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​Chapter 1 – Daily Gaza

The sun was rising over Gaza, but the golden light could not dissolve the dust that rose from the smashed roofs, the cracked streets, the motionless bodies of the houses that were once full of life. Yusuf Khalil woke up in a small apartment on the third floor of a half-destroyed building, breathing in the acrid scent of concrete and old smoke. His eyes, now accustomed to the half-light of war, scanned the rubble as if they were part of a normal landscape, and perhaps, in that context, they were. 

He stretched, feeling every muscle sore from poor sleep. The mattress on the floor was thin, worn out by nights spent chasing stories through the rubble, between sirens and the din of bombings. Yusuf was a photojournalist for Reuters, but not just any one: his goal was not only to capture spectacular images, but to tell the life, death and humanity that survived in a city that seemed to want to forget everything. 

The kitchen was a small nook with a dirty stove and some dented cookware. Yusuf made bitter tea, looking out the cracked window. The street below was already full of children running through debris and abandoned cars, women carrying buckets of water and men trying to reopen their shops or at least figure out what was left. Each face bore the marks of years of war: invisible scars and burdens that no one should ever have to bear. Yusuf turned on the camera next to the table, as if it were an extension of his arm. 

“Another day,” he murmured to himself, as he slipped the shoulder strap over his shoulders. The city was alive and dead at the same time. Every corner could hide the fragile beauty of a florist who survived the bombings or the cruel destruction of a school torn to pieces. Yusuf knew that today he would walk between the two faces of Gaza, and that every shot would be a cry of truth that the world had to see. 

He left the apartment, being careful not to step on pieces of glass and rubble. The street was noisy and disturbing: some people were talking softly, others were running. The distant sounds of sirens were already crossed the sky, a noise that was now part of the city’s soundtrack. Yusuf stopped in front of a partially destroyed building, looking at what was left of a small market. The stalls were overturned, the fruits rotted among dust and rubble. But there was life: an old man was arranging some crates, as if nothing had happened, as if the war were just an unwanted guest that could be ignored for a few hours. 

Yusuf lowered his camera and took some photos: the old man with calloused hands picking bruised apples, a little girl trying to thread an electric wire through the ruins to turn on a light bulb, a stray cat jumping through the rubble. Each image told a story, and Yusuf knew that those who saw them on the other side of the world would perceive something more than war: resilience, the fragile beauty of life that endures. 

Walking down the street, Yusuf noticed a group of children playing hide and seek in the rubble. Their game was improvised and strange, made up of races between pieces of concrete and old broken doors, yet there was a lightness that defied the gravity of the city. Yusuf crouched down to take some pictures, watching as the children laughed with dusty mouths and matted hair. There was something fierce about that joy: a force that no bombing could extinguish. 

But as she bent down to photograph a child climbing a pile of debris, she heard a subtle cry, different from the noise of games. It was a fragile, desperate sound that made him shiver. Yusuf stood up, scanning his surroundings. It comes from a building that collapsed in half, an ancient three-storey building, the façade all blackened by smoke. The crying became clearer, more urgent. Yusuf approached, paying attention to every step. 

Among the rubble and broken beams, he saw a small body curled up, trembling and dirty. The child’s large, terrified eyes stared at him, while his hands tried to protect his face. Yusuf slowly lowered his camera. He wasn’t there to photograph that scene: he was there to save. 

“Hey... It’s all right... I won’t hurt you,” Yusuf said, his voice calm and reassuring. The boy clutched his legs to his chest, his face contorted with fear. Yusuf knelt beside him, showing his empty hands. “My name is Yusuf. Can I help you?” 
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​The silence lasted a few seconds that seemed eternal. Then the boy, in a faint voice, said: “I’m alone... 

alone.” 

Yusuf felt a knot in his stomach. Only. At that moment he understood that that war had already taken away too much. He reached out, slowly, trying to gain the child’s trust. “You’re no longer alone,” he said. 

“I’ll take you to a safe place.” 

The boy hesitated, then grabbed Yusuf’s hand, trembling. Yusuf lifted him gently, feeling the fragility of his tiny body in his arms. He looked around: the rubble was everywhere, the sound of the bombings distant but constant. He had to move quickly, but he couldn’t run, he couldn’t scare him more. 

As they walked through the ruins, Yusuf tried to talk to the child, to distract him from his fear. “What’s your name?” he asked. “Samir,” the boy answered, his voice barely audible. “Samir... a nice name,” 

Yusuf said. “You know, I can show you something special. I can teach you to see the world with different eyes, even in the rubble.” 

Little Samir looked at Yusuf with uncertain eyes, but something in the calm gestures and words of the photojournalist reassured him. Yusuf began to tell him stories of the city before the war, of the colorful markets, of the alleys full of children running and laughing. Samir listened, forgetting for a moment the sound of sirens, smoke and dust. 

