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Dedicated to my friend Nabil Morand.

The first Mayor from Syria elected in Greece (2014-2019)

Refugeehood is not just a word. It is a wound that does not heal easily. It is the unbearable experience of losing your place, of seeing your world fall apart and having to rebuild a life from scratch from the rubble. But within this dark reality, man continues to create, to remember, to narrate and, most importantly, to hope. Because, as those who were uprooted say, “even from the ruins, light can bloom.
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Once upon a time, in a distant oasis in the desert, there lived a humble cowherd. He was poor, but his heart was pure, and he loved his animals and the vastness of the desert deeply. Every day he spent his hours tending to his oxen, softly singing verses that the wind whispered to him.

A little further away, on a hill that watched the sun set, a girl sat every evening knitting. She was the daughter of the sheikh of the tribe, beautiful as the dawn, and her hands knitted threads of camel wool that smelled of frankincense and cedar. Each stitch was a small whisper to the sky, a prayer without words.

The cowherd watched her from afar and silently adored her. He never spoke to her. He only left her small gifts: a desert flower, a heart-shaped pebble, a hawk's feather. She found them every morning and put them in her knitting, silently too.

Years passed like this, without words, with only the silence of the desert as a witness.

One day, the cowherd became seriously ill. As he was dying, he raised his eyes to the hill. The girl was not there. Her father had called her to leave for the great caravan. He died with a teardrop on his cheek and a half-smile on his lips.

But that same night, the old men say, the girl's knitting unraveled by itself, and began to carve the shape of a heart in the sand. And that every time the wind blew, the cowherd's oxen lowered their heads as if they were worshipping something invisible. Even the windstorms fell silent for a while that night.

And so they say that this myth speaks of unwritten loves, of bonds without a voice, and of time weaving what was never said.
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Introduction



[image: ]




“The refugee carries not only the loss of his homeland, but also the seed of a new homeland that will sprout wherever his heart rests”



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Voices that never cried out
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There are stories that are not written with words, but with looks, with small gestures, with sighs in the darkness or with sad smiles that fade before they can bloom. There are people who, chased from their place – involuntarily exiled to other, unknown places – ask for nothing more than recognition of their human existence. They do not shout, they do not protest, because their voice, when it comes out, is not a sound – it is a presence.

“Silent Voices” is not just a novel about refugeehood. It is a reflection on human dignity when everything is lost. It is a confrontation with the responsibility to listen and not just look. To stand by, without demanding explanations. To hold the thread of memory where History is silent.

The old railway station in Lechaina, in the prefecture of Ilia, where most of the novel takes place, is not just a geographical location. It is the boundary between before and after, homeland and exile, childhood laughter and trauma. It is the setting (it could be anywhere else) where the characters not only save themselves, but also that which is most human: tenderness. The one that does not need language to exist.

The one that stands in the face of violence without fighting it with hatred, but with silence and care.

In the world of the novel, words have weight and silence has intention. It is not absence, it is another language. And within this language, Marios, Laila, Amir, Hamid and the rest of the known and unknown who have passed, become carriers of an invisible bond. That bond that unites people with different origins, but with a common fragility.

Perhaps, ultimately, this is the point: to learn to stand where pain is not spoken and to stay not to save, but to coexist. Because the truest voices are those that have never cried out.
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Writing the history of refugees
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I don't write to move. I don't write to speak on their behalf. I write to give space to their voice. To stand beside them – not above them.

History is not numbers. History is written from the everyday, human tragedies. It is written from the perspective of little Amir. From Laila's hoarse voice when she talks about the Garden that turned to ashes. From Hamid's trembling hands, from Ayman's broken voice when he talks about the death of his wife and their unborn child...

I write because when the spotlight goes out, only memory remains. And memory asks for words to persist, not to redeem itself. To persist that these people existed. That they endured, that they remained human when everything around them became inhuman.

I write because that's what I've been doing for so many years and I still do it now, because words are the only thing that belongs to them now.

