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Introduction

A small garden, with 366 flowers smelling of musk and lillies; like a tender
mother, full of hopes and dreams, serenity and safety, comparable to nothing and
no-one, the land of good and bliss; a smily face at children, blooms of spring time;
that’s Mother Afrin, land of the Kurds, city of peace. O’beloved Afrin, no
expressions of love and longing, words and poems, would ever do you justice.
You are the land of our ancestors, a warm legacy under siege. We pray to God we
are brought together again, and you’re liberated, to bless us with your mystical
soil and flourishing olive branches.

This book was produced through Footage Foundation. All Rights Reserved.
For more information contact us at footageproject.org.
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Beginning of war
In the Syrian war which started March 15th, 2011

It was the worst day of my life, a day that shattered all my dreams and
ambitions, destroying homes, killing children and innocents. I was thirteen
years old, I left school due to the raids that threatened my life with each bullet,
1 was behind in my studies and stayed home, counting the faraway sounds of
bullets per minute, watching the planes hover over our heads, throwing
explosive barrels. We’d sleep and wake up to the sounds of bombs and missiles.
There’d hardly be enough power, food or water, we’d eat remnants of spoilt
food while my mom wept in despair, too helpless to provide fresh food, afraid
for our health; then came the day when we carried a small bag and left our
home, with hope to one day return.
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The Child, Diana Saleh

Seeking refuge where there are no sounds of bombs and missiles, we moved
towards the tender embrace of mother Afrin. Once again, there was not enough
food due to the enforced siege, and to add to our suffering, we were under
sudden attack from Turkey on the 20th of January 2018; the Turkish army
began its raid, planes hovering over our heads, a barbaric attack on Afrin which
resulted in the death of hundreds of children and innocent people, including the
tragic death of Diana Saleh, a three month old baby, whose home received a
missile while she peacefully slept like an an angel. Was the missile itself so
cruel, or was it the human act? Doctors attempted to save her life, but her heart
and body were too small to tolerate her wounds. My baby was dead.
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Girls and Women at war

All the massacres in Afrin couldn’t awaken humanity’s conscience. History
would record the brutality we witnessed when they attacked us with planes and
missiles, killing innocents for no reason. Young girls and women carried their
weapons like warriors, used their bodies as shields to protect us and defend our
lives, to stop the enemy from occupying Afrin. The enemy only saw them as
“females”, they were raped while their screams shook the earth and sky, calling
out “save us”. How many women were raped before the eyes of their tied up
husbands shouting out “Let them go, do not touch them”, while they, the rapists,
would laugh out loud. How many fathers witnessed their daughters being raped,
powerless to save them. Yes, all of that happened and still happens in Afrin, yet
humanity’s conscience deeply sleeps.
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A screaming spirit

Among those women warriors, the girl who shook Afrin, Barin Cubani, whose
body they mutilated after death. She was tortured and brutally murdered, they
took selfies with her naked body, violated even after death, while her spirit
screamed, “save me, don’t let them touch me with their dirty hands.”

The virtuous Barin Cubani, fought to defend her country; may your pure soul
rest in peace, forgive our powerlessness to save you, you will forever remain in
our hearts.



10

(i Bllea
Mlabul g ¢ Bagia O aall & JULY) L 5550 155 Lasie HIS5 Leililaa e oS5 () s
Mo (e oS ¢ elagll (6583 (A5 Ui ¢ ue Al o (il Bailly i ol ¢ pe s e dum e
Sy 538 S g ¢ Wikl chadd ) WY e 8 Caaad g geally ¢4l gl ol Gl aag al g aas
Lalaall aglSli g ) o) 8 sy Cliall (e oS5 ¢ e, Caadan | ai Ly gl oS0 Lpn 33 50 Alalia
agaladl (e Y LRI ) saaly ALY 5 ¢ i) a sad () gIST Jakadl) Campal Ll g0 b ¢

¢ a1 Y agy Wy Jika oSE
faiiufic a8 ile oS

¢ Lol i of oS
flea gy asdda gy S,

€ 350V 3 a5 pde s | sile JAbY) (g oS

The suffering of Afrin

Afrin speaks of its suffering; of children on holy days wearing new clothes and
broad smiles. Afrin no longer knows holy days, but memories of martyrs. How
may holy days have passed on a child who’d lost a father or mother; tears dried
up in a mother who’d lost her children; how many young women remained
waiting for their lovers’ return; how many hearts were broken, shattered; how
many corpses were left in the streets to be eaten by cats. In our country, cats now
eat human meat, and children play with shrapnels instead of toys.

