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The following excerpt has been translated from the pages of a child’s notebook found in the rubble of a home 
somewhere in Iraq. 

Last night bombs started falling from the sky. They were very loud and scary, like big booms of 
thunder. They made the whole house shake, so we all ran outside. There were many people in the 
street and everyone looked scared. We could see black smoke in the sky. It wasn’t close, but everyone 
was still scared. Some people said it was the Americans, but I don’t believe them. I know we learned 
in school that our governments don’t get along, but the Americans are fighting a war against our 
neighbors, not Iraqis. Besides, we didn’t do anything to them. 

Mother said I should keep writing in my school journal. She said it will make me feel better, but 
I’m still scared. 

 

More bombs fell from the sky last night. I heard that my school was destroyed and some of my 
friends were killed by bombs that fell on their homes, so now I believe what everyone says about the 
Americans. I don’t know what we did to make them want to drop bombs on us. I wanted to write a 
letter to Mr. George Bush and tell him we were sorry for whatever we did and let him know it was 
probably just a misunderstanding. But, mother said it wouldn’t do any good. She said it had to do with 
something that happened to his baba a long time ago; something he was embarrassed about. I asked 
her what it was, but all she said was, “It’s okay, Baby. Don’t you worry about that.” I still wanted to 
write to Mr. Bush and tell him we were sorry his baba was embarrassed. 

 

Bombs fell out of the sky again today. Baba says we have to stay inside even when the house is 
shaking. We have to hide from the bombs and sleep in the middle of our house. We’re not allowed to 
turn on any lights at night. It’s very scary and hard to see. Sometimes I trip and fall down.  

 

The bombs have been falling out out of the sky for many days now. We have already run out of 
fruit and meat, but not dates. Mother says we have to ration our food, so we can only eat one small 
meal a day, before it gets too dark. Sometimes my tummy makes noises when it’s hungry, but I don’t 
tell anyone. 

Every day I hear sirens from ambulances. Sometimes they sound close and sometimes far away. I 
always worry that someone is hurt—maybe one of my teachers or friends was hurt by a bomb. I miss 
my teachers and all of my friends. I hope the bombs stop soon. 

 

Yesterday, the bombs stopped falling, but we stayed inside until today. When we finally went 
outside, there were many people in the streets. The grown-ups all talked to each other—some of them 
hugged and cried, others waved their hands at the sky and cursed the Americans. Many of the homes 
in our neighborhood were damaged by the bombs. I don’t know if anyone was hurt; no one would 
talk about that. 



We needed food, so mother took me to the market. The whole town was a mess. Many buildings 
were destroyed by the bombs, and there were stones and bricks everywhere—in the streets and 
walkways. And everything was covered with grey dust. It was everywhere and made people cough, 
even the girls and women whose faces were covered with the burka or veil. 

When we got to the market, it was crowded. I never saw so many people at the market before. 
Most of the stalls were empty, and there was no meat hanging anywhere, not even one old goat. Even 
the damaged food was taken. All of the shelves in the stores that weren’t bombed were bare too. And 
everyone looked sad and angry. Some people argued and fought with each other over the things they 
wanted, but not the way they do when they try to get a good deal. 

I saw a boy from my school named Jafur while we were at the market. He said, “I hate the 
Americans! When I’m older, I’m going to go to America and kill them all!” I was surprised to hear 
him say such things. In school, he always seemed very quiet and gentle. He told me that an American 
bomb fell on his neighbor Mata’s home, and she and her family died. He said that he and Mata had 
been friends since they were little. I didn’t know what to say, except, “I’m sorry.” I didn’t know Mata; 
she was older than me. I think I said, “Hello,” to her once, and she smiled, but I don’t remember for 
sure now. I don’t know why the Americans would want to kill Mata. 

I told mother what Jafur had told me. “I hate the Americans too.” I whispered. 

“You shouldn’t hate anyone, my dear, even those who do wrong to you,” she said. 

I didn’t say anything else after that, but secretly, I still hate the Americans, even though I don’t 
want to. 

 

The bombs started falling again today. I asked mother how long we would have to keep hiding 
from the Americans’ bombs. She said, “We’ll see.” 

She doesn’t look very happy these days. I miss her smile. She used to smile all the time...and sing. 
She liked to sing when she was making dinner. Sometimes she would sing to me when I was scared 
or my tummy hurt. I haven’t heard her sing anything since the bombs started falling. She and Baba 
just talk and whisper all the time now, but they don’t smile. Baba keeps saying, “Don’t worry, My 
Little Flower, everything will be all right.” But, I can see that his eyes look worried. 

	