And those words must find the light through anguish and despair, find their place before they are lost in the shadow of oblivion.

I do not write to erase their pain, nor even to ease it. Their pain is real and deep, like the silence that weighs on their bodies.

When they have no voice, when the world passes them by, I am here to listen to them. Not to let their voice, their memories, their hopes, be lost in the silence of history – a history that ultimately erases what is inconvenient.

I write to remember them and for the world to remember because what happened to them on the streets, in the camps, on the seas, is not something that can be hidden under the carpet of convenience.

Every sigh I heard, every look they gave me, every trauma they confessed to me is part of a truth that must be told. A truth that may not be able to justify, but at least it can be told.

All I can do is stand by them, with open ears and eyes, and convey to the world what is not easily heard. To give space to their voices, because in the end, only these voices matter. And this memory must live on, because it is the truest thing left.

I am here... and I write about people hunted by people...

The stories of Syrian refugees are not just theirs. They are stories of all refugees in the world. And they are our story too. The story of the Greeks of Asia Minor, when they were violently persecuted, hunted, killed. Because memory is not just the past. It is the future that is judged by whether we remembe.
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People chased by people
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Not only were the houses lost, but the people were lost.

They walk beside us, but we don't see them. They speak, but we don't hear them. They live and yet they live as if they don't exist.

They are the ones who were uprooted. Not by some natural disaster, but by other people. People hunted by people.

Their faces are covered in fear and dust. Their children no longer know how to play, they only learned to be silent and hide. Mothers sleep sitting up, with their eyes half-open, with their children tightly in their arms and the anguish embedded deep in their souls. Fathers carry a silent shame, because they couldn't save what they loved. Their young people no longer have a future. Only a backpack on their backs, living with memories and wounds.

These people are here. Not on some distant map, but here, next to us. In an old train station. On a bench. On the margins of our own normality.

They don't ask for pity, they ask for a little space. They don't ask for pity, they ask for dignity. They don't ask to forget, they ask to remember who they were.

And if they look like ghosts, it's because we took away their light. If they look like shadows, it's because the world didn't find a place for them. Ghosts of children, in whose eyes innocence no longer dwells. Ghosts of the elderly, with shoulders bent by loss. Ghosts of young people, carrying crumbs of dreams and ambitions that once shone.

Ghosts of parents, who will never see the smile of their children again. The scariest thing about ghosts is that they were once alive, just like us. And yet they are here.

Mirrors of a humanity that does not want to see. Living testimonies, that man can pursue another man with such hatred until the end.

And the more we ignore them, the more our own humanity will quietly fade, until we too become ghosts.

Ghosts of a world that has not learned to love.

Pascal wrote: “Man should not consider himself either an angel or a beast. But he should not write off every relationship with them either.”
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Part One
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“Refugees do not choose a path, they only look at the sky”
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The old Lechaina train station​[1] stood silent and tired, its terraces carved by years of waiting and forgotten farewells. Its rails, now rusty, led nowhere. And yet, among the faded signs and the shadows of those who once departed, now, after years, some other people had arrived.

People without tickets, without luggage, with eyes full of fear and memories, but also a deep pain that accompanied them like an indelible mark. They were refugees from Syria, souls uprooted from their homes, their land and the horrors of war. People who found themselves at the bottom of the sea, without a compass, without a map, without a specific destination, with their only concern to save their lives and the lives of their children.

They crossed lands and borders to get here, to a place that offered them nothing for the future, only the silence of the past.

But to understand how this old train station became a refuge for people, one must go back to the first signs of fire and axe. That was when the first wave of protests began, which soon spread to countries in the Middle East and North Africa and marked the so-called “Arab Spring”.

The protests began peacefully by people demanding the obvious: democracy, freedom and social justice. But these peaceful demonstrations were violently suppressed by security forces, sparking a civil war. Millions were displaced within the country, millions became refugees. Entire cities were destroyed, burying thousands of dead in their ruins.

