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A SEA OF WORDS 14TH YEAR

Foreword

The contest “A Sea of Words” was launched in 2008 by the European Institute of the Mediterra-
nean (IEMed) in collaboration with the Anna Lindh Foundation. This initiative brings together
the voices of young people, who are essential agents of change, on topics of social, cultural,
economic or political dialogue, which prompted the 1995 Barcelona Declaration.

This contest gives a voice to young people from the Southern and Eastern Mediterranean coun-
tries and the European Union, promoting debate around common problems and shared values.

“A Sea of Words” encourages the participation of youths from both shores of the Mediterranean
and expresses different challenges and goals of each country in the region. In the 14 years that
the contest has taken place, 3,004 stories written by youngsters between 18 and 30 years old
have been presented. 1,373 stories came from the northern shore and 1,599 from the eastern and
southern shores of the Mediterranean. With the goal of encouraging the voices of youths, the
project has the objective of creating new socio-political narratives that strengthen the culture of
peace in the Euro-Mediterranean region.

Each edition focuses on different current topics concerning young people from all over the Med-
iterranean, making their realities and conceptions known with a creative tool: writing. Through
stories about real or fictitious experiences, young people provide a personal, historical or an-
thropological vision of issues and realities that, despite geographical or cultural distances, are
common to the Euro-Mediterranean region.

Despite the restrictions derived from the COVID-19 pandemic, 139 young people from 23 coun-
tries of the Euro-Mediterranean region participated in the fourteenth edition.

The authors of the 10 best texts — selected by an international jury — were invited to Barcelona
on 30 November 2021, in the framework of the Mediterranean Day, to participate, for three days,
in the awards ceremony, creative workshops and other cultural exchanges to develop common
meeting spaces.

Historically, the Mediterranean region has been a place of movements and migrations (some-
times forced) of its populations, which have forged the societies we now share. Mobility enables
us to get closer to and know the social and cultural diversity and richness of the two shores in
such a way that we discover shared values and challenges. Thanks to the flows of people, differ-
ences can become authentic richness, which allows a future of peace and stability in the region
to be created together.

Anna Lindh
Foundation

IEMed.



A SEA OF WORDS 14TH YEAR

Through this edition we wanted to reflect upon the importance of mutual knowledge and ex-
change to advance towards the creation of a citizenship that embraces the entire Euro-Mediter-
ranean region.

Mobility means exchanging, getting closer and knowing each other.

In the 2021 edition “Youth and Mobility: Towards a Euro-Mediterranean Citizenship” the vast
majority of the texts had a common base: learning through mobility. It is indeed a learning ex-
perience because of the new contexts mobility brings us, on a bus through a city, a motorboat
on a sea strait, or in an airport. It takes us to new realities from which we can learn. It is through
mobility that we discover new places, new people, and can usually leave difficult life experi-
ences behind.

One clear example is the mobility between the two Mediterranean shores: the way different peo-
ple contrast in terms of rights, economic stability and personal security shows us the diversity,
differences and inequalities that still exist in the Euro-Mediterranean region.

It is through mobility and discovering new contexts that we find out that they are mostly not
pleasant but harsh and challenging, as shown by the texts in this year’s contest. The maturity
of the authors is reflected in their stories and the courage to move across the Mediterranean in
search of new places that provide better opportunities. Mobility is the means to achieve emo-
tional maturity by creating new social relations and overcoming adversity.

Anna Lindh
Foundation

IEMed.
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Out of Tune
Hala Kabalan. Syria

I

The persistent sunlight tickled her tired eyelids, initiating the undeniable realisation of a new
morning. She hesitantly got up to check the world outside the window beside her bed. The Medi-
terranean was resting peacefully outside, stretching wide and uniting with the horizon in a natural
harmony. She listened carefully as the distant music of So/i* filled the atmosphere with random
lyrics: “Il mondo dietro ai vetri sembra un film senza sonoro™?

Passing by the dusty mandolin behind the door, she poured herself a cup of hot espresso. It used to
make things better, she thought to herself, but not anymore. She checked her phone only to find the
numbers of her digital clock staring back at her. No messages, emails or exciting missed calls. In
that moment, there were only the smell of strong coffee and the salty breeze of August.

She could feel herself slipping into the empty space between her own thoughts. The silence was
intolerable. Soli came to an end and left her alone with her mind. She has been avoiding this silence
for a while now. Her isolation was magnifying the heaviness in her heart. The monster of sadness
was sitting there, waiting for any opportunity to take over. In her mind, she was looking for some-
one or something to blame, only to be faced with nothing but clear facts.

She recalled the memory of her mother occasionally coughing and telling her “It’s just a cold”. She
witnessed her deteriorating every day until she was unable to take a single breath. After a short and
exhausting fight, her mother finally surrendered. Leaving her behind, alone and terrified. A wave of
unpleasant goose bumps ran over her body as the flashbacks disappeared. The scars of loss are yet
to be healed, and no one truly understood how it felt. She was allowed to feel numb. These days,
she was destined to exist on the margin of life, waiting for time to pass.

A reckless gust of wind blew a blue ticket off the coffee table. She grabbed it quietly, reading the
words aloud in her head with a desperate attempt to overcome the deafening silence. There was an
exhibition in town. She vaguely remembered buying the blue ticket solely for its colour. It was that
specific shade of blue, the one in her mother’s eyes. The blue ticket served as the perfect bookmark
for her version of The Prophet. She wasn’t planning to go anywhere, not anymore at least.

Checking the empty capsules of her antidepressants, she realised she had to leave the house today,
a simple mission that became rather impossible. The world right outside her house seemed as far
away as the sun. Everything required a massive amount of energy that she didn’t have. Getting out
of bed, drinking water, sometimes even blinking was too much of an effort to handle. She was in a

1. Alone; an Italian song by Toto Cutugno.
2. The world outside of the window seems like a silent film.

nna Lindh
oundation

IEMed.
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A SEA OF WORDS 14TH YEAR

continuous state of absolute exhaustion, forgotten and alone. Warmth and happiness turned into a
distant memory that calmly, yet surely, dissolved in her heart.

An hour later, she put on her floral sundress, grabbed her book, and headed out to catch a bus.

II

She did not belong.

The streets were crowded with children and their parents since it was the summer break. Happy
screams and loud laughs filled the air and distracted her from the music in her ears. The sun was
rising majestically over this town near the sea as the breeze tickled her dress and demanded to be
acknowledged. She paused the music and listened to random conversations between middle-aged
women, who were picking their mandarin oranges with impressive delicacy. Everyone around her
belonged to someone or something around, children to their parents, pets to their owners, the sun
to the sky. Their loud laughs declared their joy. Still, the world in her eyes seemed like a silent film.

After getting her prescription, she headed back to the bus stop where she grabbed her book to read on.

“That’s one impressive bookmark you got there.” The voice of a stranger caught her off guard.
“The deeper that sorrow carves into your being, the more joy you can contain.” He recited one of
her favourite quotes of The Prophet. “An impressive book as well.”

Unable to process his words, she looked around to make sure he was talking to her. The guy with
curly brown hair smiled generously, as if he was expecting her to start singing his favourite song.

The stranger looked like her somehow, she thought, they could braid their hair together and no one
will know which is which. He was using his right hand to fix his glasses, while the slim fingers of
his left hand rested on the brown mandolin case beside him. His yellow T-shirt and green shorts
merged him with the trees and the sun surrounding the street. She glanced at her floral dress. It was
black, and just like her, it did not fit the scene either.

For a brief second, she envied him. It must feel good to be the guy in the yellow T-shirt. He looked
like he belonged to that specific moment, to that place, to that small town near the sea.

“I’m opening for the exhibition on your bookmark.” He smiled as he patted his mandolin tenderly.
“My mother is one of the artists.”

Her envy grew stronger as she grasped all the privileges the guy in the yellow T-shirt was enjoying.
How does it feel to easily belong to people and places? she wondered; how does it feel to be okay?
Shyly smiling, she nodded in silence. She was not ready for random conversations with lucky
strangers. She secretly sighed in relief as the bus showed up with its usual noise. Finally, she’s
going back home.
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The empty bus stopped with a much-anticipated heaviness. As they got on board, they sat oppo-
site each other. Thankfully, he understood she did not want to be bothered. She opened her book
again and stared at the blue ticket. What day was it anyway? She was about to start reading when
the guy in the yellow T-shirt played a tune she knew. He was good, she thought, but he failed to
notice his mandolin was out of tune.

“Your E string is out of tune.” She found herself pronouncing these words across the empty bus.
“No way, I used an app to tune it just now.”
“Half a note lower than it’s supposed to be,” ignoring his claim completely.

He took his phone out of his pocket to check the tuning. Strumming the double E string, he
turned the screen to face her with his eyes in genuine shock. E was half a note lower than it’s
supposed to be.

The conversation that followed felt like a dream of some kind. She found herself tuning the
mandolin while advising him to check it again before his big performance. She only found
herself answering his questions without having the time to ask him anything, not even his name
or where he’s from. He kept smiling and greeting every new passenger with his confident Buon-
giorno! There was something about this stranger who got life figured out. Such a lucky stranger,
she thought to herself.

Reaching the 3rd station, he packed his instrument and declared: “Give me a thumbs-up in case
tuning is on point. I’'m counting on you.” She was puzzled as she looked down to find the blue
ticket still in her hand. It’s today, she realised, the exhibition in the national park on 3rd station
was about to start.

III

There was a laidback charm to the park that slept in the middle of her town. The great oak
tree stretched skywards as the roots were unapologetically making their way between scattered
groups of people. She looked around to find sunshine turning into chattering and greetings while
everyone spoke a different language. Still, they looked like her somehow. If one braided every-
one’s hair together, no one would know which is which.

A number of artists from different ages stood beside their paintings with a sense of pride that
was almost materialised into a painting on its own. Walking beside her, the guy in the yellow
T-shirt made his way to the humble stage in the middle of the park. People gathered around
cheering for the band and went silent after a while. The lucky stranger, who looked like he
belonged to every oak tree in her town by the sea, plucked each of the strings of his mandolin.
Instantly looking at her, he gently raised his eyebrows and tilted his head to the side asking
for her confirmation.
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Life stood still for a second. She asked herself what she was doing here, a rush of guilt and uneasiness
taking over her veins. She felt the weight of the medications in her bag as she remembered her mother
walking underneath the great oak tree. Soli started playing again in her mind, but this time it was out
of tune. She was alone, descending into a deep ocean of sorrow and grief. She closed her eyes and
wished she did not exist anymore, nothing meant anything anymore. There was nothing but silence.

Plucking his strings with renewed determination, the familiar progression of notes forced her to
open her eyes again. He snatched her out of her despair, his strum felt like a life jacket of some
kind. He was still there, smiling with raised eyebrows and a tilted head. She raised her right hand
in front of her nose in secret, and gave him a thumbs-up. The band started playing a cheerful col-
lection of songs and the crowds were happily applauding whenever they got the chance. Ending
the show with a song in a strange language, the band greeted the audience and quickly found their
way off stage.

The guy in the yellow T-shirt was heading towards her mouthing the words “thank you”, when a
distant voice seemed to call his name. “That’s my mother!” he said as he reached her side. “You
have to check her painting. It’s our story.” Unable to shake off her persistent envy, she followed
his footsteps in silence. They passed by the big sign at the entrance that said, Crossing the Medi-
terranean: An Exhibition, and reached the woman with brown hair by the tree. Behind her, a large
oil painting was on display.

The painting was horizontally divided into two parts. The lower section portrayed a mess of con-
fusing shades of grey. As she looked closer, she understood it was a scene of ultimate destruction.
Bombed buildings, gigantic tanks, scattered tombstones, deadly rockets, and monstrous clouds.
This was war. This was death. The terrifying prospect of this scene being real sent a shiver down
her spine. Her eyes looked for the upper section in a desperate attempt to find consolation, and
they finally did. It was that shade of blue, the one on her ticket, and the one in her mother’s eyes.

It was the sea. It was the Mediterranean that lay by the horizon outside her room. A small orange
boat was painted on the blue background of the upper half. A woman and her child stood on board,
turning their backs to the destruction behind and looking straight ahead.

“We were the only ones left. My father and sister were killed in an airstrike.”

He said as he wrapped his arm around his mother. “Everyone here has lost someone, but they’re all
survivors.” When she looked around at the paintings hanging on old oak trees, the artists from across
the sea looked more like her than ever before. She was not alone, she realised, and their pain was
the same as hers. The woman interrupted her track of thoughts, murmuring a sentence in that strange
language. The guy in the yellow T-shirt smiled and said “She said you look like a survivor too.”

In that specific moment, she almost felt like she belonged somewhere.

The End
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A Bedouin in Europe
Mohamed Ben Mbarek. Morocco

It was seven o’clock Warsaw time. [ was the
first to step down from the plane, for my seat
was the last row. The breeze was different
from what I was used to in our desert. The
sky was clear and it seemed like I was see-
ing it for the first time. I slowed down so the
other passengers would step ahead, for I had
no idea what I was to do after disembarking.
I took my place in a long queue of non-Eu-
ropean passports. When it was my turn, the
customs officer welcomed me with a quick
smile, which soon became more cheerful
when he read the invitation extended to me by
the Polish Agency for Culture and Education
to pursue my studies in Poland. It stated that I
was an outstanding student and recommend-
ed that all administrative procedures be facil-
itated for me. He stamped my passport with a
warm and proud “Welcome to our country.” |
received it with all due love and appreciation.
I continued to follow the people in front of
me towards the luggage belts, where 1 soon
found my suitcase. I then found myself in
an even more spacious hall with a crowd of
people. Youngsters, as pretty as angels, were
running about; the features of the elderly
seemed to reflect the burden of the wars wit-
nessed by Poland under the Nazi occupation.
Then you were soon distracted by a group of
well-dressed young people who carried flow-
ers, and others who seemed to be dressed in
a uniform, carried papers with names printed
on them. I soon understood that these were
cab drivers. I scanned the papers, wondering
if I would find my name, only to find my fam-
ily name carried by a blond smiling girl. Her
sheer look was enough to make one forget the

A SEA OF WORDS 14TH YEAR

tiredness of the trip. I approached her, waving
my right hand, and she met me with a smile
I swear I never saw the likes of. We greeted
each other, while my Bedouin heart seemed
to explode at her delicacy. My mind was dis-
tracted, wondering who the genius was who
had engrained in us, the people of the desert,
that a woman had to be fat, and that the slim
ones did not count as women. Slim women
were outcast, and their families driven hard
to clear them of such deficiency. At times
they would make natural bitter extracts, too
hard for camels to digest, not to mention a
girl’s liver who was not even ten yet. And at
other times, they would force the slim girl
to undertake tough exercises. Youstina soon
recalled me from my reveries, as she pulled
at my suitcase and said “You seem exhaust-
ed. Please let me help you with the suitcase.”
She then gave me a piece of a sweet, which
seemed to be made in their famous cuisine.
I swallowed it reluctantly, my mind haunt-
ed by the images of the girls in my family
who were doomed to slimness. We got onto a
public bus, where Youstina informed me that
we would reach the university dorms in ten
minutes. I smiled back, “Don’t worry. I spent
over fourteen hours on the go since I left
my house to arrive here.” I told myself that
spending one moment in the halls of knowl-
edge was better than centuries in the arms
of ignorance and backwardness. We arrived
at the university, where we found two lady
employees awaiting us. The three ladies then
spoke in Polish, firing away, with “tak tak
tak” recurring amongst them. They received
a copy of my passport, and then one of them
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gave me the key to my room saying, “Wel-
come to our country.”

Youstina took her leave, pecking a kiss on my
right cheek, and leaving the left one deprived.

I climbed the stairs to the second floor, look-
ing left and right in search of my room,
number 206. I found it in the middle of the
corridor. I opened the door as I remembered
the last door I closed before my trip. It was
the door to my room in the dorms in Rabat.
There was a huge difference between the two
rooms. The comparison was not right in the
first place. My new room was spacious. In the
right corner was the bed, in the other corner
a desk and chair. The room had a balcony
that overlooked a green garden, which soon
reminded me, with grief burning my heart, of
the garbage and waste you would see, were
you ever to look out one of the windows in
the dorm in Rabat. I asked myself who was
to blame? Was it possible to dream of a better
tomorrow?

I didn’t know how, but soon the words of
the dorm employee and of the customs of-
ficer materialised in front of me, “Welcome
to our country.” The sense of pride as they
spoke the words. I felt like the whole issue
lay in the pronoun “our” and the word “coun-
try”. When one has a sense of belonging, one
considers the country like a big home, and all
efforts are exerted to make it as wonderful as
the small personal home. It was the belief that
personal stability was related to the stability
of the country. The prosperity of the country
was related to their personal prosperity. But
my dear self, how are we to convince the
young and old in our countries of this? How
are we to convince them that change was pos-
sible? That it was an issue of honest will and
intention? There my mind failed to find a sat-
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isfying answer. I felt that the exhaustion was
taking over my slim body. I dragged myself
into the shower, which was located in a bath-
room I shared with the neighbouring room.
Suddenly I ran into a short girl, with dark
hair, and a light skirt. She welcomed me mer-
rily and asked, “Did you move in here?”” She
pointed at my room. “Yes,” I replied. “Well,
hello. My name is Birgitt. I am an American
Jew, from Poland. You?”

“My name is Mohamed,” I said. “I’'m from
the Moroccan desert.” She seemed to be ec-
static at the mention of Morocco, and said,
“That’s my maternal grandmother’s home-
land. My mother always told me how Moroc-
co hosted the Jews, and the great respect they
enjoy with the people and the royal family.”
I nodded and said, “Yes.” My smile seemed
tired, but contained an overwhelming feeling
that with this experience I was a new-born
thrown into a new world. She excused herself
saying, “Let’s meet again.”

“Yes, sure,” I said.

I went into the bathroom and took off my
clothes, while my mind tossed about hun-
dreds of questions. Where is the Europe
everyone was warning me of? Why did the
Jewish girl not treat me warily, me the Mus-
lim? There was such a difference between
our religions. How could Birgitt travel
alone? Where did Youstina learn all this gal-
lantry and the ability to handle any situation
better than men did? My people in the desert
insisted that women were created for plea-
sure in the bed. If a woman wanted to go out,
the kitchen was good enough for her. What
if my folk were to see the beauty of Birgitt
the short, or Youstina the slim? Would they
cease fattening our girls as if they were cat-
tle, not humans?
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I then got dressed and left the bathroom,
wondering how it was not only a bath for
the body, but a pressing invitation for an in-
tellectual bath, too. I threw my tired body
on my bed, reciting the prayer for travelling
which the speedy events had made me forget
about.

The alarm clock on my phone rang. It was
6 am; my first morning in Poland. I got
dressed and went to the breakfast hall. I
met my neighbour Brigitt, neatly dressed
and a distinctive scent emanating from her.
She suggested I order the third option on
the menu, saying it was the healthiest. We
chatted about the discipline each one of us
was specialising in. We discovered that we
were both at the faculty of sciences and
technology, with a slight difference in the
times of our classes. We decided to go to-
gether to find out about our lectures, which
were due to start after two days. It was fun
to walk with her. She was a mature girl, de-
spite her young years. She was well-read
about other cultures and history, clever in
communicating her thoughts, very accurate
in her choice of words. We went through
many paths and alleys, not even noticing. |
felt like I was only then performing the act
of living. The beauty of Polish architecture
added a special touch to the scenery, for I
was a lover of architectural arts. And then
suddenly I heard foul words in Arabic. 1
turned towards the source where the words
came from, to find two young men sitting on
the pavement of a square. Next to them was
a bottle of wine they were fighting over. 1
was stunned by the scene and disappointed.
Brigitt interrupted me, “Here we are at the
university. Look, there’s Building A, where
Monday’s class will be.” She then added,
“Let’s go to the cafeteria and get some rest.”
It was a huge yard surrounded by columns
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in Roman style. At the top of each column
was the engraved face of a human. I later
understood from the expert Brigitt that they
were Polish thinkers and scientists. It was
a sense of pride in the past and the forefa-
thers engrained in every inch of the place.
Brigitt later asked me, “Why do you let
me speak more than you? Why do you pre-
fer to remain silent and just listen? I, too,
love that, but we’re chatting and getting to
know each other.” Her shining eyes stimu-
lated me and I said spontaneously, “I’'m a
man of the desert. We grow up in a tough
environment. Most of our time we tend the
cattle and search for water. We don’t return
to our tents until night. This is my first day
in Europe — the land of non-Muslims — as |
always knew it.” She interrupted me smil-
ingly. “It doesn’t matter where you are from,
or the nature of your origins, or your faith.
What counts is that your heart holds love,
that you look at all people through humane
and friendly eyes. The world today counts
on us, the youth, to lead humanity towards a
future of peace and prosperity for us and the
coming generations, without any harm to the
natural resources of the world.”

