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BEYOND THE MEDITERRANEAN

“WE ARE THE MIGRANTS" is the climax in a journey
which has seen the ITHACA Project build a community
around a collection of stories celebrating the diver-
sity at stake when exploring past and contemporary
migrations. In this eBook, from Tunisia all the way to
England, we sensed all the potential that comes with
this extremely simple and powerful tool.

Embracing this intuition led the partner countries and
their respective institutions to launch the first ITHA-
CA Diary Contest in September 2023, encouraging
people with migratory backgrounds throughout the
Mediterranean region to share family or personal
autobiographical accounts.

This call merged with the successful experience of
DiMMi Multimedia Migrant Diaries, born in Tuscany in
2012 thanks to the National Diary Archives of Pieve
Santo Stefano. We gathered 47 stories from 7 different
countries, using diverse codes. What you will find in
this eBook are 16 of the 18 finalist authors.

The eBook is divided into four main sections that
render the multifaceted aspects of migrations, thus
suggesting that any reading which fails to adopt an
intersectional lens on the topic is bound to fail. The
structure itself exemplifies the complex relationship
between multiple causes and effects.

In fact, the section exile which features both a
magnificent documentary by Basela Abou Hamed
“D'un exil a I'autre” (From one exile to another) and a
summary of Amara Bouomrine's pilot documentary
project called "Mémoires d'émigration” (Memories

of emigration) - exploring the Tunisian diaspora as

a workforce in France in the 60’s - see their natural
evolution in the section identity, as the emotional,
psychological and human toll that the former has on
the latter. But along different lines, identity is also the
right to choose how to represent oneself in Doreida
Xhogu's fierce conviction that her drawing should bear
no title at all or Jasemina Zeqiraj's refusal to adhere

to preconceived labels: “[...] la mia anima non cerca
nessuna integrazione” (my soul seeks no integration).
Also, the physical apparatus of frontiers unleashes
devastating violence on migrant bodies, minds and lives
as Agos Bereket Tamene unpacks with his painting “The
Red Way". But it also encompasses all the hardships
faced by Ismail Alkhateeb, Doris Emmanuel and Marcel
Kazadi when your political, religious or sexual truth is
considered as breaking the norm.

Besides, we owe Mohammad Almohur for a poignant
depiction of one of the most adverse childhood
experiences which unfolds at various levels.

He shares the vivid memory of his ten-year old body
literally overwhelmed by the weight of the water
barrels he had to carry in Zaatari refugee camp in
Jordan where he lived with his family after fleeing
war-torn Syria:
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This recollection epitomizes the condition of anyone
who grew up in a refugee camp and had their inno-
cence stolen as a result and inevitably brings about
another reflection of paramount importance. In his
book “Johnny the Partisan”, Beppe Fenoglio described
migration and war as the two most absolute experi-



ences for a human being because of their intensity
and harmful impact on the psyche. Let's pause for

a moment and realize that Mohammad faced both,
each with their sets of daunting challenges.

One of the biggest barriers encountered by the author
had to do with the struggle to pursue his education
under Covid-19 restrictions and the stringent rules
surrounding access to scholarships for refugee
students, which he exposes clearly:

dmalall iul 5o JaST o adaind o) iy Jiedia o8 s Lo Gluel @l 3 Y (Y copienay - dll Glld S L3005 8
AR ) @lld 8 ) 3 gmy g g R JS e Al jall (e A pall 38 el ST ieds Ladlal 31 alal) @lly (370
Al Al miall g Aokl Lielia of T ual Glisns s Lalal LgusSe (el il 5 o,V 8 Aaalad) Gl all daii yall
JiS daie ol e dhanl o5 ama a1 o (I iy Sin Gl e B30 (g 1)) Aalal) &y 58 cnef il SO
Yl a8 s dan uag i Alle Do e Juanl ol AT canlaind G ang s sy
L 30 5 5ul) 238 (G (nay Aaalall (e g A5 28 ) @b G o1 (i 6 sl S0 aa) 5 Ladi V) el i3

el G (e e miall saa) A e (e p2 38 AT ey miall e

For all these reasons, | like to think of this eBook

as embodying a platform of advocacy and agency
where people can speak all these truths while also
fostering a healthier public debate on migrations and
overcoming the binary narrative of the victimized

hero or the villain. There is no need to glorify Marcel,
Mohammad, Basela and Jasemina for what they went
through, but by saying their names we are making

a difference, and remembering that beyond the
Mediterranean and cold numbers their dignified outcry
demands of us the recognition of our same attributes
in the shape of ambitions, desires, dreams, fears,
extraordinary strength and weakness.

Since | had the honour to coordinate this process and
also shared my story with DiMMi in 2019, | strongly
believe there is only one way to engage with stories.
That is by acknowledging how radical and solemn

it is for a person to choose to make themselves
vulnerable, and share with the world what they usually
try not to dwell on because it sometimes reverberates

a burden of sheer deprivation, pain, and shame

as Ismail reminds us “Nothing had happened but
everything happened” when referring to his arrest by
the Syrian regime in his “Doomsday: Preserving Sanity
in a time of Insanity”.

This is why something ritual - and almost sacred -
happens when we become the recipients of stories.
Sofia Polou Cambiri in the introductory video to her
story “Machi”, Mikal Semerere's documentary “Kill

the cake" and Doris’ audio file “How | left to live” all
echo each other by conveying this urge through the
words "l decided to participate in the ITHACA Diary
Contest because | wanted my life story to be heard”,

“I will be telling you my mother’s story” and “I'm here
to tell you my story.” It is a clear mandate to manage
with care. One we have taken seriously by nurturing
stories - and therefore lives - and putting those who
are silenced and made invisible at the forefront.

At his young age, Mohamed Saleh Saeed Sidi
Mohamed sent us a drawing which comes across as a
vibrant political statement “WE ARE THE MIGRANTS".
This declaration of existence is the precondition
through which someone receives a story but is also a
mirror which challenges our very identity and sense of
humanity. In “Esy den Pernas”, Katerina Mailinta Hyso-
lliu asks us a startling question as she reminisces over
a painful episode at the hands of Greek border police:
“ToUTO PHOVAXO SEV PITOPW VO KOTAAGPBW, TL €ival
OUTO TIOU KAVEL EVAV GVOPWTIO TOCO OTIAVOPWTIO.
TouTto povayxa 6ev £xw KataAapel” (one thing | don't
get is: what makes a human so dishuman. | really don't
get it). It is as if Katerina were warning us against the
effects of dehumanization at the expense of migrant
people. In fact, it hurts the dehumanizer and the dehu-
manized equally. This profound acknowledgement
constantly requires us to draw a subtle line between
humane and inhumane, memory and oblivion, and
thus past and present. Consistently, Katerina portrays



what usually remains out of the picture by shedding
light on two sides of her own story. She expands on
the beloved figures and meaningful relationships
that are left behind, alluding to her sick mother: “-
oToTeAEL TNV BUBLOMEVN OU YKUPO TIOU KATA KATIOLO
TPOTIO ...YUPVAW Va avooUpw” (she represented my
anchor still at sea, that | somehow had to come back
and fish out). Needless to say, this leads us to the
suffering that the absence entails, especially when
unexpected loss occurs, and to the yearning hope to
be reunited that Nada Douiri symbolizes altogether:
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(In the summer of 2021, my brother blissfully told us
that he would come to visit in October after six long
years of absence).

