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I. 
This project started as a personal reflection. And a need to explore new ways of 
processing life in a country my parents immigrated to in 1986, before I was born. 
Fleeing Iran to Sweden. I reflect on what it does to a person, to arrive somewhere 
new and build a life there. What tools we carry. What we leave behind. I think this 
need, of exploring other ways than traditional therapy, came partly from the silence 
of my parents. And a need to understand their history to understand mine and ours. 
The way they never really had the opportunity to deal with what they had left. 
Therapy, when the language is limited, is hard. And when the focus has been on 
finding a job, often several at the same time, and taking care of children, to sit with 
trauma and process it is a privilege. A privilege my parents never had. 

And I know there is a lot to unpack there. 

Growing up, I noticed it most in my father. Not in what he said, but in what he didn’t. 

There are things my father never said out loud. Not because he forgot them, but 
because some experiences don’t have the right words, or because the right words 
feel too dangerous, even years later, even in safety. 

I grew up around that silence. I didn’t always understand it, but I learned to read it, in 
the way he held certain memories, in what he kept and what he threw away. Exile, I 
came to understand, doesn’t end when you arrive somewhere new. It continues, 
quietly, in the body, in habits, in what you allow yourself to want. And that is my 
heritage. 

That inheritance is also what brought me to a larger question: what other ways are 
there for healing when you don’t have the language, or the access to therapy? Can 
we find something through sharing in another way? Through artistic expression? Not 
as decoration, not as documentation, but as a force. To tell, and to find community. I 
wanted to explore how documentary and audiovisual work can function as a tool for 
communication and healing, especially for those who have experienced 
displacement. 

I have experienced it myself. Writing, storytelling, working with narrative, these have 
been ways of processing things that therapy alone couldn’t reach. There comes a 
point where you need another language. Not instead of help, but alongside it. 

Research on art therapy suggests this is not only personal. Studies within trauma 
and displacement contexts have shown that artistic expression can support 
emotional processing and recovery, particularly for those who lack access to 
traditional therapeutic support, due to language barriers, financial constraints, or 
simply the weight of survival leaving no room for anything else (Baker, 2006; Rowe 
et al., 2017). 

But much of this remains within closed settings, clinical or institutional. I began to 
wonder what happens when it opens up. When the act of creating and sharing 
becomes something collective, something that reaches people where they are. 

Not by explaining, but by touching something shared. The experience of processing, 
of carrying, of slowly finding ground. And in that recognition, perhaps, something like 
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comfort. A way of finding home within yourself, even when everything outside is 
uncertain. 

Over the last several years I have been working with questions of displacement, 
heritage, and healing, both as a way of understanding my own background and as a 
way of amplifying voices that rarely get to speak on their own terms. I have made at 
least five documentaries with people navigating life after migration, people carrying 
stories that don’t fit neatly into the forms they are asked to fill in. 

When I looked back at that body of work, I began to see a thread. The same 
questions surfacing again and again. The same silences. The same tension between 
what a person carries and what a system is willing to recognise. That is when I 
returned to older material I had worked with, and got back to Hamid. His story was 
the clearest articulation of what I had been circling. And it was also what led me to 
begin documenting Amena, a new and parallel process that could explore these 
questions further, with fresh eyes and in the present tense. 

Sweden has roughly over forty years of migration history, and forty years of shifting 
policies around it. Waves of arrivals, changes in asylum law, tightening requirements 
for residency and citizenship. What has remained consistent, across those decades, 
is the demand for legibility. To prove, in the language the system speaks, that you 
are here legitimately, that you contribute, that you belong. For many, that demand 
has come at the cost of the very practices that made belonging possible in the first 
place. 

This project sits inside that history. Not to document it from the outside, but to stay 
close to two people who are living it right now. 

One of them, Hamid, once said to me that he didn’t feel like a real person until he 
received his personnummer. That sentence stayed with me. Because it points to 
something larger than bureaucracy. It points to what a system decides to see, and 
what it chooses not to. 

