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BACK FROM THE
BORDER

| have been to Grande Synthe twice.

The first time, it was during summer 2022.
| remember the heat, the dust, barely any
water on camp, families and children,
lonely men in groups, sometimes smiles on
their faces.

| remember the volunteers, the house we
all lived in, the dinner in the garden and
days off together.

The second time, in January 2023, the dust
had disappeared, mud covered everything.
The camp had changed already, it was not
at the same location anymore. | know
everything is different today, but the
border has not disappeared, the violence
against people in exile has not stopped,
neither has grief, suffering and pain.
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Everything Takes me back to Grande
Synthe.

Music we listened to at home, in the
car, on the way to camp, with people at
the border, a phone ringing during the
night, wind and waves, specific hours,
the light, also.

Feeling imprisoned in one’s own head,
the same thoughts, memories and
anger, all the time, unable to talk about
anything else.

People rarely want to know about what
happened,

about what is happening,

to hear the violence and other’s
suffering.

| found comfort in friendships, shared
rage in collective memory, and
tenderness in commemoration



