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«210 6ddn Tov Yewova,
Euada TeAIKA TWG YECO YOV VITIPYE Eva OVIKNTO KAAOKaLp!»
Alpmép Kapd

“In the depth of winter,
I finally learned that within me there lay an invincible summer”
Albert Camus

To 6i6Alo avTéd aglep®vetal oe GAOVC EKEIVOUC TTOV
Gpnkav 0 dOvVaUN YuYNg vo. yeplcovy pio. amockevn
pe 0An Toug TN (N KAl va TNV KGvouv pta véa
Tatpida otov 1610 b0V GPEANKAV.

This book is dedicated to all those who have found
the strength to fill a luggage with all their life’s
belongings and make it a new home at the place

‘OMol, O KAANITEXVEC, TIOU HETEXOUV HE TA €pya TOUC OTO All artists that have shared their art through #MyBook where they now reside.
#BiBAioMou eival r unmp&av w@eAOUPEVOI TOU TIPOYPAPUT- are or were beneficiaries of the Accommodation program

T0¢ 2Téyaong mou uhomolei to SolidarityNow (ESTIA - Ztrpr- implemented by SolidarityNow (ESTIA program - Emergency

&n'Ektaktng Avdykng yia tnv'Evta&n kai tn Ztéyaon), pe v Support for Integration and Accommodation), supported

unoothpiEn tn¢ Yrawng Appooteiac tou OHE yia toug Mpo- by UNHCR and funded by the European Union.

OQUYEC KaI TN Xpnpatoddtnon tne Eupwmaikric ‘Evaong. 2222528 LA\,
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To Bi6Aio Mov My Book

To Bi62io Mov: uia mpocmddeia
Va TIPOGTIEPAGOVYUE TOV EAVTO UIAC
«aImo TNV KAAN UEPLA»

My Book: trying
to overtake ourselves
on the “good side”

Avtiyévn Avpmepdkn, evikn Aievdidvrpia, Solidarity Now Antigone Lyberaki, General Manager, SolidarityNow

H téyvn, Aéve moAdol, pag emtpémel va vrepbodue
™Y KOONPEPIVOTNTO, ETILTPETOVTAC GTO TL AULGOUVOUO-
GTE V0. ERPPAGTEL YWwPIC epmddia kot Teptoptopovg. O
momtng T.Z."EAlot dewpoioe 611 n Téxvn dev exppdgel
u6vo avtd mov NdN €xelg, aAld, péow TNG OVTOYVW-
olag, Gov ETITPETEL VO TO eTMAVENGEIS: «Agv eival n
Erppaon TG TPOCGWTIKGTNTAC, OAAd N amédpacn amé
™mv mpocwmikétnTa. AAAd, yia va déder va amodpdoel,
TPETEL TPWTA KAVElC va €xel alodnuaTa Kal TEOCWITL-
KROTNTO».

O Appdvt, o Aypavt, o Iumpanu, n Pdatipo kot o
ApmvtoUd, o Kopéd, n Tovacdv kot n Zavd, n Zal-
vapm, o Nakap, o MAgvt kat o AL, yopaktnpitovtol
¢ TPOGPVYEC, LETUVAGTEC KAL aLITOVVTEC AGVA0. Olot
Toug eival weehovpevol Tou SolidarityNow. Ma mdve
om’ 6Aa, GvdpowTtot. To vipo mov Toug cuvdéel, elvat
n Téxvn: n twypaeikn, n TOMGN, TO. OINYNUATA KAL O
totopleg, N oL oTiyol poam. AuTti TOug eTITPETEL, TOV
kadéva kal Tnv kodepia Eexwprotd, va Gpouv did6doug
ota@uyne o’ 660 ToLg TANYOVOUY ONULOVEYOVTAC
KOVOVPYLO TIPOGWTILKG KOGPO, TO OULGLOO0E0 KOL pE
YOOUOTA TILO POTELVA.

«To BiGAio Mov» elval n TPoGwTIkN popTvpia yio
10 TTapeAdov, TIC piteg, yio 6,TL Toug KODOPLLE KAl O,TL
cuveylter va toug kadopitel. Elval tavtdypova kat 1o
OTOGTOYRO TOV OREPEWY, YLO. TO TTOPOV GE VEA Y0P,
oe véo. elpo. Eivatl téhog, n ékppacn 66wy kat eA-
TOWYV yla T0 UEAAOV — yLo. TA GVELPA TOUC YLO. KKOVOVL-
KN» ¢ Eava, Ywpic ToUTENEC KAl GTIYULOTIGUO.

H Téyvn Sumvder pvnueg, emovAovel TANYEC, YEVVA-
el awednpota. Ekepdtoviag 10éeg, odnyel otnv Ka-
dapon kal otnv emkowvwvio. ‘Ol ovtd emidiokel
VO €LKOVOYPOPNCEL OUTO TO €KOOTIKG eyyelpnua Tov
SolidarityNow.

Kat ag¢ pnv Eexvape mog écot e€avaykdgovral ce Glal-
€C WETAKIVNGELS ATIO TOV TOTO TOvg, KOLGUAOVY, pall
LE TIC GTTOGKEVEC, KOl EUTTELPIEC, YVOGELC KOl TAAEVTA.
Kat étot yivovtar kaAdbdTtepol. Magi toug kat epelc.

«To Bi6Aio Mov» elvar 6¢6ata to diké toug Gi6Alo.
Eival épowg kat to diké Mag. Eivat épmpaktn didyevon
aTEVOVTL 0TA GTEPEGTLTIO. KAL TNV KOWVOVIKN TTOOKA-
TaAnyYn. Aol Eemepvdve oL GLVTEAEGTEC TOV €0UTO
TOVC, OC TPOTPETIOUY VO, TO KAvoupe Kot gpelc. Kot
va yivoupe 6hot pogl kaAdtepol GvdpwToL.

Art allows us to transcend the everyday, by allow-
ing feelings to break through barriers and limits.
The poet T.S. Elliot holds that Art does not simply
express what you already possess, but allows you,
through by yourself better, to expand it. “It is not
the expression of personality, but an escape from per-
sonality. But one must have emotions and personality
in order to escape from them”.

Armond, Ahmad, Ibrahim, Fatima and Abdul, Ko-
mel, Wasan and Sana, Zainab, Nakam, Majd and Ali,
can be described as refugees, migrants and asylum
seekers. They are also beneficiaries of Solidarity Now.
But above all, people. The connecting thread is Art:
painting, poetry, short stories, or rap lyrics. Art al-
lows, each one distinctly, to find a way out from what
pains them, constructing optimistic new worlds, suf-
fused with brighter hues.

The "My Book” project is a personal testimony of
their past, their roots, what used to define them and
what defines them still. It is also the distillation of
their thoughts on the present - living in a new coun-
try, a new continent. It is also the expression of fears
and hopes for the future — their dreams to live a
“normal” life again, free of labels and stigma.

Art awakens memories, heals wounds, breeds emo-
tions. By expressing ideas, it can lead to catharsis,
and can build bridges for connections. All these, we
hope, are illustrated in this publication by Solidari-
tyNow.

And let’s not forget that those violently forced to
abandon their homeland, are carrying, together with
dark memories, knowledge and talents. That’s how
they can overtake their own potential. Their example
poses a challenge for all of us — to do better.

“My Book is certainly their book. But it is also Ours.
It refutes in a simple way stereotypes and prejudice.
In the same way that the authors transcend their po-
tential they encourage to follow. And, in so doing,
we can all do better than we thought we could.
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«Etot elvar 11 ton», «Ta kadltepa épxovtar» | Appovt IleAévte, montng, Kovykd
“That’s life”, “The best is yet to come” | Armond Pelenda, poet, Congo

"Epyo twypapwng | Axpavt AALayép, twypdgog — momtig, Zvpla
Paintings | Ahmad Alzaher, painter — poet, Syria

‘Epya twypagwkng | Iumpanu Magvt, twypdeog, Zvpla
Paintings | Ebraheem Majed, painter, Syria

«AT6 10 ddAapo oty e€oplox» | Ddnpa Kpley, montpra, Zvpia
“From the chamber to exile” | Fatima Kriem, poet, Syria

«'ExkAnon yia v ekmaidevon g a@pikovikng veolaioc» | AurmvtoOA EAdvt Mray, ontng, Touwvéa
“Speaking out for the education of African youth” | Abdoul Elhadj Bah, poet, Guinea

«Xwplgc Adyo» | Zaivaps Avvav, cuyypagpéac — momtpla, AiGavog
“With no reason” | Zainab Annan, writer — poet, Lebanon

‘Epyo twoypaewng | Nakay (Moydpevt Apmvtovddy), twypdeog — cuyypagéag, lpdr
Paintings | Nakam (Mohammed Abdullah), painter — writer, Iraq

«Hpweg», «Zon», €pya twypapiking! Matvt Zayévt, 6TiXovpyoc — wypdeog — ndototdg, Zvpla
“Heroes”, “Life”, paintings | Majd Sayed, song writer — painter — actor, Syria

«S.J. Ektetopévn» | Lava Navtiv, Tomtpia, [okotdy
“S.J. Rife” | Sana Nadeen, poet, Pakistan

«II6Aepoc yia v Etpnvn» | Kopéh Movvtg Atdvt, povokdg — momntng, Ipav
“War for Peace” | Komael Munji Azad, musician — poet, Iran

«Oupdpar» | Tovacdv Nacebp, momtng, Ipdk
“I Remember” | Wasan Nassar, poet, Iraq

"Epya twypapwng | Moydpavt AN Agigipavt, twypdeog — yAvmtng, lpdv
Paintings | Mohammad Ali Azizirad, painter — sculptor, Iran
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C’est la vie

De I’essence a ’existence subsiste la substance dans une trajectoire accidentée appelé «la vie».
La substance est-elle I’ame dans I’homme?

La vie continue de m’enseigner malgré tout!

Oui, c’est la vie.

Dans ce monde si complexe et litigieux, mon ame innocente embrasse les réalités de mon quotidien.
Vivre pour vivre ou vivre pour la vie?

La vie continue de m’enseigner malgré tout!

Oui, c’est la vie.

Peine perdue pour tous mes efforts et mes sacrifices, le désespoir envahit mon subconscient.
Est-ce la raison ou mon instinct fragile qui me pousse a la consternation?

La vie continue de m’enseigner malgré tout!

Oui, c’est la vie.

Performances, productivité, succes, stabilité... Mais aussi, désillusions, déceptions, instabilité, échecs...
Est-ce un hasard ou une fatalité?

La vie continue de m’enseigner malgré tout!
Ouli, c’est la vie.

A la perte de vitesse, mon destin se dénature et mon ame impuissante assiste a cette triste réalité.
Est-ce possible d’espérer encore une fois avec mon ceeur?

La vie continue de m’enseigner malgré tout!

Oui, c’est la vie.

A la recherche de mon identité perdue, le questionnement sur le moi sera la meilleure approche.
Mais il faut d’abord prouver mon existence. Et comment le faire?

Seule mon absence peut prouver que j’ai existé.

La vie continue de m’enseigner malgré tout!