Through his work as a linguistic facilitator for migrant
people, MD Shahidul Islam describes what handling
all of the above looks like, trying to understand their
character and circumstances: “cerco sempre di
mettermi nei panni delle persone che ho di fronte

e di comprendere appieno il loro carattere e la loro
situazione” (I always try to put myself in the shoes of
the people in front of me and to fully understand their
character and situation).

Paradoxically enough, sometimes being a custodi-
an like MD Shahidul, means not disclosing a story
because the time is not right to fully share our “load”
with others. And this is what we did with two stories,
that of an Ethiopian female survivor from Libya and
that of a Somali unaccompanied minor. Both describe
the shattering experience of having the sacrality of
your body violated and gracefully take us aback with
undertones of hope and beauty. The survivor's contri-
bution bears the following caption “Let's cooperate

to avoid this", calling us to radical action to prevent
other women from experiencing the same ordeal on
their migratory routes. Also, the Somali young man
indulged in a poetic description of Tripoli's sky inun-
dated with cellphone lights as Subsaharan migrants
in Libya spend the night on rooftops in an attempt to
keep themselves safe at night from abduction, forced
slavery and theft. They eventually decided not to have
their stories published but we hold on to them in our
hearts and minds. This “double absence” reminds me
of Vanisha Patel and her homonymous visual work on
exile, displacement, and quest for belonging.

Looking back on our trajectory, reverting this concept
and welcoming its circularity is key.

It was all about a double possibility: that of integrating
the Self with the collective dimension, the donation of
a story with its most ethical and respectful treatment,
as has been the case for all research activities that
have been carried out within ITHACA.

| hereby invite you to think of yourselves as custodi-
ans while reading these stories.

Paule Roberta Yao
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EXILE

Basela Abou Hamed

D'un exill
a l'autre

28/“%
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On n'avait pas les moyens pour acheter assez a manger.

— Basela Abou Hamed
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https://sharedocs.huma-num.fr/wl/?id=7SjDRKqJbAQe2P17kjFVpNui8le7fX80

EXILE

Amara Bouomrine

Mémoires
d'eémigration

— Amara Bouomrine
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https://sharedocs.huma-num.fr/wl/?id=akBZcj44BOagvF6574r1ndYWttH52Z6E

NOTE D'INTENTION

Les premiers émigrants Tunisiens sont partis en
France juste apres l'indépendance pour chercher a
améliorer leurs conditions de vie. lIs vont étre
confrontés a beaucoup des problémes et surtout des
problémes d'intégration dans une société différente
de leur pays d'origine. Avec la disparition de ces
premiers émigrants tunisiens en France, vu leurs ages
avanceés, on perdra a jamais un témoignage important
et essentiel pour la compréhension de cette émigra-
tion : ses causes, ses avantages et ses problémes.
On perdra des témoignages d'une histoire commune
entre la France et ses anciennes colonies de la rive
sud de la méditerranée. Donc ce documentaire porte-
ra I'enquéte sur I'’émigration tunisienne en France

non seulement en tant que phénoméne socialement
constitué mais en tant que mouvement, en tant que
processus, en tant qu'histoire, en tant que métamor-
phose de la dislocation lente mais massive et doulou-
reuse d'une paysannerie qui a donné sa démission.
Le film cherche a constituer et constater des séries
d'images il s'agit tout d'abord de filmer, de montrer

et faire voir comment le paysan tunisien des années
cinquante _ soixante, celui-la qui n'a jamais travailler
chez les autres pour les autres, n'a jamais penser a
émigrer.

Ensuite, il s'agit de suivre ces individus fraichement
arrachés du rocher meére, déracinés, pris comme ils
sont a aller travailler chez les autres pour élever un
mur ou marier un enfant. Avec tous les problemes
d'intégration, ils sont devenus des proies faciles pour
une mafia d'entrepreneurs de batiment et de travaux
public en quéte d'une main d'ceuvre pas chere et
surtout qui ne réclame rien malgré les conditions
dangereuses, lamentables, a la limite inhumaines.
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La France, a la sortie de la guerre et en manque

de main d'ceuvre I'état prend en main la politique
migratoire. Des accords avec des pays voisins et les
anciennes colonies fraichement indépendantes dont
la Tunisie pour fournir cette main d'ceuvre.

A l'origine I'’émigration était un acte de réconciliation
entre les peuples et un échange culturel et civilisa-
tionnel comme stipule l'acte d'indépendance signé
entre la France et la Tunisie. Mais l'office national fran-
cais de I'émigration perd le contrdle de la situation et
ces emigrés vont faire les frais.

Dans la perte de ces témoins, on perdra a jamais des
témoignages importants d'une histoire commune entre
les deux rives de la méditerranée, d'ou a notre avis,
l'urgence de la réalisation de ce documentaire.

NB : La vidéo ci-joint représente un teaser du projet
de documentaire « Mémoire d'émigration » d'une
durée prévu de 52 minute.

L'auteur réalisateur Bouomrine Amara
Email: bouomrineamara@gmail.com
Tél : +21692184570

IDEE

Les premiers émigrants originaires de la région du
gouvernorat de tataouine partis en France juste apres
I'indépendance pour chercher a améliorer leurs condi-
tions de vie. lls vont étre confrontés a beaucoup

des problemes surtout d'intégration dans la société
d'accueil tres différente de leur société d'origine, ajou-
tée a cela leur non-maitrise de la langue francaises ce
qui rend l'intégration plus difficile.

Leurs enfants laissées au pays, quelques un vont les
rejoindre en France.

La France connait une grave crise de logement. Les
émigres s'entassent dans des logements vétustes, des
abris de chantier ; des hétels surpeuplés a la merci
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des marchands de sommeil.

C'est I'explosion des bidonvilles a la périphérie des
grandes villes industrielles ; Lyon, Marseille et surtout
la région parisienne.

En juillet 1974 le gouvernement suspend l'entrée des
travailleurs étrangers permanant, le chbmage s'ins-
talle dans les grandes villes.

La xénophobie s'installe, les étrangers deviennent le
bouc eémissaires.

Au cours des années 80, la société francaise a

pris connaissance que les émigrés vont rester. Les
mesures sont prises pour faciliter I'intégration des
étrangers déja installées. Les émigrés et leurs enfants
et familles sont devenus I'une des composantes de la
France Arc en ciel, mais cela, pas sans discrimination
ou montée du racisme.

L'antiracisme devient une valeur importante pour une
partie de la jeunesse.

