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For the Palestinian journalists





LANGUAGE IS DYING IN ME

The story I carry —

the one I’ve written over and over again

in the dark, in my mind — has no witnesses left.

No places. No names. No future.

No language strong enough to hold it.

Genocide crushes expression.

It shatters the very words we use to survive.

I try to write, but fear silences my hand.

I try to remember, but everything has been erased.

I try to speak, but there is no language left

that can hold the weight of this devastation.

And yet — I must speak. I must continue.

Because silence is another form of disappearance,

and I refuse to vanish.

[image: ]
— القصة التي أحملها

تلك التي كتبتها مرارًا وتكرارًا

.في الظلام، في أعماق روحي — لم يبقَ لها شهود

.لا أماكن. لا أسماء. لا مستقبل

.لا لغة قوية بما يكفي لتحملها

.الإبادة الجماعية تسحق التعبير

.الكلمات نفسها التي نستخدمها للبقاء على قيد الحياة تحطمت

.أحاول الكتابة، لكن الخوف يشلّ يدي

.أحاول التذكر، لكن كل شيء قد مُحي

أحاول الكلام، لكن لم تبقَ لغة

.تستطيع حمل ثقل هذا الدمار

.ومع ذلك — يجب أن أتكلم. يجب أن أستمر

لأن الصمت شكل آخر من أشكال الاختفاء،

.وأنا أرفض أن أختفي

— Mahmoud M. Al-Shaer
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PREFACE

The Gaza that existed on the morning of October 7, 2023, is gone, decimated by saturation bombing, shelling, bulldozing and controlled demolitions. The United Nations Environment Programme estimates that there are more than 61 million tons of debris contaminated with unexploded ordnance, asbestos and human remains in Gaza.1 It will take 20 to 30 years to clear the rubble.2 Friends and colleagues — with few exceptions — are in exile, dead or, in most cases, have disappeared, no doubt buried under mountains of debris.

The daily rituals are no longer possible. I used to leave my shoes on a rack by the front door of the Great Omari Mosque, the largest and oldest mosque in Gaza, in the Daraj Quarter of the Old City. The white stone walls had pointed arches and a tall octagonal minaret encircled by a carved wooden balcony that was crowned with a crescent. The mosque was built on the foundations of ancient temples to Philistine and Roman deities, as well as a Byzantine church. I washed my hands, face and feet at the common water taps, carrying out the ritual purification before prayer, known as wudu. Inside the hushed interior with its blue-carpeted floor, the cacophony, noise, dust, fumes and frenetic pace of Gaza melted away.

The mosque was destroyed on December 8, 2023, by an Israeli airstrike.3

Joe spent months in Gaza for his books Palestine and Footnotes in Gaza. I covered Gaza as a reporter for seven years. All that was familiar to us in Gaza has vanished, transformed into an apocalyptic landscape of shattered concrete and rubble. My New York Times office in the center of Gaza City. The Marna boarding house on Ahmed Abd El-Aziz Street, where after a day’s work I would drink tea with Margaret Nassar, the elderly woman who owned it, a refugee from Safad in northern Galilee. On my last visit to Marna House, I forgot to return the room key. Number 12. It was attached to a large plastic oval with the words “Marna House Gaza” on it. The key sits on my desk.

The razing of Gaza is not only a crime against the Palestinian people, it is a crime against our cultural and historical heritage, an assault on memory. We cannot understand the present, especially when reporting on Palestinians and Israelis, if we do not understand the past.

History is a mortal threat to the Zionist project. It exposes the violent imposition of a European colony in the Arab world. It reveals the ruthless campaign to de-Arabize an Arab country. It underscores the inherent racism toward Arabs, their culture and traditions. It challenges the myth that, as former Israeli prime minister, Ehud Barak, said, Zionists created “a villa in the middle of a jungle.” It mocks the lie that Palestine is exclusively a Jewish homeland. It recalls centuries of Palestinian presence. And it highlights the alien culture of Zionism, implanted on stolen land.

When I covered the war in Bosnia, the Serbs blew up mosques, carted away the remains and forbade anyone to speak of the structures they had razed. The goal in Gaza is the same, to wipe out the past and replace it with amnesia, to mask Israeli crimes, including genocide.

The campaign of erasure allows Israelis to pretend that the inherent violence that lies at the heart of the Zionist project, going back to the dispossession of Palestinian land in the 1920s, and the larger campaigns of ethnic cleansing of Palestinians in 1948 and 1967, does not exist.

This denial of historical truth and historical identity permits Israelis to wallow in eternal victimhood. It sustains a nostalgia for an invented past. Were Israelis to confront these lies, they would face an existential crisis. They would be forced to rethink who they are. Most prefer the comfort of self-deception. The desire to believe is more powerful than the desire to see.

As long as truth is hidden, as long as those who seek truth are silenced, it is impossible for a society to regenerate and reform itself. It becomes calcified. Its lies and dissimulation, however, must be constantly renewed. Truth is dangerous. The administration of US President Donald Trump is in lockstep with Israel. It too seeks to prioritize myth over reality. It too silences those who challenge the lies of the past and the lies of the present.

Israel’s annihilation of Gaza marks the death of a global order guided by internationally agreed-upon laws and rules. It was often violated by the United States in its imperial wars in Vietnam, Iraq and Afghanistan, but it was at least acknowledged as a utopian vision. The U.S. and its Western allies not only supply the weaponry to sustain the genocide, but obstruct any efforts to preserve international humanitarian law. They have carried out attacks against the nations — Iran, Iraq, Lebanon and Yemen — which have tried to halt Israel’s mass slaughter.

The militarized drones, helicopter gunships, walls and barriers, checkpoints, coils of concertina wire, watchtowers, detention centers, deportations, brutality and torture, denial of entry visas, the apartheid existence that comes with being stateless or undocumented, loss of individual rights and electronic surveillance, are as familiar to the desperate migrants along the Mexican border, or attempting to enter Europe, as they are to the Palestinians.

The genocide exposes Israel’s lies. The lie of the two-state solution. The lie that Israel respects the laws of war that protect civilians. The lie that Israel bombs hospitals and schools only because they are used as staging areas by Hamas. The lie that Hamas uses civilians as human shields, while Israel routinely forces captive Palestinians, sometimes dressed in Israeli army uniforms and with their hands bound, to enter potentially booby-trapped tunnels and buildings ahead of Israeli troops. The lie that Hamas or Palestinian Islamic Jihad are responsible — the charge often being errant Palestinian rockets — for the destruction of hospitals, United Nations buildings or mass casualties. The lie that humanitarian aid to Gaza is blocked because Hamas is hijacking trucks or smuggling weapons and war material. The lie that Israeli babies were beheaded or Palestinians carried out mass sexual assaults of Israeli women on October 7. The lie that 75 percent of the tens of thousands killed in Gaza are “Hamas terrorists.” The lie that Hamas, because it was allegedly rearming and recruiting new fighters, is responsible for the breakdown of ceasefire agreements.

Israel’s genocidal visage has been exposed.

The expansion of “Greater Israel” which includes the bombing of Iran, the seizing of Syria’s Golan Heights, parts of Syria’s Quneitra province and sections of southern Lebanon, along with Gaza and the occupied West Bank, is being cemented into place.

