
Baker is a 23-year-old Syrian refugee who made his way to Spain over the course of two years. He used 

to live in a neighborhood in Damasc with his parents and his brother. When he was almost 19 years old, 

the civil war in Syria began, and most people couldn’t study anymore because it was too dangerous. The 

government wanted him to serve in the army, so he was forced to choose between siding with them or 

the rebels. He decided to take the rebels’ side, because he didn’t want to kill anyone. The rebels took 

over his neighborhood and the government started bombing it, and there were a lot of battles between 

the two sides. After a while, when they saw it wasn’t working, the government took another approach. 

They cut out the electricity and water in the neighborhood, and they wouldn’t let food go in. If anyone 

ran out of the neighborhood, they would be either shot or arrested. Without food or water, everyone 

inside was slowly starving to death, and people were forced to eat grass to satisfy their appetite. Bucker 

didn’t want his parents to watch him starve to death, so he decided to leave the neighborhood. When 

he got out, they immediately arrested him, and he was taken to prison. He stayed there for forty days, 

during which the police interrogated him about what was going on inside his neighborhood. He knew a 

lot of things, but since he knew that they would kill him once he told them what he knew, he convinced 

them that he was clueless. He was set free, but he was taken to the army, where he served as a driver 

for two years. One day, he saw that his officer was missing. He had run off to Germany with his family. 

Bucker was taken into custody and interrogated again, but he was set free once they saw that he didn’t 

know anything about his officer. He decided that he wanted to leave Syria and go somewhere safer. He 

contacted a mafia, and he was told that he could be smuggled out of the country for 2000€. He didn’t 

have any money, so he left the army, he got two jobs and he started working day and night. After three 

months, he had only made half of the money he needed, and he was too exhausted to work anymore. 

He gathered the rest of the money thanks to his friends and family, and the next week he left Syria. He 

went to Turkey, where he stayed with a friend of his for a while. He tried to get a job, but nobody would 

hire him since he didn’t speak the language. He contacted the mafia again, but he didn’t have any 

money. The mafia told him that he wanted to help, but not for free. 

“Do you know how to drive?” He asked. 

“Yes, I was a driver for two years”. 

“No. Not a car, a boat”. 

The mafia told him that it was very easy to drive a boat. He just had to go straight for an hour and he 

would arrive in Greece. He got on the boat, which was supposed to accommodate no more than six 

people, and about 50 other people got on with him. He started to drive, and he made sure not to turn 

the boat so it went straight. An hour passed, and they didn’t arrive. Another hour passed, and they were 

still in the sea. Suddenly, the motor stopped. They tried to fix it, but after an hour they realized they 

couldn’t do it. They had the number for the Greek police, so they called them. 

“We are on a boat and the motor has stopped working. We are stuck in the middle of the sea, most of 

the people here are children”. They said. 

“Oh yes! We can see you, you’re about 100 meters from the shore, just move the boat.” 

“We can’t, the motor isn’t working!” 

“You just need to move the boat”. 



Some people went into the sea and tried to push the boat, but it wouldn’t move. 

“There’s no way we can move the boat”. 

“We’re sorry, but we can’t help you”. 

The Greek police hung up the phone, so they called the mafia. They managed to get back to the Turkish 

coast, and everybody got off the boat. 

A few days later, they decided to try again. The mafia told him that he had filled the motor up with 

enough fuel to last them the whole trip. All 50 people got on the boat and they took off again. During 

their trip, they ran into a ship. They thought it was a Greek ship, so they started waving and shouting for 

help. The problem was that it wasn’t a Greek ship, it was the Turkish police, who crashed into them and 

took them back to a Turkish police station. A few days later, the police let them go. 

They decided to try a third time, and they made it to Greece. Baker was told that once he crossed the 

border to Macedonia, it would be easy to go wherever he wanted to go. When he got there, he saw that 

there were a lot of people waiting to cross the border. The police were guarding it, and they wouldn’t let 

anyone cross. All they could say was: 

“There is no border, go back”. 

He stayed in Idomeni, where there was a camp. Around him there were a lot of refugees who also 

wanted to cross the border. During the five months he was there, he made a Catalan friend called Xavi. 

The two of them decided that they wanted to teach something to the kids in the camp, because some of 

them hadn’t even set foot in a school. They started teaching math, English, etc. 

After five months, Baker woke up one day and he saw a lot of buses lined up with signs that said crazy 

holiday. They took all the refugees to different camps, because they were closing the one in Idomeni. 

He was given three options regarding where he wanted to live: He could stay in Greece and be granted 

asylum, he could make a list of which countries he wanted to live in and he might be accepted into one, 

or, if he had a direct family member in a European country, he could ask to be reunited with him or her. 

He didn’t choose any of these options, because he didn’t want anyone to choose where he could and 

couldn’t want, nor did he want to stay in Greece. 

His Catalan friends illegally got him out of Greece, and they brought him to Spain. Now he lives in 

Mataró, and he hopes to obtain asylum soon. He is still helping those refugees that have been less 

fortunate than him, making improvised schools in refugee camps. His parents are still in Syria, and his 

brother is in Greece. He hopes to be reunited with them soon. 


