping 

perhaps 

what Allah has 

is better 

  my children asked 

  “mama 

  are we going 

  to die?” 

and more 

merciful 

I answered 

  “all praise 

is to Allah” 

 

 

 

 

I lived 

for hours 
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  we left 

praying to Allah 

to have mercy on us 

  leaving the gates 

  to our homes 

  open 

and if the time came 

for us to leave 

  Allah knows 

  if we’ll stay alive 

  this year 

  next year 

that He would 

hasten it 

  Allah knows 

 

 

 

 

it was 

  Ramadan 

O Allah 

be kind to us 

  I was going to fill water 

  from the village well 

forgive us 

  I ran into the daughters 

  of دير طريف 
  who came to the village 

  in terror 

pardon us 

  “what happened?” 

I forgave 

all people 

  “the Jews 

  took us” 

and wished that they 

would forgive me 

  we left 

  in Abu Al-Silkaneh’s truck 

I was holding 

my mother's cloak 

in my hands 

  we sat among 

the trees 

her 
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prayer beads 

  my mother had made me 

  a beaded purse 

a bag 

she gave me 

  I hung it 

  up in the olive tree 

I smelled it  

and said 

‘the decree of this cloak 

was to accompany me’ 

  but the next morning 

I apologized 

to my mother 

  I forgot it 

and held her cloak 

before it fell 

  and it stayed 

hanging 

into the sea 

  in the olive tree 

 

 

 

 

I prayed 

for my siblings 

and spoke to them 

  I know about 

  the children 

  hiding in a 

  chicken coop 

and I prayed 

for my mother 

  and their mother 

and asked my Lord 

to make her pleased with us 

  hiding 

under the bed 

and I saw my father 

and their father 

  hiding in a barrel 

  the lid shut 

 

as usual 

coming to me 
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in times of adversity 

  the Jews came 

  and shot the children 

I told him 

‘our meeting 

has neared’ 

  while their mother 

  watched 

 

 

 

 

by Allah 

  they started 

  shooting people 

by Allah 

  the Jews 

  killed my cousin 

  on the road 

to  غزة 

by Allah 

  they shot Haj Khalil 

  and cut off his fingers 

I could hear the sea 

roaring 

  a tank came 

as if it was asking us 

for food 

  and killed people 

  as they were going 

  to  غزة 

Malak asked me 

‘what is that sound?’  

  they shot 

the elderly Sheikh Qaddoura  

I answered 

‘the sea 

  while he was sitting 

and praying 

glorifies Allah’ 

 

 

 

 

everyone strained 

  everyone worked 
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their eyes 

  picking olives 

  harvesting 

that they may 

see a light 

from afar 

  we’d ride the camel 

  carry the plants on it 

and whenever a light 

appeared on the horizon 

  we used to say 

they screamed 

  “the moon 

‘there’s a light 

they’ve come to save us!’ 

  always walks 

  with us” 

but it was only 

the light of the moon 

  why isn’t the moon 

  bright anymore? 

appearing suddenly 

from afar 

we used to stay up 

  with the light of the moon 

and disappearing 

again 

  the night 

  black as kohl 

and here I learned 

the true meaning 

  without growing 

  fearful 

of the parable 

of the drowned man 

  until the English 

started gathering us 

clinging 

to straw 

  searching 

  for weapons 

 

 

 

 

my supplications 
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stopped 

  are you headed 

  to our village? 

but in my heart  

I said 

‘O Lord 

  send peace 

  upon my village 

my strength 

has failed 

it is where I want 

  to die 

and I wish 

to sleep 

“by Allah’s will 

and wake 

  you will 

live there”  

either on land 

or in the sky’” 
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re  cord 
 

2001 

I went to  امريكا 
we land 

in Canada 

I didn’t enjoy it 

I’m only happy 

in  ترشيحا 
Damascus 

recedes 

I’m only comfortable 

in  ترشيحا 
un 

war torn 

it’s my village 

I was born 

here 

am I 

still 

and I hope 

to die 

a refugee? 

here 

 

 

 

 

by Allah 

I don’t know 

when I was born 

these Palestinian 

grandmothers 

we left 

when I was fifteen 

how long have we been 

gone? 

