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Aegean Pelagos,

The open sea with its islands.

Images of tragedy,

Images of horror.

Among them

Images of children,

Figures of unaccompanied refugee minors.
We saw them arriving alone on the island shores.
Alone walking the roads of Greece

To reach the boarders.

And because their eyes haunted us

And because there are many ways

To react to horror

We wanted

Their thoughts, their memories, their journey
And their dreams

To find a voice.

And this voice,

Through the voices of other children of their age
To be heard loudly,

So loudly that it reaches far, as far as possible.

Mrraivouv évag-évag

Aopivikn- AXpET

My name is Ahmet. | am 17 years old, from Syria.

| wish this pencil could express the hardships that the people of
Syria face in there lives.

EAsava- ZaApav

To 6voua pou gival ZaApav. Eipar 14 xpovwy, atrd 1o MNakioTtav.

Ayatrw TToAU 10 KaAokaipl! To kaAokaipl £xel KAAO Kalpd Kal
MTTOPEIC va TTNyaiveIS yia utTavio K&Be pépa. Ta oxoAcia gival



KAEIOTA Kal £XW TPEIG OAOKANPOUG PNVEG YIa va TTAilw PE TOUG
PiAOUG pou.

AAeavdpa- Tayiarr

My name is Tayab. | am 17 years old, from Pakistan.
“Fellow countrymen who return to our beloved country”, this is my
favorite song.

Audia-Mox

To 6vopua pou gival Moxi. Eipal 17 xpovwy, atré 1o AgyavioTav.
H ayatrnuévn you €11oxn €ival To KaAoKaipl, yiati £xw Xpovo yia
OIOKOTTEG, VILWOW EAEUBEPOG KAl TTOPW VA TTNYAIVW VIO KOAUWTTI
TTOU JOU OpPECEl TTOAU.

EAevn- ZapBap

To évopa pou cival ZapBap. Eipar 16 xpovwy, atrdé 1o AgyavioTav.
AyaTtw 1O PBIVOTTWEO £TTEION TA PUAAQ TTAIPVOUV wpdaia XpwHaTa,
av Kal TO ayatrnuéVO Jou Xpwia gival To yaAdlio Tou oupavou.

Audia- Zaxiv

My name is Sahin. | am 15 years old, from Iran

If I made an advertisement about my country, | would surely show
Iran’s famous rugs, the Milad tower- where the radio station is
located- and the new airplanes bought by the state. But | would
also show a photograph of ruined monuments and | would speak
for the people of Iran...the simple, the humble

people.

2o@la- Exoav

To 6voua pou ival Exoay, gipal 17 xpovwy, atrd 1o AgyavioTav

H Cwr} pou gival oav TOIMOPPOTIN OKAAQ TTOU dIOPKWG XAVEI TNV
lcoppoTTia TNG. OTTWS aKPIBWGS Kal 0 TTOAEPOG 0TO AQyavioTayv. 21N
XWPA Pag EXOUUE TTOAENO edw Kal 34 xpovia. Ta oTiTia pag gival
looTTEdwHEVA. ToAAOi aTTd pag EXOUpE XAOEl YOVEIG Kal adEAPIa
OTOV TTOAEUO KOl OTTO TPOUOKPATIKES ETTIOECEIC ATTO KAKOUG
avOpwITOUG.



AAegavdpa- Apap

My name is Amar. | am 15 years old, from Syria
| love my country and | want to return to my city, Aleppo.

Aomivikn- Xapig

To 6vopa pou gival Xapig. Eipar 16 xpovwy, atro 1o MNakiotav.
€10 0aG. Z€ AUTO TO XOPTi YPAPW YIA TIGC OHOPPES KAl TIG AOXNMUES
OTIYUEG TNG CwNG pou. Tpia xpodvia Twpa TTepTTaTaw. ... Me
Borldnoe 0 BedE Kal Ta duvaTd Pou TTOdIA. .. TPEXW YpPryopa.

Audia- lptrpayip

My name is Ibrahim. | am 17 years old, from Syria.

| lived with the time and the people. Time is a liar, | heard them
saying. But | saw that the traitors and the liars are people. Life is a
pint of bear and cigarette, so we can forget...

KwvoTavTivog- ZoApav

My name is Zolman. | am 15 years old, from Afghanistan
In 2015 | was forced to leave my country because of the Taliban
attack in hometown.

Mapiva- Pag

My name is Raf. | am 15 years old, from Syria.

Syria weeps.