They arrived at a small partial shelter between two collapsed buildings, a place Yusuf used as a temporary base. There, Samir sat on the cold floor, trying to wipe his dirty hands. Yusuf offered him a piece of hard bread and water. The boy ate slowly, still wary, but his gaze began to relax. 

“Tomorrow I’ll show you how to take pictures,” Yusuf said, with a hint of a smile. “You can tell your story, Samir. Everything you have experienced... the world needs to know.” 

Samir didn’t answer right away, but for the first time he smiled, a shy and fragile smile that lit up his dirty and pale face. Yusuf felt a pang in his heart: that smile was precious, fragile as crystal, and he knew he had to protect it. 

Night fell on the city, and Yusuf lay awake, beside Samir, listening to the wind that brought dust and ashes. He looked at the camera, resting on the floor, and thought about the images he would take, the stories he would tell. But now, next to him, there was something more important than any reportage: a child alone in the world, who needed a helping hand, a heart that protected him. 

Yusuf shook Samir’s hand and murmured, “Tomorrow will be another day... together.” 

The silence of the night shrouded the rubble, and for a moment, among debris and dust, hope took shape in Samir’s small eyes, as Yusuf prepared to become not only his photojournalist, but his guardian, his guide in a world he had forgotten to be human. 

The sun was rising over Gaza, but the golden light could not dissolve the dust that rose from the smashed roofs, the cracked streets, the motionless bodies of the houses that were once full of life. Yusuf Khalil woke up in a small apartment on the third floor of a half-destroyed building, breathing in the acrid scent of concrete and old smoke. His eyes, now accustomed to the half-light of war, scanned the rubble as if they were part of a normal landscape, and perhaps, in that context, they were. He stretched, feeling every muscle sore from poor sleep. The mattress on the floor was thin, worn out by nights spent chasing stories through the rubble, between sirens and the din of bombings. Yusuf was a photojournalist for Reuters, but not just any one: his goal was not only to capture spectacular images, but to tell the life, death and humanity that survived in a city that seemed to want to forget everything. The kitchen was a small nook with a dirty stove and some dented cookware. Yusuf made bitter tea, looking out the cracked window. The street below was already full of children running through debris and abandoned cars, women carrying buckets of water and men trying to reopen their shops or at least figure out what was left. Each face bore the marks of years of war: invisible scars and burdens that no one should ever have to bear. Yusuf turned on the camera next to the table, as if it were an extension of his arm. “Another day,” he murmured to himself, as he slipped the shoulder strap over his shoulders. The city was alive and dead at the same time. 
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​Every corner could hide the fragile beauty of a florist who survived the bombings or the cruel destruction of a school torn to pieces. Yusuf knew that today he would walk between the two faces of Gaza, and that every shot would be a cry of truth that the world had to see. He left the apartment, being careful not to step on pieces of glass and rubble. The street was noisy and disturbing: some people were talking softly, others were running. The distant sounds of sirens were already crossed the sky, a noise that was now part of the city’s soundtrack. Yusuf stopped in front of a partially destroyed building, looking at what was left of a small market. The stalls were overturned, the fruits rotted among dust and rubble. But there was life: an old man was arranging some crates, as if nothing had happened, as if the war were just an unwanted guest that could be ignored for a few hours. Yusuf lowered his camera and took some photos: the old man with calloused hands picking bruised apples, a little girl trying to thread an electric wire through the ruins to turn on a light bulb, a stray cat jumping through the rubble. Each image told a story, and Yusuf knew that those who saw them on the other side of the world would perceive something more than war: resilience, the fragile beauty of life that endures. Walking down the street, Yusuf noticed a group of children playing hide and seek in the rubble. Their game was improvised and strange, made up of races between pieces of concrete and old broken doors, yet there was a lightness that defied the gravity of the city. Yusuf crouched down to take some pictures, watching as the children laughed with dusty mouths and matted hair. There was something fierce about that joy: a force that no bombing could extinguish. 

But as she bent down to photograph a child climbing a pile of debris, she heard a subtle cry, different from the noise of games. It was a fragile, desperate sound that made him shiver. Yusuf stood up, scanning his surroundings. It came from a building that had collapsed in half, an ancient three-storey building, the façade all blackened by smoke. The crying became clearer, more urgent. Yusuf approached, paying attention to every step. Among the rubble and broken beams, he saw a small body curled up, trembling and dirty. The child’s large, terrified eyes stared at him, while his hands tried to protect his face. Yusuf slowly lowered his camera. He wasn’t there to photograph that scene: he was there to save. “Hey... It’s all right... I won’t hurt you,” Yusuf said, his voice calm and reassuring. The boy clutched his legs to his chest, his face contorted with fear. Yusuf knelt beside him, showing his empty hands. “My name is Yusuf. 

