




















 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

Handala saw it all. 
He touched and felt 
the old gnarled hand, 
the faces stained  
with tears 
and wondered how 
much cruelty 
his people could endure. 
He knew he couldn’t fight 
the soldiers with their guns, 
but he remembered 
and believed the words 
the tree had told to him 
of roots and seeds 
and days to come 
when Palestine is free. 

 

 

 













 

 

 

 

 

And Handala remembers – 
A living tree, a living land, 
Giving birth and giving life, 
A ground swell slowly rising 

until Palestine is free. 




