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HUMANS BREMENWow! Right now you are reading the first line of 
the first issue of HuB - that means a lot to 

us. HuB is a Bremen-based magazine project. The idea is to 
create a space in media where people who had to flee from 
their home countries can tell their stories from their own 
point of view.  HuB wishes to raise awareness and mutual 
understanding for the challenges of starting a new life in 
Bremen.

The first issue offers perspectives on experiences made 
while fleeing, stories of success and reports on events that  
connect locals and the recently arrived. Gkristo tells us about 
his daring journey from Eritrea to Germany. In an interview 
we learn how Syrian musician Raed Jazbeh founded a philhar-
monic orchestra. Three artists from Syria and Afghanistan  
present their artwork. The fact that many are excluded from 
the governmental integration courses is criticized from an 
afghan point of view. A flashlight is cast on sports activities. 
You can also find reports on different intercultural events 
that have taken place lately. The final two pages give an over-
view on groups and initiatives around Bremen that offer  
support for refugees.

By now you may have noticed that we don‘t like to use the 
word „refugee“: Most of our team had to flee from their 
countries themselves and are irritated with constantly 
being titled like that. In our opinion, the label highlights the  
feature of having fled but at the same time obscures all other 
properties that make up a human. Mainstream media cons-
tantly use „Flüchtlingshilfe“,  „Flüchtlingspolitik“, „Flücht-
lingskrise“, „Flüchtlingsdrama“ etc. These words create a 
social gap between people and imply a feeling of hierarchy 
and threat.
 
But HuB is about human stories. It is created by and 
addressed to all the humans of Bremen that like to share  
viewpoints and stories related to escape and reorientation 
from the subjective angle. That is why we take the risk of 
sounding kitsch and choose „Humans Bremen“, short HuB 
as the title for our project. 

Now, we hope you enjoy reading the first issue of HuB. 
Comments, criticism and above all contributions are very  
welcome. Please don‘t be shy to write and share your ideas 
and stories in your mother tongue. The current members 
of the HuB-team primarily speak English, Arabic, Persian 
and German and we would love to increase the number of  
languages in the next issue. 

 
TA K E CA RE E V E RYONE 
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My name is Gebrekristos. I came 
from Eritrea. I couldn‘t stay in my 

country. On May 5th of 2014 I decided to 
escape – illegally, since I was in the Natio-
nal Service. I initially started my journey 
walking for ten hours through the jungle. 
There are wild animals like hyena, but I 
was more afraid of Eritrean soldiers who 
would have imprisoned me for years. 

On the Sudanese border, I found  
shep herds who gave me milk and water, 
and directed me towards a refugee camp.  
I found many Eritreans there. After two 
days, the representative sent us to a camp 
in another village which holds thousands 
of refugees. Life was miserable there.  
I decided to leave Afrika for good and star-
ted the journey towards Karthoum, the 
capital of Sudan. We journeyed through 
the night in small Toyota pick-up cars. 
27 people were in one car. When we  
arrived in Karthoum, everyone paid 200$.  
I stayed there for two weeks. 

Even though I knew I could die on the 
way, on June 20th of 2014 I decided to 
cross the biggest desert in the world, 
the Sahara, to go to Libya. There is no  
living thing, no water, it is just full of 
sand. The sunrays are harmful, the 
winds are strong. 120 people were gathe-
red. We drove all in one truck with food 
and water supplies. But nobody was  
allowed to touch them. We got rest only 

one hour in the middle of the day. That 
was when they gave us some food and  
water. During the night, they did not 
drive not to lose the direction. If we  
would have lost it once, we would have 
been lost forever. 

After travelling for 4 tiring days, we  
arrived at the Egypt border. The drivers 
dropped us with the food and water. A 
few minutes later, we could see dust in 
the air far away from us. It approached 
us, we recognized small cars. They were 
flying like bullets followed by a heavy 
dust and five pick-up Landcruisers stop-
ped beside us. Some men stepped out of 
the cars. They were holding metal sticks 
and started shouting and hitting us just 
like animals to scare us without any  
reason. They were trying to make us 
afraid of them. We didn‘t fight back  
because they would leave us in the desert. 

The Sudanese drivers left. We were  
alone with men who were just like 
wild animals. The Sudanese had been  
kinder than the Libyan drivers who 
were on drugs and acted crazy. We were  
divided into five groups and loaded onto 
the cars like stones. The food and water 
were left behind. Everyone was allowed 
to keep one bottle of water only. They 
were driving with a high speed. Suddenly  
our driver lost control which caused an 
accident: the car rolled on the ground 

three times and remained upside down. 
I remember the situation: Our group 
was thrown into the air and dropped to 
the ground just like rain drops. At first I 
was not sure whether I was alive or not. 
I was shocked. Slowly I tried to stand 
and found myself alive. What I saw in 
the field is an unforgettable memory: 
everybody was on the ground and were 
struggling with pain. The driver slowly  
got out from the window. The other  
drivers came to help him. They didn‘t 
care about the injured people laying  
on the ground. 10 people were seriously 
injured. 

Two men and one woman were killed. We 
collected the wounded and buried the 
dead. We could do nothing to help the 
wounded. We just tried to bandage their 
wounds with pieces of cloth. The Liby-
ans tried to repair the broken car. But 
they couldn‘t. Three groups resumed 
the journey. We were left for three hours 
along with another group. 