She paused for a moment, to smile that smile
of a loving girl as she said, “You owe it to
Poland.” T replied without thinking, “Yes.
Beyond the ability of words. The few hours I
had spent here were enough to change many
concepts, and correct many wrong ideas that
occupied my mind. The scene of the two
young men a while ago was enough to un-
derstand the fear of European governments,
and their repetitive call for essential integra-
tion. The decency of the customs officer was
enough to understand that this continent re-
spected the law and welcomed, and encour-
aged, anything that was legal. The trust that
the Polish state granted me when it offered
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a monthly stipend, housing and food was
evidence that the European governments
wished to extend their hand to the youth of
the south to develop their skill and serve their
countries. Your culture is far-reaching, your
style of conversing, the way you present your
ideas, all these showed me that what a wom-
an can reach by far exceeds what the mind of
a Bedouin like me could grasp. Females were
not created for sex alone. Females are sophis-
ticated humans who can offer a lot.”
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Her smile seemed to express victory, her
brows moved up, as she said, “At last you
spoke more than me.” She then lent closer,
taking my hand, and pecking a kiss on my
left cheek, which I had been deprived of that
night.

I replied, sarcastically, “Your kiss is more
precious to me than the scholarship.” We then
left the cafeteria, totally different from how
we had come.

nna Lindh
oundation

IEMed.

17



A SEA oF WORDS 14TH YEAR

R o i

oY) .8a daal Jlaa 3 gana

Al

Al el e Ll Aliluia «aall LS e cnl il Le il s 565 o 3l
ol 5 slisall (ge B aaa G lae (g a0 (g Lol Epi ) Gishad Sl
s oyl (e 38yl ee Al il Gl g Lgie ol i) Eavie] (A caalia o) Jlac  jaY)
s gy o o) (15 palias BB31 () imalispes 401 SIS 3 i) ey 5l Lk L
Sl o el iy AT G g i calaall e iy 1 Uy ol o) 5aY) naal (00
S8 caie lael 3 Ul 5h baas Eul 5 SIS elaizmy a5 lld JB S (gl

Alad) daal delen e GEY) daay .‘&&gﬂ\g&dw\kﬂ\_gﬂg}u@&m
g3 el oS o g carll sad aa T Bl il O (Y1 Caal 5 ) SSU A o
w

Al

Teuiils Lo Aalaull s ¢ alaisl dacay (o sSiu

Al ol dia gy il o) ol o laaay Jaat 81 el A8 NgS Sl Lol b (VL & e oS
Q}j_;‘;&:)JJ”QEc&\.‘\o‘\?\@@@ﬁiﬁ&aﬂﬂ.ﬁdéﬁ\b_@@)\%Q}iéw
Lo U piiagd 5Spud oile

Al gl ) i gl Mg o e ST B sl Ll S adll aa da ) (LS cllia
Ay JB Lokl 8 daglaad) Al Hall dins JaS; ¢ praal) olal Jeadd onga (5 jlucad Jaumas s (5 5k
eale a0 (e Slie raan s il § 5 (e O sladin QLY O cdilla

e 8 4pal AlSia b ¢ g el | paal) 4l e el aead el 138 Gilas ol L Gy 2
Llall slede 5l (g s « i€ O () A G il Angly caSiil s

LS Ay o 3 V) e o JlSay R ) gae s lehed (e B (il 6 jia Alila llia
?OL}” o Al el Jamtin

e 93 Ssh el %) sedia s "land Al g lend)  Jaaia S MAT 4 ke dlies sy clllia
Mol 13 Sl Al 8 J Rl el

IE\I(‘(I ' Anna Lindh

18



Manmoubp JaMAL AHMED MIQDADI

A SEA oF WORDS 14TH YEAR

¢ yad dadl _C;&;ﬁ,@pﬁ_ﬁamtmiﬂamw@d;_wu:s\‘;ums:
558k Dl s DAl e da3) )

e Ulaay deat 5 Gala ad) S Lo Ll (5250 US o1 LS ¢ il 530m Al peo Lilla
Cule Lasay S8 Uinaian $iai VT 2L e G315 ol Bl S 2 5l (a3 ola Aniia
O i By 8 () sdas S5l I LS BB (8853 g Cunal (g el la Al

Tl Wala jidd e oSl

i el Ay K s A a Aalie )Y clgal) a i oLl 0 6 G (i ga ) sas
8 dLgadi Bl yall aiadll 5 eyl S Jumdl sla o Egall () g bt iy 4l paa G
Qgg@@ﬂ\@}b“\ﬂﬁejﬁ\ééaj &b@cahw\ucu@u&dﬂgsw

61 S e ad Sl Culad () g5 o3 yrinn Ll L sagdld Ly Blall) & gla Alalal)
Loday Baa) g dndy Chals 3 5 45l dlasl) Leadlial & jlai 00 gall e 5 yua il Loleati 3 S
Lalall ol 3lee U s go Lgadi (o J8 colall (358 (58 deall &yl 5 Aaall Lg )la

Gl CJJ“-' duale Gl oge g sl Gl 1—‘55 sl alia) ¢ ) Bl 905 slas
i) sadall | pua¥) olal uaial QLA Bas) 5 dxds a3 Jyse F) pa colSy B a5 diay
ASadl Al " & jla e 5 5EE 1y §eaally Al G i A3 A Al 215 ¢ el die
A il Gl ) s Cual &l Gaa g Ml 1ol 1533 sl (e
Ll gagall bl ylall ) ge (aal ¥ LS clialal & 5 Lt

Al

OSall e 5 LI Andi de U Al cauad iy o saled Gy ia L ligs) IS (e s
a5 il 48 guaall laadle V5 cliind) ) dpand ol Lo ol | AY) Chuaill i

Ca L) 4n) el Jual JULY) s jea Vs coluall oIS cply ¥ 1 paall 13gd 8 (5 il
s STy ST S Al ) Y deand gl Juy i cadld Y1 A ST Al

o Canal Caay Blail e Uy 18 S8 il wadll &l 35 m dla ol Qi
ClS S5 caie puaiin Halill Cuga i Taal (ol ali alill agie IS5 Al (5 HAY) daall delen
3k & _T;suusesum_ & Luuu,glm\éjwzfﬂ&@_mu:\;hywu
slall Jla e e Ll el i o i ulS 5508 A g ST AR s Al (e gl
b dany gall 5 cagh ya slall )8 Bl ab celd s CULS o e el g ¢ 85k Lo Jad
O ST LAk cyae G allia g Lia (e diad o @llia CuilS aadlE) ge ale Ul ¢ el
o 0S5 Lo aadl 2Ll o Sl Js 8 e sall cillaad e gluat) G 08 Ty, Tl G liyaal
gana J 8 (5B s 6 (eaL Cad b e Joas Lo aanally 13 $2daalll daa
OIS gl Ly im0 (g S 45 Ty 540 ks 5" 0

IE\I(‘(l ' Anna Lindh

19



Manmoubp JaMAL AHMED MIQDADI

A SEA oF WORDS 14TH YEAR

OSs ol &gl Ay il Sy sl e Al 21 cdiera e 31 Laay a1 Y
i€ G )5 elall 4858 copanad) Ja ) Cl ) camall & 381 e a4l sl Guulie
ad) eliS) Jal e cdd ) (558 Ulle Lead ) Adalall oy (g il 3 Anadl LaS gy Alaal)

FV s el GuSlad) = sall Y g el o) Eilla s AN o G e (liae (S0 e Dy

_ﬂmmw}&d@mﬂuwb_ﬂ\cuﬁjé&h}\ ‘;"\.\3_).1&_\.\.\.»3&\‘)“‘2\
Lt jaal) FY U pa el b gaead) ole | L o8 8 Al aag o Sl ) seddll
3iall 28 o (LIS ¢ ) gadiall dala jy ¢ saall & ALl o) s o il L

il @i yal ) daal O ey ool b Adaboy 0S5 1380 3lad el i o )lall Ll duelanll

OV Ll 5 1y Ul s 3 6o sm el 90 Candn 3l 020 QA (0 (i slie e e

Ja el goua e Wil oIS g LS (i b Guall g 5 430 plal a4 ol any

i e s s Leallae 3l 35 Al &5 Ul L 5 g pam e and ) 211 e 431

il e
Al

(leS alay dlalas gb ASe dlia G Y Lell Cinal Ll ) diall Lgd) Ulea 5 3
Y a8 S ra¥) #Y) Alad A U ALY Gaaly (e Ja Salall el G
Lty ) il 5 o saclsall allai g Lo b 5 g Lupa " ) " duds By
Gl cadle G olally | sald 2SS GO ()5S Lo 40l cagaiy 531 Jalall g (Jla )
b A8y 0 53y el i 613 ki b e () ¢aSSE i el e o L g uay
(o ol OIS Lagy s SUIRT (e 2y 3ad Al 15 AT S40) a1 EY15 ase | AT ol
o)l Juall (e 8 ppall Axil oda e Ll Gl Wil sa 4 y0f L ol Y faslae) o
s el (e 6l S

ol da Al Ul &l g dil s gl (o S Jua | jpal) FY) daia @ s Ll (g
Cle g eoliad caia @y Al @llaf S 5 il b4 plaal) Sl g (S & diad) 8
S gl (ol el dial 538 e Al G L Lele s s e (il la sliin g
ol Lpne i8S A ol (Jnd 3y (o s Vg By sl Y g€ M gy 43) ¢ Jalall ) gl
FV i je Jaih V) Malle AT as) QLM g e J s et oSl ) ad Y
G g 3 LSl el S 5 ) Ty ol ald ol 5 o) jhall Jla i o T 58
Rl

)

Al Aahidl 038 (e e 3l ye) sl el 5 il @) 8 s cpalai) 8 Al Cud
FY) Chal Ul ) s Lgale Y (528 33 0 iS5 O 9 seany il Gl ) aaaall 418 Lgilas

IE\I(‘(I ' Anna Lindh

20



Manmoubp JaMAL AHMED MIQDADI

A SEA oF WORDS 14TH YEAR

e S )l il g aladall e ) Y o S JS (e e clals @l S raal)
Jall (S dadi o Cliad cclilia o) 55,V 5 andlly il 138 aa g ¢l 5eS)) Salall L jay

b U e il agd s 18 (ol 8YL (il ) gy ol Jla ety ol (lad

8 g () ey | 9ilS Cpadisdll Jla )l Gy padl s 3aclise a8 (e ot gzie (K1 cagilaa g
Cng Ladie cagiinlh 5 20l () 90 gmy o el W agund 5 o (g nms agal 3 sledl i ¢l
alay arealli (alai) L ¢l il g clagdatll 8 80all o ol ol 281 €l Uy 9 5 Jaglee
Sl 1agd Lilia g (oS (€0 e larus 4 qaendl ()5S Alle L aally

sl
ALY saa 330 e (o) Al Ay yall Llaly 8 Jiasy W Lol aliie el (e il
Ed (5 yruall aelSlie; alaia ¥l s cdpad il agil gl mpeal) o gmy (S5 ol LS i 5 ALK

alS I8 Ll g el e agilild (358 Lo cslbaall 5 ol (o allall 138 i (Sl3 8 aga sl
gl Apuadl) Gl ot agual 5 153 agily an jail s can yilaa g 5 dah Q| daaay

Jay .l ual&l cin) Gl 56U Salall cJla il copiial 4SSl ) 3 gay Ty sy
Y cagal 32 elgiil e cagd el (552 5my 15l cdla N Jin il 35 A yall cilizadl) 5 Gl
(mabias iy B A e

Ule Gtiags ol Gand O oSl Ul el B8 ga Ul e STl Ly Gl jlad 2l Y
e Saaly ol il i Gaa W WY G e iisag Lo iSi

e Lo LY Ll e aaail Jas oY)
R FYPEN |

T VST PO I Y-S SPRIE JEI S SIE: P PR SCA -

L Slias in cagalal (goal pslan s cpmseill o saelu ¢ Hshay (s S saal
bl (S 55 Dl jaall G g O planll s aigd s Glal jualeadl culS Al

Y Caa i Y s S a5 A8 cAuadl) el e S o daiall Culie) | L
e Lt i Al 58 oL

Al

Cunhall ey Wil Al dal sl ot oa Loy IS g il (g (S ol e (B (e
saliiu ) Ll 1) Lo sbme ) (mny o 5 al el jqSUM AT Cudal al 8 Ciagd ailay
s ma pgdl ol (all e 51 5 (lin ol gumd " 10 JB AV Cunlall i

aellad (dle sabainl il | JlSIG agedlS

IE\I(‘(I ' Anna Lindh

21



Manmoubp JaMAL AHMED MIQDADI

A SEA OF WORDS 14TH YEAR

Al

Eaniad gl K 358 3af Jany ol bl e Wl aalin e 09080 Y ddid) 138 (2
NN I PN RIS RENAAP S FICHE TR VPR EPNU S pE
Ciny a5 L el gea al ol Caae | uala 2D 8 e pe of Gl ol Aany 8 g
30n Y Aanld )l b el o LS il DU (e alle 8 YU Jilda (0 TS aie
Sl 8 sl L oa e il b o e 9138 Le ) s e Lag 5 Jladl 13 e Ul ol dia Ll
g3l g ol dlin il ST al  Lal) b elall 5 25l 5 all W 3lay e jpund dalise
e g g ool bl TS Tl Vs gsabie Yla ) clllia o5 YT

IEBIC(I ' Anna Lindh

22



Letters Unwritten
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Mahmoud Jamal Ahmed Miqdadi. Jordan

Dearest Mother,

I hope you are well, and are still watching
the boats, wondering which will carry me to
my destination. I have taken my first steps. |
managed to secure part of the money, work-
ing in the stone-pits near the port. The other
part I got from the grocer’s. I used to do my
shopping there in my lunch breaks. He real-
ised the reality of what I was planning, and
gave me the money saying he would forgive
me if I did not succeed in my adventure. But
if I were to make it, and became wealthy, he
would not only expect the same sum back.
Rather, he would expect me to transform his
little shop into a huge mall. He said so laugh-
ingly, but I caught a glimpse of a tear hiding
at the bottom of his eye. And I remembered
you.

I made a deal with the boat owner. He insist-
ed on getting the cash up front, claiming there
was a deal with the guys on the other shore.
I didn’t like him. But if I pulled out now, I
would never make progress again. With the
crack of dawn, I have to be on board. Pray
for me.

Dearest Mother,

I was amazed at what I saw at dawn. Maybe
I was lucky because I was alone and not in
charge of anyone. I thought we would be a
number of people. How naive!

I felt so sorry, Mother. I saw an old man with
a woman who carried a baby. I didn’t know if
she was his wife or daughter. Nor did I know
if the baby was a boy or a girl. What made
them venture with the baby like that? If it
died, it would know no better. If it lived, it
would consider us savages.

There was a young man with his adolescent
brother. The young man approached me, say-
ing what a genius his brother was. He had just
completed his sixth school year with flying
colours and he would exert his utmost efforts,
to get his little brother the chance to pass
Grade 7 in Germany. He spoke with utter
confidence, believing the Germans would be
amazed by his brother’s genius. In the future
he would become one of their most promi-
nent scientists.

It was weird, Mother, how this young man
placed all his hopes on his little brother. As
for himself, he didn’t mind living an idle life,
creating opportunities for his brother. Until
he grew up and became a prominent scientist
in Germany.

There’s a little girl who holds on to her doll.
And an old man who tapped along in rapid
knocks with his crutch, as if in a hurry to get
started. Why would he emigrate?

There is an obese man. Another told him
jokingly, “The fish will get a feast.” And a
drunkard, who looks long at the calm sea, to
say in the end, “How serene this grave!”
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We crowded on the boat. I sat between the
drunkard and the little brother. Dishevelled
hair, combed hair. The smell of booze, the
scent of perfume. Frustrated dreams, encour-
aged dreams.

We set sail with the dawn prayers, as if we
were performing a ritual. The sea was calm
and gentle; it carried us on its clear surface.
The waves held some dignity for us, for they
agreed with the winds not to disrupt our
sleep. But once the land vanished behind me,
I felt a pang in my heart, as if [ had just, of
my own free will, left a wealth behind me. A
wealth I would never retrieve.

It’s a dreary feeling when only water rules the
four corners. The space for free movement
was only a couple of metres. A prison whose
walls were humans who were haggling with
death for a better life. The baby cried, and the
woman gave it her breast, finding refuge be-
hind the other women whose lips didn’t stop
murmuring prayers. A strong gust of wind
snatched the doll from the girl’s hand. She
tried to catch it, but they explained to her that
she would drown. She would die if she did.
Did she even grasp the meaning of drown-
ing? What idea did the child have of death?
I looked at her tiny soft fingers; they aged
suddenly when they lost the doll. I looked
at the doll floating in the sea, before a wave
swallowed it into the depths. The first victim.

Suddenly, without any warnings, the situ-
ation changed. The sea roughened, and the
angry waves started tossing the boat left and
right. Weeping. Crying. Wailing. All at once.
The young man hugged his little brother.
The drunkard shrunk at my feet. He swore to
sober up. The old man raised his crutch and
shouted: “He saves you from the sea. Pray to
God.” When I checked the boat’s direction,
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I glimpsed the silhouette of land. There was
our paradise, hovering ahead of us. But we
were not sure we would be able to cross to it.

Dearest Mother,

Half our sea. It was merciful to us. Even when
we desert and reject it. It would never hurt us.
The other half was very different. It did not
like us. It was offended by our smell. It did
not like our features, coloured with suffering
and impossible wishes. What heart did that
sea have! It did not soften to women’s tears
or children’s crying. It sent its waves to throw
us towards the shore, and at the same time it
prepared the messengers of death to reap our
souls. Land grew, but the sea sought to cap-
size the boat more and more ferociously. I
told the people to remain calm, for we were
very close to survival. I looked out for the
people of the other shore, the ones the mer-
chant had spoken of. I saw no one. I turned
to the merchant to ask him, but alas! I was
shocked to realise for the first time that he
was not among us. Only then did I realise how
naive I had been. I wanted to vent the frustra-
tion within me in a scream. But a huge wave
was faster. It capsized the boat, and all that
surrounded me was water. | glimpsed black
figures through it. My boatmates. The current
was sweeping them away. Death was reaping
them in front of my eyes. I was helpless to
save them. Hands reached out from here and
there, searching for a saviour. Do you remem-
ber when I told you of a Russian writer who
once said that Man at the moment of death
sees things in his mind’s eye that were farthest
from the horror of the moment? That is exact-
ly what happened with me. When I sensed the
many hands, my mind wandered to Mahmoud
Darwiche: “Those drowning extend a hand
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to protect them from drowning.” I grabbed a
hand, and pulled it to the surface. It was the
little brother. When he came to, he asked for
his brother. He wept as he called his broth-
er’s name. It was not the right time to console
him. I went in search of the rest. Far away, |
saw the fat man. The water was pulling him
down gradually. He held the little girl in his
arms, like the doll she had been holding. He
held her above his head, hoping the sea would
be satisfied in swallowing him alone. But to
no avail. She drowned, too. I tried to manage.
Had it not been for the waves working against
me, and the little brother clinging around my
neck. The baby had suckled the water of the
sea. The fat man was indeed becoming a feast
for the fish. I hoped the drunkard would find
serenity in his watery grave. Everyone was
gone, Mother. Only the little brother and I re-
mained afloat. And the old man’s crutch. And
the drunkard’s bottle. Two gravestones of this
mass grave. The boat suddenly bobbed up.
Just like that, Mother. You may not believe
it if I told you that it was no longer upside
down. But this time it was empty. I pushed the
little brother to it, then I climbed in myself. It
seemed spacious now, allowing me to move
as [ wished. But it made my chest contract. As
if it crouched on my chest. The sea calmed,
and the little brother put his head on my chest.
I watched the land getting closer and becom-
ing clearer. Until I fell asleep.

Dearest Mother,

We had arrived. The paradise I had always
aspired to. But there was a problem. It was
fenced in with an electrified fence. Behind it
were men armed with the latest weapons. The
little brother woke me, saying as if he did not
believe himself, “Land, land.”
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We ran, shrieking with happiness, calling for
help. We halted when we saw the men and
the fence between us. It was more like barbed
wire. They threw something on it, and it burnt.
They tell us the electricity would burn us if we
approached. Where should we go then? Even
the boat they had shelled, and it was pow-
dered. Had they feared that the little brother
and I would return to it? Or had they feared it
would bring more like us? Was it a criminal in
their eyes and needed to be executed? I don’t
know. What I know is that we remained for
days in this tiny spot of sand. The electricity
in front of us, and the sea behind us.

