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Face to Face with a Soldier

My name is Raghad, and I'm 16 years old. I'm from Gaza City. On the morning of J anuary 29,
2024, while my family was asleep, we suddenly heard the sound of tanks. We all woke up and
gathered together. My fatherand my two brothers went downstairs to check. That was the last
time I saw them. They didn't get back.

Afterthe callto prayeratdawn, the soundsofthe tanks didn’t stop, and the voices ofthe soldiers
grew louder, as if they were inside the building. In fact, they were. My heartbeat raced, faster

and louder than any sound around me.

I thought of nothing but Allah. I prayed and read some prayers from my notebook. Everything
around me was filled with fear and crying, but in that moment, all I could think of was my
mother. She remained calm, sitting on a chair, trying to support us. Suddenly, she wasn’t there
anymore. I rushed out of the house without thinking, and I saw her standing in front of the
soldiers, speaking with them. I found the courage in her, so I rushed to her side and translated
what she was saying to them. An English conversation began between me and the soldiers. I

assure you; I wasn’t the same Raghad who had been afraid inside the house.

The soldiers ordered us to go south. We left: we had no choice. I thought that dad and my
brothers would finda way to leaveandjoin us. We hadno ideawhathad happenedto the others:
to dad and my brothers. It was raining hard. It seemed that the sky was crying for what had
happened.

A day later, my brother joined us, but alone. The words he spoke were harsh, but they had to
be said. They fought, they tried to escape, but a tank shot my older brother in the head and my
father in the back. My brother was a witness to it all. He called for help, but no one answered.

He nearly died, but by Allah’s protection, he survived.

I thanked Allah for keeping him safe, knowing that everything that happened was part of His
will. Despite all the hardship and fear, my heart still holds on to one wish: peace. It's the one
thing that keeps me going, even through the darkest times.

I am justa young girl who once lost her dreams, but now, I've found them again. They shine
brighter than ever before, unshakable and filled with hope fora future where peace will finally

prevail.

AlSCO wie noe
emin  \& QQ\

rwner o

F\W-er S
O\\\WWUe o nNG.e
bux ye oA\
Yo.e Keep
@0/,,5 WANACOL
Yhem ice

Yoe ocbo\e ‘oce
nw*ON.v oNve .

ON \~owed
./,.o,.m\ Keep
«Nu..JC.(/A./ wJie

A NoRe xoe
ne @,ncu

there W ge
peoce.

: Voce - Yoe-foce e o dandies
C \(,DOU Woo\d \oe ek



Ye hoe et
o CoLroQe tue
Spew v Foe
Yer B\, ond
ye C O S “e
hae o o

56395 foe Que.

o U@
s .\ . &
Q { ..”__./. g
r Y ./ {aal |
. N P,
DT B,
G '

Fon qe

Food, Qo

AN Bner woed,

,OO@D Wa\ed,
Gn  Cou OO

i e Ojdfnrﬁmu

Oorny \acose nWope

Face to Face with a Soldier

My name is Raghad, and I'm 16 years old. I'm from Gaza City. On the morning of J anuary 29,
2024, while my family was asleep, we suddenly heard the sound of tanks. We all woke up and
gathered together. My father and my two brothers went downstairs to check. That was the last
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Afterthe callto prayer atdawn, the sounds ofthe tanks didn’tstop, and the voices of'the soldiers
grew louder, as if they were inside the building. In fact, they were. My heartbeat raced, faster

and louder than any sound around me.

I thought of nothing but Allah. I prayed and read some prayers from my notebook. Everything
around me was filled with fear and crying, but in that moment, all I could think of was my
mother. She remained calm, sitting on a chair, trying to support us. Suddenly, she wasn’t there
anymore. I rushed out of the house without thinking, and I saw her standing in front of the
soldiers, speaking with them. I found the courage in her, so I rushed to her side and translated
what she was saying to them. An English conversation began between me and the soldiers. I

assure you; I wasn’t the same Raghad who had been afraid inside the house.

The soldiers ordered us to go south. We left: we had no choice. I thought that dad and my
brothers would finda way to leaveandjoin us. We hadno ideawhathad happened to the others:
to dad and my brothers. It was raining hard. It seemed that the sky was crying for what had
happened.

A day later, my brother joined us, but alone. The words he spoke were harsh, but they had to
be said. They fought, they tried to escape, but a tank shot my older brother in the head and my
father in the back. My brother was a witness to it all. He called for help, but no one answered.

He nearly died, but by Allah’s protection, he survived.