Two cars came back. They pulled their 
knives and made us load the wounded 
onto the damaged car. The damaged 
car was pulled with one of the cars. The 
wounded were crying but the drivers 
laughed at them. After two hours, we 
reached the rest of the group. They were 
so worried about the others and stood up 
to find out who was dead and who was still 

alive. But the boss shouted: “Sit down 
animals”. We were shocked, looked at 
each other and wondered “Are they even 
human beings?” 

They unloaded us and told us that they 
would be back the next morning. The 
time was 2:30pm with very strong sun-
shine. We agreed not to drink much 
water and to collect it in one place. 
We cared for the wounded with pain- 
killers and infection pills. Someone had  
bandaged their wounds. Everybody 
was under pressure and afraid that the  
drivers would not come back. Fortunately 
they came back after four hours. The 
engine of the broken car was repaired. 
They drove us until midnight. Every - 
body was dropped on the ground and the 
drivers disappeared again. We were so  
tired and fell asleep immediately. It was 
so cold. Sahara has two extreme climates. 
During the day it is very hot and in the 
nights it gets very cold.

Like this we travelled for three days  
until we arrived close to the Libyan village  
Ejydabia. We had to change to a truck 
so the Libyan soldiers would not find 
us. After 30 minutes, the truck stopped 
and dropped us to the ground like stones. 
We realized that we were in a compound 
where hundreds of people were lying 
on the ground. The guards collected 
our belongings. We were so thirsty and 
hungry and worried about the women 
and children which we later found out 
that they were in a second hall. The  
guards brought water in a big can and 
we drank like camels. Later they came 
in with plates and distributed one plate 
among each group of people. It was our 
dinner, plain pasta without any spices. It 
was tasty because we were so hungry. But 
when I reached out for the plate for the 
third time it was already empty. 

The hall was very hot, about 45°C. Nobody  
was allowed to speak so we preferred 
to sleep. There was only one toilet for 
hundreds of people. If someone wanted 
to use it, he had to line up first and wait 
for at least 30 minutes. The next morning, 
they told us to make calls to our rela tives 
to pay 1800$. Anyone who couldn‘t pay 
would remain in the hall for an unlim-
ited time. In the evening the names of 
the people whose relatives had paid 
were called. Everybody was so eager to 
hear his name. My name was called the  
second day. I was so happy and mumbled 

„Glory to God forever! Thank you God!“ 
After seven days, we were loaded in one 
truck, including 5 women and drove for 
20 minutes to another compound. There 
were two flat back lorries waiting. We 
were confused: How would they load us? 
They took ten people and opened a metal 
box. They ordered us to get inside. The 
journey was to reach Trablus, the capital  

city of Libya. We knew that it would take 
13 hours to get there. We were shocked 
and couldn‘t believe it but there was 
no choice. It was very hard. Our bodies 
were piled like woods with bad muscle 
pain. We travelled 14 hours without any 
break and arrived Trablus. When the  
driver opened the boxes, nobody was able 
to stand properly. We were distributed 
in old houses where hundreds of people  
were waiting. They told us to call our 
relatives again to pay 2000$ in order  
to cross the most dangerous sea, the  
Mediterranean, to reach Italy. 

The ones who could pay were loaded 
inside containers onto a truck. It took 
almost three hours to the coast. With 
130 people in one container it was a  
catastrophy. There was not enough  
oxygen and space, that‘s why we were all 
standing. After one hour some people 
fell unconscious. We could not do 
anything than give them some water and 
blowing air into their faces with pieces 
of cardboards. We were so happy when 
we arrived at the coastline undiscovered 
by the police. There were some small  
houses on the coastline where we were 
kept for one week. 500 people were 
gathered. Finally, we were told to slowly  
get out in groups and walk along the 
coastline for an hour. After thirty  
minutes a rubber boat with a small  
engine arrived and I was in the first 
group. After 10 minutes, we arrived to 
a bigger wooden boat and changed. We 
were praying to God to save our lives. 
The boat travelled through the night 
struggling with storms. After eight 
hours, we reached the international  

water and the captain told us that the 
Italian emer gency aid ships would come 
to help us in an hour. Everybody was so 
surprised and happy but six hours passed 
and no Italian ship came. Everybody was 
feeling bad and praying to God. Then we 
saw a light far away from us. The captain 
stopped sailing for 5 hours. But suddenly 
there was a ship approaching us. Every-
one was stretching their hands to the sky 
thanking God. Most people couldn‘t con-
trol their happiness. We were crying and 
hugging each other. The ship was Italian. 

They immediately tied a rope to our boat 
to stabilize it. I observed everyone chan-
ging the boats trying to recover from 
the past events. I started to cry again.  
Suddenly I heard that my friends were 
calling me since I was the last man left. I 
joined them very fast. We felt better on 
the Italian ship because it was modern. 
The wooden boat was floating on the 
waves like a balloon. One of my friends 
shouted: “Look...it is very small, how 
did we arrive here safely?” I told him: “We 
arrived here only with the help of God.“ 
And all my friends said loudly: “Glory 
to God forever!” and hugged each other. 
One hour later, we arrived at Lampedusa 
which is a small Italian island. It was July 
the 17th 2014 when I arrived in Europe. 
From Lampedusa the Italian distributed 
us to different cities by aeroplane. 

