21.11.17
I don‘t wanna see more pictures of flimsy tents in mud and rain. ΦΤ’ΑΝΕΙ! #opentheislands
ΦΤ’ΑΝΕΙ! We are able to help these people in their needs. Europeans, we are able! Open the
islands and let the people go wherever they want instead of making more passport controls
at Greek or German airports! #opentheborders
02.12.2017
The last week I thought a lot about the word „welcome“ and what it
means. The last ten days I was hosted by seven families and friends.
All of them gave me more than a bed for the night, they gave me a
home for one or two days. If you don‘t have a home it really makes
a difference if you only know where to sleep or if you are welcome.
I was so welcome and I am so thankful for that.
If I had one wish, I wish that people who are living with more than
they need, would welcome people in needs. I remember that I said
hundreds of times „welcome“ in Summer 2015 in Munich
mainstation when the people arrived from countries of war and
fear and poverty. And I meant it exactly like that. I did not say it
very loud, because I knew that I could not speak for everybody in Germany, but I gave a wish
in that „welcome“: may many people share lifes, beds, food and love.
04.12.17
Sometimes I make a mistake during the time in the camp: I start
thinking.
When I see and listen and smell and feel the children, I start thinking
about everything they have seen, they are living in and how their
future will be.
Sometimes I see the children who went maybe to school in Syria. The
children who arrived a few weeks ago and still cannot trust so much.
The children who are since such a long time in the camp and nobody
knows what will be. The children acting like children act after war and
fleeing and living in a camp.
It‘s good that I usually don‘t think during our time in the camp. And I‘m glad that the
children have to think a bit during school time.
08.12.17
„Children learn quick“, people say - people who never worked in a
camp. The children still don‘t know what we are teaching since
many weeks: the numbers 1-10, some colours, some animals...
they cannot learn. Their lives are not made for school and studying.
Their bodies, souls and brains are centred on surviving. Their
environment is not study-friendly, there is no space, no time for
books, studying, reading, writing. They come from a war-zone, they
had to cross the Mediterranean Sea, they have lived on the Islands
and now in a misanthropic and human-unfriendly camp with an
unknown future. They learn by imitating their parents: they try to
survive.

It‘s important to give them a structure. But not to expect big steps and sucesses. The success
will be to give them time and love and rules and some input that they have a safe place for
some hours every day. It‘s important to be NOW with them and not to prepare them for
THEN. They will make it anyhow. And when the time comes, when they will be safe
anywhere and sometime, they also will learn quick!
15.12.17
Yesterday it was a beautiful day. The sun was shining, it was hot even
with only a shirt, and the atmosphere in the camp was peculiar. We
had to wait for our car and I got some minutes to sit in front of the
container, enjoying the sun and watching the children cycling, the
adolescents playing soccer, the men hanging around playing cards
and smoking, the women walking along... all what I saw so often in
different camps from Idomeni to Munich: the bustling activities at a
place where people have to manage their daily life in rough
conditions.
What I saw for the first time and what went straight into my heart
was the doll‘s head I found on the ground right in front of our container. Lying there
between the stones it was a perfect symbol for what I see every time in Diavata: Human
beeings crushed by powerlessness, helplessness and anger against all of those who don‘t let
them live a life in dignity where they want.
„But we cannot let everybody come to our countries.“ a german lady said in the evening
when she asked me about the situation in the camps. „And yet, why not?“ I replied, the
picture of the doll‘s head in my mind. - - she could not give me an answer while stroking the
head of her little girl.
18.12.17
Words are powerful. Choose them well!
https://act.peopleandplanet.org/petitions/mainstream-papers-stop-calling-migrants-illegal
19.12.17
The last days I thought again so much about the feeling of people
who had to leave their country. Especially about one of them, a
friend, who applied for asylum in Greece after a bad relocation
offer this spring and who is one of the last people of a group who
was hosted by an organisation where I feel at home.
In the afternoon it happened by coincidence that we talked while
preparing food for the people in the streets. He didn‘t know that
I thought about his feelings, but when he told me, that he is
doing a certain face which makes people believe he is smiling, I
knew what he means.
I feel so lost these days. I lost completely control over my life. I make every day so many
mistakes and I feel so useless and lonely, even with all the wonderful people around me,
who make me feel at home. But I feel so lost these days, because I am a foreigner and I am
here by my own. But I decided by purpose to move to a foreign country. I wasn‘t forced to
go. I am struggling so much every day, so much. But I am a european citizen and could live
and work wherever I want. And I want to live and work here. I decided it and I love it against all the difficulties. But how would he feel?

We will talk tomorrow a bit more.
And hopefully while talking, both of us we will stop making faces that make people believe
we are smiling or we have anything under control.
22.12.17
Es ist schwer zu beschreiben wie es hier ist, in einem
Land, in dem die Menschen eigentlich nicht sein
wollten als sie ihre Flucht antraten. In einem Land, in
dem die Menschen gastfreundlich sind, aber ihre
begrenzten Mittel nicht mehr lange werden teilen
können.
Es ist schwer zu beschreiben, welche Welten
aufeinanderprallen, wenn europäische Organisation
und Papierkram auf eine Welt stößt, die eigentlich
eher damit funktioniert, dass man sich irgendwie durchlaviert.
Manchmal werfen mich dann Kleinigkeiten um, wie gestern als wir versuchten für einen
Freund zu organisieren, wann er wie seine Beglaubigung bekommen könnte, damit er weiter
das Geld über die CashCard bekommt, derzeit vom Internationalen Roten Kreuz im Auftrag
der UNHCR organisiert, offensichtlich im Moment (wieder!) im Umbruch hin zu einer
anderen Organisation. Wer es heute nicht schafft, erhält im Januar kein Geld. Und wie ist es
eigentlich, wenn eine Lücke von einem Monat entsteht, gibt es dann noch Anspruch oder
erlischt der dann?
Keiner weiß es, in diesem Land, in dem tausende Menschen gestrandet sind. In einem Land,
aus dem ein hoher Prozentsatz an jungen Menschen ins Ausland geht, um leben zu können.
„Wie ist denn die Situation jetzt in Griechenland? Besser, oder?!“ ist die rhetorische Frage,
die mir in und aus Deutschland am häufigsten entgegenkommt. Ich weiß dann immer nicht
was ich antworten soll.
Gestern bin ich dann einfach umgekippt. Konnte nicht mehr aufhören zu zittern. Habe mich
am frühen Abend ins Bett gelegt und versucht zu schlafen. Keine Lösung, aber adäquat.
Denn so etwas wie vernünftige dauerhafte nachhaltige Lösungen haben wir ja hier eh nicht.
23.12.2017
"How is "multi-culti" written? Is this right?", I was asked yesterday.
And I asked myself "How is multi-culti going?"
We prepared a lot of fruits and vegetables given by the wholesale
market, to cook some meals the next week when all the organisations
where refugees living in the streets of Thessaloniki can eat, will be
closed.
Some Pakistan guys where hanging around, celebrating the birthday
from one of them and then asked if they could help in the kitchen.
They could!
How is multicultural going?
The first answer is, that we have to ask about so many things. They
asked me how to cut the cauliflower, spring onions, celery or red peppers. I had to ask how
the Greek words are for these vegetables. We had to ask ourselves how we organise
ourselves.
How is multicultural going? I have to stand again that there are again recent arrivals who tell
me "In Pakistan no me. Only girls." Or "Me no wash. Only this. Cutting ok." - again we have

to explain in several ways "Welcome to Europe. Welcome to Oikopolis. Here is everyone
cleaning, cutting, helping. We don't make a difference between men and women and human
beeings."
I still don't know if there is an official spelling for the word "multi-culti", but I know that
there is a very routine handling with the multicultural in our every day's life.
24.12.2017

"...He is missing" - „Families belong together.“
Family reunification now!
Merry Christmas!
26.12.17
How I came to Greece - or how Greece came
to me
People use to ask me „Why did you decide to
live in Greece?“ and I have to reply „To be
honest, I didn‘t decide, it just happened.“ what is the truth.
After two month at the main station in Munich
in autumn 2015, where I could help at the
arrival of ten thousands of refugees, I finished
my work there, because I couldn‘t stand
anymore the way, people wanted to be better and more important than others. Anyhow, it
was almost finished at the main station, the borders have been closed again and there have
been new challenges that I followed by working in refugee camps, with refugee children, by
going to demonstrations against PEGIDA („Patriots against the islamisation of Europe“) who
get stronger, by thinking about other places where I could be useful with my skills.
I found a place in an organisation who ran a camp in Turkey and I signed in for two weeks in
May 2016.
Just two weeks before I wanted to go, the EU-Turkey-deal initated the eviction of that camp.
When I asked the people from the organisation if they still could need help anywhere, they
said: „Go to Greece, they will for sure need help.“ In Idomeni the borders where closed and
thousands of refugees stucked there.
One month before I was thinking with someone about going to Idomeni with a van full of
stuff, some more trauma-therapists and some time to spend there. But then we had to

recognize that we did not find even four days together, so we cancelled that plans. What left
was the contact to the German pastor of the Lutheran congregation in Thessaloniki.
And what I did, when I was told „Go to Greece, they will for sure need help“, was that I
wrote her. And one hour later I had the answer „I can offer you a room for a little money
and we will for sure find something for you to do.“ (Actually, I did nothing in that church the
10 days I lived there, but it was the beginning of a longer cooperation). Another organisation
in Munich gave me the number of a Greek guy who used to live for a long time in Germany.
Him I met the first evening in Thessaloniki. Got two more numbers.... and so on... the next
day I started to go with an organisation to Idomeni, met more and more people... and
wanted to verify some months later if it was only the special „Idomeni-Situation“ or the
whole situation in Thessaloniki that made me feel better in Thessaloniki than in Munich. The
pastor offert me again the room for summer. And after the three weeks again for three
months in winter. I organised everything to make it and stayed from Christmas 2016- Easter
2017 in Thessaloniki, started in November 2016 to study Greek and after a few weeks there,
I saw that it is a bigger love to the life here and a „coming home“, than I thought.
So I came this summer with everything I own now in two bags and when people ask me how
long I will stay, I say „Forever“ or „As long I can survive.“
From the beginning on I worked as an independent volunteer, until now I am working with
and for several organisations and sometimes by my own. Some of the organisations are
connected, some of them I connected and sometimes I could be the one bringing donations
from here to there, organizing donations from Germany, and working in the morning here,
the afternoon there and the evening again somewhere else.
In winter furthermore I saw that there is also a need for the Greek people who worke since a
long time with refugees, beeing themselves with the economic crisis in a difficult situation,
and don‘t get enough help for helping. So I started to listen their stories and to „be there“.
Sometimes I cannot explain what I am doing the whole day. I am going some days in a camp,
I am working with children in a daily center, I went in the streets to provide food and
clothes. I am helping here and there - and many times I am doing nothing special, but I listen
and I am asking and I speak out feelings, explain feelings, accept feelings that haven‘t been
accepted before.
In between I finished my special education as a trauma-therapist in Munich and still study
Greek to make my way in this country, that I did not choose, but that - thanks God - choosed
me.
26.12.17
Ich komme mittags an, weil wir kochen wollen. Noch
immer steht der ganze Balkon voll mit Gemüse. Der
Raum indes ist voll mit pakistanischen jungen
Männern.
Ein Freund nimmt mich beiseite und sagt „Ich habe
gestern eine Stunde lang geweint, nachdem ich
gesehen habe, wie diese Männer draußen leben in
diesem Haus ohne Wände.“ Ob ich Englischunterricht
für die Männer machen könnte. Eine Frau kommt und
macht spontan eine erste Griechischstunde für die etwa zwanzig Männer. Derweil kochen
wir für den Abend, für die griechischen Leute, wie immer dienstags. Kiloweise Gemüse,
stundenlanges Abspülen. Dazwischen der Versuch, sich mit den Männern zu verständigen.
Eine Bekannte erinnert sich an die vielen Wannen mit Essen, das wir in Idomeni in kleine