Oui, c’est la vie.
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ATté v ovsia 6ty UtapEn Topapével N oLGIo G PLla TPAXLE TPOXLE TTOV OVOUALETOL «Lw1]».
Etvar yuyn n ovoia 6tov Gvdpwmo;

H twn cuveyitet va pe diddoker mdpa tovto!

Nau, €10t elvatl n gon.

Y& aUTOV TOV TEPITTAOKO KOl AUPIAEYOUEVO KOGP.O, N Ad®O YUYT] OV AYKOALALEL TIC TTPAYUATIKOTNTEG
NG KOOMPEPIVAG POV LNG.

Na gobpe yia va ¢obpe 1 vo fovpe yia T (on;

H twn cuveyitel va pe diddoker mdpa tovto!

Nau, €10t elval n gon.

Katé6ada k6mo yio kGde pov mpoomddeia, yio kade pov duaia, n amedniola elo6aAAel 610
VTTOGUVEIONTS Pov.

Elvar avtég o Adyog 1 10 €09pavGTO €VOTIKTO L0V TIOU pe 00NYel GTNV ATToyvVOoN;

H twn cuveyitet va pe diddoker mdpa tovto!

Nau, €10t elval n gon.

ATOTEAEGPOTIKOTNTA, TO.QOYOYIKOTNTA, ETLTLVY(A, GTODEPOTNTA... AAAG KOl 0TTOYONTEVGELC,
amoddppvvon, abebaldétnta, amotuyliec...

Elvar cOpmttwon 1 porpaio;

H twn cuveyitet va pe diddoker mdpa tovto!

Nau, €10t elval n gon.

Me v amm@Aelo TaxTNTOC, TO TETPOPEVO OV EIVOL LETOVGLLREVO KAl a.6oNndNTn N Yuyn pov
TapakoAovdel outn T OABePN TTPUYUOTIKOTNTO.

Etvar duvatdv vo. ehmtiter kot TaAL n kapdid pov;

H twn cuveyitel va pe diddoker mdpa tovto!

Nau, €10t elvatl n gon.

Y& avagnTnon Tng XopEvig Pov tautoTNTag, pévo n evoookoOTNoN do elval N KOAVTEPN TPOGEYYLON.
AANG TtpdTO TTPéTtel vo. amodellw v OTTapcn pov. Kal g va 1o kdvw;

Moévo n amovcia pov propei va amodellel 611 vNpla.

H twn cuveyitet va pe diddoker mdpa tovto!

Nau, €10t elval n gon.

That’s life

From essence to being remains the substance along this uneven trajectory called life.
Is substance the soul of man?

Life keeps on teaching me nevertheless!

Yes, that’s life.

In this so difficult and litigious world, my innocent soul embraces the realities of my daily life.
Live just to live or live for being alive?

Life keeps on teaching me nevertheless!

Yes, that’s life.

Despair has invaded my subconsciousness for the waste of time of all my efforts and sacrifices.
Is it reason or my fragile instinct which pushes me to dismay?

Life keeps on teaching me nevertheless!

Yes, that’s life.

Performances, productivity, success, stability... But also disappointments, deceptions, instability,
failures...

Is it coincidence or fate?

Life keeps on teaching me nevertheless!

Yes, that’s life.

To be losing momentum, my destiny becomes distorted and my helpless soul witnesses this sad reality.
Is it still possible to hope once more with my heart?

Life keeps on teaching me nevertheless!

Yes, that’s life.

Seeking out for my lost identity, questioning myself will be the best approach.
But first I have to prove that I exist. How can I do that?

Only my absence can prove I ever existed.

Life keeps on teaching me, nevertheless!

Yes, that’s life.



Le meilleur est a venir

Si longue a duré cette nuit, en compagnie des étoiles et de la lune, on a marché sans se lasser.
Les prieres et les cantiques étaient les armes qui renouvelaient mes forces durant cette marche nocturne.
Soudain, une lumiere s’est vue au bout de ce tunnel!

Si longue a duré cette nuit, mon courage et ma détermination se sont matérialisés par les initiatives, les
orientations et les décisions qui m’ont permis de résoudre cette grande équation a «n» inconnue.
Ma conscience me guida dans cet exercice.

Si longue a duré cette nuit, malgré les inquiétudes, les stress et la peur, j’ai gardé un esprit positif.
S’avouer vaincu ne figurait pas dans mon esprit car je tenais a revoir le jour.
Mon moral me rappelait que je n’avais pas droit a I’erreur.

Si longue a duré cette nuit, malgré les obstacles et soucis, je regardais les objectifs fixés et la finalité.
Il a fallu beaucoup d’endurance, de fermeté et de ténacité pour y arriver.
Mon instinct me rappelait chaque fois a I’ordre.

Si longue a duré cette nuit, au bout du tunnel, je vois de mes yeux la lueur du crépuscule disparaitre en
laissant la place au lever du soleil. Ce qui me rassure c’est que cette nuit ne m’a pas rendu aveugle.
La sagesse me demande de garder mon sang froid.

Si longue a duré cette nuit, je me presse de laisser une gravure sur les parois sombres du tunnel pour
qu’une inconnue me lise.

Je suis impatient d’atteindre ce bout fuyant du tunnel car je vois le jour.

Le meilleur est a venir!

oem

A.P.

The best is yet to come

As long as this night lasted, alongside the stars and the moon, we walked without getting tired.
The prayers and the canticles were the means which revitalized my strengths during this night march.
Suddenly, there was light at the end of the tunnel!

As long as this night lasted, my bravery and dedication materialized into initiatives, guidelines,

decisions which enabled me to solve this vast equation to “n” unknown.
My conscience guided me in this process.

As long as this night lasted, despite the anxieties, the stress, the fear, I kept a positive mind.
Admit defeat was not an option because I wanted to see the daylight again.
My spirit reminded me that there was no room for mistakes.

As long as this night lasted, despite the difficulties and the worries, I was keeping setting goals.
A lot of stamina, determination and resilience were necessary to get there.
My instinct would call me to order every time needed.

As long as this night lasted, at the end of the tunnel, I could see the dawn fading as the sunshine
would rise.

What conforted me was, that this night had not blinded me.

Wisdom advised me to keep it together.

As long as this night lasted, I was in a hurry to leave a trace on this tunnel’s dark walls to be
discovered by an unknown woman.

I am impatient to reach the receding end of the tunnel as I can glimpse the daylight.

The best is yet to come!
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Ta kaldvtepa épyovrat A T1. Apuévt Iedévte A P. Armond Pelenda,
montg, Kovyko poet, Congo
Téco no}?n') 8lﬁpl<‘(]0:€ ekelvn N VOXTO, e TN GLVOOELD TWV GGTEPLOV KOL TOU PEYYO.PLOD, ‘;6_‘; W
TEPTATNGOPE GKROVPOGTA. ¢ M

O1 tpocevy€g kat oL DvoL NTav Ta 6TTAC TTOV avavéwcay TN dUVOUN Kov Katd tn dtdpketa
avToL TOU VVYTEPLVOD TIEPLTIATOV.
Ea@Vikd, 6To TEAOC AVTAC TNC GNEAYYOC eR@aviaTnke €va @ug!

Téco oD dinpknce ekelvin N vOYTA, T0 0GPPOC KOL N OTTOPAGLIGTIKOTNTA POV EVGUPKROINKAY
6TIC TTPWTOBOVALEG, TIC KATEVDVVGELS KOL TIC UTTOPAGELS TTOV POV ETETPEWPUY VO AVGW VTN TN
peydn e€lowon pe Tov Ayvonoto ‘X .

H cvuveidnon pov pe odfynce 6e avti Tnv doknon.

Té60 moAd dinpknoe exkelvn n viyTa, TOEAG TIC avnovyieg, To ayxog kat 1o 6o pov, To Tvedua
pov Ttapépeve 6Ta.depd JETIKO.

Noa opoloynow v t1a pov dev TEPace atd T0 PLaAd pov KodOC NOEAD va avTikpicw TN
uépa Eava.

To ndwé pov pod vIevdiyite Teg TePdWELo yio. Addog dev elyo.

T660 moAD dinpkrnoe exkeiviy n vOyTa, TOPG TO EUTTOOLO. KAL TIC 0VNGUXIEC, €€€TAGO. TOUC GTGYOUC
6AOVC TV ATTAOVOVTAY UTTPOGTE OV KOl TO GKOTO.

Xpetdotnke peydin avtoxi, 6tadepoTnNTa KoL ETPOVA yLa va @Taow Ge autd To onpeio.

To évoTikTO pov pe emavépepe kKADe Popd Ge TAEN.

Téco oAb dinpknce ekeivn N vOYTA, 6TO TEAOC TNG oNpayyag, GAETL pe ta pdtia pov vo.
eCapavitetal n Adpyn Tou AUKGPOTOC APNVOVTUC XDEO YLO. TNV AvOTOAN TOu NAlov. AUt TTOV
pe kadnouvydcel eivar 611 0vTé TO 6pddv dev pe TOPAWGE.

H cogia amartel va kpot® 1O alpo pov 3pocepo.

Té60 moAD dinpkrnoe exkeiviy N vOYTA, TLEW TOV EAVTO POV VA APNCL PLO XOPOKLA GTOUC
GKROTEWVOUC TOlYOUC TNC GNEAYYOC yia va TN dobdcel KATTol0¢ GyvenaToc.

Efpot avumépovog va ¢1acw oe avtd 1o @evyadéo téppa tne onpayyag yati 6Aéne v nuépoa.

Ta kaAOTepa épyovtarl

Y1y meplmtoon tov Appdvt [edévte n @rioco-
@lo kOl N eTGTAUN CAANAOGUUTIANPOVOVTOL KO
yivovtal 1o Oxnpa yia TNV Kotovonoen Tou KGGUov.
O Appo6vt, 36 ypovov, elval évag DeTIKOC ETLOTN-
povag kot @LAécopog, Tov ayamdel to TdAdo Tot-
ntn oA BepAalv kal ypdger moinon.

H avdykn omotimewong Tov orEPeWY KOl TV OL-
GONUATOY ToL Péca amd To Ypurtd Adyo Eekivnoe
otov NTov akopo odl. Q¢ padntng, Eypoype dvo
Oeatpikd épya. Meyaddvovtag dence yia Alyo
™V TonNon yla vo. acXoAndel pe Tnv emoTNEn
Tov. To ypdywo pmike Eavd 6tn {wn Tov oTOVY
ovaykdotnke va eykotodeipel v wotpldo Tov.

‘Ol Eekivnoav 6tn Mopra g Aécbov, dtov KoL

éypaye évo onpelopa yio TIC AOYNUEC GUVONKECG
draBiwonc.

O vTaPEIoUOC KOl Ol EUTTELPIEC TNC (WNC TOV OITO0-
TedoOv mnyég éumvevong Ttou. To ypdyiwo yio
ouTéV elval €vag TPOTOC GITOGULUTIEGNC, €Vag
TPOTOC ERPPACNC, «EVAL Ula PUVT] Uéca aTto ula
Eonuo mov OéAeL va akovaTeDs .