The little brother’s health deteriorated. He
started talking of death and God and heav-
en and hell. He asked if his brother was in
heaven. Then he cried begging me to be re-
joined with him in heaven. As if I could ful-
fil that wish. His lips dried up. His cheeks
hollowed out. He held onto my hand with
what little strength he had left. I would look
at the men, and cry and weep, “Please save
the child. He’s dying.” But they couldn’t care
less. They showed no reaction, so much so
that I suspected they may be robots. He raised
his head and smiled. Then he said joyfully,
“Look. My brother Azzam.” Only now did 1
learn his brother’s name. But the little broth-
er’s name remains unknown to me. He’s gone
to his brother, and he left me alone. I dug a
grave for him in the sand. As I did, a woman
passing by in her car saw me. She got out and
started filming me.

Dearest Mother,

The issue is not in the people but in the laws
and regulations. The first woman who passed
by this remote place made it a destination for
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everyone else. I saw the people gathering and
crowding. They put up banners with a photo
of me as I buried the little brother. Camer-
as were pointed at me from every direction.
There were attempts at throwing food and
drink to me. Unfortunately, the electrified
fence burnt everything. And yet I felt sated.
Cheers. Raised fists. But the situation did not
change. The men did not allow the people to
come closer. They allowed them to express
what they felt, but they prevented them from
offering real help. The strange thing is that
the armed men joined the crowds after hours.
They voiced their rejection of what I suffered
from. Then they would return to their duties
when it was time to work again. Can you see
that, Mother? I told you, the problem was the
regulations and the laws. But the people — ev-
eryone dreams of living in a world where we
can all be happy. How did we ever get here?

Dearest Mother,

The people got bored. Just like what happens
in the Arab World. An issue of public opinion.
It echoes for a few days. Then it is forgotten
as if it never was. Each returns to their per-
sonal lives. Caring for their petty problems. I
don’t blame them. In this world of suffering
and grief there is so much that is beyond their
ability to control. Just a few days to appease
their conscience. It makes them feel they
have done what they can for this cause.

Gradually the place returned to its real own-
ers. The men. The electrified fence. Me. The
cameras vanished. The people left. The raised
fists were lowered. Even the men. They re-
turned home after work, rather than standing
by and supporting me.
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I don’t mean to break your heart, Mother. But
this is my end. [ am certain of it. I am sure my
lips are dried. My cheeks are hollowed. And,
what saddens me most, there is no brother
or beloved who preceded me to paradise to
come and take me.

Only now I lay down on the sand. I don’t care
about what is to come.

Dearest Mother,

I woke to the sound of footsteps. I looked
at the sea and saw people running a mara-
thon. They were heading towards me. When
they reached me, they helped me up, and
made me run in front of them. And I reached
the finishing line. The public were cheer-
ing. Some jumped down from the seats and
ran to embrace and kiss me. I ascended the
platform, and received the gold medal. And
flowers. I was over the moon. But I was also
exhausted with the running and lost con-
sciousness.

Dearest Mother,

I opened my eyes in the hospital. I couldn’t
move or speak. It may be the anaesthesia
or the lack of rest. I heard the doctor tell-
ing his colleague: “The electricity did not
affect some organs. We can still make use
of them.”

The other doctor said sadly, “They refuse you
alive, and accept you dead.” To be honest, I
didn’t understand all they said. I’ll wait until
I’'m well again and ask them.
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Dearest Mother,

This hospital is very strange. They do not
check on the patients. I’ve been here for
days, but no one entered my room. Today
I regained my ability to move and speak.
At first 1 called for any doctor or nurse.
But I got no reply. I opened the door and
walked down the corridor, which was soon
drowned in darkness. I retraced my steps to
the door. What I had found, I had searched
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for often but to no avail. Now [ was in the
world of darkness. I walk through it as if
through a vast wasteland. I have been like
that for days. Or maybe for years. What is
this? Mother, dear Mother. I see much green
in the distance. It is full of trees and flow-
ers and water. I’1l walk there, Mother. But I
hope you will pray for me. Pray for me that
there won’t be any armed men or electrified
fences. Please, Mother, pray for me. Pray
for me.
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Iimacosere Um UyBam

Kpucruna CrankoBa. boarapus

Tuxo. M3naram vu. M3naram ce. Humo He paszoupai. Maxuu ce orram. bapa6ap Iletko ¢ Mb-
xere. Ha MomuueTara He UM € TyKa MsICTOTO.

Cera mu ce CTpyBa CbBCEM JIOTUYHO, Y€ UCKAX Ja n30sram. [[a CH TpbrHA. I[a HEC CbM TaM II0-
BCUC.

Ortpacnax 35e. He nocrarbuHo, 4e fa ce HaMeCH HAKOW, HO TOYHOTO KOJMYECTBO, 3a Ja IOT-
JIlefiHa OT pb0a Ha MEHTAJTHOTO CH 3/IpaBe W Ja 3ajuTHA KbM Oe3mHara. Poqux ce B Codus, B
CEMEHCTBO OT CpeHaTa Kjlaca M PacTAX Ha TEPUTOPHATA Ha TOJISIM, MPBCEH M CTAp arapTaMeHT.
[To-ronemusit Mu Opar Me npeduBarie peroBHo. He Ha mera. Maiika Mu Mpasere cBeKbp CH, ¢
KOTOTO JKMBEEXME U ChOTBETHO CE Kapaxa HelnpeKkbcHaTo. He 3Ham kol crieyeny B KpaliHa CMeT-
ka. bama mu 6ewe (0oTcKOpO MMaMe HampeIbK) HecrocoOeH aa M3passiBa eMOIMH BepOaHoO.
3a npbB BT YyX OT Hero nymure ,,O0n4am Te, Koraro Ipeau Mecel pelux Ja My CIOAEIs
BCHUKO, KOETO 4yBCTBaM. Pa3roBopure HU 70 TO3M MOMEHT OOMKHOBEHO C€ M3UepIIBaxa ¢ TOBA
KoM kKakBo ¢ crotBmi. Ctpact, kosTo criofensime. A! 11 ma He 3abpaBst ma n00aBs, 9e MbPBUAT
MH CEeKCyaJleH KOHTaKT Oellle HacCWICTBEH. bsX Ha meTHaliceT M He Ka3ax Ha HHUKoro. beme me
cpam 1 OsIX curypHa, ue W IIe MU ce ITOANTpaBaT WM HsMa Ja MU MoBsipBat. YyBcTBax, e Ha
BCUYKH TIpeua U HEIllo He MU € Hape], 3a TOBa MU C€ CTPYyBallle 3aCiIy’KEHO Jla Ce OTHACAT 3JIe
C MEH | C TAI0TO MU. Ha HUKOTO He mojkenaBaM Jia ce YyBCTBa Taka. TpsiOBaxa MM TOJUHU B
Pa3BUTO U TOJEPAHTHO OOIIECTBO, CaMO 3 J1a CH JJaM CMETKa, Y€ CIIyYHIINTE MU C€ Hellla ca He-
penuu. XopaTta He OWBa Ja ce IbpIKaT Taka eauH ¢ ApyT. [Ipocto He e Hy)HO. [Tocne mpodeTox
enHa kuura: ,JlocrrpaBmaruuen crpec Ha Xpucro [lonos. M3cmykax TpucTa u 4eTUpUIECET
CTPAHMIM CsIKall My Osixa MOBEpWIIM TaifHaTa Ha )KUBOTA. BsIX n3yMeHa KOJIKO MPOCTO € BCHYKO,
a camo KOJIKO He0OpaTuMO 1 Hepa3pelmMo MU ce cTpyBaie. Besika ejHa MUCHII, eMOLIMOHAITHO
CBCTOAHUE, PCAKIMA, }II/IC(I)yHKHI/IOHaJ'IHOCT, KOUTO OsIX IpunycBajla Ha Xapakreépa MU, HA MCH
camara — 0s1xa Tam. V3peaeHu KaTo CUMIITOMU Ha XPOHUYEH ITOCTTPaBMATHYEH CTPEC.

Taka cu MeuyTaex HIKOU Ja MU KaXXe, 4€ CbM HOpPMaJIHA. HpeKapax TOJIKOBA BpeM€ B MbIJIa,
CTpax U YHUIKCHUC.

TTuram Me kakBO € MOOMITHOCT 3a MeH? — Hazexxna 3a )KMBOT.

Cera cpM ganed U BCHUKH CIIOMEHH MU C€ CTPyBaT MBIVISBH U 0O0bpkaHu. Ho moMHs chBceM
sICHO MeuTuTe MU. HUKora He MeuTaex 3a JIbCKaBa cBaroda, ChIPYT, Jela WK ceMeicTBo. Meu-
Taex J1a mMbTyBaM. YeTsax MHOTO U CH TPEJCTaBsIX MOUTE ObJCIIH NPUKITIOUCHHS U3 LIEJIUS CBSAT.
Bwxnax ce xaro usciaenoBares, y4eH Wid criopTuctT. Mckax na onuram BCUYKO U Ja OTUAA Ha-
Besakbae! Jla Bedepsim B [lapmk, na TaHiyBaM Bajc BB BueHckara omepa, fa miaBam ¢ BETPO-
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xon B baneapcko mope, aa karepst ucnianckurte [lupuHen ¢ Kojeno, 1a BUIs OKeaHa, 1a CIIsl IO
J'bPBETATA, J1a THIIIA, Ja )KUBesT CBOOOTHO!

Mucnis 9e € 9y0, 4e BCHIKO U3PEICHO (C M3KITF0YCHIE Ha BAJICA...3a Cera) € 9acT OT HACTOsIIaTa
MU peanHocT. Yersix! Tpbraax cu ot Ta3u 0oiHA AbpkaBa beiarapus u mocieaBax MEYTUTE CH.
IIpekpauux mpara v 0CTaBUX cTapara ThMHATa JeMKaBa PeasHOCT. 3aMEHUX 51 CbC CIBHUECBUTE
operose Ha Katanynus. be3 mopu Ja cu JaBaM CMETKa KOJIKO MH € TEXKallo OpEeMETO Ha IbPANUTE
Mmu. [IpocTo rpabBax Besika BB3MOKHOCT, KOSTO MH C€ M3TIPeYBalle, 3amoTo 01X yoenena, e Ha
YeTHPHICSCET MIe M3ry0s paschabka cu. Thif 4e Tiiemax na He ry0s Bpeme. KanmammarcTeax 3a
KaKBO JIM HE U C€ ChIVIACSIBAX HA BCSIKAKBU MPEIU3BUKATEIICTBA.

JKuses B Vicianus ot 4eTHpH TOAWHY 1 ITbTyBaM 13 EBpona ot mect. O60kaBaM )KHBOTa CH TYK.
Nmam MMPUATECIIN OT LCIINUA CBAT, KOUTO YC€CTO MU ITpE€jiaraT HEBEPOATHHU IMPUKITIOUCHUA. FOBOpS{
YETUPH €3MKa ITOYTH BCEKHU JICH U SIM XpaHa OT BCHYKM KbTUETa Ha IJIaHeTaTa HU. YyBcTBam ce
Ha MSCTOTO CH M ChbM IIACTINBA. TaMm, KbAETO ce POJUX He Oelle 3a MEH M MU OelIe T03BOIEHO
Jla OITUTaM I1aK Ha HOBO MscTo. [Ipuexa me, nagoxa mu oOpa3zoBanue, paboTa, CONNAICH KUBOT
1 HUKOH He IPOTEeCTUpa Cpelly MOETo MpucheTBre. biaromapst Ha cebe ¢ 3a BCSIKO €JHO OT pe-
LIEHUsITa, KOUTO ChM B3€Ja, HO HCTHHATA €, 4e He Oellie HUKaK TpyaHo. Bee mak cbM Osuta xkeHa,
KOATO CE € POAMIJIa Ha TePUTOPHTA HAa IbprKaBa YeHKa MO HacTosAlleM Ha EBpomneiickus chro3.
A3 He C¢bM JONpHUHECTAa 0COOEHO 3a MPUIOOUBAHETO HA TE3W MOM XapEKTEPUCTUKU U HE MOra
Jla HE CE 3aMMCIIS KOJIKO € HEUECTHO CIIPSIMO TE3H C MO- JIOII KbeMeT. Konko Jim mo-cTpantan
HCTOPHH OT MOSITa IMAT ChbBCEM pasiiiueH kpaii? Konko v skeHn 1 Mbxe ca B Oe3/1HaTa 1 HIMar
CBILOTO TOBA MPaBo — Ha Hajexaa? He ycnsaBar HUKOra 1a CH TpbIrHAT OT TOBA, KOETO TU AbpIa
Hazaouy. [IpexapBaT ®KUBOTUTE CH HA MSICTO, KbM KOETO He MpUHaaekar. 1 kakBo JI1 He, MHOTO
110 - CTpaliHo. A MaJIMuHaTa, KOUTO MMoe€MaT prvCKa Ha HEJICrajlHaTa MUrpalnd €1Ba JI1 3HaAT,
4e ¢ MPUCTUTAHETO UM, MBKUTE UM TEITbpPBa 3amouBar. [ ognxu 0e3 1opu Ha/leKaa 3a IOKyMEHTH
1 jeramHa paborta. HempectanHo mosiBsBaIara ce MIUCHI: ,,I1le Me BppHaT 1 Hacuma?*. Uymns
ce a3 aaiay OMX MOIVIA J1a ce CIIPaBsi C TOBA HAIIPEKEHHE, 3HACKHU KOJIKO € HECIPaBEITHBO.

[Tonsikora HUKak He pa3dupaM xopara. MiMam 4yBCTBOTO, Y€ YMHIIUIEHO CH Ch3aBame Ipo-
OneMH ¥ cies TOBa IpeKapBaMe M3JIMIIHO ABITO BpeMe NPEecTpyBaliku ce, ue He MOXeM Ja
HaMepyM penieHneTo nM. Yoperkara MOOMITHOCT € (DaKT OT Ha4aJIOTO Ha CHLIECTBYBAHETO HH.
BbTperHuAT MopyB 1a u3cieaBamMe U OTKpHBaMe HOBH 3€MH, JIa CpellaMe pa3IindHH Xopa, 1a
TBPCUM CIIaCeHUE, 00pa3oBaHue, padboTa, JI000B € HEello, KOSTO MOYTH HUKOTa He € OHMJIO CITH-
PaHO HAITBJIHO YCHEUIHO OT 3aKOHOJATelIHaTa BJIACT Ha KOATO M Ja € JbpkaBa B EBpomna. He
3HaM 3aI0 MPOABIIKABAME JIa Ce IPECTPyBaMe, Y€ MMa CMHCHJI OT PECTPUKIIMOHHH TTOJTUTHKH B
obnacTTa Ha MUrpauusTa, clie] KaTo Te Xopara cu ce IBmxkar. Te ca Tyk. bapcenona Hanpumep
€ II'bJIHA C HEeJIeTaJIHH UMUIPAHTHU 10 TOJKOBA, Y€ HABCSKBJAE IO CTEHHUTE M3 Ipajia MOXKeLI Ja
BUIWII TpaduTH Hammmca sin papeles (6e3 mokymeHTH). Te3m Xopa ocTaBat, BBIIPEKH BCHY-
KU TPYIHOCTH Ha HEYPEISHOTO MM JIeralHO IpeOuBaBaHe. Joka3aTeiacTBo 3a TOBA KOJKO CMe
CKJIOHHH JIa XepTBaMe 3a Bb3MOXKHOCTTA 32 HOBO HA4aJIo.
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Their Voices I Hear

Kristina Stankova. Bulgaria

Quiet. You are embarrassing us. You are em-
barrassing yourself. You don’t understand a
thing. Get out of there. You don’t belong with
men. Girls don’t belong here.

Now it seems quite logical that I wanted to
run away. To leave. Not to be there anymore.

I grew up badly. Not enough for someone
to intervene, but the right amount for me to
look from the edge of my mental health and
stumble into the abyss. [ was born in Sofia, in
a middle-class family and grew up in a big,
dirty and old apartment. My older brother
beat me regularly. And seriously. My mother
hated her father-in-law, with whom we lived,
and so they quarrelled constantly. I don’t
know who won in the end. My father was
(recently making progress) unable to express
emotions verbally. I first heard the words “I
love you” from him when I decided, a month
ago, to share everything I felt with him. Up
to then, our conversations had usually been
about who cooked what. A passion we share.
Ah! And I mustn’t forget to add that my first
sexual contact was violent. I was fifteen and
I didn’t tell anyone. I was ashamed and I was
sure they would either make fun of me or not
believe me. I felt that I was bothering every-
one and something was wrong with me, so |
thought I deserved to be treated badly — me
and my body. I don’t want anyone to feel
that way. It took me years in a developed and
tolerant society, only to realise that what had
happened to me was wrong. People should
not behave like that with each other. You just
don’t have to. Then I read a book: Post-Trau-
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matic Stress by Hristo Popov. I devoured the
three hundred and forty pages as if he had
been entrusted with the secret of life. I was
amazed at how simple everything was, after
seeming so irreversible and insoluble to me.
Every thought, emotional state, reaction, dys-
function that I had attributed to my character,
to myself, was there. Listed as symptoms of
chronic post-traumatic stress.

I so dreamed of someone telling me I was
normal. [ spent so much time in fog, fear and
humiliation.

You are asking me what mobility is for me?
— Hope for life.

I am far away now and all my memories
seem hazy and confused. But I remember my
dreams quite clearly. I never dreamed of a
shiny wedding, husband, children or family.
I dreamed of travelling. I read a lot and imag-
ined my future adventures around the world.
I saw myself as a researcher, scientist or ath-
lete. I wanted to try everything and go every-
where! To have dinner in Paris, to waltz at the
Vienna Opera, to sail in the Balearic Sea, to
ride the Spanish Pyrenees on a bicycle, to see
the ocean, to sleep under the trees, to write,
to live freely!

I think it’s a miracle that everything listed
above (except for the waltz... for now) is part
of my current reality. I made it! I left this sick
country of Bulgaria and followed my dreams.
I crossed the threshold and left the old dark
sticky reality. I replaced it with the sunny
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shores of Catalonia. Without even realising
how heavy the burden on my chest was. I just
grabbed every opportunity that came my way
because I was convinced that at forty I would
lose my mind. So I tried not to waste time. I
applied for everything and agreed to all kinds
of challenges.

I have been living in Spain for four years now
and have been travelling around Europe for
six. I love my life here. I have friends from all
over the world who often offer me amazing
adventures. I speak four languages almost ev-
ery day and eat food from all over our planet.
I feel that I am at my place and I am happy.
Where I was born was not for me and I was
allowed to try again in a new place. I was ac-
cepted, given an education, a job, a social life
and no one protested against my presence.
I thank myself for each of the decisions I
made, but the truth is that it was not difficult
at all. After all, I am a white woman who was
born in the territory of a current member state
of the European Union. I haven’t contribut-
ed much to the acquisition of these charac-
teristics of mine, and I can’t help but think
how unfair it is to those with less luck. How
many scarier stories than mine have a com-
pletely different ending? How many women
and men are in the abyss and do not have the
same right to hope? They never manage to
get away from what pulls them down. They
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spend their lives in a place they don’t belong
to. And, maybe more, much scarier. And the
few who take the risk of illegal emigration
hardly know that with their arrival, their suf-
fering is just beginning. Years without even
hope of documents and legal work. The con-
stantly re-occurring thought, “Will I be forc-
ibly sent back?” I wonder if I could handle
this tension, knowing how unfair it is.

Sometimes I don’t understand people at all. I
have the feeling that we are deliberately cre-
ating problems for ourselves and then spend
too much time pretending that we can’t find
a solution. Human mobility has been a fact
since the beginning of our existence. The in-
ner urge to explore and discover new lands,
to meet different people, to seek salvation,
education, work, love, is something that has
almost never been completely stopped by the
legislature of any country in Europe. I don’t
know why we continue to pretend that there
is a sense in restrictive migration policies
once these people are moving. They’re here.
Barcelona, for example, is so crowded with
illegal immigrants that you can see graffiti
on the walls of the city, with the inscription
sin papeles (without documents). These peo-
ple remain, despite all the difficulties of their
unsettled legal residence. Proof of how much
we are willing to sacrifice for the possibility
of a new beginning.
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Méypt 10 eTOpEVO KOPO

TINopyog I'epaorpoc Mavtiiokog. EAAGO

O ovpavdg glye éva yrpilo ypdpo Tov Tpokarovce Kotadiwym. To 1610 ypdua giye mapet kot M
Bdrocoa, podpevn oty eviéiela To ovpavio otepémpa. IIave and v Bdhacoa tepvodce
éva KpHo 0gPEKL TOL TAYWOVE TO COUA KOl TPOKOAOVGE ovaTpiyila.