Behälter füllten. Als das Essen gegen neun verteilt ist und wir aufräumen, auf dem Weg vom
dritten in den fünften Stock, erzählt eine Freundin wie schwer es ist mit ihrem syrischen
Freund, der heute am Flughafen, wohin sie eine Freundin gebracht hatten, ausgeflippt war.
Nun verstand ich auch, warum ebendieser zuvor so neben der Spur war und sich lange in
den Arm nehmen ließ. Die gemeinsame Freundin konnte - so wie ich schon so oft - einfach
wegfliegen. Er nicht.
Wenn ich mich frage, warum ich so müde bin, muss ich nur diese Tage ansehen, an denen
ich zehn Stunden arbeite und an denen mich so nebenbei und hinterrücks jederzeit jemand
mit seinen Geschichten, seinen Schwierigkeiten und mit Fragen, die ich nicht beantworten
kann („Welche Perspektive haben diese Männer? Was können wir tun?“) überfallen kann.
Nicht nur weil mein Griechisch noch immer so schlecht ist, nicht nur weil die Pakistaner alle
kaum Englisch können, aber weil es einfach schwierig ist, bin ich oft sprachlos.
27.12.2017
Children shouldn‘t grow up in a refugee camp.
Children should go to a real school with real
teachers with books and their own notebooks and
their own pens.
Children shouldn‘t wear the wrong shoes but yes
they should wear shoes and I mean two shoes.
Children should come alone to school and not with
their smaller siblings and they should come to
school instead of taking care of their smaller

siblings.
Children should know which language they will need for their future and they should know
in which country and where will be their future.
Children shouldn‘t have cold while looking at a book and they should have their own books.
Children should live in real houses and they shouldn‘t be sick for months and they should be
children.
29.12.17
In den vergangenen Wochen und Tagen habe ich einige
großzügige Spenden bekommen.
Sie sind gerade zur richtigen Zeit gekommen.
Sie werden gerade so sehr benötigt, um eine Wohnung
für einige pakistanische Geflüchteten zu mieten, da sie
nun schon länger auf der Straße leben und die
vergangenen Tage bei und mit uns, bei Oikopolis, einer
Organisation, mit der ich seit Idomeni zusammenarbeite,
leben.
Es ist nicht leicht, dafür an Spendengelder zu kommen in
einem Land, in dem viele Erwachsene bei ihren Eltern leben müssen weil sie das Geld für ein
eigenes Apartment nicht aufbringen können.
Genau zum richtigen Zeitpunkt.
Ich bin sehr dankbar für die Spenden und werde einige dafür verwenden.
—————————————————————————————————————————

These days are full of everything. Organizing food, cooking, listening, talking, asking, waiting,
trying to understand the pakistan culture, thinking, talking and acting about gender issues in
Pakistan and Europe (again...), organizing clothes, cleaning, talking again...
What I could see again these days, was, that people just come and help and give what they
have and can: doing Greek lessons, driving the car, organizing...
And I have wonderful people in Germany who sent me donations. They couldn‘t know, but it
was a perfect timing, we will need it so much the next weeks and months...
01.01.18
We were walking along the harbour the last minutes of
the year. One of the four pakistan guys we know now a
bit better asked me „Do you have children?“ - „No!“ „Oh, sorry!“, he said and put his arm around my
shoulders. „No sorry“, I said, a bit tired of these
conversations since more than two years. „So, we are
your sons now.“, he said, maybe he asked. I knew that
this was one of the moments where you can do
everything right or wrong. „No. You are not a child. You
are an aduld!“ - „I am child. You mother. How old are you?“ - „44“ - „I am 25. so, like your
son.“ I got what he meant. I got what he is looking for, I got that it‘s wrong to do that „momand-son-thing“.
„Oh!“ I replied. „25. Like my friend there“, and I pointed at a friend walking in front of us.
„Look, she is also 25. She is not my daughter. She is my friend. So you will be a friend.“
I think the next days I will stay close to that issue because we have a responsability when we
live with these people: they are looking for something and for somewhat. And we have to
check out very seriously and responsible what we are able to give - for a long period of their
lives.
And it starts with the words...
02.01.18
In the camp: again and again new children. Many
children in both groups. But it works, our work is
not in vain.
I love that I teach Greek as much as I am able. I
love that I learn so much myself.
In the afternoon the Pakistan guys help to cook for
the people. In the evening after the distribution
they don‘t wanna let me go. They start cooking for
themselves and want to invite me.
I love how they use the place. I love how we work
and start to live together.
At home I can‘t feel my feet anymore. I still don‘t know where my place is. I still don‘t know
if anything makes sence what I am doing.
But I just try to do what is to be done.
I love it.

03.01.18
„Mich würde das Tempo erschöpfen“, schrieb mir
heute morgen eine Freundin als Reaktion auf meine
letzten Einträge.
Ja. Genau das ist das Thema. Alle sind erschöpft
vom Tempo.
Und wie es sich in diesen Situationen gehört, merkt
keiner, dass das Tempo so hoch ist.
Manchmal sage ich in Gesprächen „Ja, es ist viel.
Vielleicht zu viel.“
Aber mir selbst gestehe ich das auch zu selten zu.
Ich sage „Du musst Pausen machen.“ - und selbst renne ich von hier nach dort, komme
gerade aus dem Camp, springe in ein Gespräch das jemand wünscht oder komme in der
Küche an und bin froh über die körperliche Arbeit als wir die vielen Steigen Quitten zu
Kompott verarbeiten.
Ich sage „Was brauchst du?“ und kann es doch selbst kaum beantworten in diesem Wirrwarr
von Gefühlen und Sprachen und Gelingen und Scheitern und Daueranforderungen.
Bis heute kann ich schwer erklären, was ich damit meine wenn ich sage „In Griechenland
ändert sich alles so schnell.“
Ich kann noch immer nicht erklären wie genau es hier ist, aber es ist genau das:
Das Tempo ist erschöpfend.
04.01.18
„Where do you go to the French
lesson?“, I asked the pakistan guy. „I
don‘t go to a lesson, yesterday night I
started with a youtube video.“
To be honest - I was a bit confused,
because it was the guy who did not
come to the Greek lessons because it
was too difficult for him and then he
asked me if I speak French...
„I would like to travel to Europe, I
wanna go to every country and maybe not everybody speaks english. I wanna know in every
language how I can say hello, how are you, my name is..., where are good places... The last
country will be Portugal at the west of Europe.“
I did not have any words for the guy who wrote everything very correct in his notebook.
And he really has a plan: „On every language I will focuse seven days long. Then the next.“
I am so impressed by his plan, his power and willpower.
I think about many people in Greece or relocated in other european countries who still did
not start to learn the language of their new country.
And he is in the worst situation I can imagine: with nothing, but his ideas of travelling
through Europe he starts his life in Greece.
I hope so much that a little part of his dream comes true.
05.01.18
It is sort of like it was when we planted seeds in the dry and barren soil of the camp last
week: we just do it.

We did what we can do to make it better:
make the whole in the soil a bit deeper, give
water, explain the children what the seeds
need.
We do what we can do to make it better: we
speak, we listen, we smile, we explain, we
hope, we try to give hope.
It was metaphorical to plant seeds in the dry
and barren soil of the camp. It becomes real
when we live with people who only want to
live in peace and freedom. Who made the way
from Pakistan. Who could flee from a greek
island. Who have a brother in prison, a mother who passed, a sister who is afraid. Who
wouldn‘t go aways from home but they had to. Who feel responsible for the family and
helpless because they can‘t do anything for the parents and the grandmother who had to
see how the police woke up their son, beat and arrested him. Who are so sad and so brave
and so strong.
We do what we can do to make it a bit better for the people who lost everything: we help
with clothes and houses and food, with laywers and explanations. With listening and talking,
but first of all with dignity and humanity. With the conviction that no human beeing can be
illegal and that all humans are equal and should live where they can grow.
06.01.18
Ein Freund hilft einem jungen pakistanischen Mann die offenen
Beine zu verbinden. Bisher hatte sich keiner um den jungen
Mann gekümmert. Danach ist er wie unter Schock. Flashback:
Wie er in Syrien als alle Ärzte tot oder weg waren nach
Bombenangriffen als Freiwilliger (19 Jahre alt) Menschen
verbunden, genäht, verarztet hat. Er kommt wieder „an“ und
kann davon erzählen.
Manche Männer können nicht mitspielen weil sie zu viel
zittern. Andere mögen es und wir lernen die Farben und Zahlen
auf griechisch. Einige nutzen die erneute gemeinsame Zeit um
von ihren Familien und ihrer Flucht zu erzählen.
Ich frage einen Freund wie ich an die Steuernummer komme. Er hilft mir, und zwar am
meisten damit, dass er mir sagt dass es natürlich schwer ist in einem fremden Land neu
anzufangen. Er ist so erschöpft von all der Arbeit, dass er gar nicht merkt, wie sehr er mir
hilft. Auf dem Heimweg hole ich am Kiosk das notwendige Formular für den ersten Schritt
und kann vielleicht heute das erste Mal seit Wochen wieder schlafen.
Für morgen habe ich antiseptische Salbe und Verbände dabei und werde wieder Zeit
mitbringen. Zum Jenga spielen, zum Zuhören, zum Zusammensein in all der Normalität und
Absurdität die sich uns allen dieser Tage bietet.
07.01.18
At the asylum office they told him to go back to Pakistan. „But my brother is in prison, they
will take me also.“ he tried to explain them. And he spoke in his very good understandable
english about the conflicts in Pakistan and that his best friend was shot down a few days
ago. They told him to go to another city, Pakistan is big enough, they said.

I still can‘t believe it.
„They didn‘t believe me.“ he supposed.
„They don‘t care. It‘s nothing about you or that you
told it not good enough.“ I tried to find words...
He needed to briefly pause. Then - and I still sense
his pain - he said very slowly and considered: „Yes.
They don‘t feel what we are feeling.“

09.01.18
He said he will go to Athens. He hopes it will be easier to get papers.
And a friend has work so maybe he also can work. He bought a ticket
and because we are used to find a way to say goodbye to people
with whom we have lived, we went a while with him, before we had
to cross the street to another place. He went further. A backpack
with everything he owns. In the hand a bag with some stuff I gave
him, an apple, chocolate, a bracelet, napkins, some words, some
love... He went away, so alone, so strong, so sensitive, so brave...
11.01.18
After I felt that lonely and lost and weak, I was looking after a
home for at least some minutes in times where I don‘t have a real
home, no place where I belong. I called a friend in Munich, kind of
family. After listening a while to me, she interrupted me and said
„You know what I am thinking right now? It‘s so similar to the
refugees. They also need so much help because they are so lost.
They also don‘t wanna be so weak and helpless and alone.“ Maybe
this also made me more sensitive the last weeks: to feel these
feelings you don‘t have if you have your language, your country,
your family...
These days I am not the only one who had a little breakdown. Many of my friends are sick,
had to go to the hospital, stay at home, broke down in different ways. Unlike the refugees
and me, they have their language to explain their desease to the doctor. They know the
ways and what to do. They have their mum cooking for them, their partners bringing them
home or to bed. Their work where they are missed if they can‘t come.
My friend said some more important and useful words when we spoke on the phone. She
gave me back with her voice and love for some minutes what I needed. I still felt weak and
lonely. But not anymore lost. I know that I am already found (Lk 15,24), but sometimes it is
important to listen and feel it from real people.

