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—————————
Students brainstormed 
words to correspond 
with their letters
—————————

We divided the alphabet into parts and assigned students to groups to choose words 
to represent their letters. Then the students drew out their photographic ideas.

 

—————————
The third stage was to 
create a studio in the 
courtyard of the school 
where we, the students 
and I, set up the shots, 
and I photographed 
them.
—————————

We divided the alphabet 
into parts and assigned 
students to groups to 
choose words to repre-
sent their letters. Then the 
students drew out their 
photographic ideas.
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Mariam, Eqypt

We came here to Philadelphia in April at twelve o’clock at night. It was cold, not 
our weather. I was wearing my mom’s jacket but it didn’t help. I told her, “I’m cold, 
I want to go back.”

When you see the buildings here, it’s like you cannot hear any voices. It’s so quiet, 
so quiet. You feel like the people in the house are dead. In our country, when you 
walk outside you can hear voices or noise from anywhere. You would be like, I have 
a headache. I don’t like to walk in the street when you cannot hear like the clacks of 
the cars. Why is it so quiet? The buildings, the schools, the church, even the church. 
Why is it so quiet?

When I first got here, I was like, oh, new stuff. America is awesome. Then my aunt 
asked me if I wanted to see the school. OK, I thought, I’m going to see blondie girls 
and blondie boys and be like, ooooh. But when I came, I first saw African American 
people. I was like, OK, they’re American so…Then I saw an Arab, I saw an Indian, 
I saw Chinese people and others from around the whole world! I was like, huh, 
where am I? I said I’m going back. I’m going to get a taxi, I’m going back. I cannot 
stay here. It’s all Arab. I’m not in America. I’m in my country. I just traveled to 
another city.

I thought in America I’m going to be the only one in the street wearing a dress. But 
it’s normal. I eat the same food. I see Arabs, I see Egyptians. The whole school, ev-
erywhere I go. Every corner there is an Egyptian. I thought I’d be the only Muslim 
in America, the only Arabic girl in America. I was going to be the only girl who left 
their country and came to America.

America was a movie to me, but we are all immigrants here. No one is better than 
another one. We are equal. We are all immigrants. When we came here, we were 
allowed to do anything. Anywhere, whenever you want to do something, you can do 
it. But in our country, we’re not allowed to. We cannot shake hands with a boy. If 
you look at the Qur’an and read it, it’s haram [forbidden]. But people came here and 
started to hug girls, and kiss them. It’s OK if you hug a girl, but not in the street, or 
in the school.

I’m trying to stay as I am. It’s Mariam, I came here. I didn’t change. Here we live 
with one hand, me and my mom, as if we were one person. I cannot leave her 
because my dad is not here. She started working when we came from Egypt. I was 
like, no, Mom, you cannot work. I was thinking to leave the school and work for 
her. She told me no, so I take care of my little brother. And he was like, “Where’s 
my mom? Why she works?” One night, I saw her crying. “What happened?” She 
told me we need money to pay for the rent and the food. I said, “Let’s go back to 
our country.” She said, “No, we will not give up.”
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