Ot cuvOnkeg dev Tav 1aVIKEG Yo, udvio, Tapoia avtd 0 TACOg NTOV ATOPUGIGUEVOS TOG OEV
0o épevye amd v pikpn| mapoio xopic vo fouthéet oTo vepd. Ztnv TeMKT| giye KAVEL PTAVIO
KOl O€ IO LOVVTEC NUEPES GTO TOPELOOV.

«Etot elvar 1 Mokada oty NopPnyloy, aoteledtnke Kot yapoyeAdviog otpafd Ryale v
purAovlo ToV Kot SUTAG@VOVTG TNV TPOGEKTIKA TNV APNCE TAV® otV EEQTIGUEVT Waba, TOL giye
eépet pali tov. 'Yotepa otepEmoe TAv® TG £V LEYAAO BOTCAAO Y10 VO UV TNV TUPEL O 0EPUG.

Katevdovonke apyd mpog v BdAacco Kovvdvtag de&Ld Kot aptotepd To xépta Tov yia vo (e-
otobel. To koppi Tov Tpepodiale 6TO AyyLyo TOL TAYEPOV aEPO OALG OEV TOL £dlve Wtaitepn
onuocio.

To vepd dyyi&e dehd To TOd10 TOL Kot Tavabepo To Tav okéTog mayos. Tt to "Béhe kat avtog
Madio pva va wéet yo koAvumt, Xe Eeyéhaoe kop Tdoo 1 apyikn kahokoipio Kot VORLEG Tmg
Oa el 6Aog o uvag étot;, 'H unnog nioteyec mog n (éot g Avoiéng Ba eiye Oegppdver Ty
fdrocoa; H Bdhacca, kup Taco pov, elvar mavta kpvo kot Oa ‘mpéne va to elyec ndabet oo
POV TOPOL.

O Tdéoog éxatoe yio Aiyo axivntog, He T0 vepd oxeddV va KaAOTTEL To YOvaTa Tov. MmpocTtd
TOVL amA®VOTOV N TEA@pLa BdAacoa, amépavin Kot povvty. AAlot Oa glyov onkmbel va goyouvv,
ekelvog Opmg mapépeve. Tov eovoTay ooy TPOKANGT|, GOV UL LUKPT TEPTETEL.

Tehd, to anopdcioe. [Ipoydpnoe kot fovtnée 10 Yepacévo Tov Kopt péca 6to Kpvo vepd.
H aicOnon tov nayopévov vepod mov tov THALyE fTay avalmoyovnTikn. Apyloe vo Kiveitol yp1-
yopo. LEGa 6TO VEPO, UEYPL va (eoTabel TOo oo TOL Kot va, cuvnbicet T Beppokpocio. Yotepa
a@ov cuvi0ioe ATA®GE T YEPLA TOV Kol KOAVUT®OVTAG Yopyd Eavolytnke oty Odrlacoa.

‘Exovtog @tdost og tKavomomTikn yio eketvov amdotacn amd v oK, GAAaEe mopeia Kot dp-
YLOE VO, KOAUTAEL TOUPAAANAC GTNV OUUOVILE. XVYva, LKpd KOpoato £pyovioay amd To Babud
Kot EmeQTay TAve Tov. Opomg péxpt kot avtd ekeivog ta Adtpeve. Tov dpece mov kKabe popd Ka-
AOVVTOV VoL TO OVTILETOTIGEL, VO, To EEMEPATEL, AV KOl YVOPLLE EVOOLVYO TMG OEV ATOTEAOVGOV
cofapd kivduvo, iomg 00TE Kav TPOKANOT).
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Ma va, éva véo kOpo gpeoviotnke tol otov Baddooto opilovta, ovte mEVTE PETPOL HAKPLA.
"Htav peyoidtepo amd to TponyovHeVa, KATL TOV KEVIPLOE KON TEPLGGOTEPO TNV d1dbecn TOv
Taoov va avaperpnBet pali tov. Ipokeyévov va 1o mpordfet, dpyioe va avefokatePfalet Ta
xépa. Tov v 6To vepd e peyorutepn tayvtnta. Blualotav vo mécetl Tave Tov, Vo VInoEL TNV
Bilo g Bdhaccag Kot va TNV VIKNGEL TEMKE 6TO YHTEDO TNG.

Ymipye Opmg Kot Evag GAAOG AGYOG TTOV TOV GPEGE OLTH 1 avapéTpnon e Ta Kopoto. Otay TAn-
o18let To KOpa opykd o€ KotePalet o€ éva yapumAotepo eminedo and avtd mov PPLokdGovY LEYPL
tdpa. H 8éom cov duoyepaivet. [Ipocwpvd dpmc. Tati, av kataeépelg va kpatnbeic tave and
™V emeavela g Bdlaccag, T0te 6TV £€£000 TOV TO KVLO GE AVOYOVEL TTLO YNAA omtd ekel TOL
Bptokdcovv apyiicd. Xov divel pia @O TPOS T TAVE® Kot Lo SHVOLT TOL TPV OeV E1YES.

Telkd, o Taoog mporafe T0 KOpa Alyo TPV QVTO TOV TPOCTEPAGEL, dATIGTAOVOVTOS KOTMG
apyomopNUEVO TMS NTaV LEYOAVTEPO and OTL Tov £lxe pavel apykd. To vepd émece mave Tov
He HeydAn opu KATAQEPVOVTOG VAL TOV TUAEEL LEGA TNV VYPT] TOL YOVQTA. ATPOETOILAGTOS
KkaOdg Tav dev TPOAUPE Vo avTdpAceL Kot 1 SOVOLT TOL vePo Katdeepe va tov fubicet yopi-
Covtag Tov avacKela.

Katapdirovrag po 6yt kol T060 opeAntén yo. v nAkio tov, tpoorabeia, Bynke Eoava oy
emoeavewn ¢ 0dhacoag. H kapdid tov yruomovse ypryopa Kot 1 avamvon tov £Ryaive pe dv-
OKOAlDL. ATOQAGCIOE VO TEPLLEVEL Ayol AETTA LLEYPL VAL EMGTPEYEL 1] KOPOLA TOL otV B€cm TN,

Abglo Tov T0 PAENLE TOV TEPTAAVIIONKE GTOV 0pilovTa Kot GTAUATNOE TAVED TNV oKTH. Evie-
o€ TNV KapSI& TOL Vo oeiyyeToL 0md KAmolo cuvaicOnua Tov dev nleAe va avaAdGEL TEPIGGOTE-
po. To TPOGMTOV TOV GVGTAGTNKE GE LU0 YKPLATGO, OVCAPEGKELOG.

H okt tov 00ule 611 og Ayn dpa Ba Enpene va Pyet amd o vepod KoL va GUYEL Yo Vo yupioet
GTO GTHTL TOV.

H okt tov 00ule 6t v Agvtépa o Empene va yupicel TOAL 6T0 Ypapeio Kol 6Tig VTOOEGELG
™G SOVAELAG.

H axm tov B0pile 61t 0 1 Mapiva, n kdpn tov, péAlov tehkd Ba Emaipve daldyo amd tov
avtpa. ge.

H axt tov 0vule 6t 1 tpdmela giye omovInoeL opvNTIKA GTNV GATNGT TOV Y10l ENLYEPTLOTIKO
dawveto.

H ax tov 60ule ott...0€ pov...10 omitt TV AdL0 Kot 6TL TV Tponyovpevn Kvplakn elyov
Kével To pvnuocsuvo g Avaotaciog, Tng yovaikog tov.

O Taoog ybpiog v TAATH GV WIKPT 0KT Kot Gpyioe Bupmpévog vo Kohpmdet Tpog to. Padid.

"HOeke va Egpoyet, é0Tm Kot yio Atyo o o SUVITOV, amd OVTEC TIG GKEWYELS, OTTO OTEG TIG OVOYKEC.
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"EBole T0 Ke@AA KAT® Kot APyLGE VO KOAMUTAEL LOVIAGHEVD, AALGLOVTOC TOMAES POPEG KOTED-
Buvon mote ota delid, mote oTa AploTePd Kot ToOTe evbeia péca oty BGdhacoa, aALd TOTE TPOG
T TOW GTNV OKTN.

Kémowo otiypn évimoe pia kpbo kot faptd otoydva vepod va TEQTEL e SUVOUT TOVEO GTO Ke-
@ai tov. 'Evioce 10 odpa tov v ovatpiytdlel. ZTapdnoe 0 KOAMUTL Kol EKOTGE Yio Alyo
axivnrog. ITokd ypriyopa, Lo devtepn otoydvo, KaTEPnKe He OPa. OO TOV OVPAVO KOl ETECE
pe dvvapn 6to KePEAL Tov. "Yotepa Kot GAAN Kot Letd GAAN o kot Eava Kt “aAAN. Méypt va to
KkataAdPet, po duvaty pmopa EEomaoe.

‘Eva provpmoovntéd avtiynoe amd HoKpld Kot 6 ALyo Hio 0oTPamh YopdKTnKe oTov ovpavo. O
Tdoog yopioe T0 GO0 TOV TPOG TNV OKTH KOl APYLoE Vo KoAvpmdet paviaopévo. Opmg n okt
NTOV TOAD HOKPLE.

Meydio KOROTO GPYLGOV VO ONKOVOVTOL 6oV LKpoi Adpot and Tov duvatd Gvepo mov £pepe
pali me n pmopa. Todpa 660 Kot av mpootabodoe Ntav advvato va tovg Eepiyet. 'Eneptay
TAvm ToL pe pavia, To £va Hetd 1o dAAo kot Tov P0ilav pnéca oto vepod. Kabe popd mov ERyale
He ay@vio To KEQAUAL TOL amd TO GKOTEWVO VEPO EPPLoKE TG TO KOO TOV ElYe LETAPEPEL TOAD
HOKPLd amd TNV TPONYoLpEVT] BEoT TOV.

AVTo €Kave TNV KOTACTOOT TOL aKOUa o mkivovvn. [ati, n akti NTove pikpr Kot petd omd
AMyo pétpa tedeimve divovtag v Béom g o€ pia oepd and potepd Ppaya. Etot av éptave
KOVTA ota Ppdyla, KATOolo duVOTO KOO LITOPOVGE VO TOV TETAEEL KaTELOEIOY TAV® TOVC.

[Ipoondbnoe vo moAeGEL TOL KOUATO, VOL KOADUTTNGEL KOVTPO GTOV GVELO, OAAG KOVPAGTNKE KOl
otopdtnoe va tpoonabdei va o viknoet. I'pyopa Bpédnke oto édeog TV KupdTmV, To. 0Toia TOV
ONKOVAY LLOVO Kal LLOVO Yo va Tov fubicovv Eavd kat Eavd Blata pésa e aApvpods appovg.

Ka0e popd mov vopile 0T 0 Avepog Emepte Kot TV gukatpic Yo Vo KOAUTNGEL TG® TPOG TNV
LIKPT| OKT, TOTE TOAL O AVELOG SOLVALMVE Kot £VEL VEO KOO GNK®VOTOY KOBOVTAG TOL TOV SPOLLO
KoL TNYOIVOVTOG TOV OKOOL TLO LLOKPLAL.

Apaye dpog état dev ovpPaivetl kat oty Lon; Exel mov vopilelg mmg KATL KOTAPEPES, TMG
£0TIoEES KATL GNUOVTIKO, EPYETOL TO EMOUEVO KOLA KOt 0TO SLAAVEL OAQ, TNYOIVOVTOG GE OKOLLAL
mo micw. Ko giye ytomn0el o Tdoog amd moALd TéToto KOLLOTO TO TEAEVTALN YPOVIQL.

H emyeipnon tov, ekeivo 10 payall podywv, Tov AvolEe 0 CLYYWPEUEVOS O TATEPOS TOV TNV
dexaetio Tov *70, v ypovid mov phav otnv ABnva amd v Apgdmoin g Aakwviag, ovtd To
payali, oto omoio dovieve amod tdte ToL TELelmae To ['vuvacto, elye oyeddv ypeokomnoet. Oha
Ta xpovIaL Ekave TNV SOVAELL TOV OTtmg NEEPE Kt 6TO TELOG TNG TGTOONG 1Y€ TAVTO TO AEQTA
mov ypetafovtay. EaQViKd, pa ypovid dev To eiye kat £Tot mpe ddveto. Tov emdpevo xpovo
TPE VEO OAVELD Ylo. VL KOADWEL TO TPONYOLLEVO Kot £TG1 EumAeée yio o Kahd. Topa, dotepa
a6 SEKOL YPOVIO, TTOAELOD LLE TO, OAVELD KOL TIC TIOTOGELS TOV EVILEPMGAY TMG GALO dAVELO dEV

Anna Lindh
Foundation

IEMed.

34



T'1opros I'EPASIMOE MANTZIQKAS

A SEA OF WORDS 14TH YEAR

EXEL KO TMG TPETEL VOL TPOGEADEL Y1 dlakavovicpd. «Agv Oa oag to EP® parakd Kople Avopt-
KOTOLAE, TOAD dVcKOAD Bal S10GMGETE TNV EMLYEIPNOT GOCH, NTOV TO AOYLO TOV VITAAAAOL TG
tpaneloc. Avtd NToV KoL To TPMTO YTV oL giye dgytel 0 Tacog. To payali, n KAnpovopud
Omd TOV TOTEPO TOV, GUPOUEVO OO TO KVLLOL TNG OIKOVOLIKNG KPIiomg.

Me k670 £fyale TO KEPAAL TOV TAV® OO TO VEPD, Lo TPV TPOAGPEL var SDEEL TOVG 0PPOVG OO
T PaTio Tov, Vo 8eVTEPO KOO TOV EYMCE TAAL LEGO GTO VEPO.

H Mopiva, Toug giye ¥Tumioet To Kovdovvi EVTeKa dpo T vOXTO. «AEV TOV 0vTEX®, OAN TV OpaL
TOOKOVOLOOTEY, TOVG lye mel. Xalol kKafyddeg mg mpog v attia, oAAG pe Wiaitepa coPopn
évtaon. O Tacog kot 1 Avactacio dgv KotdAofav ToTé mota fTay 1 6Tayovo mov exeiloe To
TOTAPL 1| TOLOG EQTALYE TEPIGGOTEPO. 'EPAETOV LOVO TNV KOPY TOVG GTEVOMPNEVY KoLl QVTO
apkovoe. Tehkd, 1 Mapiva to EavaPpnike pe tov AAEKo Kot ETECTPEYE TTGM GTO GTITL TOVG.
H exeyepia opmg dev kpdoe yio mohd. Yotepa, amd 600 UNveg eMEGTPEYE TAAL GTO TATPIKO
TNG KOl 0VTH TNV QOpa 1 Tapapovn Kpatnoe meplocotepo. 'Yotepa £puye, aAAG dgv dpynce va
EMOTPEYEL KO TTOAL.

H aicOnon 6t 1 otkoyévelo g kOpNG TOLG SADETOL NTAV EVOG SLOPKNG TOVOS Y10 TOVG dVLO
yoveic. Mia mikpn yehon mov dev pedyel ToTé amd T0 GTOUA.

Ouwmg 1o tpito kdua, wov ytouance tov Tdco NTav Kot To o duvatd. Avtd Tov eEAVIANGE GYESOV
0AOKANPOTUKGL.

H Avoaoctacia, n yovaike tov, oto e£qvta 600 g xpovio VTEsT éva. Wiaitepa coPapd eykepa-
MKd kot votepa and Alyeg pépeg oe KOPOTM®ON Kotdotaon, katéinée. Exelvog eiye aicOavOei
oav va &gave TV aykvpo tov. To pikpd AMpdvi Tov tov mepipeve mdvta yepiloviog Tov acpalei
KOl GLyOLPLEL.

O Téoog PuOilotay péca 6to Tay®@UEVO vepd 0Aoéva Kot Teplocotepo. Ta modia Tov giyay oTo-
HOTHGEL VO KAMTGAVE TO VEPD Y10 VO, TOV OVOYMGOLV. TKEPTNKE, TG ovtd NTav. Eiye viknoei.
To kOpoTo eiyay amodeytel TOAD duvaTd Kot EKEIVOg TOAD adVVaLOG Yio. va avtameEEDet.

«Beé LoV, CKEPTNKE, «OV TO TOPATHCO TOP; AV GTALATCO VO TOAED® EVAVTIO GTO KPVOL KOl
avelénta kopato, o etaio; Exo dpoys Kdmolo Aoyo yio vo TOAEd® oKOLLO;

O Téoog akovce, | vOUILE TMG AKOVGE, TAVTOG 0L AEEELS GTO LVOAO TOV OEV AVTYNOAVY LE TV
Sk tov eovi. «O IdP sine: O Kdpiog £dwoe. O Kbdpilog nfpe. Evhoynuévo va givar to ovoud
Tov oTovg advey.

Kot t0te xatdrofe. Aev Eptarye ekeivog Yo OAa 660 Tov glyav cuuPel. Oa Eptatye povo otav
dev Ba mpoomabovoe. Oa Eptatye pdvo dtav o Tapatovse Ty tpoonddeia. Katabétovtag ta
OO, TPOYLLOTOTTOLOVGE LU0, LEYAAN apapTio. Apvidtav tny Tpdvota Tov Beov. Avtibétmg, Enpe-
7e va. TOAEYEL Kat Vo, apnoet ta viroroma og Exelvov, yroti Exeivog Eépet.
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[IpoordOnoe vo KOLVHGEL TOL TOSL0, TOV Y10 VO TAEL TTPOG TAL AV, Kot TOTE T TOSL0L TOV KIVN-
Onkoav pe po Svvaun mov dev &epe mwg ™V elyav. Eptace oy empdveia e 6drlaccag Toiy
ypryopa, Kot kel avtikpooe Eava o TeEA®pLo KOULOTOL.

Agv n&epe OG0 pokpld Tov giye mapacvpel 1 OGhacoa addd clyovpa fplokdTay LakpLd 0o TNV
axt. Atyo pétpa pokpid Tov npocese Alyeg Papkec mov modevovtay ToAd amd ta Kopoto. Ot
Kapiveg ToVg aveBOKOTERAVAY LOVIAGUEVE, OKOAOVODVTOG TNG TPOGTAYES TOV KLUAT®V, GALY
napépevay oTobepd TPOCAMUEVES OTIC BEGELS TOVG, OVTaG depEves Yepd o€ Paplég GyKupeEg.

O Téo0oc TPOGEYYIGE TNV O KOVTIVI| LE TPOGOYN KOl KOTAPEPE VO YPATMGEL TOL XEPLOL TOV TAV®
™me. TNV HKp1 TG TA®pn dtéfoce, To dvopo g LoypapIGHEVO [LE PEYOAO KOKKIVO YPOLLLLLOTOL,
«Aytog Nworaoo».

Ouwmg n Béon tov dev MoV Ko, Le kébe Tapakovvnua g PopKoLANS aVTOS KIVOUVELE Va
xéoet o kpdnpa Tov Kot va Pubiotel oto vepd. ‘Etct amopdoioe va avePel péca oty Bapia.

‘Ecpi&e ta d6vTio Tov, Kot £fake OAN TNV dhvapUN 0TO XEPLO. ZNKOONKE Kol E6TPOEE OAO TO
Bapoc tov pésa oty PapKo, KATAPEPVOVTOS VO, KUANGEL HEGA.

IMiproe avaokero Kot Koltage Tov, KOADUUEVO amd podpo GOVVEQED 0VPOVO. XTadlaKA 1 Bpoyn
OV £neQTE TAVD TOL Apyile va potalet pe yédt Spocepd and amard yépt. Alyes xpuvoés aytiveg
EEpuyay 0O TOL GOVVEPX KOl £QTOGOV HEXPL TO TPOGmTo Tov. O Tdcog dvoi&e ta patio Tov Kot
aVTIKPLGE TO GOVVEQPQ VO, ATOY®POLV TO £val LETE TO dAL0. Afvovtag tnv 001 Tovg 6TOV 1AL0,
7OV KAm¢ Sl mpoPode patilovrag OdAacoa Kot oK.

‘Eva avd, kovpacpévo yapdyelo eAavnKe 6Tto TpOGOTO TOV.

«Tehd, rav pdvo €va pmovpivyy, yiBvpioe.

Anna Lindh
% Foundation
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Until the Next Wave

George Gerasimos Mantziokas. Greece

The sky was depressingly grey. The sea was
the same glum colour, perfectly mimicking
the celestial dome, a cold breeze sweeping
over it, freezing his body and giving him the
chills.

The circumstances were anything but ideal
for swimming, but Tassos was determined
to not leave the small beach unless he first
took a dip. After all, he had gone swimming
on much more overcast days than this before.