Can I help you?” The silence lasted a few seconds that seemed eternal. Then the boy, in a faint voice, said: “I’m alone... alone.” Yusuf felt a knot in his stomach. Only. At that moment he understood that that war had already taken away too much. He reached out, slowly, trying to gain the child’s trust. “You’re no longer alone,” he said. “I’ll take you to a safe place.” The boy hesitated, then grabbed Yusuf’s hand, trembling. Yusuf lifted him gently, feeling the fragility of his tiny body in his arms. He looked around: the rubble was everywhere, the sound of the bombings distant but constant. He had to move quickly, but he couldn’t run, he couldn’t scare him more. As they walked through the ruins, Yusuf tried to talk to the child, to distract him from his fear. “What’s your name?” he asked. “Samir,” the boy replied, his voice barely audible. “Samir... a nice name,” Yusuf said. “You know, I can show you something special. I can teach you to see the world with different eyes, even in the rubble.” Little Samir looked at Yusuf with uncertain eyes, but something in the calm gestures and words of the photojournalist reassured him. Yusuf began to tell him stories of the city before the war, of the colorful markets, of the alleys full of children running and laughing. Samir listened, forgetting for a moment the sound of sirens, smoke and dust. They arrived at a small partial shelter between two collapsed buildings, a place Yusuf used as a temporary base. 

There, Samir sat on the cold floor, trying to wipe his dirty hands. Yusuf offered him a piece of hard bread and water. The boy ate slowly, still wary, but his gaze began to relax. “Tomorrow I’ll show you how to take pictures,” Yusuf said, with a hint of a smile. “You can tell your story, Samir. Everything you have experienced... the world needs to know.” Samir didn’t answer right away, but for the first time he smiled, a shy and fragile smile that lit up his dirty and pale face. Yusuf felt a pang in his heart: that smile was precious, fragile as crystal, and he knew he had to protect it. Night fell on the city, and Yusuf lay awake, beside Samir, listening to the wind that brought dust and ashes. He looked at the camera, resting on the 6

​floor, and thought about the images he would take, the stories he would tell. But now, next to him, there was something more important than any reportage: a child alone in the world, who needed a helping hand, a heart that protected him. Yusuf shook Samir’s hand and murmured, “Tomorrow will be another day... together.” The silence of the night shrouded the rubble, and for a moment, among debris and dust, hope took shape in Samir’s small eyes, as Yusuf prepared to become not only his photojournalist, but his guardian, his guide in a world he had forgotten to be human. As the night deepened, Yusuf mentally retraced every street, every building, and every face he had photographed. Each image was a promise: to bear witness to the reality of Gaza, to protect the memory, to tell the stories that would otherwise have disappeared. Samir slept next to him, protected, and Yusuf realized that the responsibility he had taken upon himself was not only professional, but deeply human. He was the guardian of that child’s fragile life and, symbolically, of the memory of an entire city. 

Chapter 2 – A World Through the Lens

The next day, Gaza woke up like every other morning, with a sky streaked with orange and gray, where the sun seemed to fight against the dust suspended in the air. Yusuf Khalil got up before dawn, as always, and looked around the small shelter in the rubble. Samir was still asleep, curled up on a threadbare blanket, his face immersed in the fragile sleep of children who have known fear too soon. Yusuf looked at that tiny face and thought about how many injustices the world would have ignored if there had not been someone ready to testify. 

She made some dry bread and water for both of them and sat down next to the child, trying not to wake him abruptly. When Samir finally opened his eyes, Yusuf smiled at him, pointing to the sky. “Look, Samir. Today the sun shows us that even here, among the rubble, there is beauty. Do you want to see it together?” 

The boy nodded, still sleepy, as Yusuf showed him how to hold the camera correctly. It was not just an object: it was a window on the world, a silent weapon to fight indifference. “It’s not just for taking pictures, Samir. It’s to tell stories that otherwise no one would hear.” 

Samir watched carefully as Yusuf explained how to choose a subject, how to read light, how to capture not only the image but the emotion. The child listened, fascinated, as if those words opened up a new universe for him, far from the daily fear that had surrounded him until yesterday. 

They soon left the shelter, walking through semi-deserted streets and half-collapsed buildings. Yusuf kept Samir close, watching out for shards of glass, cracks in the concrete, and holes caused by bombs. 

With each step, Yusuf told small details: “Do you see that wall? It was Abu Karim’s sweet shop. Now it’s just dust. But can you see the signs of the past: those black lines? They are the memory of children’s laughter.” 

Samir nodded, trying to memorize everything. Yusuf took photos along the way: children playing in the rubble, women carrying buckets of water, men trying to put back together what was left of their lives. 

