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My country relatives drew my attention to Khalid and his sons. They told me about an Iraqi 

family in the neighbourhood, living in terribly poor conditions, saying we might be able to 

help them in some way. 

The first encounter with the family proved that the house is in very bad condition, part of 

the roof has slumped, so only one room and the kitchen can be used. There is no running 

water in the house, just in the garden. The cookstove in the kitchen serves as cooking facility 

and heating as well. The house is poorly furnished: there are three beds, cupboards and a 

small table in the kitchen. The windows are small, it's always dark inside. 

Both boys and their father made a very good impression on me. The boys are nice, helpful, 

humble, they do not use dirty words or make demands unlike many of their peers. Everyone 

likes them both in and out of school. Their father also seems open for cooperation. So the 

work with the family started. Lots of things happened in the past one and a half years, as 

the case study and the interviews also show. As a social worker I would say with Khalid 

and his sons I feel to be on a roller coaster: once up, once down, successes and failures 

alternate, which is primarily the result of Khalid’s bad mental state. The condition of the 

house has not significantly improved yet. Khalid has a job that he is qualified for and his 

work is highly appreciated. The children are good students and keep studying in secondary 

school, in fields that they like, and Hassan may even become a professional sportsman soon. 

However, this is not the happy end yet, the roller coaster and the struggle continue, as in 

everyone’s life. 

 
 
 
 

“IT’S RATHER FOOTBALL NOW...” 

Where were you born? What are your first memories? 

I was born in Iraq, but I don’t remember much about that. We got to Syria and I remember 

some stuff there, like our father’s workplace and our school were in the same street. When 

my older brother went to school, I helped my father in the workshop. My father made really 

good progress in the workshop, he had three or so… I don’t even know, maybe more small 

shops, workshops in that one street. 

 

What did your father do? 

He is a carpenter. We helped him. We brought the hammer and he taught us how to use it 

and all. My brother was very good at this stuff and he helped my dad. I was much younger, 
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Omar had to look after me. Then… from the street where our workplace and our school is 

there starts another street and at the middle or towards the end of that street, there we 

lived, in like a small, simple house. I think it had two or three rooms, I don’t know. My 

brother and his school, they used to go on a trip with the whole school. And the street used 

to be crowded, my brother drops in to say good bye to my dad before he leaves and my dad, 

he always… when he went past us he always said that I’d be going with them soon. I longed 

so much to go with them but I wasn’t allowed. 
 

How old were you at the time? 

I have no idea, I don’t know. 
 
When were you born? 

In 2002. 
 
When did you come to Syria? 

When I was one-year-old. 
 
Do you know where you lived in Iraq? 

My dad showed me a map on the Internet, Google Maps, and said the name of some  

street, but I don’t recall. I know that Bagdad is the capital. 
 
Do you have any memory of your mother? 

No, nothing. 
 
And in what city did you stay in Syria? 

I don’t know. 
 
So you remember that there was this house in Syria… 

Yes… my dad had a workshop on the corner too… no, not a workshop but he stored there the 

wood and stuff like that. There we had our first chickens, and we had a white rooster. My 

father worked in the workshop next to it and when he used to go away, the rooster used to be 

there, it almost used to watch (the workshop). And it happened once that a boy, a young man 

wanted to steel a plier and the rooster attacked him. We laughed at that and all… It was there, 

like a dog. If you don’t do anything, it doesn’t really… But if you come in the workshop, it 

jumps on you, it only lets us in. It doesn’t really let people touch my father’s equipment. That 

rooster, when we came away, I remember we gave him to a priest or I don’t know what he 

was called… to take care of it and we will ask for it back if we come back. But if we don’t come 

back then he can kill it and eat it. I felt really sorry for that rooster. 

 

And who looked after you? You were very young back then. 

I was in the workshop with my father. I slept more or less, that’s what Omar and the others 

said. There was an Arabic eatery, we used to go there in the evenings. There was a dish 

called “foul”, that was our favourite. Or my dad goes and buys very big sandwiches like this 

almost (he shows). I remember that I always asked for two. 

My dad’s bringing them and I’m watching, they are big, I can only eat a half, and at the same 
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time I ask for two. My dad had to eat the rest. That was it more or less. 

 

How was your father with you? 

He was very nice, he was not that… like strict, that you have to do this and you have to do 

that. He was cool back then, he is less so since we are here. My dad had a colleague who really 

liked to tidy up and was very good at it. Once my father gave the keys of the house to this 

man, he trusted him so much. My brother put in the fridge that… if there is paint on your 

hand, you have to pour this on it… and when he went into our house, he tidied it up 

completely, but all the stuff to the yard… it was a small yard, not so big like this… He brought 

the TVs and everything out. We arrived and we saw that he tidied up, I mean that he put 

everything in a totally different place, which I found really likeable. And he drank of that... 

that… (he is looking for the right word) 

 

It’s called diluent. 

Yeah, that diluent, he drank of it, he thought that it was water. Everyone started shouting for 

water and all and then that was very funny. And there was another funny story. We were 

sitting in the middle of the living room with my brother playing when my dad arrived and 

brought that little plastic snake and throw it to the middle of the living room where we were 

sitting. And then Omar was so scared, he ran into the toilet, and I started playing with the 

snake. Later Omar realised that it wasn’t real… And when my dad got home, we always 

watched that 101 dogs in the TV, and Tom and Jerry. Always, when he arrives, towards the 

middle or the end, we always used to explain to him that this and that had happened. It was 

great. We used to joke and all. We couldn’t stop watching that 101 dogs and Tom and Jerry, 

it was so good. There was once that something happened in our house, the whole thing caught 

fire. And my dad burnt his hand and face. I got caught in the bicycle as I was coming out and 

my dad reached for me and that’s when his hand got burnt. 

 

You were coming out when the house was already in flames? 

Yes, everybody was running and I was coming too, I was the second, but I got caught by the 

bicycle. Then my dad reached for me, he reached into the fire and pulled me out. Then my 

brother also came. We couldn’t bring anything out of the house. There was a Chinese family 

on the other side of the street, they brought the hose and extinguished the fire, and the 

neighbours too. We went into the house and we didn’t have anything left. Then the 

neighbours gave us a mattress, blankets and stuff like that. 

 

How old were you at that time? 

I don’t know. I don’t even remember how old I was when I was already in Hungary. We don’t 

really celebrate my birthday. This birthday thing only started with the twelfth, thirteenth. 

Maybe in Syria too, but I don’t remember too much. When I went to the school there, there 

were very strict teachers. The first day already, if someone did something wrong, they hit his 

leg with this small stick. He got 12 hits on his leg. Whoever does something wrong gets this. 

We went into our classroom, there was a guy called Hassan, he had the same name as me. 

He sat at a separate table, but next to me, he was always bullying me, spitting on me and 

stuff. I told it to the teacher and he just told him to stop, didn’t do anything. After I wanted 

to sit elsewhere. Bad pupils always sit in the back and then he thought that I’m bad and put 

me to the back. After, when we were going to… somewhere, I don’t know… to some lesson, 
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there was a teacher who knocked us on the head if we talked. That hurt. 