“This is what a sunny day must be like in
Norway,” he said in jest, a crooked smile on
his face while taking his shirt off, folding it
neatly and placing it on the old beach mat he
had brought with him. He placed a stone on
the mat to keep the wind from sweeping it
off.

He made his way leisurely to the water,
swinging his arms left and right to warm him-
self up. His body was shaking at the touch of
the cold wind but he took no notice.

The water timidly touched his feet and, boy,
was it ice-cold! Why on earth had he decided
to go swimming in May? Did the first sun-
ny break fool you, old man, and you thought
the entire month would be like that? Or did
you perhaps think the seasonal torridity of
springtime could warm up the sea? I say, the
sea, old man, is always cold; you should have
known this by now.

Tassos stood still for a while, the water al-
most up to his knees. An immense sea was all
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around, infinite and overcast. Others would
up and leave, not him though. It all felt like a
challenge, a bit of an adventure to him.

He made up his mind. He went ahead and
plunged his old body into the cold sea. The
feeling of chilled water enveloping him was
refreshing. He started moving fast inside the
water to get his body warm and accustomed
to the temperature. Then, he spread his arms
out and by swimming swiftly he went further
out at sea.

Being now at a distance from the beach he was
content with, he shifted and began to swim
parallel to the shore. Often little waves would
come from afar and crash against him. He
loved this anyway. He enjoyed it every time he
had to measure up and take on the waves, al-
though he knew, deep down inside, they were
no real danger, maybe not even a challenge.

There it was, another wave rearing up on the
horizon, hardly five metres off from where
he was. It was bigger than the previous ones,
which made Tassos even keener on tackling
it. To catch this wave, he started swimming
faster, pulling at an even greater speed, look-
ing forward to throwing himself onto it, to
feel the violent force of the sea and then to
beat it at its own game, on its own turf,

There was yet another reason why he loved
this showdown with the waves. Wherever a
wave closes in, at first it gets you to a level
that is inferior to where you originally were.
You’re in trouble but it’s only temporary. If
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you manage to keep yourself afloat, above
sea level, the wave, upon subsiding, will
eventually get you even higher compared to
where you had been when it first found you.
It gives you a boost upwards and a power you
did not have before.

Tassos finally caught the wave just before it
passed him by, and what struck him, albeit
belatedly, was that it was bigger than he had
expected. The water crashed on to him with
sheer force and caught him in its wet grasp.
Totally unprepared, he had no time to react as
the overwhelming power of the water flipped
him over.

By making an effort, hardly negligible given
his age, he managed to resurface. His heart
was racing. He could hardly breathe. He
thought he’d better wait for a couple of min-
utes until he got his heartbeat back in rhythm.

Unconsciously, his gaze wandered off and
around before it stopped at the sight of the
shore. A feeling which he didn’t really wish
to explore was wringing his heart, the sharp
contortion of his face indicating his disen-
chantment.

The shore was reminding him that he had to
get out of the water soon in order to leave the
beach and go back home.

The shore was reminding him that he needed
to be back at the office on Monday to deal
with business affairs.

The shore was reminding him that Marina,
his daughter, was probably going to divorce
her husband.

The shore was reminding him that the bank has
turned down his request for a business loan.

A SEA OF WORDS 14TH YEAR

The shore was reminding him that... Oh
Lord...the house was empty and last Sunday
was the day when they had organised a me-
morial service for Anastasia, his wife.

Tassos turned his back on the beach and
started swimming angrily towards the deep
ocean. He wanted, even for a little while, to
escape his thoughts and needs.

He immersed his head and started swim-
ming frenziedly, shifting his direction multi-
ple times, sometimes going left, sometimes
right and sometimes straight out towards the
open sea but never once heading back to the
shore.

There came a moment when he felt a cold
and heavy drop of water fall hard on to his
head. He could feel the goose bumps all
over his skin. He paused and stayed still for
a little. Pretty soon, another drop fell right
down from the sky and bumped into his
head, and then another and another and then
came more. Before he knew it, there was a
big storm.

The sound of thunder came from afar and
momentarily a thunderbolt lit up the sky. Tas-
sos turned around to face the shore and start-
ed to swim like a maniac. But the shore was
too far away.

Huge waves began to rear up like little hills
owing to the powerful winds the storm was
bringing with it. Now, no matter how much
he tried, it was impossible to escape the
waves. They were pounding him with fury,
one after the other, engulfing and submerg-
ing him. Every time he anxiously reared his
head from the dark waters it would turn out
the waves had carried him even further than
where he had been last.
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This was making his predicament more
dangerous. The shore was small and after a
handful of metres of sand there was a bunch
of sharp rocks. If he, by any chance, got too
close, a strong wave could send him crashing
against the rocks.

He tried to fight the waves and to swim
against the winds but he got tired and eventu-
ally gave up trying to beat them. Soon he was
at the mercy of the waves which kept coming
by the score, pulling and lifting him up only to
submerge him with sheer force and violence
into the salty sea that frothed and foamed.

Each time he thought there was a window
for him to swim back to the tiny beach, the
wind would grow stronger and another wave
would appear, cutting him off and taking him
further away.

But isn’t life like that? Whenever you think
you have made it, when you have managed to
do something great, the next wave rolls and
sweeps everything off, dragging you along,
taking you back to the starting point, if not
further backwards. And Tassos had been hit
by too many waves in recent years.

His own business, the clothes store his late
father had opened back in the 70s, when they
moved to Athens from Areopoli, Laconia, the
very store where Tassos himself had been
working all along after his graduation, had
gone under. All that time he had been doing
his job the way he knew he should, and he
always had enough to pay off debts on time.
Out of the blue, there came a year when he
couldn’t meet payments, so he took out a
loan. The next year he had to take another
to repay the previous year’s loan, which is
how he got himself caught up in this mess.
And now, after ten years of battling loans and
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creditors, he was told there can be no more
loans and he must come to the bank to settle
his debt and negotiate the terms. “I will be
blunt, Mr. Andrikopoulos, it will be very dif-
ficult for you to save your business,” was the
very first thing the bank clerk had told him.
That was the first blow Tassos had taken. The
store, his father’s legacy, had gone under the
waves of the economic crisis.

He worked hard to get his head above wa-
ter. Hardly had he had time to clear the salty
froth from his eyes when another wave came
along, drowning him once more.

One evening Marina had knocked on her par-
ents’ door at eleven. “I cannot take this any-
more; we are arguing all the time,” she said.
Those stupid quarrels were really intense.
Neither Tassos nor Anastasia ever figured
out what the last straw had been or who was
to blame. All they saw was their distraught
daughter, which was enough. Subsequently,
Marina worked things out with Alekos, and
went back to her home. The ceasefire didn’t
last long. Two months later she was back in
her parents’ place and she stayed on. Then
she left again but before long she was back,
living with them, once more.

The feeling that their daughter’s family was
falling apart was a source of constant pain
for the couple. There was this bitter aftertaste
which lingered.

But the third wave was the hardest of them
all. It drained Tassos.

Anastasia, his wife, suffered a major stroke,
age sixty-two. After a few days in a coma she
passed. It felt like he had lost his anchor. The
small haven, which had always been there to
make him feel safe and secure, was no more.
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Tassos was sinking deeper and deeper into
the ice-cold waters. He was no longer kick-
ing to go up. A thought crossed his mind: that
was it, he had been defeated. The waves had
turned out to be too strong and he had been
too weak to cope.

“Oh, God”, he thought, “what if I gave up
now? What if I stopped fighting off these
cold, merciless waves? Would that be my
fault? I wonder whether there might be a rea-
son for me to keep on fighting?”

Tassos heard, or thought he heard, in his head,
an utterance from a voice that he knew was not
his. “And Job said: ‘The Lord giveth and the
Lord taketh. Blessed be the name of the Lord.””

And then he knew. What had happened was
not his fault. It would have been his fault had
he failed to make an effort. It would have
been his fault had he given up trying. By sur-
rendering his weapons, he would be commit-
ting a huge sin. He would be refusing God’s
providence. He needed to keep on fighting
and let God take care of everything else for
He knows best.

He tried to shake his legs to go upwards and
he kicked with a force he never knew was
there. Having reached the surface really fast,
he was facing the huge waves again.

He had no idea how far the sea had tak-
en him but he was definitely far from the
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shore. He noticed, a few feet from where
he was, a handful of boats being rocked
dreadfully by the waves. Their keels were
going up and down in a frenzy, at the pace
the waves set and yet they stayed on, right
where they were, thanks to their heavy an-
chors.

Tassos carefully got to the nearest boat and
managed to grasp and hold on to it. Its little
bow read, in big red letters, “St. Nicholas”,
the patron saint of seamen.

He was not safe as with every jolt he risked
losing his grip and sinking deeper. So, he de-
cided to get on the boat.

His jaw clenched, he applied all the physi-
cal strength he had to his arms. He lifted and
pushed himself into the boat, leaning forward
to climb inside.

He then rolled over, looked up and saw a sky
full of black clouds. Gradually the rain start-
ed to feel like a soft caress. Some golden sun-
rays were slipping through the cracks of the
clouds straight to his face. Tassos, his eyes
wide open, saw the clouds disappear one after
another. They were giving their place to the
sun, which was shyly emerging, illuminating
sea and shore.

A faint, tired smile appeared on his face.

“It was just a squall,” he whispered.
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Grandma and the Sea

Jana Slika. Lebanon

I was very upset that afternoon. I turn my
head to my shadow, which was extending
across the wooden seat along Beirut’s sea. |
close my eyes and listen to the sound of the
waves like one listening to a song. When |
suddenly open my eyes, I see a tanned hand
very gently giving me a sweet. I lift my head
a bit and see her. It was her. That pretty old
woman. My neighbour in the sea. I’ve been
meeting her for two months now, always at
this time, as if we had an appointment. She
would sit on the seat next to me and we would
share the sea. I always watch her, and wish to
speak with her. Here she is today, offering a
smile with the chocolate. The grandma said,
“It’s Belgian chocolate. We Belgians are fa-
mous for chocolate. Chocolate has a special
magic. It consoles. Have a piece, my child.”
I shyly took the delightful piece and smiled.
Grandma smiled back and went. I suddenly
felt better. She had understood my sadness,
and had absorbed it as the sea always did.
That’s the sweet grandma!

She is Belgian, then. Only yesterday it crossed
my mind that she may be Turkish, on a tem-
porary visit to Lebanon. Her features were
not Lebanese. And she was reading a novel
in Turkish. She held the book in her hands
like a spoilt child, fiddling with the pages and
then turning to one in particular. She looked
at it with love, and then halted about midway.
She half closed the book, said something to
the sea, and then returned to her reading. |
think she finished around twenty pages like
that. Then she put the book, with her mobile
phone, into her straw handbag and walked
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away. When she was gone, I realised I had
spent the whole afternoon watching her. I had
neglected the vivacious sea stretching out in
front of me. This grandma demanded the full
attention of anyone who saw her. They would
look at her ceaselessly, just like the sea did.

A couple of days ago, I thought she may be
Spanish. A child of no more than eight was
with her, and she was trying to teach him
how to draw. She said in broken Arabic,
“We Spaniards are known for our genius in
painting. Remember Picasso, Salvador Dali,
Velazquez and others.” She drew something,
and the boy traced the lines. It must have
been very special, for she laughed from the
bottom of her heart. That evening, when my
visit to the sea was over, I tried drawing many
things. A flower blossoming at dawn. A sun
succumbing to night and setting. An old man
complaining to the stars of his loneliness.
What a grandma! She reminded me of art, of
wonderful dreams, of flowers, of children and
old people, of beginnings and ends. Just like
the sea did.

The grandma was very confusing for me. She
was in her eighties. How did she know all
these things? How did she face life with all
this hope? She challenged the stereotype of
the elderly I was familiar with. Angry elderly
who grumbled at life with their sticks, who
hated summer because of the mosquitoes,
and hated night because of their fear, and
hated winter because of the cold. They got
disturbed by the sea because it was treach-
erous. And by children because they were
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noisy. And by technology because it was a
curse. My stereotype of elderly women who
loved discussing their medication, their pain
and who believed their lives had come to a
standstill in some distant past redolent with
memories and dreams.

I was certain she hid stories and secrets, as
plentiful as did the sea. We give it our secrets
gratis, in the firm belief that it has no tongue.
It would keep them in its depths. Innocent
and naive secrets; dangerous and destructive
secrets. Secrets that seek to find a voice, oth-
ers that prefer to remain silent. This time, I
insisted on finding out the secret that links the
grandma and the sea, and to find out about
her origins. Her features were mysterious, her
accent enigmatic, her talk whetted my curios-
ity. That is why I made up my mind to talk to
her the following day. I would start by thank-
ing her for the Belgian chocolate!

And that is how it happened. I thanked her
and then asked her about her homeland. The
grandma said she had many homelands.
She kept them in her heart. She said it was
not important where we were born, but to
which land we decide to belong. Our be-
longing to many countries is not a rejection
of our own but rather a gentle flirtation. It
is not a detraction from our patriotism but
rather an enrichment. She then told me of
these homelands. Her features changed
with every homeland. The joy in her eyes
sowed atoms of great enthusiasm when she
told me of the great Greek civilisation and
its philosophers, of the history of Britain,
of the Pharaohs of Egypt and their legends.
Then she was suddenly overcome with sad-
ness, which etched more wrinkles into her
face, as she told of the war in her homeland
Syria. How quickly the old woman’s face
changed from serenity to anger, from joy to
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anxiety. Just like the sea waves that would
rise one moment and then calm the next. In
their arousal there was anger and in their
calmness was gentleness.

How could a person be so like the sea? I vow
the woman was very much like it. She had
the form, the features, the sound of the sea.
Her face reflected the visage of fishermen but
also their patience. Her eyes held the plea-
sure of children as they built their sandcastles
on the beach. But also their disappointment
when they are scattered to the wind. She had
the ability to say so much without saying
anything. She embraced bright suns in her
soul and long nights, just like the sea would
engulf the sun and then the night with every
evening. Like the sea, every attempt to un-
derstand her was futile. With every attempt,
I felt more ignorant, and she made me admit
incompetence in the face of her reality.

The grandma invited me to her house the
next day. An appetising aroma welcomed me
at the door. And an old tune that evoked a
strange nostalgia in me. Later, I discovered
it was the aroma of Moroccan spices, which
the grandma loved and used in many a reci-
pe. The tune was an old Romanian melody,
which the grandma mastered to perfection.
Her house was wonderful, just like her. Noth-
ing was haphazard. Everything was in its
place with full intention. On one shelf of her
huge library was a set of nicely ordered pho-
tos. In front of each photo was a tiny flower.
Grandma said she loved gardening, and every
city she visited reminded her of a flower, and
the scent of the flower was an extension of
the city for her. Lilies reminded her of Tu-
nisia. Damask roses reminded her of Paris.
She connected Denmark with the sunflower,
which evoked constant joy. Beirut was con-
nected to amaryllis, which offers uncondi-
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tional love. One photo stood out; the photo of
a beautiful girl in her twenties. She sat on a
boat with an elderly man. In front of her was
a white wilted flower.

Grandma said she was the girl, and the elder-
ly man was her father. He had been a sailor,
and she had spent all her youth travelling and
visiting the countries embracing the Mediter-
ranean Sea. Grandma said the sea had no spe-
cific identity. It brought together many iden-
tities. It was rebellious and spoilt, choosing a
different homeland every morning. Just as we
selected our breakfast. One day it would be
the sea of Beirut; another the sea of France;
or Spain; or of Egypt. The sea brought togeth-
er all these homelands for it belonged to them
all. Like the rays of the sun brought together
the colours of the spectrum, for they were all
part of the sun. Grandma said she had loved
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the sea, until she became like it. It became
her home that reminded her of her father, her
childhood, the smell of the first successes
and failures. Travelling was her master, who
had taught her to pick from every homeland
the best it had to offer. For every homeland
is beautiful, and stands out in its own way.
Travelling has taught her to cook, languag-
es, art, music, painting, writing, gardening.
But most importantly, it taught her passion,
renewal, perceiving the spaciousness of the
carth and the potentials it had to offer. It
taught her to dream for as long as she lived.
When I asked her about her dream, the colour
of the sea touched her eyes, and she said, “To
help young people like you acquire knowl-
edge and to learn about life through travel-
ling. The other dream is my father’s dream.
To allow the sea to rejoin what the borders
have put asunder.”
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A Conversation at the Airport

Ahmed O. Benomran. Libya

At the airport, there are huge crowds of travel-
lers, arriving, leaving. Each is carrying a bag
or pulling a suitcase behind them. Millions
of faces, and every suitcase tells a story. Ev-
ery face, if you look closer, is a novel. In the
smoking area, a young man in his twenties,
with blond hair, sits on the floor with a cup
of coffee in front of him. He is watching the
take-off and landing of the planes in the dark
night, enjoying a soft summer breeze as it
soothes the summer heat. He lights a cigarette
as he continues to watch the planes. His back-
pack lies next to him and he leans on it, while
his laptop rests on his legs. Another tall young
man, slightly older with dark hair, approaches
him. The blond man looks up, and the other
young man smiles as he says, “Nice seat.”

The blond one laughs, then waves at the floor
and says: “Be my guest.”

“I don’t want to distract you.”
“No, not at all.”

The standing man takes off his backpack,
places it on the floor and sits down next to it.

“A smoke?” the blond one asks, offering his
cigarettes to the one sitting next to him. Tak-

ing one, the blond man lights it for him.

The other one pats his hand, thanking him for
lighting the cigarette.

The blond one smiles.

“As smokers we all have the same habits,
even if we come from different cultures.”

The young man next to him smiles in agree-
ment, and then says: “As if we were united.”

The two young men fall silent, and then the
dark-haired one asks: “I just saw you at Gate
212. Are you from there?”

The blond one asks in turn: “You mean the
gate itself? Or the destination designated by
that gate?”

“It can’t be the gate itself. Imagine living at
an airport gate!”

They laugh. Then the blond one explains, “In
fact, I did once live at an airport gate for three
days. It was late, and there was something
wrong with the plane just before takeoff. And
the airline could not send a replacement flight
until three days later.”

“And you were never recompensated? Or at
least taken to some hotel?”

“They did offer to take us to a hotel outside
the airport. But I couldn’t go because my
passport requires an entry visa. So I found
myself stuck at the airport, awaiting the un-
known.”

The dark-haired man was taken aback and
wondered: “And they never told you of the
time?”
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The other one smiled. “We asked the airline
officer in charge, but he claimed he didn’t
know and that it was out of his hands. We’re
used to these things in our country.”

“Where are you from?”

“From a country abounding in crises and
problems. A country where the diseased die
for lack of treatment, where the citizen dies
of hunger for lack of food. I am from a coun-
try where poverty and ignorance prevail. And
no one thinks of finding a solution.”

“It’s funny, but this description applies to
many a country, including my own. It can’t
be my country, can it? Why do we speak in
English, then?”

They laugh, and then the dark-haired one
resumes their chat. “If you don’t want to
name your country, I understand. But help
me along. Let’s take the Mediterranean as a
reference point — in which direction do you
live?”

“The southern shore. And you?”

“I felt it was a country like mine. I live on the
northern shore.”

The southerner looks at the other one a while,
then asks: “You call yourself European with
that dark hair? My friend, I’'m far more Euro-
pean than you are.”

They laugh again.
The northerner asks: “Where are you headed?”
“Back home for the summer holidays. To go

back to your question, yes, I was at that gate
awaiting my flight.”
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“I don’t believe much in coincidences, but
this one is certainly a coincidence. I, too, am
awaiting that flight.”

“Business or pleasure?”
“Pleasure, to be honest.”

“Of all the countries of the world, you come
to my country for tourism?”’

“Your country is beautiful!”

“Only on the outside. You tourists never get
to see the dark side of the countries you vis-
it.”

The southerner was a bit surprised, and then
asked: “How do you mean?”

“I mean you don’t see our suffering. You go
to places no regular citizen can access. You
buy gifts and souvenirs, but you don’t know
how many people toiled to produce them.”

“But that applies to all countries. If you come
to my country, for instance, as a tourist, you
would do the same.”

“My dear friend, I’m from the southern shores
of the Mediterranean. To visit your country, |
would need oodles of money, a visa, endless
paperwork to get the visa, an appointment at
the embassy. And after all that, they may sim-
ply reject my application under the pretext
that one day a man from my country commit-
ted a terrorist attack.”

Silence falls for a while before the southerner
continues: “You see our countries as a place
to spend your summer holiday. We see your
countries as the land where we may fulfil our
simplest dreams.”
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“What would those dreams be?”

