
The Truce

I had heard plenty about the so-called truce that would be declared at 
9:00 PM. In reality, I didn't believe any of it…

Well, I was suffering from strong headaches, and there was no electricity. 
So, I decided to go to bed early that night. With the drones flying over 
our sky, the time had become 8:56 p.m. I was still awake and listening, 
and the shelling could still be heard, “Damn Zionist entity. They never let 
any chance slip to shoot us. Even if there are only a few minutes left until 
the truce is finally declared.” I was still hearing the voices of the 
ambulances; that was when I lost the hope that there would ever be any 
kind of truce.

After several failed attempts, I shut my eyes, strongly, to convince myself 
to sleep. I opened them suddenly.Quickly, I ran to the window, asking 
myself,“what's going on?!” There were the Takberat coming out from the 
mosques declaring the victory of our resistance.People started to pour 
out into the streets from everywhere. Fireworks were launched high in 
the sky. The people were celebrating the truce as if it were a Palestinian 
wedding!

I smiled and my heart leaped up! Yet, through this joy, the images of the 
suffering from the last eight days came, as suddenly as a storm comes, 
upon my mind and struck my reality. And, these images from this war 
were even more horrible than the images from the previous war. These 
images which I could not forget-and I'm sure I will never forget- made 
me realize how much pain the heart can take!

The next day was the day of victory! I walked along the streets I used to 
walk on. They were the same streets, but with a sad feel to them now. 
The people had been celebrating all night and day. It seemed as though 
the Gazans were happy, but if you STOPPED and LOOKED carefully into 
their eyes you could see through their smiles and happiness and see the 
deep pain and sadness. Actually, it was as if the smiles were forcefully 
drawn on their faces. “Look around!” I told myself. The city was wearing 
her black dress and the sky was crying for the beloved land's martyrs. It 
was a rainy day.Well, I like the smell of the rain. Yet, I would have never 



imagined that the smell of the rain would be more beautiful when mixed 
with the blood of martyrs! I continued my walking. There I saw families 
who were trying to pull out whatever they could salvage from their 
clothes to protect themselves from the cold winter; others were helping 
them. There, above what remained of a house, an old man was sitting, 
crying for his family who had been killed because of the war. A little 
child, who looked shocked from everything, was standing silently with 
several questions in his eyes: will I be murdered next? Why must I be 
killed? Why could I not play with my friends anymore? Why could I not 
live freely, in peace? Why, and more why’s, but no answer.

When I went to the hospital, I found more miserable images of the war’s 
aftermath. Casualties filled the hospital’s rooms. Look, there! For that 
little girl, who has lost one of her eyes and the whole of her family, does 
not know what future is waiting for her!

And look there, at that woman, in the corner! Although her injury is 
serious, she's holding her two children tight, hugging them strongly and 
singing for them so they will be able to sleep!

Actually, I couldn't bear these horrible scenes, and a tear escaped from 
my eye as I ran away from the hospital’s horrible scenes! 

I began to walk again and as I was walking, I saw something that 
surprised me: some children were playing and laughing on the rubble of 
their destroyed building! Oh-my-gosh!To my bewilderment, this image 
succeeded to bring a little smile to my face. That was when I became 
sure that,even through hard times, we can still always sing for love, life, 
and peace.

To get back to the life after the truce, we still hear the drones night and 
day. We still hear about new martyrs and injured people who have been 
shot by the Israeli forces..

Is it a truce, really? Or is it just an illusion?!

Anyway, Farewell to our martyrs , rest in peace we promise that your 
bloods will not go in vain !



By maissa Abdul-halim

Peace and love from Gaza 