The land that used to be paradise on earth, the land that where

there was always peace.
The land whose inhabitants where proud to be called Syrians.

Just like | was.
The war turned this paradise into hell.

Syria weeps...

TEAOZ NPQTHZ ENOTHTAZ



2opia- Exocav

O&Aw va 0ag €¢nyrow yia To AOYO TTOU EMEIC peUyouuE aTTd TN
XWPO MOG KAl JETAVOAOTEUOUME OTIC OIKEC 0a¢. HpBaue o€ XWPES
oav Tn OIKA oag €TTeIdN KIVOUveUE N (wr pag. Katrolol atrd euag
gV £XOUME TTIA OTTITI, JAPA, YUTTAPTTA Kal adEAQIa. Agv npBape yia
Ol00kEDAON. AVaYKAOTAKAME VO €POOUIE.

Audia- Zayiv

| made this journey with the help of my parents. They were the
ones who gave me the right to keep on dreaming. | was also
supported by my relatives that live in Norway. | would very much
like to live with them.

AAegavdpa- Tayiautr

There was terrorism in my country. This is the reason | left. The
terrorists destroyed the schools and didn’t allow us to continue our
studies. | don't like the was and fighting. So | left school, | left my
country. My life in great dangerous.

Audia- Moy

‘Evag peyadAog TTOAEPoG EEoTrace oTn TTaTPida pou! AvaykdaoTnka
va QUYW a1Td TN TTOAN pou. AuTto To Tagid! gival OTI TTIO ONPAVTIKO
€xel ouppei otn Cwn pou. Eival autd Tou AAAage GAoug Toug
oTOXOUC Kal TIG EATTIOEC Jou. INa TToAU Kalpd Tagideua oTo Ipav Kal
TN Toupkia pe OTI y€oo PTTOPEI Kaveic va gavtaoTei. Me Bori@noav
N BEANON Kail n ATTIOA 0TI Ba TACW O€ £va A0PAAr TOTTO.

EAsava —Mustafa

| went to Turkey but when we left for Greece our boat broke down
in the middle of the sea. It was 3a.m everyone was desperate,
everyone said we were going to die... A quarter of an hour later
the police came and they put us in their boat. They took us to an
island. | had hope. | knew that somehow we would be saved. | left
my country for a better future. | feel calm because | know | did the
best | could.



AAegavdpa- Apap

Now | am in Greece. | feel great loneliness at this point of time. |
feel as | am nothing.

Aopivikn- AXUET

| long for freedom and | love my homeland deeply. Freedom has
planted hope in the souls of the children that shed their blood for it.
This hope is what the forces of war tried to ravaged.

KwvoTtavtivog- ZoApav

This was not a normal journey. It took tree months until | managed
to reach Greece. There were many days when | had nothing to eat
or drink. | almost drowned in the Aegean sea. Maybe it was my
parents blessings, maybe some miracle happened, and | finally
made it here. During the journey | got along with everyone and
tried to keep a clear mind. This helped a lot. Many oft the people |
traveled with drowned in the sea or died of hunger and thirst.
What saved me was Allah and my parents blessings.

AAegavopa

Me pwTnoav 1Tol10 gival TO WPAIOTEPO NEPOG YIA HEVA.
ATtravrnoa ot givai n TOAN PJou oTn Zupia, EKEi OTTOU
YEVVAONKA KAl peydAwoa.

Aopivikn- Xapig

Twpa (w edw oTnv EANGDa. MTTopEi va cag @aiveTal TTapagevo,
OMWG N BUOKOAIEG TToOU ouvavTnoa otav opBda otnv ABriva ATav
TTEPIOCOOTEPEC ATTO AUTEG TTOU AVTIMETWTTION OTO TA&idI Hou.
dravovtag edw dev NEepa TN YAwooa Kal dev UTTopouca va
MIAow o€ kavévav. Aev nEepa Tov TpOTTO {wn¢ Kal dev utropouoa



va AUOWw Baoika TpoBARuaTta. 2tnv apxnh EMEIVa e KATTOIOUG
YVWOTOUC Kal JETA €Kava aiTnon yia 1o ¢evwva. Twpa HEVw £0W.
[Mnyaivw o010 oX0Agio, paBaivw eAANVIKA Kal TTaiw PE Ta uTTéAoITTa
TTaidId.