What does it take to be recognised as real? Not as a statistic, not as a case number, 
but as a person whose life has weight and whose presence matters? 

What makes a person real? When are you allowed to heal? 

II. The Project 
“It is not really important who they (we) are until they get their residency permit. Until 

they (we) become a real person.”  
— Hamid 

Rituals of Return explores ways of finding home within oneself through other 
methods, when words aren’t enough. In music, dance, movement, painting, creating, 
prayer. What can ground us, contain our history, and still allow us to feel centred in a 
new home? 

The word return, تشگزاب  in Persian, carries something personal for me. It is not only 
about going back to a place. It is about going back to oneself. To what was left 
behind, or buried, or set aside in order to survive. In this project, return is not a 
destination. It is a practice. Something you do again and again, the way Hamid 
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returns to the canvas, the way Amena returned to her voice, the way I have returned 
to questions I have been carrying my whole life without knowing what to do with 
them. 

That is why these practices are rituals. Not because they are ceremonial, but 
because they are repeated. Necessary. A way of staying in relation to yourself when 
everything around you is asking you to become someone else. 

Return carries another meaning too, one that is personal and political at the same 
time. The language of återvandring, of sending people back, is something I have 
reflected on my whole life. I have heard it. I have seen my parents being told that. 
And for Amena and Hamid, return is not an abstract concept. It is a real threat. The 
possibility of being told that this life, this home, this practice they have built here, 
does not count. 

Return, in Rituals of Return, is not about being sent away. It is about finding your 
way back to yourself. To what grounds you. To what makes you real. For Amena it is 
her music. For Hamid it is his art. 

“For me to be sure I can stay, it doesn’t go together with the art I’m doing.  
And yet: I will not let go of the art. It will be present throughout my entire life.” 

— Hamid 

Hamid is a painter. He works with canvas, with colour, with the slow accumulation of 
gesture and material. His studio, his walks through the surrounding fields, his hours 
at the easel, these are not leisure. They are how he thinks, how he processes, how 
he stays oriented. He has asylum now. But the permit is temporary. The 
requirements remain: a fixed job, a certain salary. 

His paintings are often memories. A way of processing events that have been 
traumatic. It is not that painting always makes him feel good, but it is a way of getting 
his experiences down. To share. To process. He has a painting he calls Verket. 
Migrationsverket. Skatteverket. Those waiting rooms where everyone looks the 
same, where faces blur and the air feels slightly off-balance. He painted it to come 
loose from it. 

He says, when I interview him, that you are not real until you have a personnummer. 
His experience of not having that places him outside of society. You exist, but not 
really. That feeling of displacement is why he often paints. 

“Music is important to me because sometimes it can be a bit difficult to open up 
about certain things. But through music, it becomes easier.”  

— Amena 

Amena is a singer. Music is not a hobby or a dream she is chasing. It has been her 
livelihood, and it is an important part of who she is. It is her way of navigating the 
world. Before Sweden, she performed, she toured, she lived from it. And here in 
Sweden she found her way back to music after having to leave it behind. It is an 
important way for her to understand and navigate a country that is still new to her. It 
is a way to find people. It is a way to process her experiences. It is important for her 
to sing about what she has been through. To voice it. To deal with it. 
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She had high hopes here in Sweden for her music career, because it felt like the 
right time to explore it again. She was in Swedish Idol. On stage with Håkan 
Hellström. Participated in Melodifestivalen. All this without having a permanent 
residency. She has done more than what the system is willing to see. 

And yet, like Hamid, she is now facing the same choice: put the music on hold, or 
risk losing the right to stay. 

“If I want to stay, I need to have a permanent job. And I don’t. 
So I’m living on the edge.”  

— Amena 

When she described a job interview to a friend, she laughed: What job experiences 
do I have? Cleaning. Cleaning. Uh, singing. That’s all. 