Every shot was a poem, every image a silent cry. They arrived in front of a half-destroyed building, where some families had found temporary refuge. Yusuf pointed to Samir, “You see, there is life here too. Even in the rubble, people are trying to move forward. And we have to tell it.” 

Samir watched, fascinated, while Yusuf explained how to transform suffering into testimony, how to give voice to those who cannot speak. “You don’t have to be afraid to show the truth, Samir. Even bad things need to be seen. Only in this way can the world understand.” 

Walking through the dark rooms and dusty corridors, Yusuf took photos of the children playing with pieces of wood and pieces of iron, turning them into improvised toy cars and toys. Samir observed carefully, learning to notice the details, the light that filtered through the cracks, the colors of the rubble that mixed with the dust. 

After a few hours, Yusuf sat down next to Samir on a pile of rubble. “Now it’s your turn,” he said, 7

​handing him his camera. Samir took it with trembling hands, looking through the lens as if it were the first time. Yusuf guided him: “Point the lens there. Do you see the woman with the child? It catches his eye. Not only the face, but what he feels inside.” 

Samir pressed the button and the photograph came to life. Yusuf looked at the shot on the screen, nodding. 

“Bravo, Samir. Have you seen how a picture can tell a thousand words?” 

They spent the afternoon taking pictures and telling each other stories. Yusuf spoke of Gaza before the war, of markets full of colors and smells, of alleys where children ran and laughed without fear. Samir listened, fascinated, as if every word were a magic capable of erasing, at least for a moment, the cruel reality that surrounded him. 

As the sun began to set, Yusuf heard a distant noise: sirens. His heart leapt. “Samir, we have to move,” 

he said, taking the child’s hand. “Let’s go to the shelter, immediately.” 

They walked quickly, but Yusuf noticed how the little boy tried to imitate his every step, his every precaution. “Don’t be afraid, Samir. I’m here,” he said, and the boy nodded, shaking his protector’s hand. 

They arrived at the shelter before the bombing began, breathing hard but safely. Yusuf looked at Samir, his face still dirty but lit up by a spark of understanding. “You learned a lot today, Samir. Not only to use the camera, but to see the world through the eyes of those who tell stories. Tomorrow will be another day, and you will see things that no one else can ever show you.’

The boy snuggled up next to Yusuf, exhausted but satisfied. “Thank you,” he whispered, and Yusuf felt a lump in his throat. That simple word encapsulated everything: fear, gratitude, trust. 

Night fell on the city, and Yusuf stayed awake, sorting through the photographs he had taken that day. 

Each image was a piece of life, a fragment of humanity that had to survive the chaos. He looked at Samir asleep and thought about how fragile hope was, and how important it was to protect it. 

“Tomorrow,” whispered Yusuf, “we will find out more. And the world will see Gaza through your eyes, Samir. Through your eyes and mine.” 

The silence of the night enveloped the shelter in the rubble, but inside Yusuf there was a determination that no bomb, no attack, no fear could extinguish. He would be Samir’s caretaker, the narrator of the city, the witness that no one would forget. 

And so, as the wind carried dust and memories through the ruins, Yusuf and Samir prepared for another day, another story, another photograph that would tell the world the truth of Gaza, a truth that no one could ignore. 

The next morning, Yusuf and Samir woke up to the first lights filtering through cracks in the roof and broken windows. The air was thick with dust and the smell of burnt concrete, but the sun seemed to want to teach a lesson: even among the ruins, there was life, there was hope. Yusuf immediately noticed how Samir, waking up, observed the world with attentive and curious eyes. No longer simply afraid, the child began to see the city as a mosaic of stories, faces, gestures suspended between destruction and resilience. 

“Samir,” said Yusuf, as he handed him a piece of hard bread and a glass of water, “to-day I will teach you to look for the most hidden stories. Those that are not immediately visible, but that speak louder than any bombing.” Samir took the bread with trembling hands, nodding, and Yusuf led him out of the shelter. The streets were animated by people trying to reconstruct fragments of normality: women washing clothes in the rubble, men trying to raise their destroyed shops, children running through the cracks and debris as if it were their playground. Yusuf pointed out some details to them: “Do you see those marks on the wall? 

They are the shadows of those who were there before. It’s not just dust, it’s memory. Don’t forget that, Samir.” The child observed everything carefully, learning to recognize the beauty hidden in the smallest gestures. Yusuf made him kneel next to a pile of debris where a small stray cat was looking for food. 