O Appobvt éxel omovddacer Bloynueia oto Iave-
motnuo e Kivedoo oto Koykd kar Emotipeg
¢ I'ng otn TaAAio. To Mdio tov 2018, 6to mAali-
oo ¢ 15n¢ Aedving ‘Exdeong BibAiov otn Ogo-
cohovikn, doBdctnkav 6to ToAAkd Tepimtepo
TOMNP.aTd T0V a6 OV0 GUUTATPLOTIOGES TOV.

In the case of Armond Pelenda, philosophy and
science complement each other and become the
vehicle for understanding the world. Armond
is 36 years old and describes himself as a scien-
tist and philosopher who loves Paul-Marie Ver-
laine, the French poet, and writes poetry.

His need to capture his thoughts and feelings
on paper began when he was still a child. In
fact, when he was a student, he wrote two the-
atrical plays. As he grew up, he left poetry for
a while to concentrate on his science. Writing
came back into his life when he was forced to
leave his homeland. It all began in Moria, Les-
vos, where he wrote a note on the poor living
conditions.

His life experience, along with existentialism,
are the sources of his inspiration. Writing for
him is a way to relieve stress and a means of
expression, “it’s a voice through a desert that
wants to be heard”, he says.

Armond has studied Biochemistry at the Uni-
versity of Kinshasa, Congo and Geosciences in
France. In May 2018, two of his compatriots re-
cited some of his poems in the French Pavilion,
as part of the 15th International Book Fair in
Thessaloniki.
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A Aypovt Adgayxép

twypd@ocg - TTomTNG, Zvpla

O Aypavt elvar 50 ypovov, diknyépoc, wypdpog
KOL TTOWTAG. TN XOpo Tov, TN Zvpla, dAAd ka
otov apabikd k6Gpo, elval £vag arod Toug YVwoTo-
TEPOVC GUYXPOVOUC KAAATEYVES. «ATO dAa doa
KAVW OUWC, TEPLOGOTEPO ayar® 1 twypapikn. Kat
™0 payeio e .

Zel kot wypo@itel. Zoypapitel kat el X1o Ké-
vTpo TNg Adnvag €xet dnpovpynoet éva dapépt-
opa YepaTo ypopota, mvéla kat kabaiéta. Xtnv
TAgopn@ia Tov €YV TOL AXUAVT GTEKOVICO-
VTOL GTIYPEC AT TOV TOAEPO GTNV TaTPida TOv,
¢ «avefltnleg uviuec», OTOC TIC YOPOKTNELCEL,
eve Ge GAAa, AlydTEQO, LTAPYOULV GTIYUEC ATO
0,1t ayamd - dmwg évog TVOKaG TTov amodidet T
XGPN TNG KIVNGNG PLog X0peDdTPLag UITaAéTou.

H twypogwkn 100 divel Tn duvatdétnta vo ekQpo-
otel. No ekppdoel avtd ou €gnoe kat Cet, vo 0o-
GElL YpWUa G 66O TOU AETTOLY KOl OVelpeLETAL.
Ovelpedetal va yiver n (wypa@ikn To enayyeAud
Tov Kal vo. evwdel Eavd pe Ta vtédota wéAn TNg
owoyévelde tov. Ayamd v EAAdda, péoa amd
tov [Hovayidtn Téton kot tnv Ewpnvn Honmd v
omoio amolapbaver otic «Qdéc» Tou Bayyéin
Moroadavaciov.

To 2018, épyo touv Ayxpovt @lAofevndnkav 61N
yopth yio v Haykéopia Huépa touv Ipdapuya
1oL JLoPYavOINKe 6TV AdAVO pe TN GUUKETOXN
Tov SolidarityNow.

A A . Ahmad Alzaher
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painter - poet, Syria

Ahmad is 50 years old; he is a lawyer, painter
and poet. In his country, Syria, and in the Arab
world, he is one of the most famous contem-
porary writers. “I love painting more than any
other art I perform; I love its magic”.

He lives and paints. He paints and lives. In the
center of Athens, Ahmad has created an apart-
ment full of colors, brushes and easels. Most
of Ahmad’s paintings portray moments of war
in his homeland, “indelible memories” as he
characterizes them, while fewer of his paint-
ings depict moments of what he loves - such as
the painting of a ballet dancer portraying her
graceful movement.

Painting enables him to express himself - to ex-
press what he has lived and is living, to give
color to what he is missing and dreaming of. Ah-
mad dreams of becoming a professional painter
and reunite with his family. He loved Greece
through the painter Panayiotis Tetsis and the
actress Irene Pappas, whom he enjoys in Van-
gelis Papathanassiou’s music album “Odes”.

In 2018, Ahmad’s works were exhibited in
the World Refugee Day celebration in Athens
through the participation of SolidarityNow.
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Ipmpanun Mogvt
twypapocg, Zvpia

Meyalodvovtag 610 XaAémt Tng Zuplag pe pia pn-
Té€p0 KOL €VOV TATEPO. TTOV NTOV KOl Ol dVO €QU-
oLtéyxveg twypdpol, o Iumpany Magvt épade va
ayoTtd v téxvn anéd pikpdc kat Non amod 7 ypo-
voOv (wypapitel. Méypt onuepa o 40xpovog ma
Tumponp €xet Tapakolovdncel TOAAG cepvdplo
TwYPO@IKNC KAl KOAAypaglag, evd dNTevce 6TO
TAevpd evig dtdonpov dackdAov kaAAypaplog
610V 0pabikd K6Gpo, Tov Totpa Ipmwpany.

Ou t6mot tov Ipmpany meplBdAdovtar amd vepd
KOl TOV guTtvéouv. ATo 10 XaAémt, tnv TOAN TTov
6ploketar avapeco ce dvo motdpta, 6to lwdvvi-
va, TNV TOAN pe TN Alpvn, 0oV KAl &L Ao Tov
OktH6p10 T0V 2017 pagl pe T 6dLLYo KAl Ta Tpla
TadLd TouC.

Tov apécel vo twypagitel ywpic TePLOPIGUOVG
QUTO TOL GREPTETAL KOL OULGAAVETOL KA YU’ OVTO
ayortd ™ povtépvo apnponuévn téxvn. Kapbag,
&0No, vepouToylég, OKPULAKG YpopoTa, poAl6L
kat kapBouvo elval To kKaAATeyvikd péca 6To. Yé-
pta. Tov lumponu: «Méoa amd Tovg mvakéc pov
0éAw va TTapovaldow pe Evay TPOTO TTOMTIKO TIC (I-
2060QIKEC pov 10éec>» . ‘Ovelpd Tou elval va dnpt-
ovpynoet éva KaAlreyviké Kévtpo, éva Kévtpo
Teyxvov.

O Tumponp éxer omovddoel Dihoroyia kat 6N Tu-
pla epyatétav o¢ kadNyntie apabikov. To 2018,
épyo tov Ipmpony @uAofevndnkav 61N yloptN
yo. v oykécpta Huépo tov Ilpdopuya mou
dlopyavodnKke oTnv AdMva pe TN GULUPETOYN TOV
SolidarityNow.

[.M. Ebraheem Majed
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painter, Syria

Growing up in Aleppo, Syria, with a mother and
father who were both amateur painters, Ebra-
heem Majed learned to love art from a young
age and has been painting since he was 7 years
old. Today, 40-year-old Ebraheem has attended
many painting and calligraphy seminars and
has been the student of a famous calligraphy
teacher in the Arab world, Juma Ebraheem.

The places in which Ebraheem has lived are
surrounded by water and inspire him - from
Aleppo, the city between two rivers, to loan-
nina, the lake town, where he has been living
since October 2017 with his wife and three chil-
dren.

Ebraheem likes to paint without limits what he
thinks and feels and that is why he loves mod-
ern abstract art. Canvas, wood, watercolors,
acrylic paints, pencil and charcoal are the ar-
tistic mediums in Ebraheem’s hands: “Through
my paintings I want to present my philosophi-
cal ideas in a poetic way”. His dream is to cre-
ate an Art Center.

Ebraheem has studied philosophy and worked
as a teacher of Arabic in Syria. In 2018, Ebra-
heem’s works of art were hosted at the World
Refugee Day celebration in Athens with Soli-
darityNow’s participation.
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From the chamber to exile

Exile engulfed my heart
But couldn’t exile me

The moments tightened around my neck
Expelled by the corners

Bored of my own tales

My eyes shed an ocean begging to stay
Yet, it did not show any breakthrough,
it dragged me to the harbor instead.

I do not hate

The chamber

No light to protect it from dreams, nor a window
Other than a big mirror

To strip us of trees, merchants, names,

historical meaning

We glority it

It cannot keep secrets

Poets knock at its door

(No one else but poets)

Did it dawn on you?
I am no longer in that chamber.

JT

olnua

¥
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Amo 1o dddauo atnv efopla

H e€opla katabpoxdice tnv kopdid pov
AANG dev pmopece vo. W’ eCoploet

O oTiypég opiyyoave T OnAtd yOpw 016 10 Aatpd pov
Awwypévn amo k4de yovid

Kovpaopévn amd Tig idieg Ti¢ 1oT0pieg pov,
ATt6 Ta paTia pov ek6aidel évag wkeavog
IOV IKETEVEL VO pelvel

Kt weté00, kapio Tpdodog de @dvnke
avtideta, pue Tpabnée ato hpdvi.

Ag pioo

To ddAap.o

Agv umtdpyel KOVEVO POC VO TO TPOGTATEWEL

aTto Ta Gvelpa, pnTe TOpAdvEo

IMopektdg, évag peydhog kadPEPTNG

No pag amoyvpvovel and dévtpa, eumdpoug, ovépota
KOL TO LGTOPIKO VONUa

Tov dofdtouvpe

Aev propel vo KPATNGEL PUGTIKA

Ot momtég uévo xTumodv TNV TGPTO. TOL
(kaveic GAAog Tapd pévov ol TonTéc)

"Eywva caeng;
Ae Gpiokopal Tia Ge exelvo 10 ddAapO.
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TomTELa, Xupia

H ®dmpa Kplep Eexivinoe va ypdeel moinon oe
nAwkia polg 16 etov. To mpdTO TNC ToiNpa. elye
0épa v ehevdepia. ‘Exovrag Gihoer duodpecteg
epmelpleg 610 GYoAelo dpyioe va eCepevvd TOV
EGWTEPIKO TNG KOGUO GYETIKA vwplc. Ttnv Toin-
on n @atpo é6poke katapLyo, VO TOVTSPOVA
ovagnToVCE OTTOVTINGELC GXETIKA Pe TN (N KAl TO
vonpa tng.

Tevvndnke otn Pdra tne Zvplog 1o 1980. Zhuepa,
n Toinon elvar n devTEPN OYATIN TNG WETA TNV OL-
koyéveld tng. Eivar mavtpepévn pe tov Iuymponu
Moagvt kat pogl pe to tpla Toug TTadd ouv oto.
Iwdvviva.