I thanked Allah for keeping him safe, knowing that everything that happened was part of His
will. Despite all the hardship and fear, my heart still holds on to one wish: peace. It's the one
thing that keeps me going, even through the darkest times.

I am justa young girl who once lost her dreams, but now, I've found them again. They shine
brighter than ever before, unshakable and filled with hope fora future where peace will finally
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Fear, Faith, and Survival

My nameis Tala, from Gaza and I am 15 years old. One of the hardest days during the war started like
any other. After more than two months of displacement, we were having lunch together in peace.
Suddenly,a deafening explosion shattered the silence, followed by more rockets hitting one afteranother.

My younger brother, who had been playing outside, suddenly disappeared.

I'heard my mother screaming his name hysterically. I tried to rush down the stairs to look for him, but
thick smoke filled the air, making it hard to breathe. Looking out of the window was fartoo dangerous

because of the flying shrapnel.

A few moments later, strangers arrived and wamed us that the block we were in might be bombed. They
told us to leave immediately. In the chaos, we discovered thatunknown people had taken my brother to
the hospital. We had no idea who they were or when they had taken him, as communication was nearly

impossible during the war.

We desperately tried to contact my father, who had gone out to fetch supplies. He was far away and
struggled to return, but after walking a long distance, he finally made it back. Without hesitation, he

rushed to the hospitalto find my brother.

When he arrived, the hospitalwas crowded with people. My brotherwas lying on the floor because there
were no available beds. My mother, who was pregnant at that time, stayed behind with some family

members to comfort us. Meanwhile, the rest of us moved to another shelter hoping that it was safer.

Days later, my brother was referred for treatment outside Gaza because the hospital facilities could not
handle his condition. He had lost the ability to walk and speak. Due to the circumstances, we had no

choice but to send him with my grandmother; a decision that broke our hearts.

This brutal war has changed me forever. I leamed to appreciate every blessing: family,food, water, and
health. During the war, food was scarce, and even the water was contaminated. Many people had no

access to these essentials at all.

The war forced me to grow up quickly. It taught me patience, resilience, and gratitude. 1 learned to
express my love formy family because any moment could be our last together. Yet, despite everything,

I still dream of peace. I long for the war to end, for life to retum to nomal, and for families to reunite.

This story is just one of many that countless people in Gaza have lived through. Although the pain is

overwhelming, I hold on to the hope that one day we can rebuild our lives and create a future without

war.
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./ The Day We Lost Him

My name ‘s, Zm_m. amd 3z 1T veass old, from Gaza City, Palestine. During the war on
Gaza, mevmnomom@ desp fz=mzs of loss, pain, and separation, but I also learned what

resilience and ma.vw:m traly @mear. v story takes me back to a single moment during

the siege of Al- ww_mﬂmo —ar zvzpt that forever changed my family’s life.

5
When the war forced us to evazzs= = ==‘ghborhood, we sought refuge in Al-Shifa
Hospital, hoping it would be a safz 722+ zs we had no other place to go. Amidst the

ht of that loss still resonates with me.

chaos of war, I lost a beloved uncle, z=z

525 imposed on Al-Shifa Hospital by
+=%ng and tanks echoed dangerousty

=z =zd encircled by tanks from all

On March 26th, the seventh day of the suzez 1%

the army, we were fasting while the seus

close to us. We couldn’t escape, as &z &

directions

v uncles had been shot in the

At midnight, we received a call informing :

neck by a quadcopter bullet. Because we wwrz mewmzzZ. we couldn’t help him, and he
%= managed to pull m eway.

was left lying in the street. Later that migh:. =% ¢
I the ground, and we were

risking everything to escape with him 1oz

unable to say our final goodbyes or even szz

He was the uncle closest to my heart, ané I newsr smezmad we would one day have ©
Pad with grief over the loss of

live without him in our home. Our entire fzmm= -
our beloved family member. We were fastmg. bt we zed no desire to eat. Night fell,
and everyone eventually slept, but I couldns fié peace. 1 cried through the night,

unable to stop until morming.

We were forced to endure days we never imagined we would face; days that were filled
with loss, fear, and uncertainty. Despite everything, we clung to our faith, hoping for
strength and solace. May Allah have mercy on all the martyrs, and may we find peace

in the memories of those we have lost.
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‘Surviving the Siege

My nameis Jana.l once lived asa fifteen-year-old girl, butthe war on Gaza, which began on October 7,
has aged me decades in pain and suffering. The brutal events we have endured are not like anythingI
ever imagined: they have become permanent nightmares etched deeply into my memory. Among these

harrowing experences, there is one moment thatchanged my life forever, a moment I will never forget.

