
 

 ةمیخلا

 اغلأا دمحأ

 ٢٠٢٦ ریاربف/طابش ٢٣ – ٢٢ فیصر

 

 ناخ ةنیدم ءلاخلإ ةیلیئارسلإا تاریذحتلا تقلطُأ ،2023 ربمسید /لولأا نوناك نم عبارلا موی ةحیبص
 .ةدوقفملا ةاجنلا نع ثحبلل نیعرسمُ رارفلا لاإ يلاھلأا عسوب نكی مل ،اھناكس نم سنوی

 ،رحبلا ئطاش نم برقلاب ،يرسقلا حوزنلا عم دٍعوم ىلع اّنك ،ةنیدملا برغ يصاوملا ةقطنم دادتما ىلع
 اھلخاد يفو ،ىوّقمُلا نولیانلاو شامقلا نم عطق اھوسكت ةلیزھ ةدمعأ ةعبرأ تفقوت ةلحاق ضرأ ةعطق ىلعو
 .ةدوعلا حاتفم ھلیصافت يف ھبشی لا قّلعمُ حاتفمو تابلعملا ضعبو ،ةیصخشلا ةعتملأا نم لٌیلق

 

 ةّیزغلا ةاناعملا ةقلح

 اھلكشو اھلكایھ يف تواستو تمظنتو ،اھتمقأ يتلا ةمیخلا بناجب مایخلا ترثاكت ،اھنیع ضرلأا يفً اقحلا
 ."میخملا"ـبً ازاجم ىمست ءاضیبلا بابقلا كلت تدغ ىتح

 لمكیل ھقیرط لصاویو عرسی مث ً،ایفیرعتً امقر ةمیخلا رادج ىلع بتكیل ،ةثاغلإا بودنم يتأی مث ةلیلق مٌایأ
 .يلسلستلا مقرلا

 دجمأ وبأ يقیدص ةلوقم نأَ دیَب ،تعقوت اذكھ ،لوطت نل يلزنمل يتدوع نلأ ؛ةیمھأ رملأل رعُأ مل ،ةیادبلا يف
 مقرلا اذھ تظفح اھنیحو ،"مئاد انتقؤم نیینیطسلفلا نحن" :لاق نیح تقولا لاوط ينذأ يف حدصت تناك
 .لیوطلا حوزنلا ةلحر يف ھل يتجاحل ً،ادیج

 ،يسیئرلا نازخلا بناجب يناثلا رمملا يف )A14( كتمیخ مقر ،میخملا بودنم ينادان ،شامقلا باب فلخ نم
 ."تادعاسملا عیزوت يف كمزلیسً ادیج ھظفحا" :يل لاقو

 يتیب نأ تفشتكا يننلأ ،دیدج تٍیبل ىنعم نع ثحبأ نكأ مل ،ھلاق ام ىنعم كردتسأ ،نمزلا نم ةھرب تفقوت
 .ةدابلإا نمز يف يدیرب ناونع :ناونع ةمیخلل تاب ھنأو ً،امقر راص

 

 وأ مایخلا بیترت دیعُأ ام اذإ ،ناونعلا اذھ رّیغتی دقف ،رخآً اناونع بلطأ نأ يف رایتخلاا فرت يّدل نكی مل
 .ةسورغملا داتولأا لیزت ةینیعبرأ ءاتش ةلیل يف ةیوق ةفصاع تبھ وأ ،دیدج حٌوزن انمھد

 عئاقوو ،ةمتاق ناولأب نكل ،ةینیطسلفلا ةبیرغتلا لسلسمب تاظحللا هذھ ھبشأ امو ةحرابلاب مویلا ھبشأ ام
 !يعانطصلاا ءاكذلا نمز يف ةمیخو ،ةثادحلا رصع يف ةبكنو ،ةھباشتم

 انل دیعی نلً امتح ھنكل ،دورطلا لاصیلإو ءاقبلل ةجاح لب ً،ایشیعمً افرت ةمیخلل يدیربلا ناونعلا اذھ نكی مل
 .رارقتسلاا ىنعم نم رسكنا ام انلخاد يف حلصی نلو ،تویبلا



 
 تایاور يف تركُذ امً اریثكو ،1948 ماع ةبكن نم انب لّح امب ةمیخلا انرعشُت ،تا/نیینیطسلفك انیلإ ةبسنلاب
 .عایضلل زٍمرك تتشتلاو ءوجللا ایاكحو ،ةاسأملا لیصافت نع اندادجأ