 

Going to school was after the fire? 

I don’t know if that was before or after the fire. I think after. 
 
So after the fire, after your house got burnt, you stayed and lived somewhere. 

In the same house. My dad tried to paint it, but without much success. And after that one day 

we wanted to travel somewhere, I don’t remember which country. I wet myself that morning, 

my dad was late and we missed the flight I think. And after that we came here. Not here to 

Hungary yet, but we met someone on the bus who also spoke Arabic and said that he will 

take us to the best country, and my dad went with him and he took us to the camp in 

Debrecen. 

 

How did you come to Debrecen? Did you come by plane or by bus? 

I don’t know, I think we came to Hungary by car, then we changed to bus and then we went 

to that camp. We didn’t get any papers, nothing, and my dad took that pretty bad. His back 

had already hurt very much. We weren’t put into the house for families. One or two people 

have rooms, these guys, big ones, there we had to live in those premises. 

 

There were more people in one room, not only your family? 

It was a four-bed room, first day there was someone else with us and after no one. We got 

canned food but my dad didn’t really let us eat them for they had pork in it. My cousin used 

to read it to us. We met him there. 

 

Your cousin who was in Hungary already? 

He has been here in Hungary for a longer while, just my father didn’t know about it. And 

when he called… I don’t know who he called. They told him that Rashid is here. We went… 

that is he came to us. And then we travelled to Bicske. 

 

You stayed in Debrecen for a while. Do you know how long? 

For very long. My dad even said “why are we still here?”, we stayed there that long. 
 
More than one year? 

More, about two-three years or four years we stayed there, I don’t know. It was the same in 

Bicske, it lasted very long. 

 

In Debrecen, did you, children, have any chance to go to kindergarten or somewhere? What 

did you do all day? And what did your father do all day? 

There was a Hungarian woman who taught us the alphabet. There was a session in the camp 

and there was another woman who played with us, we sat around and sang. My dad worked 

in the camp, I think, but for long he didn’t work. He was a washer, that is he washed clothes. 

 

And you slowly started to learn Hungarian? 

Yes. And in Debrecen, we got to first grade. My dad didn’t understand why Omar was put in 

first grade when he was in second or third grade already. 
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In Syria he was in second grade? 

Yeah. After that we went to Bicske and there we were put in first grade too. We started first 

grade again. 

 

How long did it take for you to learn Hungarian? 

I already spoke Hungarian in third or fourth grade. At the same level as the others. There 

were weird words and names that I could learn very poorly. But for example we had to write 

an essay in third or fourth grade, I don’t recall, and I could write an essay all alone that got 

an A. Yeah, that was in third grade. They picked on my brother there very badly. He had no 

friends in his class. They didn’t really like him. 

 

Where was that, in Debrecen or in Bicske? 

That was in Bicske already. They really picked on my brother over there. 
 
Where did you go to school there, to Bicske? 

Yeah. My dad worked something in the camp, but I don’t really know, what. We went to 

Debrecen from Bicske and there we caught pigeons on the main square. They couldn’t fly, 

they fell from the nest, got hurt, we took them home, fed them, gave them drink and then set 

them free. There was always another bird coming, as soon as one left, the other came. My 

father used to go to the market too. Then he bought two ducklings or three. We begged him 

so much that he bought three. Always when we are at the market we beg him to buy us a 

duck. We bought two or three ducks and as we were waiting for the bus, there were ants and 

the ducks started eating the ants. That was funny. They started shouting in the bus and we 

got off earlier not to disturb the others. We went away, and it wasn’t allowed to keep animals 

in that… in Bicske. We had to take them up somehow, in the box, and so they were there with 

us. We made a little pool for them, they played and all. Later we were in a situation where we 

only got cans and pork, my father decided to kill them and said that we should eat them, we 

should eat them, but we didn’t really eat and we had to throw away the half of it. Then he 

bought chickens, ten chickens. And we put a little pigeon, that fell off the nest, into the box 

next to the chickens. It didn’t eat like a pigeon, it ate like a chicken because it learnt eating 

from the chickens. Before we fed it with a small syringe. Then we had finches too. 

 

And all of this was in Bicske? 

Yeah. Some of them were in Debrecen too. These finches were there in Debrecen already. 

There was a couple that didn’t really nest and lay eggs. We let them fly in the room. The plants 

were in small baskets, they laid their eggs there. My dad couldn’t water them, they dried. 

After he locked them back in. They didn’t eat from the food that we bought them. When we 

were eating rice they came down and ate there, because we ate sitting on the floor, that was 

our habit. They came and ate the rice and all. It was great. To Bicske… We took the same ones 

there. There was a pigeon too, that also learnt from the finches that it's allowed to go down 

and eat. Then one day we opened the window and it flew out but also came back. We were 

surprised too. It flew out again, my father let it. The window was open all day. When the 

window was open, we locked up the finches. One winter day the pigeon went away and didn’t 

came back for two days and the third day it came back with its mate. Its mate didn’t really 

want to come in, it was sitting on the windowsill. Then slowly… we were throwing bread to it 
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to bring it in and it came in and flew out too. After the two of them learnt that they have a 

place there. In Bicske, in the same camp, we were placed in a little house that had only one 

storey. There were a lot of them next to each other. We went there and we put them there 

and they weren’t allowed to leave for one week. My dad said that if they left they couldn’t 

return. We begged my father to let them out for they would come back anyways. And we were 

right because we let them out and they came back. It was so great there. My brother was 

being bullied in school, but I already said that. 

 

But you weren’t? 

No. My classmates were cool. 
 
Did you go to the school in the village? 

Yeah. And… no, it wasn’t there where my brother was being bullied, it was in Budapest! It 

wasn’t in Bicske. Yeah, we went to school there and after we went to a school in Budapest. 

Then my father got a small flat and they said the camp or the state will pay for it, I don’t 

know. It was a really expensive flat. It had a really cool view. It was very expensive. My father 

was deceived for the flat wasn’t paid for and it happened that the man who let the flat came 

and asked when we were going to pay because we hadn’t paid for a long-long time. My father 

had a lot of debts, he couldn’t pay for it. And it was there that my brother was being bullied. 

 

Was there anyone who helped you when you left the camp? 

Not really. We lived on our own. My dad tried to make a living, he was looking for work. I 

don’t really know if he found one, I don’t know that. 

 

Who took you to school? 

The first two day it was my dad who took us or rather came along with us, tram, bus… and 

so. We went there. The third day we went alone. 

 

Where did you go to school? Which district? 

I don’t know that. But I still remember the name of the school. 
 
Do you know who arranged it for you to go to that school? 

I don’t know but I think Bogi helped. 
 
Bogi was already with you at that time? 

Yeah, when we went to Budapest we met her. 

 

How did you meet? 

The camp leaders said that there is this small session and we went there too. They were 

building that little ship, it was called “lomtalanítás”1. Bogi was there and she was always with 

us, caring for us. Every day when there was a session, we went. We became really good friends 

 
1 A district-wide annual clean-up of bulky household waste which is placed in the street where it's picked up by the 

waste management company. 
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with Bogi, she always called us everywhere and helped us. Bogi took very good care of us, she 

helped us a lot. 
 