She speaks about other artists she knows who have given up their careers entirely 
because of residency requirements. The system did not force them out directly. It 
just made staying as an artist impossible. What she wants is simple, to stay in 
Sweden, to live in little Vimmerby, to keep making music. 

This research project, Rituals of Return, consists of two films, Amena and Hamid. A 
way of highlighting two lives, two practices, and what they need in order to stay 
grounded. But also a continuation of a question I have been carrying for a long time, 
how do we heal when the conventional paths are not available to us? How do we 
find our way back to ourselves through what we make, what we sing, what we paint? 
I believe in the power of sharing these stories. That recognition, seeing yourself or 
your experience reflected in someone else, can do something that is hard to name 
but important. This project is my way of researching that. Of staying close to it. 

 

III. The Central Question 
When are you allowed to heal? 

It is a question I keep returning to. Not as a theory. As something I have watched, 
slowly, over time. 

Neither Amena nor Hamid has received a permanent answer yet. They are still in it. 
Still navigating a system that asks them to prove, continuously, that they belong 
here. And underneath that demand is something harder to name: the sense that 
healing, like belonging, is something you have to earn. 

I have been asked, during this process, whether this is really so different from what 
all artists face. Don’t artists everywhere need to find another job to make ends meet? 
Yes, often. But for Amena and Hamid, the stakes are different. It is not about making 
a living from art. It is about whether they are allowed to stay at all. Whether the life 
they have built here counts as a life worth counting. 

I have followed Amena across a full year. What I have noticed, slowly, is this: the 
more she is pulled toward a conventional job, the more frequently something in her 
shifts. The music is not separate from her ability to function. It is how she processes 
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what is happening around her, how she finds her way, how she stays herself. When 
that space shrinks, she becomes less settled. She doesn’t say it directly. But it is 
there. 

”You survive things in life through art.” 
— Amena 

This is not an argument. It is an observation. Of a system where people struggle to 
maintain both a livelihood and a healthy mind, where the conditions set for belonging 
leave little room for the practices that make belonging possible. 

The last image of the film Amena is this: she is cleaning a gymnasium, and she is 
dancing. No dialogue. Just her, moving through the work, carrying the music inside 
her because there is nowhere else to put it. Not nostalgia. Not resolution. The 
repeated, necessary act of going back into what is difficult. Not because everything 
is fine. But because this is how she survives. 

When are you allowed to heal? The films do not answer that. But they stay close to 
two people who are still waiting. 

 

IV. The Artistic Approach 
Documentation, in this project, is not neutral recording. Every choice I make behind 
the camera, what I frame, how long I stay, when I stop, what I leave out, shapes 
what becomes visible and what remains private. I am not trying to capture truth. I am 
trying to create the conditions for something true to appear. 

I work with long takes and minimal intervention. I pay attention to pauses, to silence, 
to the moments between things. Not because I think silence is more honest than 
speech, but because I have learned that the most important things often live just 
outside what is being said. This is especially true when working with people who 
have spent years having to explain themselves, justify themselves, prove themselves 
to systems that were not built with them in mind. I do not want to ask them to do that 
again for the camera. 

I made a deliberate choice to work with a small crew, in practice just myself and one 
other person. This was not a practical decision. It was a methodological one. I had 
previously worked with larger crews and discovered that something changes when 
more people enter the room. The relationship I had built with the people I was filming 
became more fragile. A kind of self-consciousness entered. I lost the closeness that 
made the work possible. 

Working in a small, intimate configuration allowed for a different kind of presence. A 
more listening visual language. A camera that follows rather than leads, that waits for 
something to emerge rather than constructing it. That patience is itself a political 
choice. It refuses the extractive logic of much documentary work, where you go in, 
get what you need, and leave. 