“To pursue my education. To get married. To
find a job. To settle down. To fulfil myself.
When [ was little, I dreamt of becoming a
professional football player who would play
with the national team and achieve glorious
victories for my country.”

“We have the same dreams. I, too, used to
dream of this. I probably dream the same
dreams as you do. When I was little, I, too,
dreamt of playing with the national team. But
back then my dad thought that my education
was more important. He always said focus
on the path towards education. The path to
your dreams will come later. When I com-
pleted my education and thought I could now
change to my dream path, I found myself
on the path towards a career and marriage. |
found myself moving from one waiting point
to the next. The paths I was waiting for had
multiplied endlessly, and I forgot about the
path of my dreams.”

“They used to tell me the same. To take the
career path and let the dream path wait.”

“And what happened?”

“There aren’t any paths in my country to fol-
low!”

They, yet again, and the northerner says: “I’'m
really glad I met you. I never imagined that
despite the big blue sea that separates us, we
have so many dreams and aspirations in com-

2

mon.

“It’s one of the charms of the Mediterranean,
my friend. Maybe if the mobility towards
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your countries were a bit easier, we would not
believe that there were so many differences
between us.”

“True. We may, indeed, find that we have
many things in common, and we would focus
more on these commonalities.”

The northerner looks at his watch, only to get
up in a hurry, panicking. “Hurry up, we have
a plane to catch.”

But the southerner looks at him calmly and
says: “Calm down. This plane, like the trains
and paths that we’re awaiting — they are al-
ways late.”

“How would you know?”’

“My dear friend who comes from the north
of the Mediterranean. If this plane were en
route to your country, it would leave on time.
But it’s heading back to my country. Like all
planes heading towards my country, it will
be delayed. Even the flights know that your
country is better. Now sit down and let me get
you another cup of coffee and we can chat a
bit more about our dreams.”

The northerner sits down again, and they wait
for their flight. They chat and they laugh,
while the planes outside take off and land,
carrying travellers with diverse stories. They
may be very similar to our story, or very dif-
ferent. But no doubt, regardless of the shore
we live on, we’ll remain the inhabitants of the
Mediterranean. And we’ll be brought togeth-
er by similar thoughts and dreams, just as that
sea has brought us together.

The End
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Domy na hraniciach

Miroslava Kulkova. Slovensko

Mikelis zastal uprostred cesty. Auta trabili, vodi¢i nanho kricali vldkas!, ale on ni¢ z toho nev-
nimal. Po chodniku na druhej strane kracala jeho matka, ibaze o tridsat’ rokov mladsia.

Odlepil jednu nohu, potom druhti a vykrocil k prizraku. Bol coraz zmétenejsi. Pred nim totiz
kracali rovnaké Saty, ako mala jeho matka na starej fotke. Gombiky na tych istych miestach,
zasité roztrhnutie na sukni, ked’ jeho matka preliezala susedov plot kvoli nezrelym pomelam.
Iba opasok chybal, no na $atach ostali putka, ktoré si ho pamitali. Zena mala dokonca rovnaky
zostrih vlasov, ako v mladosti nosievala jeho matka. Az ked’ ho do nosa udreli asfaltové vypary
a pach hnijicej zeleniny, uveril, Ze to nie je sen a on sa skutocne nachadza blizko trhoviska
v starej Casti Nicosie.

Nagiahol ruku. Saty boli na dotyk prekvapivo drsné a trochu vlhké od potu.

Cemaliye sa zl'akla a inStinktivne odskocila. V Soku ani nezacala kricat’, iba si mladika s olivo-
vou pokozkou premerala velkymi ¢iernymi o¢ami. Preco sa diva, akoby videl nejaké zjavenie?
Ocami sa skontrolovala od sandalov az po prsia — ni¢, vyzerala Gplne normalne.

Mikelis stal s natiahnutou rukou, o¢i dosiroka otvorené. Cemaliye si vravela, ze vyzera trochu
prihliplo, ale inak neskodne. Bol vel'mi pritazlivy. Celkom ju zaujimalo, preco na fu takto
hladi.

,,Ahoj, ja som Mikelis. M6zem t’a pozvat’ na frappé?*

V pase zeme par desiatok metrov Sirokom a niekol’ko desiatok kilometrov dlhom je zakonzervo-
vana minulost. V zapragenych vykladoch bledne sortiment zo sedemdesiatych rokov. Cervena
Toyota Corolla, Gplne novucicka v sedemdesiatom Stvrtom, ma na tachometri uz desatrocia 32
mil’. V medzicase st uvdznené automobily, velké televizory s anténou ¢i radia.

Mitvou zénou, ako ju domaci nazyvaju, opatrne kracajt iba vojaci v modrych baretoch. Su to
skor diplomati ako bojovnici, trénujt ich viac v umeni zmierovania, ako v boji zblizka. Mladi
Briti, ktori st vycviceni na vznetlivé pustne krajiny, sa tu ucia nuansam. Bedlivo strazia vrecia
s pieskom, ktoré oznacuju hranice gréckej a tureckej casti. Ak ich rano najdu o par centimetrov
posunuté, opit’ ich vratia na miesto. Rychly zasah zachranuje zivoty. V zime strichnu na zbera-
¢ov divokej Spargle, ktora prekvita v nedotknutej zemi medzi dvoma zakopmi. Davaju pozor na
paserakov a pol'ovnikov. Zabudnuta mina, ktora by rozktskovala akéhokol'vek Cyperéana, by
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vyhodila do vzduchu i krehku rovnovahu na rozdelenom ostrove. Okrem vybusnin su pre vo-
jakov Spojenych narodov najva¢sim nebezpecenstvom padajuce Casti budov, ktoré bez l'udskej
ruky chatraju. Hrdza pomaly rozoziera vyvesné stity, reklamy a ploty.

Modré barety den za dhom osamelo hliadkuju v zemi duchov.

Ani macky, mytické tulacky, tymto ¢asopriestorom neprechadzaji.

Pred domom s hnedou doskovou strechou stal mftvy strom. Z mora ho ovieval slany vzduch
a hortice cyperské slnko ho zafarbilo do Cierna. Vyzeral ako z pekla, ale to v sedemdesiatom
Stvrtom pripominal cely Cyprus.

Cemaliyinym rodi¢om dom pripominal ich vlastny, ktory opustili v Pafose na juhu. Utekali pred
bojmi. Grécki Cypercania tizili po samostatnosti uz davno, a ked’ im ju medzinarodné spolo-
Censtvo odmietlo dat’, vzali si ju sami. Nasledne sa na severe vylodili turecki vojaci s prikazom
zastat’ sa svojich jazykovych pribuznych. Grécki Cypercania opustali svoje domy na severe iba
v pyzamach a s par rodinnymi fotkami. Na krutost’ tureckych vojakov sa medzi gréckymi Cyper-
¢anmi nikdy nezabudne. Vel'a z nich doteraz nezistilo, ¢o s ich rodinnymi prislusnikmi urobili.

Cemaliyin otec bol turecky Cyper¢an z Pafosu, mama Turkyna z pevniny, ktora sem pred rokmi
prisla za pracou. Na juhu ostat’ nemohli.

Prvé roky si predstavovali, ako asi vyzerala rodina, ¢o tu byvala predtym. Zena mala krasne $aty,
ktoré sa ale Cemaliyina mama hanbila nosit. Az Cemo ich o neskor nasla schované v podkrovi
a rozhodla sa ich prevetrat. Mama jej o ich pévode povedala len tol'ko, Ze ich nasla vyhodené

pri smetiaku v Kyrenii.

Desat rokov zili v dome ako duchovia. Kazdy den ¢akali na navrat povodnych majitel'ov a boli
pripraveni okamzite odist. Ni¢ nemenili, ani neopravovali.

Po narodeni Cemalyie si uvedomili, Ze ostrov sa rozdelil nendvratne. Nikto sa uz do rodného
domu nevrati.

Na jesen, ked’ zac¢ala Cemo chodit’ do $koly, dom prvy raz premal’ovali.

Na mftvom strome sa objavil zeleny pucik.

Mikelis Cemaliye ukazal komiks Sandman asi po polroku chodenia. Bol to jeho najobl'ibenej-
$i predajny artikel v knihkupectve blizko hrani¢éného prechodu Ledras v rozdelenom hlavnom
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meste, kde pracoval. Cemaliye sa pribeh o panovi snov okamzite zapacil. Aj ona sa citila ako
cestovatel’ka medzi svetmi. Kazdé rano cestou do prace na ploche niekol'ko sto metrov zmenila
sim kartu aj abecedu. Vymenila tahavy spev muezina za grécke popové piesne. Prekonala celé
svetelné roky. Turecka Cast’ rozdelenej Nicosie bola oproti gréckej ako desivy sen, kde je vsetko
podivne povedomé, ale zaroven uplne cudzie.

Mackam v tureckej Casti tréali rebra, tvare mali zbrazdené jazvami a v o¢iach laény vyraz divych
Seliem. Cudi sa bali. V gréckej Nicosii sa mackam leskli kozasky, jasné oci im nekalil hlad ani
choroby. Boli to malé¢ doméce bohyne, ktoré kdekol'vek nakimili a kedykol'vek pohladili. Raz sa
so svojim pozorovanim zddverila Mikelisovi. ,,To je jasné, ked’ sa Turci nevedia postarat’ o I'udi,
tazko sa budu o macky.” Potom vstal, objal ju a do vlasov jej zasepkal prepac.

Cemaliye pracovala v neziskovke, ktorej cielom bolo naviazat’ dialég medzi mladymi z oboch
komunit. Mikelis bol pre iiu malym zazrakom. Nadchla ho pre rdzne projekty a rad jej s nimi
pomahal. Pripadali si ako Rémeo a Julia, ktori svojou laskou spoja rozhnevané rodiny.

Cemaliye je vzruSena a nedoCkava. Konecne je to tu.

Mikelis sedi v aute vedl'a nej a s rozsirenymi zrenickami sleduje kazdy detail cesty. Odfrkne
nad niekol'ko desiatok metrov vel'kou tureckou vlajkou, namal'ovanou na kopci pri dialnici z
Nicosie. Provokacia. Cemaliye sa zahanbene pomrvi na sedadle.

Dnes predstavi Mikelisa svojim rodicom. Ukaze mu svoj rodny dom a Kyréniu. Cestu lemuja
vysoké hory, je jar a vSetko kvitne. V dialke sa ligoce aztirovo modré more.

Cemaliye sa chce vyhnut tradi¢nej zapche na hlavnej ceste do Kyrénie, a tak to vezme po boc-
nych cestach cez chudobnejsie predmestie. Hra jazz na CD — grécke radio po prechode hranice
vystrieda zrnenie a turecké pustat’ nechce.

Mikelis ohromene pozoruje rozostavané budovy a Spinavé ulice.

Pozrie sa na nu a Cemaliye nemoze ignorovat’ ten kratky zablesk zadost'u€inenia, ktory si ani on
sam neuvedomil. ,,Vedel som, ze ni¢ nemate!*

Vysvetli mu, Zze na tureckej strane sa vel'mi dlho budovy neopravovali, pretoze dodnes nie st
vyrieSené majetkové vztahy. A Severocypersku turecku republiku okrem Turecka nikto ako
samostatny $tat neuznava. Nemdzu teda ziadat' o ziadne fondy a dotacie od Eurdpskej tnie,
ako ich grécki bratia. V poslednom case sa tu ale buduje vo vel’kom, najmé obrovské hotely pre
turistov.

Po chvili ju Mikelis nezne pohladi a necha dlan na jej kolene.
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Cemo uvidi zname obrysy stromu i doskovej strechy a srdce sa jej rozbtsi. Rodicia vyjda na
prah, obleceny vo sviato¢nom. Usmievaju sa. Mama drzi otca za ruku. Az ked’ Cemo zaparkuje
blizko dveri, v§imne si, Ze mamine hanky st od pevného stisku tplne biele.

,,Cemo, toto je vas dom?* Mikelis ju pusti a strnulo hl'adi pred seba.

Cemaliye nechapavo prisved¢i.

,»Odvez ma naspat’.”

Cosa deje, laska?

,,Chcem sa vratit’.

Cemaliye ho chyti za ruku, Mikelis sa vytrhne.

,,Ked moji rodicia utekali pred tureckymi vojakmi z Kyrénie, vzali si so sebou iba jednu mala
tasku. Iba to, o za par minut stihli pozbierat’. Bol v nej jeden kabat, zopar fotick a mamine

$perky. Tie fotky mame zaramované. Visia v kuchyni. Na tento dom sa divam odmali¢ka.*

Cemaliye sa mu vystrasene pozrie do o¢i. Tusi, ze ju do svojho prenajatého bytu v Nicosii uz
nepusti.

Mikelis s tichou rozhodnost'ou nastipi do auta a prekrizi si na prsiach ruky. Cemaliye vykro¢i
k rodicom, objime ich a zasepka: ,,Nepdjde to. Byvame v dome jeho rodicov.*

Strom sa zacina triast’ a na auto padaju sytozelené listy. Cemaliye nastlipi, nastartuje a pomaly
vezie svojho Roémea naspat’, odkial prisiel.

Nechava za sebou lysejuci strom, ktory este dlho nezarastie, a placucich rodicov, ktori jej za-
nedlho vyrozpravaju skuto¢ny povod Siat v podkrovi.
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Miroslava Kulkova. Slovakia

Mikelis stopped in the middle of the road.
The cars were honking and the drivers were
yelling vidkas! at him, but he heard none of
that. His mother was walking down the street
on the other side of the road, but she was thir-
ty years younger.

He lifted one foot, then the other and he
walked towards the apparition. He was grow-
ing more and more confused. Walking in front
of him was the same dress that his mother
was wearing in an old photograph. The but-
tons were in the same places, there was that
sewn-up part that she had ripped when she
was climbing over the neighbour’s fence to
pick a few unripe grapefruits. Only the belt
was missing, but the belt loops that recalled
the belt were still on the dress. Even the la-
dy’s hair was in the same style that his mother
used to wear it when she was young. It was
only when the smell of tar and the stench of
rotting vegetables hit him on the nose that he
realised that he wasn’t dreaming and that he
was actually near the marketplace in the old
part of Nicosia.

He reached out with his hand. The dress was
surprisingly rough and also a little moist with
sweat.

Cemaliye was startled and instinctively
jumped back. She was so shocked that she
didn’t even start screaming. She simply took
a good look at the olive-skinned youth with
her big dark eyes. Why is he looking at me
as if he was seeing an apparition? She took a
look at herself, all the way from her sandals
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up to her breasts — nothing, she looked com-
pletely normal.

Mikelis was standing there with his hand
stretched out and his eyes wide open. Ce-
maliye thought to herself that he was looking
rather silly, but pretty harmless. He was very
attractive. She was quite interested in finding
out why he was staring at her like this.

“Hi, my name is Mikelis. Can I invite you for
a frappé?”

The past is conserved in a strip of land that
is several metres wide and several tens of
kilometres long. Goods from the 1970’s are
growing pale in dusty shopping windows. A
red Toyota Corolla, which was brand new in
1974, has shown 32 miles on the mile count-
er for decades now. There are cars, large TV
sets with antennas or radios trapped in this
temporal limbo.

Only soldiers wearing blue berets carefully
walk through the Dead Zone, which is what
the locals call this place. They are more dip-
lomats than fighters, getting more training in
peace-making than in close combat. Young
Brits, who were trained to survive in explo-
sive arid areas, learn about nuance here. They
carefully guard bags of sand that mark the
border between the Greek and Turkish part. If
they find they have been moved by a couple of
centimetres in the morning, they move them
back to their original position. A quick inter-
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vention can save lives. In winter, they are on
the lookout for people who come to pick wild
asparagus that grows in the untouched land be-
tween the trenches. They watch out for smug-
glers and poachers. A forgotten landmine that
would blow any Cypriot to pieces would also
blow up the fragile equilibrium on the divid-
ed island. Apart from explosives, the greatest
threat to UN soldiers is falling parts of build-
ings, which have been falling into a state of
disrepair without humans to take care of them.
Rust is slowly eating away at signs, ads and
fences.

Day after day, the lonely blue berets guard
this land of ghosts.

Not even cats, the mythical wanderers, walk
through this space-time.

There was a dead tree standing in front of
the house with a thatched roof. Salty air was
blowing at it from the sea and the scalding
Cypriot sun turned it black. It looked like a
tree from hell, but the whole of Cyprus re-
sembled hell in 1974.

To Cemaliye’s parents, the house resembled
their own house they had abandoned in Pa-
phos in the south. They ran away from the
fighting. Greek Cypriots had been longing for
independence for ages and when the interna-
tional community refused to grant it to them,
they took matters into their own hands. Then
Turkish soldiers arrived in the north of the
island with orders to protect their language
compatriots. Greek Cypriots had to leave
their homes in the north in their pyjamas and
only with a few family photos they managed
to grab. The cruelty of the Turkish soldiers
will never be forgotten among the Greek Cy-
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priots. Many of them have never learnt what
had happened to their family members.

Cemaliye’s father was a Turkish Cypriot
from Paphos and her mother was from main-
land Turkey and she had come to the island
seeking work years ago. There was no way
they could stay in the south.

For the first few years, they kept imagining
what the family who had lived here before
them may have looked like. The lady of the
house had beautiful dresses but Cemaliye’s
mother was ashamed to wear them. It was
Cemo who found them hidden in the attic lat-
er and decided to give them a go. The only
thing her mother had told her about where the
dress had come from was that she had found
it at the waste dump in Kyrenia.

For ten years they lived in the house as if they
were ghosts. Every day they expected the
original owners to return and they were al-
ways ready to leave immediately. They made
no changes, no repairs.

After Cemaliye was born they realised the is-
land had been divided for good. Nobody was
coming back to their house ever.

In the autumn, when Cemo first started going
to school, they redecorated the walls in the
house for the first time.

A little green bud appeared on the dead tree.

Mikelis showed Cemaliye the Sandman com-
ic book about half a year after they started
dating. It was his favourite item that was
sold at the bookstore near the Ledras border
crossing in the divided capital city where he
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worked. Cemaliye fell for the story of Dream
immediately. She also felt like a traveller be-
tween worlds. Every morning on her way to
work on the span of several hundreds of me-
tres, she changed her SIM card and switched
the alphabet on her phone. She replaced the
lengthy singing of the muezzin with Greek
pop songs. She travelled light years. Com-
pared to the Greek part, the Turkish part of
the divided Nicosia was like a scary dream
where everything seems familiar, but at the
same time absolutely strange.

The cats in the Turkish part were so skinny
you could see their ribs. Their faces were
covered in scars and they had in their eyes
the hungry look of wild beasts. They were
even scared of people. The cats in Greek
Nicosia had shiny coats and their bright
eyes weren’t dimmed by hunger or disease.
They were little domestic goddesses who
were getting fed and cuddled everywhere
they went. She once shared this discovery
with Mikelis. “It’s simple. If the Turks can-
not take care of their own people, they will
hardly be able to take care of cats.” Then he
got up, hugged her and whispered “Sorry”
into her hair.

Cemaliye worked for a non-profit organisa-
tion that was trying to start a dialogue be-
tween young people in both communities.
Mikelis was a small miracle for her. She got
him excited about various projects and he
liked to help her with them. They felt like
Romeo and Juliet whose love would bring
together two quarrelling houses.

Cemaliye is giddy and excited. The moment
has finally arrived.
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Mikelis is sitting in the car next to her and,
with his eyes wide open, he is watching every
detail of the road. He scoffs at a huge Turk-
ish flag that somebody had painted on the
hill next to the highway from Nicosia. Prov-
ocation. Cemaliye squirms in her seat with
shame.

Today, she will introduce Mikelis to the par-
ents. She will show him her birth-house and
Kyrenia. The road is surrounded by high
mountains, it’s spring and everything is in
full bloom. In the distance, you can see the
sky-blue sea.

Cemaliye wants to avoid the traditional traf-
fic jams on the main road to Kyrenia, so she is
taking the back roads through the poor neigh-
bourhoods. Jazz music is playing from a CD
— the Greek radio was replaced with static
after they crossed the border and she doesn’t
want to turn on a Turkish radio.

Mikelis is watching the buildings under con-
struction and the dirty streets with amazement.

He looks at her and Cemaliye cannot ignore
the short moment of satisfaction he himself
failed to realise. “I knew you guys had noth-
ing at all!”

She explains to him that the buildings on the
Turkish side haven’t been repaired for a long
time because the ownership issues haven’t
been settled yet. And the Turkish Republic
of Northern Cyprus isn’t recognised as an in-
dependent state by anybody but Turkey. This
means they cannot apply for funds and subsi-
dies from the European Union, as opposed to
their Greek brothers. However, recently there
has been a lot of construction activity going
on, mainly huge hotels for tourists.
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After a while, Mikelis gives her a tender ca-
ress and leaves the palm of his hand on her
knee.