13.01.18
What remains, after waiting almost two years for
the family reunification...
... for the mother and the three girls each a suitcase.
Mattress and bucket as a memory of the camp
where they stayed. A funny pillow as a memory of
the last 13 months when they have been sheltered
in an apartment in the city, with school for the
children, German lessons for the mom, while the
husband and father already has been in Germany.
Tomorrow they will leave.
They know they cannot go immediately to the father‘s/husband‘s house. I hope they will not
stay very long in a camp.
„You go to Germany?“ - „No, I will stay in Greece.“ I replied. „Greece was good. But also not
good.“ she said. I know what she means. Both of us had tears in our eyes.
When I was cycling away, all the four of them stood behind the window and looked until I
was around the corner...
May they start finally after all that time in Greece, after all night long tomorrow in Athens,
after a camp in Germany... may they finally start their lives in freedom, peace - and again as
a family.
18.01.18
Dieser Tage kämpfe ich so mit meinem eigenen Ausländerin- und
Neusein. Um irgendwie klarzukommen, habe ich mich aus einigen
Projekten kurzfristig zurückgezogen, gar nicht zu arbeiten gelingt
mir jedoch auch nicht.
Heute so...
... Ein Freund hat Tränen in den Augen, weil im Tageszentrum
noch eine lange Schlange ansteht, darunter viele Familien, die
Mittagessen wollen, allerdings gibt es noch genau eine Mahlzeit
aus der Küche als ich ankomme. Selbst Brot ist keines mehr da.
„Die Organisationen verwalten doch nur und helfen nicht wirklich“
sagt er - und alles was mir einfällt, ist ihn fest zu umarmen, ihm die Hand auf den Rücken zu
legen und zu sagen „Das wissen wir doch.“ Er gehört zu den griechischen Freund*innen, die
mich dieser Tage sehr unterstützen und der wirklich etwas für die Menschen will.
... Ein junger Mann, den ich nun schon einige Wochen kenne, glaubt nicht dass ich nach ein
paar Tagen Konferenz in Rom kommende Woche zurück komme. „Wenn du gehst, dann
gehe ich auch aus Thessaloniki weg.“ Auch wenn mich diese Aussage nicht unter Druck setzt,
so höre ich doch die Verzweiflung heraus, dass es keine Stabilität in seinem Leben mehr gibt,
seit er aus Pakistan weggegangen ist. Sein Unverständnis, warum ich eine Pause von der
Organisation mache, in der wir uns kennen gelernt haben.
... Ein Syrer, der nun seit einem halben Jahr in den Niederlanden lebt, mit dem ich hier viel
Zeit verbracht habe, schreibt mir „Um ehrlich zu sein, ich habe noch immer ein bisschen
Angst vor allem.“ Dass das kein Wunder ist, kann ich ihm nur antworten. Dass er zum dritten
Mal in seinem jungen Leben neu beginnt und es ihm so geht wie mir hier: Er ist der Neue, er
ist der Ausländer, er braucht für alles Hilfe.
... Zerschlagen sind wir. Ich weiß, „Der Herr ist nahe denen, die zerbrochenen Herzens sind,
und hilft denen, die ein zerschlagenes Gemüt haben.“ (Ps. 34,19)

Darum schreibe ich jetzt ein bisschen mit einem der pakistanischen Männer, der keine
Chance auf Asyl hat, der illegal hier lebt nachdem er auf einer der Inseln seine
Fingerabdrücke gegeben hat, der gerade nach Athen gereist ist weil er sich dort bessere
Chancen auf einen Anwalt ausgemalt hat, und der sich nun aus Angst vor Kontrollen dort
nicht aus dem Haus traut.
23.01.18
I love the Greek people...
Around the house where I use to live these days, I
found a bakery on my way home... saw the room
empty and wanted to cycle along. But the lady
inside gave me a sign that she still has bread.
So I went inside and - like usually - we had a nice
chat. That I live these days around the corner, that
I am looking for a house. That I am from Germany.
That I live here since summer and forever or so.
That I am working with refugees. That I study
Greek but still it‘s not good. That it‘s good. That it‘s not that good. But yes, that it‘s good.
And - also like mostly - she said that it‘s great that I came to Greece and that I am working as
a volunteer...
... then she gave me some sweets for free..
... and after some more words she gave me all the leftover bread for the meals we are doing
every Tuesday...
I love Greek people, because they really rarely give me the feeling I made a stupid decision
to come to their country. Because they always praise my Greek. Because they know that to
work as a volunteer counts the same like to work as an employee. Because they share.
...Because they love me.
27.01.18
No. It is not a crisis.
A crisis at a certain point started and will be over.
This did not have and will not have that certain point.
There was a certain point when mass media decided to be
interested in that issue, but not a begin only a few years
ago.
In the future it will be a bit better. It will be worse. But it
will not be over.
That‘s what we have to face.
I can‘t believe that European citizens still have no idea what
is happening in Europe, in the world. What we see in Greece
every day, what we can see these days in Italy.
That is the crisis: the ignorance crisis, which will hopefully be soon at the turning point and
will be over at a certain moment.
29.01.18
It needs time to be with the people.
It needs continuity.

In fact it needs proper psychological support, but it already helps to
have time and continuity and to built a good and strong relationship.
After a certain time they will open their hearts a little bit, will tell
what is inside them - and this could be kind of support that the
people need.
What about a professional distance? If you work like that, it means
to lose a bit of the distance and come closer to the daily life of the
people.
Anyhow. At the end of the day we go home in our own houses, in
our own lives. They can‘t.
Is it sharing? Which kind of relationship is that?
At the end of the day you live in separate worlds.
And that’s good. Having that distance. Then we can spend again time with the people, can
we again have the time, the patience and the indulgence to wait until someone will open his
heart and his soul to tell us about his problems. And we can listen. In all our professional
closeness.
31.01.18
I know that it‘s important to do it for surviving: to disregard the
reality.
The habitants of the camp are used to that, and also we need to do
it. So we are able to act and to work there.
Sometimes it can happen that I am walking through the camp, far
away up high to our new building, a coffee in my hand, the jacket in
the other, because it‘s a lovely sunny day, saying hello to the right,
where some people are sitting in front of their container, saying
hello to the left, where children are playing on the dusty ground.
Sometimes in can happen immediately that I realise THIS IS NOT
NORMAL. We have created a situation in Europe, in which children grow up without
education, adults are not able to grow anyhow. A situation in which I am sitting in between
15 children, all of them with Bronchitis and other health issues since a long time. Where the
parents don‘t have the power to have a shower or to wash the clothes of their children.
Where most of the children have already sick teeth, where none of them, child or adult, is
able to learn because they have to do the one thing to survive: to disregard the reality.
01.02.18
I was on my way, cycling home in an apartment
which is not a home and thought about feeling
useless and if anyone really wants to have me here
and what I am doing. The sunset at the Paraleia
helped a bit, but anyhow I felt bad - until I saw two
children playing with a scooter. I recognized them as
two of the children who live in the apartments of my
church where they are waiting with their mothers
for the family reunification to Gemany. They were
falling into my arms, I saw their joy, they felt my
love. When the other two children and the two mothers came along, I already remembered
what I am doing here. What I did for the next minutes, was to put one child after the next on

my bike. And that one of the women also wanted to sit the first time on a bike, helped me to
understand that it‘s about these little moments...
11.02.18
I don‘t have an umbrella and I don‘t sing that lovely, I
can’t fly, but after last year when my bag was called
a „Mary Poppins bag“, I thought so many times that I
like to be a bit like her. Wherever I go in this city, it
could happen that children are crossing my way.
Most of them are traumatized and lost children.
Some of them don‘t speak, some are incredible
aggressive, some don‘t react any more. Sometimes I
get so tired and sad about all these children we have
here in Greece, but not very long, because I want to make them some good minutes. Want
to make us some good minutes. I love it when it happens that they start to interact. That
they go a step further and make the rules, when they invite me to follow these rules. I love it
to laugh and play and be together - and then, after a shorter or longer time, to part.
I have soap bubbles and pens and a wooden fish in my bag, but most of all I have the very
big love for these refugee children who are so different and various but all of them so brave
and so strong. And I love it to put them for some minutes under an imaginary umbrella. And
sometimes I also sing.
20.02.18
The next mother is leaving with her two children
to Germany after two years of waiting time in
Greece. Her husband and the older son are
already in Germany and in a few days they
hopefully will be together again.
Now there will be only one mother in the
apartment. With two very young children. She
showed me one finger to explain that she will be
the last of all the women who had to wait for the
family reunification.
I want to be with her and the children the next time. I will spend some time with them,
because she is waiting now in a worse situation than the other women who already left:
maybe the first time in her life she will be alone. And 24/7 alone with the children.
The 6-years old twins have been excited to weight themselves and the suitcases for the flight
tomorrow. The mother said, she will not sleep tonight. We have been glad for them and sad
because it was another goodbye. We had cake and coffee and fruits. And I had again tears in
my eyes when I left the apartment and heard her syrian „tschüss“ a last time...
22.02.18
It is difficult. It is exhausting. It is disappointing. It is not for the first time but still difficult,
exhausting, disappointing... The people who are coming to Greece don‘t wanna be here and
don‘t really wanna stay here. But there is no way out. We really try hard to find ways, to
bring people away from the life in the streets, to teach them Greek and English, to provide
them food, medical and legal support. And most of all dignity, friendship and solidarity.