2o@la- Exoav

O@¢Aoupe va pag Bondnoete va pdBoupe TN YAWOOA 0Og Kal va
yvwpiooupe Tov TTOMITIONS 0ag. OTav BAETTETE Eva JEYOAUTEPO O€
NAIKia TTaudi va TTnyaivel og HIKPOTEPN OTO OXOAEIO, un TOo
KopoideueTe. BonBroTe Tov, UuTTOOTNPIETE TOV!

AEYTEPH ENOTHTA
Mapiva-Pag

My friends, | am writing a few words with a blue pencil. | write this
letter because | want to speak. To speak not only to those | will
meet someday, not only to those | have already met in my journey,
but also to the young people in Europe that | will never meet! | also
write to the friends with whom, once we lived together back home.

KwvoTtavTtivog — ZoApav

| was asked to draw my life and | drew a line of trees. The story of
these trees resembles my story. Ever since | remember myself |
was like a small green tree. | grew up, like all small trees. My
parents, like earth, watered me and gave me whatever | needed.
But suddenly everything changed. Destruction took the place of
good times. The war started. And | found myself like a small, weak
tree in the middle of the storm. | had to leave, there was no other
choice.

So | set off for an unknown destination.

EAevn- ZapBap

Mou apéoel va TTapaTtnpw Ta dEvTpa, yiaTi pou Bupiouv Tn Cwn
MOU Kal TNV OIKOYEVEIQ PHou. AEvTpa WnAA Kal Je TTOAAOUG KapTToug
MOU QEPVOUV OTO VOU €IKOVEG TNG KAANG CwnG TTOU €ixa OTavV rUouv
MIKPOG. Mou @€pvouv OTO VOU Kal T YEvvnon TnNG adeA@ng pJou
TTOU XAPIOE KAIVOUPIO PWE OTO OTTITI Hag. AévTpa EEpA KAl XWPIg



QUAAQ pou BupiCouv OUCKOAEG OTIYHEG ATTWAEIAG, TTOU £yIvVaV AITia
VO JOapaBEi auTr n oIKoyEVEla.

Audia — lptrpayiy

My favorite place is the sea. With nostalgia and love | remembered
the days | was swimming in Tartus, in Syria, and in swimming
pools in Damascus. When | swim, | feel the blood run fast in my
veins.

AAeavopa - Dapivr

O1 KaAUTEPES AVAUVAOEIC YIa héva aTTO Th Zupia gival oTav
MaleuduaoTaAV PE TNV OIKOYEVEIQ HOU, TPWYAUE OAoI padi Kal
yehouoape. Mou Agitrel n Aapuaokog Kai ol TTAAIEG YEITOVIEG. EATTICW
VA UTTOPECW VA YUPIowW TTIoW Kal va EavadwvTtavéww TIG
avapvnoeig you. Ovelpeloual va ¢avayupiow oTn Zupia yia va
cavappebw Pe Toug yoveic pou kal va gape padi. Na cuvavinow
TOUG QIAOUG POU, VA TTIOUME KAl VO KATTVIOOUE.

Audia- Zayiv

If I drew my life on a piece of paper, | would put down my worst
experiences. But | would also put the best. You would find
everything on this drawing. | would do that so you could see it too.
My best memories are from the time I lived in Iran with my parents.
| remember the time when my father, my friends and | would play,
go to the beach and the gym. | also had a dog that | loved a lot.
But even then not everything was all right. My worst memory is
when my mother separated from my father and | never saw her
again.

EAgava- ZaApav

Av ptropouca va gEpw KATI atrd 1o TTapeABOV OTO VEO JOU OTTITI
auto Ba ATav To OKUAAGKI JOU Kal T TTOUAIA TTOU E£iXa KATTOTE OTO
MakioTdv. Nopilw TTwg Ba £€xw TTAVTA 0TO HUOAS POU Kal TO TTAPKO
TTOU €ival KOVTA OTO TTATPIKO JOU OTTITI.



AAegavdpa- Tayiautr

| dream of the moment when | will be with my family. My family,
and especially my mother, is my very first thought when | wake up
in the morning.

I’'m still very young but, if my life is on my side, | would very much
like to do something good for my country. | also hope that
someday there will be peace and | can go back...

