
 

My Homeland 
Ibrahim Tukan 
 
My homeland 
My homeland 
Glory and beauty 
Sublimity and prettiness 
Are in your hills 
Life and deliverance 
Pleasure and hope 
Are in your atmosphere 
Will I see you? 
Safe and comfortable 
Sound and honored 
Will I see you? 
In your eminence 
Reaching the stars 
My homeland 
My homeland 
*** 
The youth will not get tired 
Their goal is your independence 
Or they die 
We will drink from death 
But we will not be slaves to our 
enemies 
We do not want 
An eternal humiliation 
Nor a miserable life 
We do not want 
But we will return 
Our great glory 
My homeland 
My homeland 
*** 
The sword and the pen 
Are our symbols 
Not talking nor quarreling 
Our glory and covenant 
And a duty to fulfill it 
Shake us 
Our honor 
Is an honorable cause 
A raised flag 
O, your beauty 
In your eminence 
Victorious over your enemies 
My homeland 
My homeland 
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The Martyr 
Abdelrahim Mahmud - 1937 
 
I will carry my soul in my hand 
And throw it in the valleys of death 
It is either a life that makes a friend 
happy 
Or a death that makes an enemy angry 
The noble man's soul has two goals 
To die or to achieve its dreams 
What is life if I don't live 
Feared and what I have is forbidden to 
others 
When I speak, all the world listens 
And my voice echoes among people 
I see my death, but I rush to it 
This is the death of men 
And whoever desires an honorable 
death 
Then this is it 
How am I patient with the spiteful 
And patient with all this pain? 
Is it because of fear? 
While life has no value to me! 
Or humiliation? While I am 
contemptuous! 
I will throw my heart at my enemies' 
faces 
And my heart is iron and fire! 
I will protect my land with the edge of 
the sword 
So my people will know that I am the 
man 
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We Will Return 
Abdelkarim Al-Karmi (Abu Salma) - 
1951 
 
Beloved Palestine, how do I sleep 
While the spectrum of torture is in my 
eyes 
I purify the world with your name 
And if your love did not tire me out, 
I would've kept my feelings a secret 
The caravans of days pass and talk 
about 
The conspiracy of enemies and friends 
Beloved Palestine! How do I live 
Away from your plains and mounds? 
The feet of mountains that are dyed 
with blood 
Are calling me 
And on the horizon appears the dye 
The weeping shores are calling me 
And my weeping echoes in the ears of 
time 
The escaping streams are calling me 
They are becoming foreign in their 
land 
Your orphan cities are calling me 
And your villages and domes 
My friends ask me, "Will we meet 
again ?"  
"Will we return ?"  
Yes! We will kiss the bedewed soil 
And the red desires are on our lips 
Tomorrow, we will return 
And the generations will hear 
The sound of our footsteps 
We will return along with the storms 
Along with the lightening and meteors 
Along with the hope and songs 
Along with the flying eagle 
Along with the dawn that smiles to the 
deserts 
Along with the morning on the waves 
of the sea 
Along with the bleeding flags 
And along with the shining swords and 
spears 
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Identity Card 
Mahmoud Darwish - 1964 
 
Write down! 
I am an Arab 
And my identity card number is fifty 
thousand 
I have eight children 
And the ninth will come after a 
summer 
Will you be angry? 
 
Write down! 
I am an Arab 
Employed with fellow workers at a 
quarry 
I have eight children 
I get them bread 
Garments and books 
from the rocks.. 
I do not supplicate charity at your 
doors 
Nor do I belittle myself at the footsteps 
of your chamber 
So will you be angry? 
 
Write down! 
I am an Arab 
I have a name without a title 
Patient in a country 
Where people are enraged 
My roots 
Were entrenched before the birth of 
time 
And before the opening of the eras 
Before the pines, and the olive trees 
And before the grass grew 
 
My father.. descends from the family 
of the plow 
Not from a privileged class 
And my grandfather..was a farmer 
Neither well-bred, nor well-born! 
Teaches me the pride of the sun 
Before teaching me how to read 
And my house is like a watchman's hut 
Made of branches and cane 
Are you satisfied with my status? 
I have a name without a title! 
 
Write down! 
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I am an Arab 
You have stolen the orchards of my 
ancestors 
And the land which I cultivated 
Along with my children 
And you left nothing for us 
Except for these rocks.. 
So will the State take them 
As it has been said ?!  
 
Therefore! 
Write down on the top of the first page
: 
I do not hate poeple 
Nor do I encroach 
But if I become hungry 
The usurper's flesh will be my food 
Beware.. 
Beware.. 
Of my hunger 
And my anger! 
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The Story 
Kamal Nasir (1961( 
 
I will tell you a story..  
A story that lived in the dreams of 
people ..  
A story that comes out of the world of 
tents..  
Was made by hunger, and decorated 
by the dark nights 
In my country, and my country is a 
handfull of refugees ..  
Every twenty of them have a pound of 
flour..  
And promises of a relief .. gifts and 
parcels 
It is the story of the suffering group 
Who stood for ten years in hunger 
In tears and agony..  
In hardship and yearning ..  
 * * * 
It is a story of a people who were 
misled 
Who were thrown into the mazes of 
years 
But they defied and stood 
Disrobed and united 
And went to light, from the tents, 
The revolution of return in the world 
of darkness 
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