La discrimination qui s'enracine et I'exclusion sociale
remettent en cause I'égalité valeur supréme de la
république Depuis les années 80 la confrontation
entre les traditions laics et I'islam entrainent polé-
miques et tentions, la passée coloniale est réinterro-
gée.

En méme temps les frontiéres ne jouent plus le méme
réle. la diaspora se développe dans un territoire
mondialisé et des réseaux transnationaux s'orga-
nisent. Avec le développement de l'union européenne
les frontieres s'estompent mais les barriéeres conti-
nuent de se renforcer.

Apres Schengen et les accords d’Amsterdam qui ont
défini des regles tres stricts de I'émigration et de l'asile.
L'Europe continue d'attirer I'émigrant.

L'émigration est une histoire a suivre.

Il reste qu'en France I'émigration fait partie de son
histoire. La diversité est moins nouvelle qu'on le
pense, les difficultés des émigrés par le passé ont
longtemps était exclu de la mémoire collective.
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lls s'appellent ; Salem, Hassen, Sadok, Mohammed...
lls ont quittés le bled; juste apres l'indépendance pour
aller travailler en France. lls ont prévu de rentrer un
jour au pays Les années se sont écoulés. lls sont
maintenant a la retraite. lls ont migré d'une rive a une
autre sans vraiment mesurer la rupture que cela allait
provoquer. Pas complétement d'ici, pas vraiment de
la bas, aprés une vie professionnelle décousue, une
vie familiale déchiré, ils viennent finir leurs jours en
France ou au bled a travers leurs témoignages, on
comprend que le retour au bled n'a pas pu se faire
comme ils I'ont initialement prévu filmé avec douceur
et tendresse. Les émigrés sont a la fois lumineux et
beaux, droits et attachants ils ont travaillé toute leur
vie en France dans la perspective d'un retour au bled.
Pourtant a I'heure de la retraite le retour est difficile
doivent ils rentrer chez eux ? faut-il vieillir en France
? retraites incompletes, tracasserie administrative :
choix personnel. Certains vivent ce passage comme
un drame, d'autres le vivent comme une mission
accomplie.

Toute cette histoire d'émigration est a vivre.
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EXILE

Mohammad Almohur

Water container

— Mohammad Almohur
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EXILE

Mikal Semerere

Kill the cake

— Mikal Semerere
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EXILE

Vanisha Patel

La double

absence

26

Layered photographs reflect on the idea of ‘La Double
Absence’ (Abdelmalek Sayed, 2004), the notion that
migration causes a feeling of disconnection from both
the countries of emigration, and of immigration.
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VIOLENCE

Ismail Alkhateeb

Doomsday_
Preserving
sanity in the time
of insanity
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LOST IN STRASBOURG

When | first realized that | might be nothing but a
mythical being, | used to spend my hollow days in the
streets of a lavish city. | had to have my lunch on the
Rihn River banks with the drunkards,the homeless,
and the tourists. Yet, | constantly failed to distinguish
myself from the aimless multitude, and no one helped
me uncover my identity and destiny.

Even shallow and banal conversations with passing
faces did not help me declare my identity to myself

or others. It was then that | decided to take part in

the crafting, scripting, and direction of this persona
from inception to conclusion, traversing tales of strife,
extraordinary childhood, idealistic emotional adven-
tures, and spiritual odysseys.

At the stairs of an ancient cathedral, hundreds of voic-
es overlapped until speech became nothing but the
rustle of leaves amid a cosmic storm. | sat, enjoying

a cup of cold tea and a piece of cake, contemplating
my personal space as the protagonist of a Samsonian
legend, defeating monsters and demons, surviving
the hell of war, imprisonment, and homelessness. This
narrow space can be filled by any creature resembling
me, regardless of heroism or deeds. This distinctive
space in my eyes could be filled by a beggar, a cour-
tesan, a psychiatrist, an Asian immigrant, a drown-

ing survivor, a tango dancer, a deceived spouse, or

a serial killer. Yet, this space is now occupied by the
offspring of oppression, the victim of constant defeat,
a container of psychological wounds and waking
nightmares.

This is a space of displacement, affliction, and breath-
less race towards the highest pyramid of patriarchal
power, amidst fields planted with thorns, wild thyme,
and chamomile.

How | yearned for this to be the dawn of the dooms-

35



day, to flee from my wretchedness and the disdainful
gazes of the Whites unto me, my features, and my
unmistakable weariness.

| wished for the apocalypse to bring about justice...

| am the most miserable of the miserable.

I longed for the doomsday to end the chill, the hunger,
the confusion, and the rootlessness.

| prayed for doomsday to drop my bag without the
fear of missing the train and being trapped in this
foreign land.

IMPRISONED IN THE HEART OF THE CAPITAL

The first time | longed for doomsday was in Damascus
in 2011.

My terrifying nightmare began when Razan called me
one morning. She didn't wait for me to fully awaken
from my suspended daze or to comprehend what

was happening or what might happen. Yet, the idea

of protesting appealed to me, despite the impossibil-
ity of taking such an action without risking beatings,
arrest, or perhaps death. The Syrian regime had a
bloody history of suppressing protests and eliminating
anything that dared to challenge the sanctity of the
ruler or threatened the authority of the thick security
stick safeguarding the royal family and the nation.
However, this reality didn't curb my eagerness to rush
to the square opposite the protest location.

We walked together hastily through alleys leading to
the designated location. Razan's white face was tinged
with red out of excitement and anxiety. She didn't stop
warning and alerting me about the tear gas the batons
of the security forces and the regime's lackeys scat-
tered everywhere. But | reassured her and hinted that
everything would pass peacefully and without injuries
while expecting to be subjected to arrest.

Upon reaching the protest location, we were met

36

with a chilling noise and deafening screams. Hasten-
ing closer to the crowd, we saw men and women
being mercilessly beaten by civil-clothed securi-

ty forces, alongside police officers with their white
uniforms. Amidst the chaos of screams and blows, a
group chanted slogans against the dictator's reign and
condemned the collusion of thugs in their brutality,
using the pictures of the dictator to viciously assault
the protesters strewn on the roadside under a hail of
brutal footsteps.

Blindness enveloped me, a white shroud preventing
me from turning my gaze around, as suddenly, hefty
bodies propelled me into a nearby shop. Inside, |
observed young men and women bound and cramped
into a space barely fit for more than two individuals.

| didn't know how | could keep my calm composure,
responding to the blows of the savage men, lying on
my stomach as one of them, short in stature, fell on
top of me and slapped the back of my head without
feeling any pain. The voice of a girl obscured from my
view due to a foot pressed against my neck cried out
in pain: "You dogs, let me go..." to which they retorted
in their mocking military tone: "Quiet, you slut... we'll
teach you how to challenge the strong state...".

One of them seized me by the collar of my vest and
hoisted me up.