Audia-Mox

Y1apxel Evag TOTTOG TTAvw OTn YN TTOU QYQTTW TTEPICCOTEPO
atrAoU¢ Toug dAAoug. Eival o KATTog Tou B€lou pou, £vag KATTOG
YEMATOC OEVTPA, YEUATOC PPOUTA Kal JIa TTNYr) TTou avapBAUlel
yapyapo vepd. Otav dev EviwBa KaAd, EKEi TTRyaIva yia va
NPEMNOW. Av uTTopoUca va MIAOW O€ auTOV ToV KATTO, Ba Tou
EAeya:« EUxopal Twpa 1Tou gival kahokaipl OAa Ta auTTéAI0 oou va
gival yepudta kapTrous. Mou Acitreig rapd ToAU. Oa ABeAa va
KaBiow TTAGI TN TTNYr oou. Oa NBeAA va UOUV €KEi, JE TA TTODIA
MouU hEOQA OTO VEPOD, Kal VA akoUw HPOVO TO KEAGNDIOHA TWV
TTOUAIWYV, TiITTOTa GANO. ©@a ABeAa va JIAAOW ME TA «NAIKIWUEVAY
OévTpa TTOoU eUXoual va (OUV AKOUO.

Aopivikn- AXHET

Now | feel like a street child because | don’t know where | will be
next. | hope that in the future | will see better days, that | will be a
doctor, a surgeon. | wish to make a name for myself and be loved.
But in order to make my dreams come true, | have to bear the
difficulties...

TPITH ENOTHTA
Mapiva- Pag
Dear friends, my people die every day. When the war started we

got separated and scattered everywhere, each one of us going to
a different place. Families came apart, many people died. Most of



us live far away from our family and friends. Some still struggle.
Some are at war still.

Dear ones, we were forced to leave seeking a life in peace. We
went through a lot until we arrived in Europe. We trekked through
woods, we were imprisoned, we crossed the sea. It was
exhausted. It was cold. Icy cold. Unfortunately some didn’t make it.
They were lost on the way, in the sea...children, adults, fathers,
mothers. When we arrived in Europe we faced hatred once more.
But my friends, we must take care of each other. Love is above all.
Because today we are at our home, but nobody knows tomorrow...

| hope whoever reads this letter, understands. | hope my voice
reaches everyone, | hope it reaches all people.

EAevn- ZapBap

Tnv nuépa 1Tou Ba atTo@oITHoW Ba dEi¢w TO dITTAWNA JOU OTOUG
YOVEIC Jou Kal Ba Toug Kavw TTepr@avouc. Ta adéAgia pou Ba
oTToudAadouv Kal auTd yia va Yivouv eTTITUXNUEVOI AvBpwTTol. @a Ta
BonBrow eyw va Ta katagEpouv. Gavralouail Ot KATTOTE Ba
MTTOpEOW va TTAw OIaKOTTES OTo Ipdv Kal oTo AgyavioTav, Kal £T01
Ba dw TOUG PIAOUG KAl TOUG CUYYEVEIG OU TTOU (OUV OKOUN EKEI.

AAegavdpa- Apap

| would like to go to Denmark to meet my brother who is already
there and stay with him.

My dream is to be a famous swimmer.

Regards to all my loved ones.

Audia- lptrpayiy

My dearest person is my mother. Sometimes it’s like | can see her
with tears in her eyes, her tears dripping in a glass jug.



EAévn - Qapivr

Ovelpevopal va yivw TTIAGTOG, yIa va ITTOPECW VA YUPIoCwW OTNV
EAAGDQ Kal va oag Eavadw.

Aopivikn- AXpET

| dream that someday | will return to my country and see my
parents and friends.

Audia- Zaxiv

Fortunately there is a place where | always went when | wasn’t
feeling well and needed to calm down. It is in Iran, in the town that
| used to live, up on a mountain. On top of that mountain there is a
café. It is not very crowded, it is always quite and you can sit and
think. | liked to sit on a table in front that has the best view of the
city. | miss that place a lot. If that table could hear me, | would say
to it: « | wish you were here. Will | ever come back to find you? Will
| ever find a table like you?»

2o@la- Exoav

EATTiCw o€ £€1 TTEPITTOU XPOVIa va €iPal o€ pia Xwpa O1Tou Ba
MTTOPEOW VA TTPAYUATOTTOINOW Ta Ovelpa pou. Ovelpeuopal va
oTTouddacw. Na TEAEIWOW Tn OXOAN MOU, VA TTAVTPEUTW TOV
AvBpPWTTO TTOU ETTIBUNW Kal va {row Tn Cwr TTou B€Aw, pia Cwn
EUTUXIOMEVN. ZTO OTTITI HOU Ba £XW HIO PUTOYPOPIa TTOU YOU
£€0Waav Ol YOVEIG Jou, atro Tn TTaIdIKN) Jou nAiKia. Auth n
QwToypagia £xel TTOAU PeyaAn agia yia péva, yiati gival KAt TTou
EXW aTToé auTouc. To oTriTi jou Ba gival n eATTida pou. EATTICw va
CEXAOW TOV TTOAENO Kal TIC DUOKOAIEC TTOU £XW TTEPATEL. OEAW va
CNow TIG KOAEG UEPEG TOU PEAAOVTOG.

