
My time spent in Cairo for the com-
pletion of my internship with Ani-
mals’ Angels was beyond all expec-
tations. Those were days filled with 
learning and reflecting on many as-
pects. I will share my experience of 
working in team with Ali Ziani with 
the children of the market, and my 
experience with the camels I could 
“accompany” on their painful trip.

During the two days of visiting the 
market, I had the opportunity to 
meet and share with children of 
all ages, each one with their work 
stick always ready, always at hand. 
Some children had been willing to 
be with us from the first moment, 
while others were more skeptical 
- or even afraid of the reaction of 
their parents or bosses. We start-
ed with three children on the first 
day, in a corner at the entrance of 
the market, where we could enjoy 
some shadow and firm ground to 
work. Little by little, the group grew 
bigger as both children and adults 
felt encouraged to participate. This 
corner, as we called it, represented 
our “space for creativity and con-
centration”. Our first act of space 
appropriation was “disarmament”, 
through which we incited the chil-
dren to leave all the sticks in a sep-
arate corner. This was not an easy 
step and none of them ever lost 
sight of their work tool; yet the col-
ors, the drawings, the games and 
the curiosity could catch their at-
tention. Thus our space was consol-
idated, space where children were 

the most important and where they 
themselves claimed the privacy of 
their space when an adult would 
come to bother them or interrupt 
us.

Were there difficult moments? Def-
initely. Children fighting with each 
other, aggression and violence as a 
way of relating, older ones bother-
ing younger ones, and even some 
adults teasing us about what we 
were doing. In this context, offer-
ing children another way to relate 
to the animals through the recogni-
tion of their otherness and teach-
ing them compassion towards the 
animals was not an easy task; but 
breaking the cycle of abuse in their 
daily lives (adults - children - ani-
mals) is a much greater goal.

We met very different children, 
from dreamers and reflective to 
smiling and supportive, who all 
shared a part of their lives and of 
who they are within the dynamics 
of the games and artworks. One 
of the questions we asked them 
after asking about their interests 
- i.e. their favorite color, what do 
they want to do when they grow 
up, their favorite animal, etc - was: 
how would they feel if they were 
one of those camels on the mar-
ket? To which, one of the children 
answered with watery eyes and 
tearful voice ‘I would be very sad, I 
would feel bad’.

In the middle of the market with the 
camels, I can recall several anec-
dotes; one, for example, happened 
on the second day, at the end of 
our journey. We were watching the 
loading of several trucks, when one 
of the children realized that the 
loading of a camel in the truck was 
getting complicated, just when the 
animal already had its front legs on 
the truck; so, he looked at us, gave 
me his stick, and ran off to help the 
camel, pushing the animal with his 
hands. Then, two other children 
who saw him helping the camel 
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felt the urge to do the same, and 
left me with their sticks to run and 
offer their help. Finally, they man-
aged to help the camel entering the 
truck without the need to use their 
sticks or blows. The emotion was 
such that when the children came 
back, we hugged them and con-
gratulated them for having shown 
such compassion to the animal and 
for having acted without resorting 
to hitting them.

As for my experience with the cam-
els, I must say that it has been much 
harder and raw, perhaps because I 
felt powerless to stop that violent 
swirl. A huge mass of animals was 
moving everywhere, moaning, 
jumping on three legs, with their 
heads high, trying to evade the 
blows of the sticks, not knowing 
how to react, whether to walk to 
the front, to the right or to the left, 
to lie down or to stand up, to get on 
the truck or to go down. Men and 
children running side by side with 
their sticks, trucks coming and go-
ing... it really was an overwhelming 
concert of moans, whips, screams, 
horns, noises, altogether in a cloud 
of sand rising, and accompanied 
from time to time by the prayers of 
the day that came from the speak-
ers of the temple. 