Cemo sees the familiar outline of the tree and
the thatched roof and her heart starts pound-
ing. Her parents walk out onto the doorstep,
dressed in their Sunday clothes. They are
smiling. Mother and father are holding hands.
It’s only when Cemo parks close enough to
the door that she notices that mum’s knuckles
are all white from how hard she is clutching
father’s hand.

“Cema, is this your house?” Mikelis lets go
of her and keeps looking motionlessly.

Cemaliye agrees, not understanding what he
means.

“Take me back home.”
“What’s going on, my love?”
“I want to go back home.”

Cemaliye grabs his hand, but Mikelis breaks
free.
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“When my parents were running away from
Turkish soldiers from Kyrenia, they only man-
aged to take with them a small bag. Only the
things they managed to put into it in a few
minutes. One coat, a couple of photos and my
mum’s jewellery. My parents had those photos
framed. They are hung in the kitchen. I’ve been
looking at this house since I was a little boy.”

Cemaliye looks him in the eyes, frightened.
She feels he won’t be letting her back into
his rented apartment in Nicosia.

With silent resolve, Mikelis gets into the car
and folds his arms over his chest. Cemaliye
walks towards her parents, hugs them and
whispers: “It won’t work. We are living in his
parents’ house.”

The tree starts trembling and dark green leaves
start falling on the car. Cemaliye gets into the
car, starts the engine and slowly drives her Ro-
meo back to where he came from.

She leaves behind a bare tree that will not be
covered in leaves for a long time to come and
her crying parents, who will shortly be telling
her about the true origin of the dress in the attic.
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Confio en ti

Patricia Jimeno Fernandez. Espafia

Hace frio, a pesar de que el sol brilla en el cielo; siento mi cuerpo pesado, pero son mis ropas las
que me fuerzan a hundirme; yo, tengo miedo.

Y ahora, me arrepiento.

Solo habia seis espacios en el bote, y ellos me regalaron uno; me miraron a los ojos, y me dijeron
que confiaban en mi, me dieron lo Gltimo que les quedaba, la esperanza de seguir vivos, al me-
nos, hasta el dia que yo muriera. Parece mentira que esto tan solo haya pasado unas horas atras.

(Qué habra sido de ellos?

Era aun de noche cuando la barcaza comenzaba a hundirse, yo estaba dormida, el movimiento de
las olas me relajaba, y sobre el regazo de mi madre descansaba confiando que este viaje seria el
inicio de una vida mejor para ambas. Mi padre habia desaparecido un dia, llevaba mucho tiempo
diciéndonos que viajaria hasta Espafia, y que una vez llegase nos ayudaria a nosotras, primero
con dinero, y luego sacandonos de Libia. No s¢ si lleg6 a Espaiia, no sé qué le hizo pensar que
estariamos mejor sin €él, pero con dinero; mi papa nunca mas regreso, y ahora, mi mama, nunca
mas regresaria.

Estoy cansada, pero aun siento sus ojos mirdndome, mientras me levantaban en volandas, y
rapidamente me sacaban de la barcaza. Creo que nunca seré capaz de transmitir lo que en ese
momento senti; no espero que el que hoy me escucha lo entienda, solo necesito contarlo, y com-
partir este peso que me honrara de por vida.

Cuando la incertidumbre acecha, el ser humano solo puede reaccionar de dos formas, con mie-
do, o con amor.

— Malak, hija, ¢y t0?;Cuantos afios tienes? — Una voz me grité desde la otra punta de la noche.

— Tengo catorce, los cumpli hace unos meses. — Nos estibamos hundiendo, y estas personas solo
hablaban de suefios y anhelos. Teniamos poco tiempo para salir de alli, el capitan de la barca nos
dijo que habia un bote salvavidas, y que solo salvaria a cinco personas junto a él.

— Y por qué quieres vivir, Malak? — Me gritd otra voz. Mi madre llevaba un rato congelada, sin
decir nada, llorando en silencio, mojandome la cara ya humeda por las salpicaduras de las olas.
Sus lagrimas no tardaron en mezclarse con las mias, cuando contesté:
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—No lo sé, solo sé que no quiero morir aqui. — Ahora me pregunto, por qué no dije lo que sentia,
por qué no salvé a mi madre conmigo, yo solo queria que nuestro suefio se hiciese realidad, y
poder empezar juntas nuestra nueva vida.

Un silencio sepulcral catacumbo los Gltimos momentos de esperanza, cuando las manos empe-
zaron a levantarse, en votacion de los elegidos para ocupar esos cinco puestos en el bote salva-
vidas. Eran cuatro los que habian convencido al resto de que, a pesar de que sus vidas eran tan
valiosas como las de ellos, ese dia el cielo estaba de su parte. La barcaza se hundia lentamente
cada vez mas, como el frio del agua que se introducia en nuestros tobillos.

— Malak no merece morir aqui. Tiene que descubrir atin por qué ha de vivir, y nadie merece
morir sin saberlo. — Dijo en voz grave y potente el hombre que se sentaba a nuestro lado. No
paraba de mirarnos a mi madre y a mi, y yo no supe qué decir. — Soy médico, y mi vida es valiosa
porque seré capaz de salvar muchas otras, pero qué clase de médico seria, si no soy capaz de
entregar mi vida, mi cuerpo y mi alma, por alguien que la necesita mas que yo mismo. Cogela 'y
llévatela barquero, y asegtrate de que llega a buen puerto, porque en su nombre esta escrito, ella
es el angel que llevara nuestras almas hasta la gloria del cielo.

— Malak, sé feliz y fuerte, recuerda de donde vienes, y quiénes dieron la vida por ti. — Una per-
sona que no atiné a ver, me susurr6é mientras cruzaba la barcaza.

— Chica, que tu vida honre la vida de la hija que perdi por las fiebres en Libia. — Grité una mujer
mientras llevaba mi mano a su frente, y con un alarido desgarrador comenz6 a llorar.

— Te quiero.- Y con un beso, mi madre solté mi mano, para que me sacaran de una vez de aquel
ataud en el que se habia convertido nuestro pasaje de ensuefio.

Recuerdo esta sensacion, tengo la boca muy salada, como si alin siguiera en el regazo de mi
madre, mientras ella lloraba y sus lagrimas llegaban a mis labios.

Nadie piensa que ese sera el dia en el que tenga que morir, nadie imagina que haya que hacer
una entrevista con la parca, para explicarle si es tu vida o la de tu vecino la que tiene que tomar.
No puedo olvidar como subimos al bote, habiamos ganado esa partida, pero a cambio de cargar
el mayor peso que imaginamos sobre nuestros hombros.

Estoy cansada, mis piernas cada vez se mueven menos.
El barquero nos habia engafiado, y nos obligd a saltar en mitad del mar, cerca de la costa que atin

no divisabamos, y a punta de pistola, nos dijo que ¢l ya habia cumplido, y que fuera Dios el que
ahora se apiadase de nuestras almas.
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Tengo miedo. ;Ahora qué? Si muero, todos habremos muerto, nunca podré ser médico, y salvar
las vidas de otras personas, nunca podré tratar de encontrar la felicidad y honrar la memoria de
aquella hija. Yo... nunca mas abriré los 0jos, y entonces, mi madre tampoco. {No!

—jAyuda! jPor favor! Por favor... sacadme de aqui. — Mi boca se llena de nuevo de agua, toso,
y me callo.

No sé si es el sonido de las olas invadiendo mis oidos, o el eco que aun sigue retumbando dentro
de mi. Pero mi madre esta gritando “Te quiero”, mientras me alejo, y escucho poco a poco su
voz apagandose. Mama, gracias... Gracias por todo, porque has sido ta la que me ha ensefiado a
ser fuerte, a estar orgullosa de estar viva, y a luchar por la vida que todos nos merecemos. Todas
esas personas, murieron aquel dia en el Mediterraneo, en una barcaza que no habia sido disenada
para cruzar en mar abierto a cincuenta pasajeros. Cada uno de ellos habia pagado religiosamente
su billete, para un viaje de no retorno, hasta la muerte.

*kk

—El1 Mediterraneo se ha convertido en el cementerio del mundo. La incertidumbre de si mafiana
también podremos comer, de si mis hijos podran seguir estudiando, o si mi mujer no morird
dando a luz, empuja a una orilla del Mediterraneo a cruzar todo el mar con la esperanza de que
sus miedos desaparezcan, y encontrar el suefio europeo, que los mismos europeos queriamos
afios atras encontrar en Estados Unidos. Yo he sido superviviente de una barcaza que naufragd
20 afios atras, y he sido superviviente de un traficante de vidas humanas, que me obligé a saltar
de un bote en plena mar. No pido que entendais mi sufrimiento, solo pido que me ayudéis a
cumplir todos los deseos que aquel dia mis compaiieros de viaje depositaron en mi, solo quiero
que me brindéis vuestro apoyo, y busquemos entre todos una solucion al éxodo que presencia
cada pocas semanas el Mediterraneo. No necesito vivir muchos afios, porque es humanamente
imposible cumplir todos los que aquel dia esas personas de sus vidas me entregaron. Pero, por
favor, hagamos algo. Porque aunque me llamo Malak, que significa angel en arabe, es aquel pes-
cador el angel que me salvo la vida, y, por desgracia, no hay tantos angeles para vidas que salvar.

skskok
Hola, me llamo Patricia, soy de Granada y siempre he tenido una vida feliz. Tuve la suerte de
nacer en Espafia, el lugar que muchas personas desean alcanzar. Os preguntaréis por qué he

decido escribir esta historia, y tengo una buena explicacion que dar.

Decidi realizar un voluntariado en el cuerpo solidario Europeo en Turquia, en Ankara, y alli
hicimos una actividad que me marcaria para siempre.
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Todos los voluntarios nos sentamos en circulo en una habitacion, y cerramos los 0jos, pensamos
en nuestros familiares, en las personas que mas queriamos, y a las que mas nos doleria no volver
a ver. Escribimos cémo nos despediriamos de ellas en una carta, y solo nos dieron tres minutos
para ello. Recredbamos que nos encontrabamos en una barcaza a punto de hundirse, y era el
momento de explicar por qué los demas deberian salvar nuestras vidas. Yo no supe qué decir en
ese momento, solo que deseaba vivir, y deseaba que todos lo hicieran, y que nunca habria razén
suficiente para condenar a otra persona en mi lugar. Votamos, pero lo hicimos entregando un
papel a cada una de las personas que pensabamos que merecian vivir, y mientras las mirabamos
a los ojos, les deciamos: “Confio en ti”. Este acto, tenia un doble filo, porque al mismo tiempo,
mientras mirabas a los ojos de los que condenabas, debias decir: “Lo siento, no confio en ti”.

Todo el mundo habia explicado por qué su momento atin no habia llegado, pero atn asi, de algun
modo, estabamos ignorandolos, y juzgando qué vida era mas valiosa. No esperaba ser salvada,
pero cuando abri la mano para contar los votos que habia recibido, una plaza del bote salvavidas
era mia. Me subi al bote, y mientras mis compafieros me miraban con tristeza y confianza, ese
dia supe que mi vida habia cambiado; y que siempre, y cuando menos te lo esperas, tienes que
estar lista para luchar por ti y por todas las personas que alguna vez en ti han depositado sus
esperanzas, que te han confiado sus secretos.

No fui capaz de mirarlos a los ojos sin que los mios se llenasen de lagrimas, y con toda la gra-
titud que pude mostrar en ese momento de fragilidad, les agradeci uno a uno su voto. Aun a dia
de hoy, me imagino que esta historia que aqui escribo hubiese sido realidad, y entonces recuerdo
que lo es, y que son miles de personas las que a diario dejan su casa para, con esperanza, encon-
trar un lugar mejor, si al menos no para ellos, para sus hijos o compaiieros.

Las casualidades solo existen para que un bien mayor se haga realidad, y este es mi momento
para contaros mi historia.

Gracias
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I Trust You

Patricia Jimeno Fernandez. Spain

It’s cold, even though the sun is shining in the
sky; my body feels heavy but it’s my clothes
that make me sink; I’m afraid.

And now I regret it.

There were only six places in the boat, and
they gave me one. They looked me in the eye
and told me that they trusted me; they gave
me the last thing they had left, the hope of
staying alive, at least until the day I died. It
seems incredible that this only happened a
few hours ago.

What happened to them?

It was still night-time when the barge began
to sink. I was asleep, the movement of the
waves lulled me, and I rested on my moth-
er’s lap, trusting that this journey would be
the beginning of a better life for both of us.
My father had disappeared one day, he had
been telling us for a long time that he would
travel to Spain, and that once he got there he
would help us, first with money and then by
getting us out of Libya. I don’t know if he got
to Spain, I don’t know what made him think
that we’d be better off without him but with
money. My dad never came back, and now
my mum would never return.

I’m tired, but I still feel their eyes staring at
me, as they lifted me up, and quickly pulled
me off the barge. I don’t believe I will ever
be able to explain what I felt at that moment,
I don’t expect anyone listening to me today
to understand, I just need to tell the story,
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and share this burden that will honour me
for life.

When uncertainty lurks, human beings can
only react in two ways, with fear or with love.

“Malak, daughter, what about you? How old
are you?” A voice shouts at me from the other
end of the night.

“I’m 14, my birthday was a couple of months
ago.” We were sinking, and these people were
just talking about dreams and longings. We
had little time to get out of there, the captain
of the boat told us that there was a lifeboat,
and that it would only save five people along
with him.

“So why do you want to live, Malak?” anoth-
er voice shouted to me. My mother had been
frozen for a while, saying nothing, silently
crying, wetting my face already damp from
the splashes of the waves. Her tears were
soon mixed with mine, when I answered:

“I don’t know, I just know I don’t want to die
here.” Now I wonder why I didn’t say what I
felt, why I didn’t save my mother with me, I
just wanted our dream to come true, and to be
able to start our new life together.

A deathly silence buried the last moments of
hope, when the hands began to rise, voting
for those chosen to occupy the five places in
the lifeboat. There were four of them who
had convinced the rest that even though their
lives were as valuable as theirs, on that day
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heaven was on their side. The barge slowly
sank more and more, like the cold of the wa-
ter that was creeping up our ankles.

“Malak doesn’t deserve to die here. She still
has to discover why she has to live, and no
one deserves to die without knowing that,”
said the man sitting next to us in a serious
and powerful voice. He kept looking at me
and my mother and I didn’t know what to say.
“I’m a doctor, and my life is valuable because
I’'ll be able to save many others, but what
kind of doctor would I be if I couldn’t give
my life, my body and my soul for someone
who needs it more. Take her, boatman, and
be sure she makes it, because in her name it
is written, she is the angel who will take our
souls to the glory of heaven.”

“Malak, be happy and strong, remember
where you come from, and those who gave
their lives for you,” whispered a person I
couldn’t see as I crossed the barge.

“Girl, may your life honour the life of the
daughter I lost to the fevers in Libya,” a wom-
an yelled as she put my hand on her forehead,
and with a heartbreaking scream began to cry.

“I love you.” And with a kiss, my mother re-
leased my hand, so that they would take me out
of the coffin our dream passage had become.

I remember this feeling, a very salty taste in
my mouth, as if I was still in my mother’s lap,
while she cried and her tears reached my lips.

Nobody thinks that this will be the day they
have to die; nobody imagines that they have
to have an interview with the grim reaper;
to explain to him if it is your or your neigh-
bour’s life he has to take. I can’t forget how
we got into the boat; we had won that game
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but in exchange for carrying the heaviest bur-
den imaginable on our shoulders.

I’m tired, my legs move less and less.

The boatman had deceived us, and forced us
to jump in the middle of the sea, near the
coast that we still couldn’t see; and, at gun-
point, he told us that he had already done
his part, and that it was now God who must
have mercy on our souls.

I’'m afraid. Now what? If I die, we will all
have died, I can never be a doctor, and save
other people’s lives, I can never try to find
happiness and honour the memory of that
daughter. I... will never open my eyes again,
so neither will my mother. No

“Help! Please! Please... get me out of here.”
My mouth fills with water again, I cough,
and I fall silent.

I don’t know if it is the sound of the waves
invading my ears, or the echo that is still rum-
bling inside me. But my mother is screaming “I
love you” as I move away, and I hear her voice
fading little by little. Mum, thank you... Thank
you for everything, because you have been the
one who has taught me to be strong, to be proud
to be alive, and to fight for the life that we all
deserve. All those people died that day in the
Mediterranean, in a barge that had not been de-
signed to take fifty passengers on the open sea.
Each of them had dutifully paid their ticket, for
a journey of no return, until death.

seskok

The Mediterranean has become the grave-
yard of the world. The uncertainty of wheth-
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er tomorrow we will also be able to eat,
whether my children will be able to continue
studying, or whether my wife will die giving
birth, pushes one shore of the Mediterranean
to cross the entire sea in the hope that their
fears will vanish, and find the European
dream, that those same Europeans wanted
to find in America years ago. I was a survi-
vor of a barge that sank 20 years ago, and |
have been a survivor of a human trafficker,
who forced me to jump out of a boat into
the open sea. I don’t ask that you understand
my suffering; I only ask that you help me
to fulfil all the wishes that my travel com-
panions placed in me that day. I only want
you to give me your support, and for all of
us to seek a solution to the exodus that the
Mediterranean witnesses every few weeks.
I don’t need to live for many years, because
it is humanly impossible to fulfil all the
years given to me by those people that day.
But please, let’s do something. Because al-
though my name is Malak, which means an-
gel in Arabic, it is that fisherman who saved
my life who is the angel and, unfortunately,
there are not enough angels for all the lives
that need to be saved.

kokk

Hello, my name is Patricia, I’'m from Grana-
da and I have always had a happy life. I was
lucky to be born in Spain, the place that
many people want to reach. You may won-
der why I decided to write this story, and I
have a good explanation.

I decided to volunteer for the European Soli-
darity Corps in Turkey, in Ankara, where we
did an activity that would mark me forever.

All the volunteers sat in a circle in a room,
and we closed our eyes. We thought of our
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relatives, of the people we loved the most,
and those who it would hurt the most not
to see again. We wrote how we would say
goodbye to them in a letter, and they only
gave us three minutes for it. We recreated a
scenario where we were on a barge about to
sink, and had to explain why others should
save our lives. I didn’t know what to say at
the time, only that I wanted to live, and I
wanted everyone else to live, and that there
would never be enough reason to condemn
someone else in my place. We voted, but we
did so by giving a piece of paper to each of
the people we thought deserved to live, as
we looked them in the eye, and said: “I trust
you.” This was a double-edged act because,
at the same time, while looking into the eyes
of those you condemned, you had to say:
“I’m sorry, I don’t trust you.”

Everyone had explained why their time had
not yet come, but still, somehow, we ignored
them, and judged which life was more valu-
able. I didn’t expect to be saved, but when
I opened my hand to count the votes I had
received, a place in the lifeboat was mine. I
got on the boat, and while my companions
looked at me with sadness and trust, that day
I knew that my life had changed; and that
always, and when you least expect it, you
have to be ready to fight for yourself and for
all the people who have ever placed their
hopes in you, who have entrusted their se-
crets to you.

I was unable to look them in the eye with-
out tears filling mine; and, with all the grat-
itude that I could muster in that moment
of fragility, I thanked them one by one for
their vote. Even today, I imagine that this
story I’m writing here would not have been
a reality, and then I remember that it is, and
that thousands of people leave their home
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every day in the hope of finding a better
place, if not for them, at least for their chil-
dren or companions.
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Coincidences only exist to make a greater
good come true, and this is my time to tell
you my story.

Thank you
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“Gracias” Arkadasim

Alara Tugce Egesoy. Tiirkiye

Elli besinci yas giiniimiin haftasinda dostlarimla birlikte planladigimiz bir kahvaltiya dahil
olmustum. Sonunda herkesin kosusturmasi arasinda bir araya gelebilecegimiz bir hafta so-
nunda karar kilabilmistik. Oyle ya, y1lin geri kalaninda aray1p soran say1li olsa da yas giinleri
icin herkes bir vaktini bulur, yaninizda olurdu. Toplananlar on kisiyi gegmezdi. Gengken sik
sik birileri eklenip eksilirken zamanla pek degismeyen, sabit bir gruba sahip olmustuk. Son
zamanlarda bu nadir ger¢eklesen bulusmalarda konusulanlar {ilkenin gliindeminden ve gesitli
konulardaki sikayetlerimizden ileri gitmez olmustu. Sofra hazirlandig1 sirada dostlarimin bir-
kac1 hararetli bir tartigmaya girmek tizere goriiniiyorlardi. Ayni fikirde oldugumuz zamanlarda
bile herkes tartismanin heyecaniyla seslerini yiikseltiyordu. Bu durum yorucu oldugu kadar
giiliingtii de.