Thus, the old railway station, unwittingly became the port for some, even if only temporarily. A transitional stop in their lives. A passage from the pain of yesterday to the silence of the present and the uncertain prospect of tomorrow. A reflection of human endurance and the need for hope, even in places that seemed to promise absolutely nothing.

And then, as if listening to the silence and the pain, a man appeared. It was Marios Delis, a writer who knew that all he could do was listen. He did not come to save, nor to judge. He came to record stories, to let the words of refugees be heard, where they found no space to be spoken. Where voices were lost somewhere amidst the storm of history, he held the sensitivity of a man who could not bear to see life pass by indifferently, as if these people had never existed.

In his hands he held only his notebook and a small digital audio recorder. In them he would record the truths that some people deliberately hid or were afraid to hear. To finally give voice to what had been silenced for a long time. And to remind the world that people, the stories that followed them and their anxieties should not be forgotten. Because what is forgotten, fades away, and this was not just an abstract concept, but a harsh reality that affected everything: from personal memory to the history of entire communities.

Forgetting leads to a disconnection from the past, to a loss of identity and continuity. Indifference is the oxygen of forgetting and forgetting is the executioner of existence.

In the afternoon light that painted the shadows with gold, the silence of the abandoned railway station spread out like an invisible sea that carried away the human souls that once passed through there for many years, to travel to other places. The air, soaked with the smell of rusty iron, carried the dust of memories. That dust left by the people who left on the trains and who perhaps did not really leave. Because, as Delis' grandfather used to say, "the station took us and left us, but we always returned here, even if only with thought."

In the afternoon light you remember who you are. Not because you see yourself more clearly, but because you feel your shadow following you without weighing you down. The day teaches you, the night challenges you, but the afternoon is the time of acceptance. Where the past does not hurt, but explains. Where the future does not frighten, but calls you.

The light of the afternoon, with its own unique beauty, does not promise answers. It spreads a silence that makes questions resonate better. It is the light of choices that were not made, of words that were not spoken, of touches that remained in the mind.

Marios Delis, in this winter afternoon light, understood that his duty was to keep the shadows alive. Not to chase them away, but to give them back to people as a memory that endures, in the way he knew best. Through writing.

Laila stood motionless between the old rails. Her eyes, watered with the sadness of what she had been through, looked at the horizon, searching for something that perhaps did not exist after all. The memories of her life in her country sprang up without warning, as if they were shadows dancing in front of lit lights. Her past had collapsed and now the uncertainty of the present and the future held her hand in silence.

Little Amir, absorbed in his game, was near her. She heard his laughter like a breath of hope in this silent place where she found herself with her compatriots. A little further away, Hamid, also silent, observed the place around him, wondering what was left of all that they had left behind. From their homes, their friends, their families, and now they were trying to continue their broken voice in a foreign land, their only escape.

“When will we finally arrive?” Amir asked with the innocence of a child who knows no borders and distances and who was traveling with them without knowing where. Only because he was held by hands that loved him.

Laila did not know the answer. All she knew was that the answer would come only when they reached a place where pain would seem like a distant, almost faded memory. When the world around them would once again be filled with happy voices, with laughter and life and not with the absence of sounds.

Hamid slowly turned his head and looked at her with half-closed eyes. Something seemed to sparkle for a moment in his gaze, as if he realized that the truth was not where they were desperately searching, but somewhere else, deep within themselves, in the places where words cannot reach.

“The search,” she whispered, “is not the end of our journey, but the way we learn to live in time.”

The sun had set and its light, quieter, almost sacred, spread across the woman’s face. She did not speak, but something seemed to change in her eyes. Perhaps it was her fellow traveler’s words, perhaps it was Amir’s question, or simply the power of the moment.

She turned and looked tenderly at the child. Amir had now sat down and was drawing circles, houses, suns on the dirt with a stick. She sat down next to him. The earth beneath her palms was hard, but familiar, like something she had to experience her own pain on.

For a moment she wondered if something could sprout in this old train station. Perhaps a new story, a new root, a sense of belonging.

