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They Have Names: Hind Rajab

In Her Voice

written by mo sati






A light.




I

The Memories

My name is Hanood.
They called me Hind.
Mama called me her light.
My brother called me the fastest runner in the alley.
And I was.
No one ever caught me.


I lived in a place where bread smelled like magic,
where cats ruled the alleyways,
where the sky whispered secrets to the fig tree,
and the sea tickled the shore.
Where the sun teased me every morning—
“Wake up… wake up sleepy head, time to play.”
But I was already awake.
Daydreaming.


I loved Fridays.
Fridays were for mangoes, strawberries, peaches.
Mama always took me with her to the market.
Her hand was a map.
I followed it to olives and laughter,
to the man with the biggest smile,
to the baker who gave me zaatar bread
and a kiss on my hair.


In the summers, the sea called my name.
Not with words—
with shimmer.
With waves clapping for me.
I ran into them like running to Mama—
fast, fearless, like nothing could catch me.


The sea was cold at first,
then it became mine.
My hair caught little rainbows.
My laughter rose into songs—
and even the birds leaned in to listen.


Salt on my lips.
Sun on my shoulders.
Arms wide, waiting for the waves.
Eyes shut, waiting for the surprise.
Sand tickling my feet beneath.
Tiny fish playing hide-and-seek between my legs.


And when I wanted quiet,
I dug a small sea for myself—
a circle of water cupped in sand.
I sat inside it
and pretended I was a queen in a brand-new world.


I built houses from sand—
strong houses, beautiful houses,
houses that didn’t fall until I said so.
And the sea watched me,
like it was proud.


I had a pink backpack.
Inside: socks that danced,
a dress that made me spin like a ballerina,
a toy stethoscope that healed,
a notebook full of stars.
Drawings of Mama’s face, her smile, her hands.
And sleeping cats.
I really, really loved cats.


I’ve always loved to sing.
I sang while hopping on squares with my cousins.
I sang while drawing,
and jumping rope with my schoolmates.
Sometimes, I made up my own songs.
Every morning, walking to school,
I would sing my favorite song.
And when I forgot the words…
I just made up new ones.


I graduated from kindergarten last year.
Mama braided my hair with white ribbons.
We wore silky black robes, shiny scarves,
and square hats that kept slipping off.


Mama sat in the front row—
right next to my little brother.
They waved at me the whole time.
I felt so big.
So important.


Mama cried.
She said,
“That’s my doctor up there.”
I laughed.
I hadn’t even finished first grade yet.


The moment I loved most was braiding Mama’s hair.
I loved how it slipped through my fingers—
silky smooth and smelling like jasmine.
And when I was done,
I braided bracelets
with every color I could find.


My favorite memory was watching Mama cook.
I would sit on the counter
and watch her turn greens into delicious meals.
She made me cake on my birthdays.
I always dipped my finger into the mix—
before it was even baked.


I was going to be a doctor.
Not the kind who only fixes bruises—
but the kind who listens
until a broken heart begins to sing again.


Mama said I could do it.
That I already had the heart.
And the hands.


I used to pretend I was a doctor.
I would check my little brother’s heart with my stethoscope.
“You are fine. You will live.”
And he always smiled.
And he believed me.
Every time.

·  ·  ·



II

The Departure

Then one day, the sky turned to metal.
Dark. Gloomy.
The earth began to hum with hunger—
and rage.
The sun forgot how to rise.
And the sea—
the sea thrashed and foamed,
its waves roaring with fury,
as if it, too, had seen too much.


We left—
me, uncle, auntie, cousins.
We carried nothing but our names.
Our memories.
Our hope to return.


The tanks were already there.
Lined up.
Not by mistake.
Not in confusion.
Waiting.


They roared and revved,
threatening everything around them.
Each tread pressed into the earth with menace.
Each barrel aimed without flinching.


And then—
they opened fire.
Shells tore through the car.
Shrapnel shredded the seats.
Bullets split skin and bone.


In seconds—
those around me, gone.


Four cousins.
Auntie.
Uncle.


My cousin Layan called for help.
Her voice cracked the sky.
She screamed,
“They are shooting at us. The tank is right next to me.
We’re in the car, the tank is right next to us.”
She shrieked, “They’re still shooting!”


And then—
she was gone.

·  ·  ·



III

The Wait

I was alone.
The car became a cradle of limbs.
Bullets trapped in the windows—
a lullaby from death.


Through a bullet hole, I saw the cannon.
It wasn’t lost.
It wasn’t confused.
It saw me.
It saw my eyes.


And still it stayed.
Still it pointed.
Still it waited—
as if daring me to blink first.


I was not a shadow.
I was not a ghost.
I didn’t blink.


·  ·  ·

Three hours.
I waited three hours.
A child.
Alone.
Waited to be saved.


Do you know the shape of waiting?
It’s round—like a clock.
It’s heavy—like breathing while an elephant is sitting on your chest.
It sits in front of you,
and you watch it.
Tick.
Tick.
Tick.
Tick.


Each tick—a bullet.
Sixty bullets per minute.
But I wasn’t counting.
I was holding my breath
for three hours.
My heart jumped out of my body
with every tick.


Now, imagine yourself in my place
surrounded by tanks, bullets, drones, and falling bombs.
For just three minutes.


·  ·  ·

How does that feel?


·  ·  ·

Then—
a sound.
Not a bomb.
Not a rocket.
A ring.
Small. Trembling.
Long-awaited.
Hopeful.


They spoke.
Their voices spilled through—
faint, like underwater.
Like dreaming.

·  ·  ·



IV

The Call

Hello? Hello? Are you there?


Yeah…


What’s your name, habibti?


Hanood.


Hanood, habibti, stay with me, okay?


Okay.


Don’t hang up, okay?


Okay…
They’re all… quiet now.
I checked their hearts.
Only mine is beating.


Who is with you, habibti?


I have my stethoscope with me, you know.
My little brother always pretended he was sick
so he wouldn’t have to go to school…
so I used to check his heart.
Can I check mine again?


Yes, habibti. Go ahead.
Is it beating?


…It’s beating… but small.
Like it doesn’t want the soldiers to hear it.
They’re in the tank.


You see a tank, habibti? Where is it?


It’s in front of me.
So close I can see the barrel…
like it’s looking back at me.


Are you inside the car?


Yeah.


Stay in the car, habibti. Stay down. Go down behind the seat.


I’m not scared.
Mama said when you’re afraid, think of beautiful things.
So I’m thinking of her voice.
She sings when it gets dark.
She said she’ll follow us.
I want to talk to her.
Can you call her?
When you talk to her, tell her I’m being brave.


I will call her. I promise. I will tell her you are brave.


And my brother—
I want to hear him.
I want to tell him I’m the silly one for calling him silly…
When I couldn’t sleep, he made silly
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