And how was your father at the time? 

He was very tired and very nervous because of the flat and having so much debt. For being 

deceived or something like that… After Bogi fixed us a workplace and a place to live in one. 

She found one in Dabas, next to Budapest. We moved there. My father worked there and we 

went to school. That means train, then metro, then bus, that’s how we got to school. 

 

So you went to the same school from Dabas? 

Yeah. I didn’t want to go to a new school and get to know the people again so we I didn’t want 

to go to a new school, get to know the people again, so we stayed in the old school. We went 

to these sessions even from there. My father had a surgery. He was taken to the hospital 

because he collapsed. He went in and Bogi said that we should move. 

 

I don’t know what surgery your father had. 

Spinal surgery. His spine slipped and now there are two irons and six bolts in his back. And 
Bogi told my father that we should move here (to this town where the family now live). 
 
Just one step back… What did your father work in Dabas? 

Well, these big rubbish were brought, computers and these stuff. Rooms and workshops were 

cleared out, the devices, the TVs were brought and my father put the plastic aside. 

 

Did he have to take these devices into pieces? 

Yeah. That’s what he did. The best thing was that where we lived, in our flat, which was 

upstairs, there was a separate room… the televisions and other stuff, that were not taken into 

pieces yet, we could throw them down from upstairs. It was cool. We threw the TVs into the 

middle of the yard so it was easier for my father to take them into pieces. That’s how we 

helped him. 

 

Did you feel all right there? 

Yeah, but in the evenings, burglars kept coming and wanted to take away the stuff from there. 

They kept coming in. My father couldn’t sleep till morning because they kept coming. We 

didn’t have a lamp towards the yard so the three of us went out with small torches, he woke 

us up. It happened several times that we saw them and they ran away. Omar stayed upstairs 

to guard and me and my father run after the burglars. My father couldn’t really keep up for 

he was tired and his spine hurt. Later it happened that my father made a slingshot with which 

we could chase them away from above. It happened several times. After we got a lamp but it 

didn’t really help. It gave light and we could see them but we couldn’t do anything to them, 

just chase them away. 
 

Did they want to break in the house? 

No, they jumped over the fence. Next to the fence there were these big bins, they climbed on 

them and so they got in. It happened that they cut the fence and then we had to repair it. We 

kept animals there, too. There were rabbits, chickens, geese and goats. But they didn’t really 

let us, because they said that they’re stinky and the train was also there. Here goes the train 
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above (he shows) there is a little slope, and right here is our house. The fence was 10-20 

metres away from the train. It was very noisy when they went past us, especially these freight 

trains. We couldn’t sleep. After a bin fell on my father, they were bringing it and the others 

couldn’t hold it. He collapsed. Bogi had said before that we should move to that town where 

she lived. Then we looked for houses here. We found a farm, a lovely one, there were two 

houses and a very big garden. And there was another garden too, that was much bigger than 

ours. The owners didn’t really care about that garden, we could have let the animals out there 

and they could eat and graze there as if it were our garden. We wanted to buy it but the state 

didn’t let us. We couldn’t buy a house with a garden, a house out of town. We kept looking 

for others… but didn’t find anything. After my father went into the hospital and Bogi was 

watching us. 

 

Was that still in Dabas? 

Yeah, that was in Dabas, we were looking for houses there. Then my father had that surgery 

and then Bogi said that we’ll come here and we would be here. And then we were here in the 

house of Aunt Kati. We lived at the place of Bogi’s mother for more than a month. And then 

my father came and we looked for houses again. We still lived in Dabas, we went back there 

and here again. That’s how it was. We stayed at Aunt Kati for Christmas. That was our best 

Christmas, we got this little car toy. There was that small rail and there was that toy on it and 

it had to be squeezed. We were very happy. And we got some clothes and watches... What 

else did we get? We got lots of toys. Then we moved here, to this town. We lived here and 

went to the local school. 

 

Was that your own house in József Attila street or did you rent it? 

It was our own house. 
 
Did your father have enough money to buy it? 

No, he didn’t but he borrowed from many people. He had debt but he paid it back to them. 

He could pay it. The first day when we got here, and after that… I’ve been telling my dad that 

I’d like a dog, I’d like a dog. He didn’t really want one because he said if we travelled 

somewhere, we can’t leave it there, we shouldn’t leave it there. But I wanted it so much. One 

of my friends had a dog, it was so nice. First day, when we got here, I woke up in the morning 

and we wanted to go to Aunt Kati by bike. A dog was about to be hit in the street, it was Süti2, 

who is with us now. He was in the middle of the street, the car was coming, I jumped to the 

middle of the street and brought the dog away. It stayed with us. We didn’t go to Aunt Kati. 

We called Bogi telling her that we found a dog right in front of our house. Then she called the 

animal control service and they came, saw that it had no chip or anything. Then we bought a 

leash and food. Then they gave us a little money that the animal control collected and Süti 

got a chip, vaccination and it became my dog, I mean Süti, as that’s how I call it. I took it 

everywhere I went, I just couldn’t take it to school. Then one morning when I was walking it, 

I met its master. He said that it's his dog, Süti didn’t really recognize him, it didn’t want to 

go near him, it was scared. Then he got hold of the leash and raised it, I had to unhook it. I 

 
2  Süti means cookie in Hungarian. 



9 

said I give you the leash, that’s yours but the dog is mine. I said that I got the chip and I got 

it vaccinated and that I didn’t think that it wanted to stay with you. Then he gave back the 

leash and went away. He said that he wanted to report us to the police. We called Bogi about 

what happened. She talked to the animal control and said that no problem, let him call the 

police. This is your dog, you have it on your name and no one can take it away. We went to 

school here, it was close, at least for me. My brother went to another school. In fourth grade 

he got worse grades and that was why we were put in separate classes. Separately, to another 

school. His was further away, mine was here, nearby. It was enough to leave at 7:55 for school 

for me, he had to leave at half past or 7:20.  

 

What were your living conditions here? What kind of house was this? 

It was small, the garden was small, but we would have been just fine, it was a cool house. Just 

our neighbour was very nasty with us. One day I was almost hit in our own garden, or rather 

they ran over my foot, not hit me by car. That became a police case. They kept saying that 

this is not your gate, I mean the big one, just the other gate is ours. They were always arguing 

with us and we couldn’t be there in peace. 

 

Why did they pick on you? 

They also wanted to buy that house but we bought it first. They bought almost all the houses 

there. It was just us in the way of their great plan. They wanted to make some bicycle shop. 

Then my father said that we were moving. 

 

And then you sold the house? 

We sold it to him. We didn’t sell it but exchanged it with the other house. 
 
Where you live now? 

Yeah. 
 
That house was also theirs? 

No, that belonged to the state. But my father could do it so that when he sold him the house 

that was as if he had bought this house. It was an exchange. We moved there. It was so bad, 

terrible! The old house was smaller, true, didn’t have that big garden, still, it's better than 

where we live now. It was so much work. We cleaned it more or less, we took out the grass, 

painted the walls, filled the holes. Winter was very cold there. I didn’t really want to live there, 

that house was terrible for me. Though we live there now. It's still very messy because my 

father hadn’t had a job and brought home the rubbish. He took out iron, aluminium and stuff 

and sold them. As he sold them he bought us bread and all out of that. Now some time ago 

he got a job and it's getting better now, he stopped bringing home this stuff. I’d rather go 

back to the old house. 