 ،دتمملا عجولا ةملاع ةمیخلا ىقبتو ،ةاناعملا لصاوتتو ،مللأا رمتسی ً،اماع نیعبسو ةینامث دعبو ،مویلاو
 اھنع ربعت لا ملاآ مایخلا كلت ءاشحأ يف ضبنتف ،نیحزانلا تاباذعب نطّبمُلاو ،ةحناملا لودلا تاراعشب نوّلملا
 .روصعلا رّم ربع تاملكلا

 

 تیبلل ةكردتسمُلا يناعملا يف

 ىلعو .انیوؤیً اذلامو انیمحیً انطو ناك لب ،ذفاونو بابو فقسو طئاح درجم ةیدیلقتلا ھتركفب تیبلا نكی مل
 لا ملاعلا ىلع حتفتٌ ةذفانو ،انئش ىتم قلغُی بٌابو ،توصلا ظفحی رٌادج :ھتطاسب تناك تادیقعتلا هذھ لك
 .ھیلع

 ،اھنم ةلدسنملا ةدلاقلا ةروصو انحیتافم لسلاسب زیمتن ،انئامسأب انضعب فرعن انك اننأ ركذأ ،میدقلا انتیب يف
 .جردلا ىلع انمادقأ طبخب انضعب فرعن انك

 میقی يلع كاذو ،ةیرطق ةمیخ يف نكسی دمحم اذھف ،اھعاونأو مایخلا ماقرأب لاإ انضعب فرعن لاف ،نلآا امأ
 ناتسكاب نم تءاج ةمیخ كانھ فرطلا ىلع امأ ،ةیرصم ةمیخ يف حزنی دلاخ امھنیبو ،ةیتارامإ ةمیخ يف
 .ھتلئاعو كلام اھیف حزنی ،نیصلا نم انلصتل دودحلا تدعت ةمیخ رخلآا بناجلا ىلعو ،بتار وبأ اھیف میقی

 

 عسولأا اھنوكل "لایڤلا" ةباثمب ةزغ يف اھربتعن ،"ةبقلا" ةمیخ كلتما نم وھف نییزغلا نم ظوظحملا امأ
 .راطملأا هایملً لازع رثكلأاوً ةحاسم

 قّلعمُلا لیسغلا لبح ؛ةیقبلا نع اھزیمت تٍاملاعو دیعب نم اھفرعن نیوانعب مایخلا تدغ ،حوزنلا دمأ لوط عم
 ،ةشئاط تاصاصر ھتقرتخا امدعب ھحلاصتسا داعمُلا هایملا نازخ ،اھتابنج ىلع ةروشنملا سبلاملا ،اھمامأ
 عورزملا رضخلأا رتعزلاو عانعنلا نم ضعبو ،رباع خوراص ایاظش لعفب مشھمُلا ةیسمشلا ةقاطلا حول

 .ةمیخلا لخدم ىلع

 لیصافتلا كلتو ،لزنملا مقر ،يّحلا مساو عراشلا مسا ،ةیاكحلا نمً اءزج ناونعلا ناك ،میدقلا انتیب يف
 ،"ةروكاحلا" يف نومیللا رھز ةحئار ،بابلا مامأ نیتلا ةرجش ؛ةیمسرلا تلاجسلا يف ركذُت لا يتلا ةریغصلا
 .حابص لك حدصی "ةقوعلا" عئاب توصو ،"ةدنربلا" ىلع ریفاصعلا دیرغت تاوصأو

 ؟حزنت نیأ لب ؟نكست نیأ سانلا ينلأسی دعی مل ،ةدوع لاب ترثدنا ةریثك تایركذو ،تدجتسا ةریثك لیصافت
 ؟اھیلایلو ةدابلإا مایأ يضقت میخم يأ يفو

 شامقلا نمٍ عطقل فیك ،انحاورأ يف هانعم ریغت لب ،طقف ھناكرأو تیبلا لكش ریغتی ملف ،ةمیخلا لخاد يف امأ
 ً.ادیرشتوً اعیوجتوً لاتق ةكھنملا حورلا كلتب ھبشأ يھو ً،ارادج ىمسُت نأ

 ھتوص يل قری مل ً،ادیدجً اسرج تثدحتسا يلوح نم مایخلا ضعب ،ھعمسأ مل ىتم ذنم ؟سرجلا توص نیأ
 .زازتھلال طیخو ىصحلا نم تابح اھلخادب ةیندعم ةبلع ،زاشنلا

