
Gaza Still Bakes Bread

––––––––
Every morning began with an empty oven and a full promise.



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      GAZA STILL BAKES BREAD

    

    
      First edition. July 6, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Davis Shyaka Musirikare.

    

    
    
      Written by Davis Shyaka Musirikare.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Epigraph

Gaza Still Bakes Bread

CHAPTER ONE: The Bottom of the Bin

CHAPTER TWO: Grandfather’s Dusty Ledger

CHAPTER THREE: The First Silent Gift

CHAPTER FOUR: Shadows at the Threshold

CHAPTER FIVE: The Language of Salt and Yeast

CHAPTER SIX: Whispers in the Bread Line

CHAPTER SEVEN: A Coin for a Crust

CHAPTER EIGHT: The Morning the Rain Tasted Like Wheat

CHAPTER NINE: When the Lights Went Out

CHAPTER TEN: The Boy with the Blue Marble

CHAPTER ELEVEN: Following the Faded Stamp

CHAPTER TWELVE: The Fisherman’s Yeast

CHAPTER THIRTEEN: A Lesson in Sugar

CHAPTER FOURTEEN: The Midpoint: The Note in the Seam

CHAPTER FIFTEEN: Not One, But Many

CHAPTER SIXTEEN: The Nurse’s Quiet Bill

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN: Stained Glass and Flour Dust

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN: The Geography of Kindness

CHAPTER NINETEEN: Paid by Tomorrow

CHAPTER TWENTY: The Night the Ovens Ran Cold

CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE: The Gathering at Dawn

CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO: Inheriting the Fire

CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE: The Apprentice’s Question

CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR: A Legacy Written in Steam

CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE: The Last Sack

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To the hands that knead in the dark, and to the neighbors who leave a light on in the window. This story is for the ones who give without a name, and the ones who believe that as long as the oven is hot, the world is not lost.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "I crave my mother's bread,And my mother's coffee,And my mother's touch...As childhood grows up within meDay after dayI adore my life becauseIf I died,I would be ashamed of my mother's tears!"— Mahmoud Darwish

      

    

A Novel by Davis Shyaka Musirikare.
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CHAPTER ONE: The Bottom of the Bin

[image: ]


The air inside the Kattan Bakery usually smelled like the beginning of the world. It was a scent made of warmth, toasted grain, and the sharp, clean promise of yeast. But this morning, the air smelled only of cold stone and the metallic tang of an empty oven.

Mariam Kattan stood in the center of the kitchen. She was twenty-nine years old, but her hands felt much older. They were hands that knew the exact resistance of dough when it was ready. They were hands that could feel a degree of temperature change in the air just by holding them open. Today, those hands were trembling.

She walked to the large wooden bin in the corner. For three generations, this bin had been the heart of their home. Her grandfather had built it from cedar wood. He used to say that as long as there was white dust at the bottom of this bin, the Kattan family would never be truly poor.

Mariam reached out and lifted the heavy lid.

The sound of the wood creaking felt louder than usual in the morning silence. She looked down. Her heart sank. The bin was empty. Not just low, but truly, devastatingly empty. A thin layer of fine white dust coated the corners, looking like a mockery of snow. She took a wooden scoop and scraped the bottom. The sound was hollow. It was the sound of a story coming to an end.

"Not today," she whispered to the empty room. "Please, not today."

She looked at the clock on the wall. It was four o'clock in the morning. In exactly two hours, the first neighbors would begin to arrive. They would come with their small coins, their bartered goods, or sometimes just their hunger. They would come expecting the smell of rising dough to greet them at the end of the street.

For fifteen years, the Kattan Bakery had never missed a sunrise. Through seasons of plenty and seasons of terrible scarcity, the oven had remained hot. It was a point of pride. It was a point of survival.

Mariam sat down on a flour-dusted stool. She thought of her grandfather. He had died five years ago, leaving her the keys and the recipes. But he had also left her a mystery she had never quite solved.

"People come here for bread, Mariam," he had told her when she was just a little girl, standing on a crate to reach the kneading table. "But they leave carrying tomorrow. Never forget that. The bread is just the vessel."

She had nodded then, not understanding. She understood even less now. How could she give them tomorrow if she didn't have a single gram of flour to give them today?