Méypr onpepa éxouv ekdodel dVO TONTIKEC GUA-
Aoyéc ng @atipa 610 apabikd, evo éxer Aabel pé-
00C Ge JLAPOPa APLEPOUATO, ERTIOUTIEC KOL EYEL
KAveL ONUOGLEVGELS GYETIKA pe Tnv Ttoinon. Magl
pe tov Gvtpa g, n Patipo NTaV TO.POVGLOGTEC
ekTopTING 6 apabikd kavdAl Tov apopoice GTNV
KOLTIKN GUYYPOoveY TomTov. ‘Ovelpd tng eivar va
emavéNdel n ehevdepla koL N €LPNVN GTN XOPO TNG,
™ Zvpla, aAAd kot e GAeg T YOPEC TOV KOGPOV
IOV TTANTTOVTAL AT TTOAEUO KAt dVGTLYLA.

H ®drtipa éxer omovddoer Apabikn Aoyoteyvia 6to
IMovemotApto TG Aapaokol Kol €pYOGTNKE ©C
kadnyntpla apabikov otn Xvpla kat 6to Kovbért.
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F.K. Fatima Kriem
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poet, Syria

Fatima Kriem started writing poetry when she
was only 16 years old. Her first poem was about
freedom. Having unpleasant experiences from
school, Fatima began to explore her inner world
relatively early. Through poetry, Fatima sought
refuge and searched for answers about her life
and its meaning.

Fatima Kriem was born in Raka, Syria in 1980.
Today, poetry is her second love after her fam-
ily. She is married to Ebraheem Majed and they
live in loannina with their three children.

To date, two of Fatima’s poetry collections have
been published in Arabic, and she has partici-
pated in various tributes, shows and publica-
tions of poetry. Fatima and her husband were
presenters of an Arabic television show about
contemporary poets. Fatima’s dream is to see
freedom and peace back in her country, Syria,
as well as in all other countries of the world that
are suffering from war.

Fatima has studied Arabic literature at the Uni-
versity of Damascus and has worked as a teacher
of Arabic in Syria and Kuwait.

o

Plaidoirie pour I’éducation de la jeunesse Africaine

Face a ces responsabilités qui ne s’assument.

Il faut que je prenne ma plume.

La il faut que je m’exprime.

Car pour moi c’est I’éducation qui prime.

Par mes rimes de mes tripes, ma voix gronde la colere.

Colere d’une jeunesse en détresse.

Détresse qui fait naitre mépris et I’exode.

L’exode de responsable irresponsible.

Il faut ma foi que je m’exprime.

Il faut pour moi que I’éducation prime.

Chers gouvernants vos gouvernés sont opprimés.

Chers responsables votre population vit dans le désespoir.

Chers députés vos citoyens tirent la sonnette d’alarme.

Nous ne mangeons pas a notre faim mais nous voudrions étre éduqués.
Ne respirons nous pas tous le méme air? Pourquoi pas les méme facilités?
Etranger en exode... Je perds ma couleur...

Parler de ses peines s’est aussi se consoler.

S O S a cette jeunesse qui meurt!

S O S a ce globe qui pleure!
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A.E.M. A.E.

A .E. M. Apnvtooh EAdvt Mroy A E.B Abdoul Elhadj Bah
montNng, lovvéa poet, Guinea

¥ ¥

¢ .

Speaking out for the education
of African youth

Facing all my responsibilities

I need to grab my pen

I need to express myself

Because for me what is primary is my education

My rhymes come from my guts and my voice

scolds my anger

Anger, anger of a youth in distress

Distress that gives way to contempt and an exodus.

The exodus of those responsibly irresponsible.

But I need to express myself

For me education needs to be primary

Dear governments, your governees are oppressed.

Dear responsible ones, your populations live in despair.
Dear deputees, your citizens are ringing an alarm sonnet.

We don’t satisfy our hunger, but we wish to be educated.

Don’t we all breath the same air?

Why not have the same easiness?
Strangers in an exodus... I lose my color
Sharing your pains, is a way of comfort.
SOS to this youth that dies!

SOS for this planet that cries!

‘ExxAnon yia tnyv ekmaidevon

™M¢ Appikavikic veolaiac

I avtég TIc eVdVVeg TTOL Kavelg dev avalaubavel

[Mpémet va mdpw TO GTLAG POV KAl VO YOO

Topa, Tpémel va ekPPAGT®

Noti yia péva n ekmaldevon Tpoéyel

Me 11¢ pipeg mov Gyaivouvy amd 1o GwIKA pov,

N POV POV POADVEL TO DVPO

To dupd yia pro vedtnto 6e kivovvo

Y& RIVOLVO TOV YEVVA TEPLPPOVNGT KOL AV ©OENON.

Tnv avaywpnon tov avedduvou VITELIUVVOL.

[Mpémel, po v TGN POV, VO EKPPAGID

Mpémel yia péva n exkmaidevon vo eival TpotepatdTnTa.
Avyarnrol kuBepviteg, ol kuBepvapevol cag eival katoTieGuévol
Avyamnrol vmevduvot, 0 Aadg cag et péaa oV aTeATIGIa.
Avyarnrol 6ovdevtég, ot TOAiTEC Gag onpaivouy To GuvaYEPRO
Aev edaivovpe améd tnv meiva, déAovpe va erTOLOELIOVE.
Aev avamvéovpe 6Aot tov (dto 0épa;

TNoti téte dev amolapbdvovpe Ti¢ (dleg GLVONKEG;

Eévog oe avayopenon. Zedwptdiw...

To va wAdg ya Tic TAnyéc Gov eival pépog TNg To.pNYyopLac.
SOS yio avti T veodaia Tov edaivel!

S O Sy’ avtév Tov TAavINTN 7oL KAatet!

«H amootodn mov éyw otn éwn pov eival va vo-
nuatodotricw ™y Umap pov», el o 2lypovog
ApmvtoUA, o oTolog katdyetal amd TNV Aok
kot ouykekptpéva ™ Tovwvéa. O ApmvtoOd ypd-
el Toine KAl Tov apécel TOAD To ddbacpa.

‘Exet dvo ayoamnpévoug cuyypageic, to [dAdo Bi-

kTwp Ovyk® kol T0 cupmatploTy Tov Kopopd
Aayié.

Ytnv EAAGSa Npde to Mdio tov 2017. O dpdp.og
TOV £@pepe TPWTA 6T LAP0, 6TT0V ekel OVOKAAL-
we 611 éxel €épeon 610 ypawiwo. Méow tov ypa-
700 AGYOU UTOPEL KAl GITOTVTIOVEL GTO XAPTL TIC
GREWPELC TOV KL ERPPALEL TIC Tkpieg Tov. ‘OAn
ovtn n dtadikacia tov Gondder va yohapover. H
ekmaldevon elval éva o1té to Gacikotepa dépato
OV TOV ATOGYOAOVV KOl OUTO ERPEALETOL KOL
péoo. armd To ypamtd tov.

O ApmvtoUl, téhewwoe 10 Avkelo ot Touwvéa
kot Tépace oto IavemiotnyLo, 6tn 6X0AN Acpa-
AoTik@Ov kot Tporegikov Xmovdov. Ot 6Tovdég
Tov OtokOTNKROY Glolo, KODOC OVOYRAGTNKE VO
eykatodelpel eomevopévo v moTEldO  TOUL.
[TAéov TpwTo PéANUd Tov eivar va cuveyicel Tig
o1toVdEC Tov oTi¢ [ToMtikée Emiotnpeg, oAAG kat
vo. ypawer éva Gi6Aio yia va epypuywcer 6Aoug
avToUC oL €xouv Ta. i0ta Blopota pe exkelvov.

“My mission in life is to give purpose to my ex-
istence”, says 2l-year-old Abdoul, who comes
from Africa and specifically Guinea. Abdoul
writes poetry and enjoys reading. He has two
favorite writers, the French Victor Hugo and
his compatriot Camara Laya.

Abdoul came to Greece in May 2017. In the
beginning of his journey he found himself in
Samos, where he discovered that he had a flair
for writing. He has found that, through writ-
ing, he can convey his thoughts on paper and
express his bitterness. All this process helps
him relax to this day. Education is one of the
most important issues for Abdoul, and this is
also reflected in his writings.

Abdoul completed High School in Guinea and
got accepted in University, in the School of In-
surance and Banking Studies. His studies were
violently interrupted when he had to leave his
homeland. His first concern is to continue his
studies in Political Science and to write a book
aiming to inspire everyone who shares the
same experiences.
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Xwpic Aoyo

Elvar dvol&n petd anéd éva poakpd xepova, £vav kpvo
XeWova, éva 6rANEo yewwvao. Kot tirrota dev elvat evtd-
Eel. Autn ™ oTiypn, N (on pov £xel oAAGEeL.

Oa piAnow Alyo yia tov eauto pov. Elpat n Avyk. ‘Exw
pa TOAD TEGTT OKOYEVELQ, Lo TTOAD NPEUN KOL OLOP®N
OLKOYEVELD.

Elpat éva puppnykt, évo moAd adivapo poppnykt. Avtn
n pépa mov dAla€e TN Cwn pov, ™ dupdpat. Ty nuépa
ekelvn TPEYaUE pe TN PNTEPA Pov, 0AAG Ywpic Tov TTaTé-
pa pou. Tou eima av pmopel va €pdel pogl pog. Ouudapat
OKOPO TNV OTTAVINGT TOV: «Aev umopd v’ apiow Tétola
uépa ™ Gacihiood pag. Oa Epdw yeTd amo cag, unv avy-
ovyeite, da 10wdovue Eavd. Iepiuéveté ues.

AAMNG moté de Gynke amd to Gacileo. ‘Eperve péaa,
OTTWG 6AoL. Agv pTopoiGa Vo, TIGTEWYL GTO KATLO KOV,
"Hrav n (dio. uAN puppnykidv mov mdAevay pe pro GAAn
@UAN pupunyklov. Avtd mov elda ekelvn v nuépa,
avTé pe ékave va TOTEYR OTL ElP0oTE TEPATO.

«I1oY mnyatvovue topa;» «Ilnyaivovue oe éva dido Gaoi-
Ae10». Avté pov eime n untépoa pov.

[To¥ eivat ot TaAiol pov @idot; Ae Gplokw kavévav avtn
™ oTypn. Oa dw Eava Toug @idoug pov; Mévo 1o péd-
Aov yvwplgel TNV amdvInen Ge avti TNV €pOTNON.
Bpioképaate oto véo Gaoilero. OéAw va Eerkviow pia
véo. to1, va 6Aéntw Eava toug @iloug povu. Elvar evtdlet,
oL TTatépeg Toug Pévouy pati toug, aAdd o dikdg pov
natépag 7o eivat; IIietedw 6Tt Lo pépa do. Tov Guva-
vINow Eavd kot do. éxovpe TOANG vo TTOVpE.
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With no reason

It’s spring after a long winter, a cold winter and a
harsh winter. Nothing is okay! At this time, my life
has changed.

[ will talk a little bit about myself. I am Ang. I have a
very warm family, a very calm and beautiful family. I
am an ant, a very weak ant. This day that changed my
life, I remember it.

That day, | was running with my mother but without
my father. I asked him if he can come with us. I still
remember his answer: “I can’t leave our queen alone
this day. I will follow you, don’t worry, we will see
each other again. Wait for me”.

But he never left the kingdom. He stayed there, like
the rest. I couldn’t believe my eyes. It was the same
breed of ants fighting with another ant breed. What

I saw that day has made me believe that we are
monsters.

