Saif...

The Dream
Still Walks

The story of a child whose
_ steps were stilled—but
whose dreams never were
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Dedication

In the Name of Allah, the Most Compassionate, the Most Merciful

This publication is dedicated to Palestine—to its children
who continue to hold on to hope despite hardship, and to
every family whose resilience inspires the world.

It is also dedicated in gratitude to the people of Indonesia,

whose prayers, solidarity, and humanitarian generosity

have reflected the enduring bond of brotherhood between
Indonesia and Palestine.

May Allah protect the people of Palestine, bless everyone
who extends a helping hand, and accept every act of

kindness.

Jazakum Allahu Khayran.
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Message from Phoenix
Logistics & Relief Services

Throughout our humanitarian work across the Gaza Strip, we have
come to realize that behind every relief mission lies a human
story, and that every helping hand offers a family renewed hope.

At Phoenix Logistics & Relief Services, we are proud to serve as a

trusted partner in delivering humanitarian initiatives that ease

suffering, ensure aid reaches those who need it most, and uphold
human dignity in the most challenging circumstances.

Through our work in the field, we have met children, mothers, and

fathers whose lives tell stories that deserve to be heard. We

believe that preserving these human stories is just as important
as delivering humanitarian assistance.

This belief inspired the Stories of Hope series—to share authentic

stories of resilience, faith, and determination with the world, and

to bear witness to the lasting impact of compassion. These stories

remind us that the generosity of donors and supporters extends

far beyond the aid they provide; it restores hope, preserves
dignity, and inspires the future.

We pray that Allah accepts this humble effort, makes it sincere for
His sake, and blesses everyone who has helped bring hope and a
smile to the face of a child.

Phoenix Logistics & Relief Services
Friday - 31 July 2026
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Saif

Saif Hijazi is a child from Deir
al-Balah.

Since childhood, he has loved the
sea, football, and numbers more
than most people would expect
from a child his age.

From an early age, he dreamed of
becoming an accountant.

To him, numbers were like a
game. He would add and subtract
them, solve problems quickly, and
delight in arriving at the right
answer.

And there was something else he
loved in a different way...
The sea.

The sea of Gaza was his vast,
open world.

He loved swimming, fishing, and
sitting before the waves.

Sometimes, his love for the sea
filled his thoughts with fishing lines
and fish far more than with school.

He loved football, too. He played
with his cousins and the children in
the neighborhood and followed
matches with great excitement.

And his father was the person
closest to his heart.

He did not know that one day, all
these small details would become
memories he would cling to.
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A Child who
Loved Life

Saif was born on 27 August 2012 in
Deir al-Balah.

He was his mother’s first child and
the family’s first grandchild, so his
arrival was an extraordinary
occasion in their home.

But his earliest days brought an
early trial.

His mother noticed that something
was not right with his eyes. After
medical examinations, doctors
diagnosed him with glaucoma and
high pressure inside his eyes.

Saif needed early medical
intervention, beginning a long
journey of follow-up care and
treatment while he was still very
young.

The years passed, and the little boy
grew, He began kindergarten and
then school, and his personality
gradually took shape.

He was bright and quick-witted,
and mathematics became his
favorite world. He loved arithmetic
and was inspired by his maternal
aunt, who had studied accounting
and helped him learn numbers and
solve problems.

From there, a simple, clear dream
was born: “When | grow up... | will
become an accountant.”

But numbers were not his only
passion.
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The sea held a special place in his
heart.

He loved swimming and fishing,
and could spend long hours on the
beach or near the harbor, holding
his fishing rod and waiting for the
sea to offer its catch.

He was also a child who loved life’s
simple pleasures: seasonal fruit,
fresh cream, green almonds, peas,
and football with the children in his
neighborhood.

His life was filled with the smallest
things...

Yet to him, they were life itself.
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The Father’s
Passing

Saif’s father returned from abroad
when his son was about a year and
a half old.

The little boy needed some time to
grow accustomed to the man who
had been away during the earliest
part of his life.

But the distance between them
soon disappeared.

Their bond grew deep, and Saif
became deeply attached to his
father. He loved going with him and
staying close by his side.

Then the war came.

The family was displaced and lost
their home, and the familiar details
of Saif’s life began to change.

Yet amid everything, his father’s
presence gave him a measure of
safety.

Until 28 May 2024.

Saif was with his father in Deir
al-Balah.

His father bought a bundle of
bread, handed it to Saif, and asked
him to take it home while he
finished a short errand.
Saif did not want to go.

He wanted to stay with his father.
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He cried and asked to go with him,
but his father reassured him and
told him to return home.

Saif carried the bread and went
back.

He did not know it would be the last
time he would ever see his father.

About two hours later, the news
arrived.

His father had been killed.

In that moment, Saif did not just
lose his father.

He lost the man he had followed
wherever he went, the friend
whose side he never wanted to
leave, and the person whose
presence had made him feel safe
amid the war.

That day, Saif grew years older all
at once.
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The Day Everything
Changed

After losing his father, Saif tried to
help his family.

He worked with his uncles selling
vegetables, and his gift for
arithmetic soon resurfaced.

He calculated prices and money
quickly, as though numbers were
always reminding him of the child
he had been—and of the dream
still waiting for him.

Nearly a year after his father was
killed, he went with one of his
uncles to the Shuja’iyya
neighborhood to help dismantle
and move tents.

Saif did not feel well that day.