The Gaza that Joe and I knew was a sea of boxy concrete structures and apartment blocks on a parched piece of land, about twice the size of Washington, D.C. A haze of grit and dust hung in the air.

At least 67 percent of the people in Gaza are refugees or descendants of refugees. In the eight densely packed refugee camps, young men without work lived 10 to a room. Small, dingy stalls sold roasted corn on the cob and falafel. Hunks of meat hung on large hooks, a magnet for flies, alongside wooden tables piled with tomatoes, potatoes, green peppers and green beans.

The walls in the refugee camps functioned as billboards. They advertised shops and houses for sale. People spray-painted congratulations for couples who made the Hajj, the holy pilgrimage to Mecca. These prosaic messages were interspersed with the portraits of Palestinian luminaries such as Yasser Arafat, who led the Palestine Liberation Organization (PLO) and who died in 2004 — perhaps after being poisoned — and Sheikh Ahmed Yassin, the founder of Hamas, who was assassinated by Israel in the same year.4, 5

The small houses and apartments Joe and I entered in Gaza were always immaculately clean. We shared meals, told jokes, celebrated holidays and birthdays, and drank tea from decorative porcelain cups. We stood solemnly as friends knelt on ornate prayer mats for the evening prayer, Isha. We sat with them on plastic chairs in their small gardens and orange groves. And then, like all Gazans, we walked down to the beach. The sand, the waves and the sea air reminding us that there was a vast world beyond the confines of the Strip.

Occupied Palestine has a literacy rate of 98 percent, one of the highest on the planet.6 Education is revered. Gaza’s 12 universities — all destroyed by Israel in the genocide — were the centrepieces of life.7 The Strip churned out doctors, engineers, professors, lawyers, computer programmers and teachers. It produced accomplished poets, novelists and musicians. These were Gaza’s main contributions to the Arab world.8, 9 This highly educated and artistic class, along with all educational and cultural institutions, in an act of scholasticide, was targeted for elimination by Israel from the inception of the genocide.

Israeli officials propose the “voluntary transfer” of Palestinians.10 The Israeli think tank Misgav Institute for National Security and Zionist Strategy — staffed by former military and security officials — published a paper on October 17, 2023, calling on the government to take advantage of the “unique and rare opportunity to evacuate the entire Gaza Strip,” and resettle Palestinians in Cairo, with assistance from the Egyptian government.11 A leaked document from the Israeli Intelligence Ministry recommends resettling Palestinians from Gaza to the northern Sinai and constructing barriers and buffer zones to prevent their return.12 Any mass expulsion would likely entail a lethal standoff with the Egyptian military, instantly throwing the regime of Abdel Fattah El-Sisi — who has described any ethnic cleansing of the Palestinians in Gaza as a “red line” — into crisis.13

Israel covets the maritime gas fields off Gaza’s coast.14 The main gas field, located 22 miles west of Gaza City, contains an estimated 1.4 trillion cubic feet of natural gas. Israel has floated plans for a new canal to bypass the Suez Canal, to connect Israel’s Port of Eilat on the Red Sea to the Mediterranean.15, 16 These projects require emptying Gaza of Palestinians and populating it with Jewish colonists.

“President Donald J. Trump’s Comprehensive Plan to End the Gaza Conflict,” in an act of stunning betrayal of the Palestinians, was endorsed by most of the U.N. Security Council in November 2025, with China and Russia abstaining. Member states washed their hands of Gaza and turned their backs on the genocide.

The adoption of the U.N. resolution, as the Middle East scholar Norman Finkelstein writes, “was simultaneously a revelation of moral insolvency and a declaration of war against Gaza. By proclaiming international law null and void, the Security Council proclaimed itself null and void. Vis-à-vis Gaza, the Council transmuted into a criminal conspiracy.”17

First, it was Israel’s right to defend itself. Then it was a war, even though, by Israel’s own military intelligence database, 83 percent of the casualties were civilians.18 The approximately 2.3 million Palestinians in Gaza, living under an Israeli air, land and sea blockade, have no bomb shelters, no army, no air force, no mechanized units, no tanks, no navy, no missiles, no heavy artillery, no fleets of killer drones, no sophisticated tracking systems to map all movements, or an ally like the U.S., which has given Israel at least $21.7 billion in military aid since October 7, 2023.19, 20

Now, we are told there is a “ceasefire.” Except, as usual, Israel only abided by the first of the 20 stipulations. It freed around 2,000 Palestinian captives held in Israeli prisons — 1,700 of whom were detained after October 7 — as well as around 300 bodies of Palestinians, in exchange for the return of the 20 remaining Israeli captives.21

Israel violated every other condition.22 It tossed the plan, brokered by the Trump administration without Palestinian participation, into the bonfire with all the other past ceasefire agreements and peace accords. Israel, at the same time, refuses to abide by three sets of legally binding orders by the International Court of Justice (ICJ) and two ICJ advisory opinions, as well as the Genocide Convention and international humanitarian law. This presages a world where the law is whatever the most militarily advanced countries say it is.23

The next phase is supposed to see Hamas surrender its weapons and Israel withdraw from Gaza. But these two steps will never happen. Hamas, along with other Palestinian resistance groups, rejects the demands of the Security Council resolution.24 They say they will disarm only when the occupation ends, and a Palestinian state is created. The Israeli Prime Minister Benjamin Netanyahu has vowed that if Hamas does not disarm, it will be done “the hard way.”25

The “Board of Peace,” headed by Trump, will ostensibly govern Gaza along with armed mercenaries from the Israel-allied International Stabilization Force, although no country seems anxious to commit their troops.26, 27 Trump promises a Gaza Riviera that will function as a “special economic zone” — a territory operating outside of state law governed entirely by private investors, such as the Peter Thiel-backed charter city in Honduras.28 This will be achieved through the “voluntary” relocation of Palestinians, with those fortunate enough to own land offered digital tokens in exchange.29 Trump declares that the U.S. “will take over the Gaza Strip” and “own it.”30 It is a return to the rule of viceroys.

Israel committed 738 violations of the ceasefire agreement between October 10 and December 12, 2025, including 358 land and air bombardments, the killing of at least 383 Palestinians and the injuring of 1,002 others.31 That is an average of six Palestinians killed daily in Gaza. In October 2025, some 9,300 children under five were diagnosed with severe acute malnutrition.32 Israel, by the end of 2025, had seized some 58 percent of Gaza. It is steadily moving its demarcation line, known as “the yellow line,” to expand its occupation.33 Palestinians who cross this arbitrary line, which constantly shifts and is poorly marked, when it is marked at all, are shot dead or blown up, even if they are children.34

Their offense? Returning to the ruins of their homes.35

December 2025 saw an average of 140 aid trucks allowed into Gaza each day — instead of the promised 600 — to keep Palestinians on the edge of famine. Israel blocks or severely restricts shipments of construction supplies, including cement and steel, shelter materials, water infrastructure and fuel, so nothing can be rebuilt.36 Israel is also blocking the entry of the 60,000 mobile homes meant to provide temporary housing for displaced Palestinians that were included in the ceasefire agreement.37

Palestinians are being crammed into a shrinking, fetid, overcrowded concentration camp until they can be deported. Ninety-two percent of Gaza’s residential buildings have been damaged or destroyed and around 81 percent of all structures are damaged, according to U.N. estimates.38, 39

There is almost no clean water, electricity or sewage treatment.