Before | could steady myself, he struck my face

with his fist, yet | managed to maintain my balance.
Time seemed to drag on heavily as | beheld his face,
betraying his barbarity and savagery.

"You dog, give me your ID card... we've caught you,
you coward... did you think you could escape the
security forces, you imbecile?"

He proclaimed triumphantly, snatching my ID card.
However, his expression shifted to one of surprise as he
continued: "You fool... you come from the coast region
and dare to rise against the regime? Know this, you will
rot in our prisons, for your crime surpasses all others..."
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With that, he erupted into laughter, full of foolishness.

| didn't respond and comment on what this aber-

rant creature said. | was not surprised by what he
mentioned upon checking my ID card, | expected a
comment with deeper sectarian implications. For so
long, the regime regarded minorities as a prop and a
trench, even though the backbone of the opposition,
especially the leftists, consists largely of members
from minority groups. | was pushed inside a taxi,
where a security officer sat next to me to keep me

in place. | didn't resist; instead, | complied calmly.
Through the car window, | saw the streets of Damas-
cus crowded with faces indifferent to what was
happening in front of the Ministry of Interior. At that
moment, the image of my beloved as she emerged
from the waves with all her femininity flashed in my
mind. | was hit by a headache of reminiscence and
anticipation. Would | be able to escape my captivi-

ty before my beloved's arrival? Everything was now
postponed. My poetic life at that moment was post-
poned in favor of my personal dream: | longed for this
confrontation and wouldn't allow myself to fall into the
swamp of despair. | have to continue what | have just
started.

The taxi took me to a square in the heart of the capi-
tal, and then | entered a gate guarded by armed men.
Only then did | realize that | was in the custody of

a security branch headed by a high-ranking officer
known for his criminal record of assassinations
against figures inside Syria and in neighboring coun-
tries. | was pulled violently and dragged into a build-
ing, where | received dozens of punches and slaps
from lunatics standing in the corridors as if they were
tired of waiting for me, and here | was ready to receive
the blows of their rusty fists. They led me into a room
that ended in a corridor leading downwards, | didn't
know where to, perhaps to a lower inferno where
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they believed the voice of truth would be silenced
and the people would bury their pain in underground
dungeons. One of them approached me and asked

for my information. When | told him my profession, he
spoke with a somewhat gentle tone, and he seemed to
be from the Hauran area: "Are you a translator? Sir, you
didn't need to get involved in trouble. But don't worry;
most likely, you'll be released today or tomorrow."

| wasn't worried at all, and | don't think my face
betrayed any expression of such feeling. | even noticed
a well-known Syrian writer among the detainees

they attached to me. | approached him and greeted
him with a smile. He joked: "l haven't seen you in a
long time, but fate has reunited us again in this lovely
place."

| was glad to find such high morale in the first protest
movement, and it filled with me more determination
and drove away any possibility of falling into the abyss
of despair.

"l won't deny that it's a nice place, but | promise to
visit you at your home and drink some homemade
liquor that | recently brought from the village,"

| responded confidently, ignoring that we were with-
in the fortified walls of a security enclosure, where
names of dissidents and innocent people were lost. |
admired our courage and sudden composure.

The elements distributed us in solitary cells, but they
crowded the prisoners two by two in each cabin.

By chance, the writer became my cellmate. We sat
together, each leaning against the wall, and smiles
adorned our faces. | still don't know what led us to
smile, or what foolish inspiration prompted us to do
so. Perhaps anticipating madness had become inev-
itable. Fortunately, my new companion shared my
state at that moment.

"How are you, my friend? Sit down and relax. Home is
home."
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He chuckled as he glanced around the dwarfish cell
that had brought us together after a long hiatus.

"Hey man, how have you been? What about your liter-
ary production?"

| asked about his condition as if we were sitting in the
"Al-Nawfara" café...

It was only half an hour until a short, stern-faced crea-
ture, clad in the uniform of a tank, opened the rein-
forced door of the cell. In a mountainous accent, he
shouted: "You dogs, stop chattering. And you (point-
ing to me), prepare yourself for interrogation. The
investigator will come in fifteen minutes."

He closed the door tightly, and | returned to my seat
on the floor, anticipating the investigator calling for
me, and then | would see what | would say. | didn't
want to think about it at all. Indeed, one of the officers
came and dragged me to the interrogation room.
There, sitting, was an officer with a tidy appearance
and carefully arranged hair. He approached and said
mockingly: "Come in and sit on the ground."

| sat down, and he began questioning me, extract-

ing answers from me. | was extremely careful not

to provide any information that would lead them to
Razan. Considering she managed to save herself, or
so | had convinced myself at the time.

The brightly lit central square of Damascus unfold-

ed before me after the darkness had subsided in the
underground cells of the security branch and its corri-
dors, soaked with dampness and stench.

| tried to inhale the air of freedom, but my chest felt
half-closed as if it had become accustomed to shallow
breathing and conserving oxygen intake. | carried my
body lightly on the pavement along the square, contem-
plating my next destination. Fatigue and headache
overwhelmed me, so | decided to take a taxi to my
cozy room. In those moments, as | boarded the car,

my head was filled with half-images, half-questions,
and remnants of recent memories. A bell rang inside
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my skull, coming from somewhere, sternly and proudly
telling me: "You're who you are now, and what's gone is
gone!"

| arrived at my room, filled with an unknown vitality,
and began to wander within the space defined by the
four walls, feeling a bird inside me attempting to break
free. It was only moments later that | heard a knock on
the door of my room. | opened the door to find

Razan standing there, her eyes filled with tears.

She threw herself into my arms, embracing me tightly
as she cried, saying: "Are you alright? | was so worried
about you."

| reassured her, saying: "Yes, my dear, what a coward
you are. Is this your first experience? Enough of
crying... I'm fine and in good health."

"Did they hit you? Did they harm you?"

"No, my friend, nothing happened..."

But everything happened...

| wished for doomsday to come so | could forget the
face of the interrogator and the smell of death that
lingered in my lungs. | feel like I've forgotten my body,
hanging on the wall of the cell. | feel like I'm still cruci-
fied... thrown onto the cold ground.

| wished for doomsday to see the executioners and
the interrogators in front of their victims...

SUFFOCATED IN THE WAKE OF THE MASSCARE

Navigating through the chaos named “Damascus”, |
reached the central bus station after a grueling journey
and grim images relentlessly haunting my poor head.
My strength waned as soon as | arrived, feeling like an
old man who had reached the end of his life's night-
mare. But the tragedy of humanity in Damascus does
not end with such logic but with absurdity. A young
man approached me, asking if | could help him carry
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his belongings to the bus, and | answered him with full
compliance, positively...

Moments later, the sky erupted, raining mortar shells
on the waiting multitude, crushing them and shattering
their hopes of reaching their families safely. That man
turned into a pile of limbs.

All the oppressed, poor waiting people turned into
fragments. And | survived to bear witness and preserve
these images, testifying to the absurdity of God.

| wished for doomsday to apologize to the waiting
ones because | survived...