doubt their 

birthdays 

look at my body 

would you believe 

I’m seventy-six years old? 

approximate 

their age 

I carried so many loads 

on my head 
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odd 

uneven 

estimations 

it keeps you 

energized 

measure age 

in energy 

I haven’t 

grown old 

then again 

when I went 

to  امريكا 
birthdays depend 

on witness 

they asked me 

and no one re 

members 

“how old are you” 

the first taste 

of oxygen 

in our throats 

they didn’t 

believe me 

the first 

umbilical cord 

severance 

 

 

 

 

and patience 

O afflicted 

Aunt Aisha 

Um Rami 

is sick 

and patience 

O Ayub 

her friend Bushra 

a voice 

from Damascus to 

mama’s ear 

and patience 

“Um Rami 

is having trouble 

with her words 

I brought with me 
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to erase 

what is written 

she’s kneading them 

together 

and patience 

I brought with me 

she wanted 

to recite Quran 

for me 

since the day 

of our emigration 

you wouldn’t 

believe it 

and the stones 

of the house 

the way 

she fumbles 

O  يما 
no control 

to stop 

her words 

weep on the day 

we separated 

she’ll keep 

repeating 

herself 

teardrops fell 

on my cheek 

and bled 

‘ahla wa sahla 

ahla wa sahla 

ahla wa sahla’ 

for the one 

who left سحماتا 

in prayer 

saying the tahiyat 

instead of Al-Fatiha 

and never 

came back 

sometimes 

we’d be talking 

O you 

going to لبنان 
she’d turn away 

before we finished 

you who are 
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returning 

sometimes 

we’d hang up 

and she’d call 

again 

send peace 

upon the people 

of our village 

and our friends 

sometimes 

I’d wake up 

and find she called me 

during the night 

I went towards 

 سحماتا 

to take care of 

my worries 

she’s not 

herself” 

I found it empty 

and full of worries 

“everything connects 

to the brain 

I followed you 

 سحماتا 

movement 

sleep 

the tongue 

where are your families 

and my uncles? 

we have to find a way 

to delete the contacts 

on her phone 

they migrated 

there are none left  

Um Rami’s problem 

is that she knows 

something is wrong 

but she can’t understand 

what it is” 

strange tears 

rolled down my cheek 

“Abu Rami 

started crying 

in the street” 

the eye cries on my cheek 
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because it is strange 

“man 

is a collection 

of emotions 

O Allah 

don't let me die 

a stranger 

I’m having 

a hard time 

thinking 

let me die only 

between my family  

and friends 

of visiting 

and seeing her 

like this 

and my tears 

O  يما 
oof 

oof 

oof 

are on my cheek 

traveling 

staying 

saying goodbye 

returning 

leaving 

and the torrent 

it’s 

tiring me 

of the valleys 

I’ve become  

like a prison 

by Allah 

I don’t know 

please  يما 
the Prophet صلى الله عليه وسلم said 

“travel is a piece 

of torment” 

if I die 

put me in a coffin 

Nisreen’s surgery 

to remove the water 

is tomorrow” 

and bury me 

in the homeland 



 

102 
 

“sometimes you feel 

there are no words” 

on the paths 

of love 

 

 

 

 

 ترشيحا 
had many 

poor people 

I daydream 

but all people 

were helping each 

other 

of a different 

childhood 

with love 

not like 

today 

a different 

vocabulary 

no one helps each 

other 

no  غربة 

     exile 

no  لم الشمل 

     reunion 

they hire people 

to take care of 

the elderly 

even the sweetness 

of reunion 

visiting teachers would say 

“we went to many villages 

mixes instantly 

with the anticipation 

of rupture 

but this village is so sweet 

its rocks are sugar” 

dissolves 

 

 

 

 

when we used to go 
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to عكا or هيفا 

2018 

Damascus 

we didn't sleep  

from joy 

the courtyard swing 

beneath me 

a pendulum 

we had 

fig vineyards 

the lemon tree 

above me 

a witness 

and my grandmother 

Tete 

used to make 

a pergola 

beginning 

to forget 

and sleep 

on top of it 

I 

beginning 

to re 

member 

 

with my 

younger siblings 

listening 

to Great Aunt Nayfe 

a furrowed brow 

speak about falasteen 

to protect 

the figs 

from theft 

Jiddo 

my father 

used to sleep 

in his grave 

in the apple vineyard 

unfathomable 

space 

below 
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in the revolution of 36 