How many a child is orphaned?

How many a lover lost his loved one?

How many a mother lost her children?



12

L) qgid sala
D J 55 i€ Mgl 530 L 5 T 5 () 98 peay ¢ an M) () sasaions W 5 Letlin) g s Lysli oS
AV 3t a3 gl sill 8 eali s ¢ gl Amast (ian Lgihay (8 Jaa CilgaV 5 | ag il (5288 a5 ) 5yl
Jalall &1 yua s¢ Apuldll sladl 28 A 35t sall 138 Sl s ¢ il Hles () sl g2 all e 3Ll
aal Cpel alal Jalal agd ya€ ¢ 3lleall JS e aley sed (5 3l Gt alSEde el Y1 asid oo Lo 4aY 4alga
¢ AlasY) 5 anal) Jaiiion o sl ¢ U agalla LS (e B 1 (S ¢ AU (e all a8 5 (oS ¢ 4
"G e (b deany Al Lal g

What are the innocents’ sins?

How many hearts were broken as they watched their children die, unable to save
them. Shouting east and west “save my child”. How do we ask bereaved mothers
to have patience? A mother carries her infant for nine months, only to give birth
in the streets and pass away due to the war that destroyed hospitals; the infant
comes to this cruel world, screaming for its mother. What are the sins of those
innocents? Let olive branches talk, having witnessed all that suffering, of a child
being burnt before the eyes of his mother and father. How could my pen stop
writing, how could it stop describing the injustice that befalls us? I pray
humanity’s conscience would awaken and see what’s happening in Afrin.
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The injustice against Kurds

Our story is a sad one, the cause of the Kurds. We were oppressed by life and
forsaken by humanity. Let the Kurds speak of their suffering, let our ancestors’
graves speak. Afrin is our only state, and now they think they’ve occupied our
state; they have not and will not. Afrin was never a piece of land on which we
lived, it is the land of our ancestors, it is our heart, our blood. Afrin now bleeds
with every step terrorists take on its soil, while the olives shed tears.
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The bride of Afrin

Afrin also lost its bride, Avista Khabor, who chose to confront the tanks using
her body and strong spirit, with a grenade in hand, to stop the enemies from
occupying Afrin. She used up all her ammo fighting, saving her last bullet to
take her own life so that she’s not tortured. Avista gave up her life, sacrificed
herself for her country. Those are the fighter Kurdish women of Afrin, they fight
with their last breath to defend the land of our ancestors. May your pure soul rest
in peace, peace upon our martyrs who died for Afrin.
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The cruelty of sea

After witnessing all that tragedy, we decided to migrate to Turkey for the third
time with our small bag, shedding tears over leaving our home. With every step
we took, we left behind our tears. we decided to sail to Greece through Turkey;
we knew sailing to Greece was very dangerous to our lives, but despite all
dangers, we decide to take the risk in order to live in peace, away from the
sounds of missiles and bombings, dying children, or spoilt bread. We decided to
migrate to Greece, or sail towards wherever life might take us. The moment we
set sail, I remembered Ilan AlKurdi, the little angel who died on 4/9/2015 at the
age of three. He fled the war in Syria with his family, they sincerely believed
they could escape death, with no way of knowing that the cruel Aegean Sea,
which had devoured thousands of refugees, was waiting for him, his mother and
brother too. So many refugees had drowned, but Ilan’s death, knelt at the beach
of Greece, was too tragic; it was like he’d died asleep in his bed, a very deep
sleep.
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What are the innocents’ sins?

How many hearts were broken as they watched their children die, unable to save
them. Shouting east and west “save my child”. How do we ask bereaved mothers
to have patience? A mother carries her infant for nine months, only to give birth
in the streets and pass away due to the war that destroyed hospitals; the infant
comes to this cruel world, screaming for its mother. What are the sins of those
innocents? Let olive branches talk, having witnessed all that suffering, of a child
being burnt before the eyes of his mother and father. How could my pen stop
writing, how could it stop describing the injustice that befalls us? I pray
humanity’s conscience would awaken and see what’s happening in Afrin.
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The color red coats the mountains

In exile, it felt like we’re being told “we don’t want you here, go home”, and 1
would feel humiliated. Sometimes we’d look into people’s eyes and they’d say
“Do not worry, you are safe here, we love you”. We do not want to be in a
country where we’re not wanted by its people; we escaped injustice and torture,
despaired over leaving our land, anguished over the people we lost to the war.
We will one day return to Afrin; the flowers soaked with martyrs’ blood would
bloom. Would Afrin have the fragrance of flowers or that blood? My heart bleeds
when I write about the torture of innocents who paid the price. The mountains,
the flowers, and the sky of Afrin have all turned red.