With Amena, I found something I had not fully expected: lightness. Her movement is 
not heavy or solemn. It is curious, playful, sometimes joyful. That quality is central to 
the film. Joy, ease, and spontaneity in her practice function as ways of inhabiting 
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space on her own terms, ways that resist the expectations so often placed on bodies 
shaped by displacement or exile. There is a politics in her lightness that does not 
announce itself. It simply is. 

With Hamid, the approach shifts in texture but not in principle. His work unfolds 
through painting, through walking, through sustained engagement with material. The 
canvas becomes a site where experience can be processed through repetition rather 
than explanation. I follow that rhythm. I do not impose one. The camera stays with 
the gesture of the brushstroke, the hour at the easel, the body at work. These are not 
illustrations of an idea. They are the idea itself. 

Across both films, documentation becomes a form of care. I ask myself continuously: 
what belongs in the work, and what should remain private? What responsibility do I 
carry for what is shared and what is withheld? How do I remain attentive to what 
lingers after filming, for them and for me? 

Ethics, in this project, is not a position I arrive at. It is something I stay with. It lives in 
how I listen, how I adapt, how I remain accountable not only to the outcome but to 
the process and to the people in it. 

My work resists the demand for visibility as proof. In a Swedish cultural context 
where narratives of integration often prioritise clarity, productivity, and resolution, 
there is limited space for forms of belonging that are fragmented or still becoming. I 
am interested in what remains quiet. Habits, gestures, the body’s memory of a place 
it is still learning to call home. This is a political position as much as an aesthetic 
one. 

 

V. Semiotics of Place 
Semiotics is the study of how meaning is produced through signs, not only words 
and images, but bodies, gestures, spaces, and material objects. A sign, in the 
semiotic tradition developed by Saussure and Peirce, does not carry meaning in 
itself. Meaning arises relationally, through the encounter between a sign and its 
context, between what is present and what it points toward (Chandler, 2021). 

In documentary filmmaking, every choice is a semiotic act. What I frame, where I 
place the camera, how long I stay, what I leave out, these choices participate in the 
production of meaning. They are not neutral records of what happened. They are 
active interventions in how experience becomes legible. 

In Rituals of Return, I am particularly interested in place as a semiotic system. The 
spaces where Amena and Hamid live and work are not neutral backdrops. They 
carry cultural, historical, and political meanings that interact with the bodies moving 
through them. To film Hamid in the fields of Höganäs, or Amena in a gymnasium in 
Vimmerby, is to work with those meanings deliberately, to let the encounter between 
body and place produce something that neither alone could communicate. 
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Semiotics of Place — Hamid 

Hamid’s relationship to place is not incidental to his practice. It is constitutive of it. 

He arrived in Sweden as a teenager, and spent his first years in Höganäs, a small 
coastal town in Skåne. He lived at a refugee accommodation there, and it was in 
Höganäs that he first encountered the Swedish artists who would become central to 
his development, quite literally across the road from where he was housed. The 
studio he eventually gained access to sits directly opposite the building where he first 
arrived. That proximity is not symbolic, it is spatial and material, and it shapes how 
meaning accumulates in this work. 

In semiotic terms, place functions here as what Chandler might describe as an 
indexical sign, not a representation of something absent, but a direct material trace 
of experience (Chandler, 2021). The studio is not a neutral space for making art. It is 
a site charged with the memory of arrival, of waiting, of the particular bureaucratic 
liminality of not yet being legible to the state. To work there is to work in the 
presence of that history, whether or not it is explicitly named. 

Hamid’s movement through Höganäs forms a kind of spatial circuit: the studio, the 
surrounding fields, the road between the old accommodation and the place of work. 
This circuit is not random. It is a repeated, embodied practice through which artistic 
labour becomes a way of inhabiting a place that once held him in a state of 
suspension. Painting, walking, returning, these are semiotic acts in the sense that 
they produce meaning through repetition and physical engagement with a specific 
environment, rather than through verbal articulation. 