 

And now your father started to renovate the house? 

Yes, he started to renovate it. 
 
What do you think, if it improves will it ever become a place where you like to be? 

Well it could but it would take a long time till he does that. The roof has to be mended, the 
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bathroom is not ready yet and there is the other bathroom and the other room. We only use 

one room now. There are the animals, we can’t really progress because of the animals for they 

have to be fed constantly. 

 

Did you bring animals from Dabas? You had animals there if I got it right, didn’t you? 

We did but we didn’t take many of them with us. We couldn’t really. When my father went 

into the hospital the boss told the people to take care of the animals till my father comes back. 

They didn’t give back our geese and they didn’t want to give back the chickens either. We 

could take away the rabbits so we have them. But the goat… We had a goat in Dabas, I loved 

it! It was like a dog just better than a dog. It followed us, it was always next to us, jumping. 

We even played tag! We played tag with a goat! I touched it, run away, it followed me, touched 

me, I ran after it. It was great. Then it got to that family, they found out about its nature, that 

it likes children and likes playing. In the winter it was outside and looked into the children’s 

room through the window. The children got to like him very much and my father felt sorry 

for taking away the goat from them. The children will cry if they can’t keep it. My dad gave it 

to them, or sold them for a little money. Very cheap, as if they would buy a little goat, not 

such a big one. Then we were sorry for selling that goat. 

 

I can see that you like animals very much. You have a lovely smile on your face when you 

talk about animals. 

Well, I like animals, I do. It's great being with them. But when it's cleaning time or something 

or when they don’t want to obey you… That goat was something terrible with not wanting to 

obey. It came up into our home. The windows and doors were open in summer. It came up 

to us, my father was surprised and we took it out. It came back again! It was almost 

impossible to lock it out of the house. It couldn’t bear to be locked, it always wanted to come 

out. That was so bad that it was terribly good! Those who are with us now are not like this. 

They always want to go out and they always want to do the opposite, if we drive them to the 

right, they go left, they don’t really listen to us. I don’t really like them but they are always 

there, I can always see them and pet them, that is a great joy to me. 

 

How many goats do you have now? 

Now we have nine, because my dad had the bigger ones slaughtered and sold them. He wants 

to get rid of them because we can’t look after them. We go to school in the morning, my father 

works, he comes home at 6 o’clock in the evening. We can’t look after them. My father wants 

to sell them, slaughter them. We’d only keep the dogs and the pigeons. 

 

And how do you feel about this? 

I agree, we have to sell them now. It's good that we keep the pigeons. But the rat ate… I don’t 

know how many pigeons we had, we had about seventy and they were eaten, there are only 

six left. I felt very sorry for them, especially for mine, that white one. They could fly away and 

come back before, but not anymore. Now they are locked in a cage. Last Friday, we started to 

let them in with the chickens. One time we left the door open and they went in the room 

where they used to live. My father thought that let it be, if they want to fly away, let them fly. 

They have been outside since, they are only locked for the night so the rat can’t eat them.  
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This means that there is a room in the house where you kept the pigeons? 

Yes, there was one. When we got there, ducks lived in one room and later we moved them to 

the room that was the summer kitchen. It's really in ruins, water comes in through the roof 

but at least they are locked in there. We have to feed them and let them out in the morning. 

 

You do this every morning before leaving for school? 

No, we don’t these days. My dad does it. We moved into the dormitory of the school, we just 

come home for the weekend. Then we help my father with this or that. We gather for the 

goats, my father only opens that little door and they can go in there to eat and locks them out 

after. He takes them out to graze for one and half hour, two hours in the evening and he 

brings them back. He is very tired these days but he doesn’t really complain about his spine 

so that’s good. 

 

If I get it right you don’t like living in this house, do you? 

Not really. 
 
And so you moved in to the dormitory? 

Yes, I did. 
 
What is it like? You didn’t really want to move to the dormitory, if I’m right. 

No, I didn’t really want to. I was afraid of the others, the teachers. If teachers are so bad in 

the school, what will it be like in the dormitory, where teachers are our tutors? That’s what I 

was afraid of. But later, when I got in, those teachers were totally easy and nice, not like in 

the school, that’s for sure. My roommates are cool, too. They don’t care about the colour of 

my skin, they don’t care if I came from here or there. I’m glad that I have roommates like 

them. 

 

Do you every get bullied for where you came from? 

Well, when I came to the school in fifth grade then the ninth and tenth graders were 

constantly bullying me. They called me Arab and Gypsy and that stuff. It was the same with 

my brother. One day I couldn’t stand it anymore, I went over there and told them let’s deal 

with this now and after you’ll stop doing this. We started to fight. Mr. Gábor didn’t really take 

any steps. He asked who was it, who was it? But he didn’t talk to them. From then on, I didn’t 

trust Mr. Gábor. He kept saying I’ll talk to them, I’ll talk to them, but he didn’t. 
 

Mr. Gábor is your class teacher, isn’t he? 

Yes, he is. I don’t like him at all. He’s a hypocrite. He really is a terrible teacher. 
 
Do you feel that teachers didn’t help you? No teacher? 

They didn’t really do anything against these kind of attacks. Teachers always thought that I 

am the worst student. I got angry when they shouted at me but they didn’t know that I had 

been bearing this for a year. Now that patience broke. And then I became the worst student. 

I did lots of bad things after that. I talked back. I don’t understand why they didn’t protect 

me. But I have some favourite teachers too. They are nice, 12teach well. I like them. But I 

don’t really like Mr. Gábor and our headmaster, Mr. Lajos. 
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Did they continue to bully you or did they stop? 

Well, the older ones still continue. But my classmates and with whom I hang out, my friends, 

they are totally cool. They don’t say those nasty things. Sometimes they joke that I will get 

them or something but they are cool. They are tolerable. 

 

So this means that you have friends here? 

Yes, I have, my classmates. Only two or three of my classmates aren’t my friends. One boy 

behaves very badly, he is always insulting me and the teachers too. I don’t really like him. But 

I’m on good terms with the others. 

 

Do you have any friends left from the school in Budapest? 

Yes, I have some. We talk with some of them on Facebook. I didn’t find some of them. I talk 

talk to two or three girls now, four or five boys. 

 

Do you feel comfortable in the dormitory now? 

Yes. Being there is very good, being there is better than being at home. I can go in for having 

a bath, the school is close, it's very good that I get breakfast in the dorm and I also get supper. 

They keep us busy. There is a ping-pong table, there is table football. Every night we can go 

down for playing. Wed don't have to be burdened ourselves by going out and bringing back 

the goats in the evening and feeding the goats in the morning before we go to school. 

 

So, it's a calm, comfortable state now. We haven't talked about two things that might be 

interesting. Your big passion is football, that's one of the things. The other thing I’d like you 

to say a few words about is religion. 