“Do you remember, Laila, the legend of our homeland about the bird that flew for years over the desert and forgot where it was going?” Hamid asked her, his hands tied behind him.

She nodded slowly without taking her eyes off the child.

“Until it stopped flying and took root in the earth,” he replied. “And it became a tree and from its branches other birds were born.”

Hamid smiled wistfully. “Maybe that’s what happens to us too. To be birds that will never return, but maybe we’ll take root somewhere. And from us something new and beautiful will be born.”

Laila’s desire to finally take root somewhere was eating away at her insides. She was tired of wandering, but her heart knew that this land they were now treading on would not be theirs either. It was just a land, a place that invited them to stay temporarily and then leave. She knew that their journey had not come to an end, but she would continue chasing her dream, despite the storms that were plaguing her.

Amir raised his head and looked at her. “Can we stay here?” he asked her like someone who had grown tired of walking and was looking for the shade of a tree to rest.

Hamid looked at the landscape, the tracks, the buildings of the old station. “We may never get where we thought we would,” he said, “but if we want to, we can start from here.”

This point was neither the beginning nor the end. The search could only pause for a moment. As long as a sigh lasts between two unknown roads. As long as the light lasts before disappearing behind the hills. And that little bit was enough for them. A break in time, before the next step.
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The old Lechaina railway station stood dusty and silent on the edge of the city, half-buried by grass and rusty rails that in many places had been torn up or destroyed. Trains had stopped running for years. Since the era of great economic turmoil, when the decline of the railway connection began. These lines, which once connected people and places, were abandoned and only the wind that whistled between the rusty rails carried an eerie sound, as if it came from the bowels of the earth.

Two old wagons stood at one end, funerary monuments of an era that has passed irrevocably. With rust and scratches, they bore the signs of abandonment. Their cloudy windows, those that had not yet broken, covered by the dust of time, hid stories that were never told. Sometimes, when the sunlight fell on their rusty surfaces, their image seemed to come alive for a moment, as if they wanted to tell their own stories. Those stories whose protagonists were people who had passed with dreams, with hopes, with disappointments.

All this, however, was scattered in the air as the loneliness of the wagons returned uninterrupted and silent. From a wagon, which had been turned into a makeshift shelter, a child's cry was heard and a calm, warm female voice murmuring a lullaby in Arabic. A sound that made the silence more human.

Politicians and governors once passed through this station. From here, people departed in the great wave of migration in search of a better life during the harsh decades of the 1950s and 60s. From here, various products were loaded and unloaded, giving life to the local economy. Despite the abandonment of the facilities, this station itself remained a monument of history and memory. The obvious signs of wear and tear did not prevent it from remaining a favorite place for photographers, travelers and train nostalgics.

Marios Delis' grandfather often told him stories about the summers when he carried crates of raisins to be loaded into the wagons of commercial trains. He vividly remembered the day when, with tears in his eyes, he said goodbye to his little brother, as the train from here would depart for Athens and from there he would take another train to Germany, taking with it the youth and anguish of an entire place.

And now, after many years, this abandoned station stood witness to another uprooting. People without a destination, with their only baggage their need to save themselves and put down roots somewhere. History had never stopped passing through there. It had simply changed the faces, the languages, the silences.

Delis had grown up with the stories of his grandfather from Lehain. He did not know of great and learned words, but he had a memory that created images stronger than photographs. When he was still a child, he would tell him that people passed by, but their stories remained, if there was someone to keep them alive. These words followed him to this day, like a promise that he had to keep. At night, when the wind died down and the dust settled on the rails, the old station seemed to breathe. From some crack in time, the voices of children running to the platform emerged, shouting with that innocent anticipation of their first trips.