What makes this particularly significant is that Hamid no longer lives in Höganäs. He 
has moved. And yet he returns. The town has become a site of return in the most 
literal sense, a place he goes back to, not out of obligation but out of something 
harder to name. A need to stay in relation to the place where something important 
happened, where something is still unresolved. 

This resonates with Akram Zaatari’s understanding of the archive not as a fixed 
repository but as a living space that must be revisited in order to be understood. For 
Zaatari, meaning is not captured at the moment of encounter, it continues to form 
through the act of returning. Hamid’s relationship to Höganäs operates similarly. The 
meaning of those years, of that studio, of those fields, is not settled. It unfolds 
through each return. 

There is also a deeper layer here. Hamid’s family left Iran because of art. His father 
and uncles were artists, and it was the practice of making art that made their 
presence in Iran untenable. Art, for Hamid, is not a choice made in safety, it is an 
inheritance that carries the weight of displacement, of forced departure, of a practice 
that had consequences. When he paints in Höganäs, he is not only processing his 
own experience of arrival. He is continuing something that began before him, in a 
different country, under different pressures. 

In this sense, the studio in Höganäs is not only a workspace. It is a site where 
several histories converge: the history of his family’s displacement, the history of his 
own arrival and waiting, and the ongoing history of a practice that the Swedish 
system does not recognise as work. The place holds all of this simultaneously, 
without resolving any of it. 
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Semiotics of Place — Amena 

Amena lives in Vimmerby. A small town in Småland, best known as the birthplace of 
Astrid Lindgren, the author of Pippi Longstocking, Emil of Lönneberga, and a 
particular idea of Swedish childhood that has become inseparable from Swedish 
national identity. To live in Vimmerby is to live inside a cultural symbol. The town 
carries meanings that precede any individual presence within it. 

When I film Amena in Vimmerby, I am working with that symbolic weight deliberately. 
Her body moving through these streets, these gymnasiums, these squares, does not 
contrast with the environment. It inhabits it. And that act of inhabitation is itself a 
semiotic statement, one that does not need to be spoken to be legible. 

This is close to what Cooper & Gorfer explore in Between These Folded Walls, 
Utopia, where refugee women in Sweden are placed within constructed, imaginative 
landscapes that are simultaneously familiar and estranged. The tension between the 
body and the place produces meaning without explanation. Presence is the 
argument. In Amena’s case, the landscape is not constructed, it is real, everyday, 
ordinary. Which makes the tension sharper, not softer. She is not placed in a 
symbolic Sweden. She is in the actual one. 

One scene makes this particularly clear. During filming, Amena walked 
spontaneously toward the bronze statue of Astrid Lindgren in the town square and 
began talking to it. I did not plan the moment. I followed her with the camera. What 
unfolded was not performance, it was an unrehearsed act of presence in a charged 
place. Amena, a singer from Yemen, in conversation with the most iconic figure of 
Swedish cultural memory. The scene does not explain what it means. It does not 
need to. In semiotic terms, the meaning arises from the juxtaposition itself, from what 
Chandler describes as the relational nature of the sign, where significance emerges 
not from any single element but from the encounter between them (Chandler, 2021). 

Vimmerby also functions as a site of genuine belonging for Amena. This is important 
to hold alongside the symbolic reading. She did not arrive there as a stranger 
passing through. She lives there. She knows the streets, the rhythms, the people. 
She describes the town as home, det är hemma, and that claim is not ironic or 
provisional. It is sincere. The town gave her something: space, energy, the 
conditions to return to music after years of not being able to. And yet the system that 
governs her right to remain there does not recognise what she has built. Her 
presence is real. Her belonging is real. Her contribution, artistic, social, human, is 
real. And still: not legible in the required form. 

This is where the semiotics of place becomes political. A place can be home in every 
experiential and relational sense while remaining administratively unrecognised. 
Amena’s body in Vimmerby is a sign of belonging. But the system reads a different 
set of signs, income statements, employment contracts, fixed addresses, and finds 
the evidence insufficient. 