I landed in Rome and stayed there for 
one month. After a month, I sought  
asylum in Dortmund. From there, I was 
sent to Bremen, the most peaceful place 
full of kind and social people. And I am so 
happy about living in Bremen.
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The story of an Eritrean

who travelled 9000 km  

in three months 
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Azim is a graffiti artist from Afghan - 
is tan currently based in Germany. 

He founded the projects Street Angels, 
Kabul Smiles and Kabul Knights. Through 
his arts, he wants to be the voice of the 
voiceless people, a shoulder to  those who 
have lost their loved ones  during the war 
and a messenger of peace. Azim chooses 
art to communicate with people of diffe-
rent language backgrounds. 

He believes that there are many talented 
refugees who should not stop creating art.  
There are so many positive themes in Ger-
many which need to be reflected through 
arts. Be it on walls, canvases or in music.

He also had exhibitions of his artwork 
in different cities in Germany and recei-
ved much positive feedback and energy.  
His artwork is presented under:
➔ www.kabulknights.com

Sulaiman Edrissy is an Afghan free-
lance photographer born and raised 

in Kabul, Afghanistan. His artworks and 
photography have been part of group  
exhibitions both inside and outside  
Afghanistan. Sulaimans photography 
shows critical and positive pictures of 
Afghanistan and has been internationally 
published and printed in digital media. 
Since the beginning of 2013, his artworks 
focus on the lifes of Afghan women. They 
are part of „Afghan Tales“ – a traveling 
exhibition around the world. Sulaiman  
is one of the Afghan refugees living in  
Bremen since mid 2014.

Burqa - Afghan women are not allowed 
to see the outside world – their world is 
limited to the four walls of their own hou-
ses. However, if there is any necessity for 
them to go out, they are forced to wear a 
Burqa. There are certain conditions on 
how to wear the Burqa. It must be large 
enough to cover the whole body of the wo-
men, its cloth must not be thin, but thick 
enough to prevent the „seductive“ limbs 
from showing through.  

The Burqa cloth must furthermore not  
be colorful or decorated; the same goes 
for clothing that is worn underneath  
the Burqa. The women should not wear  
perfume. Neither garments and foot - 
wear that produce sound.

I bought a Burqa for some of my staged 
works. I tried it on and found that it is 
not only about covering the whole body 
with all those conditions of wearing 
but it also leaves a small webbed screen 
to see through. It was really difficult to  
breathe underneath. My sight was 
very restricted. I could not see to the 
right or the left  – it felt like a blinkered  
horse. With the photographs I want 
to show the view through a Burqa veil  
and how difficult it is to see through it. 
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Peace is my destiny 

A Nation of War
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I come from a country in conflict. My house was destroyed.  
My school was bombed. My ears have for long heard the sounds of 

bullets, rockets and explosions rather than a cheerful melody. My 
books were taken away and put on fire  being considered  propaganda 
materials. My family was driven over by a Russian military tank. I was 
raised in a refugee camp with scarce food and resources and spent  
years in the worst living conditions. I have almost breathed more pol-
luted air with gunpowder and other chemicals than fresh and clean air. 

My country was invaded by Soviet Union (Russia) who still consider 
themselves as invited guests for a feast of introducing civilization 
through the most de-civilized methods of destruction and war. Their 
civilization agenda cost us hundreds of thousands of lives, civil war, 
ethnic segregation, torture, religious fundamentalism/extremism, 
human rights violation, safe haven for international terrorists and 
so many other problems. It gave ground to proxy wars, causing  
millions to migrate. 

I was raised in a country that was used as the best “fighting ring” for 
the cold war between the United States of America and Russia. Diffe-
rent ethnic and sectarian parties were provided weapons and finan-
cial means to drive out the Russian forces. The cold war ended with 
USA’s interest; however, the country was left divided into various 
ethnic parties that inherited a generation of civil war, followed by  
a religious fundamentalist group called Taliban that later became  
the safe haven for Al-Qaeda and other international terrorists.

My life story continues, I was forced to be displaced several times 
within the country and finally migrated to the neighboring country  
where I had to start from scratch. I started living under the tents 
and through low paid jobs, moved myself into an almost fair living 
condition.  Along with millions of Afghans I sought refuge in Iran 
where we were denied access to education and integration studies. 
The people of Iran complained about my illiteracy and low level of 
understanding of their cultural, economical and social structures 
and standards while me and the millions of Afghans were cut from 
the opportunity to access education and integration opportunities. 

Yes, I am an Afghan and today I live in Germany where once again I am 
not allowed to take part in proper language and integration courses. 
I have registered my name in several language institutes; however, 
the responses so far have been that Afghans and also refugees coming 
from Somalia and Pakistan are not allowed to attend integration cour-
ses. They have to wait until they receive their answers from “Bundes-
amt”. Receiving answers from “Bundesamt” will take years and it is a 
tragic time and opportunity loss for the people from these countries. 
While there are opportunities provided through social workers, I  
believe that the governmental bureaucracy introduces regulations  
that are simply senseless and denies the basic human rights of  
access to proper education. Education is the best gift one can give to 
an individual and is the only key through which the Afghans as well 
as Somalis and Pakistani refugees would be able to realize the root 
causes of their endless problems. As long as they are denied the access 
to education, their vulnerability will further increase.
(Amir)

  | 
 C

ri
tic

is
m

09

We met Naser Nassan Agha for an inter - 
view at the gallery of Art 15, where he 

exhibited artwork created in Syria, Turkey, 
and Bremen. Naser is an artist from the city 
of Aleppo and arrived in Bremen four months 
ago. He has represented Syria with his beauti-
ful art both locally and globally in a great 
number of art galleries and has won several  
local and international awards. 
 