KwvoTtavtivog — ZoApav

| would like to learn about the life of the children my age who have
similar problems. To help them, along with other people, live in
peace and go to school. After a long time and many difficulties |
arrived in a foreign, but fertile land. | want to start a new life and
grow up here. | want to give fruit and, along with other people,
make good use of these fruit. | hope | will never, ever have to face
such a storm again.



EAsava- ZaApav

MNa péva givar onuavTikod va gipgal KAAOS avbpwTTog, Kal auTo
TTpooTrabw. MNa péva npwag gival Eva ayopl TToU UTTOPEI va OEiCel
KAl va EKQPACEl ayarrn yia Tnv TTaTtpida Tou. ‘Eva ayopl
TTOU...KATTWG, KATTOTE £VOG OKUAOG Tou £paye To auTi! AAAG auTh
gival Jia GAAn 1oTopia.

AAe§avdpa- Tayiautr

| want to thank the Greeks. They are very kind.
Thank you.

Audia- Moy

OEAw KATI va TTW o€ €04G, oTa aAAG TTaidid TnG nAIKiag pou. Na
EKTIMATE TNV EIPAVN KAI TNV NPEMIA TTOU ETTIKPATEI OTN XWPA OAG.
Moo Ba BeAa va APoUV Kal yw oTNV TTOAN JOU Kal VA XOUE
eipAvn! Mood Ba NBeAa va (w Kail va Tnyaivw oX0oAgio oTn xwpa
Mou!

EAevn- ZapBap

2.0a¢ {nTaw AOITTOV va PNV JeE BAETTETE povO oav agyavo
TTPOOoPUYA, OAAG va pe dexBeite oav Evav attd oag. @EAwW va yivw
@iAOC 00G, WOTE va PABw €UKOAQ Ta 10N Kal Ta £B1Ma TNG XWPAG
00G. @€Aw va yivw oag €04, va {ow OTTwWG €0EIC.

206 {nTaw va €i0Te EUYEVIKOI Kal QIAIKOI peTagU oag. O TTOAEUOG
PEPVEl HovO duaTuxia.

Aomivikn- Xapig

Ovelpevopal va €xw duo oTritia. ‘Eva €dw Kal éva oTo MNakioTav.
Na £xw évav AoTrpo oKUAO Kal pia yata. Na pévw padi pe @iloug.
Oa ABeAa aképa va «PEpw» Eva YATTEDO BOAEI atrd TO TTAPEABOV.
AANAG auTd O¢ yiveTal. ‘ETol Ba nBsAa va @TIdEw €va idlo PE EKEIVO
TTOU UTTAPXEl 0TNV TTOAN o1ToU (ouca oTo lNMakioTav. MNwg va
ATTOXWPEICTW TOV TTIO AYATTAMEVO POU TOTTO TTAVW OTn yN; EKei
OTTOU oUVAVTOUCO TOUG QPIAOUG OU Kal TTEPVAYAME TEAEIQ;
2KEQTOPAI TTOOO Ba pou Agiyouv. Oa Toug Eavadw dpaye; KaTi



TETOIEG OTIVUEG QavaTiCopal TTwS Ba ATav av eixa @TePA Kal
MTTOpOUCa va TTETAEW YIA VA {avaoi¢w Pe Toug giAoug pou. MNdéoo
eAEUOEPOC Kal Xapoupevog Ba EviwBa TOTE!

KwvoTtavtivog — ZoApav

One last thing | would like to tell you is about a magic flower. This
flower gives off a magnificent fragrance. Whoever touches the
flower bears its fragrance and smells beautiful forever. But if it
stops being watered, the fragrance is lost and the flower dies from
sorrow. | never want this flower to fade. | wish it could live forever.
Because | want to enjoy its fragrance forever.

AAegavdpa- Xapivrt

My name is Hamid. | am 16 years old, from Pakistan.
| write this talisman letter

And | write it with freedom,

Not because | have to.

If I live, | will see you

If I die, you will have my talisman...

Mapiva- MouocTaga

No place on earth is like home.
| have only one thing to ask you. Forget me not



