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A detainee's message.

With each moment, blood-spattered throats
hemorrhage, while the seconds slowly tick
away. With swinging hands of time, spirits
fly away. Please, stop these hours. Time,
places, and people, all fade at a slow crawl.
Yet, here the course of events is different.
The sound of time instills its clutches in our
brains; the prison cells suffocate us as
tombs. Here, you can smell death, here, you
can die, but your ghost will remain in your
rotten corpse. Getting accustomed to daily
-momentarily, shocks and atrocities become
my occupation. The more you get made of
glass, the more you get promoted. Contrary
to the meaning of humanity, here, you lose
your feelings toward people; you lose your
will; you lose your sympathy, and still, they
oblige you to lose your human which is kept
inside. And, no matter what religion you
belong to, which political party you support,
nor how much you consume, the only and
the one most they focus on is destroying
your humanity and enforcing your love
stock. They try to make you hate human
relations, they try to make you hate the
warden, and them as people, planting
hatred seeds. And I, a person of peasant
origin, one who doesn't usually read the
paper holding the economic market news,
do not have to save for a rainy day and hold
a bankruptcy umbrella. "Do you have some
change?" Such a simple and repeated
question turned into an eternal dream
knocking on the doors of memories of a
cellmate, who spent two decades there in
his burrow. Talking much less, but his
words fragrance with intoxicated
imagination, holding you to a different era
with the first sip. Ask him if he holds
change, maybe he doesn't have the change
of money you want, but he has many days,
months, and years change, a change that he
saved from Nafha Prison South till Shata
Prison North. Filling in these papers with
grieving letters, late into the night.
Tomorrow is the first day of Eid, and I am
thinking about the 24 years I spent these
special days, Eid days, with candy, children,
families, and presents I give, and none of all
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exists for now. "For now" and I am saying it
believing in humans, exiles, and memory
defenders. I have faith in their patience, and
if they don't have what they eat, they make a
meal from the walls/rocks of their prison,
holding their thought, struggle, and
loneliness, holding their souls and leading it
through the mist, not fearing questions. All
the hatred I have been exposed to, does not
change the merciful and love inside me, and
I always fist around it, and that will always
be my humble victory.

This text is quoted from the messages of
Walid Abu Daqqa, a prisoner since 1986 till
the present time.
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