Eighty-two percent of Israeli Jews support the ethnic cleansing of the entire population of Gaza and fifty-six percent support doing the same to Palestinian citizens of Israel.40

Forty-seven percent support killing all civilians in cities captured by the Israeli military.41

Seventy-nine percent of Israeli Jews say they are “not so troubled” or “not troubled at all” by reports of famine and suffering among the population in Gaza, according to a survey conducted in July 2025.42

Israel is a genocidal state and a genocidal society.

One of the newest forms of genocidal celebration in Israel, where social media and news channels routinely chortle over the suffering of Palestinians, is the sprouting of golden nooses on the lapels of members of the far-right political party Otzma Yehudit,43 Israel’s version of the Ku Klux Klan, including one worn by National Security Minister Itamar Ben-Gvir.44

The Knesset has passed a bill that mandates — outside of “special circumstances” — the death penalty by hanging for Palestinians convicted of killing Israeli citizens or residents, in an act of “terrorism.” The sentence must be carried out within 90 days of sentencing. There are no pardons. Palestinians in the West Bank, unlike Jewish settlers, are tried in military tribunals under martial law. Palestinians are convicted at a reported rate of between 96 and 99 percent in Israeli military courts. The law does not apply to citizens or residents of Israel.45

The law joins the more than 30 anti-Palestinian laws enacted since October 7.46

The message the genocide sends to the rest of the world, more than a billion of whom live on less than a dollar a day, is unequivocal:

We have everything and if you try to take it away from us, we will destroy you.

The genocide in Gaza presages a new world order. Concentration camps. Starvation. Obliteration of infrastructure and civil society. Mass killing. Wholesale surveillance. Executions. Torture, including the beatings, electrocutions, waterboarding, rape, public humiliation, deprivation of food and denial of medical care routinely used on Palestinians in Israeli prisons. Epidemics. Disease. Mass graves where corpses are bulldozed into unmarked pits and where bodies are dug up and torn apart by packs of ravenous wild dogs, as in Gaza.

Israel knows what it wants to do in Gaza. It knows no nation will intercede.

Our book is our effort to combat erasure, to preserve memory, to defy an indifferent world, to record scraps of existence, to pay homage to the villages, refugee camps and cities that have been obliterated, to set down the stories of butchery, carnage and loss, as well as resilience, courage and self-sacrifice, to name and condemn the killers, to mourn the extermination of families, including tens of thousands of children, and to preserve a vanished world.
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October 7, 2023. The first day. At dawn, not long after morning prayer, Fajr, the high-pitched whine of rockets and distant thud of explosions rents the morning air. It does not disturb daily routines. Dressing the children for school. Packing lunches. Getting ready for work. The backdrop of war is as familiar to the inhabitants of Gaza as the cadences of the surf that beats against the 25-mile-long shoreline. An Israeli airstrike. An assassination. A clash near the Israeli barrier that hems in Gaza like an open-air prison. The madness of blood and death. It has punctuated life in Gaza for decades.

***

Joe, Ruba, our Palestinian-American translator, and I are traveling 142 miles north of Cairo, Egypt, to Alexandria. Ruba is wearing a beige, red-and-green scarf with a quote from Palestinian poet Mahmoud Darwish in Arabic reading, “On this land there is that which deserves life.” Afnan el-Rikhawi, who was a schoolteacher in Gaza, has joined us. We spend four hours in a red Kia sedan, driven by my friend Tarek.

We are on our way to see Ragdh Sady Abu Nahel, her four daughters and a brood of grandchildren, in a working-class neighborhood a few blocks from a public beach. When we arrive, we squeeze into a rickety, iron-grated elevator that clanks and groans its way to the 10th floor of the dun-colored apartment building.

Ragdh, 54, and her daughters are from Sheikh Radwan, about two miles northwest of the center of Gaza City, near the Al-Shati refugee camp. Sheikh Radwan abuts the sprawling Sheikh Radwan Cemetery, home to hundreds of graves, including Hamas founders Sheikh Ahmed Yassin and Dr. Abdel Aziz al-Rantisi.1 Joe and I interviewed al-Rantisi at his home before he was assassinated in 2004 along with his son, Mohammed, and a bodyguard, by an Israeli missile.2

Ragdh’s 28-year-old son is still in Gaza with her 15-year-old grandson.

Ragdh’s grandfather was driven from his home and vineyards in historic Palestine in 1948 by Jewish militias. He worked in Gaza as a farm laborer. Her father was the head clerk at the Supreme Court of Gaza and her mother was a schoolteacher. Her husband, Nasrallah, worked on the maintenance crew at Al-Shifa Hospital.

Joe, Ruba and I sit on a couch in a narrow apartment. Ragdh and her daughters and grandchildren are packed along the wall to our left, seated on two old couches and white plastic chairs. There are small, plastic green stools in front of us with demitasse cups of Arabic coffee. The floor is covered with mattresses. Draped over the windows behind Ragdh are thin mismatched pink-and-beige curtains. A stand-up fan whirs vainly against the soporific heat.

We ask Ragdh to describe the first day.

“It was like Judgment Day,” Ragdh says softly. “It felt as if it was the end of the world.”

On the morning of October 7, Ragdh and her family are exhausted. They had spent the past week helping her son pack. He had left for Egypt the previous night to marry his Egyptian fiancée.



























































































































