Last July, as we were adjusting to the harsh new reality, news spread that evacuations were happenmng
near our home. Though we were frightened, we felt a sense of relief that our house was not one of the
affected areas. We welcomed relatives who had fled from the danger, but that night was filled with
tension. The sounds of explosions echoed, and distant screams pierced the air. We prayed foreveryone’s

safety, thinking that the evacuated areas were the primary targets.

Just before dawn, I woke to hearunfamiliar screams from outside. I tried to wake up my sister, but she
ignored me and keptsleeping. I couldn’tjust lie there, so I woke up my brother, who immediately got up
to check. Then, I woke up my parents. My father and brother went outside, and moments later, they

returned with shocking news: the army was advancing into our area, the area where people had sought

refuge. That was the beginning of a suffocating siege that we had never anticipated.

_ By sunrise, we realized that the neighborhood was surrounded by tanks. Evacuation was no longer an
7 ’ option. The skies were filled with military planes, snipers targeted any movement, andthe sound of tanks
_ grew louder with every passing moment. Death loomed at every comer of our home. Our resources
quickly ran out, deepening our sense of despair. By the third day, we had no water, and hopelessness

began to settle in. We couldn’t leave for fear of being shot; stepping outside meant death.

V Then, one day, the explosions stopped. We decided to take risk. With our hearts pounding in our chests,
we crept to our neighbors’ homes, hoping to find water. Fortune was on our side, and we returned with
just enough to last us a while. Each moment felt like a battle for survival, andeachdaybecamea test of

our resilience.

Eventually, the army withdrew, leaving behind nothing but devastation. Homes were reduced to rubble,
roads were destroyed, and bodies lay scattered in the streets. Those haunting scenes will stay with me

forever. The siege ended, but it left scars that will never heal.

This experience taught me that life can bring unimaginable challenges, and surviving them requires an
inner strength I never knew I had. I’ve leamed that even in the most profound pain, resilience can be
found. Those days taught me to treasure the simplest blessings — a moment of peace, a sip of water, and

reminded me that hope is the flame that keeps us alive.
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Journey Through Fear

My name is Malaak, and I'm from Beit Lahia in the north of the Gaza Strip, Palestine. I used to live in a beautiful
house surrounded by orange and olive trees. One day, while we were at home, the alarm sounded, and it felt as
though the apocalypse had arrived. The war had begun. Panic and fear quickly spread as we were forced to evacuate

our house immediately.

With tears streaming down our faces, we rushed to my aunt's house in search of safety. As darkness fell, my pregnant
aunt began to groan in pain, signaling that it was time for her to give birth. Fear gripped us even tighter as the sounds
of missiles and artillery shells mixed with my aunt’s groans. At 1:30 a.m., her labor pains intensified, and we called
for an ambulance. But the heavy shelling made it impossible for the ambulance to reach our house. My aunt was
carried to the front of the neighborhood, where the ambulance was waiting for her. Finally, she was taken to the

hospital, and thankfully, the delivery went smoothly.

With the sunrise, the phone rang, announcing the arrival of a new member of our family, a baby boy named
Muhammad. Our tears of joy at his birth overcame the fear that had filled our hearts. Later, my aunt returned horme,

and we all congratulated her on the baby. For me, the birth symbolized our unwavering right to life on our land.

A few hours later, phosphorus shells rained down around the house from every direction. A warning rocket hit our
neighbor's roof, signaling us to leave. We lived through terrifying moments of extreme fear, unsure of what to do or
where to escape. Moments later, we received threatening messages and phone calls urging us to flee south. The

situation escalated quickly, and we were overwhelmed with fear of the unknown.

Then, we heard that a safe route had been opened for displaced people to leave the north and head south. We had to
make a decision fast, as time was running out, and death seemed so close. Amid the screams of children and my
mother’s tears, my grandfather decided we had no choice but to pack up and leave. Everything happened quickly,

and we left our home behind. The streets were eerily silent, except for the sound of drones flying overhead.

As we passed through the streets, we saw destroyed houses, burned factories, and empty mosques. When we reached
the Al-Shuja'iya area, several kilometers away from our home, we were shocked by the number of displaced people.
It looked like a scene from the Day of Judgment. Suddenly, a car was bombed. I saw the car flying high into the air
in flames. Many were wounded, and some martyrs fell. We were left in confusion and fear, uncertain of what was

to come next.

