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Umm al-Ahzan




The slick and slippery waves of the Mediterranean
tumbled playfully over one another, crashing joyfully
against the rocks of the Gaza shore. The reflection of
the moon and a cluster of shining stars—like
scattered pearls from a broken necklace on the velvet
canvas of the sky—dotted the pitch-black surface of
the water. At times, a soft breeze would carry the
scent of gunpowder, salt, and scorched sand into the
air. Umm al-Ahzan leaned wearily on her cane and
asked the sea:

"Why so happy and laughing tonight? Has something
happened?"

A wave rose and slammed against the crumbling quay
wall, spraying droplets onto the hem of her chador —
the sea’s answer was affirmative.

"Ah. So something has happened.”

Behind her, rubble was piled high — here, there, and
everywhere. The streets and alleyways were carpeted
in a thick layer of blood-soaked ash. From every
corner of the ruined city, trembling pillars of smoke
danced skyward. She stared at the sorrowful scene
with a stony gaze and said to the sea:

"They left us alone today. They’re busy with Iran."
And her imagination flew towards a country beyond
the deserts of the Levant. Quoting her father, Abul-
Ibtisam — a schoolteacher — she told the sea:

"Iran is the oldest country in the world; and Iranians
were the first monotheists on earth."

She wondered how the mother of that little girl from
Tehran, who had been martyred in an Israeli missile
strike, might be feeling now. Around she herself, there
were thousands of



mourning mothers. Who would surround that woman?
Surely, thousands of grieving Iranian mothers. She
shared her thoughts with the sea:

"lranians are oppressed, just like us. Do you
remember those eight years?"

A passerby overheard her soliloquy and smirked —
Strangers called Umm al-Ahzan mad, finding it hard to
understand that an eighty-six-year-old woman
avoided people and chose to sit by the sea each day,
speaking to the water. But those who truly knew her
understood: Umm al-Ahzan was not insane. As her
name implied — "Mother of Sorrows" — she was
steeped in grief and emotionally exhausted, finding
far more solace in the sea than in human company.
No one had ever seen her smile. They said she’d been
born sorrowful, weaned on grief rather than milk. No
one knew her given name, nor had they tried to learn
it — it was assumed she had always been called
"Umm al-Ahzan."

Even she had forgotten that she was once named
“Ibtisam."” It had been seventy-seven years since a
smile had graced her face.

There was scarcely a tragedy she hadn’t endured: Her
father was executed before her tear-filled eyes by
Zionists at the onset of the occupation — for resisting
forced expulsion from his home. After his martyrdom,
she, her mother, and her younger sister were
abducted, imprisoned for months in a damp, dark cell.
Her mother, faced with the choice of protecting
herself or her daughters from abuse, sacrificed
herself — only to take poison after release, unable to



bear the dishonor. Her brother vanished at sixteen
after being jailed for throwing a Molotov. Her

husband was martyred in the al-Agsa mosque
massacre on Eid al-Fitr. Her sister, brother-in-law, and
four nieces and nephews were killed in the Jabaliya
bombings. The last, most soul-crushing blow came
when her son, daughter-in-law, and only grandchild
died in an Israeli missile strike on Gaza — Now, was
she rightful to speak with the sea?

Each time she lost a beloved one — or more
accurately, a beloved one was gotten from her — her
thoughts drifted to the stories her father once told.
Although old age had faded them into fragments,
some still echoed:

"The Israelites rejected divine quail and heavenly
vinegar, asking instead for eggplant and lentils...
They became so picky, 'Israeli objection' became a
proverb... When Moses returned from Mount Sinal
after 40 days, he found them worshipping the golden
calf... After Solomon passed, they turned to sorcery...
They accused the Virgin Mary of being dishonorable...
The wicked king beheaded John the Baptist — and
none among them protested... They silently watched
Jesus nailed to the cross... They even lusted after the
angels visiting Lot... They opposed Muhammad...
They threw talismans into the well Ali ibn Abi-Talib
used to confide in..."

Though the stories grew hazy, some of her father’s
words remained etched in her bones:



"What can one expect of such a people? May God
forgive me, but even He must feel shame for having
created them. No nation in history has so warred

against God and His servants, shed so much blood,
committed such atrocities, torn away so many veils of
decency."

Umm al-Ahzan marveled that even the world’s
growing outrage had not been enough. You could
wake someone

from sleep — but not from pretending to sleep. That,
she accepted. But what Israel insisted on doing was
beyond denial — she growled at the sea:

"The rulers on the other side of you sit and dictate
terms to those of us on this side. Take my homeland,
for instance — what did they want from us? They
drove us from the banks of the Jordan River to the
shores of the Mediterranean and now kill us in droves,
turning the White Sea red with our blood. They
destroyed our homes, burned our orchards, poisoned
our wells, looted our property, bombed our camps
and hospitals — even bombed the rubble again and
again. What treasure lies beneath this patch of earth
that they drench it in the blood of our children? | was
nine when they spun a web of lies and gathered
cancerous cells of Zionists from every corner of the
world, planting that tumor — Israel — onto our land. |
am nearly ninety now, and they’re still reciting the
same vile incantations. Who gave them the right to
decide truth and justice for the world? The ones who
birthed this rabid dog are no less guilty than the dog
itself!"



She took a deep breath to cool her rising fury. Calmer,
she apologized:

"Forgive me. | lost control. You’ve done nothing
wrong, my dear. You are vast, generous, and deep-
hearted."

The sea responded with another gentle wave,
embracing her, assuring her no offence was taken.
She continued:

"If the settlers of Israel had an ounce of sense —
which they don’t — they’d take to the streets and

bring Netanyahu down. Look with how many states
and governments and groups he’s faced them since
October seventh: the Palestinian Authority, Hamas,
Lebanon, Hezbollah, Syria — and just this

morning, Iran. How long can they live in fear, throwing
their wealth at that brute so he can build bombs and
gain nothing? Did he destroy Hamas? Overthrow the
PA? Erase Hezbollah? No — and now he dares tell
Iranians, ‘This is your moment. Overthrow your
regime!’ He thinks they are fake and mad like himself!
Overthrow their system for what? For you to go and
mount their backs?!"

Suddenly, her eyelid twitched. She scanned the sky
and grew puzzled:

"Where did that orange star come from, sea?"

But it wasn’t a star. It moved — fast. A blazing mass
split the sky from east to west, headed straight for the
land. Soon, the light fractured — they were multiple
missiles flying in close formation, making that light.
"Missiles, sea!"



Her heart sank— not for herself, but for Gaza’s
survivors.

"l jinxed us. They hit Iran, and now they’re back for
us."

But the missile wasn’t coming toward them.

"0 Lord, it’s flying into Palestine."

Then the cries of joy erupted all around:

"They’re Iranian missiles — headed straight for the
heart of Haifa!"

More astonishing than the Iranians' attack, was the
sudden softening of Umm al-Ahzan’s cheeks. Now

she understood why the sea had been glad that night.
She looked up at the sky — and for the first time in
seventy-seven years, she smiled!



