
TO A GENERATION NOT YET BORN by Shokry Eldaly II 
 
 
I have no doubts that the rebellion will succeed. 
 
No doubts, that as a people,  
We will realize our greed, 
See ourselves for the monsters we’ve become. 
 
I believe that even the enemy, even his freedom, 
Will be bought in the blood 
Of the very ones he persecuted. 
 
I believe we that we will look at one another, naked  
The ones who survived, 
And I believe we will see that beneath our stained fabrics  
We are  
So much alike. 
 
The generation I’m writing to 
Is not the generation who will fight, 
Live and present themselves a ransom.  
 
The generation I’m writing to 
Is the one that will never have witnessed  
The war, the famine, the pestilence. 
 
I wish you: 
 
To remember,  
How we defeated tanks with  
Balled up pieces of paper, 
And hurled weighty poems  
At the foreheads of soldiers. 
 
To remember the sacrifice, 
How we went into battle, 
Every poet, a martyr with a 
Volatile mixture of words inside, 
And that every time one of us exploded 
The winds carried our seeds. 
 
I wish you: 
 
To remember that, 
This is how, Poets birthed Poets 



Birthed Painters 
Birthed Sculptors 
 
That this is how: The earth was restored. 
 
And I wish you: 
 
To know that, we never needed fires because  
Our language kept us hot,  
As did love, 
As did family, 
As did fear. 
 
And that, we are still with you: We’ve escaped. 
 
Into the paintings, 
that swing in the trees. 
  
Existing, not just sheltered but alive, as an era,  
And a history that must never be forgotten.  
 
And above all else: 
 
I wish to tell you: 
  
Forget who the enemy was. 
Do not record even their names, 
Because the language of rebellion is not hatred, 
But love.  
 
And I wish to tell you: 
 
To, with the moisture of your breath, 
Water the Vegetation from which you partake.  
 
Because if you are to remain, 
As you are and not as we were,  
If you are to survive: 
  
You must not just eat 
But nurture, 
  
The love that is each other.   
 
 