2006 

Damascus 

I was a little girl 

maybe 6 years old 

I lie 

awake 

I don't re 

member much 

feigning sleep 

until I fall 

but I re 

member 

a story 

a dream 

in the days of figs 

I was taking some food 

to my grandmother 

Laila and 

the wolf 

when two planes 

came close 

to the ground 

two fangs 

in a blue 

bonnet 

started shooting 

I started shaking 

why 

are children’s tales 

so grim? 

I climbed 

the fig tree 

and fell 

from fear 

is this 

a child’s story? 

the pilot saw me 

from the plane 

moved 

his hands 

written 

by whom? 

and then 

the empty bullets 
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fell  

and if 

these stories 

stick 

to the ground 

become 

the substance 

when the pilot 

went away 

from the tree 

of my dreams 

I started picking up 

the bullets 

stitched into 

my senses 

my grandmother 

came screaming 

from below 

am I 

these stories? 

“what happened to you 

my child” 

do they live 

in me? 

but I was afraid 

I couldn’t speak 

I was shaking 

I dreamt 

I couldn’t move 

I felt 

the hair on my head 

standing like thorns 

sucked into 

a hallway 

I grabbed my hair 

it came out 

in clumps 

floating 

my brother Jamil 

twelve years older than me 

arrived 

frozen 

terror 

carried me 

on his back 

Mama’s voice 
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faint 

I was 

unconscious 

a blur 

they brought me 

to the village 

I woke 

took me to a nurse 

who shaved my hair 

could move 

again 

started putting medicine 

on my scalp 

what of those 

who can’t 

wake? 

this horror 

I can’t forget 

beneath 

the earth 

this was at the time 

or living 

nightmares? 

of the revolution 

 

 

 

 

they killed a man 

because he was holding onto 

a عقده 

a tool? 

a branch? 

a basket? 

while chopping figs 

does it 

matter? 

the British 

thought it was a gun 

and killed him 

 

 

 

 

when I was born 

tender Aunt Nisreen 
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swaddled me until 

we emigrated 

I went 

down 

on my face 

Aunt Aisha 

living omen 

survived 

birth 

they thought I was 

they named 

her twin 

a boy 

Wahid 

the midwife 

ululated 

the one 

the only 

the lonely 

and my 

grandmother went  

down 

Aisha 

Um Rami 

brought 

sweets 

carried 

elder weight 

because my father 

was a sole son 

unfurled 

Palestinians 

and while 

she was going 

up the stairs 

principled 

a school 

the presbytera 

asked my aunt 

“why all these sweets? 

mothered 

her ten siblings 

the mother 

did not deliver 

like Rama 

a wilting 
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only child 

a baby boy 

mothered me 

it was a girl!” 

Aunt Aisha 

wilts 

my grandmother replied 

“I didn't bring the sweets 

for a boy 

and what 

can we do? 

I brought the sweets 

Mama grieves 

for the mother's safety” 

“sometimes I can’t 

keep talking 

with Um Rami 

my aunt used to say 

“I wish 

she wasn't 

born” 

oh 

how she has 

changed 

but when I grew up 

and started to move 

even me 

and how strong 

I am 

my grandmother told me 

“by Allah 

I used to cower 

before her 

you’re worth 

100 boys” 

with respect” 

she loved 

me a lot 

Aunt Aisha named me 

“Rawand” 

 

 

 

 

what is it 

that moved me 
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the first time 

I saw my sisters again 

was in 79 

when we went to قبرص 
to trace 

this umbilical 

re cord? 

you don’t want to know 

what happened 

when I saw them 

to shed my 

ignorance 

my elder sister 

came out of the car 

and I recognized her 

somebody else came out 

masked 

and sat down next to me 

she said 

“how are you?” 

by innocence? 

and she started kissing me 

I told her 

“first tell me 

I dig through 

my stories archive 

whose daughter are you?” 