“Where are we going now?” “We are going to another
kingdom”. That’s what my mother told me.

Where are my old friends? Am I going to see my
friends again? Only the future knows the answer to
this question.

We are in the new kingdom. I want to begin a new
life and see my friends again. They are fine, their
fathers are living with them, but where is my father?
[ believe that one day we will meet again, and we’ll
have a lot to talk about.

Xwpic Aoyo

Topa tw oe éva pépoc. Exkel tovv dha ta pupunykia

ot Tpéo@uyeg. Inyaivew 6to oyodelo. Aev E€pw av pov
apécel n véa apyn N oxt, aAAG pov Aeimel kATl Agv €xw
kavévo, Aéyo va. w.

Y10 6)0Aeio pov, o kadNYNTNG pdg divel pra epyacio. H
epyacia elval pla epwtnon. Avtn n epwtnon eivar «T7
élete va yivete oto péddov;». Aev éxo dvelpa. Ioté dev
TO €0 OKREQPTEL.

Eépw pia daokaia ov Gondd To Tadid pe TIg epYOGleg
Toug KAl 90 TNC Ttw: <Eyw wa epyacios. Oo pe Gondn-
oel, 0AAG dev E€pw av pmopel va pov dvoel Eva Gvelpo
n oyL.

I autév 1o Adyo elpar €30 Twpa. Akodw Ta GRpatd
™G, 0o €pdel GOVTOPO. Oa éyovpe pio Guvoptiia.

- Teta cov Avyk, Ti éyovpe va kAvouvpe oNnpepa;

- H epyacia eivar povo pio epdtnon.

- TTota elvar 1 epoTNoN avtn; MTopd va pi€w pia patid;
Avolyet apyd to 1eTPddI6 pov kot T dtabagel. Eivar
novyn ywa éva Aentd. Metd, pe potdet:

- Avyk, €yeic éva 6velpo;

- Oy

- Aev éyeic tlmmota;

- Oy

- MTtopolpe vo amavTNoovpe Ge AQUTAV TNV €POTNON
petd. Mmop® vo oe pwTRGL KATL;

- Naut.

- ‘Exeic kGmoto @iAo;

- Towg... vopitw...

- Towg; Tt evvoeig;

- Evvo0... dev tov GAéTtw TTOAD.

- Av 3¢ GAémeig To iAo Gov oD de onuaiver 6Tt dev
elote @ilol. Elpat cwotn;

- Nat, éyerc dikto.

- Avyk, 0éAw va 6ov KAvw pLo GAAn epdTnon. Mmopo;
- Naut...

With no reason

Now I live in a place. That’s where all the refugee

ants live. I go to school. I don’t know if I like a new

beginning or not, but I miss something. I have no

reason to live.

At my school, the teacher gives us a homework. The

homework is a question. This question is “What do

you want to be in the future?”. I have no dreams. |

have never thought about it.

I know a teacher that helps the children with their

homework, and I will tell her: “I have a homework”.

She will help me, but I don’t know if she can give me

a dream or not.

Because of this reason, I am here now. I hear

her steps; soon she will be here. We will have a

conversation.

- Hey Ang, what do we have to do today?

- My homework is only one question.

- What is this question? Can I have a look?

She opens my notebook slowly and she reads it. She is

quiet for a minute. After, she asks me:

- Ang, do you have a dream?

- No.

- Do you have something?

- No.

- We can leave the answer to this question for later.
Can I ask you something else?

- Yes...

- Do you have a friend?

- Maybe... I think so...

- Maybe? What do you mean?

- I mean... I... don’t see him a lot.

- If you don’t see your friend a lot that doesn’t mean

you are not friends. Am I right?

- Yes, you’re right.

- Ang, I want to ask you another question. Can 1?

- Yeah...

27
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Xwpic Adyo

- Tt woelc;

- Moo 1 twn pou.

- Tarti;

- Natl, yrati... dev €xw pla 0AOKANPWUEVT OKOYEVELQ.
Apnoa 1o 6x0leio pov, 10 dAGKOAS pov KAt TO iAo
pov. Eivar apketd avto;

- 'Oy dev elvar.

- T{ 6Aho dédewg;

- Avyk, de pe voldgel To TapeAdov, €xelg éva péAdov
TOpa!

- TToto péAdov evvoeic; Aev éxw kavéva AGyo va {Now.
- Zkéyov i deg, ti de¢ IPATMATIKA;

- O£A0... IEA0 VO GTOPATACL GUTOV TOV TTOAeEPO, DEAW
VO ETUGTPEWPL KOL VO €0 GLTNV T {EGTN KOl NEEPN OL-
Koyévela. Ae DEA® KOVEVA PIKPO LVPPNYKL VO OLGAAVETOL
0UTO OV VIOOW.

- Avyk, 6pfkeg TNV amdvney 6TV €pOTNGY GOv.

- ITota elvar n amwavinon;

- Na 6ondéc! Na 6onddg toug avdpdmoug eivat éva.
oveLpo.

- Mmop® va 6onddn!

- Nat, propeic. Mropeic va Gonddg emeldn €xelg kap-
Otd. Me v kapdid cou pmopeic vo aAAAEELC pio PITAe
kapdtd. MTopeic va yeploeic aydnn tov kécopo. Edv 1o
KAVELC AVTS OGN0 Ta pVpUNYKLO DA €XOUV L0 KOAN Tun.
Kévew Addoc;

- 'Oyt kvpla, dev kGvelg Addog oe avTo.

- llpémel va mag omitt Topa. H pntépa cov pmopel va
avnouyel yio Géva.

[Mpw @Oyw, v koltala kat Tn¢ einta: «Kvpia Bacidikiy,
o€ eVYaPIOTY. Xe eVYapIoTe TOAD!>»

Tnv emépevn pépa 610 GoAelo, Eypaya TNV amdvinon
oY €p0TNON. «OEAw va Toug Gonddw dAovg. Me kdde
TOOTIO TTOV UTT0PW> .

With no reason

- What do you hate?

- I hate my life.

- Why?

- Because, because... I don’t have a complete family.

I left my school, my teacher, also my friend. Isn’t that
enough?

- No, it’s not.

- What more do you want?

- Ang, don’t focus on the past, you have a future
now!

- Which future do you mean? I have no reason to live.

- Think about what you want, what do YOU REALLY
WANT?

- I want... I want to stop this war; I want to go back
and have this warm and calm family. I don’t want
any small ant to feel what I am feeling right now.

- Ang, you found the answer to your question.

- What is the answer?

- Help! Helping people is also a dream.

- I can help!

- Yes, you can. You can help because you have a heart.

With your heart you can change a blue heart. You can
put love in your world. If you do that all ants will
have a better life. Am I wrong?

- No, teacher, you are not wrong in that.

- You have to go home now; your mother might be
worried about you.

Before I left, I looked at her and I told her: “Mrs.
Vassiliki, thank you. Thank you a lot!”

Next day at school, I wrote the answer to this
question. “I want to help everybody. In every way that
I can”.
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Zoivapm Avvav
ouyypagéag - tomtpta, Aibavog

Aoyoteyvia, Toinon, cuyypaen kot 6,1t €xel oyé-
on pe ti¢c Kahég Téyveg, autd elvar pepikd amd ta
YOWUTL TNG veapng Zaivaum Avvdv, mov ta telev-
Tato Tpio Xxpovio Cel pe TNV OWOYEVELd TNG GTNY
EANGOa. H 18ypovn Zaivaum koatdyetol amd 1o
AiBavo kat ¢ apéoel n 6mepa, | KAAGGIKNA Hov-
GkY, TO OLGBOGUA KOL 1] LOYPAPIKY]. ZUYKERPLE-
va aoyoleitar pe tn dnpovpyla udvyko, dniadn
LOTTOVIKOV KO.PTOVV.

H Zaivépr mnyaiver oe eAAnviké 6odelo, evo Tta-
pGAANA0 TTopOKOAOVIE! PODNUATO AYYAKOV KOL
yoAdiov oto Kévtpo YmootnpiEng Ipoopiywv
tov SolidarityNow otn @eccalovikn. ‘Ovelpd tng
elvat va yiver deatpikn cuyypogéac. Kadopiotiko
POAO GE VTN TNC TNV ATOPOCTN ETTOLEE 1 AVAYVO-
on tov pudietopnpatog «Ot AdAtor» tou Biktw-
po¢ Ovyk®, 6tav Ntav 13 ypovov, kol 10 oTmolo
éywe a6 161e 10 ayornpévo e 6i6Aio. Extdg
o7t6 tov OuykO, ayamnuévn Tng cuyypoéag el-
val kot n Zoundn Actpwvt Alvrpev.

H Zaivapm éxer ypdwel yio ToAAG dépata, 6Twg
yia 1o ept6dAlov, Ta SKOLOPATO TNG YUVAIKOC,
ylo Ti¢ oyéoelg Tov epnbuwv pe Toug Yyovelg Toug,
yia ta kowwvikd diktva kat T dtaenuion. ITépa
076 aLTa €yel aoXoANdel kKoL pe TNV Toinon, aAld
KOL L€ TN GLYYPOPN UIKPOV 6TopLeV. ‘OTav ypd-
@el, viwdel ot Gplokel Tov eavtd Tng. «OTav yod-
P, VI¥dw, 0Tt UTOPW VA TIwW KATTOIO TOAYUOTC. TTOU
oty mpaypatiky i Oev da umopovea .

2AQCAL, D AP LS

/..A .Zainab Annan
writer - poet, Lebanon

(Q? Literature, poetry, writing and whatever is
linked to fine Arts- these are some of the hob-
bies of young Zainab Annan, who has been
living in Greece with her family for the last 3
years. 18-year-old Zainab comes from Lebanon
and likes opera, classical music, reading and
painting; specifically, she creates manga (Japa-
nese comics).

Zainab goes to Greek school and attends English
and French lessons at the Blue Refugee Center
of SolidarityNow in Thessaloniki. Her dream is
to become a playwright. Victor Hugo’s novel
“Les Misérables”, which Zainab read at age 13,
was her inspiration. Besides Victor Hugo, the
Swedish writer Astrid Lindgren is Zainab’s fa-
vorite writer.

Zainab has written about many issues, such as
the environment, women’s rights, the relation-
ships between young people with their parents,
social media and advertising. Apart from these,
she has also written poetry and short stories.
She finds herself through writing. “When I
write, I feel that I can say some things that |
couldn’t express otherwise in real life”.
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N. Néxop (Moydpevt ApmvtovAdy)

twypdpoc - cuyypagéac, lpdk

O Kovpdog Nékay elvar évag TOAUTIPAYUOY KOA-
Atéxvng mov ayamd To puIthe YPOWo, 0AAG kol TNV
OGTIPOPOVEN OTMOTUTWGN TOV GUVALGONUATOV KOl
avnouytov tov. Fevvnuévog 1o 1985, omoldace Té-
yveg 6o lpdk, evd cnpepa, 6Ty Ad1va, @oitd 6Tn
Yyon KaAdav Texvov - «Mov apécet €56 emetdn yio-
0 va fwyoaitw kar va onuovpys 6, déAw. Elua
TTOAD YOpOUUEVOC TTOV UTT0P® va TNyaive cto Ilavemn:-
otiuo kat va GAémw 1600 eVkoAa OAa avtd Ta péon
TTOU EYOVY TEYVN, OTTWC TO UOVGEID>> .