The gallery is narrow, but cozy and well lit. The 
bright blue and red colours in Naser‘s pain-
tings catch the eye immediately. A closer look 
reveals letters from the ancient Syrian alphabet. 
Another characteristic of Naser‘s work is the 
display of architectural structures. According 
to the artist himself, his style depends on the 
employment of architecture in his artwork. He 
says he is moving between ancient buildings to 
recreate them based on the search of human 
perception. 
  
Naser goes on intuitively answering the ques-
tions we had in mind.  The city of Aleppo is the 
trestle for the views he provides in many of his 
paintings. Naser addresses multiple threats in 
his art, such as the dangerous power of the sea, 
especially when sitting in a small boat. He also 
focuses on the motif of women and mother-
hood. The mythological Goddess Ishtar repre-
sents love, war, fertility, and sexuality, and is 
present in a number of his works.
 
Naser‘s works were exhibited in several galler-
ies in European metropoles such as Paris, Rome, 
Stockholm, and Madrid. The war could not stop 
the flow of his art. Together, with a number of 
other artists, he kept maintaining a gallery in 
the city of Aleppo. Their purpose was to empha-
size that, despite all difficulties, the people of 
Syria have a deep-rooted culture of never giving 
up and the desire to stay alive is always present. 

When the situation in Aleppo worsened further, 
Naser moved to Istanbul, Turkey, where he 
lived for one year. He participated in many 
activities and succeeded in establishing a 
gallery. From Istanbul, the artist moved to  
Bremen a few months ago. The city of Bremen  
has influenced his art, so he interweaves  
between his heritage and the beauty that he 
saw in this city in a harmoniously artistic way,  
introducing landmarks from Bremen and  
Aleppo in a number of his paintings.
(Saleh Shehade)

From Feb. 4th–21st, Naser Nassan Agha‘s paintings have  
been exhibited at the Art15 in the Schnoorviertel.  

The Vernissage on Feb. 4th was attended by a great audience.  
Anja Stahmann, Senator for social affairs, children, youths  

and women held the welcoming speech

On the Culture of 
non-education in an 

Afghan biographyArt
s
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The Syrian musician Raed Jazbeh is 
founder and artistic director of the 

Syrian Expat Philharmonic Orchestra. He 
started studying music in his childhood 
in Aleppo and later studied music and fine 
arts in Damascus. Ever since, Raed played 
a central role in many musical projects 
on local and international level. After 
he received an invitation from Konzert-
haus Berlin to play with the Arabic Youth 
Philharmonic Orchestra in August 2013, 
Raed permanently moved to Bremen.

We had the pleasure to meet Raed and to 
ask him some questions. 

HuB: When did the idea first come to 
your mind? 
Raed Jazbeh: After I arrived to Germany, 
I noticed that many professional Syrian 
musicians live here and in other Euro-
pean countries. That gave me the idea 
of establishing a Syrian philharmonic  
orchestra in Europe.

When did the serious work begin?
I started the actual work in 2015, when 
the Syrian musicians met from all over 
the European Union to rehearse. It was 
on September 22nd, when the SEPO 
had its first concert at the Sendesaal in  
Bremen after 9 months of hard work and 
preparation. The second concert took 
place on October 3rd, 2015 at the Verdo 
in Hitzacker, Germany.

And what are the obstacles that you 
have been facing since you began?
Our biggest fear was the lack of financing 
as we did not have any official sponsor. It 
became very difficult for us to manage all 
the musicians around Europe, to afford 

Story of Success

Syrian Expat PhilharmonicOrchestra

For the latest news and activities of the orchestra visit:

➔ www.facebook.com/Syrian-Expat-Philharmonic-Orchestra-SEPO

travel costs, book locations for rehearsal  
and to organize concerts. We have  
not received any support from the 
government up to this moment. I think 
the reason might be that we are still  
inexperienced in communicating with  
ministries and organizations responsible  
for funding such projects. However,  
we have been blessed spiritually and 
financially with great support from  
Syrians and Germans who believe in our 
abilities.

ortunately the SEPO was recently regis-
tered in the Federal Republic of Germany 
and has the reserved rights of an orchest-
ra under the terms and conditions of the 
European Music Council. We are now 
preparing to establish a special board  
dedicated to organize all of the orchestras 
affairs.

What’s the message that SEPO aims to 
deliver?
SEPO is all about presenting the Syrian 
music to the world. We represent a 7000 
year-old civilization. It was there before  
religion and it gave the world its first  
alphabet along with the first musical  
piece. In the shade of war, what can 
the Syrian musicians accomplish? We  
present our music to paint a different 
picture from the image of war and  
destruction which is focused in the  
media. Maybe we can draw some hope.

The interview was conducted by  

Anas AlShouhif.

SEPO‘s most recent concerts took 
place on March 8th and 9th in Berlin 
at Heinrich-Böll-Stiftung.