FORGOTTEN IN NORWAY

It seemed to me that | had escaped from a country
ruled by misery and that | had arrived in Norway to
embark on a journey in quest of peace in isolation and
tranquility in the stunning wilderness.

Here | am, unleashing my hopes for healing for my
heart wounded from oppression, torture, and depriva-
tion.

| thought fate brought me to this northern land to
gather all the misery and constant turmoil I've expe-
rienced, lock it in a soundproof box, and bury itin a
hole that no one can dig up.

With naive optimism, | gambled everything on a fresh
start in Scandinavia, aspiring to become the person
I've always longed to be. Yet, it was disappointment
once more...

A letter arrived, informing me of my imminent depar-
ture, branding my stay in this land as illegal.

Little did | know, Norway became another stop to pour
more sorrow and despair into my already burdened
body and soul. This reinforced my belief that this
Kafkaesque journey was merely a futile distraction.
Yearning for doomsday to bring an end to my weary
journey...
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VIOLENCE

Marcel Kazadi

le sacrifice
d'un pere pour
ces enfants

mais j'ai suivi le conseil

d'une personne que je tenais
vraiment...c'était mon pasteur.
Il m'a dit: voila a ce niveau

de ton probléme, tu dois fuir,
tu dois t'enfuir toi et ta famille
parce que tu es en danger.”

B C\f “Au Congo, j'étais poursuivi

— Marcel Kazadi
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https://sharedocs.huma-num.fr/wl/?id=NantR2a4py2ne9gRg7QM3mv9oiIk6Z3Z

VIOLENCE

Doris Emmanuel

How | left to live

“I'm here to tell you my story,
how | came to Italy, and what
brought me to Italy, and the
reason why | passed through
the Mediterranean sea.”

— Doris Emmanuel
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FRONTIERS

Katerina Mailinta Hysolliu

Esy den pernas
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AyaTminTr avayvwoTpLld, AYyornTE avayvwoTn,
Aeyopal Mailivto-Kotepiva, KOTdyoual oo TNV
AABavia, KoL TIOPAKATW B0 GKOAOUBNOEL IO
TIPOOTIGBELN TIOU KAVW VO OTIOTUTIWOW KATIOLX
TIPOCWTIKA OU BLWPOTO EPXOMEVN OTNV

EANGOO.

To O KAl TO00 HoKPLVO 1996, KAVW TNV TPWTN LOoU
TIPOOTIABELD VO «ELIGBAAAW» OTNV XWPO

TIOVTPEMEVN TOTE — KOL £€XOVTOCG KAl £VO TIALOAKL TIEPI-
TIoU 6U0 €TwV. HTav pa cuvenkn onwc

00 LOPTUPAVE OL aUuTORLOYPOPIiEC KOl GAAWYV LETAVO-
OTWYV TIOU TIIBOVA VO £XETE AVAYVWOEL

dlaitepa SUOKOAN Kai avTig&on. O oculuyog Pou ToTE
KTEPTE TIPWTOG OTO «KKUVAYL TOU

MEPOKGMOTOU». BpAKaE OTIWG OTIWG £Va OTITL, TO
VolKIGooue. Eva oTtitt Ttou € Buple

OLATEPQ OTIITL, UNV £XOVTACG OAC QUTA TIOU TO KOOL-
OoToUV BLWOLUO VIO Hia olkoyevela. EAelmav

OO AUTO TA BAOIKG — XWPIG KPERATLA, TNAEOPOON,
KouZiva YIO VO KOTOPEPOUUE £0TW VO

MOYELPEWPOUE EVO QOYNTO.

MpEMEL VO ATOV 6EKA NMEPEC TIOU TO TIATWC £iXE
yivEL TO KPEPBATL HOC — EVW TO EUTUXNUO

NTAV OTL KOATOPEPOE VO ATIOKTIOOUME £VO KPEROTAKL
yLO TOV JUIKPO Hou Yio. Mavw Tou To

TIPAYHOTO EIXOV UTIEL O€ [LO OELP& SUOTUXWG Bal
TIPETIEL VO Eavayupiow otnv Matpida pou tnv
AANBavia — 81OTL N UNTEPO OU OVTOC BapLa GppwoTn
— amoteAel TNV BUBLOMEVN HOU AYKUPO

TIOU KOTA KATIOLO TPOTIO ...YUPVAW VO aVaoUpW.
K&Bouat Kovta TnG Aotidv, WOoTIoU «TNV

XOVW>» Yo TIOVTO.

‘Epxetal Aotrtdév n oty mou Badidw oTta idla XvapLo
KO EEKLVW KL TIGAL To Ta&idL otnv

EAANGOa. Avte GAL MalAivta! BydAe ek veou Bical!
Ouoa €yKUOG ETTTA UNVWYV QUTA TN

@OPA&...APIOKOUOL OTO CUVOPQ. 2€ UG XOWwdNG KATA-
0TOON TIOU TIAVTOU €BAETIEC TPOMAYHEVD
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BAEUMOTO, KOUPOOUEVD, KOVOUELYMEVOY» TIOAVA [E
QUTAV TNV YVWELUN eATTida. EATida TToU

MOVO OTIOLOG EYKOTOAEITIEL XWPIG VO To BEAEL BaBL& TO
YVWPLUO VIO TO «EEVO» UTIOPEL Vo BEL.

A€V OU ETUTPETIOUV VA EI0EABW oTNV Xwpa! O Aoyog
N EYKUMOOUVN...KOL OuWwC! ArtayopeUeTal

Vva yevvnow otnv EAANGSa! ETIHEVW KOL TIOPAPEV®
eKEL OAN TNV NUEPQ, TIEPIMEVOVTACG VO

OAAGEEL N BApdLa — EUXOPEVN OL ETIOEVOL CUVOPLO-
(PUAOKEC VO HoLAZOUV TIEPLOCOTEPO OTNV

avVOPWTILVN TOUG Hop@n Kal uttdotaon. ‘Onwg Kail
EYLVE QPOU UE CPIVOUV ETITEAOUCG VO

EL0EABW oTNV XWpPaA. KoupaopEV, GUTIVN, XWPIG
POYNTO KOL VEPO YO wpeG. Exovtag xaoel

TNV MAVA JOU MOALG 0TA 47 TNG €T — KAL XWPIG VO
MTTOPW VO TNV KAGYW KOL VO OTEVOXWPENOW

OTIWG KABE AVOPWTIOG EXEL OIKAIWMUO UTIPOOTA O€E
EVOV OO 8LKOU Tou.

‘Exel onupooia va amotutiwBei To €EAG, TNV deuTePN
POopPA& TIOU BPEONKO OTO CUVOPO QUT, dEV

AHOUV Povn hou. ‘Htoav padi o ouluyog Pou, O [IKPOG
MOU YLOG, KOl £va TtoLdi TTou KUOYOopPoUoa.