We don't really follow, just one thing, that we don't eat pork. We don't follow the rest, we 

don't even care about it. My dad no longer watches the news, he used to watch it to know 

what’s going on. He doesn’t really watch it nowadays. Just as surprisingly, when he is able to 

talk to his sister in Iraq in the evening, she usually tells him and there comes the big surprise. 

But we don't really practice our religion. 

 

Don't you pray? 

No, we don't pray. 

 

Do you know the Koran? 

I know, I have seen it, but I haven't read it, they have not explained it to me. Just now, they 

told us in religious education that we should pray five times a day, supposedly. We really 

don't practice it. We don't eat pork, that's it. So, football, I feel like I'm really good at and I 

can do more with it. I love it very much too. Now I'm training again. I joined a football team. 

Before, I only played in school. I’ve been going there two months now, but still the football-

knowledge in me, which I can do at school, has not come out yet, because I don't much know 

the others yet. I still have to get to know them. My football-knowledge has not arrived yet, 

but I'm doing pretty well. I got into the first team, the starting team. I could play in the first 

half as well. In my first match I only played in the last quarter. I gave a goal pass, so I could 
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be a starter at Sunday's match. I kicked there once, I had a lot of assists, but I couldn't finish, 

but I gave goal passes, three or four. Then I played on Monday too. We won 16:0 on Sunday, 

and on Monday there was 10: 1 It was a great feeling that we won and that I could be there in 

the starting team. I also kicked a goal, which was really good for my third match. I was very 

happy for it. 

 

Did you like football so much since you were a child? 

Yes, it started in Syria that when my brother played in our street, I joined as a goalkeeper. I 

was a goalkeeper, saving a lot. I also saved the big guys' kicks. I was not afraid of the strong 

balls, I always got my hand in. It happened sometimes that I pulled my hand, but I saved 

again. I loved it very much. Then I got to Hungary. I also saved a lot here. I was the best 

goalkeeper in the school. Even the sixth and seventh graders kicked to me, even though I was 

only in second and third grade. I saved pretty well, just I didn't reach the upper crossbar and 

they could kick it in there. Then I told my dad that I wanted to be a football player. He said 

that if I wanted to be a football player I shouldn’t be a goalkeeper. There you do nothing, you 

just hang on, you couldn't play so that you play the whole match through. If your teammates 

can keep the ball so that it doesn't even get back, you're standing in the goal like a stork 

waiting for the fish in the water. Then I started playing in the field. Because of my long legs I 

started as a defender. Well, there I tackled a lot, then I strongly wanted to start toward the 

goal, to the opponent's goal. The others told me I'm a defender, what am I doing out there? I 

always took it, didn't want to pass it, I wanted to handle it all. Afterwards I got up to the 

forward position. There I had to give passes more and more. There I didn't have to tackle the 

players, I didn't have to let them go. I got here, I became a member of this team and they 

knew I was good as a forward. But before that I was a defender for a long time. 

 

Could you get into the team here after a trial game? 

Yes, there was a trial game. I went there for two or three weeks, where they watched me, how 

I play, how I can hold out, stuff like that. Then they signed me on. I was at a sports doctor, I 

got equipment, and then I could play. 

 

Is this a junior part of a local team? 

Yes. 

 

And do you imagine your future playing football at professional level? 

Yes, I can imagine that. I also want to get to a foreign team. I thought I could get there by the 

end of the eighth year. Or, if not, then go to such a school where there is sport. I haven’t ever 

got a B or a C or a D in PE since first grade, only As.  It inspired me so much that I was 

persistent, and that's why I wanted to move more and more toward sport. And so, football 

was my favourite. But I played basketball, handball, volleyball, I tried a lot of sports. Football 

was only at school. In basketball I learned how to defend, how to let go of people, I extracted 

them, and I put that in my football knowledge. 

Also, in handball, as we change places, I took knowledge from there too. There they lead the 

ball by hand, right, but still I was able to take out features from that game that I transferred 

to my football knowledge. So, I became better and better. With these I could even be at the 
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top. I just need to play more football and get into a team where I can play more. 

 

We talked  a couple of months ago about continuing your education and we discussed 

then that you might stay on here at your school. 

It's rather football now.  

I saw that for someone who has been on the team for a month and a half I haven't yet become 

the best football player, but I'm a mid-range player, so that I haven't got used to the team, I 

haven't given the same knowledge as in school, the tricks and the nice curves. If I play for 

half a year there, I can even be the best footballer. So, I would rather stay at football. If this 

half-year miracle doesn't really work out, then I would still definitely go to a football or sports 

school. 

 

Can you imagine living your life in Hungary? What do you feel about being here? 

It doesn’t bother me at all.  

I just don't want to be in the football team here because it's pretty weak. But if there is nothing 

else, I can stay here. I don't mind where I play, as long as I play somewhere. 

 

Can you imagine going back to your home country? 

No, I can't. I don't really know anything there. My language skills are also getting worse. 

 

Do you keep in touch with your relatives? 

With my cousin and his parents. 

 

With your cousin who is here in Budapest and with his parents in Baghdad? 

No, his parents are in Serbia. 

Is your father's sister in Serbia? 

Yes, but that’s his other sister. 

 

How many brothers and sisters does your father have? 

Once we counted, I think there are six sisters, and I don't know how many of them have 

passed away. 

 

And one of these sisters is in Serbia? 

Yes, one is in Serbia. The other one is in Baghdad. We don't know anything about the others. 

Are you in touch with your mother's family? 

No, we aren't. We wanted to go to Serbia to our grandparents for a very long time, but we 

can’t. 

Are your grandparents in Serbia too then? 

No, my dad's sister is there. Not the grandparents. 

Do you remember your grandparents? 
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No. No. Only Rashid, when we met, and Rashid's mother. 

Rashid is the son of your father's sister? 
Yes, I think. 

He who lives in Budapest? 

Yes. 

 

So, you can’t imagine going back. 

No, not really. 

So, you would definitely stay here in Hungary or in Europe somewhere? 
Yes, where there’s football. 

If you want to say anything else, I’ll be glad to listen. 
Now there is nothing on my mind. 

 

Thank you very much.  
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“Only forests and tranquillity" 

What are your first memories of your childhood? Where were you? 

In Iraq. In Iraq, I remember everything from my childhood. I remember we had a big house. 

There were animals. My mother was there, my dad, my dad's parents too. They always came 

and brought gifts (smiles). Then there was some kind of war everywhere, they shot our house 

out, my dad was frightened and went to Syria. 

 

Did he go to Syria alone? 

No, he didn't. He took us along. 

 

And what happened to your mum? 

I don’t know. 

 

Don't you have any memories about that? 

No. 

 

And how much do you remember your grandparents? 

About my grandparents and my family ... One of my father’s relatives brought me to Syria. 

And the others stayed there. 

In Iraq? 

 

Yes. They didn't come. 

 

Do you have memories of your grandmother or grandfather? 

No, I haven't got any of them. 

 

And of your mum? 

A little about my mum. Little things. 

 

But do you remember that your mum and your dad lived together in a big house? 

Yes. 

 

And then something happened ... 