More concerts are planned for Bern, 
Switzerland in April and for Berlin and 
Bremen in August.
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Wir öffnen die Tür des Freizeit-
heims, kommen in den Flur und 

schon riecht es lecker nach Essen. Wir 
hören Stimmen auf Arabisch, Kurdisch, 
Persisch und Deutsch. Als wir den Saal 
betreten, werden wir freundlich von  
Brigitte begrüßt. Sie steht bei einer Gruppe  
von Männern, die mit ihren Familien 
zum wöchentlich stattfindenden Kochen  
gekommen sind. Durch den Raum 
schwirren ca. 20 Frauen, Männer und 
Kinder aus Syrien, Afghanistan, dem 
Iran und Bremen. Fünf Tische sind schon  
gedeckt. Viele verschiedene Gerichte sind 
auf einem Tresen angerichtet. Es gibt  
Salat mit Granatapfelkernen, Bratkartof-
feln, Fisch, „Maklube“ (Reisgericht mit 
Gemüse, Nüssen und Hühnchen), gebra-
tenes Gemüse und zum Nachtisch Rote 
Grütze, Pudding und Ananas. Der Geruch 
und das Aussehen der Speisen bringt  
Erinnerungen zurück.

Wir sind ein bisschen spät dran. Das  
Essen ist fertig, gerade wird die Küche 
aufgeräumt und letzte Hand an die Spei-
sen gelegt. Vorfreude liegt in der Luft. Die 
Szenerie macht uns neugierig, wie die 
Gruppe von Menschen mit den verschie-
densten Hintergründen zum Kochen und 
gemeinsamen Essen zusammenkommt. 
Also fragen wir drauflos.

„Essen zuzubereiten, das du von zu Hause  
kennst, ist eine gute Methode gegen 
Heimweh“ meint Brigitte, eine der  
Organisatorinnen der Initiative. „Wir fra-
gen die Teilnehmer, was sie gerne kochen 
wollen, bekommen Einkaufslisten und 
besorgen die Zutaten – manchmal ist es 
schwierig, an die richtigen Gewürze zu 
kommen“.

Der gelernte Koch Yousuf erzählt uns, 
wie er von der Idee gehört hat: „Eines  
Tages kamen sie zu dem Camp in dem wir 
leben und erzählten uns von ihrem Vor-
haben. Sie holen uns mit ihren Autos ab, 
damit wir hier sein können. Denn viele 
von uns haben keine Busfahrkarten oder 
Fahrräder. Nur so geht es. Wir setzen uns 
zusammen und besprechen die Gerichte,  
die wir kochen wollen – verschiedene  
Gerichte, um die Küche aus Ost und West 
zusammenzubringen“.

Auf die Frage, was ihm hier am wich-
tigsten ist, antwortet Yousuf: „Es ist das 
Gefühl der Zusammenarbeit. Das Teilen 
unserer Rezepte und Gewürze, die Kul-
tur, die Sprache. Dabei versuchen wir 
meistens, Deutsch miteinander zu spre-
chen. Es macht viel Spaß und ist eine gute 
Möglichkeit, die Sprache zu lernen. Wir 
wissen jetzt fast alle Namen für Früchte,  

Gemüse und Geräte. Unsere Kinder haben  
eine gute Zeit abseits vom Chaos und 
der unerträglichen Routine des Camps. 
Niemand von uns hat eine Küche, also 
bekommen wir hier die Möglichkeit, 
wieder Gerichte zu kochen, die wir sehr 
vermissen“.

Farhan fügt hinzu: „Die Bremer, die ich 
bisher getroffen habe, sind sehr hilfsbe-
reit und teilen gerne. Wir müssen Alle 
Grenzen abbauen. Hier lernen wir die 
deutsche Gesellschaft kennen und stellen 
unsere vor. Wir respektieren ihre Art zu 
denken und sie respektieren unsere. Wir 
haben von ihnen genommen und wir 
geben ihnen. Aber das Schönste ist: Am 
Ende sitzen wir mit all unseren Unter-
schiedlichkeiten gemeinsam an einem 
Tisch.“ Und so machen wir es dann auch: 
wir setzen uns, genießen das Essen und 
schnacken mit zwei jungen Schwestern 
im Zickzack zwischen Arabisch, Englisch 
und Deutsch.
(Bente Trumann, Anas AlShouhif )

Bremerinnen und  
Geflüchtete kochen und  
essen gemeinsam

E V ENTS
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Das InCa (Internationales Café) lädt Menschen aus aller Welt zu 

Kultur, Kaffee und Kuchen ein. Es wird von einer Gruppe junger 

Leute organisiert und findet alle zwei Monate an wechselnden Or-

ten in Bremen statt.

Das jüngste InCa wurde im „noon“ veranstaltet, dem Foyer-Café 

im Theater Bremen. Über fünf Stunden spielten verschiedene live-

Bands ihre Musik. Es gab kurdische Musik von „Azadi“, Ska und 

Funk von den „Freaking Dynamites“ und Hip-Hop und Freestyles 

von „Leon Fullah“ und „Tony Energy“. Spontan sprang außerdem 

ein afghanisch singender Solist ein.