«Na tepdoouv o avtpag kot to Ttatdi! Eou oxt» Autni
ATav n andvinon toug! Auti n

am&vnon €ival TIOU EVW €KEL HLOUV Paldi UE TNV OLKO-
YEVELQ IOU — € EKOVE TOOO POPLOUEVN

— AEC KAL APOUV POV OTIEVOVTL 0€ €VOV OAOKANPO
oTPOTO!

To eTOVOPEPW OTNV VAN HOU, EQVA, OOEC POPEQ
KOL VO TO OKEPTW... TOUTO HOVAXT dEV

MTTOPW VO KOTAAGPBW, TL EIVOL QUTO TIOU KAVEL EVAV
AVOPWTIO TOCO OTAVOPWTIO. TOUTO HOoVAXD

deV £XW KOTOAGBEL TIOCEC HOPYPEC EXEL O POTOLOUOC;
Moéoca mpoéowma GAAALZEL KOL TIOCO O

TIOVOG TIOU O€ OCG TOUG METOVAOTECG TIPOKOAEL TEALKK
KOTAARYEL va gival TO00 idlog og 6Aoug

MaG. AUTOC O TIOVOCG MO €ival KOvOg, YU auTo Kal dev
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€{MaOTE HOVOL...EXOUE O EVACG TOV

GAAOV.

Eipot Aeov otnv EAAGSa 30 XpoOvLa, KAl PUITOPW VO
TIW KOl TOUTO, £XW YVWPIoEL KoL avOpwTIoug

TIOU POLAZOUV UE TOUG «OLKOUG Hou» avBpwrioug!
‘Eva pey&dAo euxoplotw o 0Aoucg autoug!

Me BaBL& extiunon,
MaiAivTa,
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Nada Douiri
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FRONTIERS

Agos Bereket Tamene

The red way

The red way ¢g ar376, canvas, acrylic,
250 x 700 mm, 2023.

@ This painting is inspired by the experience | had while

| was crossing the Turkish-Greek border with other
people. That day the sea was raging, however my
friend, his family and | managed to reach the Greek
coast. It had taken me almost one year to get to
Greece and | had already been through a lot of diffi-
cult situations. Thus, what | witnessed that day has
stuck in my mind and | am still haunted by this scene:
my friend's face covered with blood while trying to
break the barbed wire.
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IDENTITY

Jasemina Zeqiraj

Italia, ti amo!

L5
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“Italia , ti amo!”

Non so come suona detto da una donna albanese, ma
io cara Italia ti ho sempre amatal!

Ti ho amata quando il nonno scherzava con quelle
parole strane “Italiani sono buoni per mangiare
maccheroni " e ti ho amata ogni volta che si parlava
di arte, di nascosto a tutti, come per paura di dire la
verita di una terra libera e bella, ricca di statue nude e
strade larghe e vissute. Ecco, ti ho amata cosi, e per
questo che ho sofferto di piu!

Quando in tv dopo gli anni novanta riuscimmo a vede-
re la Carra che ballava mezza nuda, io amai pure la
danza, volevo essere qualsiasi cosa che assomiglias-
se a quel dolce suono della famosissima “Da Trieste
eingiul!”

Avrei desiderato un corso di chitarra per imitare Toto
Cutugno, mi sentivo cosi libera e cosi bene di canta-
re e ballare come se quei palchi, quella lingua e quei
sorrisi fossero proprio i miei.

La lingua che si percepisce dall’'estero & ben piu invi-
tante in confronto all’arrivo in questa terra promessa,
per esempio Toto Cutugno entré nelle nostre case
come un membro della famiglia, tra i vestiti lunghi
delle donne che mentre lavavano i vestiti, prevalente
a mano con sapone duro, cantavano interrottamente
tanto quanto il loro velo sventolava sui capi come una
piuma al vento, leggero e invitante.

Ricordo questo ed altri motivi che ci spingevano a
trascrivere le parole di una canzone, con mia sorella
Soni e la videocassetta registrata degli articolo 31,
avanti e indietro fino a consumare il nastro, talmente
era importante non perdere neanche una virgola.
Dalla tv spesso riusciamo a captare soltanto cio che
vogliamo, in fondo, chi di noi stranieri seguiva il tg1 o
notizie di puro giornalismo o cronaca da farsi i conti
con le formule razziste o gli svantaggi di essere alba-
nesi o semplicemente diversi?!

Cosi nasce lI'immigrato, un ingenuo sognatore, un

61



vagabondo in cerca della nuova anima per colmare

di serenita la nuova e torbida realta, un ricercatore

di polmoni puliti che rivolga quelle sane parole che
costruiscono, arieggiando le camere della mente,
orientando e fortificando le fragili speranze, e quel
tempo sacro, il tempo che lo straniero non ha, per
capire e per non abbandonarsi alla prima periferia ed
un sacco a pelo immaginario.

Ci sono voluti 3 mesi e 17 giorni, prima che la mia
bocca pronunciasse la prima parola in italiano e
soprattutto davanti ad un italiano, tutto questo per non
sbagliare, questo per essere impeccabile nel rispetto
di chi questa lingua le fu donata in eredita.

Non so sé questa consapevolezza ci sia, ma un immi-
grato, attende, guarda e osserva bene, prima di parla-
re, spesso per questo motivo!

Vi & un processo che accomuna tutti gli esseri umani
ed ¢ la nascita e poi la morte, sono i due eventi che in
autonomia non puoi decidere, né come e né dove, ma
tutto il resto si!

Puoi decidere se la tua vita avra una chiave felice gia
dal primo sogno che ti sfiora le mani nello scriverlo,

la tua felicita nell'immaginarlo, il tuo corpo nel ricer-
carlo in ogni angolo del mondo per realizzarlo, questo
e stato il motivo per qui la mia triste storia di vita si
fonda facilmente in dolci momenti, la mia tristezza si
trasformo sin da piccola in poesia e il mio corpo segui
ogni scelta della donna piu forte e determinata che ho
mai conosciuto, mia madre Nezi!

Se dovessi pensare con visione critica, ancora non
sento, dopo 24 anni di vita ad Alcamo, di essermi inte-
grata, perché in fondo la mia anima non cerca nessu-
na integrazione.

Ma mi sento sostenuta e riconosciuta come una
persona capace e dedica all'attivismo sociale e civico,
una scrittrice e lettrice che vive tra i libri e tra la gente
di questo luogo, ma non ho mai voluto essere integra-
ta ad un sistema, integrata all'italianismo giurato tanto
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quanto al patriottismo albanese.

lo sono immigrata grazie ad una donna che non ha
mai smesso un giorno della sua vita di piangere e
lavorare, di amare e contribuire alla crescita non solo
dei figli ma di una parte di societa e lo farebbe in egual
modo, in ogni angolo del mondo dove risiede poiché &
la persona che decide quale sia il suo obbiettivo e da
che parte della vita estendere le sue priorita, quindi,
ho solo da apprendere e ringraziare per I'educazione
e I'amore profondo che mi ha trasmesso e dalla quale
trovo massima ispirazione e motivo di fraterna convi-
venza con ogni cultura e nazionalita.