Yes, we went to Syria. My father had two factories in Iraq, two large workshops, very large. 

Was he in the carpentry business at that time too? 

 

He was a carpenter there too. And when we went across to Syria, my dad opened an ... he 

bought a big room, it was very big. He bought the trees there, there were big machines, I 

remember when they took them down from the car. The machines were very large and new. 

They took down from the car and then my father started to work, along with some others. 
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Do you know how old you were then? 

I don't know, about four or five. 

 

So, you could have been four or five when you went to Syria. 

I was six years old. 

 

And how was life in Syria? 

Well, it was good. My dad worked long. I remember those who were there who worked with 

us, well with my father. And then I was among them. They prepared me small carts and bikes. 

I could pull them. And then my father somehow ... so we got a house. Our very beautiful 

house was very tall and very beautiful. And I got everything I wanted. 

 

Who took care of your brother then? 

Well, my brother and I were in the house, and there was a lady who kept coming. She 

checked how we were, and my father came in the evening. And then she left. That woman 

never slept there. 

 

Did she cook for you too? 

Either my father or that lady. My dad always took us to places. He always took me to the 

market. There were animals there. I had pigeons. Because that’s what I always wanted. I 

remember them completely, they were so beautiful. Yeah, I went to school. 

 

Did you start going to school? 

Yes. They took my brother to kindergarten, I went to school ... I had friends. And our house 

was so that it was a sort of dead end. And then we played there, we did everything. And there 

was a little shop, I went in there, my dad gave me some money, I bought some things. It was 

good over there. 

 

So, do you remember this as a good period of your life? 

Yeah! And my father's workshop was close, so from the house, I don't know, say, like from 

here to the bus stop. He cut the wood in one of them, chopped it up, it was full of wood. There 

was furniture in the other and they manufactured everything continuously in there. And then 

there was a third one, but it was very small, there he took things like the legs of a bed that 

were broken and they fixed them there. So, there were three. And a lot of people worked 

there, not just my father. But it was my father's. I always walked in between the machines, I 

loved being there. I tossed the sawdust around. It was like snow, that’s how big it was. He 

bought little parrots, they were there in the workshop too. It was funny and all. We did these 

games. 

 

And were your friends there? 

Yes. We always played in the evening. I don't know what it was called. But I know that, 

playing, I remember how it was. 
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What was the school like? 

The school was like that ... well, the teachers were rough. If you were bad, you had to do like 

this (showing his palms), and you got palm hits... They wrote our names onto the board. 

 

Did they beat your hands? 

Yes. But I was a good boy. The way it was, the bad guys sat at the back who didn't want to 

learn. Those who wanted to learn, they sat at the front. There were many of us in a class. And 

then I finished first grade. I got the report card from the director. My dad bought a shirt and 

some trousers and then there I was. Yeah, I got a flower from the director 

 

Because you were a good student? 

Yes. It was good. The teachers liked me too. And the teachers and my father always talked. 

 

But didn't you go to the same class with Hassan? 

No, Hassan was in kindergarten then. And then I moved up to second grade, but I didn't 

remember anything from there. Such little things ... we played cards ... But it was good. 

 

How many years did you live in Syria? Do you know that? 

I don’t know. For long. 

 

How old were you when you left? 

When we left? I don't know ...I could have been eight or nine ... 

 

So then were you there for four or five years? 

Yes. And then there was also some trouble over there. Then for my dad ... who worked there ... 

 

What do you mean by 'trouble'? Was that the war or was there trouble in the house? 

No, but my dad didn't want to leave me at home. I went to school, I came back and they 

locked me up where the woodshed was. There was some trouble, I heard they were firing. I 

was really frightened too. They closed the door, it had to be pulled down like this. And there 

was a piece of wood that was like this (he shows). And when they pulled it down, the piece of 

wood fell on me and that’s why there’s this small scar. And it was late at night when my father 

opened it. 

 

If I understand correctly, he protected you by locking you up there? 

Yes. But I was really frightened then. Hassan was there too. And then we came out and the 

next day ... or I don't know, my dad brought a taxi driver, we talked to the neighbours, that 

is, he spoke. My dad told me to greet them, say goodbye to them and all that. I remember my 

dad was crying and so were the neighbours. And then I got into the taxi and we all went away. 

I don't know where we went that time. 

 

And you left everything behind? 

Yes, we left everything there. I remember my dad just let the pigeons out to eat. He made 
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them fly with a large wood-stick. I enjoyed that they were flying. And then he told the 

neighbours ... The houses were very tall and there were pigeons on the top of the house. It 

was a sort of hobby, everyone was pigeoneers and my dad told them that you can take them.  

Mine were the nicest in the neighbourhood, I mean my dad's and mine. 

 

When you got into the taxi, did you know that you would not come back again? 

I don't know ... no. My father cried, I also cried and my brother did too. I don't know ... All 

three of us cried.  And my father's sister was with us, I don't know how she had got into the 

car. I cried. We left, it was a long trip, always by car. I remember these things. 

 

And where did you get after the long trip? 

I don’t know. I know there was a sort of a city-like place where I first saw snow. We started 

throwing snow there. There was a big room where I went in. It was just the three of us and 

our stuff. I know I had a small bag. 

 

So could you bring something, at least your personal belongings? 

Yes. Or I don't know ... My dad bought me a small truck on the way too, I always carried it 

with me. We always ate elsewhere. 

 

What's your next memory? So, you went by the taxi, stopped, you saw snow, and then 

what? 

Then we always went by car, and once the policemen caught us or I didn't know what they 

were.  

And from there refugee camps, from one to the other. 
 

Was that already in Hungary or somewhere else? 

No, it was in Hungary. Then here everywhere in camps ... The camp was divided into two 

parts, one part for families, like houses, the other part is like blocks and there the Afghans ... 

who live alone. We were put there too. 

 

And what was it like there in the camp? 

It was bad. I always kept telling my father when are we going back? He said later, later... 
 

Did you want to go back? 

Yes. 

 

And what could you do in the camp from morning to night? 

There was some teaching, Hungarian language. I went in there, there were many ... not many, 

we were about ten, or thirteen. We started to learn the language, or something like that. Well, 

that’s how it was. The guards were always arguing when it was time to distribute lunch. And 

I went there, there were lots of people and they were pressing against each other, and my dad 

was always on one side ... I mean it was possible to get lunch if I was there too, not enough 

only having the card, but you’re not there in persons, so all three of us had to stand in and 

that’s how it was. It was a very big kitchen. I remember that they broke my arm. 
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Did they break your arm? 

Yes, the guard said to go away from here, and he kept pushing me and I was very little, and 

my arm got stuck in the doorknob and as he pushed it, broke. Then I had a cast.  

 

Was there a doctor in the camp? 

Not in the camp but.... My dad had a friend, an Afghan ... Because they said they would call 

and ambulance and that’s how we went out. There were cars there, but they didn't want to 

take us with those. And an Afghan man had a car, he was a friend of my dad. We got in and 

went to the hospital, without any papers, we were there without anything, and all of a sudden 

I saw my hand in a cast. I was in a cast. That's the way things were. And the guard always did 

this. He pushed everyone, they wanted to go into the dining room and he pushed them off 

because they were rude freaks, they were always obnoxious. And the Afghans also made a 

scene, saying what is this. That’s how it was. 