"Epyo. tov Nakoy, pe poAd6L kat kGpBovvo, ameuo-

vitovv 10 TépacPa TV TPOGPUVYLY 0IT6 TN DAAAGGA,
otnv Evpdrn. O Nakap ayamnd toug cupGolicpoie
-éva. 0évtpo, €vo. Lapt, éva TeplaTépl- Kal eERPEALEL
HEGw aVTOV TO. €VvTOVa OVOPOTLVO. GUVOLGONUOTO
«TPOKAAOVUEVA ATTO TN Uoipa», OTtwg Aéel. «Ymdp-
xovv abubola ce 6Aa pov Ta épya. Yrdpyovv coubola
NG aydmne, Twv ovelpormdlwy kat dAda yia ta mpo-
GAnuara, Tovg avdpomovg kat Ty TOXN. Kdmotor eivau
TUYEPOL, KATOLO0L G)Yt. Méca amd Ta épya uov déAw va
Oei€w 6o avté mov vrdpyel 6TI¢ KAPOLEC Twv avdP®-
TV KOt Oev UItopov va 1o apnyndovv ot idlol GTIC
LOTOPIEC TOUC> .

Yuyypagwd €pyo tov Ndakap €xovv Aoyokptdel
GTO TTOPEADOV GTN YOPU TOV, EV® 0 {OLOC EROLOYOTN-
ke yo. avtd. Kotd v mapapovi tov 610 Kévtpo
@hoeviag mpocpiywy atnv Edevsiva dopydvove
KOAALTEYVIKEG Opdaelg yia Ttaudid kdde e6dopdda,
evo 1o 2018, épya tou Ndkap @ulofevnonkov 6N
yoptn yio v Iaykécpo Huépo tov IMpdoepuya
Tov OloPYUVOINKE GTNV AdNva e TN GULUWPETOXN
tov SolidarityNow. Xta téAn touv 2019, o Ndkay
TEAYLOTOTOMGE TNV TTEOTN TOV ATOWUIKN €KIEGN {w-
yoa@ikng otnv Adnva.
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Nakam (Mohammed Abdullah)
painter - writer, Iraq

Nakam is of Iraqi and Kurdish origin. He is a
multifaceted artist who loves the colors blue,
black and white, which reflect his feelings and
apprehensions. Born in 1985, he studied arts in
Iraq. Now he attends the School of Fine Arts in
Athens - “I like it here because I can paint and
create what I want. I am very happy to be able
to go to University and visit all those places that
have art, such as museums, so easily” .

Nakam’s paintings made by pencil and char-
coal, depict the passage of refugees to Europe by
sea. He loves symbols - trees, dice, doves - and
through them he expresses the intense human
feelings “caused by fate”, as he says. “There are
symbols in all my works. There are symbols of
love, dreams, problems, people and fortune. Some
people are lucky, some are not. Through my works
I want to show what is present in people’s hearts
and is not expressed by them”.

In his homeland, Nakam’s writings have been
censored in the past and he has been persecuted
because of them. During his stay at the refugee
accommodation center in Elefsina, he organized
weekly art classes for children. In 2018, Nakam’s
works were exhibited through the participation
of SolidarityNow, at the World Refugee Day cel-
ebration held in Athens. Nakam’s first solo exhi-
bition was held in Athens at the end of 2019.
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‘Howeg

Téooepa maudLd €mOLLOY KOL YOUOYEAOVGOY KC TOV OVPAVO.
Ma onpepa amépevay povo GuTOYPAMLES TOVC, KOL 0L YPUXEC TOVE XAINKAY KATIOU GTOV 0LEAVO.

‘Eva. véo tevydpt, ayamnuévo oA, Ttnye OLOKOTEG, XOpALovVTaC TO UEANOV.

H @otid 6pwg 9éAnce vo. Toug ywpicel, po ekelvol amo@adoleay va. Tapapeivovy aykoitd kot n
aydmn toug akdpo. Guvexitel.

‘Evog matépag kat pia pntépo. podl pe to modid Toug TNyav dLaKkoTEC.

Ma o Ttatépag emEGTPEWPE UOVAYOC LE L0 KOAOKOLOLVI OVAUYNGN TIOV €QEPE TTOVO.

‘Evog mommoig kat pia yioytd 9éAncav va dupndoivv ta vidta toug.

‘Etnoav xpovia oAl patl, po n anpdécpevn goTtid ano@daoice Giolo va Toug ywploeL.
AvdpwTot 0dwot XGINKav, SORPUGUEVES UNTEPEC €XA.GAY TO TTOLOLA TOUC.

H 9¢0 tng @wTidg oTol)elwse TO VOU POG KOl EKOTO AvIPWTIOL da elVOUV GTIC KOPOLEC LOC YLO.
mdvta ‘Hpwec.

Heroes

Four children were playing, and their smiles reached the sky.
But today only their photos are left, and their souls are lost somewhere in the sky.

A young couple in love, went on vacation, charting their future.

But fire wanted to separate them, yet they embraced each other, and their love still goes on.
A father and mother went on vacation with their children.

But the father returned alone with a trauma as a summer memory.

A grandfather and a grandmother wanted to remember their old times.

They lived together for many years, but the unexpected fire decided to violently separate them.

Innocent people were lost, tearful mothers lost their children, the sight of the fire haunted our
minds and one hundred people will live on in our hearts as Heroes forever.
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Avtn 1 (N pe ToAamopel, elval TN, pdTom, AvTnen.

Dwvég, opyn, dlywg otopyn.

‘O7tAa tavTob, alpa Tavtol, 0¢Aw va 6roPTiGw aydmn TavToo.

Avaye 10 Q¢ kot doe pe va dw, dEAw va XTiow To PéAAoV pov ed0.
Eilpaocte adéd@ia, oyt exdpol, éAa Eavd va yticovpe TN XOPO. GOv pagl.
OfAw, pTop® KOl TPOGTAd®, A0 GUwC PIAE POV, AVUTIOUOVQ.

O£fAw Vo oW, VO OVELPELTO, VO PTAGW KC TU GUVVEQO. KOl V' 0yaTTndo.
Me déytnKec pe aydmn Kol 6 €VXOPLGT®, GOV VTTOGYOUAL TTWC TAVTO do.
TPOGTTAIN.

Life

This life is tormenting me, it is bitter, frustrating, sad.

Voices, rage, without any affection.

Arms everywhere, blood everywhere, I want to scatter love everywhere.
Turn on the light and let me see, I want to build my future here.

We are brothers not enemies, let’s build again your country together.

I want, I can, and I try, but come on my friend, I’'m looking forward.

I want to live, to dream, to reach the clouds, and to be loved.

You accepted me with love and I thank you for that, I promise you I will
never give up trying.

=
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M > Mogvt Zayiévt

GTIXOVPYOC - NAOTTOLOC - CWYPAPOC,
Yvpla

O Magvt elvar 25 et0v. Zew atnv EAAGDa, oty
Adnva kot onpepa epydcetal wg dieppnvéag,
eV® TOPAAANAC, WC VITOTPOPOC, OAOKRANPOVEL TO
TEOYPOUPO 6TTOVIOV WOILWTIKOD KOAEYiOV, GTNV
AyyAikn @riodoyio.

Aiékpve 6Tov 0T TOV VOPIC TNV KAlGN TOV
TPOG TIC TEYVEC KOL GTN OO TOL EVTUYONKE GE
pa deatpikn opddo wg NYOTOLOC GAAG KOl WC
GUV-ONPLOVPYOC Guyypaéag deaTpkO®V £pywy.
ATopaciopévog va. tnoet pévipo otnvy Adnva
etvar onuepa pélog pwiog deatpikng opddag, eve
TapdAAnio ypdeet atiyoug — cUVANUA Tov évag
07t6 TOUG GTiXOUC TOV: «Avoye TO POC KAl GGE
pe va 0w / OéAw va xTiow 10 UEAAOV Lov 0O,
O Magvt yticet To éAdov Tov Gpa-6nua. Ovet-
06 ToV, TIOL YpNYyopa da ekTTANPWIEL, elvat va
padel eEAANVIKA KOl ayYAKA TOAD KOAG ©GTE va.
pITopel vo PETA@EALEL TOUC OTiXOUC TToV YPApEL
KOL GTN GUVEXELOL VO TOLC KENOTIOLEL yLOL va. TPO-
youdolv 6Aot Ta Tpayoldla Tov.

To 2018, 0 Magvt cuppeteiye 6e deaTpIkég TTa-
POGTAGELC TTOV avEBNKAY YLa TO 0.INVAIKO KOWO.
Mia amd avtég tav n Tapdetacn «Tpwddeg-
AnimaCaptus» 1ov mapovcLtdeTnke 610 Mov-
oelo Mmevikn K¢ TEP@POPPAVE —UvaQOoPd GTNY
tpaywdia Tov Evpuion «Tpwddec», éva épyo
™G apyoalag eAAnVIkNG ypappateiag yio ™ @ion
TOV TIOAEPOV KAl TOV LWKOPEVO AvIPWTIO.

M.S. Majd Sayed,

song writer - actor - painter,
Syria

Majd is 25 years old. He has lived in Athens
for two and a half years and currently works
as an interpreter while completing a private
college degree in English Literature with a
scholarship.

He saw an artistic talent in himself in his
early ages and back in his country he joined
a theater group as an actor and a co-creator
of plays. Determined to live permanently in
Athens, he currently is a member of a theatri-
cal group, while writing verses -one of which
is his motto: “Turn on the light and let me see /
I want to build my future here”.

Majd is building his future step by step. His
dream, soon to be fulfilled, is to learn Greek
and English very well so that he can translate
the lyrics he writes and turn them into songs
for everyone to sing.

In 2018, Majd participated in plays that were
staged for the Athenian audience. One of them
was the performance “Trojans-AnimaCaptus”
presented at the Benaki Museum as a per-
formance -a reference to Euripides’ tragedy
‘Trojans’, an ancient Greek masterpiece about
the nature of war and the persecuted man.

“S.J. Rife”

I walked through the streets of Athens.

I smelled the flowers of Thessaloniki.

I witnessed the inspiring history of Istanbul.
But still waiting for the rain of Rabwah.
Presumed I have marooned my prayers.

I am just hesitant of taking an oath.

While passing by realities of Her life

her breathing surely states S.]. rife

JT

olnp.o.

¥
2.N.

«S.J. Extetauévn»

[Tepmdtnea toug dpdpoug Tng Adnvag.
Mipiea to. AovAobdia g Oecealovikng.

‘Etnoa ) ouykAovietiki otopio ¢ Kovetavrivoimoing.
AALNG aképn Teptpévo yio t 6poyn tov Rabwah.
Tepdtn TEOKATOANYPELG EYRATEAELPA TLC TTPOGEVYEC UOV.

Ato1dgw vo dOow GpKo.

Kadog dimAa tng mpoomepvd Ti¢ TpaypatikoTnTeg TN¢ (wng Tng

n ovaTvor Tng Glyovpa dnAovel ektetapévn S.J.