— Jasemina Zeqiraj

Si, siamo immigrati in Italia e sono cittadina di due
nazioni adesso, di un linguaggio conteso tra entram-
be come i sogni, come i miei scritti, come i miei figli
consapevoli di una mamma per meta straniera e meta
Italiana, per un marito che orgogliosamente raccon-
ta della mia nazione piu di quanto lo faccia io, per gli
amici che vedono in me l'anima e il carattere all'infuori
di classificazioni ed etichette, e per tutto cio e per
quello che ancora vorrei contribuire a fare ovunque
risiedo io e i miei sogni, ti amo lItalia, ti amo per come
ti ho sempre amata!
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IDENTITY

MD Shahidul Islam

D
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éja vu
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Nel 2010, ho varcato per la prima volta la soglia dell'l-
talia. Era l'inizio di un'avventura straordinaria: una
nuova lingua da imparare, una cultura da scoprire, uno
stile di vita completamente diverso. L'adattamento non
e stato semplice; il cambiamento repentino porta con
sé un carico di stress e richiede una rapida capacita di
adattamento. Tuttavia, il lato positivo € arrivato presto:
ogni giorno ho affrontato la sfida con determinazione,
cercando di costruire la mia identita, stringere nuove
amicizie e trovare un lavoro che desse senso alle mie
giornate. Nei fine settimana, con gli amici, ho condivi-
so aperitivi e gustato prelibati piatti... questo, per me,
e vivere. Dall'alto della mia esperienza, posso dire che
gli stranieri spesso si trovano di fronte a questa stessa
strada. Mi chiamo Md Shahidul Islam e provengo dal
Bangladesh. Da piu di dieci anni ormai, ho fatto dell'l-
talia la mia casa. Arrivai qui a 28 anni, carico di curio-
sita per immergermi nella cultura italiana.

A casa mia, non ci veniva insegnata la lingua e la
cultura italiane a scuola, quindi ho dovuto apprenderle
qui. Nonostante avessi una buona padronanza dell'in-
glese grazie all'istruzione ricevuta in Bangladesh,
sentivo il bisogno di vivere appieno la cultura italiana.
Non era facile trovare il tempo per seguire le lezioni di
italiano tra lavoro e vita quotidiana, quindi ho deciso

di imparare da solo: guardavo film in italiano, leggevo
giornali e conversavo con i colleghi di lavoro, sempre
con un piccolo dizionario a portata di mano. Dopo
giorni, mesi e persino anni, il mio desiderio di integra-
zione e apprendimento ha finalmente dato frutti: ho
trovato lavoro in una camiceria artigianale, scoprendo
cosi la bellezza del Made in Italy. Ho amato il mio lavo-
ro e il lavoro mi ha ricambiato, trascorrendo otto anni
di soddisfazione professionale. La mia vita sembrava
un vero e proprio racconto di fiabe, sempre felice.

Poi & arrivata la pandemia. Come molti altri, ho subito
un duro colpo: I'azienda ha chiuso e ho perso il mio
amato lavoro. Ero psicologicamente distrutto, senza
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una via d'uscita. Ho capito che avevo bisogno di una
pausa e sono tornato in Bangladesh per ritrovare la
forza e la volonta che mi avevano caratterizzato all'ini-
zio. Anche i, ho continuato a studiare italiano, mante-
nendo sempre vivo il legame con I'ltalia. Nel 2023, ho
deciso che era giunto il momento di tornare in lItalia

e perseguire un corso di studi universitario. Dopo

una lunga ricerca, ho trovato il corso che desideravo
all'Universita per Stranieri di Siena, dove attualmente
sto frequentando il corso di laurea triennale in Lingua,
Letteratura e Arte Italiane in prospettiva internaziona-
le. Durante questo percorso accademico, ho sentito
crescere in me una nuova responsabilita: condividere
le mie conoscenze.

— MD Shahidul Islam

Ho deciso di aiutare gli immigrati del Bangladesh

che si trovano in Italia e affrontano le stesse difficol-
ta linguistiche che ho incontrato io all'inizio del mio
viaggio. Ho contattato diverse associazioni che colla-
borano con il comune, gli ospedali, le scuole e altre
strutture dove la mediazione linguistica & essenziale.
[l mio lavoro & quello di facilitare la comunicazione e
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costruire un ponte tra I'ltalia e il Bangladesh. E un'at-
tivita che mi gratifica profondamente; cerco sempre

di mettermi nei panni delle persone che ho di fronte,
cercando di comprendere appieno il loro carattere

e la loro situazione. A volte, mi ritrovo a riflettere sui
miei primi giorni in Italia e mi sembra di rivivere quelle
emozioni. E un déja vu, ma con la consapevolezza che
ho acquisito nel corso degli anni, so che posso supe-
rare qualsiasi sfida che la vita mi riservi."
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Doreida Xhogu
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IDENTITY

Sofia Polou Cambiri

Machi
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Ap, aAakAnZeno, tviEo aAakAnZeno Ban enBoOAeo
YEQKKEAED KE Balny&adnBdn yEaBr Ze eAa eke&vidynv
KE BOBONAV EPWOTILLV.

‘HkvTiA 10 pEOAOA OnNOA £yEaca neA MEwNE Zelida NVt
EKEEVIVYIVTT KVTL.

Me 1EAe ZvBia. HkvmA eAa AngvTano BvEindn yekanv
eAe€yena Ban doAnaAna vt neo &&ele Aa B6adenan
KOAe neo dima Zne Zawalla Ban Aa Bvnnaen KaBENG
€0ei vt ZMAaAnnEnan € Aaladla Ke NVA VITEQAD,

oA A\a nZete Aa ZmAaAnelei ke B&NN TIvIT ANAA
nomnop&VAQ N6V KABENG aud Ban Nodv BVANG, Ke
NVvA €0TNO neo.

O1¢nB& Ban none 6eA krvEvula Ao BanataBo amnn
ne ZrmAGANnele, ama NWES Ke Tvur ryBikele ZKAKon
Ban AvZnalyw amneo nno KvAadnBeo Znnykeo.

Tv eke&vioynv NNOA € Balwune&e kvt Bile {na mandnod
KVTT pEOANG KE NeA vTvia KvEvula Aa KNRLo, Ao
kvn&advkan, Aa eBkm¢ne&euvKkan yeyvAona 6an
ZnAanZZAkana.

‘HnoA amno nv eke&vioynv vt 6o Bvnnrn&na aboka,
Kvn&&ZneBa neA keyawune&e amodbade TV eipa ai&en
none, Aa kenaAalneulo. Zvula e KnNa TIOAEKVEDE
na&alaldlddna ote, ZneA Aonna AlBaia.

‘HnoA a&p€o neo 6eBaenico nvit O Ban € AlBoAia ipe
oAvipen na CUAVEQ neo.