[image: A comic strip features Osama and Diana driving away from the chaos and discussing their options during a drink break. Speech boxes read: “Where shall we go?” and “We stopped like one kilometre from the house … to think … and consider … We didn’t have a plan …We left …”]
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[image: “Panel 1:Osama, Diana, and several children sit closely together in discussion, pondering their choices. Speech boxes read: “Who evacuates?” and “Who wants to stay?” A note says that Osama’s brother-in-law was against evacuating whatever the cost.; Panel 2: Hands throw paper leaflets into a street filled with people. Caption indicates that Israeli leaflets ordered residents to leave, and Osama decided to comply.; Panel 3: Close-up of Osama speaking. Speech boxes read: “This was not an easy decision … evacuation is not easy. You go to a place with no water. You go to a place with no food.”; Panel 4: People move through a damaged street with cars loaded with belongings, and debris scattered around. Captions indicate that the family travels toward western Gaza City, to the Médecins du Monde office where Osama works, believing aid locations might be safer despite widespread bombing.”]
[image: “Panel 1: Osama and multiple family members gather inside a crowded office space, seated and standing close together, with shelves and papers in the background. Caption indicates that they are joined by extended family, including Osama’s parents, siblings Abdurrahman and Mahmoud with their families. Some of them stay overnight in another nearby building due to lack of space.; Panel 2: A busy street filled with people moving quickly, carrying bags, blankets, and belongings. Caption: A few weeks later, on January 16, 2024, Israeli ground forces enter the area. Speech boxes indicate that on hearing heavy gunfire and bombings, people started evacuating. Osama resists leaving, saying, “I have no place to go … whatever they will do, they can do.”; Panel 3: A large, armoured tank dominates a damaged street with rubble scattered around. Two children stand in front of the tank talking to Osama. Captions indicate that on January 18, a tracked vehicle approached, and Osama’s nephews report seeing the tank. Additional notes describe them as frightened, seeing a tank so close for the first time.”]
[image: “Panel 1: Two human bodies lie on a street beside a fallen donkey and a broken cart, surrounded by debris and wooden planks. Captions indicate that on the morning of the 19th, a bomb falls in front of the building, killing two people. There was no ambulance, and the bodies were left in the street with their donkey cart.; Panel 2: A chaotic scene filled with thick smoke and dust obscures visibility. People crouch low or reach out while moving through the haze. Captions describe another bomb landing nearby; “You don’t hear it coming … you think there is an earthquake.” Notes mention heavy smoke and that visibility is lost.; Panel 3: Figures move through swirling smoke, some bent down or reaching toward others on the ground. Caption fragments repeat: “Everyone is okay …” as people check on one another after the blast.; Panel 4: As the smoke begins to clear, people look around the damaged area. Caption: “When the smoke decreases … you start discovering what happened.”; Panel 5: A view of nearby buildings shows damage and debris. Caption: “It was the next building, where my brother was staying.””]
[image: “Panel 1: A damaged street with a car parked outside a building. Osama moves quickly toward the scene while another bends near debris. Caption fragments say: “I rushed for help” and “I was going out to start my car.”; Panel 2: Osama crouches near the car as debris and motion lines suggest a recent blast. Caption: “There was an explosion just in front of my building … killing one man that was evacuating.”; Panel 3: Inside a damaged area filled with rubble, several people gather closely. Osama carries an injured child while others bend down to assist those on the ground. Captions indicate that family members, including a parent and sibling, try to help relatives and others trapped there. People scream for help after discovering bodies.; Panel 4: Osama and others carry Mahmoud’s eldest son Abdelaziz, who is lightly wounded. Captions indicate that Mahmoud is alive but badly injured; some family members, including his wife and son Ahmed, are among those killed. His son Bader is unconscious with skull injuries.”]
[image: “Panel 1: Osama and others watch as someone kneels over injured Mahmoud on the floor inside a crowded room. A caption explains that Osama stabilizes Abdelaziz, then treats a dentist sheltering nearby as best as possible. Another note adds that Osama’s children assist, though “they were kind of numb … They were crying on and off.”; Panel 2: Close-up of Osama; a caption reads, “Mahmoud is screaming from pain.” Speech bubbles from the Mahmoud say: “I am burned! Where is Ahmed? Ahmed, I am thirsty!” Another caption notes that Osama believed Ahmed was alive, but Ahmed is lying with the dead nearby.; Panel 3: Osama speaks on a phone while people tend to the wounded behind him. A caption explains that he calls his manager at Médecins du Monde to request an ambulance. The reply appears in speech bubbles: “No one will be coming. No ambulance. It’s a military operation zone.” Osama responds, “Okay, then the injured will be dying. All of them.”; Panel 4: A close-up of Osama’s face concludes the scene, with a caption stating: “And they died.””]
[image: “Panel 1: Several people carry wrapped bodies outdoors and lay them in an open area beside a building and trees. A caption says: “We buried the martyrs the next day … in an open space … next to the building, under a tree.” Another note adds: “And we did it so quickly because there were airplanes and drones flying over us.”; Panel 2: Close-up of Osama with another person nearby. A speech bubble reads: “Can I go out to smoke …” ; Panel 3: Osama stands on a balcony smoking while others remain inside watching. A caption notes: “We release Osama to the hotel balcony for a few minutes.”; Panel 4: Close-up of Osama’s face as he speaks. A caption explains that he used to smoke only a few cigarettes a day, but now goes through nearly a full pack, describing it as a way of “negatively coping with the emotions of anger.” For ten years, Ahmed and Bader had been the first to greet him when he came home from work. A speech bubble adds: “Actually, maybe I’m still not able to manage losing my nephews …”; Panel 5: A memory scene shows Osama playing football with two children in a street near a parked car and buildings. Captions mention how Osama reminisces about playing with his nieces and nephews.”]
[image: “Panel 1: People walk cautiously through a heavily damaged street filled with rubble, broken pavement, and wrecked cars. Captions read: “I don’t know … if at that time you will have enough time to mourn … because the events are … following each other and you are in a terrible situation … We were crying together, but after a short while we all move to do whatever things, we have to do.”; Panel 2: Osama, Diana and a few others in a closeup. A caption explains that Mahmoud’s two surviving children grew up “sharing food, sharing life, sharing events” with extended family members. A speech bubble reads: “So we were not a family that needed to support Ghada and Abdelaziz because we all needed support.” Another bubble from Osama adds: “We were the same.”; Panel 3: The family members carry belongings into a crammed indoor space, moving bags and supplies. A caption explains that the niece and nephew quickly adapt to survival routines, helping with tasks like moving the living space from one side of the office to another depending on the direction of shooting and bombing.”]
[image: “Panel 1: Three dogs stand over human remains in a damaged urban area. “When the dogs started eating the head of Ahmed, my nephew, I called Abdelaziz to be with us to bury him again,” Osama says. “We were together at all the stages.”; Panel 2: A destroyed interior and street scene show heavy damage, debris, and a wrecked car. Captions explain that the next Israeli incursion begins on January 27 and is preceded by “huge bombing.” Additional notes highlight rubble crashing into the office, “All the windows are blown out.” Cars parked below—including Osama’s—are destroyed, and a nearby medical warehouse is hit, sending chemical fumes into the air.; Panel 3: Close-up of Osama and Diana. A caption reads: “After that Osama’s wife, Diana, has had enough.” A speech bubble says: “I decided to leave the area to take the children and leave.”; Panel 4: A wrecked car sits amid debris in a devastated street. Captions read: “But some evacuating from Gaza City are meeting a grim fate. Another caption explains that radio updates report on a six-year-old girl named Hind Rajab, trapped in a car with the bodies of relatives after tank fire.”; Panel 5: A portrait of a girl. A caption reads: “For hours Hind calls for help until Israeli bullets find her too.””]
[image: “Panel 1: Close-up of Osama and Diana. Speech bubble from Diana reads: “When we heard the news, it was impossible for us to move.” Speech bubbles from Osama read: “Again we were surrounded with the tanks”, and “For eight days.”; Panel 2: A wide view of a devastated street shows tanks positioned among collapsed buildings, destroyed cars, and scattered rubble. A caption reads: “Tanks would be shooting with the automatic machine [guns],” Osama tells us, “… and we heard the bullets hitting the building everywhere.”; Panel 3: Inside a dim room, people sit near covered or blocked windows. Captions read: “We tried to stay away from the outer rooms. They cover as many windows as they can with filing cabinets, cupboards, and whatever is available.”; Panel 4: A person prepares small portions of food while holding an infant nearby. Captions read: “Meanwhile, food, which has been short for weeks, is now running out. We had some wheat flour. Not much … maybe three kilograms, four kilograms … We had some gas, propane … We were eating like half a bread [each] in 24 hours and maybe a cup of water,” says Osama. “This continued for a week.””]
