Diary Excerpts:
Diaries from the War Childhood Museum’s Collection

Hadil, b. 2007 Syria

(...)

Hadil is my yellow doll's name. She is a teletubby, and looks just like me. Hadil is still in my house
back in Syria, and | see her a lot in my dreams. Images of Hadil flash through my mind:

| suddenly see my house, where my doll is, and the house is getting bombed. | imagine Hadil
under the rubble. Still, the thing | imagine most frequently is that the house didn’t fall on my doll
and that Hadil is safe. | wish someone would be there to take care of her.?

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