 

So you learned the language a bit, but you didn't go to a regular school class? 

No. Then my father wanted that to happen, and then I went to school in Bicske. Then I was 

in second or third grade. Well, I really learned the language there, among the Hungarians, 

and all ... I watched how everything was. Teachers told me to copy and I learned very well. 

And then we went to Debrecen ... I don't know whether it was from Debrecen to Bicske or 

vice versa? 

 

From what I know you were in Debrecen first, and then came Bicske. 

Ah, yes. And there was the school in Bicske and I always went to school. It was good. 

 

So did you feel better in Bicske? 

Yes, a little bit better than in Debrecen. 

 

And how was your father? What did you see that he felt in this whole situation? 

He always protected us. We are almost the first who went into Hungarian school, who learned 

Hungarian better than the others. You see I went to school, and they were in the camp in 

Bicske and they learned the language there. They came at that time too, and I could speak 

much better in Hungarian. 

 

Did Hassan go to school in Bicske? 

Yes, he did too. He was one year under me. 

 

And what did you do for a living? Where did you have money from? 

I don't know that, I don't know. There I didn't get what I wanted. It was not the way it was 

in Syria that I wanted something, and I got it. But this is ... we are modest and that's it. 

 

So in Syria, it was a rich life ... 

Yes. We always went to the market, he bought me a pet rabbit, I remember ... Then there was 
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a big swing. It was on the market, I tried it and I told my dad that I needed one and then he 

bought it. It was brought by car and all ... 

 

So here, in Hungary, it was completely different ... 

Yes. 

 

How long were you in Bicske? Do you remember how old you were when you left the camp 

at Bicske? 

I don't know, I could have been nine or eight years old. 

 

So what happened when you got out of the camp? 

From Bicske to where? ... Ah, from Bicske to Budapest. I went to a Hungarian school in 

Budapest. Well, there was nothing in the first year ... they didn't pick on me. In the second to 

third year, the bigger kids really bullied me. They knew I was an Arab. There were two 

Japanese or Chinese, they picked on them too and one of the Jews as well. He even left, they 

bullied him very much. They bullied me too, pushed me around, spat into my food, when I 

had lunch there in the dining room. They didn't leave me alone. 

 

And the teachers? 

Teachers always wanted to ... or how to say ... they helped, they helped, but in the end, they 

got bored. Then they let it go, they didn't know what to do. There was a teacher who was also 

rude with me. I think it was a Hungarian teacher who flunked me in grammar. I was perfect 

in maths. I looked forward to mathematics because I was perfect in maths in Syria, and I 

learned to quickly add and subtract the numbers. My father taught me. It's not that I thought 

in Hungarian but in Arabic. And so I did it very fast. The teacher told me to do it, I mean to 

write down what I think-how. And I wrote it down differently the whole story, how to add, 

and the teacher didn't understand it. He said you were taught in a different way in your 

childhood. I was much faster than the others. 

 

How do you feel, was the school supportive of you, or less so? 

I wanted to learn, but the bigger kids always bullied me. It was break time, then I didn't go 

out into the yard, I always hid somewhere, I didn't want to stand out, so I solved it somehow. 

But they always bullied me. Or there was football, then there was one who would run over 

me and two others were kicking me. They broke my teeth there, they didn't leave me alone. 

 

 Could you turn to someone for protection? 

Well, it was my PE teacher, Mr. Laci, he was the very best. Because I was good at PE, plus I 

liked it. I went to play handball, I was really good at it and all, and then he liked us a lot, and 

he always protected us. So he told the others off. He always asked, "So Omar, how are you 

feeling?" And then I told him. Or when he saw I was crying, he came and asked what was 

wrong, and I told him. 

 

And could you tell these to your dad? 

Well yes, but then my father shouted, went into the school, talked to family helpers. I 
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remember they bullied me so much that I was very scared, and I went out of school. Then I 

met my dad and Rashid too. I think they broke my teeth then that was why I went out. They 

took me to a dentist and everywhere. 

 

Where did you live at that time? 

In Buda. 

 

Did you have a flat? Did you rent a flat? 

Yes. I don't know if my father rented it or someone else, but we lived there. It was cold, really 

cold. 

 

In the flat? 

 

Yes. It was cold. The heating was on, but it was in vain, it was very cold. We covered 

ourselves up with six blankets. (Listens, ponders) 
 

How long did you go to this school? Do you know? 

I don’t know. For three or four years. 

 

And did your father already work at that time? 

He did work, he tried all kinds of things, but there was not enough money. 

 

Was there anyone who helped you at that time? 

The Arabs, my father's friends, buddies. 

 

And was your cousin who was already here in Budapest? 

Yes. He helped us. My father didn't take us anywhere because he didn't have the money. We 

did go for walks.  

But Rashid took me to the cinema, zoo, places like that. 

 

Do you remember that you were in contact with organizations supporting refugees? 

I don’t know. 

 

So, there you lived in Buda and went to school, and your dad tried to work. 

Yes. 

 

Then how was it? 

Then we met Bogi. My father had to have spinal surgery, and then Bogi brought us here, 

where her parents are, and they would take care of us too. She also worked. Bogi went to 

Budapest and we were here. I met Uncle Öcsi and Aunt Kati. 
 

Are they Bogi's parents? 
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Yes. And then we were fine here. We liked this place very much. And then my dad bought a 

house somehow in József Attila street. We didn't want a house, I mean ... we didn't want a 

house in a town, but we wanted it in a farm. It was a nice big house, two storey, it has three 

rooms, a bathroom, a large living room, a very large house, it was very very nice. My father 

wanted to buy it, but he didn't succeed. 
 

He didn't succeed? 

Because we cannot buy a farm. A non-Hungarian citizen cannot buy a farm, cannot buy land, 

just inside the board. And then my dad was about this ... And then we bought one on József 

Attila Street ... He was arguing and all with my father... 

 

Who was arguing? 

The bicycle shopkeeper. 

 

Who was the neighbour? 

Yes. 

 

And why was he arguing? 

I don't know, he bothered dad. Nobody liked that neighbour. No one liked him because he 

bothers them, the others. 

And then did you start to go to school again? 

Yes. In the upper town. It’s much better there, I have many friends, they don't bully me. If a 

big person comes, I don't know, he feels cool, then he starts to make fun of me like being an 

Arab or terrorist ... 

 

Is this in school? 

No, no. There was one such thing in the school, but the teachers stopped it, and Aunt Kati 

talked to the teachers, and then they didn't bother me any more. 
 

Do they pick on you in the street? So, you are walking along the street and somebody ... 

Yes. 

 

Youngsters? 

Yes, youngsters. 

 

And then what do you feel? What do you do at those times? 

I don't know ... I run, I run home ... (listens, ponders) 

 

As I understand it, this school is much better for you. 

Better. 

 

How do the teachers feel about you? 
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Well, now very well. Very well before too, but I was not a good student, Bs and Cs. Now I 

get As and Bs.  