21



24

Jad o Qg

e IS S 5 Curac il p €00 g slalad) e Gla Blaly s b pmnduia e Gl Y oy yalea
JihS 258 b Glania § il dles abas ¥ 5 Uaali o) sed) Cum 1) sl g0 o yad ol seal) ¢ Ll
ey JAI L dsal) gm0l le Vs S Y S JS 8 a Y| Lgiad) ) il jla 5o 58 4l (54
o Adaal b Ay ada 08 e Ul b g3 il sl e L axini 55k JS 3 6lSy g ) sl
CLELE £y 5 and) Ly (553, Aalide Js0 8 Lie (i JSe Uipndi ) g8 5 c(ladl (e ol Ul (e Cila)
Ve ol A5 ) aaaind ¥ Y s G Gt B iia LELE ¢ 5 gl i) (550 ¢ Jadh 5y

JUkaY) Aalusiy) culife DAY Caalas g b Jy ¢ Ja al3aY) J ol copalle A0 Ul g Al gy

Lost between countries

Immigrants with nothing but a small bag, and a ton of tragic memories of
everything we left behind, of missiles destroying our homes, we journey to
where the wind takes us, not knowing our final destination. We live in exile like
a child without a mother, like a flower without a fragrance; refugees wherever
we go, without a place or a sanctuary, lost between countries; humiliations,
nights on the streets, tears at every step we take away from home; fear in our
hearts, as in Hamed Badkhan’s poem “we fear our shadows, we fear the dream”.
They scattered our people, each in a different country, we only see each other on
small screens. Years have passed and I still can’t see my relatives, i’m in one
country and they’re in another. The war did not just kill people, it destroyed
dreams, and shattered children’s smiles.
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Deserting our Mother

O’my beloved Afrin, they forced us to desert you; tears well up in our eyes
whenever we call out your name, a tear scorches my cheek and drowns me. We
fear dying away from your lands, we fear dying before liberating you. O’ Afrin,
land of good and bliss, heaven on earth, our force of life. They might have taken
you away from us, but they can’t tear you away from our hearts, land of the
Kurds, of our ancestors; bearer of martyrs’ blood, fragranced with scent of musk.
My pen never sleeps, it yearns to write about you, about how they occupied you.
My pain can’t tolerate all that injustice, my heart burns whenever I write of their
cruelty. We were peaceful in your embrace, their missiles tore us away. I’'m so
feeble without you, like a rose that’s lost its color and fragrance. Let the world
know, without you there is no life.
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The injustice against people of Afrin

They tore us away from your embrace, forced us to desert you, in exile we have
become orphans, like a lost child lost and seeking her mother. We see your
suffering from afar with our hands tied, all we have is prayers. Our insides burn
each day, nothing could put out our fire until we have returned to you, to your
embrace, to our land. O’my Afrin, even away from you, you will forever be
planted in our hearts; Afrin, flower of Spring, for you I would sacrifice my blood
and soul. People of Afrin are now under control of the enemies, pretending to be
well, in fear of being killed by terrorists. They seized their homes and properties,
tore down their trees, took people hostages for ransom; so many have died for
not affording to pay.
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Tears of Afrin

Afrin, a teary-eyed bride

Tall mountains, weeping night and day

Terrorism stole away children’s smiles

They stole hopes and dreams, roses’ fragrance

Children lay under the rubble, corpses in the streets, washed by rain
Their missiles sent me thousands of meters away

An orphan an exile, with my books, pens and poems

I write of the destruction that’s befallen you

O’lost people of earth, what are you waiting for?