“Look,” Yusuf said, “he tells a story too. Every creature, everything you encounter has a voice. It’s up to us to listen to it.” Samir took his first photo: the cat with wide eyes, the dust framing his muzzle. Yusuf looked at the on-screen shot and nodded, “You get it, Samir. You don’t need a thousand words: just a 8

​glance.” They continued their journey towards the central market, once teeming with colors and smells, now a pile of rubble and memories. Yusuf took a smaller lens, explaining to Samir how to capture the details: “See the bruised melon peel? Dust reflected in broken glass? Everything speaks. Just stop for a moment, breathe and listen.” Samir imitated his master’s every gesture, bending his knees, adjusting the focus of the lens, aiming and pressing the button with precision. Each shot was a conquest: not just an image, but a fragment of life that he would tell the world. They arrived in front of a half-destroyed school. 

The walls were blackened by smoke, the benches broken, the windows reduced to shards of glass. Yusuf took Samir by the hand and said, “Here, among this rubble, is a piece of our childhood. Listen, observe, learn to tell.” They entered the destroyed rooms: some children were already at work, trying to arrange books and notebooks that had been miraculously saved. Yusuf took photos, Samir imitated. Each image was a story: a smile between the cracks, a hand holding out a notebook, eyes that spoke of fear and courage together. Yusuf explained to the boy how to use natural light in their favor: “See that window? 

The light that enters creates shadows, gives depth. Don’t just photograph what you see – capture what you feel. Light tells the truth.” Samir tried carefully, taking photos of hands lifting pieces of wall, bare feet walking on the dust, faces scarred by war but alive in the determination to move forward. Then Yusuf stopped in a corridor: “Samir, look at the marks on the wall. They are drawings left by children before the war. They also wanted to tell something, and we must respect that.” Samir looked carefully and took a photograph of the small drawings, a stylized sun and human figures with their arms raised. Yusuf nodded, “You caught their voice. They don’t need to talk: your photo does it for them.” Afternoon was approaching and Yusuf decided to take Samir to a more distant neighborhood, even more affected by the bombings. The streets were narrow, the buildings bent in on themselves. Yusuf moved cautiously, guiding Samir through safe paths, teaching him to observe without being overwhelmed by chaos. “Samir,” he said, “fear is part of this world, but memory is stronger. If we see, hear and document, no fear can erase what really matters.” They arrived in front of a completely destroyed house. Among the rubble there was a small table, a broken chair, an open notebook with torn and blackened pages. Yusuf took Samir close to him and explained, “This notebook belonged to someone. We don’t know to whom, but what we can do is testify, tell, remember. Every image, every word, saves memory.” Samir looked at his notebook and took a photograph, feeling a new vibration in his heart: he was becoming a storyteller, a witness, a guardian of the city. The sun was beginning to set when Yusuf led Samir to the top of a small hill, from which the entire city could be seen. The rubble, the destroyed houses, the children playing among the debris, the women and men trying to rebuild: everything was visible in a unique panorama. Yusuf took Samir by the hand: “Look, Samir. This is Gaza. It is not just destruction. It is life. It’s resistance. And now you have the tools to tell it.” Samir pointed his camera at the city, trying to capture everything: the sky streaked with orange and gray, the piles of debris, the small flowers growing between the cracks, the laughing children. Yusuf showed him how to adjust the shot, how to look for the emotion behind the scene. Samir took photos without fear, with attention and respect. When they returned to the shelter, Yusuf arranged the photographs of the day on the small table and said, “Today you have learned to look beyond what appears. Tomorrow we will see even more difficult things, and you will be ready to tell them. Each image is a story that deserves to be known.” Samir nodded, tired but happy. He snuggled up next to Yusuf, feeling that the city, the rubble, the people, everything he had seen, were not just destruction: they were stories of life and resistance, and now he had a way of making them immortal. Night fell on the shelter and Yusuf stayed awake, reviewing every shot and thinking about how Samir was growing, learning to see the world not only with his eyes, but with his heart. Each photograph was a bridge between pain and memory, between war and hope. Yusuf knew that their mission had just begun: to teach Samir to observe, document, tell. And that the world, sooner or later, would see Gaza through their eyes, through their testimony. And as the city breathed in silence and wind, Yusuf closed his eyes for a moment, feeling the weight and beauty of the task: a child by his side, a camera in his hand, and the realization that 9

​memory, even in chaos, was the most powerful force they possessed. The sun was now low on the horizon, and Gaza seemed suspended in a moment of fragile quiet. Yusuf Khalil looked at Samir, who was still holding his camera in his hands, his eyes shining but attentive, full of curiosity and fear, and realized how much he had changed in a few hours. Every shot, every gesture, every word spoken had carved a new awareness in him: that the world could be told through the lens of a lens, but above all through the understanding of those who observe, those who listen, those who preserve memory. Yusuf approached the boy and pointed to a row of half-collapsed buildings, showing the cracks in the walls and the signs of the bombing: “You see, Samir, everything you see speaks. Every wall tells a story, every object you find in the rubble has lived with someone. Our responsibility is to listen and give these stories back to the world. Never forget that what seems like destruction can hide life, memories, emotions.” 