As we continued our journey to the south, we saw the devastation all around us. The streets were filled with people
who had lost everything, just like us. But in the midst of the chaos, there was a strange sense of unity. We all shared

the same pain, the same fear, and the same hope for survival.

The world may have been crumbling around us, but we were still alive, and that gave us strength. We carried our

memories of better days with us, and I knew, deep down, that one day, we would return home.

Until that day comes, we continue to survive, to hope, and to dream.
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A Bright Moment in the Dark

Hello, my name is Hanan, and I’'m 15 years old from Rafah, Palestine. January 8 is my
birthday. The night before my birthday was filled with bombs and explosions, but I
woke up to a beautiful moming. My relatives, aunts, their children, and many people I
love came to visit and wish me a happy birthday. My cousin and his wife sang a song
for me in Korean, knowing how much I love this language and its culture. They had
practiced the song just for me, and despite their pronunciation being a little off, it was
the sweetest gesture. As they sang, I couldn't help but laugh. Hearing them sing in
Korean, with their voices full of love, was something I would never forget. The joy I
felt in that moment was overwhelming, and for a few minutes, it felt like the whole
world had stopped. I felt like the happiest person on earth, surrounded by people who
cared about me so much. Their effort made my day incredibly special, and I couldn’t

have asked for a better gift.

For lunch, we gathered around a small table, and mum cooked some spicy Korean
noodles—ijust the way I like them—and noodles with a creamy white sauce. The flavors
were amazing, so different from the usual meals, and every bite felt comforting. We all
ate together, sharing stories and laughing between bites, creating an atmosphere of

warmth and love. It was simple, but being together made it feel special.

Then it was time for presents. They weren’t extravagant, just small, thoughtful gifts,
but they meant the world to me. In a time when life felt so uncertain, these small acts
of kindness meant everything. The thoughtfulness behind each gift made me feel truly

loved.

As evening fell, we gathered again in the living room, where we made a cake from
scratch, whipped up cappuccinos, and snacked on popcormn. We sat together, sipping
cappuccinos and munching on popcomn, exchanging stories and talking about

everything and nothing.

Despite the war raging around us, this day felt like a small pocket of peace. The laughter
and love I felt that day were enough to make it one of the best birthdays I’ve ever had,
and I’'m so grateful for the people who made it possible. Even in the darkest of times,

it is moments like these that remind me how powerful love and human connection can
be.

DLAR HANAN,
HELLO. MY NAME 15 PHOERE ., 1 AM 16 YEARS OLD. FROW

RANFE. SCOTLAND. t AM oeY SORRY TI HEAR THAT YE ARE GOING
THROUGH THIS . 1T MUST RE REALLY HARD To TRHOLE, YER
RIRTHDAY SoOND GLAMOURIE ' NER BIRTHDAY DENNER SOON D
MUCKLEY | 900 AM ALSO GEN TEEN w1 KOREAN CULTURE AND
LANGUAGE © 1T 1S REALLY RONNIE TRAT YOUR FAMILY MADE YOUR
RIRTWDAU SO SPEESHALIL Yau SCRIEVE AFFA BONWNIE ! we'rRe
THINKIN 6F YE ' WE 'Re wWHEECHIN Love AN HowP OWER Tl YE !
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Loaves of Hope and Resilience in Gaza

In the city of Gaza, where the sounds of life can barely be heard above the bombs and explosions, there lived a
sixteen-year-old girl named Rahaf. She grew up in a home filled with love and joy, where her parents pampered her
and life was full of funand happiness. But when the war started, everything changed. Life transformed in an instant,
and the family that was once full of laughter and joy was scattered. Rahaf and her family were displaced multiple
times within the northern part of Gaza City.

The arrival of her niece, Rana, named after Rahaf's late sister who was killed during the war, was bittersweet. Justa
day after Rana's birth, Rahaf and her family were forced to leave. On November 11th, the day they had to part, the
family was torn apart. Rahaf, her sisters, nieces, and brother had to leave for the south, while her father and brother
remained behind, their parting filled with unbearable sorrow. They didn't know when they would see each other

again.

Her father, with tears in his eyes, hugged her one last time, reminding her to stay strong and trust in God. “The world
is full of pain now, but you will remain strong,” he told her. Rahaf longed to tell him how much she loved him, but

there was no time. Military planes flew overhead, and destruction consumed everything around them.

Her brother, a few years older than Rahaf, also shared his final words with her: “We will meet soon. I don't know
when, but we will meet.”” Their hearts ached as they watched their father and brother from a distance, knowing they

were leaving them behind in a world that seemed to have no place for love or farewells.

