
Rising From the Ashes of

War: From Bitter Enemies

to European Union



YOU HAVE CROSSED THOUSANDS OF KILOMETERS TO

REACH THE EUROPEAN UNION:

a bloc of 28 countries that have populations that already

reflect hundreds of years of migration. Though the member

nations that make up the European Union have distinct

histories and traditions, they now share a body of laws and

policies. (For more on that, see “Nuts and Bolts”).

But this wasn’t always the case. Just 71 years ago, Europe

lay in ruins after two world wars that involved more than 30

countries in Europe, Africa, North America, and Asia. This

geography reflected the scope of European empires and

colonialism, the means through which European countries

sought to expand their influence in the world by exploiting

other territories, where the residents almost universally did

not welcome European presence. Countries that many of you

have traversed — such as Turkey, Syria, Lebanon, Jordan,

Palestine/Israel, and Iraq — had their borders drawn in the

aftermath of those wars.

Shifting Borders: Syria and

Turkey

In 1939, Turkey annexed the semiautonomous sanjak of

Alexandretta from Syria as part of a secretive deal with

France, which ruled Syria after World War I. Officially, the

change of hands was based on a popular vote, overseen by



the Turkish military, that declared Turks the majority people

in the region and granted them power to secede from Syria.

The referendum, which contradicted a 1936 French census

that found Arabs outnumbered Turks 46 to 39 percent, was

highly engineered; thousands of Turks born in the region but

living outside it were shuttled back to skew the vote. But

French collusion with Turkey — a violation of France’s legal

obligations to Syria — sealed the deal. In July of that year,

the Turkish province of Hatay was born.

If Turkish dominance of the region was inflated before

1939, the dramatic demographic upheaval that followed

soon made it a reality. Tens of thousands of Armenians and

Arabic-speaking Christians, Sunnis and Alawites left their

homes and moved to parts of Syria behind the newly

receded border. Many Arabs chose to remain, however, and,

despite a concerted Turkification effort, Hatay never fully lost

its Syrian character. Even today, it is common to hear ethnic

Turks speak Arabic on the streets of cities like Antakya.

Since 2011, the region’s Syrianness has re-emerged as a

source of political friction. Some worry the influx of mostly

Sunni Arab refugees, who now account for over 9 percent of

Hatay’s population (according to Turkish government

estimates), could unsettle the region’s delicate sectarian

balance or trigger spillover violence. Meanwhile, amid

soured relations with Ankara, Syrian state media have begun

to raise the question of Hatay’s “occupation” after years of

relative silence on the matter. Hatay is one of only two

Turkish provinces (out of 81) that refuse to offer Syrians

residency permits, and as anti-refugee demonstrations grow



more common, there are fears the welcome mat will wear

thin.

Henri Cartier-Bresson Germany. Dessau. April 1945. Much of the city was

destroyed in World War II.

World War I and World War II

European countries, which today are peaceful members of

the EU, fought on different sides from 1914 to 1918 (World

War I) and again from 1939 to 1945 (World War II). During



WWII, Germany, Austria, Italy, and Japan (the Axis powers)

fought against the United Kingdom, France, the United

States, China, and what was then the Soviet Union (the

Allied powers). WWI wiped out a generation of soldiers killed

in trench warfare, and WWII was even deadlier, killing more

than 60 million people worldwide, most of them civilians, or

about 3 percent of the prewar population.

This included Germany’s deliberate extermination of

certain groups of people during the Holocaust, totaling 11

million. By far, the majority of those killed came from

European Jewish communities (6 million). Other targeted

groups were Roma (up to 220,000), ethnic Slavs (mostly

Poles, Serbs, Russians), people with mental and physical

disabilities, black people, socialists, political prisoners, and

homosexuals.

WWII was the first war that saw the use of nuclear

weapons. The United States dropped nuclear bombs on the

Japanese cities of Hiroshima and Nagasaki, killing 220,000

residents immediately or soon after the blasts.

In addition to devastating factories, farms, buildings,

homes, and other infrastructure, WWII set off massive

movements of people across national borders, which were

redrawn in the aftermath of the war, dramatically reshaping

Europe.

By 1950, the Soviet Union and its allies expelled about 12

million ethnic Germans from their territories, including areas

ceded by Germany, as well as lands within the prewar

borders of mostly Poland, Hungary, and what was then

Czechoslovakia, a country established after WWI. An



estimated 7.8 million moved to West Germany and 3.5

million to East Germany.

IRA, 53, MUSEUM DOCENT, FRIEDLAND, GERMANY

My husband, Viktor, and I met in Sunday school at

the evangelical church in a suburb of the city of

Sigulda, Latvia, a part of the Soviet Union in 1973.

He was my teacher back then. Our classes were

secret. The USSR had banned religion and

persecuted German Protestants like us. The

rationale went like this: Hitler was German, and

we were German, so we must be collaborators with

his regime.

This made life in Latvia pretty difficult. One

morning after Easter, my grade school teacher

singled me out in class for having attended church

with my family. She used to be a partisan against

the Germans during World War II and didn’t like

German children. She was mean, and things got

very ugly that day.