 .يمسر ناونعك اھعم لماعتنو ،اھمقر ظفحنسو ،ةمیخلا داتعنس اننأ ينربخت مل دجمأ وبأ ای كتیل



 
 

 حیتافم لاب ةایح

 انرعشت لاو ،باب اھل لفقُی لا ةمیخلً ایرورض دعی مل وھف ،يبیج يفً احاتفم لمحأ دعأ مل رثكأو نیماع ذنم
 .ءامتنلاا ىتح لاو ناملأاب

 

 ،صاخلاو ماعلا نیب لاو ،جراخلاو لخادلا نیب لصفت لا ،ةئرتھملا شامقلا عطق نم ھتعنص بٌاب ةمیخلا يف
 .ةیصوصخلا ھعم تباغ لزنملا باب باغ نیحو ،متكُی نأ بجی امو لاقُی ام نیب لاو

 تافلاخو ،لافطلأا ءاكبو ،ناریجلا لاعس :عمسلا قرتست نأ نود نم كلوح نم ءيش لك عمست ،ةمیخلا لخاد
 للستت يبرعلا ناخدلا ةحئار ىتح ،يھتنت لا داكت تٌاراجشو ،تاھملأا ءاعدو ،ةبحلأا تامتمتو ،جاوزلأا
 دعت ملف ،ةمیخلا يف فیصلا بیھل ةرارح عم تباذ ةیصوصخلا نأً انیقی كرعشت ،ناذئتسا نود نم كیلإ
 ."رارسأ تویبلا"

 دودح ؛ةلصافلا دودحلا كلت لب ،ھناردجو فقسلا نكی مل ھتدقف ام رطخأ نأ يكاردإ دادزی ،ةلیل لك ءاسم
 .مومھلاب ةلقثملا تاذلا دودحو عومدلا دودحو توصلا

 ھفتاھ ةركاذ يف بلقُی ،ھلقثُت يتلا تایاكحلا نمً لاابج ھحور يف يزّغلا لمحیف ،ھتمتع رئاتس لیللا لدسی
 .اھماكرو برحلا دامر نولب لا ةایحلا ناولأب وھزت ةمیدق روص نع لومحملا

 ىوطُتو ماقرلأا لازُتس ىتمو ؟امً اموی میخملا اذھ عفرُیس لھ :يّزغلا كلذ لءاستی ،حابص لك ةقارشإ عمو
 ؟ناك امك تیبلا دوعیسً اقح لھو ؟مایخلا

 

 

 
 

 

 

 



 

The Tent 
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On the morning of December 4, 2023, Israeli warnings were issued ordering the 
evacuation of the city of Khan Younis. Residents had no choice but to flee in haste, 
searching for a salvation that seemed forever out of reach. 

Along the stretch of Al-Mawasi, west of the city, we found ourselves facing forced 
displacement. Near the seashore, on a barren patch of land, four frail poles stood draped 
with pieces of cloth and reinforced nylon. Inside lay a few personal belongings, some 
canned food, and a hanging key whose details bore no resemblance to the key of return. 

 

The Cycle of Gazan Suffering 

Soon after, on that same land, tents multiplied beside the one I had erected. They were 
arranged and aligned until those white domes came to be metaphorically called a 
“camp.” 

A few days later, an aid worker arrived, writing an identification number on the tent’s wall 
before hurrying off to complete the sequence elsewhere. 

At first, I paid little attention; I assumed my return home would not take long—or so I 
believed. Yet my friend Abu Amjad’s words echoed constantly in my ears when he said, 
“We Palestinians are permanently temporary.” From that moment on, I memorized the 
number well, knowing I would need it throughout the long journey of displacement. 

From behind the fabric door, the camp representative called out to me: “Your tent 
number is (A14), in the second corridor beside the main water tank. Memorize it 
carefully—you will need it for aid distribution.” 

I paused for a moment, trying to grasp the meaning of what he had said. I was not 
searching for the meaning of a new home, for I had just discovered that my home had 
become a number, and that the tent now had an address—a mailing address in a time of 
war. 

I had no luxury of choosing a different address. It might change if the tents were 
rearranged, if we were forced into yet another displacement, or if a fierce winter storm 
uprooted the pegs driven into the ground. 