Her voice in these spaces operates as an extension of that presence. When she 
sings while cleaning the gymnasium, the sound does not belong to the institutional 
space, it belongs to her. It moves through the space without asking permission. It is, 
in Trinh T. Minh-ha’s terms, a form of opacity, something that cannot be fully 
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captured or contained by the frameworks around it (Minh-ha, 1989). The voice 
carries what the forms cannot hold. 

Placing Amena in Vimmerby was not a directorial choice made for symbolic effect. It 
is where she lives. But the act of filming her there, attending to her movement, her 
voice, her relationship to the town, is a semiotic practice. It makes visible a form of 
belonging that exists independently of whether the state chooses to recognise it. 

 

VI. Method & Position 
I am not an outside observer in this project. I was born in Sweden, but to parents 
who fled Iran. I grew up with a particular kind of silence, one shaped by 
displacement, by the things that don’t get said even when there is finally time and 
safety to say them. 

I came to this project thinking I wanted to lift other people’s voices. What I have 
slowly understood, through the process of making these films, is that these questions 
are also deeply personal. That I am not separate from what I am researching. That 
displacement, healing, and the search for belonging are not only things I observe in 
others. They are things I carry too. 

I come to Amena and Hamid not as someone studying a phenomenon from the 
outside, but as someone who recognises something. Not the same experience, mine 
is not theirs, and I hold that difference carefully. But I understand what it means to 
grow up around a life that had to be rebuilt. 

Hamid returns to earlier material, raw footage shot over time, and finds new 
questions in it. Amena is a newly developed film. In this way, the project does what it 
investigates: it returns. It looks again. It finds meaning in what was already there. 

I made a deliberate choice to work with a small crew throughout both films. I had 
previously worked with larger teams and found that the dynamic in the room 
changed in ways that affected the work. When more people are present, something 
closes. The people I am filming become more aware of being filmed. The intimacy 
that makes documentary possible becomes harder to reach. 

Working small meant working slowly. It meant spending time without necessarily 
filming. It meant arriving without an agenda and leaving without always having what I 
thought I needed. What emerged from that approach was something I could not have 
planned: a quality of presence, in both films, that feels different from observation. 
The camera is not watching Amena and Hamid from a distance. It is with them. 

Ethically, this means ongoing conversation rather than fixed agreements. 
Participation is never assumed. The possibility to pause or step away is always 
present. I think of this not as a method but as a basic condition of trust. What is 
documented emerges gradually, through time spent together, through conversations 
that go nowhere and everywhere, through the slow building of something that feels 
safe enough to be in front of a camera. 
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VII. Lineage & References 
My practice sits within a constellation of artists and researchers who treat 
documentary, image-making, and ethics not as separate concerns but as 
inseparable ones. These are not references I have collected. They are practices and 
ideas I have recognised myself in. 

The question of whether art can function as a path toward healing is not only 
personal. Research within trauma and displacement contexts has explored how 
artistic expression can support emotional processing, particularly for those who lack 
access to traditional therapeutic support. Sajnani (2019) argues that making art 
during and after crisis is not a secondary concern but a primary one, that creative 
practice is not something you return to once you are safe, but something that helps 
you survive the process of getting there. Edwards (2017) extends this by pointing to 
the ethical dimensions of working with trauma through creative arts: the responsibility 
that comes with holding someone else’s process, and the importance of staying 
responsive rather than directive. Rowe et al. (2017), in their evaluation of art therapy 
among refugee youth, found that artistic expression created space for emotional 
processing that other forms of support could not reach. These findings resonate with 
what I have observed in both Amena and Hamid. Not as subjects of a study, but as 
people I have spent time with, watched work, and listened to. 

Khalid Albaih and Larissa-Diana Fuhrmann’s Sudan Retold returns the act of 
storytelling to those who are most often spoken about rather than listened to. It 
refuses the extractive logic of much documentary work, where subjects provide 
material and others shape meaning. That refusal runs through my own approach. I 
am not here to tell Amena’s and Hamid’s stories for them. I am here to create 
conditions where something true can be visible on their own terms. 