The neighborhood outside was still. The street was narrow, lined with stone houses that leaned toward each other as if sharing secrets. Usually, the sound of the generator would be humming somewhere in the distance, or the faint sound of a radio would drift through the shutters. But this morning, the silence was heavy. It felt like the city itself was holding its breath, waiting to see if the Kattan ovens would roar to life.

Mariam stood up. She couldn't just sit there. She began to clean. She wiped the counters that were already clean. She polished the brass handles of the oven. She straightened the rows of cooling racks. It was the frantic movement of someone trying to outrun a realization.

If the bakery closed today, it might never open again. In this part of the world, once a fire went out, it was very hard to find the spark to light it again.

She walked to the front door. It was a heavy wooden door with a small iron grate. She reached for the bolt, intending to step outside and look at the sky. Perhaps the sight of the stars would give her some sense of peace before she had to tell the neighbors there would be no bread.

She slid the bolt back. The metal screeched. She pulled the door open.

The cool morning air rushed in, smelling of salt from the distant sea and the dampness of the earth. Mariam stepped onto the stone threshold. She looked down at her feet, expecting to see the cracked pavement of the sidewalk.

Instead, she saw a small, burlap sack.

It was neatly tied with a piece of rough twine. It sat exactly in the center of the doorway, as if it had been placed there with great care.

Mariam froze. She looked up the street. It was empty. She looked down the street. A lone cat sat on a distant wall, washing its paw. There were no footprints in the light layer of dust on the ground. There were no retreating figures. There was no sound of a cart or a car.

She knelt down. Her breath caught in her throat. She touched the burlap. It was coarse and cool. She pulled the twine loose.

Inside the bag was flour.

It wasn't a huge amount. It wasn't enough to fill the Great Bin. But as she ran her fingers through the white powder, she knew instinctively what it was. It was exactly enough. It was exactly the amount needed to bake the morning’s loaves for the neighborhood.

There was no note. No name. No demand for payment.

Mariam looked around once more. The sky was beginning to turn a very pale shade of violet. The first birds were starting to chirp in the olive trees three streets over.

"Who?" she whispered.

She picked up the bag. It was surprisingly heavy, a solid weight against her chest. She carried it back into the kitchen and set it on the table.

She didn't have time to wonder for long. The clock was ticking. If she started now, she could still have the first batch ready by six.

She poured the flour into the mixing bowl. She added the water, the salt, and the small bit of starter yeast she kept alive in a ceramic jar. As she began to work the dough, the rhythm took over. Push, fold, turn. Push, fold, turn.

The tension in her shoulders began to melt away. The familiar work grounded her. But her mind was racing.

She had seen this bag before. Or rather, she had seen bags like it. For years, her grandfather had always seemed to have just enough. Even when the borders were closed, even when the trucks weren't running, even when the markets were empty, the Kattan Bakery had flour.

She had always assumed her grandfather had a secret supplier. She assumed he had been clever, or had saved money in a way she didn't understand. But now he was gone. She was the one in charge. And she knew for a fact that she had not ordered this flour. She knew for a fact that there was no money left in the tin to pay for it.

The dough was soft and elastic under her palms. It felt alive.

She shaped the loaves and placed them in the oven. Soon, the heat began to radiate through the room. The smell returned. That wonderful, life-affirming scent of baking bread began to drift out of the cracks in the window and under the door.

At six o'clock sharp, there was a knock at the door.

Mariam wiped her hands on her apron and opened the grate. Standing there was Old Hassen. He was a man who had lived in the neighborhood for seventy years. He carried a small cloth bag and a single coin.

"Good morning, Mariam," Hassen said, his voice gravelly but kind. "I smelled the oven from the corner. I was worried for a moment. The street felt too quiet."

Mariam looked at the first loaf, golden and steaming on the counter. She looked back at Hassen.

"I was worried too, Hassen," she said softly.

She wrapped the loaf in a piece of brown paper. As she did, she found herself doing something she had seen her grandfather do a thousand times. She took a pencil from behind her ear and wrote a name on the wrapping.

Hassen.

"Here you go," she said, handing it through the window.

"Bless your hands, Mariam," the old man said. He placed his coin on the ledge. "See you tomorrow?"

Mariam looked at the empty burlap sack sitting on the floor by the bin. She looked at the rising sun hitting the tops of the buildings.

"Yes," she said, and for the first time that morning, she believed it. "See you tomorrow."

As Hassen walked away, Mariam felt a strange sensation. It was as if she were being watched, but not by an enemy. It was a feeling of being looked after.