Mehrere hundert Gäste füllten die Räume und den Hof. Unter  

ihnen waren auch sehr viele Kinder mit ihren Familien. Sie konnten  

in der Kinderecke eine schöne Zeit verbringen: An einem langen 

Tisch wurde mit Wasserfarben und Buntstiften gemalt und in der 

Leseecke gab es Kinderbücher und Comics. Die Hauptattraktion 

war aber zweifellos das Kinderschminken: zahllose Feen, Tiere und 

Gruselgestalten liefen durch die Menge. Für die Großen stand in 

einem Nebenraum ein Kickertisch. Außerdem gab es gespendete  

Kleidung zum Mitnehmen. An einem Info-Tisch konnten sich  

Geflüchtete über hilfreiche Bremer Initiativen informieren.

Das Besondere am InCa-Team ist die Vielfältigkeit der Mitglieder. 

Es besteht aus jungen Leuten mit verschiedenen Hintergründen. 

Du kannst das InCa gerne mit Ideen,  Musik, Spenden, Workshops, 

und Tatkraft unterstützen. Interessierte sind willkommen, am  

wöchentlichen Planungstreffen teilzunehmen. (Donnerstags 

um 20 Uhr im Paradox, Bernhardstraße 12, 28203 Bremen).   

Das nächste InCa-Event findet am 24.04.2016 in der Schwank-
halle statt (Buntentorsteinweg 112, 28201 Bremen).

Waxaan aad ugu faraxsanahay in aan 
ka mid ahaa Soomalida nasiibka u 

heshay in ay casumaad rasmiya ka helaan 
warshada caanka ah ee Mercedes-Benz ee 
magaalada Bremen. Waxaan ku soo arag-
nay wax aad iyo aad noo xiiso galiyay. Gaar 
ahaan waxaan aad ugu faraxsanahay war-
bixinihii aan ka helnay kulamada aan ku 
qabanay DGB-Hausga ee Ururka Arbeit 
und Leben, gaar ahaan qeybtii na loogu 
sharxay waxa uu yahay Asyl iyo sharci-
yadiisa. Hadii ay suurtogal tahay waxa-
an aad u jeclaan lahaa in na loo sii wado  
kulamadaas aan wax ka fa‘iidaysanay.
(Shakib Jama)

Ich freue mich sehr, das Glück gehabt zu 

haben, dass ich bei der Besichtigung in der 

Firma Mercedes-Benz in Bremen dabei sein 

durfte. Es war für mich ein Erlebnis das ich 

nicht so schnell vergessen werde. Ich habe 

viele Dinge gesehen, die mir Sehnsucht oder 

den Wunsch gegeben haben, auch in so  

einer Firma zu arbeiten. Zudem hat es 

mich sehr gefreut an so vielen Informati-

onstreffen im DGB-Haus teilgenommen zu 

haben, insbesondere hat mich das Thema 

Asyl und ihre Gesetze sehr angesprochen. 

Ich wünsche mir, wenn es natürlich mög-

lich ist – an weiteren Informationstreffen 

in naher Zukunft teilzunehmen.

 (Shakib Jama)

The InCa (International Café) brings together people from 
all over the world to enjoy coffee, cake and culture. It is  

organized by a group of young people and takes place once every 
two months in different locations in Bremen. 

The latest InCa took place at the “noon” in Theater Bremen. 
Different bands played live music. There was Kurdish music 
by “Azadi”, Ska and Funk by the “Freaking Dynamites” and 
Hip-hop and Freestyle by “Leon Fullah” and “Tony Energy”. An  
Afghan soloist spontaneously jumped in.

The location was full with hundreds of visitors. Among them 
were many children who came with their families. They had a 
good time at the kid‘s corner: at a long table, the children could 
paint with water color and crayons. A reading nook provided 
children‘s books and comics. But the main attraction for the 
children was undoubtedly having their faces painted with the-
ater make-up. Countless fairies, animals and monsters ran 
around in the crowd. The grown-ups could enjoy playing the 
table soccer or browse the free clothes section. An information 
desk informed refugees on useful initiatives around Bremen. 

The special thing about InCa is the diversity of its members,  
involving young people with different backgrounds. You can  
always support InCa events with ideas, music, donations or a  
helping hand. Everybody is welcome to join their regular meet-
ings every Thursday at 8 p.m. at the Paradox (Bernhardstr.12, 
28203 Bremen). 

The next InCa will take place at Schwankhalle on 24th of 
April (Buntentorsteinweg 112, 28201 Bremen).

K A SOO BI X IS T II  KON T EE N A RK A  
I YO K A Q AY B Q A A D A SH A DII NOL A SH A .

Waxaan aad ugu faraxsanahay sida 
aan uga faa,iidaysanay siminaara-

dii ay noo suurta galiyeen Abeit undLeben 
iyo Mohamud Ahmednur Farah. Waxaan 
Siminaaradaas ka helnay, Iskuulo aan 
luqada ku barano, iyo isku diyaarin xir-
fadaha sida shoqooyinka Gacnta. Hada-
anu fursadaas helin waxaanu maalin iyo 
habeenba fadhin lahayn konteenarada ku 
dhex yaal kaamamka.

AUS DEM C ON TA INER INS L EBE N 

Wir freuen uns, dass wir die Chance  

genutzt haben und die Seminare von  

Mohamud Ahmednur Farah und „Arbeit 

und Leben“ besucht haben. Durch diese  

Seminare haben wir berufliche und sprach-

liche Unterstützung bekommen. Damit 

können wir am Leben teilnehmen. Ohne 
diese Unterstützung wären wir Tag und 

Nacht nur im Container.

