Letter from the mother of Mohammed Saleh Mohsen, Abu Dis, 

3rd December 2008
Call for help and aid to friends who have a live conscience

I’m writing from the middle of tremendous pressure and pain, of injustice and of suffering that is continual and renewing; from an experience of immense agony.  From a heart squeezed by sadness and separation and eyes that are blood-red from crying, and a tongue that is tired from praying and calling for my son, but still we have the highest hope for help, and so I am sending this call.

A call for your help, hoping it will reach ears that will listen and hearts that are open and hands that are ready to work.

My misery started with the imprisonment of someone who is close to me like my kidneys and my heart, my son Mohammed Mohsen, who was imprisoned when he was twenty, in the year 1999, so about ten years ago.
My son was kidnapped when he was travelling on the road between Jerusalem and Ramallah.  He was then moved around between different Israeli prisons. He was put under very heavy torture and psychological pressure. 
But the real misery which is above all the other things that happened to him started four years after his arrest when the management of  Bir Saba Prison and its medical team injected my son Mohammad with a new medicine in order to test it. This has had a very dangerous effect upon Mohammad which has continued since then. He has become unconscious many times; his hands and legs have become shaky. A tumour has appeared on his neck. 
The doctors gave Mohammad a check in the prison and they said that he had cancer. They started to give him chemotherapy. After six months, there was no improvement in his case. The same doctor from the prison started to give him a new kind of medicine – a pill each two weeks. Each time he had this medicine, he put on weight to about 120 kilogrammes in the following week and in the second week, he lost weight again so he returned to 60 kilogrammes.

I am writing to you in brief because the time has come. My son now is struggling with death. He has a strong will to survive. Because as Palestinian people we are not afraid of death, but we don’t want death to beat us – we want to live. My son Mohammed now is thirty years old, and he has a sentence of seventeen years. He still has to do another seven years inside. But he is struggling with death. He is in very bad circumstances. As a patient, he needs proper treatment and help which he can’t get in prison.

Again, I’m calling you all, with all this pain and sadness, I’m calling your conscience and your hearts and the humanity inside you, to urgently put pressure on the Israeli occupation government to save the life of my son, Mohammed.

I want to see him before one of us dies.

I want to thank all the free people who will respond to my call.
The mother of the prisoner Mohammed Saleh Mohsen.