She asked me, “Is this true that you went to

church? Who went with you?” It felt like a cross-

examination. I told her the truth. In front of the

entire class she made me say, “I will never go to

church again. I will never believe in this God

again.”



Viktor, who immigrated to Germany before I did,

wrote letters to our Sunday class at the evangelical

church. We weren’t in love back then, but his

words supported me. I knew that West Germany

was different. I knew there was freedom. Fewer

and fewer Germans stayed behind, and we wanted

to be a part of our community again too.

We moved to West Germany when I was 14, in

October 1977. I remember the night I arrived in

[the transit camp at] Friedland. I was standing on

the train tracks leading to the camp. Geraniums

blossomed. Nurses brought coffee and hot

chocolate. My mother cried when she heard the

church bells ring. She was very religious, and she

had never heard them in her life.

After the warm welcome, things changed. I was

German but also different — the way I dressed, my

hair, my accent.

Back in Latvia, girls were still wearing

miniskirts, while German fashion had moved on.

Knee-length skirts were all the rage here. Luckily,

my mother had bought me a red checkered skirt

that was just right and a blue jacket in Riga on our

way to Friedland. The outfit looked beautiful. I

wore it to school every day. But because it was the

only set of clothes I owned that I liked, girls

started bullying me, saying I didn’t wash myself,

that I was dirty.



My dad didn’t allow me to cut my hair. So I wore

it in two thick braids — not cool at all. One day

some girls at school put my hands behind my back

while they untied my hair and smeared makeup on

my face. They wanted to snap a picture of me and

said they would submit it to “Bravo,” a popular

youth magazine. “Now you’re like us,” they said,

laughing.

But of course, I wasn’t. I learned to speak

German at home and from Bibles that Viktor had

given me. At school, my teachers put me in the

lowest grade, thinking I wasn’t smart. My

grammar just wasn’t the same as theirs. Because I

emigrated from the USSR, they put me there. It

was up to me to find my way out.

I worked very hard to improve my language

skills, until only my appearance hinted at my

background. I graduated as a certified nurse in

1984 – top of my class of 33 – and went back to

school years later, in 1998, and studied landscape

architecture.

One day at work I read a newspaper article

about the Friedland camp. It had just opened a

museum. It still is the main point of entry for

ethnic Germans [and others] migrating here, since

WWII. I quit my job and started working here as a

guide in April 2016.

During tours, I tell newcomers it’s not going to

be easy. Had I maybe assimilated more quickly, had



I cut my hair against the will of my father or

bought other clothes, things could have been

easier. But I felt at the time I could not give up on

who I was — not in the USSR, where my faith was

forbidden, not here.

So look for advice from people you trust, just as I

sought support from Viktor. We married, and now

he is a minister and marriage counselor in

Germany. I hope my experiences can mean

something for refugees.

Globally, 60 million people were displaced after WWII. This is

equal to current levels of worldwide displacement but less

percentagewise than Syrians’ displacement: About 9 million

people out of a total of 22 million live away from their

homes.



Thomas Hoepker Germany. Berlin. 1990. After the Berlin Wall fell, on a

remaining part Dmitri Vrubel painted “The Kiss,” a re-creation of a 1979

photograph of Soviet and East German leaders Leonid Brezhnev and Erich

Honecker.

The Cold War

The end of WWII in 1945 marked the start of the Cold War,

which lasted until 1991. The Cold War is a term used to

describe the rivalry between the Soviet Union and the United

States and their respective allies. Both spheres vied for

influence worldwide. Though they never faced each other on



the battlefield in their countries, they backed opposing sides

in conflicts around the globe, including Afghanistan.

In Europe an imaginary border — fenced and patrolled by

armed guards — called the Iron Curtain split the continent in

two parts: the countries of the West (mostly members of the

North Atlantic Treaty Organization, or NATO) and those of the

East (those under the influence of the Soviet Union).

During the Cold War, the curtain was most visible in

Germany, which was divided into two countries: West and

East Germany. The city of Berlin, in the eastern part, was

also split, and in 1961 the communist government of East

Germany built a wall around West Berlin to keep large

numbers of people from crossing to the West.

While emigration from the East was restricted during the

Cold War, about 200,000 Hungarians fled to Austria and

Yugoslavia during the 1956 Hungarian uprising against their

Soviet-controlled government. The revolution was quickly

crushed by the Soviets, who retained control until the end of

the Cold War.

About 300,000 Slovaks and Czechs, citizens of what was

then Czechoslovakia, fled in 1968, after the Soviets invaded

the country to crush a short-lived rebellion against the

Soviet-controlled regime.

Labor migration



The following decades saw continued migration for a variety

of reasons: labor needs in Western Europe, the end of the

Cold War, and the ethnic violence of the Yugoslav wars,

which displaced more than 2 million people. Your journey

across Europe is just one of many made by people before

you from all over the world, including millions of Germans.

During the 1950s and ’60s, when the economy of Western

Europe boomed after its postwar reconstruction, millions of

workers from inside and outside Europe moved to the more

affluent north and west of the continent. Many moved from

what had been European colonies. About 8 million work

permits were issued in the U.K., France, the Netherlands,

West Germany, Italy, Luxembourg, and Belgium. Most of

those people came from India, Morocco, and Algeria. More

than 1 million Algerians moved to France alone. One-third of

the workers migrated from elsewhere in Europe, mostly Italy.