Cooper & Gorfer’s Between These Folded Walls, Utopia has been important to me 
both visually and ethically. Their portraits of refugee women in Sweden place their 
subjects within imaginative, constructed landscapes, images that are simultaneously 
real and otherworldly. There is a tension in their work between belonging and not 
belonging that does not need to be explained because it is built into the image itself. 
By placing Amena and Hamid within distinctly Swedish environments, I am working 
with a similar tension. Their presence in these spaces is both natural and charged. 

Akram Zaatari’s engagement with archives as spaces of return rather than 
accumulation has shaped how I think about documentary material, particularly in 
relation to Hamid, where I return to footage shot years earlier and find new questions 
in it. Zaatari understands revisiting as a form of care. Meaning does not have to be 
fixed at the moment of capture. It can continue to unfold. 

Harun Farocki’s attention to labour and gesture has been central to how I film Hamid. 
Farocki understood that repetitive, physical work carries meaning in itself. The 
brushstroke, the hour at the easel, the body moving between the workshop and the 
fields: these are not illustrations of an inner state. They are the state. Meaning lives 
in the doing. 
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Trinh T. Minh-ha’s writing and filmmaking have been foundational to my ethical 
positioning. Her refusal of explanatory narration, her insistence on listening, opacity, 
and the right of a subject to remain complex and unresolved, runs through every 
decision I make behind the camera. I do not ask Amena or Hamid to explain 
themselves. I do not ask them to make their experiences legible for an audience that 
has not lived them. I ask only to be present, and to let that presence speak. 

These artists and researchers do not guide my work through method or theory alone. 
They offer something closer to permission. Permission to stay with complexity. To 
resist resolution. To let meaning remain open. 

 

VIII. Closing 
I started this project thinking I wanted to lift other people’s voices. What I have come 
to understand, slowly and sometimes uncomfortably, is that I cannot fully separate 
myself from what I am researching. The questions I am asking Amena and Hamid 
are questions I have been carrying my whole life. About belonging. About what it 
costs to rebuild yourself in a country that is not sure it wants you. About when you 
are allowed to stop surviving and start living. 

I do not think the films answer any of this. But I think they stay close to it. 

What I have tried to do, across both Amena and Hamid, is create space. Not for 
explanation. Not for resolution. But for presence. For the small, repeated acts that 
hold a person together when the larger structures around them are uncertain or 
hostile. The song Amena sings while she cleans. The canvas Hamid returns to when 
words are not enough. These are not metaphors. They are survival strategies. And 
they deserve to be seen as such. 

This project began as a research interest and became something more personal. 
Through the process of making these films, of spending time with Amena and 
Hamid, of returning to old footage and finding new questions in it, I have also been 
returning to myself. To the silences I grew up around. To the things my parents 
carried that were never named. To the inheritance I am still trying to understand. 

Amena and Hamid are two films. But Rituals of Return is an ongoing project. What I 
want to continue exploring is how artistic practice functions as processing and 
survival in exile, and how documentary film can be a way of amplifying those voices 
without extracting them. I want to work with more cases, more artists in similar 
situations, and continue developing the format and the method. 

It has also changed how I think about my own filmmaking. Working close, with a 
small crew and a listening visual language, is not only an aesthetic preference. It is a 
methodological and ethical position that I want to continue developing. 

If these films ask anything of the viewer, it is only this: to be present with what is 
there. To resist the urge to conclude. To stay, for a moment, in the uncertainty that 
Amena and Hamid live in every day, and to understand that uncertainty not as a 
problem waiting only to be solved, but as a life being lived. 
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The films Amena and Hamid are developed within the master’s programme The Art 
of Impact and form the beginning of a larger ongoing artistic research project, Rituals 
of Return. 
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