
2 Just one page is saved from this diary, and it is missing a date.

Assil, b. 2005. Syria




(...)



In my village, the air is light, and trees dance to its rhythm. The smell of the soil touches the soul 
and the sunset, telling stories and scattering things. I left my pillow, yes, my blue pillow. I used to 
rest the tiredness of the never-ending playing on that pillow, before 27/07/2012. Maybe some 
people would be surprised that I don’t have any nostalgia for anything in my village except my 
blue pillow. Some people may assume that I miss my grandfather’s house and my childhood 
classmates, but, sorry to disappoint you, the thing I miss the most is my blue pillow because it is 
the only thing that could have made me feel safe in my exile.2
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