Hitler’s come again, to kill and destroy

How can my heart survive, when one martyr falls after another
Today, missiles fall like rain over innocents’ heads

Where is the justice in the world?
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Pretext

Afrin’s mountain are shaken every minute, every hour, every day its lands are
occupied; rivers, turned red with blood, thirst for a drop of water; trees dried up,
soil drowned with blood; homes violated, people’s hearts wrenched, too helpless
to save their country. How could an elderly fight against weapons and missiles,
how could a child fight against bombs. They kill and destroy our lands, under
pretext that we are terrorists. they murder the children and the elderly under
pretext that we’re terrorists. Is a child a terrorist, or is an elderly a terrorist.
Humankind is oblivious to what happens in Afrin, not one country is fighting
against the injustice. Those who destroy young children’s future are biggest
terrorists in the history of earth. To this day, people watch children being killed,
innocents besieged, land stolen from its owners, and the world watches idly by.
No one to save the us from terrorists. The invaders are the terrorists in Afrin.
May humanity that stands with terrorism fall.
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Towards the future

I quit school because of the war; I had ambitions and goals in life, every day |
longed to go to school carrying my bag of books, but the war cut that short.
Despite my emigration, despite the tragedy and the painful memories, when I got
to Greece, | was pleased to not be able to hear the sounds of bombs and missiles
anymore, the moaning of sad mothers.

I took the decision to fulfill my goal in life, pursue painting, a talent which I
inherited from my father, who passed away on may 31st of 2005, one of the
worst days of my life. I miss my father, I miss watering his grave which I
haven’t visited in 7 years due to the war.
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A small bag

I buried all memories and the future in a small bag I carry around the world,
looking to fulfill my ambitions and goals. I may be only 18, but tragedy and
injustice made me look more like seventy. I may not write well for not having
finished school, but I yearn to write. I’'m a painter, not a writer, however when |
see the injustice befalling Afring, the land of my ancestors, nothing can stop me
from writing. To me, Afrin is a rose from heaven, a sea breeze, an infant. If
asked what I want from life, I’d say to return to Afrin, for Afrin to smile again.
Afrin is a diamond hidden in my heart, the only place I belong. O’my beloved
Afrin.
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The missing Sidho Kalo

One of my relatives went missing, or he may have drowned at sea. Sidho Kalo
was 18 years old, forced to flee the war in Syria with his family to Lebanon.
There, he wished to pursue his education, but the harsh living circumstances
forced him to work for long hours, only to discover that life in Lebanon, working
for small wages, is insufferable, that it was destroying his dreams and ambitions.
He seeks a better life beyond the sea; smugglers convince him it’s an easy trip so
he sails away for a new life. Hours before departure, he calls his sister,
confessing his immense fear from the sea. On the 24th of August 2013, the boat
carrying 500 people would sail from Libyan shores towards Italy. On the second
day, Sidho’s family learns the boat has drowned, 145 people are lost, their fate
unknown to this day.
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Hussein Issa Qassem

In the Lands of Mittani, she was present, dancing on the edges of civilization in
Gand Ayres

To build the church of Sam’an in Bubula, Rajo, Ma’batly

The castle of Hermes the wise, dividing his kingdom in Hamah

Calling out the ancestors of Kurdistan

O’ Afrin, city of olives and pomegranates

How times took a turn on you, while the dancer of justice sways towards
terrorism

perjuring itself, twisting facts on the scales

Truth must come out, the eye of Kurdistan, the city of peace, liberated

O’ Afrin, do not weep the blood of your children

Your women and men will set you free

We will evict the invaders, purify your soil

Plant wheat and figs
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We are all humans, living on this earth. God gave each of us a heart to have
mercy, a conscience to prevent injustice. All people long to fulfill their dreams;
they eat, drink, study, enjoy their time, they practice their right to live. Each
person builds his own future, whether through studying, work, or anything else.
But us, the Kurds, we only long for one thing, founding our own state just for the
Kurds. Our people face injustice, exile. I wouldn’t mind being hungry and
homeless, as long as I’'m in my country. I wish we could liberate our homes from
under the hands of invaders. I no longer believe in such things as merciful hearts
or conscience; if there were a conscience, innocent children would not be
starving to death, dying from missiles. Humanity’s conscience is unfortunately in
deep sleep. I don’t care if you're a Muslim, a Christian or a Jew, as long as
you’re a human being, with eyes open to see what happens in Afrin. I don’t want
to sleep on a feather mattress, or eat meat; I only want to sleep on Afrin soil,
satisfied with bread and onions as long as my beloved Afrin is liberated.
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