Not for the first time but again we have to face that
it‘s not easy for them to realise that we are not a
supermarket, that all of us we struggle to have
money, appartments, jobs and to survive in this
difficult country. Again we try to motivate people,
we have to tell them that it‘s not a solution to say
„Ok, then we go back in the streets.“, but to fight
TOGETHER with us for a better life.
It‘s difficult. It‘s exhausting. It is disappointing.
But there is no other way. For none of us.
24.02.2018
What’s solidarity about? What are we doing
with people who lost everything and who need
our help? We try to turn nothing into
something. We try to share what we have and
to find more people to be part of a solidarity
group. Solidarity is not helping. Solidarity is
sharing. Sharing time, skills, money. Sharing
means, there is not a „we here“ and „they
there“. It means a „we“, means participation
of everyone. Means not giving and receiving.
Means sharing. That‘s what solidarity is
about...
It is not easy. There are so many difficulties. I don‘t loose hope. Solidarity is possible.
Another world is possible.
06.03.18
„Tireless“ I would really like to be, but I am not. „Untiring“ sometimes
people said the last years about me, but I don‘t feel so.
I am failing these days in so many things and situations. I try hard to
find an apartment, to study Greek, to work, to find the right words...
but it seems that things are getting worse and worse...
We discussed the last days about giving up or going on and we know
that this is not really the question. As long as people are in worse
situations than we are oursselves, we have to go on, to continue the
work for people in needs.
On our needs, my needs, the needs of my helping friends I will focuse
a bit more the next weeks.
I am so thankful that I am supported by people in Munich. Supported financial and mental.
That‘s the good point in that exhausting life between Greece and Germany: I know people
there who can give money for our work here. I know people here who know what to do with
the money, because they are - we are - in the middle of a big european problem that is not
solved by Europe, but by solidarity people.
„Tireless“ sounds great. What I feel and what I can see around me is a big tiredness.
„Therefore encourage one another and build each other up, just as in fact you are doing.“
(1.Thess. 5,11)

08.03.18
Das Meer, das heute nachmittags noch so schön
geglitzert hatte, spuckte auf der Heimfahrt hohe
Wellen aus. Ich musste einen Umweg radeln, denn
die Straße, die ich normalerweise fahre, stand
unter Wasser. Mögen heute nacht keine
Menschen in nussschalenartigen Booten über das
Meer kommen. Mögen die Menschen endlich
verstehen, dass niemand freiwillig diese Überfahrt
macht, sondern aus einer großen Not heraus. Die
hohen Wellen klatschten im Dunkeln auf den Weg
neben mir und ich denke an all die Menschen in Griechenland und in Deutschland die ich
kenne, an all diejenigen, die noch auf den Inseln sitzen. Ich bete, dass die Menschen, die
diese Geräusche und diese Bilder im Kopf haben, begleitet werden, um all das in ihr Leben zu
integrieren...
10.03.18
„Wie ist denn die Situation jetzt in Griechenland? Es ist jetzt besser, oder? Kommen
eigentlich noch Geflüchtete an?“ - das ist es, was ich gefragt werde wenn ich in Deutschland
bin. Die europäischen Medien berichten kaum über die Situation in Griechenland - und die
Bürger*innen sind froh, nicht darüber hören zu müssen...
Wer sich informieren möchte, hier sind die täglichen Zahlen von den Inseln zu finden:
https://www.facebook.com/AegeanBoatReport/
11.03.18
The four guys have been excited like children who
go on a trip when we cycled along the sea to a nice
place where we stopped for a while.
None of them had any idea about traffic and rules
and cycling before they started to live with us, and
it‘s still difficult.
The youngest tried to pass me several times from
the right and forced me to cycle more left and
every time I had to avoid a collision in the greek
afternoon traffic. I had to say at a certain point that the bell is not for ringing all the time
while cycling on the footpath because everybody already looked kind of angry when we
passed them. And after the bicycle chain came off the third time, I tried to show the guy who
doesn‘t speak any english word how to use the gears, by using the pedals and the gearing
the same time. „Ok, Ok“, another guy said - and changed the gears while we stood... loosing
the chain again...
At a certain point I thought „Ok. Last year we teached the syrian guys to cycle. This year the
pakistans. Let‘s see what will happen next year.“
The four guys infected me with their excitement and we had a lovely afternoon with the
bikes at the sea and for a while all of us we could just forget all the problems, all the
troubles, all the difficulties of life... And on the way back there was the time and the strength
to talk a bit about the problems and solutions.
It works. And if I will find a way how to teach without a language the use of the bikes and the
traffic rules, I will patent it and call it „bike therapy“.

16.03.18
I came only to ask for the list we talked about two days ago for
donations from Munich... the center runs completely out of
summer clothes... I only came to ask - 70 minutes before
closing time. I did not expect many people, but before I could
see my friends working behind the desk, I had to find my way.
So many mothers, men, and screaming and crying children...
we did not have a long conversation „Ok, can I do something?“.
- „?!!!“
What I can do - because I am not anymore familiar with the
rules and the organisation of that place - is what I love: to be
with all the children who are bored and stressed in that small room, where the parents need
time to find clothes for all of them. I try to make them forget the time and the place. Try to
make them laugh, to make them feel important as human beeings for some minutes. Only
ten arabic words help so much. They did not protect me to get hit by a small boy who was so
upset. Did not protect the girl who had received a toy from me and who had to protect it
against the boy. Both of them tired and dirty and these „refugee kids“ you can see they are
since a long time on the flee... but the ten words arabic helped me to ask a girl after her
name and to work a bit together by collecting hangers. And to commend her so much.
When I left, there have still been 20 minutes before closing time. There is such a great
misery. So big needs. More than will be on that list for donations...
18.03.18
It‘s a weird situation: I am with refugees
who live in the streets of this town. I am
with people who don‘t speak Greek. I am
with people who lost their profession,
their friends, their home. I try to
encourage them to go on, to try hard to
study the language, to stay strong, to find
new friends. And I tell them „Don‘t give
up, you have to go on, you will find a
place to live.“ And most of all I tell them „You are not alone, we are with you and when you
need help we will help you as much as we can“ - and while I tell them all these wonderful
things I am sometimes close to give up. I am close to become desperated about my
situation: searching since months for an apartment, studying but still not speaking Greek,
working - but only a bit in my profession. And first of all I am completely stressed that I
cannot do so much alone, that I need help for so many things.
So often we talked the last years about role models and good examples. Now is a good time
to be one. Not only by sitting in the social space and studying, showing that it‘s hard work to
learn a language. Not only by searching again and again for an apartment without grumbling.
But most of all I have to show them that it is about every single one‘s future. That it is about
helping each other. About solidarity. About the famous „step by step“ - that all of us we go.
Sometimes alone, sometimes with help.
And when I try to encourage them... I encourage myself.
21.03.18 - International Day for the Elimination of Racial Discrimination

Greek, Arabic, Farsi see below (Thanks to Katerina in Thessaloniki, Nader in Munich, Marzieh
in Melbourne for the translations)
Three and half a year ago, I started to go to protests against the so called group of „Pegida“
which means translated „European patriots against the islamisation of the occident“. They
started in cities in the east of Germany and then came also to Munich, where I used to live
that time. These days I was busy enough with my own small life, but since I was an
adolescent I was fighting against racism. And when Pegida started to do marches through my
open-minded and multicultural city, I woke up. Two and half a year I was going almost every
Monday to these protests, before I moved to Thessaloniki last summer.
In between, in August 2015, there arrived thousands of refugees in Munich and I worked
there many days and nights at the main station and later in several camps. I became friends
with some syrian people and some of them joined the protests. More and more they learned
the language and it was hard for all of us to listen to that racist and fascist speeches they are
doing on these „marches“.
How to explain why racism exist?
How to explain why people need it?
Why you find it everywhere?
It is not about the „islamisation of the occident“, it is not about religion or so called „race“. It
is about human beeings. If we feel bad we want to feel better. Sometimes we try to feel
better when we can make other people feel worse. To rise up by supressing others.
Now I live since half a year in Greece. I like it to live here, because for me never in my life a
country, nationality, skin, gender counted. For me it counts who is the person next to me. Is
she or he able to be solidary with me. Can we give and take and share and try hard to fill the
intercultural, gender, language...
gap if we find some between us.
I am grown up with children with special needs. And later after my studies, I worked also
sometimes with disabled, handicaped people. Not because they are „special“, but because
they are the same like all of us:
Black and white, tall and small, thin and big, men and women and transgender, heterosexual
and gay and more, pakistan, iraqi, greek, syrian, kurdish, european, african, pashto, hazara,
with or without hair, english or suaheli speaking, with or without family, young or old...
With these people I learned from my early childhood on, that all of us we are different, but
human.
I always thought I will live in East Europe. My grandparents came from Russia and Ukraine. I
did not really met them, but at a certain point in my life I studied Russian because I knew
this part in my life and I wanted to know more about that. But then it came different than I
expected it to be.
Now I live in Greece and I study Greek. It‘s by accident Greece. Not really by accident, but
because I met here people who are the opposite of the „Pegida“ people marching in Munich.
The people I am living and working with in Thessaloniki are not racist. They try after every
dissapointment by people from another country, with another language and culture, religion
and maybe colour of skin... to try again... not to be racist and to say „that‘s how people in

Pakistan are“. Or „That‘s how muslims act“. Or „Yes, people from Africa, that‘s how they
are“.
No. That would be racist. What we do is to try again and again to have a new encounter.
Open minded. From human beeing to human beeing. That‘s the only way we can live
together on this one planet earth. Without racism.
Greek
Τρισίμιση χρόνια πριν, ξεκίνησα να πηγαίνω σε διαμαρτυρίες κατά της επονομαζόμενης
ομάδας «Pegida», που σε μετάφραση σημαίνει «Πατριώτες κατά του εξισλαμισμού του
Δυτικού κόσμου». Ξεκίνησαν από πόλεις της ανατολικής Γερμανίας και μετά ήρθαν και στο
Μόναχο, όπου ζούσα τότε. Εκείνες της μέρες ήμουν πολύ απασχολημένη με την δική μου
μικρή καθημερινότητα, αλλά από την εφηβεία μου αντιτασσόμουν στον ρατσισμό. Και όταν
η Pegida άρχισε να κάνει «παρελάσεις» στην ανοιχτόμυαλη και πολυπολιτισμική πόλη μου,
ξύπνησα. Πήγαινα σε αυτές τις διαμαρτυρίες κατά της Pegida σχεδόν κάθε Δευτέρα για
δυόμιση χρόνια, πριν μετακομίσω στη Θεσσαλονίκη το περασμένο καλοκαίρι.
Στο μεταξύ, το Αύγουστο του 2015, έφτασαν στο Μόναχο χιλιάδες πρόσφυγες και δούλευα
μέρες και νύχτες στον κεντρικό σταθμό και αργότερα σε αρκετά camps. Έγινα φίλη με
κάποιους Σύριους και μερικοί από αυτούς ήρθαν και στις διαμαρτυρίες. Καθώς μάθαιναν
περισσότερο τη γλώσσα, ήταν δύσκολο για όλους μας να ακούμε αυτούς τους φασιστικούς
και ρατσιστικούς λόγους που εκφωνούσαν στις παρελάσεις τους.
Πώς να εξηγήσεις γιατί υπάρχει ο ρατσισμός;
Πώς να εξηγήσεις γιατί οι άνθρωποι τον χρειάζονται;
Γιατί βρίσκεται παντού;
Δεν έχει να κάνει με τον εξισλαμισμό των Δυτικών, δεν έχει να κάνει με τη θρησκεία ή την
υποτιθέμενη «φυλή». Έχει να κάνει με το ανθρώπινο είδος. Όταν αισθανόμαστε άσχημα,
θέλουμε να νιώσουμε καλύτερα. Μερικές φορές νιώθουμε καλύτερα όταν μπορούμε να
κάνουμε κάποιους άλλους να αισθανθούν χειρότερα. Να ανεβούμε καταπιέζοντας τους
άλλους.
Εδώ και μισό χρόνο ζω στη Ελλάδα, αφού δοκίμασα αν μου αρέσει τον προηγούμενο
χειμώνα για τρεις μήνες και άλλες δύο φορές πιο πριν για μερικές βδομάδες. Μ’αρέσει να
ζω εδώ, γιατί για εμένα ποτέ δε μέτρησε η χώρα, η εθνικότητα, το χρώμα του δέρματος ή το
φύλο. Για μένα μετράει το ποιος είναι δίπλα μου. Αν αυτός ή αυτή μπορεί να μου δείξει
αλληλεγγύη. Αν μπορούμε να δώσουμε και να πάρουμε και να μοιραστούμε και να
προσπαθήσουμε πραγματικά να καλύψουμε το διαπολιτισμικό, γλωσσικό ή φυλετικό κενό
που μπορεί να υπάρχει ανάμεσά μας.
Μεγάλωσα με παιδιά με ειδικές ανάγκες. Και αργότερα, μετά τις σπουδές μου, εργάστηκα
παροδικά με ανθρώπους με αναπηρίες. Όχι γιατί είναι ιδιαίτεροι, αλλά γιατί είναι
άνθρωποι σαν όλους εμάς:
Λευκοί και μαύροι, ψηλοί και κοντοί, άντρες, γυναίκες και διεμφυλικοί, ετεροφυλόφιλοι,
ομοφιλόφιλοι και άλλα, Πακιστανοί, Ιρακινοί , Έλληνες, Σύριοι, Κούρδοι, Ευρωπαίοι,
Αφρικανοί, Pashto, Hazara, με ή χωρίς μαλλιά, αγγλόφωνοι ή σουαχίλι, με ή χωρίς
οικογένεια, νέοι ή γέροι…
Με όλους αυτούς τους ανθρώπους έμαθα από την παιδική μου ηλικία ακόμα, ότι είμαστε
όλοι διαφορετικοί, αλλά άνθρωποι.