The stationmaster’s iron bell – now rusty and silent – ​​once rang to signal arrivals and departures. Somewhere in the distance, the old kiosk with its broken windows, where they sold candies, lollipops, cigarettes, newspapers and lottery tickets, stood like an abandoned shell in the sand. This place, where journeys once began, had become a place of stopping, abandonment and return without arrival. And yet, every stone, every scratch on the walls, carried memories of people and moments that had passed and that now seemed like ritual traces of a lost world. The station was more than a geographical place. It was the stage of a collective theater of life, a performance that never really ended. The shadows of those old travelers sometimes seemed to still wander the dock. Unseen but present, like an echo of an old song.

The sun was leaning west, casting orange reflections on the carriages and the faded walls. A last, farewell caress, before darkness came. Every sound – a creaking of a door, a breath of wind, a step on the gravel – seemed to carry a story, one that concerned not only the refugees who now lived there, but also the old, local travelers who had once dreamed of other lives in other places. Laila looked up at the sky. She thought that up there, among the changing colors, perhaps there was a promise, that nothing is truly lost, but is transformed. Perhaps their own lives could find this transformation too.

Amir, tired from his game, had rested his head on her knees. His breathing was slow, rhythmic, like a prayer. She hugged him with one arm and for a moment she felt the illusion that the land beneath their feet was not foreign, but familiar, as if it was waiting for them.

Hamid stood a little further away, near the rusty station sign. He ran his fingers over the half-faded letters. It seemed to him that he heard voices from the past, passengers who once ran to catch the train, children saying goodbye to their parents, couples who parted with the promise of meeting again. Where the road ends, he thought, the soul begins to remember the path it lost.
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Part Two
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“Heaven is not a place, it is people.

And heaven becomes hell, if the voices that warm it are lost”



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


3.



[image: ]




It was a hazy November afternoon. The rain had not started, but the sky was filled with the heavy gray of an impending storm. The air was icy, carrying the smell of humidity and wet leaves. The trees, stripped of their leaves, stood like forgotten shadows on the horizon, gently shaking their branches with a chilling whisper.

Marios Delis walked to the station, having left his car far away. Although he lived in another city now, he liked to come here often, to this place that reminded him of starting points, the noise of departures and arrivals that, while once so familiar to him, had now become a faint memory. The grassy path, the rusty rails, the faded signs... everything seemed like the forgotten pieces of a life that was not completed.

Here everything was in a strange balance, between past and present, between silence and memory.

“I come here,” he whispered to himself, “because no one is sending me away. The station doesn’t ask who you are... it doesn’t wait... it doesn’t hope. It’s here, just like me. Forgotten, but present. And maybe that’s why I find solace here.”

He was a lonely writer who lost his voice in the uncertainty of his time. When he wasn’t writing, he walked the abandoned tracks in search of an inspiration that had eluded him... Until now.

He stopped for a moment, looking at a faded sign that wrote the name of the station, like an old memory that had lost its color. He took a deep breath, as if trying to refill his mind with thoughts from the past. With those thoughts that were his own and that no one could steal from him, no matter how difficult paths life threw him.

Just as water reflects in the light, so too do our thoughts reflect in our souls, he thought. Everything here reminded him of another Greece. A more innocent Greece, when railway stations still functioned as gates of hope and farewells, full of travelers saying goodbye to or welcoming back their loved ones. But in his eyes, this old station also gave him a sense of stillness and waiting, like the lives of the people who once passed through here, searching for a new path.

Pieces of himself that had been erased or destroyed over time, but also the incessant need for communication, movement, for change, as people usually seek.

Like those who passed by the same spot years ago, to today's refugees, whom he saw crossing the same route. He remembered the old cafe that was a place for travelers to wait for the train and for locals a place for social gatherings. The old wooden door worn by the weather and the incessant march of time. The wooden tables with the scratches on them. The same tables where groups gathered with political discussions flaring up, stories woven together with the cards of the deck and the checkers from the backgammon, but also the memories they shared with each other, building bonds of friendship that stood the test of time.

The atmosphere of the café was always filled with the smells of coffee, sweet drinks, ouzo and cigarettes – an intoxicating aroma that embraced every corner. He even remembered the old cast iron stove with its embers that provided warmth to the patrons on cold winter nights and the windows whose glass, slightly cloudy from time and humidity, let the faint sunlight penetrate, illuminating the patrons as they drank their drinks, exchanging words.

