Last message from Nour al-Din Hajjaj:

This 1s why I am writing now; it might be my last message that makes it out
to the free world, flying with the doves of peace to tell them that we love life,
or at least what life we have managed to live; in Gaza all paths before us are

blocked, and instead we’re just one tweet or breaking news story away from

death.
Anyway, I’ll begin.

My name 1s Nour al-Din Hajjaj, [ am a Palestinian writer, [ am twenty-seven

years old and I have many dreams.

[ am not a number and I do not consent to my death being passing news. Say,
too, that I love life, happiness, freedom, children’s laughter, the sea, coffee,
writing, Fairouz, everything that is joyful—though these things will all

disappear in the space of a moment.

One of my dreams is for my books and my writings to travel the world, for
my pen to have wings so that no unstamped passport or visa rejection can

hold 1t back.

Another dream of mine is to have a small family, to have a little son who

looks like me and to tell him a bedtime story as I rock him in my arms.



