UPDATE from the "Youth with a Mission" team in which Hannah Donald is serving


Our first shift was a day shift and we were thrown in full swing without having much of an orientation. Much of our experience has become a 'figure it out as we go' type mentality. Our major task: The Clothing Tent. Crumbling cardboard boxes and heaps of plastic bins line shelf after shelf with clothes that need to be resorted, refolded, and then distributed as new orders come in from either new arrivals or people within the camp who need replacements. We quickly found routine as new shipments of clothes were delivered from the warehouse, which we then unpacked and restocked and then used to deliver clothes. There is nothing quite like the smiles and genuine thanks we received when we brought fresh clean clothes to families who had just arrived off of the boats. As well as the clothing tent, there was also the tea tent that needed to be maintained (the Middle East and Europe love their tea), and the info tent where we would hand out small, but necessary things such as diapers, rope, and other odds and ins. Here, we also answer questions and tend to the random problems each day brings. Day shifts keep us nice and busy and always on our toes; the night shifts are quite different on the contrary. Most night shifts consist of guarding gates, especially those into the family compounds, and building relationship with the refugees. Many of them stay up into the early morning hours simply just to sit and talk with us, to share stories and to have company. Midnight to eight in the morning often passes by in what feels like a few hours when we are with our friends: talking, playing games, and having multiple language lessons. The camp has definitely become a place we always want to be, but it has its emotionally troubling moments too that sometimes stretch us to our limits.

Decomposing orange peels litter the ground as the dying scent of citrus mixes with the sour stench of garbage. Gates are locked as another fight breaks out; this time someone has a knife. Glass shatters. Military men rush up the hill to contain the growing crowd. Yelling is heard in all different tongues: Greek, Farsi, Arabic, Kurdish. It only adds to the chaos. The people are restless. They are scared. They are sad. They are angry. There was an attempted suicide last week. Just yesterday four girls were relocated to a safe house. The sex trade still raves, and thrashes throughout the camp. Clothes have been limited lately; each person has three shirts if they're lucky. Most only have two. Home sickness and yearning for loved ones who were left behind paints nearly every face. Gaining asylum has been more than difficult to obtain due to a lack of countries willing to open and receive. Racism snarls it's teeth and gnashes at both minorities and majorities. Nearly four hundred more refugees arrived today to an already overcrowded camp. Long ago was the comfortable maximum capacity reached and people have since taken up their homes in tents pitched all over the grounds of the camp. Over 300 pop up tents litter every spare inch of asphalt and rocky ground; each tent contains at least six people. This is what thousands now call home. Doctors, lawyers, teachers, computer technicians, authors, artists, architects, and journalists now must humble themselves and send in orders for another pair of shoes or another pair of socks. Yet, there You are God.

You shine; You are the brightest of Suns, the sweetest hope. There You are in the stories and moments shared. You are evident in the love we have for each other, how we have made lifelong friends in less than fourteen days. You are our patience and our love as we run the single gallon kettle all night long to provide hot water for hundreds of families who want boiling water to sip to keep warm. You break through every time and always provide clothes when we need them, blankets when we need them, shoes when we need them. You are the respect for new ideas and cultures, the hunger to learn about each other: where we all came from, how we all got here. You are there in the 3am games of Yahtzee as we guard the gate; You sit among us as we watch the sun rise and clutch steaming cardboard cups of tea. You are the everything that the refugees insist on giving us out of their total nothingness: the cookies, the blankets, the sunglasses, the bracelets. You are in little Mian's smile; You are the bubbles of Nil's laugh. You are so present. Hopelessness is the silent killer. Depression is prevalent. Despair is obvious. Yet so are You, and You are brighter. Heartbreak is here, but so is God. In a place where the most heart wrenching screams and cries can be heard and battered people seen, exists laughs like symphonic orchestras, and the most beautiful human beings you will ever lay your eyes on.


Please continue standing in prayer for us all and we will continue sending updates as we go!