Artik herkes tabaklarin tiirlii tiirlii yiyeceklerle doldurmaya baslamisti. insanin bizdeki bu kah-
valtt sofralarini goriince hemen istahi agilirdi. Bense son zamanlarda pek yeme igmeye merakli
degildim eskisi gibi. Bir parca peynir, birka¢ zeytin, biraz da recel. Kii¢iikligtimden beri ¢ok
severdim visne receliyle peyniri birlikte yemeyi. Farkli bir konu daha agildig1 sirada tabagimda-
ki beyaz peynirden bir lokma almakla mesguldiim, agzima attigim anda ise hicbir sey duyamaz
oldum. Bazi tatlar ve kokular beni oldum olasi baska yerlere tagimistir, bazen bir aninin, bazen
bir hissin, kimi zamansa hayatimim bir déneminin icine ¢ekivermistir beni. Iste simdi, hepsini
bir arada tecriibe ettigim bambaska bir yerdeydim.

“Feta peyniri” dedi ev sahibi Nuran, “Bir arkadagimiz gegen giin gittigi Yunanistan’daki kdyiin-
den bize de getirmis.”

Simdi i¢indeki mektupla birlikte denize atilmis mantar kapakli bir cam sise gibi siiziilmiis git-
mistim oralara yeniden. Bundan tam otuz sene onceydi. Biiyiik sehirde bliyiimiis, Tiirkiye nin
pek ¢ok sehrini gezmistim. Fakat, adin1 daha 6nce hi¢ duymadigim kiiciik bir Yunan kasabasi
olan Ksilokastro’daki bir projeye gontillii olarak katilacagim zaman hem heyecanlanmis hem de
yabanc1 bir ortamda bulunacak olmanin endisesine kapilmigtim. Kald: ki, daha 6nce Yunanis-
tan’in herhangi bir yerine de seyahat etmemistim. Bir zamanlar birlikte yasadigimiz bu insanlar-
la ¢cokea sey paylastigimizi biliyor, bir yandan da hi¢ tanimiyordum. Yabancit dilime giiveniyor
ama yabanci olmaktan ¢ekiniyordum.

Agustos aymin bastydi, yilin en sicak, giinesin en yakici oldugu zamanlardi. Atina havaalanin-
dan birkag aktarma yapacaktim. Ik izlenimim beni sasirtmist1. Bizim sandigimiz gibi sarisin
degillerdi, hatta bize olduk¢a benziyorlardi. Sonunda hayatimin beni derinden etkileyen birkag
ayini gecirecegim bu kasabaya vardigimda hava goktan kararmist.
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Ben bunlar diistiniirken dostlarimin dalginligimdan dem vurdugunu duydum. Oysa su an bu-
rada olmak ne kadar da gayritabii gelmeye baslamisti. Kendimi toparlayip konusmalarina ka-
tildim. Fakat icimde ¢ekip gitme arzusu uyanmust1 bir kere. Ustelik bu sofradan degil, dogup
biliylidiigiim bu koca sehirden. Bulugmanin sonuna gelene kadar zor bekledim. Herkesle teker
teker sarilip vedalastim, iyi dileklerini kabul ettim.

Eve dondiigiimde ne yapacagimi biliyordum. Bir seyahate ¢ikma diisiincesi igimdeki biiytik
coskuyla birlikte zihnimi ele gecirmisti. Kendimi o kisacik zamanda en ¢ok evimde hissettigim
yer orastyken nasil da bunca zaman tekrar gitmedigime hayret ettim. Pasaportumu raftan alirken
anin heyecaniyla iistiinde esek resmi olan bir defteri yere diisiirdiim. Bunu Korint’teki kiigiik bir
kitapgidan almistim. Agip bir sayfasini okudugumda giilmekten kendimi alamadim. “Burada
insanlarin neden Ispanyolca konustugunu anlamadim. Sabahlar1 girdigim firinda, kiigiik butik-
lerde, siiper markette, kisacas1 girdigim her yerde insanlar beni ‘gracias’ diyerek selamliyorlar.
Ustelik bu kelime tesekkiir anlamina gelmiyor mu? Diikkanimiza geldigin i¢in tesekkiir ederiz
mi demek istiyorlar? Yine de durumu kabul edip girdigim her yerde insanlara ‘gracias’ demeye
basladim.” Oysa sonradan benim “gracias” diye anladigim soziin dogrusunun “ya sas”, yani
Yunancada “merhaba” ve “hosc¢akalin” demek oldugunu 6grenmistim. Artik ¢at pat Yunancamla
“pita”mi, kahvemi siparis edebilir olmugtum.

Orada bulundugum siirede bir kac¢ yer daha gezmistim. Lefkada’nin o meshur bembeyaz tasl,
denizin renginin bir bagka oldugu sahiline gotiirdii hatiralar beni. Ege sahilleri giizeldir, ama
burasi gordiiklerimden ¢ok baskaydi. Orada tanistigim ve kisa zamanda dost oldugum insanlarla
aksama kadar ytizdiikten sonra yakinlarda bir tavernaya oturmustuk. O sirada ¢ekilmis bir fotog-
rafimda giinesten kizarmig yiiziimle uzun zamandir hissetmedigim kadar mutlu goériiniiyordum.
Yemeklere heniiz baglanmamisti. Daha sonradan birka¢ defa yapmaya ¢alisip ayni lezzeti bula-
madigim “buyurdi’’yi ilk kez orada tadip kendimden ge¢mistim. Yasadigim yerde bulamadigim
bu tatlara buradaki insanlarin sicacik ruhlari tesir etmisti sanki.

Tabii pek ¢ok ortak yanimiz da vardi. Yaninda bir lokumla igmeyi ¢ok sevdigim Tiirk kahvesini
orada Yunan kahvesi diye siparis eder olmustum. Zaman zaman ortak tatlarla ilgili ufak tefek
¢ekismeler yasansa da sonunda hepimizin ayni toplumdan, ayni cografyadan oldugunu kabul
edip tatliya bagliyorduk.

Artik diisinmeyi birakip plan yapmaliydim. Bir acentay1 arayip biletimi alacaktim. Ama dnce
orada ¢ok sevdigim bir arkadasim olan Eleni’yi arayip haber vermeliydim. Telefon defalarca
caldr ama yanit alamadim. Yasadigi yeri iyi bildigim i¢in gidince bulacagimi diisiindiim ve hala
ayn1 yerde yastyor olmasint umdum. Bir giinden fazla bekleyebilecegimi diistinmiiyordum. Er-
tesi giine biletimi aldim.

Atina havaalanina inis yaptigimizda i¢gimde miithis bir heyecan vardi. Yillarca uzak kaldigim
evime dénmiis gibiydim. Burada sayili insan tanidigim halde hig yabanci hissetmiyordum. ilk
kez geldigim zamanki hislerimle simdikiler birbirinden ¢ok farkliydi. Artik tanidik, bildik ve
hatta 6zlenmis bi yerdi burasi.
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Pasaport memuru “ya sas” dediginde istemsizce giilimsedim. Yunanca devam ettigini anlayinca
“den milao Ellinika” diye cevapladim. Giiliimseyerek Ingilizce olarak “ama simdi konustunuz”
dedi ve pasaportumu hizlica kontrol edip Tiirk oldugumu gérdiikten sonra bu sefer o Tiirkge
olarak “giile giile” diyerek gegmeme izin verdi. Simdiden bu insanlart neden bu kadar ¢ok sev-
digimi ve onlara bu kadar yakin hissettigimi yeniden animsamistim.

Birkag giin sonra elli besinci yagimi bitirecek olmama tezat bir sekilde kendimi gocuklar gibi
hissediyordum. Oradan oraya kosturma istegime mani olamiyordum. Sadece bir yasima daha
burada basmak degil, burada yasamak istiyordum.

Aradan uzun zaman gegmesine ragmen yolumu kolayca bulabildim. Hava kararmadan Ksilo-
kastro’ya varmistim. Eleni’nin evi Sykia’daydi ama orada inmek yerine yiiriimeyi tercih ettim.
Her seyden Once biraz buranin tadini ¢ikarmak, ormanlik alanda yiirimek, tuzlu havasini so-
lumak istiyordum. Goniilliilik yaparken tiim bu ormanlardaki ¢ali ¢irpilari temizlemis, sahil
seridindeki ¢opleri toplamistik. Etrafin temizligine bakilirsa hala bunun i¢in gelen goniilliiler
olmalrydi. Zamaninda buradaki agaclardan ke¢i boynuzu toplayip yemeye kalkinca saskin goz-
lerle kargilanmigtim. Sabahlari erken uyanip temiz havada ¢iktigim yiiriiyiisler de diin gibi go-
ziimiin oniindeydi.

Bir siire yiiriidiikten sonra Eleni’nin evine vardim. Beni tantyip taniyamayacagini bile bilmiyor-
dum, kim bilir gdriince nasil sagiracakti. Kapry1 caldiktan sonra bir siire bekledim ve pencereden
birinin seslendigini duydum. Geng bir kiz kim oldugumu soruyordu. Eleni’yi aradigimi sdyler-
ken taginmis olma ihtimalinden korktum. Sonradan adinin Alkisti oldugunu 6grendigim bu kiz
beni igeri davet etti. Annesini gegen sene kaybettiklerini, fakat 6lmeden 6nce bir kutu birakip
eger bir glin gelirsem bana vermesini tembihledigini anlatti. Ben bu durum karsisinda ne kadar
saskinsam, o da benim sonunda gelmis olmamdan dolay1 bir o kadar saskindi. Eleni kizina ben-
den ¢ok bahsetmisti ama ben bir kizi oldugundan bile bihaberdim.

Alkisti bana kutuyu getirdi. Agtigimda gdzyaslarima engel olamadim. Iginden ¢ikan yillanmig
“Mavrodafni” otuz sene dnce birlikte gittigimiz Patras’taki sarap mahzeninden alinmisti. Eleni
bu oldukga tatli sarabi ne ¢ok sevdigimi bilirdi. Fakat beni asil aglatan iginden ¢ikan tek kelime-
lik nottu: “Gracias arkadasim”. Demek ki bu hayata veda ederken bile beni unutmamus, iistiine
bir de kivrak zekasiyla benimle bir kez daha dalga gecmek istemisti.

“Hadi,” dedi Alkisti, “madem ki dogum giiniiniizmiis, bunu kutlamaliyiz. Limana gidelim,
orada ¢ok begeneceginizi diisliindiigiim bir bulugma var.” Birlikte limana dogru yiiriidiik, “Ak-
deniz Bulugmalar1” adini verdikleri bu etkinlikte farkli tilkelerden onlarca insan bir araya
gelmislerdi. Herkes ilgisini ¢geken konuya gore bir oraya bir buraya dahil oluyordu. Pastamin
iizerindeki mumlar1 ifledim, herkes kendi dilinde dogum giiniimii kutladiktan sonra uzunca
sohbetler ettik.

Radyodan “Avgoustos” sarkisi yiikselirken yine kendimi gegmise donmiis buldum. Tipki buraya
ilk kez geldigim o agustos ayinda duydugum hisleri yasiyordum. Gegmis beni hi¢ tanimadigim
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bunca insanla bir araya getirmisti ve ben gegmise dalip giderken simdi ¢evremdeki bu gengler
o hayali yagsamakla mesguldiiler. Bu zamanlarin ne kadar degerli oldugunu bilmelerini diledim.

Bir sonraki sarki Orfeas Peridis’in ¢ok sevdigim “Fevgo” sarkistydl. Artik gitme vaktinin gel-
digini soyliiyordu sanki bu sarki. “Fevgo” dedim ben de, gidiyorum demekti bu. “Ya sas/”. Bu
kelimeyi herkes 6grenmis, hep bir agizdan onlar da bana hoscakal demislerdi. Sadece aradan
tek bir kisi, Alkisti, “gracias” diye bagirmisti. Fakat bu sefer benle dalga gegmek i¢in degil, gel-
digim i¢in tesekkiir etmek istedigi icin yapmist1 bunu. igimden tekrar ettim, burada gegirdigim
biitiin zamanlar ve tanidigim insanlar i¢in: “Gracias arkadaslarim!”

nna Lindh
oundation

IEMed.
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“Gracias”, My Friend
Alara Tugce Egesoy. Turkey

In the week of my fifty-fifth birthday, I attend-
ed a breakfast planned with my friends. Final-
ly, we were able to decide on a weekend where
we could come together amid the hustle and
bustle. Well, even though few people call in
the rest of the year, everyone would find time
for birthdays and to be with you. The gath-
erings did not exceed ten people. When we
were young, we had a stable group that didn’t
change much over time, while people were
added and dropped frequently. Recently, the
conversations in these rare meetings had be-
come no more than the agenda of the country
and our complaints about various issues. As
the table was being set, several of my friends
seemed about to have a heated argument. Even
when we agreed, everyone was raising their
voices in the excitement of the discussion.
This was as ridiculous as it was tiring.

Everyone started to fill their plates with all
kinds of food. When one sees these breakfast
tables in our house, one’s appetite would be
whetted immediately. I haven’t been keen on
eating and drinking lately, like I used to. A
piece of cheese, some olives, some jam. Ever
since [ was a child, I have loved eating sour
cherry jam and cheese together. When anoth-
er topic was brought up, I was busy taking
a bite of feta cheese on my plate, and when
I put it in my mouth, I couldn’t hear any-
thing. Some tastes and smells have carried
me to other places, sometimes they have tak-
en me into a memory, sometimes a feeling,
sometimes a period of my life. Now I was in
a completely different place where I experi-
enced them all together.
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“Feta cheese,” said the host, Nuran, “a friend
of ours brought it to us from his village in
Greece, where he went the other day.”

Now, with the letter inside, [ went there again,
drained like a cork-cap glass bottle thrown
into the sea. That was exactly thirty years
ago. I grew up in a big city and had visited
many cities in Turkey. However, when I was
going to volunteer for a project in Xylokas-
tro, a small Greek town I had never heard of,
I was both excited and worried about being
in an unfamiliar environment. Besides, I had
never travelled to any part of Greece before.
I knew that we shared a lot with these people
we once lived with, but I also didn’t know
them at all. I was confident in my foreign lan-
guage but I was afraid of being a foreigner.

It was the beginning of August, when the sun
was the hottest in the hottest year. I was go-
ing to take some transfers from Athens air-
port. My first impression surprised me. They
weren’t as blonde as we thought but even
looked quite like us. It was already dark when
I finally arrived in this town, where I was go-
ing to spend the few months of my life that
had a profound effect on me.

While I was thinking about this, I heard my
friends talking about my distraction. Howev-
er, it was starting to feel so unnatural to be
here right now. I gathered myself and joined
in their conversation. But once I had a desire
to walk away, not from this table but from
this huge city where I was born and grew up.
I barely waited until the end of the meeting. 1
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hugged and said goodbye to everyone one by
one and accepted their good wishes.

I knew what to do when I got home. The
thought of going on a trip had taken over my
mind, along with my overwhelming enthu-
siasm. It was the place where I felt most at
home in that short time and I was amazed at
how long it was before I went again. While
taking my passport from the shelf, I dropped
a notebook with a picture of a donkey on
the floor in the excitement of the moment. |
bought this in a small bookstore in Corinth.
I couldn’t help laughing when I opened it
and read a page. “I don’t understand why
people speak Spanish here. In the bakery I
went to this morning, in small boutiques, in
the supermarket, in short, everywhere I go,
people greet me by saying “gracias”. Be-
sides, doesn’t that word mean thank you?
Do they want to say thank you for coming to
our shop? Still, I accepted the situation and
started saying “gracias” to people wherever |
went. However, I later learned that the correct
word for what I understood as “gracias” was
“yia sou”, meaning “hello” and “goodbye” in
Greek. Now I could order my “pita”, my cof-
fee, with a smattering of Greek.

I visited a few other places while I was there.
Memories took me to the famous white stone
beach of Lefkada, where the colour of the sea
is different. Aegean beaches are beautiful, but
this place was very different from what I saw.
After swimming until the evening with the
people I met there and became friends with in
a short time, we sat at a pub nearby. In a pho-
to taken at that time, I looked happier than I
had felt in a long time, with my red-hot face.
Meals had not yet begun. I tasted “buyurdi”
there for the first time, which I tried to make a
few times later and couldn’t find the same fla-
vour, and I passed out. It was as if the warm
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spirits of the people here had influenced these
flavours that I could not find where I lived.

Of course, we also had a lot in common. I
used to order Turkish coffee, which I love to
drink with a Turkish delight, like Greek cof-
fee there. Even though there were minor con-
flicts about common tastes from time to time,
we accepted that we were all from the same
society, the same geography, and we loved it.

I had to stop thinking and plan. I was go-
ing to call an agency and get my ticket. But
first I had to call Eleni, a dear friend of mine
there, and let her know. The phone rang sev-
eral times but I got no answer. Since I knew
where she lived well, I thought I would find
her when I went and hoped that she would
still live in the same place. I didn’t think I
could wait more than a day. I bought my tick-
et the next day.

When we landed at Athens airport, there was
a great excitement inside me. It was as if |
had returned to my home, where I had been
away for years. Even though I knew few peo-
ple here, I never felt a stranger. My feelings
when I came for the first time were very dif-
ferent from now. It was now a familiar and
even missed place.

I smiled involuntarily when the passport offi-
cer said “yia sou”. “Den milao Ellinika,” I re-
plied, realising that I was continuing in Greek.
He smiled and said in English “but now you
speak it” and after quickly checking my pass-
port and seeing that I am Turkish, this time he
let me pass by saying “goodbye” in Turkish.
I had already remembered why I loved these
people so much and felt so close to them.

In contrast to the fact that I would be turning
fifty-five in a few days, I felt like a child. 1
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couldn’t help the urge to run around. I wanted
to live here, not just to be here for another
year.

Even after a long time, I was able to find my
way easily. I reached Xylokastro before dark.
Eleni’s house was in Sykia, but I preferred
walking instead of getting off there. First of
all, I wanted to enjoy this place, walk in the
woods and breathe the salty air. While vol-
unteering, we cleared the brushwood in all
these forests and collected the garbage on the
coastline. Judging by the cleanliness of the
surroundings, there must still be volunteers.
Once, when I tried to collect goat horns from
the trees here and eat it, I was met with be-
wilderment. I woke up early in the mornings
and took walks in the fresh air, as if it were
yesterday.

After walking for a while, I arrived at Eleni’s
house. I didn’t even know if she would rec-
ognise me, or if she would be surprised to see
me. After knocking on the door, I waited for
a while and heard someone calling from the
window. A young girl was asking who I was.
When I said I was looking for Eleni, I was
afraid that she might have moved. This girl,
who I later learned was Alkisti, invited me in.
She told me that her mother had died last year
but before that she had left a box and told her
to give it to me if I came back one day. She
was as surprised as [ was by the fact that [ had
finally come. Eleni had told her daughter a
lot about me, but I didn’t even know she had
a daughter.

Alkisti brought me the box. When I opened
it, I couldn’t stop the tears. The aged “Mav-
rodafni” that came out of it was from the
wine cellar in Patras, where we went thir-
ty years ago. Eleni knew how much I loved
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this very sweet wine. But what really made
me cry was the one word note that came out
of it: “Gracias friend”. It means that even
when she said goodbye to this life, she did
not forget me, and on top of that, she wanted
to make fun of me once again with her quick
wit.

“Come on,” said Alkisti, “since it’s your
birthday, we should celebrate it. Let’s go to
the port, there’s a meeting there that I think
you’ll like very much.” We walked together
towards the port. In this event they called
“Mediterranean Meetings”, dozens of people
from different countries came together. Ev-
eryone was involved here and there accord-
ing to the subject that interested them. I blew
out the candles on my cake and we had long
conversations with everyone celebrating my
birthday in their own language.

As the song “Avgoustos” played on the radio,
I found myself returning to the past. I was ex-
periencing the same feelings I had in August
when I first came here. The past had brought
me together with so many people I never
knew, and while I was diving into the past,
these young people around me were busy liv-
ing that dream. I hoped they knew how pre-
cious this time is.

The next song was “Fevgo” by Orfeas Per-
idis, which I loved very much. It was as if this
song was saying it was time to go. “Fevgo,”
I said, which meant I was leaving. “Oh sas!”
Everyone learned this word, and they said
goodbye to me in unison. Only one person,
Alkisti, shouted “gracias”. But this time she
did it not to make fun of me but because she
wanted to thank me for coming. I repeated in
my heart, for all the time I spent here and the
people I knew: “Gracias, friends!”
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