Πάντα πίστευα ότι θα ζήσω στην ανατολική Ευρώπη. Οι παππούδες μου ήταν από τη Ρωσία
και την Ουκρανία. Δεν τους γνώρισα, αλλά κάποια στιγμή στη ζωή μου μελέτησα τη ρώσικη
γλώσσα γιατί ήξερα ότι αυτό ήταν ένα κομμάτι μου και ήθελα να μάθω περισσότερα. Όμως
τα πράγματα ήρθαν διαφορετικά από ότι τα περίμενα.Τώρα ζω στην Ελλάδα και μαθαίνω
ελληνικά. Έτυχε κατά λάθος η Ελλάδα. Όχι ακριβώς κατά λάθος, κυρίως γιατί εδώ γνώρισα
ανθρώπους που είναι το ακριβώς αντίθετο από τις παρελάσεις της Pegida στο Μόναχο. Οι
άνθρωποι με τους οποίους ζω και δουλεύω στη Θεσσαλονίκη δεν είναι ρατσιστές. Ακόμα
και μετά από πολλήαπογοήτευση από ανθρώπους από άλλη χώρα, με άλλη γλώσσα και
κουλτούρα, θρησκεία και ίσως χρώμα, αποφασίζουν να προσπαθήσουν ξανά, να μην είναι
ρατσιστές και πουν «έτσι είναι οι Πακιστανοί» . Ή «έτσι φέρονται οι μουσουλμάνοι». Ή
«Ναι, οι Αφρικανοί, έτσι είναι».
Όχι, αυτό θα ήταν ρατσιστικό. Αυτό που κάνουμε είναι να δοκιμάσουμε ξανά και ξανά να
έχουμε μια προσέγγιση. Ανοιχτόμυαλη. Από άνθρωπο σε άνθρωπο. Αυτός είναι ο μόνος
τρόπος με τον οποίο μπορούμε να ζήσουμε όλοι μαζί στον πλανήτη Γη. Χωρίς ρατσισμό.
Arabic
ﺐ ﺑﺪ أت  ،و ﻧﺼﻒ أﻋﻮ ام ﺛﻼ ﺛ ﺔ ﻗ ﺒ ﻞ
ﻰ أذھ
ت إﻟ
ﺑﻤﺠﻤ ﻮﻋ ﺔ ﻳﺴ ﻤﻰﻣ ﺎﺿ ﺪ اﻻﺣ ﺘ ﺠ ﺎﺟ ﺎ
ﻲ ” “Pegidaﺑ ﯿ ﻐ ﯿ ﺪ ا
ﻲ ى ﺑ ﺎ ﻟﻤﻌﻦ' ﺗ ﻌ ﻨﻲ ا ﻟ ﺘ
ﻦ ' ا ﻟﺤ ﺮ ﻓ
ب أﺳ ﻠ ﻤﺔﺿ ﺪ ا ﻟ ﻮط ﻨﯿ ﯿ
 “.اﻟ ﻐ ﺮ
ﻰﺟ ﺎءو ا ﺛ ﻢ  ،أ ﻟﻤﺎ ﻧ ﯿﺎ ﺷﺮ ق ﻣﻦ ﻣﺪن ﻓﻲ ﺑﺪأو ا
ت ﺣ ﯿﺚ  ،ﻣ ﯿ ﻮ ﻧ ﯿﺦ إ ﻟ
ﺶ اﻋ ﺘﺪ
ﻓﻲ أ ﻋ ﯿ
ﺖ ذ ﻟﻚ
ﻲ  .ا ﻟﻮ ﻗ
اﻟ ﺼ ﻐ ﯿ ﺮة ﺑ ﺤﯿ ﺎ ﺗﻲ ا ﻟﻜ ﻔ ﺎ ﻳﺔ ﻓ ﯿ ﻪ ﺑﻤ ﺎ ﻣﺸﻐ ﻮ ﻟﺔ ﻛ ﻨﺖ ا ﻷﻳ ﺎم ﺗ ﻠﻚ و ﻓ
ب ﻛ ﻨﺖ ﻣ ﺮ اھﻘﺔ ﻛ ﻨﺖ ﻣ ﻨﺬ ﻟ ﻜﻦ ،
اﻟ ﻘ ﯿ ﺎم ﻓﻲ ﺑ ﯿ ﻐ ﯿ ﺪ ا ﺑﺪ أت وﻋ ﻨ ﺪﻣ ﺎ  .ا ﻟﻌ ﻨﺼ ﺮ ﻳﺔ أﺣﺎ ر
ﺴ ﯿ ﺮ ات
ت وﻣ ﺘ ﻌ ﺪ دة ﻣ ﻨ ﻔ ﺘﺤﺔ ﻣ ﺪ ﻳ ﻨﺔﻋ ﺒ ﺮ ﺑﻤ
ﺖ ،اﻟ ﺜﻘ ﺎ ﻓ ﺎ
ﻋﺎﻣﺎن ﻣ ﻀﺖ ﻟ ﻘ ﺪ  .اﺳ ﺘ ﯿ ﻘ ﻈ
ً
ﻰ ط ﺮ ﻳﻘﻲ ﻓﻲ ﻛ ﻨﺖ ﺗﻘﺮﻳﺒﺎ ﻳﻮ م ﻛﻞ ﻓﻲ اﻟ ﻌ ﺎم و ﻧﺼﻒ
تھﺬه إ ﻟ
أن ﻗ ﺒ ﻞ  ،اﻻﺣ ﺘ ﺠ ﺎﺟ ﺎ
ﻰ أ ﻧ ﺘ ﻘﻞ
ﻒ ﻓﻲﺳ ﺎ ﻟﻮ ﻧﯿ ﻚ إ ﻟ
ﻲ ا ﻟ ﺼﯿ
 .ا ﻟﻤ ﺎﺿ
ب ﺑ ﯿﻦﻣ ﺎ اﻟ ﻔ ﺘ ﺮة ﻓﻲ
ﺲ /آ
ف و ﺻﻞ  2015 ،أﻏ ﺴﻄ
اﻵﻻ
ﻦ ﻣﻦ
ا ﻟﻼﺟ ﺌ ﯿ
ﻰ
ﻣ ﯿ ﻮ ﻧ ﯿﺦ إ ﻟ
ﺖ
ﺴ ﯿﺔ ا ﻟﻤﺤﻄﺔ يف وﻟ ﯿ ﺎل أﻳ ﺎم ﻋﺪ ة ھﻨ ﺎك وﻋﻤ ﻠ
ﻲ ا ﻟ ﺮ ﺋ ﯿ
ﺖ و ﻓ
ا ﻟﻌﺪ ﻳﺪ ﻓﻲ ﻻﺣﻖ و ﻗ
ت ﻣﻦ
ﻦ ﺑ ﻌﺾ ﻣﻊﺻ ﺪاﻗ ﺔ ﻛ ﻮ ﻧﺖ  .اﻟﻤ ﺨ ﯿﻤ ﺎ
ﻀﻢ ا ﻟﺴﻮر ﻳ ﯿ
ﻰ ﺑﻌ ﻀﮫ ﻢ و ا ﻧ
ت إﻟ
 .اﻻﺣ ﺘ ﺠ ﺎﺟ ﺎ
ً
ﺖ وﻣﻊ
ﺐ ﻣﻦ وﻛ ﺎن  ،ﻓ ﺄ ﻛﺜ ﺮ أ ﻛ ﺜﺮ ا ﻟ ﻠ ﻐﺔ ﺗﻌ ﻠﻤ ﻮ ا ﻗ ﺪ ا ﻟﻮ ﻗ
اﻻﺳ ﺘﻤ ﺎع ﺟﻤﯿﻌﺎﻋ ﻠ ﯿ ﻨ ﺎ ا ﻟ ﺼ ﻌ
ﻰ
ت ﺗ ﻠﻚ إ ﻟ
ﻲ و ا ﻟﻔ ﺎﺷﯿﺔ ا ﻟﻌ ﻨﺼ ﺮ ﻳﺔ اﻟ ﺨﻄ ﺎ ﺑ ﺎ
ھﺬه ﻓﻲ و ﻳ ﺮددوﻧ ﮫ ﺎ ﻳﻘ ﻮ ﻟ ﻮ ﻧ ﮫ ﺎ ا ﻟ ﺘ
ت ا ﻟ ﻤﺴ ﯿﺮ
 ".ا
ﺸ ﺮ ح ﻛ ﯿﻒ
ا ﻟ ﻌﻨ ﺼ ﺮ ﻳﺔ؟ ﺗ ﻮﺟ ﺪ ﻟﻤﺎ ذ ا ﺗ
ﺸ ﺮ ح ﻛ ﯿﻒ
س ﻳﺤ ﺘ ﺎ ج ﻟﻤﺎ ذ ا ﺗ
إﻟ ﯿ ﮫ ﺎ؟ اﻟ ﻨ ﺎ
ﻣ ﻜﺎن ؟ ﻛﻞ ﻓﻲ ﺗﺠﺪ ه و ﻟﻤ ﺎ ذ ا
ب اﺳ ﻠ ﻤﺔ" ﺑ ـ اﻷ ﻣﺮ ﻳ ﺘ ﻌ ﻠﻖ ﻻ
ﻦ ﻋﻦ وﻻ " ،اﻟ ﻐ ﺮ
ق" ﻳﺴ ﻤﻰﻣ ﺎ أو ا ﻟﺪ ﻳ
ﺲ ا ﻧﻪ  ".اﻟ ﻌ ﺮ
ا ﻟﺠ ﻨ
ﺷ ﻌﺮ ﻧ ﺎ إذا ).ﺑ ﺸ ﺮﻛ ﻠ ﻨ ﺎ( ا ﻟﺒ ﺸ ﺮ ﻳﺔ
ﺑ ﻌﺾ ﻓﻲ  .ﺑ ﺘﺤﺴﻦ ﻧﺸ ﻌ ﺮ أن و ﻧﺮ ﻳﺪ ﺑ ﺎ ﻟﺴﻮ ء
ﻦ ﺟ ﻌﻞ ﻣﻦ ﻧ ﺘﻤ ﻜﻦﻋ ﻨﺪ ﻣ ﺎ ﺑ ﺘﺤﺴﻦ ﻧﺸ ﻌ ﺮ أن ﻧﺤﺎ ول ا ﻷﺣﯿ ﺎن
اﻵﺧﺮ ﻳ
ﺸﻌ ﺮ و ن
ﺳ ﻮأ ﻳ
.أ
ض
ﻦ ﻗﻤ ﻊ ﺧﻼل ﻣﻦ ﻟﻠ ﻨ ﮫ ﻮ
 .اﻵﺧﺮ ﻳ
ﺶ اﻵن
ﺐ  .اﻟ ﯿﻮ ﻧ ﺎن ﻓﻲ ﻋﺎم ﻧ ﺼﻒ ﻣ ﻨﺬ أ ﻋ ﯿ
ﺶ أن أﺣ
ﻟﻢ ﻟﻲ ﺑ ﺎ ﻟ ﻨﺴﺒ ﺔ ﻷﻧﻪ ،ھ ﻨ ﺎ أ ﻋ ﯿ
ً
ﻰ ا ﻟ ﻤﺪ ﻳ ﻨﺔ او ا ﻟ ﺒ ﻠﺪﻣ ﺎ ﻗ ﻂ ﺣ ﯿﺎ ﺗﻲ ﻓﻲ ﻣﮫﻤﺎ ﻳ ﻜ ﻦ
ﻰ ا ﻟﺘ
ا/ﺟ ﻨﺴ ﯿ ﺘﻪ أو اﺣﺪھﻢﻣ ﻨ ﮫ ﺎ ا ﺗ
ﺲ أو اﻟ ﺒﺸ ﺮة ﻟﻮن أو
ﺺ ﻳﻜ ﻮ ن ﻣﻦ ﻓ ﻘ ﻂ ا ﻟﻤﮫﻢ ﻣﻦ  ،ﻟﻲ ﺑ ﺎ ﻟ ﻨﺴﺒ ﺔ  .ا ﻟﺠ ﻨ
ا ﻟﻤﺠ ﺎ ور ا ﻟ ﺸﺨ
ﻲ ھﻞ  .ﻟﻲ
ﻀ ﺎ ﻣﻦ ﻳﻜ ﻮ ن/ت أن ﻋ ﻠﻰ ة/ﻗ ﺎد رھﻮ أو ھ
و ﻧﺄﺧﺬ ﻧ ﻌﻄﻲ أن ﻧ ﺎ ﻳ ﻤﻜ ﻦ ھﻞ .ﻣ ﻌﻲ ة /ﻣ ﺘ
ﺸ ﺎ رك
ﺲ  ،ا ﻟ ﺜﻘ ﺎ ﻓ ﯿﺔ ا ﻟ ﺘﻌﺪ د ﻳﺔ ﻣﻞ ء ﺟ ﺎھﺪﻳﻦ وﻧﺤ ﺎ ول وﻧ
ا ﻟﺦ ...ا ﻟ ﻠ ﻐﺔ  ،ا ﻟﺠ ﻨ
.ﺑ ﯿ ﻨ ﻨ ﺎ ﻓﺠ ﻮ ة وﺟﺪت ﺣﺎل ﻓﻲ