May 6 

2021 

“Israeli forces invade Palestinian home 

in Sheikh Jarrah neighborhood of 

occupied Jerusalem” 

everyone there cupped their faces 

in their hands 

and told me 

#savesheikhjarrah 

#gazaunderattack 

#freepalestine 

“this is your sister!” 

I found Palestine 

in the palm 

of my hand 

I couldn’t speak 

a word 

my tongue still 

lives under 
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the same roof 

 

 

 

   

2021 

Damascus 

  I re 

  member weddings were 

a joyous spectacle 

I befriend Aunt Aida 

a poet whose name means 

“returning” 

when I got married 

  I rode a decorated horse 

she takes me 

they took me   

to the water well 

to an art exhibition 

  my paternal cousins 

  standing on one side 

  my maternal cousins 

  on the other 

  singing 

a room of wisps 

and colourful geometry 

  I forgot 

  the songs 

a headless man plays the oud 

one hand alive 

one blue 

  they put candles 

in my hands 

floating hands 

wield a slingshot 

over a poppy field 

  my wedding 

  only eight months 

  before the displacement 

a rooster crows a clear song 

above a dead dove 

 

 

 

 

Aida writes 
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“he is the great artist 

Ali Jarwan 

I had the honour to visit 

on our way 

to  عين الأسد 

his last exhibition 

in Damascus 

  we found 

on the walls 

  under an olive tree 

extended the curves 

of love 

  a girl from  عيلبون 

for the land 

and the dirt 

and the orchards 

  and placed under her 

a pink blanket 

wrapped around her 

I read in it 

the sadness and joy 

of the intentions 

and next to her was a bag 

containing 

the prayers of mothers 

  clothes 

  an empty milk bottle 

and the singing 

of the swallows 

  and a pacifier 

  was in her mouth 

I smelled the fragrance of 

  my mother 

  could not carry her 

steadfastness 

resistance 

and determination 

  with us 

to return 

  because she was carrying 

  my brothers 

with your likes 

the country is proud 

and exalts itself 

with glory and honour 

but when we arrived 
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between عين الأسد and بيت جن 
I wish you all the success 

and brilliance 

she saw an old woman 

returning from بيت جن  
and crying 

and I’m grateful 

for your kind and valuable gift 

  she asked us 

  if we saw a girl on our way 

  we told her 

  “yes” 

which I heard sing and say  

‘in the shadow of the country 

you are a country 

  and we told her 

  where 

you are a house whose door 

is the curvature of absence 

  but when she went 

  she didn’t find the girl 

you are a sky 

swallows wandering in its blue  

  maybe the army nearby 

  took her 

you are the amorous orange vines 

  we asked the old lady 

  why her mother tossed her 

you are the return of childhood 

to the clouds 

  she told us 

“her mother 

you are the shadow 

of the shadow embracing peace  

was holding a child 

  on her back 

with scarves that rise above 

the peaks of time 

  and a child 

  in her arms 

you are the silence 

and speech in the country 

  and she could not bear 

  the weight” 

whose shadow is inhabited 

by love and light’” 
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2021 

Damascus 

Yarmouk Camp 

our village 

had two cemeteries 

we arrive 

at the cemetery 

for an Eid visit 

after the displacement 

Uncle Rafe 

Uncle Zafer 

Uncle Hasan 

Uncle Walid 

Aunt Aisha 

Aunt Aida 

Aunt Maesa 

Aunt Nisreen 

Mama cursing 

under her breath 

Ahmed Said Karroum from  الفراضية 
passed away 

we search for Tete and Jiddo 

among the debris 

of white tombstones 

blank or broken 

hiding in a yellow sea 

of grass 

and when we went to bury him 

in the cemetery of كفر عنان 

we watered 

the resting places 

planted green branches 

to supplicate for the dead 

the Israeli military governor  

came and prevented us 

and we went to trial 

until a member of an Arab church 

intervened 

O Allah 

grant them spacious graves 

and fill them with light 

and we pledged 
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that this would be the last time 

we would bury someone there 

they’ve left the wreck 

we’re living in 

neither the living nor the dead 

returned 

“Al-Fatiha” 

 

 

 