She turned back to the kitchen. She had more loaves to bake, and a mystery that was only just beginning. She didn't know who had left the flour, or why they had chosen this moment. But as she watched the steam rise from the bread, she realized that her grandfather’s words were finally starting to make sense.

The bread wasn't just food. It was a promise that the world would keep turning.

And someone, somewhere in the shadows of the waking city, was making sure that promise was kept.
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CHAPTER TWO: Grandfather’s Dusty Ledger

[image: ]


By ten o’clock in the morning, the cooling racks were empty. The neighborhood had come and gone, leaving behind the faint scent of cinnamon and the lingering warmth of the oven. Mariam sat at the small wooden table in the back of the bakery, a glass of mint tea cooling in front of her.

Her mind was not on the tea. It was on the empty burlap sack tucked neatly under the counter.

She had searched the street again after the rush. She had even walked to the corner where the old cobbler worked, hoping to see a delivery truck or a stray merchant. But there was nothing. The city was moving through its day with its usual weary rhythm. Children played with a deflated ball in the alley. A man pulled a cart of oranges, calling out prices that seemed to rise with every hour.

Everything was normal, except for the fact that she had baked thirty loaves of bread out of thin air.

Mariam stood up and walked to the back corner of the bakery, where a small, cramped office was tucked behind a heavy velvet curtain. This had been her grandfather’s sanctuary. It smelled of old paper, dried tobacco, and the cedar wood of the desk.

She sat in his chair. It was too big for her, and the springs creaked in a way that sounded like a familiar greeting. On the shelf above the desk sat a row of thick, leather-bound books. These were the ledgers. They were the history of the Kattan Bakery, written in her grandfather’s sprawling, elegant script.

She pulled down the oldest one. The leather was cracked and dry, leaving a fine dust on her fingers. She opened it to a random page from thirty years ago.

October 12th. Rain in the afternoon. Flour prices up two piasters. Mrs. Jaber lost her cat. Sold forty-two loaves.

Her grandfather, Yusuf Kattan, had not just recorded sales. He had recorded the life of the street. To him, the bakery was a lighthouse, and he was the keeper who watched the waves.

Mariam turned the pages, her eyes skimming the dates. She was looking for something specific. She was looking for a name. Who would have the means and the motive to leave flour in the middle of the night?

She reached the ledgers from fifteen years ago. This was the time when things had begun to change. The world had become smaller, the walls higher, and the supplies more uncertain. She remembered being a teenager then, watching her grandfather’s face grow more lined with every passing month.

She found a page marked with a red ribbon.

November 4th. The shipment did not arrive. The bins are low. I told the neighbors we might be closed by Tuesday.

Mariam leaned in closer. The ink on the next page was different. It was darker, as if he had pressed the pen harder into the paper.

November 5th. A miracle. Found two sacks at the door. No name. No bill. The fire stays lit.

Mariam felt a chill move down her spine. It wasn't just her. This had happened before. Her grandfather had experienced the same mysterious delivery.

She flipped forward through the months. Again and again, she found similar entries. Whenever the ledger noted a shortage, the very next entry would mention a "gift at the threshold" or "the morning’s surprise."

But as she read on, she noticed a recurring phrase that she hadn't understood before. In the column where he usually wrote the price of the bread or the name of the debtor, he had started writing three words in a neat, circled box.

Paid by tomorrow.

Mariam frowned. She looked at the names next to the phrase.
Widow Amira—one loaf—Paid by tomorrow.
The blind shoemaker—two loaves—Paid by tomorrow.
The family with the broken window—four loaves—Paid by tomorrow.
"Grandfather," she whispered, "what were you doing?"

She knew he was a generous man. She remembered him handing out warm rolls to children who had no coins. But a business could not run on "tomorrow." Eventually, tomorrow had to arrive. Yet, looking through the books, she never saw a record of these people coming back to pay their debts in cash. The accounts were never settled with numbers.

There was a soft chime from the front of the shop. The bell above the door signaled a customer.

Mariam quickly closed the ledger and tucked it back onto the shelf. She wiped her eyes and smoothed her apron before stepping through the velvet curtain.

Standing at the counter was Salma, a woman in her mid-fifties with a kind face and eyes that seemed to see everything. Salma lived three doors down and was known for knowing the exact state of everyone’s health, heart, and kitchen pantry.

