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©Habibi 



Habibi (from Afghanistan): All over it’s full of water, it’s like a river here. 
Nobody can pass, because it’s too muddy. 

 

My parents are in Afghanistan. I didn’t tell them, ‘I’m living in the Jungle’. When 
my mum calls, I say, ‘Actually yeah, they gave me a very nice house here’.  
Sometimes they tell me, ‘Send me a picture’. I go to a volunteer’s house, taking 
pictures of it, sending them to them. As if I have a really nice house. I cannot tell 
them the truth, that I’m living the ‘Jungle’ life. 
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Mukhlas (from Sudan): Photographs are important  because  they often explain 
our lives that we are living. 
 
There are some people who don’t know how we live. Maybe some of them will 
know by looking at the photos.  
 
We are living in suffering and excruciation, all our life, in our countries and here. 
We thought we are in a great hurry to take leave of that, but no.  
 
Still, we are staying between borders. It is difficult to have residence in France, 
and England closed their border, and we don’t know our trajectory. 
 
Just there are some charitable people who helped, introduced. We shall never 
forget them. We will be saying thanks to them 
 
I hope that all people will know where we live, and how. I hope they will be 
looking at the photographs. 
 
The water point: I like this picture because it shows how we get the water from 
here, but we don’t know if it is drinkable or no. 
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Mani (from Iran): Every night, 

Around the fire, 

I don’t know – 

We burned our wood 

Or hopes. 

 

 

You need a fire to get warm, and at this time we haven’t got anything to do. A lot 
of people in the ‘Jungle’ make a fire; sitting around the fire, it is great to tell 
something together. Many of my friends are Sudanian, but some of my friends 
are Iranian. I am Iranian. We all speak different languages; we can’t understand 
each other. It is amazing some people make connections together, maybe with 
English. 

 

There is an alley in the jungle. I saw some Afghans around the fire. The Sudanian 
man, I forget his name. One is my neighbour, with the phone. I just asked if I 
could take a picture. He was maybe watching some television.  ©Mani 
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Haris (from Pakistan): In one photo, there is a car coming, I saw that there was 
a very good view. I like the light. There are different kinds of colours in this one. 
It is a rainy night. I was sitting outside the restaurant and I felt like capturing the 
moment, so that is why I took the picture. I find it very beautiful. I like it. 

 

There is a lot of beauty in the camp. Beauty depends on the mind and the eyes 
through which you look at things. You can capture good images as well as bad 
images. It depends on you. I want to give a good image. 
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• Babak (from Iran): I’m walking on a path, rubble under my feet, pieces of wood under my feet, on 
the right side high fences, high walls and closed doors, on the left side green nature, beautiful 
views and endless gardens. 
I just walk, I don't mind the rubble. 
I enjoy walking on the pieces of wood, I don't mind about the fences, I enjoy the green gardens . 
I don't cut the fences, I don't knock on the closed doors, I just pass through them, I shoot my 
tiredness with the rubble . 
Some thoughts are fighting in my head, like a war of devils vs angels, like a war of my fists vs walls 
, like a war of my hands vs the cold weather, like a war of me and nostalgia, like a war of me and 
the French language, like a war of me and strange looks, like a war of my eyes and police eyes, like 
a war of hands vs fences, like a war of nation vs government, a like war of birds and borders. 

• After all of these wars, my eyes are looking at a rabbit behind the fences, like he is in prison, and 
he also looks the same way on me! Truly, who's the prisoner? Me or him? 
Who knows what's at the end of this way? 
Who knows how tired my legs are? 
Who knows in this cold and dark ‘Jungle’ how a warm heart beats? 
Who knows how many dreams will be killed in my head at midnight?  
And who knows with which dream I will wake up? 
Who knows what's going on between me and my friends in these containers? 
Who knows with a beautiful rain how many people will be cold? 
Who knows how many eyes will cry at midnight? 
I forget all of the bad thoughts by looking at a flower, I laugh and walk on the pieces of wood, like 
me playing in my childhood. It seems I won all these wars and I found all the answers! 
And at the end of this one way road on which you can never go back, after all of these green and 
dark ways, maybe at the last station, where the sky and rail kiss each other, my mother will wait 
for me with a beautiful flower, my father will invite me for a hot tea and my brother will play with 
me like childhood in our yard. 
So until my mother's flower is waiting for me,  
While my father's tea is still hot and my brother's game is not finished, 
I Will Walk. 
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