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So'metimes clu'(alren (iue in /J(occes w/Lere

{i?[e (s rwt easy. Gaza is one 01[ ﬂwse /J(aces.

In Gaza, many fami(ies /lowe Aaa[ zcr (eowe ﬂleir Ao'mes.
Tke} (iue n tents or crcrwo[ea[ reems, ana[ every a[a}
ﬂte} mu.sll wou'll in (o'ng_ (ines 7[o'r [Jreoca[ or water.
T/Le nig_/tts are o'{ten neisy, ana[ So*metimes

ﬂle gf&wn-uﬁs (&&A wvrr[ea[.

But even in Guza, c[u{a[ren are Sti(( c/Li(a[ren.
ﬂte} (au}lz, /J(oc} oma{ a{ream. ﬂteir Farenlls te(( ﬂtem
Siwies Ifo' kee/o ﬂteir Aearts {u.{( vf wcma[er.

/lm one of7[ ﬂurse /Jarents.

M} name (S Nw.r ouw[ ﬂle Sto'ries n ﬂu‘s Lwrk are ﬂte ones
ﬂuxt my /msl)ana[ Maf'ea[ oma[ / fe(( t& owr (iﬁ(e g_ir(s —
Mu(uk ocna[ \/tma[.

Seme are o'{a[ focl»(es Ll/wcll Aaue éeen to'(a[ in Pa(estine
fw many years. ﬂte} are g_iflls [aassea[ {ram one

enerat[cm Ifcr t/ze next, (iLe trea.Su.res carriea{ in oeur
/JcrcLellS - freaSu.reS ﬂlat can tu.rn. our (itt(e llent intcr
a /Ja(ace, a g_ara[en, or a S/Li/J. T/w} remina[ us ﬂtat

Lina[ness ana[ courage a(wa}s exist, even w/Len ﬂle

wo'r[a[ fee(s /Locral.

We sltare Ll/wm now wiﬂz you Lecause every c/u'{a[, euer}w/Lere,
a[eserues to' grow u/) wiﬂt slfwies, (we, oma[ /ur/ae.

Ana[ l,lmi}At, as you cr/aen ﬂwse fag_es,

ﬂte stwies are yours twr.

o Fee
Gaza Stri[J. Au}ust 2025.
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CIHE F1§SHERMAN AND
THE J’T’AI{FIJH

/Ll was oeur firslf n.[}/tlf sgee/oing_ in Ute ten.lf. nte g_rtru.n.a[
fe(l.l éumf:}, ﬂte wina( wlu‘st(ea[ a(( aro'u.rul us oma( ﬂte (l}At

471[ t/te (am/o seemeJ tv Llreml)(e. W/ten Moylea[ ste/ofoea[ rutSia[e,
\/o'u,a[ wlu's,oerea(, "W/Loct 1'7[ Bal)a can't 7[['1.0( Ais way éack?u
/ Ae(a[ /ter c(o'se ana[ Le}an a Sllw;_ aéw.lf a {iS/Lerman.,
(&st act sea, ana( lww lle 7[o'u.n.a[ Ais way lwme.
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Long ago, a fisherman rowed out under the moon.

He cast his net again and again,
but caught only starfish
clinging stubbornly to the ropes.

He sighed as he loosened them,
their arms curling in the night air.
They are not the catch I hoped for,

he thought,

but the sea is their home.
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One by one...

i l"."I:The wind howled. Rain stung his face.
|  Waves rose higher and higher
until the boat pitched like a toy.

( - The fisherman could not see the shorll-le;.:s:-q

N .

He was lost at sea.



Then, below the water, something began to glow. The fisherman followed, stroke by stroke, until the glow carried him home.
Dozens of starfish lit up, their lights creating a path. From that day, he told his children: “Sometimes, kindness returns

One after another they shone, like lanterns on the waves. as a light in the storm?
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THAT WouLo woT _[Sow

Ao

Ear(} in ﬂte mo'rning_, Ma[aL {runa[ a ﬂt‘}me /J(om.t

rwing_ éesia[e eur Ifent. /Lls stem was ﬂu‘n, ills (eaues

a (itt(e a[ust}, Auf it Sto'ml Struig}tt in Ute Su.n([}ltt.
"/t’S se sma({,” S/Le .Sou'a[, uéuf ilf stanals Lla((." / Smi(ea[,

ﬂlinkin,} r{ a Stw} my g_rana[mo'ﬂter usea[ to' te([.
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In a small village by the sea, an olive tree grew.
Its roots gripped the earth like a giant’s hands,

and its leaves shone silver under the sun.

Every winter, fierce wind
rushed down from the mountains.
It bent the fig trees. It shook the pines.
But the olive tree stood straight.

“Bend with us;” whispered the fig tree.
“I cannot,” said the olive tree.

“My roots keep me standing.”




Newr Ferwana is a writer who lives in Gaza. Shaped by a lived
experience under siege, Nour began to co-write this book as a

way of offering comfort and resilience to her two small children.

Raalmt Ka.a[ujli is an artist and writer based in Oxford, UK.
Her award-winning picture books are deeply rooted in fable
and nature. Raahat supports many charitable organisations

working in Palestine.

Maria [sabel Sanchez Veg_ara is a Spanish children’s author
best known for creating the Little People, BIG DREAMS series,
which has now sold more than 14 million copies worldwide.

Under the Olive Moon began when Isa started to talk with Nour.
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jBOUT THE 500/(

This book began with a mum’s message. When food, medicine,
and other aid stopped entering Gaza, families were left trapped in
their own land with little help from the outside world. I found a way
to support five of these families through a group called Coffees for
Gaza. The day after I sent my first donation, I received a thank-you
message from Nour. She is mum to two girls, Malak and Joud, and
wife to Majed. Like many families, they had lost their home and
had to move again and again, leaving behind the little they had.
Since then, Nour and I have written to each other almost every
day, whenever the internet worked. I ask if they are safe, and she
tells me how she tries to keep her girls’ spirits up. Sometimes she
invents recipes with the food she can find, makes up games among
the rubble, or tells them the old stories she remembered from when
she was their age. They are Palestinian fables, passed from parents to
children for generations. Nour and I decided to gather them into this

book so they would never be forgotten. My part has been to write

i
. she shared, so the stories could travel further than the walls

Q“Eﬂ;‘ of her tent and reach children everywhere.

down the tales she told me, along with the small moments of light