"Mariam, dear," Salma said, leaning over the counter. "You look like you’ve seen a ghost. Or perhaps just too much flour dust."

"Just a long morning, Salma," Mariam said, trying to smile. "I’m afraid I’m all out of bread. You just missed the last loaf."

Salma waved her hand dismissively. "Oh, I didn't come for bread. I still have half a loaf from yesterday. I came to bring you this."

She reached into her knitted bag and pulled out a small glass jar. Inside was a thick, golden liquid.

"Honey?" Mariam asked.

"Wildflower honey," Salma said. "My nephew brought it from the hills. I thought you might need it. For the tea, or perhaps for the special rolls you make on Fridays. It’s a gift."

Mariam looked at the jar. In a time when sugar was expensive and hard to find, this jar was a treasure.

"Salma, I can't take this for nothing. Let me give you a credit for next week."

Salma’s expression changed. It wasn't a frown, but a look of deep, ancient wisdom. She reached out and patted Mariam’s hand. Her skin was rough but warm.

"Don't worry about the credit, Mariam. Think of it as a deposit for the future. We all have to keep the sweetness alive, don't we?"

She winked, turned, and walked out of the shop before Mariam could argue.

Mariam stood holding the jar. The glass was warm from the sun. She looked back at the velvet curtain leading to the office. Paid by tomorrow.

Was the honey a payment? Or was it just kindness? And how did it connect to the flour at the door?

She went back to the office and opened the ledger once more. She turned to the very last page her grandfather had written before his strength had failed him. The handwriting was shaky, the letters tall and thin.

The bakery is not a building, he had written. It is a conversation. As long as we keep talking to one another, we will never go hungry. Mariam, listen to the silence at the door. It speaks louder than the crowds.

Mariam closed the book. She felt a weight of responsibility she hadn't fully felt until this moment. She wasn't just a baker. She was the guardian of a secret she didn't yet understand.

She spent the rest of the afternoon cleaning the oven. She scrubbed the stones until they shone. She checked the seals on the doors. She worked until her arms ached and her hair was white with dust.

As the sun began to set, casting long, orange shadows across the bakery floor, the old fear returned. The flour she had received that morning was gone. The bin was empty again. She had used every last grain to feed the neighborhood.

If the mystery did not repeat itself, the ovens would be cold by dawn.

She locked the front door. She checked the bolts twice. She went upstairs to her small apartment above the shop, but she didn't sleep. She sat by the window, watching the street.

The moon rose, silver and sharp. The streetlights flickered and then died as the power grid gave up for the night. The neighborhood plunged into a thick, velvet darkness.

Mariam watched. She watched for a shadow. She watched for the sound of a cart. She watched for the glint of a lantern.

Hours passed. Her eyes grew heavy. The silence of the city was profound. It wasn't a peaceful silence; it was the silence of a thousand people holding their breath, waiting for the world to change.

Around three in the morning, she drifted into a light sleep, her head resting on the windowsill.

She was woken by a sound.

It wasn't a loud sound. It was a soft thud. The sound of something heavy hitting the stone step of the bakery door.

Mariam bolted upright. Her heart was hammering against her ribs like a trapped bird. She looked down at the street.

The street was empty.

She looked at the shadows of the doorways across the road. Nothing moved. She looked at the rooflines. Only a stray cat leapt from one ledge to another.

She grabbed her shawl and ran down the stairs. Her bare feet were silent on the wood. She reached the front door and fumbled with the bolt. Her hands were shaking so hard she almost dropped the key.

She pulled the door open.

The cold air hit her face. She looked down.

There, in the exact same spot as the night before, was a sack.

But it wasn't a burlap sack this time. It was a white cloth bag, the kind used for high-quality pastry flour. And resting on top of the bag was a small, withered olive branch.

Mariam stepped out onto the sidewalk. She didn't care about the cold. She didn't care that she was in her nightclothes.

"Who is there?" she called out. Her voice was a sharp crack in the silence. "Please! I want to say thank you!"

Only the echo of her own voice returned to her.

She walked to the edge of the sidewalk and looked toward the harbor. The wind brought the smell of salt and diesel. Far off, a dog barked.

She turned back to the bag. She picked it up. It was heavier than the one before. As she lifted it, something fell from the folds of the cloth.

It was a small slip of paper.

Mariam knelt and picked it up. She held it up to the faint light of the moon.

There was no name. There was









d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