ت ذوي ا ﻷطﻔ ﺎل ﻣﻊ ﻛﺒ ﺮت ط ﻔ ﻮ ﻟ ﺘﻲ ﻓﻲ
ﻲ  .ا ﻟﺨ ﺎﺻﺔ اﻻﺣ ﺘ ﯿ ﺎﺟ ﺎ
ﺖ و ﻓ
ﺑ ﻌ ﺪ ﻻﺣﻖ و ﻗ
ص ﻣﻊ أﻳ ً
ﻲ
ﺳﺘ
ﻀﺎ ﻋﻤ ﻠﺖ  ،د ر ا
ﺷﺨ ﺎ
ﺲ  .ﻣ ﻌ ﺎﻗ ﯿﻦ أ
ﺻﺔ ﺣ ﺎﻟﺔ ﻟﺪ ﻳﮫﻢ" ﻷن ﻟ ﯿ
و ﻟ ﻜﻦ " ،ﺧ ﺎ
:ﺟﻤﯿ ًﻌﺎ ﻧ ﺎ ﻣ ﺜﻞ ھﻢ ﻷ ﻧﮫﻢ
ﺾ
ﺳ ﻮد او أ ﺑ ﯿ
ﻣﺮ أ ة او رﺟﻞ  ،ﻗﻮي او ا ﻟﺠﺴﺪ ﺿ ﻌ ﯿ ﻒ  ،ا ﻟﻘ ﺎ ﻣﺔ ﻗ ﺼ ﯿ ﺮ او ا ﻟﻘ ﺎ ﻣﺔ ط ﻮ ﻳﻞ  ،أ
ت /و ا ﻟﻤ ﺘ ﺤ ﻮ ﻟﯿﻦ
...ﺟ ﻨﺴﯿ ﺎ،و أ ﻛ ﺜ ﺮ ا
ﻲ  ،ﻛﺮدي ،ﺳﻮر ي  ،ﻳ ﻮﻧ ﺎ ﻧﻲ  ،ﻋ ﺮاﻗﻲ  ،ﺑ ﺎﻛﺴ ﺘ ﺎﻧﻲ
ﻲ أ ورو ﺑ
،و اﻟﮫﺰ ارة و ا ﻟﺒ ﺎﺷﺘﻮ و أ ﻓﺮ ﻳﻘ
ﺷ ﻌ ﺮ ﺑﺪو ن أو ﻣﻊ
 ...ﻳ ﺮ ﻛﺐ أوﺻ ﻐ ﯿ ﺮ  ،ﻋ ﺎ ﺋﻠﺔ ﺑﺪو ن أو ﻣﻊ  ،اﻻم ا ﻟ ﻠ ﻐﺔ ﻋﻦ ا ﻟ ﻨﻈﺮ ﺑ ﻐ ﻆ ،
س ھ ﺆﻻء ﻣﻊ
.ﺑ ﺸ ﺮ ﻟ ﻜ ﻨ ﻨ ﺎ  ،ﻣﺨ ﺘ ﻠ ﻔ ﻮن ﺟﻤﯿ ًﻌﺎ أ ﻧ ﻨﺎ  ،اﻟ ﻤ ﺒﻜ ﺮة ط ﻔ ﻮ ﻟ ﺘﻲ ﻣﻦ ﺗ ﻌ ﻠﻤﺖ اﻟ ﻨ ﺎ
ﻦ ﻛ ﻨﺖ
ﻲ أظ
ي .أ ورو ﺑﺎ ﺷﺮ ق ﻓﻲ داﺋﻤﺎً ﺳ ﺄﻋﯿﺶ أ ﻧ ﻨ
ﻟﻢ .و أ وﻛﺮ ا ﻧﯿ ﺎ ر و ﺳﯿﺎ ﻣﻦﺟ ﺎءو ا أﺟﺪ ا د
ً
ﻖ
ﺳﺖ ﺣ ﯿﺎ ﺗﻲ ﻣﻦ ﻣ ﻌ ﯿ ﻨﺔ ﻣ ﺮﺣﻠﺔ ﻓﻲ و ﻟ ﻜﻦ  ،ﺣﻘﺎ ﺑﮫ ﻢ أ ﻟ ﺘ
ﺳ ﯿﺔ ا ﻟ ﻠ ﻐﺔ د ر
ﻷ ﻧﻨﻲ ا ﻟ ﺮو
ف ﻛ ﻨﺖ
ﺖ ﻓﻲ و ﻟ ﻜﻦ  .ذ ﻟﻚ ﻋﻦ ا ﻟﻤ ﺰ ﻳﺪ ﻣ ﻌﺮ ﻓﺔ و أردت ﺣ ﯿﺎ ﺗﻲ ﻓﻲ ﻳﺘﺠ ﺰ أ ﻻﺟﺰ ء ا ﻧﻪ أﻋ ﺮ
و ﻗ
 .أ ﺗ ﻮﻗ ﻌﻪ ﻛ ﻨﺖﻋﻤ ﺎ ﻣ ﺨ ﺘ ﻠ ﻔﺔ اﻷﻣ ﻮر ﻛ ﺎﻧﺖ ﻗ ﺪ ﻻﺣﻖ
ﺶ اﻵن
 .اﻟ ﯿﻮ ﻧ ﺎن ا ﻟﺼ ﺪ ﻓﺔ ط ﺮﻳﻖ ﻋﻦ ا ﻧ ﮫﺎ  .ا ﻟ ﯿﻮ ﻧ ﺎ ﻧ ﯿﺔ و أ ﺗ ﻌﻠﻢ اﻟ ﯿﻮ ﻧ ﺎن ﻓﻲ أ ﻋ ﯿ
ﻲ ﺑ ﺎ ﻟﻤ ﻌﻨﻰ ﻟ ﯿﺴﺖ
ﺖ ﻷ ﻧﻨﻲ و ﻟ ﻜﻦ ،ﺻ ﺪﻓ ﺔ ا ﻟ ﺤ ﻘ ﯿ ﻘ
ﺲ ﻋ ﻠﻰ أﻧﺎﺳﺎًھ ﻨ ﺎ ا ﻟ ﺘ ﻘ ﯿ
ﻋﻜ
س
ﻦ  „Pegidaﻓﻲ اﻟ ﻨ ﺎ
ﺴﯿ ﺮ و ن ا ﻟﺬ ﻳ
س .ﻣ ﯿ ﻮ ﻧ ﯿﺦ ﻓﻲ ﻳ
ﻦ اﻟ ﻨ ﺎ
ﺶ ا ﻟﺬ ﻳ
و أﻋﻤﻞ ﻣﻌﮫﻢ أ ﻋ ﯿ
ط ﻮا ﺋﻒ ،أﻣﻞ ﺧ ﯿ ﺒﺔ ﻛﻞ ﺑ ﻌ ﺪ ﻳﺤ ﺎوﻟ ﻮ ن إ ﻧ ﮫﻢ .ﻋ ﻨ ﺼﺮ ﻳ ﯿﻦ ﻟﯿ ﺴ ﻮ اﺳ ﺎ ﻟﻮ ﻧﯿ ﻚ ﻓﻲ ﻣﻌﮫﻢ
ى و ﺛﻘ ﺎ ﻓﺔ ﻟ ﻐﺔ ﻳﺤﻤ ﻠ ﻮ ن ﻋﺪ ة
ﻳﺤ ﺎوﻟ ﻮ ن اﺣﺪ ﻳﺨﻄﺊﻋ ﻨﺪ ﻣ ﺎ ...ﺟ ﻠﺪ ﻟﻮن و ر ﺑﻤ ﺎ  ،د ﻳﻦ  ،أﺧ ﺮ
ى ﻣﺮ ة ﻣ ﻌﻪ
س ﻳﻜ ﻮ نھﻜ ﺬ ا" :ﻳﻘ ﻮ ﻟ ﻮ ا وأن ﻋ ﻨ ﺼﺮ ﻳ ﯿﻦ ﻳﻜ ﻮ ﻧ ﻮ ن ﻻ ﻟﻜ ﻨ ﮫﻢ  ...أﺧ ﺮ
ﻓﻲ اﻟ ﻨ ﺎ
ﻦ ﺗﺼ ﺮفھﻜ ﺬ ا" أو  ".ﺗﺎ ن ﺑ ﺎﻛﺲ
 ".ھﻢھﻜ ﺬ ا  ،أ ﻓ ﺮ ﻳﻘ ﯿﺎ ﻣﻦ أ ﻧ ﮫﻢ ﻧ ﻌﻢ أو  ".ا ﻟﻤﺴ ﻠﻤ ﯿ
ى ﻣﺮ ة ﻧﺤﺎ ول أنھﻮ ﻧ ﻔ ﻌ ﻠﻪﻣ ﺎ
ى و أﺧ ﺮ
ﻣﻦ ،ﺟ ﺪ ﻳﺪ ﻳﻮ م ﻣﻊ ﺟﺪ ﻳﺪ ة ﺑﻤ ﻘﺎ ﺑ ﻠ ﺔ ﻧﺤﻈﻰ أن  ،أﺧ ﺮ
ﻰ إﻧ ﺴ ﺎن
ﻲھﺬه  .إﻧ ﺴ ﺎن إ ﻟ