I have recorded in my mind several 
images of the camels on the mar-
ket. I have seen wounded, exhaust-
ed, fearful, stressed camels, some 
of them throwing bites and kicks. In 
the middle of the first day, I saw one 

camel lying in the sand, bleeding, 
with a deep and painful breathing. 
Children and adults were running 
and screaming with their sticks ev-
ery time the camel laid his head on 
the ground as if to avoid that he 
died there. I had to leave because I 
did not feel capable of seeing what 
was about to happen; indeed, ac-
cording to the children, the camel 
had to be sacrificed because one 
of his legs had been broken during 
unloading. Apparently, in the end, 
they had him dragged by a truck on 
the sand.

Another image that I keep in mind 
is the violent and absurd loading of 
one camel on a truck: the right legs 
of the camel were outside of the 
truck while his left legs were bent 
inside. The animal was about to 
fall between the trucks and to hurt 
himself badly. The camel could ob-
viously not enter the truck, yet his 
loaders kept whipping him again 
and again as if the blows would 
make the animal finally load prop-
erly. Together with a teammate, 
Helena, we decided to intervene 
to prevent them from hitting him. 
There was only one way to fix the 
situation, and this was by pushing 
the legs that were outside of the 
truck in the air while pulling from 
above to help him entering the 
truck. It took us time and required 
my partner to climb off the roof 
of the truck to direct the process, 
holding the front leg with a ban-
dage and pulling from above with 
some workers, while many others 
were pushing the other side of the 
camel from the ground, with the 
risk that the camel could fall on us. 
In the end, we managed to put the 
animal in the truck, hurt and sore.

Finally, in the middle of the road, 
in the suffocating heat of midday, 
we encountered a small truck that 
needed help to load two camels, 
one of them bleeding, beaten and 
exhausted. Again, the incompe-
tence of the people and their de-
spair prevented them from finding 
the simplest way to load the ani-
mal, without a ramp and with more 
than one-meter height difference. 
They tried various ways to force 
and tie the adult camel to climb 
the truck, but the only thing they 

could do was to hit the animal and 
hurt him every time a bit more. The 
moans of the poor animal and its 
complete fatigue could tell us that 
things were going badly. After sev-
eral attempts though, it was pos-
sible to load the camel. 

I have beautiful and heartrending 
memories of this experience in the 
Birqash camel market. I think of all 
the possibilities for improvement 
in that place, of the potential for 
working hand in hand with both 
young and old people, of more 
ways to share with them and to 
know them, of everything we could 
learn from them while ultimately 
offering them new alternatives 
to the violent treatment of the 
camels. I realize now that we did 
not only face a reality of mistreat-
ment towards animals but rather 
have been witnessing a circle of 
violence, deficiencies, mistreat-
ment, and needs, that is transmit-
ted from the adults to the children 
and englobes the animals. In the 
end, awakening human sensibil-
ity and consideration towards ani-
mals also requires paying attention 
to these other factors that burden 
people with violence, and consid-
ering this context in which children 
cannot be children, the infrafamil-
ial violence and the deficiencies 
of all kinds. Perhaps despair and 
need are responsible for making 
things worse and for rendering the 
bad treatments ordinary. I might 
have spent only two days with the 
children on the market, however, I 
empathized with those who easily 
listened to our message and tried 
to break away from their everyday 
lives. What if we could accompany 
them for longer? How much more 
could we not only learn from their 
experience, but also teach them 
about the animals? Thank you Ani-
mals’ Angels for allowing me to find 
myself in the middle of the desert.

El tratamiento de los Animales se contempla a día de hoy como un espacio holístico de estudio y acción, pero no 
hay demasiados ejemplos de verdadera cooperación científica organizada, salvo el que, desde hace años venimos 
practicando en la UAB y esfera UAB algunos profesionales del Derecho, Veterinaria, Ciencias Clásicas, Ciencias 
de la Salud, Sociología, Biodiversidad. De ahí la coherencia de la creación del ICALP (International Center for 
Animal Law and Policy).