We get along just fine with all the teachers, all of them. 

 

And how did you get into the house, where you live now? 

Well, my father sold that house to the bicycle mechanic and found a house in Petőfi Sándor 

street, 2,000 m2 ... no, it's 1,700 m2. 

 

The lot? 

Yes, the lot. There are two houses on it, but shabby, and then we got there. And then my 

father started to scavenge, he collected copper, metal, and stuff like this, he sold it, and 

that’s how we had money. 

 

Because he didn't work? 

Yes. And furniture as wood... (as firewood). 

 

Do you know why your dad was not working? 

No, I don't know why he didn't work. 

 

Do you know if he was trying to look for a job? 

Yes, he was trying... 

 

And he didn’ succeed? 

It always turned out that he hadn't succeeded. 

 

And then he tried to survive by collecting things, dismantling and selling what was 

usable? 

Yes. 

 

And how do you feel in this house? (Keeps silent long) I don't like it. 

Why don't you like it? 

There are three of us in one room, its in ruins, garbage everywhere. I don't want to live there. 

 

Now your father started to repair, do you think he’ll succeed? 

I don’t know. Certainly not alone. 

 

Is there anyone who helps him building, or fixing things? 

Bogi, but I don't know how much... Before when I saw that house, I didn’t like it either. We 

went to József Attila street from Budapest, I really didn't like it, instead that farm, that was 

very nice. Inside, the walls were painted, it had a bathroom, it was a very nice house really. 

There were sties, there was a big stable and there were two horses. That farm was very nice. 

And when I saw this house, I started to cry. My father said that this is it... then we went into 
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Petőfi Sándor, and there I started crying even more. 

 

So you are saying that you don't feel good in this house. 

No. 

 

And then how can you stand it all? 

I couldn't stand it at all, but now that I am in a dorm, I can stand it a little better. Better, 

much better. In school breaks I lose my mood, and I don't want to go home.  

But I have to. 

 

What is the main reason that you don't want to go home? 

There is a lot of garbage there ... My father yells to do this, to do that. 

 

Has your father changed over the years? 

Yes, very much. 

 

What could be the reason that has has changed so much? 

I think the poverty, and all these... 

Now that he has a job? 

The situation is better since he got a job. He doesn't collect garbage, and now he has laid 

down some concrete at home alone too. I wouldn't have thought he could do it alone. But he 

did. He bought these large grids, he wants to build from them like this ... he wants to make 

all kinds of things, like a fence. You could make a very nice fence from those at the back. It’s 

strong. Supposedly next year in the back, where there are pieces of wood, it will be packed 

together and there will be a big fence, and there will be sties, and the animals will be there. 

And then the house becomes free where the animals are now. And then he starts to build 

where we live now. The roof structure is not good, the beams are rotting, leaking everywhere. 

He wants to do that in the summer. They will do the roof for I don't know how many hundreds 

of thousands (of Forints). They do the whole roof, and we need to buy the raw material. 

 

Can you imagine that it will be any better there? That you feel better there? 

I don’t know. When I'm in Budapest, I always wish for an own room, which is mine, where I 

can do whatever I want to, and for a small workshop, where I could do some crazy things.   

And in this house that cannot be done? 

I don’t know. My father says yes, but I don't know how. 

 

There are a lot of rooms, just in ruins... 

Yes. 

 

How do you imagine your future? 

What I want is that... Bogi has a friend and he has a house on the banks of the riverTisza, 
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there are no neighbours, there is nothing but the forest and tranquility. And I really like his 

house. The Tisza is nearby, he goes out fishing. I am at peace there, I would like that. 

 

Would you like to live in such a place? 

Yes. 

 

How do you imagine how you will accomplish this? 

By becoming a nature ranger or something like that, something that is closer to nature, and 

that’s how. 

Do you already know what school you want to go to? 

 

Well, I was thinking of many schools. It was like first I wanted to be a forester or a nature 

ranger, that's much better because they protect nature. Or water, it's also close to nature, 

rivers have to be regulated, and here is the Tisza and all. 

 

So, you want to study in one of these fields at a school that supports your ideas. 

Yes. 

 

And what brings you joy? When you are happy? 

Well, when I'm in the forest, I'm alone or with Béla Keresztes, and we are ringing the birds. 

Or to ride motorbikes with friends... 

 

Do you have a good friend with whom you can talk very deeply? 

Yes. 

 

How many of these friends do you have? 

One. 

 

And who helps you in your everyday life now? Who are those who help you? 

You, Bogi and Saci. The other day I went riding at Saci’s, it was good. We went out to pick 

mushrooms in the forest, but we didn't find any. 

Can you imagine going back to Iraq? 

I would like to visit, but I want to come back. 

 

Can you imagine living there later? 

No, I can't. 

 

Do you have any contact with the relatives living there? 

No I don't, but my father has a bit. 

 

Who is still there? 

My father's sisters, but their sons died last year. There are a few people, but very few. 
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How do you know the language? 

Very little... 

 

What language do you speak with your dad? 

Arabic. 

 

Always? Not in Hungarian? 

Sometimes, very little. 

 

Regardless of whether you speak Arabic, do you feel that you are forgetting the language? 

Yes, sometimes I say stupid things, my father doesn't understand. 

 

Can you write? 

I can't write at all. That is why I would like to go to Saturday School3. 

 

When you were in Syria, didn't you learn to write? 

 

There, I could write very well, I remember I had to go to the board and the teacher said "Now, 

show us how to write." There was another guy, he was my best friend, he could write and read 

very well too. 

 

Have you got any friends left from Budapest? 

One, Andi. 

 

Do you keep in touch with her? 

Sometimes. 

 

Would you like to stay in this town or in the neighbourhood? 

Yes, because it's close to nature. 

 

What’s up with doing sports? 

Nothing. I would like to go training, but you have to pay for it everywhere, so I don't go. A lot 

of people tell me to go do some kind of sport. I would like some kind of martial arts, but you 

have to pay for that everywhere. I'm full of energy. 

 

Do you get some spending money from your dad? 

 

3 The Saturday School was launched by SOS Children's Village with the aim that the children don't forget 

their own culture, their language. On Saturdays there is language education, opportunities to learn music, 

discussion about different cultures and finally a theatre session.  
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Yes. I get five thousand a month4. I want a bike, because I am always late for school. I have 

already found the bicycle, I will buy it today. It is a very used bicycle. I have a bicycle, I asked 

for used tubes for it, but he said that there was a second-hand bicycle, with a shifter and all, 

and he’d give it to me for ten thousand. 

 

And do you have ten thousand forints now? 

Yes. 

 

So that is your programme for today to buy a bicycle? 

Yes. And I will not take it home, but I'll take it to Uncle Öcsi's workshop, where I'll fix it. 

 

Does your dad go to work by bicycle? 

Yes. 

 

If I’m not mistaken, your bro has a bicycle too. 

Yes. 

 

Of course, because there are large distances to go. Thank you very much for talking to me. 

Is there anything else you’d like to share? 

No, there isn’t. 

  

 
4  Approximately HUF 300 = €1 so HUF 5000= €16 
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