Samir nodded, clutching his camera as if it were a precious treasure, and Yusuf took him by the hand and led him to a small square where some children were trying to reconstruct a broken door by turning it into an improvised game. “Look how they invent, how they resist,” Yusuf said. “Every gesture, every smile, even in the rubble, is an act of courage. Your photography must capture this courage, not just fear.” Samir pointed the lens at them, and Yusuf explained to him how to freeze the moment: how to perceive the light, how to notice the details that convey emotion, how to compose a picture that tells life and resilience together. The child snapped with increasing attention, his face concentrated, while Yusuf watched him with pride and concern: pride in learning, concern for the fragility of the city and for what awaited them every day. They continued to walk through narrow alleys and streets covered with dust and debris, Yusuf pointing to every little detail that could turn into a visual story: a broken vase with dried flowers still attached, the hands of an elderly man trying to repair a roof, the abandoned shoes of a child who had run away during a bombing. “You don’t need words to tell all this, Samir,” Yusuf explained, “the images speak for themselves if you know where to look. You must become one who knows how to see, to hear, to understand.” They arrived in front of a building where a family had sought makeshift refuge. Yusuf invited Samir to stop and observe carefully: the mother holding her son, the marks of dust on the floor, the tears that never dried, but also the strength in the eyes of those who do not give up. “You see, Samir, even in pain there is resistance, and resistance deserves to be told. Never forget that every person you meet has a story, every look has weight, every gesture has meaning.” The child took the longest photograph of his life, stopping that fragile and intense moment, and Yusuf smiled at him, feeling that something inside Samir was changing: fear began to turn into awareness, fragility into attention, silence into testimony. They continued to a small courtyard where some boys were trying to raise a partially collapsed wall. Yusuf watched them from afar, then took Samir by the hand and led him towards them: “You see, Samir, these hands are working to build something, even if everything around them is destroyed. Your camera has to stop this moment, so that the world knows that here, among the rubble, there is life and not just death.” Samir snapped, and Yusuf encouraged him, “Don’t just look for obvious beauty. Look for what is hidden, what others do not see. True photography is the one that shows what is invisible to the absent-minded viewer.” When the sun went down further, Yusuf led Samir to a small terrace from which he could see the entire city: piles of debris, gutted buildings, children playing in the cracks, women carrying water, men trying to raise what was left of their lives. Yusuf took a deep breath and spoke slowly, 

“Look, Samir. This is Gaza. Not only destruction, not only fear. Look at the life that still pulsates among the rubble. You have to capture this breath, this memory, this resistance. Every shot you take must tell that the world does not forget, that those who survive continue to hope, that those who observe must bear witness.” Samir raised his camera, pointed towards the horizon and shot with a precision that already reflected his learning and attention. Yusuf watched him in silence, feeling the weight of every word, every gesture, every teaching given. The light was falling gently, and the air was soaked with dust, the smell of heat and fragility. Yusuf took Samir by the hand and led him down, through the slowly emptying streets. “Tomorrow we will continue,” said Yusuf, “but remember, Samir, every image is a bridge between 10

​what has been and what will be, between memory and hope, between pain and life. Never forget the power of the stories you capture.” The boy nodded, tired but satisfied, aware that something inside him had changed forever. Yusuf left him curled up in the shelter, watching him sleep, and stayed awake reviewing the photographs of the day, thinking about how fragile but powerful memory was, how important it was to transform every shot into a testimony, every moment into a story, every fragment of life into a legacy. The night enveloped Gaza with its suspended silence, and Yusuf felt an ever-deepening determination growing within him: to protect Samir, to cherish the memory, to tell the truth, not to let war and fear erase life, faces, memories. And as the wind moved the dust through the rubble, Yusuf closed his eyes for a moment, feeling that the mission he had begun was no longer his alone: it had become Samir’s, the city’s, the world that he could hear and see through the eyes of those who had the courage to testify, through every shot,  every gesture, every breath that transformed pain into memory and fear into hope. 

Chapter 3 – Between rubble and dangers

The next morning Gaza woke up to a pale sky, as if the city itself were tired, fatigued by years of war. 

Yusuf Khalil got up early, before children from nearby neighborhoods began running through the rubble. 

Samir was still asleep, curled up on a threadbare blanket, his face dirty and tense from the restless sleep of children who have seen death and fear too soon. Yusuf looked at him, thinking about how fragile life was and how fragile hope was. 

He prepared a simple meal for both of them: hard bread, some water and some leftover dry cheese. Samir ate slowly, eyes still half closed, but Yusuf could see the determination hidden behind the mistrust. The child was learning to trust, to survive. Yusuf knew that today they would face something more dangerous than the day before: they had to move through the bombed streets to document an area recently hit by raids, a neighborhood that, until recently, was alive and colorful. 