* 11 Zavd Navtiv vrtoypdget ta Tompatd g pe To peudovupo S.J.
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Xava Noavtiv
romtpta, [Hakietdy

H Zavd elvar aewivitn kat ToAvTpdypov. Ayo-
TAEL TO POONUATIKA, YPd@e Ttoinon, dtabdget Ao-
yoteyvia kot déAel va ekdwcel To Ok tng Gi6Alo
moinong kot puvdomAaciog. Eivar 22 ypovov kat
katayetol amo to Iakietdy. Magl pe tnv owkoyé-
veld tng ouv otn Oecoalovikn amd to 2017.

H Zavd éyer kGvel TTPOTTUYLOKEC KOL UETUTTTUYL-
0KEC OTIOVOEC -0l 0TTolEC DLAKOTINKAY OVAYKOOTL-
kG- 670 padnuotikd. ‘Ovelpd tng elvar vo pddel
eAANVIKG KOl VO GLVEXIOEL TIC GTIOVOEC TNC e €Vva.
OdakTopikd. IToTé Tng dev elye @avractel 6TL D
éypage moinon. «Eiuat pa padnuatikog, wov n {wn
™y €xel kaver kaAréyvn», el H oyéon tng pe
1o ypaypo Eekivnoe atny epnbeia tng, 610V OKO-
pa ftov 16 ypovov. Ot ayamnuévol Tng TomnTég
eivar ot [Takiotavol Moydpevt IkumdA, yvootog
kol w¢ AAdpa Ikpmdd, kat Miptea TkaAipm.

«Ta mojuard pov wAovy yia TI¢ KATaGTAGEIC TTOV
avVTIpEeTOIIW. YIdoyovy modypata mov Ogv Umopo
va mw oe kavévav kai eivar 6to pvado pov. Ila-
PaTNE® TOVE AVIPWTOVE, TN GUUTEPLPOPd TOUG,
kat petd yodow. Ipodew yia ta cuvaicdnuara mov
&w>», tovitel. H depatoloyla Towv ypoamtodv TNng
elvar dto@opeTikn TOpa Tov elvar otnv EAAGda.
Avtd Tov TV amtac ooV TEPLGGATEPO elval A
600, £(0VV VA KAVOLV e TO TALIOL KAl TIC VAPV
Gelg TNE oTtéd TNV TOTEIdO TNG.
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Sana Nadeen
poet, Pakistan

Sana is a woman of many pursuits and an avid
individual. She loves mathematics, she writes
poetry and has a strong interest in literature
wanting to publish her own poetry and novel
book. 22-year-old Sana comes from Pakistan.
Together with her family they live in Thessalo-
niki since 2017.

Sana pursued her BA and MA diploma -which
she had to interrupt- in mathematical studies.
Her dream is to learn Greek and further her
studies by pursuing a PhD. She has never imag-
ined herself writing poetry. “I am a mathemati-
cian, who life has made an artist”, she stresses.
Her relationship with writing began when she
was 16 years old. Her favorite poets are the Pak-
istani Mohammed Iqgbal, also known as Allama
Igbal and Mirza Ghalib.

“My poems are about the situations I face.
There are things in my mind that I cannot tell
anyone. I observe people, their behavior and
then I write. I write about the feelings I have”.
The theme of her writings has changed in time.
Now what matters most to her is everything
that has to do with her journey and memories
from her homeland.
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IoAepoc yia tpv Eipnvn

Aev mnpeg oTE T0 Pepidid Gov ax’ TN Lwn
Ae patepeg 01é 6oV TO. AovAoVdLA OTT6 TOV KNTTO

"Hoouv mavto oe 6elpd avap.ovig

[a va avoiel epmpde cov 1 kKAewoTN TTOPTA
Kotdtovrag ynAd otov ovpavo
A@écov kat tétace emeldn emidvpelc 1660 TNV eAevdepia

"Ecmtaceg Ti¢ peToAAKEC umdpec 610 KAOLGL

[a va’cat eAeddePOg £6TW KAL YLO PLOV OVAGO.

Mdteype ta TPAYPOTA GOV YLOT{ TIPETEL VO, GUYOVUE OTTOWPE
IMpéTel vo amoyaLpeTNGOVPE TNV OKOYEVELA, TOUC PIAOVC
KOl TNV TTOAN

[Mpémel va @tdcovpe oe €va kOADTEPO avPLO

"Evo. adplo pe Aydtepn AOT ko OAiyn
‘Eva. abpto mov de da eivar 6mtwg 1o xdeg

[Tov da elvar nAéAoveTo, Gyt ENEo kol kPO Kol diYwe twn
Apnoec TN YOEO. Gov Yo Ta TTayviolo e€ovalag Tov
Taitovv ot kuBepvnoelg

Kovpdotnkeg 016 Tou¢ avdpOIoug, TEPLUEVOVTOC WLO.
gukaLpla

Mua evkarpia va dnplovpyncelg évav ToAdXpwRo KoL
EVTLYLOUEVO KOGPO PE OTIOLAONTIOTE PEGA

To pepidié Gov oe avtd Tov KEGPO NTOV GPaipeg, 6opBeg
kot 6Anpato

Mo pntépa kat €vo modl KATw amod 10 GUVTPIRKLA
AvuTopove ylo. 1o pEAAOV TTOU NTAC YLa TOV €0.VTO GOV

H atededtntn elevdepio kat n adidkornn elpnvn da £pdouv
To pla @opd 61N N Gov aywvicov yia TNV elpnvn
Aywvicouv cav va pnv éyelg timota va AaceLC.
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War for Peace

You never got your share of life

Never picked the flowers from the garden

You were always in the waiting line

So that the closed door in front of you would open
Looking up at the sky

Let go and fly because you long for freedom

You broke the metal bars of that cage

To be free even for one breath

Pack up your things for we have to leave tonight

We have to say goodbye to family, friends and the city
We must go to reach a better tomorrow

A tomorrow with less sorrow and grief

A tomorrow that isn’t like yesterday

That is sunny and not dry and cold and spiritless

You left your country due to the game’s governments play
You're tired of people, waiting for an opportunity

An opportunity where you can build a colorful and happy
world with any instruments

Your share of this world has been bullets, bombs and missiles

A mother and child under rubbles

Look forward to the future you say to yourself
Never ending freedom and lasting peace will come
For once in your life fight for peace

Fight like you have nothing to lose.
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K M _.A . Kopéh Movvtgr Aghvr
HOVGIKAC - TToNTNG, Ipdv

?.Zj? Poamt poucikn, moinon, QoucIkKN TTapOywyT,

aoTpovopia, avtd elval pepkd amod ta evola-
@épovta tov 27ypovov Kopéh Modvt Atavt
o omoio¢ katayetal amd 1o lpdv. O Kopéd
6ploketar otnv EAAGOG omtd 1o Lemtéubpro
Tov 2016 kat Topakolovdel padnuato eAAnvL-
KOV 610 Kévtpo YroatnpiEng Ilpocpiywv tov
SolidarityNow o111 ®gccalovikn.

O Kopé éyet omovddoel yewpyikn teyvoloyia,
0AAG TOV KEPDLGE N POITT LOVGIKA KOL 1 TTOiNoN.
Eekivnoe va ypdeel otiyoug ota 16 Tou, 6TOV
aképa yave oyodeto. H pam ftav évag 1p6-
To¢ va ekppdocel Tig 10€ec Tov. O Kopéd mpo-
€PYETOL ATO LA TOALTIKG EVEQPYN OUKOYEVELC.
Ot yoveic tov €youv @ulokiatel yio To 10e®ON
Toug, AAAd KOl ekeivog €xel GUAANEPIEL KAt Ka-
koTondel cwpatikd. Ou eumelpiec Tov aVTEC
éywvav n agpoppn o va ypdpel 6Tixoug yla tov
€0VTO TOU, AAAG KAl yLo. GAAOVC KOAALTEYVEC.
«O1 {wéc Twv avdpomwy eival KATWC €101, yev-
viovvtat, Tnyaivovy axoleio, yetd Iavemotrulo,
mavtpedovTatl, kdvovy Tadid kat VoTepa Tedai-
vouv. Eyé de 0éw va épw avti v “kavovikn”
wn, 0éAw va alddéw kdmoia medyuatas .

K M .A Komael Munji Azad
musician - poet, Iran

‘Z(j.? Rap music, poetry, music production, and
astronomy are some of 27-year-old Komael’s
interests. Komael Munji Azad comes from
Iran. He has been living in Greece since
September 2016 and attends Greek language
classes at SolidarityNow’s Blue Refugee
Center in Thessaloniki.

Komael has studied agricultural engineer-
ing, but rap music and poetry have won his
heart. At the age of 16, when he was still go-
ing to school, Komael started writing verses
and lyrics. Rap was a way to express his
ideas. Komael comes from a politically active
family. His parents have been imprisoned
for their ideals; he has also been arrested
and physically abused. Personal experiences
inspired Komael to write both lyrics for him-
self and for other artists.

“People’s lives are like that, they are born,
they go to school, to University, they get mar-
ried, they have children and then they die.
I do not want to have this “normal” life, I
want to change some things” .
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I Remember

I remember how Iraq was beautiful
and how we lived in safety

and everything was sweet.

I miss my mother’s food

and my father’s return from work in the evening,.

I miss how my brothers

and me would rush to hug him.
I miss our sweet laughter.
Now, the more I cry, the less tears I have.
Now, everything is unjust.

We live and die among thorns.
I used to love the yellow color,
the color of the Sun,

the color of the East,

the color of a new Life

and of a new Day.

But, in my lifetime, my flowers have faded away.
The sheets of paper got tired of my ink and my tears.
Heartbreak is mixed with pain and it wounds me.

Now Iraq has become a land of destruction,
nothing has remained as it was before.

I am longing for my old city.

Now I live only for my children,

their future has become my Everything,
the only thing in my life.

JT

olnua

Ovuduai

Oupdpat g To [pdk NTOV Spop@o

Tw¢ OVCOYE e OOPAAELD,

Kt OA0. NTav YAUKA.

Mov Aeimel 1o @aynté NG PNTEPOC PO,

O0TOV eTMEGTPEPE ATO TN OOVAELd 0 TTaTépag pov To Gpddv.
Mov Aeimet oV T 0.0EAQLA POV KL EYO

TPEYOWE VO TOV OYKAALAGOVYE.

Mov Aetmet 10 yéAo pag 1o YAVKO.

Topa, 660 TeplocéTEPO KAGLW, TGO AtyoTepa ddkpua €xw.

Topa, 6Aa eivar Gdka,

tobpe kat edaivovpe 61" aykadio.

Mov dpeoe 10 KkiTpvo ypoua,

70 XpW0Wo. Tov ‘HAov,

TO YPOWRO TNG AVATOANG,

TO YPOWRO PLOg KavoLpLag Zmng

KAl ptag véag Mépac.