[image: “Panel 1: Two people sit together indoors, gently stroking a cat lying on its back between them. Captions read: They tell the children, “We should be like one,” according to Osama. “We should help each other, support each other.” A daughter finds relief playing with the cat, Semsem, even in the most difficult moments.; Panel 2: A street view shows buildings riddled with bullet marks. Captions read: At noon on February 2, the Israelis intensify their assault. Bullets are hitting our building and all the surrounding buildings, Diana says. The gunfire continues until 6 p.m.; Panel 3: Inside a crowded room, adults and children sit close together. Close-up of people embracing and supporting one another. Captions read: My children were shaking out of fear. They were terrified. Try to calm them down, giving them our phones so they can watch something … I would divide my time hugging my children, reading verses from the Quran. Even my mother-in-law, even the elderly, even the grownups needed some kind of emotional support, even myself. Speech bubble from Diana: “Because everybody thought that at any moment, we’re all going to end up dead.””]
[image: “Panel 1: A large explosion engulfs a multi-story building, with debris and smoke filling the air. Captions read: “A tremendous explosion rocks the office. The multi-story residential tower across the street falls in on itself, destroyed by charges placed by Israeli soldiers.”; Panel 2: Close-up of Diana. Speech bubbles read: “After those long, horrifying six hours of terror, and all the noise that we were hearing, after they demolished the tower, there was a moment of silence that lasted a few minutes, probably. We all felt like women who were giving birth without any pain killers. And suddenly the baby is out, and you are relieved. That’s exactly how we all felt.”; Panel 3: Osama, Diana and others are standing closely together indoors. Captions read: “And then they heard Israeli soldiers singing. Diana describes it as joyful and happy, like a celebration … We were shocked that the singing was right after the tower fell down. They were cheering, singing.””]
[image: “Panel 1: Close-up of Osama. Captions read: “The next day at 8 a.m. we started another level of terror,” Osama says. “We started hearing the tanks and the building was shaking. And there was shooting …” Speech bubbles read: “And there were sounds of the soldiers …” “We started hearing them in the entrance of the building.”; Panel 2: Osama and others are indoors. Captions read: They put on Médecins du Monde vests and jackets in the hope that the charity’s logo will offer some protection.; Panel 3: Close-up of Diana. Speech bubbles read: “I heard my daughter Zaina say, ‘That’s it. They are going to shoot us.’”; Panel 4: Some people are crying. Captions read: Nagham, who has diabetes, begins crying. Speech bubbles read: “I don’t want to die.””]
[image: “Panel 1: Diana stands in a darkened room using her phone as a light while reaching for supplies. Captions read: With most windows blocked or covered, she illuminates the room to grab insulin and some chocolate in case Nagham’s sugar level crashes. Then she goes into a side room to check on Semsem, the cat.; Panel 2: Semsem, a cat, stands alert on the floor with wide eyes. Captions read: The last time Diana saw Semsem was in a state that I’ve never seen her before, her eyes wide open, her ears all the way up, and I can sense that she is terrified. She looked at me like she was trying to get an answer.; Panel 3: The cat lies on a person’s lap. Captions read: Semsem was with us for 120 days through the war. She could hear everything going on around us. Usually, whenever she’s scared, she would jump into our laps where she would find comfort.; Panel 4: Diana keeps looking for Semsem. Captions read: But Diana cannot find Semsem. She disappeared. I really wanted so badly to go look for her, but thought I will put myself in danger because what if they come and find me on the ground looking for something?”]
[image: “Panel 1: Closeups of Diana. Speech bubbles read: “It was very hard for my children because they were so attached to Semsem. And for a long time, till this day, they remember her and feel so guilty. Nagham was saying, ‘How did I forget about her and not bring her with us?’”; Panel 2: Osama, Diana, two men, and Ruba are in a room. Captions read: “Chris and I are too professional to move a muscle. Ruba, our translator, operates under no such constraints,” as Ruba embraces Diana.; Panel 3: Closeup of Osama. Captions read: “Osama continues the story: The soldiers appear to be yelling for people to come out.” Speech bubbles read: “When people didn’t come, they started going up the stairs, shooting, screaming, and … blowing up the closed doors.”; Panel 4: A stairwell scene shows a door being forced open amid destruction, with a figure standing in the doorway. Captions read: “The shock waves push open the door to the office. A soldier appears at the entrance.””]
[image: “Panel 1: People huddle together indoors, some covering their heads, as smoke and debris fill the background. Captions read: “Osama calls out in English.” Speech bubbles read: “Stop! These are civilians here! And there are children! And this is a medical organization! You don’t have a right to shoot!”; Panel 2: The group remains crouched together as a soldier points a weapon toward them. Captions read: “He asked us to go, all of us, one by one. Osama’s mother is second to leave. The soldier orders her to drop her bag of medications. When the others see that they are gripped by a terrible state of fear.”; Panel 3: Close-up of Osama. Speech bubbles read: “They started taking off their bags and leaving their stuff and their jackets also …”; Panel 4: Soldiers surround the stairs that Osama descends from, aiming their guns at him. Captions read: “The stairs were full of soldiers. There are soldiers here, there are soldiers up there, all pointing their guns. It’s scary. They don’t show their faces.””]
[image: “Panel 1: At a stairwell, Diana speaks to armed soldiers while holding medical supplies. Captions read: Diana, who is last down the stairs, manages to convince the soldiers to let her take Nagham’s insulin pens. Without them, “my daughter would not survive because we were hearing that there were no medications in the south.”; Panel 2: Outside, a damaged building with shattered walls and debris is visible, soldiers standing nearby. Captions read: Outside, the soldiers order all the males all except Osama’s father and the youngest boys to strip off their clothes, down to their underwear.; Panel 3: In a debris-filled street, several males remove clothing while armed soldiers aim weapons at them; other civilians, including children, stand nearby. Captions read: The order to strip continues, emphasizing the tense control of the situation.; Panel 4: A soldier points down a ruined street as a group of civilians walks away past destroyed cars and buildings. Captions read: They are told to go to the beach and walk on the sand to Rafah. Speech bubbles read: “You go straight …” “if you turn your head, we will shoot.””]
[image: “Panel 1: Osama and the men with him, including children and older individuals, walk through a street filled with rubble and broken buildings in their underwear, some women accompanying them, moving forward under watch.; Panel 2: A cluster of elderly people gathers along the roadside, one slumped in a wheelchair. Captions read: After about one kilometre, they encounter elderly people who have spent the night in rain and cold. “One of them is dead in a wheelchair. His wife and the others are unable to go on. They need help getting onto the sand.”; Panel 3: A crowded scene shows people trying to assist the elderly group while soldiers stand at a distance. Captions read: “But to walk on the sand is very difficult,” Osama tells us. “We tried to help but we couldn’t. The soldiers 100 meters away were shouting at us to move or they will shoot.”; Panel 4: A wide view of the coastline shows everyone walking toward the sea, some pushing a wheelchair across uneven ground. Captions read: “The dentist and his family are coming down the same road, and they, too, have someone in a wheelchair, an ill, elderly man. They are struggling because there was no normal street. It was destroyed … A lot of sand, a lot of mud, a lot of stones.”; Panel 5: The group continues along the ruined path near the shore. Captions read: “Osama learns later that the sick man also died.””]
[image: “Panel 1: A wide view of the beach shows multiple tanks lined up along the shoreline with soldiers pointing weapons toward the group walking on the sand. Captions read: “The beach road was full of tanks,” Osama says, “all looking at and pointing guns at anyone walking, even if you are naked …”; Panel 2: Groups of civilians walk along the sand while bodies lie scattered nearby. Captions read: “There were martyrs everywhere … It seems they were evacuating because they had their bags on … One here, one there … It was very clear that they died from gunshot wounds … You can’t spend a lot of time checking because you will be killed.”; Panel 3: The group continues walking along the beach in a line, including families and children, passing by the bodies under threat.; Panel 4: The group moves along the coast near damaged buildings and sand-covered ground. Captions read: “Osama’s parents are having a hard time keeping up. ‘I didn’t want to risk all the family,’ he says,” as he and his brother tell the others to go on ahead.; Panel 5: The group carries on while assisting an older person. Captions read: “His father, who is 74, is able to walk, but after about 100 meters his mother says.” Speech bubbles read: “I am not able to move.” Captions read: “She is overweight and has arthritic knees.””]
