
“And as you think of distant others

think of yourself and say “I wish I 

were a candle in the darkness.”

 -Mahmoud Darwich 
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It is with grief and hope that we 
decided to create this story book 
of displaced Syrians, kids and 
families who have lost their homes 
and fled to Rehanly, a town along 
the Turkish/Syrian border to seek 
refuge from war. We hope that,one 
day, they will be back to Syria and 
rebuild their hometowns ravaged 
by violence. In the meantime,we 
dedicate this book to their 
beautiful spirits.
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P r o j e c t  c o n d u c t e d  a t  R e h a n l y, a  s m a l l  t o w n  a l o n g  t h e  S y r i a n / Tu r k i s h  b o r d e r  
w e l c o m i n g  S y r i a n s  f l e e i n g  f r o m  w a r.



To hear their stories is a great source of pain yet an immense 
motivation to raise awareness and continue challenging the 
status quo: the very fact of displacement is first and foremost 
due to the brutal violence inflicted upon their villages, the 
source of which is the brutal crackdown on peaceful protests 
in the spring of 2011. It is important to contextualize the 
refugee issue to understand the source of the problem.

No human being should be expelled from their homeland.In 
the words of Mahmoud Darwich where should we go after 
the last frontiers, where should the birds fly after the last 
sky?

The lie that we choose to believe: there is hope



A crude shelter, without heat,electricity or a decent toilet in which a Syrian family of five resides.



Mohamad’s smile reminded us that no childhood should ever be stolen by war.



Maram was staring idly at the camera, feeling a little surprised, not sure why she was being photographed. 
We wanted to capture this beautiful innocent moment.



This is Amal and this is how she remembers a beautiful day in Syria. Amal told us that she hopes to go 
back to her hometown in Idleb,one day,when the war ends.What she misses most is playing with her 
friends back home.





A moment of fluffiness and smiles of Syrian Refugee Kids across the grass-fields. 



Friends and displaced, uprooted from our 
place, our hometown..Idleb and the 
beautiful stars overlooking the village..

Football he says.. and the smell of the 
wind.. That’s what I miss..And Diab as 
well..

Diab and I are not the same here and 
there.. Here we wait, there we run.. there 
we play..

Friends and displaced from our dearest 
space, missing the smallest things like 
Idleb and the beautiful stars overlooking 
the village..

“Diab and I”



One of the aspects that harnessed the kids’ sense of 
creativity was the freedom they felt during the activities. 

According to Fares, a displaced ten year old from Hama, 
what he enjoyed most was the fact that the “teachers” 
seemed nice and cool, allowing him to quit an activity if he 
did not enjoy and go for something else, something that 
appealed to him more. 

At one point in time, we did notice Fares quitting a sports 
game to go paint.The result of which was a beautiful 
canvas. 

What we learnt from Fares and his friends is that no good 
work can come up without a sense of play and excitement.

Creative Fun



Displaced Children’s pschylogical state after a day of playing fun games and art-workshops: “I am 
imagining my wedding in this hall.”  



Nothing seems so unsettling so 
uncomfortable as the feeling of loss.

The loss of a homeland,a town, a village, 
neighbours, friends, lovers.. Happy times..

One life left behind.. another crumbling in front 
of your eyes.. 

Memories, dreams and hopes washed away 
in disarray.. Despair.

Dust waiting for rain to wash away the 
pain..exiled and displaced with very little 
dreams left to wake up and go through 
another day.. 

Gruelling trivialities to pass time, thinking of a 
better tomorrow.. and mourning the past..
The day they said enough is enough.. 

Exiled they are..torn between geography and 
modern history: the story of a nation called 
Syria, a kingdom of silence. A permanent 
desire for freedom.

On exile..



We gave the kids our camera to take some photos of themselves and then showed it to them. Most of 
them had not seen themselves in a mirror for the longest time. For a few seconds, they were ecstatic.



“ But I am the exile.
  Seal me with your eyes.
  Take me wherever you are—
  Restore to me the colour of face
  And the warmth of body
  The light of heart and eye,
  The salt of bread and rhythm,
  The taste of earth…
  Shield me with your eyes.
  Take me as a relic from the mansion of sorrow.
  Take me as a verse from my tragedy;
  Take me as a toy, a brick from the house
  So that our children will remember to return  -Mahmoud Darwish

In memory of the beautiful children of Syria





In here resides Iman and her small family who fled Syria after heavy bombardment on their village. Iman 
looked at us curiously and asked: “what is the use of photographing me, will it change my fate?“



               "I am thirty seven years old but I look like I’m sixty. People ask me: why do you look like this?
                It's from agony.” - Radiyeh, Idleb, Syria



"We went back to get our stuff, clothes and furniture. We found the whole area burnt down.They called the 
neighbourhood :'the road to death' " - Abou Ahmad, Idleb, Syria



Rouba, a four year old from Hama,has an eye allergy; it hurts her sometimes in the morning but is curable. 
There is yet something powerfully beautiful about the look in her eyes.



He loved to play tirelessly in the field, 
roaming over the grasslands. No one 
could resist his sweetness. He was shy 
yet friendly, with an unusual desire to 
explore and discover new things. 

To feel the joy of an uprooted four year 
old is empowering in that Hamoudeh 
surely does not grasp the intensity of the 
Syrian tragedy, how or why his family fled 
their homeland. Yet, he still manages to 
make the best out of his ‘everyday’ life.

If there is one message of hope to send, it 
would be to look at life through 
Hamoudeh’s eyes.

Hamoudeh,the four year old 