I wasn’t born 

in لفتا 
I stare at the ruins 

of Yarmouk 

my memories 

uninhabited streets 

bullet holes in cement 

missing chunks 

of wall and roof 

empty window frames 

are what my mother and father 

used to tell me 

buildings like 

unfinished clay projects 

about their life there 

concrete slipping 

off iron skeletons 

when I go to المقدس 
I sometimes go 

to see  لفتا 
a frozen state 

of half-fall 

I don’t go down 

I look down 

I fixate on 

a crumbling building 

I see it from above 

and it’s very beautiful 

with a cavernous hole 

I never went down 

in the middle of its face 

because I didn't have the courage 

to go alone 

a mouth agape 

a sinister laugh 

I don´t know 
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anyone there 

telling me 

to carry belonging 

on my back 

next time 

I hope to go down 

Mama tells me 

“this is the hospital 

in which you were born” 

I will tell you the story 

from the beginning 
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members 

 

Nazmiyya Al-Kilani 

Safad 

Palestine 

Syria 

Um Khalil 

Um Shimon 

Horiyeh, Tete 

Mama 

Issam 

Wadi Al-Tawahin 

Mount Al-Sammu’i 

Haifa 

Bodur 

Anwar 

Marjayoun 

Acre 

Lebanon 

Canada 

Amina Ataba 

Saffuriyya 

Al-Qastal 

Busra Al-Sham 

Fatema 

Rama 

Hasan Ataba 

Handala 

Aref, Jiddo 

Uncle Hasan 

Dallata 

Nabi Qabal 

Golan 

Al-Qunaitra 

Great Grandmother Ghazaleh Awad Hamid, 

Um Aref 

Nazareth 

‘Abd Al-Hamid 

Muhammad 

Amina 

Harbiyya 

Aunt Aisha, Um Rami 

Ilut 

Great Aunt Nayfe 

Fatema Al-Marhagi 

Great Aunt Fatema 

Al-Hajajira 

Uncle Wahid 

Uncle Walid 

Aunt Aida 

Inas 

Damascus 

Naheel Nimer Arsan Eid 

Kuwaykat 

الكيلاني نظمية   

 صفد 

 فلسطين

 سوريا

 ام خليل 

 ام شمعون

 حرية، تيته 

 ماما

 عصام 

 وادي الطواحين 

 جبل السموعي 

 حيفا 

 بدور

 انور

 مرجعيون

 عكا

 لبنان 

 كندا 

 أمينة  عتابا

 صفورية  

 القسطل 

 بصرى الشام 

 فاطمة 

 راما

 حسن  عتابا

 حنظلة 

 عارف، جدو 

 خالو حسن 

 دلتة 

 نبي قبال 

 الجولن 

 القنيطرة 

غزالة عوض حميد،ستي    

 ام عارف 

 الناصرة 

 عبد الحميد 

 محمد

 آمنة 

 حربية 

 خالتي عائشة، ام رامي 

 عيلوط 

 عمتي نايفة 

 فاطمة المريجة 

 خالتي فاطمة 

 الحجاجره 

 خالي وحيد 

 خالي وليد 

 خالتي عائدة 

 إيناس 

 دمشق 

 نهيل نمر عرسان عيد

 كويكات 
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Lotfi Al-Amji 

Ali Al-Amkawi 

Abu Khalil Al-Khatib 

Ahmed Aziz Abu Al-Jafra 

Al-Hamidiyah 

Jafra 

Salim Al-Ghadban 

Yusra Al-Sununu 

Jabata Al-Khashab 

Judin 

Al-Tayouneh 

Ali Ibrik 

Fatema Ibrik 

Suhaila 

Windsor 

Uncle Rafe, Abu Maiar 

Maiar 

Al-Fadel 

Nahariya 

Abu Snan 