AMG, 6711 OLGPKELD. TNC CWTC OV, TO. AOLAOVDLA POV
Eedoplaoav,

T0. XO.PTLE KOLVPAGTNKAY ATT6 TO PeAdVL KAl Ta. OGKEVA pov,

n DAV Pov KOO0 PITePDEVETAL TILAL e TOV TTOVO KOL
KE TPAVPOTICEL

Topa 10 Ipdk petpdel TIC KATAGTPOPEC TOL,

t{moto dev elval OTTwg TP,

Avomoh® v ToAld pov TOAN.

Topa tw pévo yio to TodLd pov,

10 péAAov Toug éxel yiver ta Ildvta pov,

T0 POVO TPAYPO GTN (0N Yov.

RO 0 ZAR
"RNVNVE TV G ' VN Ve

2AQCAL, )2 LS,

Tovacav Naccap
TonTtNng, Ipdk

O Tovacdv yevvndnke kot peydAwce oto Ipdk. O
37yp0ovog GVTPOC OvOTOAEl Yo Con evTu loUévn
kol TAovGLa. Xmovdace 6to IlavemioTnwio TNg
Bayddtng pe 6romo va yivel unyavikog aAdld 6to
TéA0og¢ N ToiNGYN KOl N OYATN TOV YO TIC TEYVEC,
Tov KEPOGaY. Eekivnoe va ypd@el TOMPROTA KOL
pkpég vouBéleg otnv nhkio NoN TV 15 etV KOl
éktote €lde MOAAG €pya Tovu va. dnpoactevovtal. O
ToAepog ©woT000 €6ade TENOG G OUTO TOV YV®-
plte w¢ twn péyxpt tote. Lnpepa o Tovacdv éyet
kGvel plo véa apyn podl pe v owkoyéveld Ttou
otnv EANGSa.

«Omote aucddvopar puévoc 1 yapoduevoc 7
otav Timote Jgv UTOPE] VO aVAKOVQIGEL TOV TTOVO
uov, yodpw. Ot Aéfeic kat Ta aicdfuara umaivovv
o€ pa Tdén 0Tay amoTVITOVOVTAL GE Lo KOAAG Xap-
T100. Avth elval n TPOCWITIKY] YoV AVTEWoN» , el
o Tovacdv. H moinon elvar o dwkdg tov TPOTTOC
ékppoaong. «Kat kaveic, ya kaveilc dev umopel va
UoL TNV TTAPEL> .
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Wasan Nassar
poet, Iraq

Wasan was born and raised in Iraq. The 37-
year-old remembers a life of joy and prosper-
ity. He studied in the University of Baghdad to
become an engineer but his love for poetry and
the arts swept his heart in the end. He started
writing poems and short novels since he was 15
years old and since then he had seen a lot of his
work getting published. The war put an end to
his life as he knew it until then. Today, Wasan
has made a new start along with his family in
Greece.

“Whenever I feel sad, or happy, or when noth-
ing can take my pain away, I write. Words and
feelings come to an order when put on a piece
of paper. This is my personal salvation”, says
Wasan. Poetry is his way of expression. “And
nobody can take this away from me no matter
what ”.
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M.A .A. Moydpovt AN AQiglpdvt

twypdpog - YAdTTng, Ipdv

H 1éyvn Altov omé v apyn yio tov AN 6yt
uovo péco €kppaong aAAd kot péco emibin-
ong. H téyvn ftav n Adon 610 Taidikd pvodd
ToVv 6TaV 1 oKoyéveld Tou Bpédnke oe dewvn
OLKOVOWLIKY] KOTAGTOGT, TO {010 KOl dTav ava-
YKAGTNKE va. OLaKOYEL TO GYOAEl0 KAl VO KAVEL
dtdpopec dovdetég, To (dlo kar e AAAeg dVOoKO-
Ae¢ oTypéc Tov, dTtwe avTn 0TOV £QTACE GTNV
Adnva pdvog pe Ayootég eimidec. Ou kota-
OKeVEC ATl TOUTOVAD, XapTi kKAl VPP, NTOV
0vTéC IOV TTOVANGE TPOTO. Yia vo. 6atel kpLEA
TO KEPON GTNV TGETIN TNG PNTEPAC TOV.

O AA{ katdyetar amé to Ipdv, eivar 35 ypovov
KOl ROTAPEPE, e TOAAEC QUGKOAIEG, VO ONO-
kAnpwoel Tic 6TToVdEC Tov otn XyxoAn Koadov
Teyvov otnv matpida Tou. Ot GUVINKEC OUKG
ekel Ogv TOV eTMETPEYAV VO KPUTNGEL GTO. (&~
pla Tov To TOAVTOINTO XapPTi Tov TTLYlOV. Ti-
TOTA. ®GTOGO OEV TOV €KOVE VO. GTAUATNGEL VO.
Lwypa@iteL, vo KAVEL TTPOTOTUTIEC KOTAGKEVEC
pe kGde eldovg VAWKA, vo. ekppdteTaL.

H aydmn tou €xel 6vopa, 6mwg Aéel o (dog
KOl elvol 1 ypo@k ce peydAeg emipadvel-
€¢. A6 TN YAUTITIKN 0TN {WYPOPIKN KOl GTNY
Toyoypapia, o AAL ovelpedeTal vo (wypapitel
TAVTA, YO VO ERPEALEL QUTA TIOU «Oev A€yo-
vTat kat Oev Exovy vonua aAlwg> .

M.A . A. Mohammad Ali Azizirad

painter - sculptor, Iran

Since the beginning, art was not only a me-
dium of expression for Ali but a means of
survival. Art was the only solution in his
young mind when his family found itself
in financial difficulties. The same applied
when he had to quit school and take up a
number of jobs, the same applies to times
of hardship, as when he arrived in Athens
with very little hope of a better future. His
creations made out of feathers, wire and pa-
per were the ones he first sold in order to
discretely put his earnings in his mother’s
pocket.

Ali is from Iran; he is 35 years old and he
managed through all the hardships to follow
his studies in Fine Arts in Iran. The condi-
tions though in his country did not give him
the chance to acquire and hold in his hands
his diploma. Nothing though has prevented
him from continuing to paint, to make his
creations with a number of mediums and
to express himself. His passion has a name,
as he says, to draw on big surfaces. From
sculpture to painting, to murals, multi-tal-
ented Ali dreams to keep on drawing, so he
can express “what cannot be said and have
no meaning otherwise”.
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Npoypappa Xtéyaong

To SolidarityNow ané to 2016 uAomolsi mpdypappa
2TEyaong yia Toug MPOOPUYES Kal TOUC AITOUVTES
douMo. ZTOx0¢ pag sival va BEATIWooupE v KaBnpuepr-
vOTNTA Toug, va Tous BonBrnooupe va autovopnBouv Kal
va ToUS £podidooupe KAaTAAANAG WoTE va BIEKDIKAOOUV
Ta OIKAIWPATA TOUS Kal va avaAdBouv Ti¢ uBuveg piag
véag wng. To Mpdypappa 2téyaong ulonolital mave-
Aa0OIKa otnv ATtikn, oth ©sooalovikn Kal ota lwdvviva.

Méow tou Mpoypdppatog 2téyaong, To SolidarityNow
£xe1 unootnpi€el ano tov Anpidio Tou 2016, nepiood-
tepouc amnd 8.000 npdo@uyeS Kal aItouvteg doulo,
MOAAOI Ao TOUC OTOIOUC AVAKOUV 0€ EUAAWTEC KOIVWVI-
KEC OPAOEC OMWC HOVOYOVEIKEC OIKOYEVEIEC, ATOUA LE
ooBapd 1atpikd mpoBAnpata, dtopa Pe avannpia Kai
Bupata Baoaviotnpiov.

e To lNpdypappa Ztéyaong, wg pepog tou ESTIA (mpd-
YPAUHa oTAPIENG EKTAKTNG AVAYKNG YIa Thv £via&n Kal
Tn otéyaon) uhonolital otnv EAAGda pe v umootrpién
¢ Ynatng Appooteias tou OHE yia toug lMNpdogpuyes
Kail ™ ouyxpnpatoddtnon tng EE.

Accommodation Program

Since 2016, SolidarityNow implements an Accommo-
dation program for refugees and asylum seekers.The
aim of the programs is to ameliorate the everyday life
of those people, to help them become more autono-
mous as to claim their rights and take charge as well
as responsibility for their new lives. The Accommoda-
tion program is implemented in Attika, Thessaloniki and
loannina.

Through the Accommodation program, SolidarityNow
has, since April 2016, supported more than 8.000
refugees and asylum seekers, many of them belonging
to vulnerable groups such as single parents, people
with mental disorders or physical disabilities, victims
and victims of torture.

¢ The Accommodation program, as part of the ESTIA
programme - Emergency Support for Integration and
Accommodation, is supported by UNHCR and co-
funded by the Asylum, Migration and Integration Fund
of the European Union.
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Eupwnaikn Emtponn

2tnv napouoa €kdoon mepAapBavovtal dpacTnPIGTNTES TOU XPNa-
todotouvtal pe ™ otipiEn tn¢ Eupwnaikic Emtponng. O andyeig
TIOU aMOTUTI@VOVTAl AVAKOUV OTOUG GUVTAKTES AMOKAEIOTIKA Kal n Eu-
pwnaikn Emtponni de pépel kapia uBUvn yia Tov omoIodAMOTE TOMO
XpHong Twv MANPOPOpIEV Tou nepidapBdvovtal ¢’ autA.

European Commission

This publication covers activities that have been funded with support
from the European Commission. This publication reflects the views
only of the authors, and the European Commission cannot be held
responsible for any use which may be made of the information con-
tained therein.
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“Ynatn Appooteia tou OHE yia tou¢ MNMpocpuyeg

O1 oUVTAKTES PEPOUV amoKAEIOTIKA uBUVN yia TIC AMOYEIS TTOU ATOTU-
nwvovtal otnv €kdoon auth, Ti¢ onoies n'Ynatn Appooteia Tou O.H.E.
yia toug Mpdopuyes &€ cuppepiCeTal anapamntes kair 0ev th 0ECPEU-
OUV O€ Kapia mepimtwon.

UNHCR

The authors are solely responsible for the opinions expressed in this
publication, which are not necessarily those of UNHCR and do not
commit UNHCR.






To SolidarityNow 10pUbnke 10 2013. Méoa and g
MPWTOBOUAIEC KAl TIC UTINPEGIES TIOU MPOCPEPOUNE
o0& EAMNVEG, MPOOPUYES Kal PETAVAOTES, EMOIOKOU-
/€ VA AMOKATACTACOUPE TO Opapa piag 1oxupng Eu-
ponng nou Baoiletal otnv a&ia t¢ aAAnAgyyung.
Kipiog otoxo¢ pag €ival va umootnpioupe ta mo
€UGAWTA PUEAN NG KOIV@VIAS LAS Xwpi¢ OIaKpIoElg,
PECA and KAIVOTOHES KOIVWVIKES OPAOEIS.

SOLIDARITY
N@W

This is our common ground

SolidarityNow was established in 2013. Through
our initiatives and the services provided to the
Greek, migrant and refugee populations, we seek
to restore the vision of a strong Europe based on
solidarity and open society values.

Our main objective is to support the most vulnerable
members of our society indiscriminately, through in-
novative social actions.

www.solidaritynow.org B SolidarityNow M @Solidarity_ Now [ Solidarity_Now