“Samir,” Yusuf said as he fastened the shoulder strap of the camera on the child’s shoulders, “today you will see things that are not easy to look at, but I will always be next to you. Remember what I told you: observe, listen, and tell the truth.” 

The boy nodded, clutching the small backpack on his shoulders, containing some supplies and the notebook where Yusuf had started to draw the stories of the city. Every sketch, every pencil stroke was a small act of resistance, an attempt to remember what the war was trying to erase. 

As they left the shelter, Yusuf noticed the unusual silence of the street. The rubble was still warm from the previous day’s sun, and the smell of burnt dust and broken concrete permeated the air. Every step was a calculation: where to put his feet, how to avoid deep cracks and sharp objects, how to protect Samir from what he could not understand. 

“Yusuf,” said Samir in a trembling voice, “what if everything collapses?”  “Don’t worry,” Yusuf replied, with a reassuring smile. “If we stay together and observe well, we can avoid danger. I’m here.” 

The neighborhood was a mosaic of destroyed houses and buildings only half intact. Yusuf took photographs carefully, trying to capture not only the destruction, but also the small life stories that survived: a cat meowing desperately in the rubble, a woman trying to pull an old flower pot out of the shattered ground, a group of children trying to play among the pieces of concrete as if nothing had happened. 

“Samir, look here,” Yusuf said, leaning over the boy. “See those children? They don’t have real toys, but they find joy in their surroundings. It is a precious teaching: even when all seems lost, you can find light.” 

Samir watched carefully, watching how Yusuf composed each shot. The child was learning to notice the details: the light filtered through the debris, the shadows that stretched on the concrete, the expressions of the faces that told of pain and resilience together. Yusuf showed him how the camera could turn reality into a story that the world had to see. 

Suddenly, a deafening noise broke the silence: distant sirens, a warning that something was about to happen. Yusuf grabbed Samir’s hand, pulling him toward a covered alley. “Stay close to me,” he ordered 11

​in a firm voice. The child trembled, but obeyed, clutching his protector’s hand as if it were the only one still in a sea of chaos. 

The bombing began a few minutes later. The debris fell like rain, and Yusuf had to calculate every step. 

Through the dust and rubble, he managed to keep Samir safe, moving like a shadow among the destroyed houses. Every shot of his camera captured devastation and resistance at the same time: a mother searching for her son in the ruins, a group of men trying to put back together what was left of their lives. 

When the bombing finally stopped, Yusuf crouched down next to the child. “It’s all right, Samir. We’re still here.” The boy looked at Yusuf with big eyes, full of fear and amazement. “We did... well?” “We did what we had to do,” Yusuf replied. “And now the world will see how strong you are, how you resist. You are part of this story.” 

After the immediate danger, Yusuf decided to take Samir to a semi-intact building he knew well: an old cultural center turned temporary shelter. There they could rest, eat something and organize the photographs. 

The center was silent, a contrast to the deserted streets full of debris, and Yusuf took advantage of the moment to teach the boy some basic techniques: how to observe the light, how to frame a face, how to tell a story through a single shot. 

Samir was attentive, focused, and for the first time in days he seemed to forget his fear. Yusuf showed him how to transform reality into images that could communicate deep emotions, not just destruction. The child began to take some photos: an overturned vase, a book wet from the rain, a cat climbing through the rubble. Yusuf watched, proud, seeing in those photographs the same spark of life that he had tried to protect in Samir since the first meeting. 

The afternoon passed between teachings, photographs and stories. Yusuf spoke of Gaza before the war: of the markets full of colors and smells, of the alleys where children ran and laughed without fear, of the squares where people met and shared stories. Samir listened, fascinated, as if those words were a balm for the invisible wounds of the city and its soul. 

But the war does not allow pauses. Toward evening, Yusuf heard a familiar noise: sirens. His heart leapt in his chest. “Samir, we have to move,” he said, taking the child’s hand again. This time the danger was closer, more real, and Yusuf had to guide it firmly. 

They crossed deserted roads, avoiding unstable debris and deep cracks. Yusuf showed the child where to walk, how to observe and understand the signs of danger. Every step was calculated, every decision could save or put their lives at risk. Samir followed closely, mimicking Yusuf’s movements, learning to survive in the rubble and chaos. 

They finally arrived in a small protected courtyard, where some refugees were trying to organize a small dinner. Yusuf offered them the bread and water they had brought, and Samir watched, learning the value of  sharing  even  in  the  most  difficult  moments. Yusuf  took  some  discreet  photographs,  capturing  the gestures of solidarity, the brief but sincere smiles, the strength of the community that resisted together. 