O Zeivo kv, v 06eEBO0 nvt ane&a kvt £61YE CNEA
AlnAa. Emtnade dvriend (oA BeTvitEOo e Kna Bila
eOvindnwA.Téne amnn € vnOvyeAena gipe aAdybe
oo kayeiEnlZa Ban EwnelaA nVvA Zeiv KVTT, KNATIOO
KTtvEvuZe Ao Bvelnlen. EBeilvo nvTio kilede yno KEAQ
Ban 6noA N&le Aa a&en NeA vnOvyeAena nvit neA
AlBaAia, Znénnele ke ekEAG Ban K NVTIO YVAEIO KVTT
Ban rnkboAnlake owvn Ao BUyo On eyw.

H n&wne ke€a Znel AZRAa, ZnV euvpnbo neo
vnOvyeAenoo vt o eEYAOOKVTIA.

‘EAa re&vpv Zrtinn maAo omod neA aallo Ke
aneteionv ybadoA Ban kna inila dirma g g
6eAN&a vt NeA ZBeTOSOA KE neN ZBn& nvro!
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Artn6 nv eEnPALVA NOA Kaynbo yna kEAa Ban €
nEwne aidlele NNa eAdvti¢nadkoo. Okoo CUANVKO
BandLapa 6nn € Keyowne&e dZOVLA KVTT ANOA €
emnOvnAoAia ZneA eueAndn yiwlla. Eipa mvud
aBvulkana, BanaldpanAa 0Koo STICOVIETIOKVTIAG
A& VLU Aa €68Eadnw. Ao nel a&pn Ke
ayBdainalal 6an KVt deiHaAe TVIU ayaTe. My
K&ZaAe Brnka- BrAka neA nEPAE neo kayengNodno Ban
eMelipleba e kna Ban kayeiEnlla.

Mvueo BvEEo LBeONOKVTIA TGO Lo NOA A gipa
na&okeilen Zne ABoAia, o NKVTIA Baleynnéna
neo alBaAndno yiwllao. MeZa kvt ynAOnoA Kio
UYBEVTIZE KENOKU NEO eTNdTKiclo Aol dvTIETIO O
Baleynn&na Ban amo neA aue NEo OGAAYBE0 KVTT AO
dvrieuo oA KayeiEnlla.

Mg amnf) neA CUyBEvmde Ban Kia aidlele
Banone&onenao meEAvUZoA na pEOANC.

Mena& omd meAne p&oAna Znel Eudda maAngeuvkan.
O aAn&oo kvt €iAan KVAapvynoo Ban nv £¢nkv

leen onn n&enen Aa 6EvAniden nvro yvAeio nvrL.
Artn6 ANoA duZBvLv yna KEAO ynani Banariela

na ZnAanZZnkand kvt Tv ZennBo6 0Koo ANaGAE

{na vnBVAVKNOa, dvriieuoke NECZeEa Gnvka Ban
ANOA TINV €UBVLY A KOOEQVTIKE pEAKANG YN A
ayvEALVTIKE NV 6nBO Kao T1tinn.

Meyaiodle € vnOvyeAeNa Koo KE NVA €EPVKO NOA
mandnwA koo. Mg 6naBbvEQ ieAne pEOANG v EACO
aTt’ NVA GuVvA, Koo BEEaQAN TIVIU pa&d Ban emnTpia.

H Bvndena neo ynayndo Ban NV TIOTvuU [NoA
anZZenn Znv Keyaloka NoA mandnwA ynani ekeio

vn YVAEILO LelTtaKe TVILEO WEEO, ynani SVTILEUOKE

e UV dvtienEo. TelnB& kend amod TvIU BOTTV Ban
nEvdnadena kvEELoKke Ao ayvEALVTIKE NV 6nBO Koo
Ztinn Ban Ao Anwlvrnke albaiena onn 6l o KmvEei
Bdamvnvo Aa koo Bydlen oo nv Zrinn.

Ta mandna keyaloAo 6an €nZn N&Le € WEQ v KEYALVO
ynvo Aa ttéen Znv ZpVLEiv.

H 6aZbdia aAnnunBZebe Bamvneo kalelnabeo
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o61OVlieo Ban koo MEvNeiIAen Ao {TIKBVTUETINVUKE
EANOA GTIPVIOYV. Artnr NNOA € TIEWNE ETIOON KVTT

KE GTIPVLOYV € VTivia AN nv ZeKENVO Lidvo NEO
auayno tvit Lo eEponalie ¢ne dan KTt MNyonAa

Aa Banadelo NVA TIOAV KVTT Ban neA amvEia KvTt.
MEvOaAwo AKe&Ea KTIVEW A IO, 6NN Na Iandna

o€ p&enadvAnan Crpvioyy, yvAeio p&enddvAnan.
ANamoBenOna ZrtAaAnela dOvlico, amvEico,
nEvRINkana Znel pede KVTT KE NA TTONONA KVTL.

H onéBadle Ao dVTLEGO KE NVA €aTNG KVTT Ban AG KMo
e Kia Ze€amennnBn {pele NNOA NV KVAVTIGNN NEO
dono kvt TIvTT Ke €Ryale e BonenAvUo Ban KEYALVTIO
leoOOEVTIO.

‘Ekala nn Zekailen € {pele yVANVU Ttandnvu, eo
KTtvEei Aa ZneBenain v YVANOo ne €€ NVTT, WO AX
aAnnkenoTiden na MEVRIAKaANG TIVIT €68ELWAVANON
eKTIEOVANQO g amnd nv Ttandi

=eONAWANCO aTo Kia (e ) OVTIIOBiIda Ban
dnalpidvAnoo ole ne daor KVTT KEPEN NWED g EAa
00KV vt na UANAEBa BEEPVTIA BEVPN Ban € Zalalla

Tv 6eAn&v kvt €pen dAan6 BVEKO,BalnEo Ban
oémAaneo &ideo!

Eilan vn B&Zeno kv, Zne 6on KvTL. AT €6€il oANnNw
SUAaKe Ban eAe€yena Ao BEVANiISC arnd nv KNBEO
O&y, vt NWEX €pen yiAen €Aa BvTAnono émAano
Ban O0kvEBV 6€ANEV vt ne\ Ba&SNA NVTT, NEA
delnailen €Ao0 ANVO LOKTIEEOO Ban BonenAoo!!!
M&Ao art’ ne Zawalla menaAe dUV eleule&a viing, €
{nAepena Kvtt!
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"H anmowoaon vo 00UAEWW UE

TOV E0UTO MOV KOl VO UTTW OE
UL OEPATIEUTIKN OXE0N NTAV
To povornatt tnec ZWNAC LoV oV
HE EBYOAE OE (PWTELVOUC KAl
HeEVaAouc Asw@opouc.”

— MD Shahidul Islam
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Mohamed Saleh Saeed Sidi Mohamed

We are
the migrants
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