How similar today is to yesterday; how similar these moments are to the series Al-
Taghriba al-Falastinia—but in darker hues, with mirrored realities, a Nakba in the age of 
modernity, and a tent in the era of artificial intelligence. 



 
This mailing address of the tent was no living luxury; it was a necessity for survival and for 
receiving parcels. Yet it would certainly not restore our homes, nor mend within us what 
had been broken of the meaning of stability. 

For us Palestinians, the tent evokes the catastrophe of 1948. It was often mentioned in 
our grandparents’ accounts of the tragedy, in stories of refuge and dispersion—a symbol 
of loss. 

Today, seventy-eight years later, the pain endures and the suffering continues. The tent 
remains an emblem of prolonged anguish, colored with the logos of donor countries and 
lined with the torment of the displaced. Within those tents pulse pains that words have 
failed to express across the ages. 

 

Reconsidering the Meaning of Home 

The home, in its traditional sense, was never merely walls, a roof, a door, and windows. 
It was a homeland that protected us and a refuge that sheltered us. Amid all its 
complexities lay its simplicity: a wall that preserved our voices, a door we could close at 
will, and a window that opened onto the world—not the world onto us. 

In our old house, I remember that we knew one another by our names. We recognized 
each other by our keychains and the pendants hanging from them. We knew one another 
by the sound of our footsteps on the stairs. 

Now, we know one another only by tent numbers and types. This is Mohammed living in 
a Qatari tent; that is Ali residing in an Emirati tent; between them is Khaled displaced in 
an Egyptian tent. On the far side stands a tent that came from Pakistan, where Abu Rateb 
resides. On the other side is a tent that crossed borders from China, sheltering Malek and 
his family. 

The fortunate among Gazans is the one who possesses a “dome” tent—considered in 
Gaza as the equivalent of a “villa,” for it is more spacious and better insulated against 
rainwater. 

As displacement drags on, the tents have acquired familiar addresses and distinguishing 
features recognizable from afar: a clothesline hanging in front, laundry draped along the 
sides, a repaired water tank once pierced by stray bullets, a shattered solar panel struck 
by rocket shrapnel, and a few sprigs of mint and green thyme planted at the entrance. 

In our old home, the address was part of the story: the street name, the neighborhood, 
the house number, and those small details not recorded in official registers—the fig tree 
by the door, the scent of lemon blossoms in the courtyard, the birdsong on the veranda, 
and the morning call of the vendor selling ‘awqa’. 

Much has changed; many memories have vanished without return. People no longer ask 
me, “Where do you live?” but rather, “Where are you displaced?” In which camp do you 
spend your days and nights? 



 
Inside the tent, not only the structure of the house changed, but its meaning within our 
souls. How can pieces of cloth be called a wall, when they resemble a spirit exhausted 
by killing, starvation, and uprooting? 

Where is the sound of the doorbell? How long has it been since I heard it? Some nearby 
tents have devised a new bell whose discordant sound I do not favor: a metal can filled 
with pebbles and tied with a string to vibrate. 

If only, Abu Amjad, you had not told me that we would grow accustomed to the tent, that 
we would memorize its number and treat it as an official address. 

 

A Life Without Keys 

For more than two years now, I have no longer carried a key in my pocket. It is no longer 
necessary for a tent whose door cannot be locked, that offers neither security nor even a 
sense of belonging. 

The tent has a door I fashioned from worn pieces of cloth. It separates neither inside from 
outside, nor public from private, nor what may be spoken from what must be kept silent. 
When the house door disappeared, privacy vanished with it. 

Inside the tent, you hear everything around you without eavesdropping: neighbors’ 
coughs, children’s cries, marital disputes, lovers’ whispers, mothers’ prayers, endless 
quarrels. Even the scent of Arabic tobacco smoke seeps in uninvited, making you certain 
that privacy has melted in the heat of the tent’s summer blaze. Homes are no longer 
repositories of secrets. 

Each night, I grow more aware that the most dangerous loss was not the roof and its 
walls, but those boundaries—the boundaries of sound, of tears, of the self burdened with 
sorrow. 

As night draws its curtains of darkness, the Gazan carries within his soul mountains of 
stories weighing heavily upon him. He scrolls through his phone’s memory, searching for 
old photographs once radiant with the colors of life, not the gray of war’s ashes and 
rubble. 

With each dawn, that Gazan asks himself: Will this camp one day be dismantled? When 
will the numbers be erased and the tents folded away? And will the home truly return as 
it once was? 
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