Internationales 

Café — InCa 

Isma oran markaan wadankaygii  
kasoo baxaayey in aaan kula kulmayo 

wadanka jarmalka aroos soomaaliyeed oo 
lagu soo bandhigayo ciyaarihii dhaqanka 
wadankayga soomaaliya, aad ayaan 
arintaas ugu farxay.

Als ich meine Heimat verlassen muss-

te, habe ich nicht gedacht, dass ich in 

Deutschland auf einer Hochzeitsfeier  

meine traditionellen Tänze wiedersehe. 

Meine Freude war grenzenlos.

E VENTS

EVENTS

➔ For contact information please look at the information section in the back of the issue.
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Flashlights on  Soccer, Table Tennis 
and “Fitte Mädchen”

Nach und nach betreten die Mädchen 
den hell erleuchteten Raum. In der 

großen Spiegelfront spiegeln sich ihre 
bunten Kleider und Kopftücher. Ich werde  
schüchtern beäugt. Trainerin Sharon ist 
schon da. Sie kümmert sich um den An-
schluss der Musik. Koordinatorin Monika 
Duncan begrüßt die Mädchen: heute wird 
Zumba getanzt. Ich stelle mich vor. Ob  
ich ein bisschen beobachten und mit-
machen dürfe, um einen Bericht zu sch-
reiben? Ist ok. Aber bitte keine Fotos! Das 
ist einigen Mädchen sehr wichtig, denn 
sie haben Angst erkannt zu werden.

Die Musik wummert los. „Arriba-arriba-
otra vuelta!“ Es sind lateinamerikanische 
Popklänge. Sharon strahlt uns durch den 
Spiegel an. Alle versuchen wir, ihre Bein- 
und Armbewegungen nachzuahmen 

– zum Takt versteht sich. Es ist nicht ein-
fach und klappt nicht auf Anhieb. Aber 
Sharon ermuntert und lobt uns, es wird 
viel geschmunzelt und gelacht. Der Spaß 
steht im Vordergrund. „Fitte Mädchen“ 
heißt das Projekt, welches unter dem 
Dach von Werder Bremen entstanden ist.

 Es soll geflüchtete und Bremer Mädchen 
in Bewegung und vor allem in Kontakt 
bringen. 

Seit September 2015 werden im 8-Wochen- 
Takt verschiedene Sportarten vorgestellt. 
Begonnen wurde mit Korbball, gefolgt 
von Fußball. Bis zu den Osterferien wird 
getanzt: Hiphop, Zumba, Fitness. Als 
nächstes ist Tischtennis dran.

Ich frage, welche Sportart bisher die  
beliebteste war: manche Mädchen moch-
ten Fußball am liebsten, andere favorisie-
ren Korbball. Zumba aber scheint allen 
gefallen zu haben. Im Gespräch nach der 
Stunde erfahre ich noch einige Details: 
Das Projekt biete geflüchteten Mädchen, 
die in streng religiösen Gesellschaften 
aufgewachsen sind, einen Schutzraum, 
damit sie überhaupt sportlich aktiv  
werden können. Manche von ihnen haben 
das als kleine Kinder zuletzt gedurft. 
(Bente Trumann)

Wer Lust hat, bei den „Fitten Mädchen“  
mitzumachen, kann sich unter  

Tel.: (0421) 434590 melden. 

Rami Karnous (l.) currently trains 
refugees in different groups under 

the Werder Bremen flagship. He came to 
Germany from Syria years ago and is not 
only a table tennis coach but also uses his 
knowledge of Arabic to accompany refu-
gees to offices or hospitals to help them 
with language obstacles.

Saleh (r.), is from Syria and plays in Werder 
Bremen’s 4th league under Ramis super-
vision. He has high hopes of playing in the 
first league one day and wants to attend 
national and international competitions.

The trainings are scheduled every 
Monday between 13:30-15:00 p.m., 

Gymnastikhalle Hemelinger Straße.

ARRIBA, ARRIBA! OTRA VUELTA!

Die Gruppe ist ausschließlich für unbegleitete minderjährige Mädchen geöffnet.

A group of young Somalians meet 
on Sundays to play soccer at the 

grounds of Hastedter TSV. They play 
for pure enjoyment and don‘t care 
about the rules so much. If someone is 
caught fowling, he has to do pushups for  
punishment. The youths live together in 
the same camp close by the club. One boy 
tells us: „I want to play on a Werder team. 
If you know someone who can get me in 
there, please let me know.“

In Motion 

ACOMPA 
Group of volunteers that accompanies  
refugees and migrants to government  
agencies and offices (like Jobcenter, Aus-
länderbehörde), to doctors or to other 
occasions. Accompaniment is voluntary, 
anonymously and solidary. 
Monday 17 –20 h , Thursday 10 – 13 h 

www.acompabremen.blogsport.de
acompa-bremen@riseup.net 
phone: 0176/999 29206

FemCafé
FemCafé is a project by women for women 
and children who had to experience escape. 
Heart of the project is the café that takes 
place at the Mädchenkulturhaus every 
month. Also: language class and communal 
activities. 
www.femcafe-bremen.org 
post@femcafe-bremen.org 
phone: 0160/33 13 740