[image: “Panel 1: Osama and his brother support their mother in the middle as they move past the shoreline and distant tanks with their father. Captions read: “So now we are starting to struggle. How can we move her all this way? I mean, I’m not sure how many kilometres to Rafah, but not less than 35… Osama and his brother help her for another 500 meters.”; Panel 2: Close-up of Osama carrying his mother on his back while the other two men are beside him, tanks and soldiers in the background. Captions read: “After that she was not able to walk even with our support. So, we had to carry her on our back. But since fleeing his home, Osama has lost 30 kilograms. He and his brother are both so weak and exhausted …”; Panel 3: The three men talk to Osama’s mother as she sits on the ground covering her face in dismay. Captions read: “We were screaming at our mother.” Speech bubbles read: “Please Move!” “They will kill us!” “We are not able to carry you … anymore.!””]
[image: “Panel 1: Osama and his brother drag her mother along, holding one of her legs each. Captions read: “We got her laying down on the sand. We were dragging her from her legs … And we were just pulling her.”; Panel 2: Osama and his brother struggle to move their mother across the sand, repeatedly stumbling and trying again. Captions read: “It’s very hard on the sand. Like every five meters, seven meters, and we fall in the sand. We cannot continue. And then we stay like 20 seconds, 15 seconds … and then we continue … We turn her. We pull her from her hands.”; Panel 3: More attempts to carry and support the older person are shown as the group continues along the beach. Captions read: “And then we fall in the sand.”; Panel 4: They continue the same routine over distance. Captions read: “We continue like this maybe five kilometres.”; Panel 6: Close-up of Osama. Speech bubbles read: “When I remember this, I want to throw up.””]
[image: “Panel 1: Diana and group, including children, walk along the shoreline with soldiers and armoured vehicles visible behind them near damaged buildings. Captions read: “Diana and the others, meanwhile, are moving faster. The children drift toward the waterline where the sand is wet and firm.” Speech bubbles read: “I guess this did not please the soldiers.”; Panel 2: A soldier aims a weapon directly toward the group. Captions read: “One of a group of female soldiers points her gun in their direction and fires.”; Panel 3: They turn and crouch as they move away. Captions read: “You couldn’t tell if she was just scaring us or meant to shoot at one of us … My daughter Zaina … was scared. She covered her head with her hands and shook her head.”; Panel 4: A wider scene shows civilians climbing up a muddy slope toward a road while soldiers stand nearby beside armoured vehicles. Captions read: “The soldiers motion Diana’s group to climb up to the road through deep mud.””]
[image: “Panel 1: Everyone raises their hands as they approach soldiers near a checkpoint before reaching the asphalt road. Captions read: “Before they reach the asphalt, they come across a man in boxer shorts.”; Panel 2: Close-up of a man standing among the group as others pass behind him. Captions read: “His lips were blue and I realized that he’s been there at least through the night.”; Panel 3: A child raises his arms while walking past the man. Captions read: “He was shaking from cold and he spoke to my son Mohammed.” Speech bubbles read: “I’m glad you guys are safe.”; Panel 4: Soldiers stand around a checkpoint area with armoured vehicles nearby as the group passes through with raised hands. Captions read: “They are made to pass through what Diana assumes are metal detectors.”; Panel 5: Soldiers gesture and mimic movements while facing the group. Captions read: “One of the soldiers imitates how Zaina flinched at the gunfire.” Speech bubbles read: “She was mocking my daughter and they were all laughing.””]
[image: “Panel 1: Osama, his brother, and their parents sit exhausted at the base of a small sandy cliff near sparse vegetation, with a tank visible in the distance above. Captions read: “Far behind, after struggling for about ten kilometres, they reach the shelter of a small cliff.” Speech bubbles read: “Every time we stopped, we were terrified they would shoot us … We were not allowed to stop. But now, we were unable to walk.”; Panel 2: Close-up of Osama, then the parents seated together. Captions read: “He tells his father they can no longer pull his mother.” Speech bubbles read: “If we stay here, they will kill us. And if they don’t kill us, we will be … eaten by dogs. I’m sorry, we need to leave you here.”; Panel 3: The group sits together at the base of the cliff as Osama speaks to the parents. Captions read: “Osama suggests his parents might be able to make it to the beach road on their own rather than continue on the sand.” Speech bubbles read: “Maybe the soldiers — because you are old — maybe they will not do anything to you.””]
[image: “Panel 1: A close up of Osama’s brother and parents, with a small group seated nearby. Captions read: “Suddenly my brother had panic,” Osama says. “He started screaming and ran away. He left me and he left my mother and father … and disappeared.”; Panel 2: Osama’s mother cries as he and his father sit with her. Captions read: “My mother was crying.” Speech bubbles read: “Please son, don’t leave me here.” “I have to because we are all going to die, all of us.”; Panel 3: Osama turns back to look at his parents as he walks away. Captions read: Osama tells his parents he will seek help for them from the Red Crescent or another medical organization, if he can find one … Speech bubbles read: “Okay son, I don’t know what to tell you. You go for your children. Look for them.””]
[image: “Panel 1: Osama walks along a quiet beach near a small boat, scattered debris, and steps leading up a sandy embankment with palm trees and buildings above. Captions read: “Because now I don’t know where my wife and my children are. Have they been taken by the soldiers? Have they been …? Have they reached somewhere safe?”; Panel 2: Osama continues walking along the shoreline, head lowered, then climbs stairs. Captions read: “I walked and was crying and crying. I was alone, walking. Nobody on the beach road. I realized there were no tanks … No nothing. I decided to go up.”; Panel 3: A wide view shows him alone on a paved coastal road lined with palm trees and the sea. Captions read: “It was so calm, so quiet. It was 4 p.m. The journey started at 9 in the morning.”; Panel 4: Osama reaches two men near trees and speaks urgently. Captions read: “Osama reaches Al-Nuseirat in the middle of Gaza where he finds two Bedouin men who are helping people trickling in from the north.” Speech bubbles read: “My Father! My Mother!” “They are in the sand somewhere …””]
[image: “Panel 1: Osama is indoors, being given food and drink while speaking to others. Captions read: “They took me to a Bedouin village. They gave me water. They brought food. They got me trousers and something to wear. All the time I was insisting.” The men assure Osama they will look for his parents. Speech bubbles read: “Please, let’s go back for my mother and father. They will die. I don’t know how I left them in this situation.”; Panel 2: Three men sit listening as one responds. Captions read: “I asked them if they have seen a family, girls and boys … I gave the description.” Speech bubbles read: “Yes, we have them.”; Panel 3: Close-up of Osama. Captions read: “They asked someone to call … my eldest son, Mohammed.” Speech bubbles read: “It was a moment of relief I’ve never felt before.”; Panel 4: Someone holds Osama as he cries. Captions read: “Suddenly I see my son. He saw me … in a miserable situation, crying … I never remember crying this much because of feeling the guilt of leaving my mother and my father there.””]
[image: “Panel 1: A group of men walk along a shoreline looking into the distance. Captions read: “Mohammed and a number of Bedouin set out to look for the elderly couple but are driven back by Israeli gunfire. They try to soothe Osama, who has waited for their return.”; Panel 2: The group gathers around Osama. Captions read: Osama continues waiting as they reassure him, and he is led to the home where his wife, children, and relatives are sheltering. Speech bubbles read: “If they were dead, we would have found their bodies.”; Panel 3: A close group embraces tightly. Captions read: “They all hugged me, and we were crying and laughing at the same time … They had thought maybe I was shot or injured … like the dead bodies we had been seeing during our death walk.””]
[image: “Panel 1: Osama and a group walk along the beach. Captions read: “In the morning, Osama sets out with the Bedouin in another attempt to find his parents. And on the beach road we saw two old persons … one kilometre away walking with difficulty, trying to support each other.”; Panel 2: Osama runs forward with arms outstretched. Captions read: “And I knew it was them. I started crying and running again. I was jumping in the air … I was running and jumping … celebrating.”; Panel 3: Osama runs toward his parents. Captions read: “So it was them! We found them and we brought them with us to the Bedouin house.”; Panel 4: Close-up of Osama. Speech bubbles read: “We called one of my colleagues.” “They came with two cars … and they took us to Rafah.””]



ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS

The book could not have been written without the expert editing, fact checking and organizing of material by Naila Kauser. She has, for many years, been essential to the writing of my columns and books. We would also like to thank Mohamed Elmaazi, who also edited, fact checked and compiled the footnotes. Naila and Mohamed meticulously went through the book numerous times. We are immensely grateful.

We would also like to thank Victor José Padilla Castellanos, who oversaw the compiling of the 525 pages of transcripts with Ruba and Haya Qabbani along with Christopher Renshaw, Priya Sridhar, Thomas Hedges, Ana Paula Padilla Castellanos, Natalia Maria Padilla Castellanos and Sophie Bandarkar. Victor also helped immensely with the editing and the organization of the book. We owe a huge debt to Amy Hughes, who turned her house over to us during the summer of 2025, while she and her family were on vacation, so we could work on the transcripts.

Joe, Ruba and I would like to thank the Egyptian government press office, and in particular its director, Ayman Walaash, who met with us as soon as we arrived, swiftly processed our press credentials and patiently worked with the amazing and diligent Omayma Mansour to clear our visits and approve our interviews.

We were assisted by the Egyptian Press Syndicate, and its director Khaled Elbalshy, who helped facilitate contacts and provided indispensable advice.

We are deeply indebted to Mohamed Salmawy, one of the most widely read writers in the Arab world and the former president of the Writers Union of Egypt and the Secretary General of the General Union of Arab Writers, for his advice and generous assistance.

We would like to thank the editors and journalists at Al-Masry Al-Youm who also helped us with our reporting.

The Palestinian Ambassador to Egypt, Diab Allouh, was very generous with his time and assistance, as was the Egyptian Foreign Minister, Badr Abdelatty.

Mara Kronenfeld, the executive director of UNRWA USA, and Hani Almadhoun, the organization’s senior director of philanthropy, with their extensive contacts in Gaza and encyclopedic knowledge, were of tremendous assistance. Afnan el Rikhawi, endowed with bottomless empathy and compassion, arranged some of our interviews and accompanied us on several of them. Afnan, who works for the Lemon Tree Collective, which provides assistance to Palestinians in Gaza and the diaspora, was an invaluable fount of information about life in Gaza and the travails of Palestinian exiles in Egypt.

Fayeq Jaradeh, the head of Palestinian TV in Cairo, opened his doors to us and arranged our interviews with the journalist Salman Bashir and the Palestinian ambassador to Egypt.

I would be remiss without thanking my wonderful Arabic teachers, starting with Omar Othman, the Arabic teachers at the British Council in Cairo, Rafah Al-Siyoufi and Ruba. Learning Arabic is a difficult and, for many of us, lifelong endeavor. I have been blessed since I first studied Arabic three decades ago with patient and highly skilled teachers who always made me look forward to class.

Finally, Joe and I would like to express our deepest gratitude to Amalie and Eunice, who are our most astute critics and editors, beloved companions and who keep us whole.




 [image: Vintage Books]

 
  Read Boldly. Think Differently.


  Continue the conversation:


  Twitter: @vintagebooks

  Instagram: @vintagebooks

  TikTok: @vintageukbooks

  Facebook: @vintagebooks


  Sign up for the Vintage Newsletter to hear more about Vintage books.

  www.vintage-books.co.uk


  World-class writing. Beautiful design. Ideas that matter.

 




VINTAGE

UK | USA | Canada | Ireland | Australia
New Zealand | India | South Africa

Vintage is part of the Penguin Random House group of companies whose addresses can be found at global.penguinrandomhouse.com.

www.penguin.co.uk

[image: Penguin Random House UK]
First published in Great Britain by Jonathan Cape in 2026 
First published in the United States of America by Fantagraphics in 2026

Copyright © Chris Hedges and Joe Sacco, 2026

The moral right of the author has been asserted

ISBN: 978-1-529-99441-4

Penguin Random House values and supports copyright. Copyright fuels creativity, encourages diverse voices, promotes freedom of expression and supports a vibrant culture. Thank you for purchasing an authorized edition of this book and for respecting intellectual property laws by not reproducing, scanning or distributing any part of it by any means without permission. You are supporting authors and enabling Penguin Random House to continue to publish books for everyone. No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner for the purpose of training artificial intelligence technologies or systems. In accordance with Article 4(3) of the DSM Directive 2019/790, Penguin Random House expressly reserves this work from the text and data mining exception.

The authorized representative in the EEA is Penguin Random House Ireland, Morrison Chambers, 32 Nassau Street, Dublin D02 YH68

A CIP catalogue record for this book is available from the British Library

All correspondence to:

Vintage

Penguin Random House

One Embassy Gardens, 8 Viaduct Gardens, London SW11 7BW


EPUB/images/p038.png
7 -
W 7
//,,,,,,,,,,,///}2’//%’,’;,'{/'

) o>

Osama reaches Al- Nuseirat inthe middle
finds two_Bedouin men who are h
‘trickling in from th th
— a






EPUB/images/p020.png
we |
%:o do.

e, surviving Buo children aace Sharing food.her )
ith b :‘r cgousir\s, a‘unts a?\duncfes, and ) %s'gsn

the

sharing

i
grandparents, A says:
v

i

! 1
Iy
4’ ,7/'//////,
7






EPUB/xhtml/prh_core_assets/images/logo_large.png







EPUB/images/p037.png
for them from the Red
ind one.
-

FOR
YOUR CHIL-
DREN, LOOK

FOR THEM.