ﻲ ا ﻟ ﻮﺣﯿ ﺪة ا ﻟ ﻄﺮ ﻳ ﻘﺔ ھ
ﺶ ﺑﮫ ﺎ ﻳﻤ ﻜ ﻨ ﻨ ﺎ ا ﻟ ﺘ
ھﺬ ا ﻋ ﻠﻰ ﻣﻌﺎً ا ﻟ ﻌ ﯿ
ﺐ
ﻲ ا ﻟﻜ ﻮ ﻛ
اﻷرﺿ
ﺶ ان .
.ﻋ ﻨﺼ ﺮ ﻳﺔ ﺑﺪو ن ﻧ ﻌ ﯿ
Farsi
ضھﺎی ﺗﻈﺎھﺮ ات ﺑ ﻪ ر ﻓ ﺘﻦ ﺑ ﻪ ﮐﺮدمﺷﺮو ع ﻣﻦ  ،ﭘﯿﺶ ﻧﯿﻢ وﺳﺎ لﺳ ﻪ
ﺑ ﻪﮔﺮوھﯽ آﻣ ﯿ ﺰﻋﻠ ﯿﻪ اﻋﺘ ﺮ ا
".ﭘﮕﯿﺪ ا ” ﻧﺎم
ﺖﺳ ﺘﺎ ﻧ ﯽﭘ ﺮ وطﻦﻣﻌ ﻨ ﺎی ﺑ ﻪ ﺗ ﺮﺟﻤ ﻪ د ر ﭘﮕﯿﺪ ا
ﯽﺿ ﺪ ﺑ ﺮ ﮐﻪ ا ﺳ
ﺳﻼ ﻣ
.ھﺴ ﺘ ﻨﺪ ﻏﺮب د رﺳﺎز ی ا
ﻦ
ت اﯾ
د ر ﻣﻦ زﻣ ﺎن آن د ر ﮐﻪ ،ﻣﻮ ﻧﯿﺦ ﺑ ﻪ ﺳ ﭙﺲ و ﮔ ﺮﻓﺖﺷﮑ ﻞ آﻟﻤ ﺎن ﺷﺮ ق د ر ا ﺑ ﺘ ﺪا اﻋ ﺘﺮ اﺿ ﺎ
ﯽﺟ ﺎ آن
ﺳ ﯿﺪ  ،ﮐﺮدمﻣﯽ ز ﻧﺪ ﮔ
ﯽﺳﺮﮔﺮ م ﻣﻦ روزھﺎ آن  .ر
ﻋﻨﻮ ان ﺑ ﻪ اﻣﺎ  ،ﺑﻮد م ﺧﻮدم ﮐ ﻮﭼﮏ وﺳ ﺎد ه ز ﻧﺪ ﮔ
ﮏ
ﺳ ﺘ ﯿﻤ ﺨ ﺎﻟﻔﺖ ﺑ ﺎ ﻧﻮﺟ ﻮ ان ﯾ
 .ﮐﺮدمﻣﯽ ﻧ ﮋ اد ﭘ ﺮ
ﯽ
ﺷﻦ وﭼ ﻨ ﺪﻓﺮ ھ ﻨ ﮕﯽﺷﮫ ﺮ د ر ﭘﯿﻤ ﺎﯾﯽ راه ﺑ ﻪﺷﺮو ع ﭘﮕﯿﺪ ا ﮐﻪ ز ﻣﺎ ﻧ
ﺧﻮ د ﺑ ﻪ ﻣﻦ ،ﮐﺮد ﻣﻦ ﻓﮑ ﺮ ر و
ﺴﺎ ﻟﻮ ﻧﯿ ﮑﯽﺷﮫ ﺮ ﺑ ﻪ ﮐﻪ ﭘﯿﺶﺳﺎ ل ﺗﺎ ﺑ ﺴ ﺘﺎ ن از ﻗ ﺒ ﻞ ﺗ ﺎ  .آﻣﺪم
ﺗﻘﺮﯾﺒﺎً ﻣﻦ ،ﺷﻮ مﺟ ﺎ ﺑ ﻪﺟ ﺎ ﺗ
ﻦ ﺑ ﻪﺳﺎ ل وﻧ ﯿﻢ دو ﻣﺪت ﺑ ﻪ د وﺷ ﻨﺒﻪھﺮ
ت اﯾ
 .ر ﻓ ﺘﻢﻣﯽ اﻋ ﺘﺮ اﺿ ﺎ
ﻦدر
ﺖ د ر  ،ﻣﯿﺎن اﯾ
ﺟﺎ ﯾﮕﺎ ه د رھ ﺎﺷ ﺐ و روزھﺎ ﻣﻦ و آ ﻣﺪ ﻧﺪ ﻣﻮ ﻧﯿﺦ ﺑ ﻪ ﭘ ﻨ ﺎھﻨ ﺪ ه ھﺰ ار ان  ٢٠١۵،آ ﮔﻮﺳ
ﺳﺖﺳﻮر ی اﻓﺮ اد ﺑ ﺮﺧﯽ ﺑ ﺎ ﻣﻦ  .ﮐﺮدم ﮐﺎ ر ﻣ ﺘ ﻌ ﺪ دھﺎی ﮐﻤﭗ د ر ﺳ ﭙﺲ وھ ﺎ آنﻣﺮﮐﺰی
وﺷﺪ م د و
ﻦ ﺑ ﻪ اه آن از ﺑ ﻌﻀﯽ
ت اﯾ
ﻣﯽ ر ا زﺑ ﺎ ﻧﻤ ﺎنھ ﺎ آن ﺗ ﺮ ﺑﯿﺶ ﭼ ﻪھﺮ  ،زﻣ ﺎن ﮔﺬ ر ﺑ ﺎ  .ﭘ ﯿ ﻮ ﺳﺘﻨ ﺪ اﻋ ﺘﺮ اﺿ ﺎ
ﻦ د ر ﻓ ﺎ ﺷﯿ ﺴﺘﯽ و ﻧ ﮋا د ﭘﺮﺳ ﺘﺎﻧﻪﺳﺨ ﻨ ﺎ نﺷ ﻨﯿ ﺪ ن  ،آ ﻣ ﻮﺧﺘ ﻨﺪ
ﺳﺨ ﺖ ﺑﺮ اﯾﻤﺎ نھ ﺎﭘﯿﻤ ﺎﯾﯽ راه اﯾ
ﺷ ﺪﻣﯽ ﺗ ﺮ
.
ﺳﺘﯽ وﺟ ﻮد دﻟ ﯿﻞ ﭼ ﮕﻮ ﻧ ﻪ
؟ دھ ﯿﻢﺷﺮ ح ر ا ﻧ ﮋ اد ﭘﺮ
ﺳﺘﯽ ﺑ ﻪ ﻣﺮدم ﻧﯿﺎ ز دﻟ ﯿﻞ ﭼ ﮕﻮ ﻧ ﻪ
دھﯿﻢ؟ﺷﺮ ح ر ا ﻧ ﮋ اد ﭘﺮ
ﺳﺘﯽ اجھﻤﻪﭼﺮ ا
ﯾ ﺎﺑ ﯿﻢ؟ﻣﯽ ر ا ﻧ ﮋ اد ﭘﺮ
ﯽ ﺑﺤﺚ
ﺳﻼ ﻣ
ﺴﺖ ﻏﺮب د رﺳﺎز ی ا
ﺴﺖ ھﻢ ﻧﮋ ا د ﯾﺎ و دﯾﻦﺣ ﺘﯽ  ،ﻧ ﯿ
ﺸﺮ ﯾﺖ ﺑ ﻪ ر اﺟﻊ ﺑ ﻠ ﮑ ﻪ  ،ﻧ ﯿ
ﺑ
ﺖ
 .اﺳ
ﺲ اﮔﺮ
س ﺑ ﻪ ﻣﯿﺨﻮ اھﯿﻢ  ،دارﯾﻢ ﺑﺪی ﺣ
ﺑ ﺎ ﮐﻨ ﯿﻢﻣﯽﺳ ﻌ ﯽﮔ ﺎھﯽ  .ﮐﻨ ﯿﻢ ﭘ ﯿﺪ ا د ﺳﺖ ﺑﮫ ﺘﺮی اﺣ ﺴ ﺎ
س د ادن و ﺑﻘ ﯿ ﻪ آوردن ﭘﺎﯾﯿﻦ
ﺸ ﯿﺪ ﭘﺎﯾﯿﻦ و ﮐﺮدن ﺳﺮﮐﻮ ب ﺑ ﺎ  ،دﯾﮕ ﺮان ﺑ ﻪ ﺑ ﺪ ﺗ ﺮ اﺣ ﺴ ﺎ
ﺑﻘ ﯿ ﻪ نﮐ
س ﺧﻮ دﻣ ﺎن ﺑ ﻪ و ﺑﮑ ﺸ ﯿ ﻢ ﺑﺎ ﻻ ر ا ﺧﻮ دﻣ ﺎن
 .ﺑﺪھ ﯿ ﻢ ﺑﻮد ن ﺑ ﮫ ﺘ ﺮ اﺣ ﺴ ﺎ

