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“We teach life, sir.”

You may have seen this quote in posts out of Gaza.
It comes from a 2011 poem by Palestinian-
Canadian spoken word artist Rafeef Ziadah.
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Download this booklet as a pdf if you like!

Text from these pages, as well as links to the
sources cited, is available at
andreaecallanan.ca/teach-in/

The phrase “we teach life, sir” has come to
represent Palestinian determination, ingenuity,
strength, generosity, and humanity in the face of
oppression.

| know this much is true

What is one true thing you have learned from the
struggle for Palestinian liberation?

“We teach life, sir. .
We Palestinians teach life after they have occupied: ¢
the last sky.
We teach life after they have built their settlements
. and apartheid walls, after the last skies.
We teach life, sir.”
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Maybe it's something about global politics, or
maybe it’s something about your community.
Maybe you’ve learned something new about
yourself, or about someone you care about. Maybe
it's a skill or a technique or a recipe or a song.

(The complete piece is easy to find on YouTube! |
You should look it up if you haven’t seen it before.) -

Werite about it! ; : .

Poetry is powerful! Poetry can be a tool of
., - liberation for oppressed people, and a way for allies
and co-conspirators to give our solidarity a voice.




If | must die
by Refaat Alareer

If | must die, -

you must live

to tell my story

to sell my things

to buy a piece of cloth

and some strings,

(make it white with a long tail)

so that a child, somewhere in Gaza

while looking heaven in the eye

awaiting his dad who left in a blaze—

and bid no one farewell

not even to his flesh

not even to himself—

sees the kite, my kite you made, flying up above
and thinks for a moment an angel is there
bringing back love .
If | must die

let it bring hope

let it be a tale
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Fuck Your Lecture on Craft, My People Are Dying
by Noor Hindi

Colonizers write about flowers.

| tell you about children throwing rocks at Israeli tanks

seconds before becoming daisies.

| want to be like those poets who care about the moon.

Palestinians don’t see the moon from jail cells and prisons..

It’s so beautiful, the moon.

They're so beautiful, the flowers. :

| pick flowers for my dead father when I'm sad.

He watches Al Jazeera all day. .

| wish Jessica would stop texting me Happy Ramadan.

I know I’'m American because when | walk into a room something dies.
Metaphors about death are for poets who think ghosts care about sound.
When | die, | promise to haunt you forever.

One day, I'll write about the flowers like we own them.

|

The Deluge and the Tree
~ by Fadwa Tougan

When the hurricane swirled and spread its deluge
of dark evil .

onto the good green land

'they’ gloated. The western skies

reverberated with joyous accounts:

"The Tree has fallen!

The great trunk is smashed! The hurricane leaves no life in the Tree!"
Had the Tree really fallen?

Never! Not with our red streams flowing forever,

not while the wine of our thorn limbs

fed the thirsty roots, :

Arab roots alive

tunneling deep, deep, into the land!

When the Tree rises up, the branches

shall flourish green and fresh in the sun

the laughter of the Tree shall leaf

beneath the sun

and birds shall return

Undoubtedly, the birds shall return.

The birds shall return.

Things You May Find Hidden in My Ear
by Mosab Abu Toha

For Alicia M. Quesnel, MD

When you open my ear, touch it

gently.

My mother’s voice lingers somewhere inside.

Her voice is the echo that helps recover my equilibrium
when | feel dizzy during my attentiveness.

You may encounter songs in Arabic,
poems in English | regte’ to myself,
or a song | chant to the chirping birds in our backyard.
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When you stitch the cut, don’t forget to put all these back in my ear.
Put them back in order as you would do with books on your shelf.

ii

The drone’s buzzing sound,

the roar of an F-16,

the screams of bombs falling on houses,
on fields, and on bodies,

of rockets flying away—

rid my small ear canal of them all.

Spray the perfume of your smiles on the incision.

Inject the song of life into my veins to wake me up.
Gently beat the drum so my mind may dance with yours
my doctor, day and night.
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LINKS:

https://inthesetimes.com/article/refaat-alareer-israeli-occupation-palestine

https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poetrymagazine/poems/154658/fuck-

your-lecture-on-craft-my-people-are-dying '

https://www.pij.org/articles/94/the-deluge-and-the-tree : .

https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poetrymagazine/poems/155510/things-
§ you-may-find-hidden-in-my-ear