From that moment, Rahaf™s true suffering began. They walked for hours on a rough road, filled with debris and
destruction. The streets were quiet, the scorching sun adding to their exhaustion. Her mother carried her
grandchildren, while her sister, still recovering from childbirth, could barely walk. Hours passed until they finally
reached the south, but relief was short-lived. Food was scarce, water was even harder to find, and the bombing

continued.

Despite the hardships, Rahaf held on to hope. She knew that surviving meant finding creative ways to keep going.
Every day, she prayed and read the Quran, keeping her spirit alive amidst the bleakness. With little more than four

walls surrounding her, she found a way to bring comfort to her family.

Rahaf, with determination and care, leamed to cook. She began making bread, mixing flour and water, praying it
would be enough to feed them. Her hands, dry and tired, pressed the ao(cmF stretched it and folded it over and over.
Kneading, for her, symbolized her will to keep going. As the loaves baked, the weak fire flickered and the winds
threatened to extinguish it, but Rahaf refused to give up. Her brother would walk for hours to gather firewood, but
they still had so little, so she had to bake with the little wood she had.

When the bread was finally done, it was flat and darkened by the weak fire, but Rahaf was proud. “This is the bread
I made with my own hands,” she thought. Over time, she improved her bread-making skills, using the limited
resources available to her. Despite the exhaustion, the pain, and the lack of materials, Rahaf continued baking,

feeding her family, and learning how to survive.

“I am Rabaf,” she thought to herself. “In this war, I have learned that loss is not the end. Love and hope can survive
anywhere, no matter the circumstances.” The bread she baked was more than just food: it was a lesson in survival.
It was hope in its purest form. Inevery loaf, Rahaf baked not only bread, but a future. She learned that survival isn’t

about the abundance of food, but about a will that refuses to break.
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A Family's Fight for Life

My name is Raneem, and I am sixteen years old and come from Gaza. OnJuly 7, 2024, my family and I were sitting
in the living room watching the news together. Suddenly, I noticed my father secretly signaling my mother to join

him in the kitchen. They started talking in hushed voices and I realized that something was wrong.

As a girl from the Gaza Strip in times of war, 1 instinctively watched the news. My fears were confirmed: The army
forces had announced that we would have to evacuate our area. Fear and apprehension filled the air as we took our

pre-prepared bags.

My father asked me and my younger brothers o wait on the street comer while he and my mother gathered the rest
of our belongings. We did as we were told and hurried to the street corner. But surprisingly, the quadcopter plane
hovered near a school in the area, which was right next to our house. 1 pressed my hands tightly on my brothers’
hands so as not to lose them in the chaos; it was a big responsibility to protect them. So, we ran together as fast as

we could to save our lives.

The situation was getting scarier by the minute. I took out my cell phone to call my mother, but the signal was too
weak and I couldn’t reach her. People were running all around me and I followed them, not knowing where I was
running to. Finally, my phone rang, it was my mother. She asked if we were safe and where we were. An elderly
man nearby told us the name of the area and 1 passed it on to her. Finally, we gathered with our family at my uncle’s

house.

We had lunch together, trying to regain some normality, and prepared for sleep, thinking the worst was behind us,
but without warning, everything rumbled and the window collapsed on me. The stones and broken glass hit my

family. My cousin was injured, her head was covered in blood.

Forthe second time, we grabbed our bags and hurried down stairs to the basement, believing it to be the safest place
in the building. There were 33 of us in total. The women sat in the hallway, the small children huddled in a small

room, and the men and older boys took up positions on and under the stairs.
It was a trap. They wanted people to gather in one place, only to narrow them down and target them.

We started praying, reading the Quran and asking God to protect us. My father made one last phone call to his father
and brothers. The moments were terrible. Shots, drones, helicopters and F-16s could be heard everywhere. We were

frozen and didn't know whether to stay or go; either could mean our death. '

We stayed awake all night and sat on the cold floor without food or water. We couldn’t make a sound, couldn't move

and couldn't do anything but wait. We feared that the army would break down the door, arrest us or worse, kill us.

Finally, our parents made the difficult decision to leave the house, we stepped into the street while the tanks were in

the area. By God's grace, we escaped safely, filled with gratitude for the protection of our lives.

Though the road ahead remained uncertain, we knew that our strength and faith would guide us through whatever
came next. And no matter how dark the world seemed, the light of hope would always shine through, even in the

midst of war.