When the sun finally went down, dyeing the sky red and orange, Yusuf and Samir sat down on a pile of rubble, exhausted but alive. The boy rested his head on Yusuf’s shoulder. “Today... I learned so much,” he said in a trembling voice. “And you did well, Samir. You were brave,” Yusuf replied, stroking his dusty hair. “Remember, every image you take tells a story. And today we told a story of courage.” 

Night fell on the city like a heavy cloak, bringing with it distant sounds of sirens and explosions. Yusuf stayed awake next to Samir, arranging the photographs taken during the day. Each image was a fragment of life, a silent witness of what the war was trying to erase. 

And while the child slept, Yusuf looked at the star-studded sky, thoughtful. The city was destroyed, the streets were unsafe, death was always near. But next to him, Samir represented hope, the testimony that even among rubble and destruction, life continued, and that there would be eyes ready to tell the world. 

“Tomorrow,” whispered Yusuf, “we will find out more. And the world will see Gaza through your eyes and through mine.” 
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​The silence of the night shrouded the courtyard in rubble, as Yusuf and Samir prepared for another day, another adventure, another testimony of Gaza’s resistance. Every photograph, every gesture, every word became part of a bigger story: the story of a child and a photojournalist who, together, defied the war to show the world the fragile but powerful truth of a city that refused to give up. The next day he presented himself with a dull and heavy sky, as if the city had breathed dust and smoke for too long, and could no longer get rid of them. Yusuf got up before dawn could color the streets, taking a sip of water and watching Samir still sleep, curled up in the frayed blankets. The child’s face, dirty with dust and signs of restless nights, reflected a painful precocity: years of war had engraved in the eyes of the little ones a forced maturity, an attitude to read danger even where there was none. Yusuf leaned slightly towards him, as if to protect his fragile innocence, and thought about how precious every breath, every smile, was. 

They prepared a minimal breakfast together: dry bread and water, mixed with a little cheese that was already hardening. Samir ate slowly, observing Yusuf’s movements as if he were looking for security, silent confirmations. Today, Yusuf explained to him, they would pass through one of the hardest-hit areas of the city, a neighborhood that until a few days before was full of life, smells, markets and rumors. It would have been dangerous, but necessary: documenting the devastation was not a task that could be postponed, and Samir was learning that every photograph was a small form of resistance. “Samir,” said Yusuf, “today you will see what the war leaves behind. But I will be by your side. Remember what I taught you: observe everything, listen to everything, and don’t be afraid to tell the truth.” The boy nodded, clutching his backpack on his shoulders. Inside there were a few objects: the notebook to draw the stories of the city, some pencils, and some provisions. Each object had a symbolic weight: it was the memory that should not be lost. Yusuf took him by the hand and together they went out in the silence of the morning. The streets were deserted, and the smell of broken concrete, dust, and burnt smoke filled the air, a constant reminder of the recent past and impending dangers. “Yusuf,” said Samir in a trembling voice, “what if something collapses?”  ‘That will not happen,’ replied Yusuf; ‘by staying together and watching carefully we can avoid danger. I’m here.” 

As they moved through the rubble, Yusuf pointed out every detail: a broken door that once belonged to a workshop, an overturned vase, a child trying to jump through the debris as if it were a game. Yusuf explained to Samir how every small gesture, every fragment of the surviving daily life, had a meaning. 

Each image captured told more than a thousand words, more than any hasty news: it told of resilience, courage, life that continued to breathe even in the rubble. When they arrived at a small destroyed square, Yusuf noticed a group of children trying to build an improvised game with pieces of iron and wood. 

“Samir,” he said, “see how they transform what they have into something of their own. They don’t have toys, but they have imagination. And this is a valuable lesson: even when all seems lost, you can find light.” Samir watched carefully. Yusuf showed him how to compose each shot: how to choose perspective,  how  to  read  the  light  filtered  through  the  cracks  of  buildings,  how  to  capture  pain  and strength together in a single frame. The child began to take his first autonomous photographs, shaking slightly but with a ferocious concentration. Each click was a small act of resistance, an attempt to fix memory, to make visible what the world tended to ignore. Suddenly, a distant noise broke the silence. 

Sirens, that shrill and familiar sound that meant imminent danger. Yusuf grabbed Samir’s hand, dragging him toward a protected alley. “Stay close to me,” he ordered in a firm voice. Samir trembled, but obeyed, now understanding that every order was life. The bombing began a few minutes later. Dust and debris fell around them like rain, and Yusuf had to guide the child with meticulous calculation, step by step. Each photo shoot was a balance between documenting the truth and protecting those around him. Among the rubble Yusuf captured: a mother looking for her son, men trying to save what was left of their homes, children running for shelter. Each image was a fragment of truth, a silent testimony of survival. When the bombardment finally stopped, Yusuf crouched next to Samir. “It’s all right, Samir. We’re still here.” 
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