This old café, with the typical neoclassical style of the era and the simple but functional structure, had evolved into a pleasant café-bar, which nevertheless retained its old glamour. It was a bridge that connected the past with the present, a silent testimony of history for those who passed by there today. It was a necessary transition, as today's generations sought different forms of entertainment. Nevertheless, the heart of the old cafe continued to beat, as if waiting for its old patrons to return and relive the memories of the past.

Marios Delis was a man who carried something heavier than he showed. Quiet, almost silent, with eyes that did not just look, but recorded. He was tall and burly with the hands of a man who learned to write his stories on paper with care, with faith, with respect, as if he were touching a wound. His eyes were the color of ashes after a fire. Not because he had once been burned by love, but because he had seen truths, people, ideas burning around him. And he chose not to turn his face away, not to be overwhelmed by a destructive anger – an anger that constitutes denial.

He was a journalist for the electronic media, but at some point he got tired of chasing the news. He got tired of the relentless speed with which news was born and died, of the noise that covered the essence of events. And above all, he got tired of the way in which political figures of dubious morality and value were highlighted.

Moving away from the spotlight, he discovered that the true value was in the words that preserved memory and that honestly captured the human experience. Through the words that were engraved on the lifeless white pages, he sought to give voice to those who are often overlooked, revealing the truths that do not need screams to be heard.

He was neither young nor old. He was the age of a person who did not count the years, but the silences. He had loved deeply, he had been disappointed, as is usually the case with people. And he was a man who knew how to listen, and when he didn't speak, it was because he hadn't properly weighed and processed the words inside himself. And perhaps, for this reason, those who didn't trust anyone trusted him.

Delis sat at one of the cafeteria tables located outside, protected by a wooden canopy, looking abstractedly at the rails. Sadness enveloped him like the humidity of the times that permeates everything. The rusty lines, which once teemed with life and carried dreams, now remained silent. But the sadness wasn't just his own. It was also the station's, it was the city's, for what was lost and didn't return to the rails of life.

For a moment he thought he heard the noise of a steam engine, but he knew it was the roar of the wind carrying leaves and dust. His mind, his nostalgia, were putting on their own shows, like old friends who never abandon you, even when the world around you changes drastically.

In this gray atmosphere, every image, every sound, awakened a warm feeling of nostalgia. The moments he had lived, the people he had loved, mixed and created a sweet melancholy. Even though the world around him was immersed in loneliness and darkness. Inside his heart, the hope that one day he would find the light again was alive.

He looked at the sky that had been weighed down by black clouds, foreshadowing the coming storm that would soon break out. He pulled his jacket tighter around him and remained where he was, waiting for the rain to come and the smell of wet earth. He liked the rain and often let the drops soak him because he felt it wash away the thoughts that weighed him down. Its sound needed no explanation, it told no lies, it hid nothing. And the rain was fair, because it fell on everyone – rich and poor, free and hunted.

People ran for cover, the streets became deserted, the silences grew louder and everything became more honest.
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The old train station that was once full of people and voices, of laughter and tears, now hosted shadows. Men and women, either alone or with children in their arms or holding them by the hand, walked between the tracks, far from streets and lights. Human souls fragmented by war and persecution. People like ghosts who sought the security of a new life, having left everything behind them. Who walked silently, as if they did not want to disturb, and trying to hide the tears or the faint hopes that still kept them alive. Each of their steps was a silent prayer for a future without fear, without the shadows of the past chasing them.

Refugeehood was one of the most difficult and at the same time most moving aspects of human history. People alone or with their families who were forced to leave their homeland and who were now facing difficult circumstances in their attempt to establish themselves in a new place.

A woman passed in front of him tightly holding the hand of a little boy who looked at him with an inscrutable gaze. A little further away, a man was holding in his arms a little girl who was holding a drawing book in her hands. Looking at them, he thought that the eyes of these children had seen more than the human soul could bear and no one knew if these children could ever forget or if they could dream again.