Kafr Yasif  

Jet 

Rmeish 

Dayr Al-Qassi 

Amka 

Samaria 

Hussein 

Hasan 

Um Hussein 

Abu Hussein 

Qatar 

Qana 

Netherlands 

Sor 

Sweden 

France 

America 

Al-Qasimiyah 

Al-Bazouriyeh 

Australia 

Bourj el-Barajneh 

Beirut 

Aunt Maesa 

Egypt 

Maurice 

Maryam Abdullah Ahmed Shehadeh 

Aunt Nisreen 

Sar’a 

Artuf 

Zakariyya 

Bayt Nattif 

Bayt ‘Itab 

Tarek 

Malak 

Ishwa 

Islin 

 لطفي العجمي 

 علي العمقاوي

 ابوخليل الخطيب 

أبو الجفرا أحمد عزيز   

 الحميدية 

 جفرا

 سليم الغضبان 

 يسرا السنونو 

 جباتا الخشب 

 جدين

 الطيونه 

 علي إبريق 

 فاطمة إبريق 

 سهيلة 

 وندسور

 خالو رافع، ابو ميار 

 ميار

 الفضل 

 نهاريا 

 ابو سنان 

 كفر ياسيف 

 جت 

 رميش

 دير القاسي 

 عمقا

 السامرة 

 حسين 

 حسن

 ام حسين 

 ابو حسين 

 قطر

 قانا 

 هولندا 

 صور

 السويد 

 فرنسا 

 امريكا

 القاسمية 

 البازوريه 

 استراليا 

 برج البراجنة 

 بيروت 

 خالتي مائسة 

 مصر

 موريس

 مريم عبد الله أحمد شحادة 

 خالتي نسرين 

 صرعة

 عرتوف 

 زكريا

 بيت نتيف 

 بيت عطاب 

 طارق 

 ملاك

 إشوع 

 عسلين  
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Bayt Ula 

Sa’ir 

Tarshiha 

Abu Mahmoud Al-Hawari 

Fawzia 

Kamel 

Fatema Al-Hawari 

Tel Arad 

Rakad Al-Geshi 

Abu Sami Bishara 

Sarah Abdullah Mahmoud Abu Latifa 

Hajja Rukayya al-Sana’a  

Lakiya 

Ahmed 

Diya Hussein Muhammad Omar Fa’ur 

Dayr Tarif 

Abu Al-Silkaneh 

Gaza 

Haj Khalil 

Umm Faris 

Sheikh Qaddoura 

Ghosta Dakkour Gharzozi 

Nazmeiah Muhammad Abdelkader Wahdan 

Khazne Sama’an 

Ayub 

Bushra 

Suhmata 

Abu Rami 

The Prophet  صلى الله عليه وسلم 

Laila 

Jamil 

Rawand 

Khadija Safadi 

Cyprus 

Sheikh Jarrah 

Jerusalem 

Rukayya Abu Al-Haija 

Nima Hasan Hussein Mubarak Safi 

Ali Jarwan 

Ein Al-Asad 

Fatema Mansour 

Eilabun 

Beit Jann 

Yarmouk Camp 

Adiba Choucair 

Uncle Zafer 

Ahmed Said Karroum 

Farradiyya 

Kafr ‘Inan 

Salwa Naser 

Lifta 

 بيت أول 

 سعير

 ترشيحا 

 أبو محمود الهواري 

 فوزية 

 كامل

 فاطمة  الهواري

 تل عراد

 ركاد الجشي 

 أبو سامي بشارة 

 سارة عبد الله محمود أبو لطيفة 

 الحاجه رقيه ابراهيم الصانع 

 اللقيه 

 احمد

فاعور  ضيا حسين محمد عمر  

طريف دير   

 ابو السلكانه 

 غزة

 الحاج خليل 

 أم فارس 

 الشيخ قدورة 

 غوسطه دكور غرزوزي 

 نظمية محمدعبد القادر وهدان 

 ايوب 

 خزنة سمعان

 بشرى 

 سحماتا 

 ابو رامي

 ألنبي صلى الله عليه وسلم 

 ليلى 

 جميل 

 روند

 خديجه صفدي 

 قبرص 

 الشيخ جراح 

 القدس 

 رقية عبد السلام ابو الهيجا 

في نعمة حسن حسين مبارك صا  

 علي جروان

 عين الأسد 

 فاطمة منصور

 عيلبون 

 بيت جن 

 مخيم اليرموك 

 أديبة شقير

 خالي ظافر 

 احمد سعيد كروم

 الفراضية 

 كفر عنان 

 سلوى ناصر

 لفتا 
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