ﯽ ﯾﻮ ﻧ ﺎن د ر ﻗ ﺒ ﻞ ﻣﺎ ه  ۶از ﻣﻦ ﺣﺎﻻ
ﻣ ﯿﮑﻨﻢ ز ﻧﺪ ﮔ
ﺳﺖ ﻣﻦ .
ﻦ د ارم د و
ﯽﺟ ﺎ اﯾ
ﯽ د ر ﻣﻦ ﺑﺮ ای زﯾﺮ ا  ،ﮐ ﻨﻢ ز ﻧﺪ ﮔ
ﮏھ ﺮﮔﺰ ز ﻧﺪ ﮔ
ﺸ ﻮر ﯾ
ﮓ  ،ﻣﻠ ﯿﺖ ،ﮐ
ﺳﺖ ر ﻧ
ﯾﺎ ﭘ ﻮ
ﺖ ﻧ ﺒﻮ د ه ﻣﮫﻢ ﺟﻨ ﺴ ﯿﺖ
ش ﻣﻦ ﺑﺮ ای ﭼ ﻪ آن  .ا ﺳ
ﯽ ارز
ﺼ
ﺷﺨ
ﺖ د ا ر د،
ﺖ ﻣﻦ رﮐ ﻨ ﺎ د ر ﮐﻪ ا ﺳ
ﻦ .اﺳ
اﯾ
س ﻣﻦ ﺑ ﺎ او آﯾﺎ ﮐﻪ
ﯽ اﺣ ﺴ ﺎ
ﻦ  .ﻧﻪ ﯾﺎ د اردھﻤ ﺒ ﺴ ﺘﮕ
ﯽھﺎیﺷﮑ ﺎ ف ﺧﻮ دﻣ ﺎن ﺑﯿﻦﻣ ﺎ اﮔﺮ ﮐﻪ اﯾ
،ز ﺑﺎ ﻧ
ﺴ ﯿ ﺘﯽ
ﻦ ﺗﻮ اﻧﯿ ﻢﻣﯽ آﯾﺎ  ،ﯾﺎ ﻓ ﺘﯿﻢ ...و ﻓ ﺮھ ﻨﮕﯽ ﻣﯿﺎن ،ﺟ ﻨ
ﺑ ﻪ ھﻢ ﺑ ﺎ و ﺑﺮدا رﯾ ﻢ ﻣﯿﺎن از ر اھ ﺎﺷﮑ ﺎ ف اﯾ
ک
ﺷﺘ ﺮ ا
 .ﮐﻨ ﯿﻢ ﭘ ﺮ ر اھ ﺎﺷﮑ ﺎ ف آن زﯾﺎد ﺗﻼش ﺑ ﺎ و ﺑﮕﺬا ر ﯾ ﻢ ا
ﺖ ﮐﻮدﮐ ﺎن ﺑ ﺎ ﻣﻦ
ﺷﺪ ه ﺑﺰرگ ﺛﻨﺎ ﯾﯽ ا ﺳ
ﺼ ﯿﻠﻢ ،ﮔ ﺎھﯽ از ﻓ ﺮاﻏﺖ از ﺑ ﻌ ﺪ ھﻤﭽ ﻨ ﯿﻦ  .ام
ﻣﺮدم ﺑ ﺎ ﺗﺤ
ﻦ ﺑ ﻪ ﻧﻪ  ،امﮐﺮده ﮐﺎ ر ﻣﻌ ﻠ ﻮل و ﻧﺎ ﺗ ﻮان
ﯽھ ﺎ آن ﮐﻪ دﻟ ﯿﻞ اﯾ
ﺳﺘ ﺜ ﻨ ﺎ ﯾ
ﻦ ﺑ ﻪ ﺑ ﻠ ﮑ ﻪ ،ھﺴ ﺘ ﻨﺪ ا
ﺧ ﺎط ﺮ اﯾ
.ھﺴ ﺘ ﻨﺪﻣ ﺎ ﻣ ﺜﻞھ ﺎ آن ﮐﻪ
ﺳﺖﺳﯿﺎ ه
ﺳﺖﺳﻔ ﯿ ﺪ ﯾﺎ ﭘ ﻮ
ﯾﺎ ﺗ ﺮﻧﺲ  ،زن ﯾﺎ ﻣﺮ د ،ﻻﻏ ﺮ ﯾﺎ ﭼﺎق ،ﻗ ﺪ ﮐﻮ ﺗ ﺎه ﯾﺎ ﻗ ﺪ ﺑ ﻠ ﻨ ﺪ  ،ﭘ ﻮ
ﯽ ﯾﺎﻋ ﺮاﻗﯽ ﯾﺎ ﭘ ﺎﮐﺴ ﺘ ﺎﻧﯽ آن از ﻓ ﺮاﺗ ﺮ وھﻤﺠ ﻨﺴﮕ ﺮ ا ﯾﺎدﮔ ﺮ ﺟ ﻨﺴﮕ ﺮ ا
ﯽ ﯾﺎ ﮐﺮد ﯾﺎﺳﻮر ی ﯾﺎ ﯾ ﻮﻧ ﺎ ﻧ
ارو ﭘ ﺎﯾ
ﯽ ﯾﺎ
ﯽ ،ﻣ ﻮ ﺑﯽ ﯾﺎ ﻣ ﻮ ﺑ ﺎ ،ھﺰاره ﯾﺎ ﭘﺸ ﺘ ﻮ ﯾﺎ آﻓﺮ ﯾﻘﺎ ﯾ
ﺳ ﻮاﺣﯿﻠ ﯽ ﯾﺎ زﺑ ﺎن ا ﻧﮕ ﻠ ﯿﺴ
ﺑﯽ ﯾﺎ ﺧ ﺎﻧﻮ اد ه ﺑ ﺎ ،
ﻦ ﺑ ﺎ ، ...ﺟﻮ ان ﯾﺎ ﭘﯿ ﺮ ،ﺧ ﺎﻧﻮ اد ه
ی از ﻣﻦ ﭼ ﻪ آن اﻓﺮ اد اﯾ
ﻦ آ ﻣ ﻮﺧ ﺘﻢﮐﻮدﮐﯽ اﺑ ﺘ ﺪ ا
ﺖ اﯾ
یھﻤﻪ ﮔ ﺮﭼﻪ ﮐﻪ ا ﺳ
ﺴ ﺘ ﯿﻢ ﻣﺘﻔ ﺎ وتﻣ ﺎ
ﯽ اﻣﺎ ،ھ
ﺴ ﺘ ﯿﻢ اﻧ ﺴ ﺎنھﻤﮕ
.ھ
ﯽ ا روﭘﺎ ﺷﺮ ق د ر ﮐﻪ ﮐﺮدمﻣﯽ ﻓﮑ ﺮھ ﻤﯿﺸﻪ ﻣﻦ
اھﻞ ﻣﻦھﺎیﻣﺎد رﺑﺰرگ و ﭘﺪر ﺑﺰ رگ .ﮐﺮد ﺧﻮاھﻢ ز ﻧﺪ ﮔ
ﻦ و رو ﺳﯿﻪ
ﮏ د ر اﻣﺎ  ،ﻧﺪﯾﺪم ر اھ ﺎ آنھ ﺮﮔﺰ ﻣﻦ  .ا ﻧﺪ ﺑﻮد ه اوﮐﺮ ا ﯾ
ﺺ ﻣ ﻘ ﻄﻊ ﯾ
ﯽ از ﻣﺸ ﺨ
زﺑ ﺎن امز ﻧﺪ ﮔ
ﯽ
ﺳ
ﯽ ازﻣ ﺘﯽ ﻗﺲ آن ﮐﻪ د ا ﻧﺴﺘﻢﻣﯽ زﯾﺮ ا ﻓ ﺮ اﮔ ﺮﻓﺘ ﻢ ر ا ر و
ﺖ ﻣﻦ ز ﻧﺪ ﮔ
ﺳﺘﻢﻣﯽ و ا ﺳ
ﺑﯿﺶ ﺧ ﻮ ا
ش ﭼ ﻪ آن ﺑ ﺎ ﺑﻌﺪھ ﺎ ﮔ ﺮﭼﻪ  .ﺑ ﺪا ﻧ ﻢ آن ﺑ ﻪ ر اﺟﻊ ﺗ ﺮ
ﺷﺖ ﺗﻔﺎ وت د ا ﺷﺘﻢ ر ا اﻧﺘﻈ ﺎ ر
.د ا
ﯽ ﯾﻮ ﻧ ﺎن د ر ﺣﺎﻻ
ﯽ زﺑ ﺎن و ﮐ ﻨﻢﻣﯽ ز ﻧﺪ ﮔ
اﺻﻼ ً  ،و اﻗﻊ د ر .ھﺴ ﺘﻢ ﯾﻮ ﻧ ﺎن د ر ﺗ ﺼ ﺎد ﻓﯽ .ﺧ ﻮا ﻧﻢﻣﯽ ﯾ ﻮﻧ ﺎ ﻧ
ﺴﺖ ﺗ ﺼ ﺎد ﻓﯽ
ﻦ ﻣﻦ ﭼﻮن  ،ﻧ ﯿ
ﭘﮕﯿﺪ ا ﻣﺮدم ﻣ ﻘﺎ ﺑﻞی ﻧ ﻘ ﻄﻪ د ر ﮐﻪ ﮐﺮدم ﻣ ﻼﻗ ﺎت ر اﻣ ﺮدﻣﯽﺟ ﺎ اﯾ
ﺴﺎ ﻟﻮ ﻧﯿ ﮑﯽ د ر ﮐﻪﻣ ﺮدﻣﯽ .ﮐ ﺮدﻧﺪﻣﯽ ﭘﯿﻤ ﺎﯾﯽ راه ﻣﻮ ﻧﯿﺦ د ر ﮐﻪھﺴ ﺘ ﻨﺪ
ﯽ ﻧﮫ ﺎ آ ﺑ ﺎ ﺗ
د ر و ﮐ ﻨﻢﻣﯽ ز ﻧﺪ ﮔ
ﺳﺖ ﮐ ﻨﻢﻣﯽ ﮐﺎ رھ ﺎ آن ﮐﻨ ﺎ ر
ی ﻧ ﺎھﺮ از ﭘﺲھ ﺎ آن  .ﻧ ﯿﺴ ﺘﻨ ﺪ ﻧ ﮋ ا د ﭘﺮ
ﻣﺮدم ازﺷﮑﺴ ﺘﮕ ﯽ دل و اﻣﯿﺪ
ﺸﻮرھ ﺎی
ﮓﺷﺎﯾ ﺪ و دﯾﻦ و ﻓ ﺮھﻨﮓ و زﺑ ﺎن ﺑ ﺎ د ﯾﮕﺮﮐ
ﺳﺖ ر ﻧ
و  ...ﻧ ﻨ ﺪکﻣﯽ ﺗﻼش  ،ﻣﺘﻔ ﺎ وت ﭘ ﻮ
ﺳﺖ ﺗ ﺎ ...ﮐ ﻨ ﻨﺪﻣﯽ ﺗﻼش دوﺑ ﺎره
ﺷ ﻨ ﺪ ﻧ ﮋ ا د ﭘﺮ
ھﺴ ﺘ ﻨﺪ ھﻤ ﯿﻦھ ﺎ ﭘ ﺎﮐﺴ ﺘ ﺎﻧﯽ” ﻧ ﮕﻮ ﯾ ﻨ ﺪ و ﻧ ﺒ ﺎ
ﺴ ﻠﻤ ﺎن“ ﯾﺎ ”.د ﯾﮕﺮ
.”.ھﺴ ﺘ ﻨﺪطﻮ رھﻤ ﯿﻦ آ ﻓﺮﯾ ﻘﺎ ﻣﺮدم  ،ﺑ ﻠ ﻪ“ ﯾﺎ ”.ﮐ ﻨ ﻨﺪﻣﯽ رﻓ ﺘ ﺎرطﻮری ھﻤ ﯿﻦھ ﺎ ﻣ
ﻦ  .ﻧﻪ
ﻦ ﮐﻨ ﯿﻢﻣﯽﻣ ﺎ ﮐﻪﮐﺎری  .ﺑﻮ د ﺧﻮاھﺪ ﻧ ﮋا د ﭘﺮﺳ ﺘﺎﻧﻪ اﯾ
ﺖ اﯾ
ﻣﯽﺳ ﻌ ﯽ دوﺑ ﺎره و دوﺑ ﺎره ﮐﻪ ا ﺳ
ﮏ ﺗ ﺎ ﮐﻨ ﯿﻢ
یﺷﯿﻮ ه ﺑ ﻪﺟﺪﯾﺪی ﺑﺮﺧ ﻮر د و ﻣﻮ اﺟﮫﻪ ﯾ
ﺷﻦ ا
د ا ﺷﺘﻪ ﺑ ﺸ ﺮ اﻓﺮ اد ﺑﯿﻦ ﻓ ﮑﺮ ا ﻧ ﻪ ر و
ﻦ  .ﺑﺎ ﺷﯿ ﻢ
ﯽ ﺗ ﻨ ﮫ ﺎ اﯾ
ﺷ
ﺖر و
ﯽ ﺗﻮ اﻧﯿ ﻢﻣﯽﻣ ﺎ ﮐﻪ ا ﺳ
ی ھﻢ ﺑ ﺎھﻤﮕ
ﺑﺪو ن زﻣ ﯿﻦیﮐﺮه ھﻤ ﯿﻦ رو
ﺳﺘﯽ
ﯽ ﻧ ﮋ اد ﭘﺮ
.مﮐ ﻨﯽ ز ﻧﺪ ﮔ