Flüchtlingshilfe Bremen 
bremen Facebook-group that organizes 
needed goods and distributes them among 
refugees. Locals help via the social  
net work - quick and straightforward.
www.facebook.com/fluechtlingshilfe

FlüchtlingeWillkommen
Places refugees in shared flats nationwide 
and offers information on legal issues  
and costs. 
www.fluechtlinge-willkommen.de 
hallo@fluechtlinge-willkommen.de

Flüchtlingsinitiative Bremen
Flüchtlingsinitiative Bremen is an asso-
ciation that gives advice to refugees and 
migrants and accompanies them to the 
authorities. The offers are free, anonymous, 
confidential and solidary. 
Tuesday 9–12 h, Thursday 10–14 h  

Bernhardstr. 12, 28203 Bremen

www.fluechtlingsinitiative-bremen.de
info@fluechtlingsinitiative-bremen.de 
phone: 0421/70 57 75

Help a Refugee
Support for refugees and asylum seekers. 
Meeting with locals, help with finding an 
apartment and more. 
www.help-refugee.com
info@help-a-refugee.com

InCa
Meeting people from all over the world - live 
music - activities for children - coffee and 
cakes - information for refugees. Takes 
place every 2 months. Weekly plenum. InCa.
www.facebook.com/ 
InCa-Internationales-Cafe
bremen@gmail.com

INFO PAGES
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infopointbremen.de
German-English homepage that helps  
you find information and media like news-
papers and books in different languages. 
www.infopoint-bremen.de
info@infopoint-bremen.de
phone: 0421/789 13

Language mentoring
Brings together language tandems 
in Bremen. 
Thursday 15-17 h 
Tegeler Plate 23, 28259 Bremen 
www.caritas-bremen-nord.de/ 
 02c_jugendmig.html
e.haverland@caritas-bremen-nord.de, 
r.lautenbach@caritas-bremen-nord.de 
phone: 0421/ 66 077 31

MediNetz
Advice center for medical questions  
for refugees, immigrants and people  
without papers. 
www.fluechtlingsinitiative-bremen.de
 /?q=medinetz

Projekt „enCourage“ 
„enCourage“ helps refugees to prepare for 

the primary hearing at the „Bundesamtfür 
Migration und Flüchtlinge“ (BAMF) 
www.bremer-rat-fuer-integration.de/ 
 termine/?id=774 
n.engel@awo-bremen.de

Qigong for refugees
The „Dao Yuan“ school offers Qigong 
classes especially for refugees and 
their guardians. 
Steffensweg 155, Bremen-Walle 

www.qigong-daoyuan.net 
info@qigong-daoyuan.net 
phone: 0174/9676598

Refugio Bremen
Center for psychosocial and therapeutic 
councelling for refugees and survivors  
of torture - a „sanctuary for the soul“.  
The offers are multilingual, free and  
confidential. 
Parkstraße 2-4, 28209 Bremen 

www.refugio-bremen.de 
info@refugio-bremen.de
phone: 0421/376 07 49

Theater project „Life in the Diaspora“
You are between 14 and 27 years old and  
like to play theater with youths from  
all over the world? Join the workshops. 
www.bremer-welttheater.de 
chinelo-theaterhaus@gmx.de 
phone: 0421/79012971



Hey Guys! Are you interested to write and get your articles published? Please contact "HuB 
Magazin" and help us share your stories and ideas with our readers. 
 
Hi Leute! Ihr schreibt gerne und möchtet eure Artikel veröffentlichen? Kontaktiert das "HuB 
Magazin" und helft uns dabei, tolle Geschichten und Ideen mit unseren Lesern zu teilen. 

 

ሰላም ንዓኹም ይኹን ኣሕዋት! ብቓንቓ ኣዴኹም ስነ ጽሑፍ ክርጽሕፉን ኣብ መጋዚን ከተሕትሙን ትደልዩ'ዶ? ንኣንበብቲ 
ዝበለጸ ታሪኻትን ሓሳባትን ንምቕራብ  ተሳትፎኹም ንጽበ። "HuB Magazin" ኢልኩም  ርኸቡና። ብድሓን ምጹ። 

 

Vous aimez écrire et vous êtes interessés de publier vos idées? Contactez le magazin "HuB" et 
partagez vos histoires avec nos lecteurs! 

 

هل أنتم مهتّمين بكتابة المقاالت ونشرها؟ رجاًء تواصلوا مع مجلّة هوب وساعدونا في مشاركة قرائنا ! مرحباً يا أصدقاء
 قصص وأفكار أفضل

 
تماس گرفته و ما را در تشريک داستان ها و  مجله حبايا عالقمند نوشته و نشر مقاالت خود هستيد؟ لطفا با  !سالم دوستان

 . مطالب بهتر با خوانندگان ما کمک نمائيد

 

Hej momci ! Da li ste zainteresovani da pisete da vase novine budu u javnosti ? Molimo vas 
kontaktirajte "HuB Magazin" i pomozite nam da delimo vase price i ideje sa citacima Prijateljski 
pozdrav! 
 

Hi Saaxiibayaal! Hadii aad jeceshihiin in aad Maqaal qortaan oo aad ku soo bandhigtaan Joornaalka. 
Fadlan nagala soo xiriir Joornaalka "HuB Magazin" nagana caawima in aad Qisooyinkiina iyo Fikradihiina 
u soo bandhigtaan akhristayaasha. 
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