He told his mother:

“Mama... I'm tired. | can’t go
today.”

But in the end, he went.

While they were in the area, tanks
advanced and a shell fell nearby.

Saif fell to the ground, wounded.

Amid the fear and pain, he was not
looking for just anyone.

He wanted only one person.

His mother.
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He kept repeating:

‘I want to see my mother... Take
me to my mother.”

Saif was taken for medical
treatment.

When his mother reached him,
she was given the news that would
change their lives once again.

The injury had damaged his spine.

Saif could no longer walk.
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His Mother...
His Strength

Saif left the hospital, but the battle
was not over.

He needed constant care,
treatment, medical supplies, and
help with even the simplest details
of daily life.

In the places where the child had
once run, his mother now carried
him in her arms.

From one place to another.

From one bed to another.

From one difficult day to an even
harder one.

His mother had lost her husband
and her home. Then she found her
eldest son unable to move.

Still, she remained by his side.

Her hands became his feet when
he could not move.

Her voice became his reassurance
when he was afraid.

And her embrace became the
home that war could not destroy.
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When Hunger Became
Another Enemy

The injury was not the last ordeal
Saif would face.

Then came hunger.

His body weakened, he lost a
great deal of weight, and his
health began to deteriorate.

He had to return to the hospital.
Examinations revealed serious
kidney problems and kidney
stones, beginning yet another
chapter of treatment.

His body was fighting more than
one battle at once.

The injury.

Paralysis.

Hunger.

lliness.

And the loss of his father.

And yet...
Saif was still here.

Fighting on in his own way.

When the hours inside the tent
stretched long, he held his phone
and played games, trying to create
a small window through which he
could escape the weight of his
days.

Behind the screen, he could be a
child again for a little while.
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The Wheelchair

Then came the wheelchair.

To some, a wheelchair may seem
like nothing more than a means of
getting around.

For Saif, it was something far
greater.

It was a doorway.

After a long period of relying on
others to move from place to
place, he could finally venture
outside the place where he was
living.

He saw the street again.

He felt the air.

He met people.

And after being confined for so
long, his life began to open up

once more.

His spirits lifted, and his physical
condition gradually improved.

Most importantly...

Saif began to return to the world.
The question was no longer:
Can Saif walk?

Instead, it became:

Where does Saif want to go?
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Returned to the Field

His childhood love of football had
never left him.

He returned to sporting events and
activities—this time in his
wheelchair.

At one event, the players and
those in attendance lined both
sides of the path, forming a guard
of honor for him.

Saif moved between them in his
wheelchair.

The applause rose around him.
And his mother was there.

He looked at her.
She looked back at him.

Perhaps neither of them needed to
speak.
She knew how far he had come.

And he knew how much she had
carried him so that he could reach
that moment.

It was a very different scene from
the playing fields of his childhood.
This time, Saif was not running
after the ball.

But he was on the field.

He was smiling.
He was present.

And that alone was a victory.

cltl ) ole

ailgab (6 Lapw gl Lill pasll 645
E aijsl3 go weiai ol

03ag willlesllg aslyl clgal Il sl
lpaiall duuys Gle éyall

ogicill cebol Oluslicll (s20] (69
lgeing Gubll b Gle ggpolollg
Liopd ljoo ol

Granill vilgnl culei

s aol cuilsg

Lgyl ybi
-adl Oybig

LU ] Lagio sl aisy al Loy
asbs il Gibll wo)2i o

Sl Jpg b diloo @5 ey gag
aballl 03a

L.Lc_u_o L'}_C ITI... £ " alﬁ
ailgab

03m )4l wald PBSp wauw giy ol
6yall

waslall 6 glb aidl
-pauiy glsg
JBb glig

Jjlodil glb 0a0g l3ag

21



The Dream
Still Walks

People ask Saif about the future.
After  everything that has
happened, some might expect a
different answer.

But he still remembers the
numbers.

He remembers the math problems
he loved to solve.

He remembers his aunt sitting
beside him and teaching him
arithmetic.

And he remembers the dream of a
child who knew nothing of war,
displacement, hospitals, or
wheelchairs.

That child is still there.

And his dream remains the same:

“l want to become an accountant.”
Today, Saif may no longer be able
to run after the ball as he did in
childhood.

But he is still pursuing something
greater...

His future.
The war took his home.

It took his father.

It left him with an injury that
changed his life.
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And hunger exhausted his body.

But one thing remained beyond its
reach:

His dream.

So when you look at Saif, do not
look at the wheelchair.

Look at the child sitting in it.
At the boy who loves the sea.
At the footballer.

At the young fisherman.

At the son who still carries his
father in his heart.

At the student who loves numbers.

And at the accountant he hopes to
become one day.

This is not the story of a child
whose feet stopped moving.

This is the story of a child...
Whose dream still walks.
Saif Hijazi

A dream does not need two feet to
reach its destination.
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Scan the QR code
to access the digital edition.
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Saif Hijazi
Born: 27 August 2012
From: Deir al-Balah
Dream: Accountant
Favorite Hobby: Fishing

Favorite Sport: Football
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Do You Have a Story Worth Telling?

If you believe your story, or the story of someone you know
deserves to be heard, we would love to hear from you.

Get in touch with us.
Your story could become the next edition of the Stories of Hope series

@®+972 59-270-9090 @ www.phoenixhub.co @ info@phoenixhub.co [
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