All children, he thought, must dream. But for those who experienced war, death, cold, hunger, perhaps dreams – if they had any left – were their only consolation. In the children of Syria, there is a horror in their bodies and souls that no human being should ever have to experience. They lost their homes, their families, their friends, their schools. They would always carry their invisible wounds. Everywhere and always... wherever they ended up.

He observed the man better and saw the frightened look of a man who had known pain and suffering and needed no words to describe them. Delis closed his eyes for a moment and let himself be carried by the vibrations of the place, as if he could listen to the sighs that had soaked the soil. And then he felt the deep pain of these people. The pain of loss for something they knew was lost forever. And this pain was not momentary. It was their daily farewell to everything that once protected them. For a house, the soil they walked on, the familiar faces of their neighborhood, their language. And this pain did not ask for redemption. It asked for someone to see it and recognize it.

Somewhere near where he was sitting, he could see an old, also abandoned building. It used to be used as a warehouse. Parcels, suitcases and agricultural products were stacked inside. It was a long, narrow, low building made of stone and aged brick and with its sheet metal roof full of rust, with the signs of wear and tear that time had indelibly etched. The windows were few and narrow, covered with iron bars, with most of the glass broken, letting the wind howl in. The floor was made of old cement and the large, double-leaf door, made of heavy wood with metal reinforcements, stood ajar.

Inside this building he saw the refugees slowly gathering, as the drizzle began to fall. Delis remembered something he had read in a novel long ago: “Rain is the tears of angels that fall to earth to wash away our sins.” Perhaps the tears of angels were for these tortured souls. For these human ghosts that lived among us and that we often avert our gaze, believing that in this way we will erase our guilt.

He felt that the raindrops were more than water. They were the silent cry of a world trying to survive. The rain beat rhythmically on the wooden canopy over the tables, like a drum that signaled the beginning of an unknown ritual.

The rain was getting stronger and stronger. From inside the building, children's voices could be heard, accompanied by a sweet and sad voice of a woman singing in Arabic. Perhaps it was the same song her mother used to sing to her when she was little. In those years when the sun on its golden chariot​[2] traveled across the sky, generously giving its shine to the whole world, filling hearts with optimism and giving life to hopes and beautiful dreams.

But then came the soldiers, the planes, the bombs, the war that devastated their lives, the destruction that brought death and displacement. All those dreams and hopes, so bright once, turned into nightmares and shattered like glass by the barbarity of the world.

The old Lechaina railway station once again hosted travelers. Not those with tickets and suitcases in their hands, but those who carried memories, losses and the pain of uprooting on their backs. The Syrian refugees, despite losing their homeland, were trying to maintain a hope, even if it was faint. A hope that had nothing to do with their return, but with their inalienable right to become human again. And in this uncertainty that overwhelmed them, they found the strength to continue to exist in a world that often stood hostile towards them. Every day was a constant battle to maintain hope, to find a little joy amidst sadness and fear.

Delis turned his head and saw a child, no older than nine or ten years old, standing by the window of the cafeteria. He stood with his gaze fixed somewhere vaguely. He did not speak, he did not move. He just remained in the same spot, lost in thought or as if waiting for someone.

The child turned and looked at him. He didn't smile at him, nor did he show any fear of him. He only tilted his head a little to the side as if wondering what this man was looking for there, near the shadowy people. The little boy continued to look at him, with no intention of approaching him. Delis felt a tightness in his chest from the absence of innocence in his gaze. He stared at it for a while and then nodded his head in a subtle greeting. No response. The child's gaze turned elsewhere.
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Marina, the owner of the station cafeteria, approached him, placing a mug of steaming black coffee without sugar in front of him. She knew his habits, just as she knew the silent sadness that often enveloped him.

“Did you come to find the words, Marie?” she asked him. She looked towards the old warehouse, where his gaze had been fixed.
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