EPUB/images/p039.png
“I asked them if they have seen a
and boys... I gave the description

ity N\

7/









EPUB/images/p036.png





EPUB/images/p001.png
CHAPTER 1

HRST DAY

./// i /
LW







EPUB/images/p014.png
But_the 1sraelis had been dvop) iny
\eaflets orderi;\g residents o, legvegdae
area, and Osama Fecided the time had
come to comply. 7 77X S
2






EPUB/images/p019.png
Back inside, he
sl g 05
S WO ACTUALLY,
or three ciga- MAYBE I'M ST
0 i STILL
AGE LOSING MY

a
but now he
goes througt NEPHEWS...

7,

e
v






EPUB/images/p031.png
“It seems they were evacuatmg !

. ‘ ',m:¢=

Osamas parents are havme a hard time keep-
ing up.“I didn't want to risk all the family’

he says, He and his brother Abdurrahman tell
the othersto go on ahead. <






EPUB/images/p030.png
P
q

1 ‘\!1!1’/%

5 = == .

. =Y 224 “But o walk on the sand s ver
After about one kilometer they find .group diﬁficult,” Osama tells us. ‘e tFLu!ed
of elderly pPeople who have gpent all night to help but we couldn't
in the rdin and cold, according £o0 Osana . T

).

S away werg shogt-
move or they '\L'.‘/ill shoot.”

r, an
Iderly |
man.






EPUB/images/pvi.png





EPUB/images/p013.png
il
it

il
‘||!|||'“>.
e
I

v

T
Il

i








EPUB/images/p026.png
As most every window is blocked or covered,
Diana illuminates the room with her phone
to grab insulin and some chocolate in case
Nagham's sugar level crashes.

||\
AN
R

\\§

N
N

N

.

“Usually, whenever she’s scared
she woald jump into our laps
where she would find comfort?”






EPUB/images/cover.jpg
T
3
]
2
& o e
_ CHRIS HEDGES and JOE SACCO-
' INZR [
i b l\‘\‘ 5N /A‘f/ﬁ 7
T «4/:,)/; TG m {

S






EPUB/xhtml/prh_core_assets/fonts/avenir-heavy.otf


EPUB/images/p025.png
saus. -

rted hea
?:ga ‘e tanks
..and

_

MY DAUGH- :
TER ZAINA
SAY,






EPUB/images/p012.png
LIKE ONE KILO-
METER FROM THE
HOUSE..TO THINK

AND CON-

Il

g

l

S
(/7





EPUB/xhtml/prh_core_assets/images/prh_uk_logo.jpg
Penguin
Random Houge
UK





EPUB/images/p033.png





EPUB/xhtml/prh_core_assets/images/banner_large.png
IJ
I\





EPUB/images/pix.png
CAZA -

AS OF OCT. 2023

Al-Karama
AL-SHAT!
CAMP

Ad Duraj

AL-MAGHAZ |
TOWN AND CAMP

ATOR BUILT-
UP AREAS

| rerFucee
l| camps

[

Te/ Al- | NEIGHBORHOODS
Hawa | ARE 1TALICIZED

xwm MAIN ROADS






EPUB/images/p017.png
!"\a\r\“f‘°““xs \
e\dest
X bae\i%\"” 2
»\gnde\& we bl
- [ I
Yen 0% T
: Th“
e
dead

-‘3 i
0!
an
i/ 2 i
carrizedf‘






EPUB/images/p024.png
AFTER
e oNG,
HORRIFYING SiX
| LoRRE R,
AND ALL THE NOISE THAT
WE WERE HEARING, AFTER

THEY DEMOLISHED THE
T R eE

MOMENT OF SILENCE
OMENT QE SILER
FEwW MINUTES,
PROBABLY.

- .

FELT LIKE
WOMEN WHO
| 4 WERE GIVING
: BIRTH WITHOUT

ANY PAIN-
Pt

= &
/2 7






EPUB/images/p041.png
/

\1

7

L
NN ;
\\‘\.c:,
\ \\\\ L

TR

AN

f ME Wi
if TWO CARS...AND
THEY TOOK US
TO RAFAH.







EPUB/images/p015.png





EPUB/images/p040.png





EPUB/images/p018.png
i

(e
o

\E‘%h

N\

7
&






EPUB/images/p032.png
”AFcer that "slneb
her on our back.

N

vas not able to walk even with our support . S0 we had to






EPUB/images/p023.png
[
<
»
8852835,
2FET42<
MR
2
BW_W
-






EPUB/images/p027.png
IT WAS AND FOR NAGHAM
VERY HARD A LONG TIME, WAS SAYING,
TILL THIS DAY, ‘HOW DID I FOR-

WHEN |
PEOPLE DIDN'T
COME, THEY
STARTED GOING UP

SCREAMING, AND...
BLOWING UP
THE CLOSED

DOORS.

a






EPUB/xhtml/prh_core_assets/fonts/avenir-light.otf


EPUB/images/p022.png
THE NEWS, IT

WAS IMPOS-

SIBLE FOR US
TO MOVE.

El GH'T'
DAYS

stag away from the

¢ » ms Diana says ///////////////////
& : ek






EPUB/images/piii.png
REQUIEM
FOR GAZA

CHRIS HEDGES - and JOE SACCO

VINTAGE





EPUB/images/p035.png
Before they reach the “His lips were blue and I ] | He was shaking fro
asphalt, thay co realizéd that he! cold and he spolee ta m
2 man in boxer shorts. - | Eﬂi'i:ﬁéeasﬁir%efg"h chammed, > ™9
/ ] . =

—

how Za’-:va FlincgedA at the 7gunﬁre.






EPUB/images/p028.png
"= THERE ORGA
IANS  ARE CHIL- , TIO

you
DON'T HAVE
A RIGHT To
SHooT/

e84 oy
\ \’\&‘;fr;\%\e

TAKING OFF
THEIR BAGS AND
LEAVING THEIR
STUFF AND THEIR
JACKETS






EPUB/images/p021.png
“When the dogs

the head o{—p &
e
Ahn;‘ed, m
nephew.
calied Abdel-
aziz to be
Withusto [,
ry him again;
Osama S.
“We wersea%-
ether at al
e stages.”

. hours Hind calls for
f\‘zrp 3ntit Israeli bul-
lets find her too.






EPUB/images/p034.png
One of a group of femafe —al
soldiers points her gun in | [Youcouldnt tell if she was
fheir direction and ust scaring us m;f meant

ires.
hoot) at one






EPUB/images/p029.png
man
t
in
QaQ
h‘e
e s
s b
taJ:
tal
a
“l“;sg‘t“d
heow
es
m°n
ol
[
- rs

W

N

\
\ \\\ )
;'.

W






EPUB/images/p016.png
“Then on the
194, in the
morning, &

big bom

[fen) just in
nt of the,
ilding and

two le E
e illed.

“ror Sure
"