Countries without major colonies, such as Germany,

recruited guest workers, mainly from Turkey, as well as from

Italy, Greece, Portugal, Spain, and what was then Yugoslavia.

By 1973, 10 percent of Germany’s population was foreign-

born. After WWII, reconstruction of Europe would have been

impossible without the millions of guest workers who took up

jobs in construction and mining.

Their arrival was regulated by agreements between

countries that foresaw temporary employment and, at some

point, a return home. Many workers stayed, however, and

raised families in Europe. Many of their children would

eventually become citizens of these host countries. But

citizenship did not guarantee their integration, with high



unemployment figures among that second generation across

Europe. A number of factors — such as poor access to

universities, housing policies that created disadvantaged

neighborhoods, and discriminatory labor practices that shut

immigrants out of the job market — have hindered their full

integration.

KHADIJA ZAMOURI, 49, PARLIAMENTARIAN,

BRUSSELS, BELGIUM

My teachers never guessed I would become a

parliamentarian. I was a Moroccan born in

Belgium whose parents were illiterate. But my

path proves anyone can realize their dreams if they

have access to quality education and someone who

believes in them.

My father moved from Morocco to Belgium in

1965, when the government needed a lot of

immigrants to work. World War II had ended not

that long ago, and there was just so much to do —

build metros, bridges, factories — and not enough

people to do it.

He was 20 years old, and my mother was 17

when they left Tétouan.

He got a job at Umicore, a metals company in

Antwerp, where he worked 45 years of his life.

I was my parents’ first child to be born in

Belgium, in 1967. My 10 siblings and I spoke



Arabic at home, and I only gradually learned to

speak Dutch. This set me back in school. When I

was in high school, my Dutch teacher read my

essay to our class and said it was the worst she

had ever graded. I’ll never forget the humiliation.

It really frustrated me.

My mother always said education was the only

thing that could save a woman from a miserable

life — one in which, in her view, a woman is

oppressed by her husband. “If you fail at school,

you’ll have to stay home and marry.” That was my

biggest fear.

So I studied like mad, and in my early 20s turned

my frustration into social justice activism.

After I graduated at age 20, I applied for Belgian

citizenship. If you wanted to teach, you needed to

be Belgian. I became the region’s first teacher of

immigrant descent and later moved to Brussels to

teach newcomers — refugees, immigrants — in a

De Foyer community center. The faster you

improve your language skills, the faster you can

integrate.

One reason I wanted to become a teacher was to

change our educational system and the way we

teach language. As a child, I was told to memorize

words from vocabulary lists, not deduce them from

a wider context. But I believed the reverse would

have been more effective — to discover words in a

world, not the other way around.



If we ask a Syrian student to write about her

journey to Europe but she doesn’t speak the local

language, that shouldn’t be a problem. That’s

where we start as a teacher. We need to support

her to confidently tell her story. I know because

I’ve lived the reverse, and know how much pain I

suffered.

My work caught the attention of politicians. I

was an immigrant, a woman, Dutch-speaking and

committed to changing the fate of my community.

I was asked to enter politics in 1999, 10 years

after I started teaching. I became a member of the

Flemish Parliament in 2011, where I worked on

improving access to education for minorities. I

wanted to set right what my teachers had failed to

do: provide quality education to immigrants in an

encouraging environment.

I balled up my fists and cried in committee

sessions when I debated the numbers. How could

it be that we sent 30 percent of our immigrant

children population to special-needs schools or

vocational training institutions? Are our children

collectively less intelligent, or is there something

else, like structural discrimination, going on?

While I was lucky and got a job when

unemployment was low, I’ve always had the feeling

I didn’t count as much as my white counterparts.

People today still think job applicants with a

Western name are better than others. It’s a



mentality that’s very difficult to change, believing

that the “other” is as good or good in a different

way.

I notice it with my sons, ages 21 and 23, who

speak four languages. Their skills open up a lot of

opportunities, but both want to leave Belgium.

They keenly feel the segregation in society, the

difference between “them” and “us.” That chasm

has widened so much that discrimination sets them

back even more than me.

My youngest son, who majors in economics at

the Free University of Brussels, is always in study

groups with immigrants — Moroccans, Kosovars.

Never is there a white Belgian in his group. How

can that be? Why is there never a Jan, Pietje or

Sofie with him? It pains me to realize that they are

the third generation of immigrants in this country

but they still feel as if they don’t belong.

I really don’t want refugees today to repeat this

experience or live through what my parents, who

were illiterate and didn’t know how to navigate

Belgian society, experienced 50 years ago.

Refugees have a right to information so that they

don’t waste time and their children can attend

school right away. I really don’t want them to lose

two generations, as we did.

Today, as a parliamentarian in Brussels, I give

tours to refugees to say, “Look, you can really

become whoever you want if you work for it and



find the right people to guide you. Don’t take any

advice from teachers who don’t believe in you.”

While labor recruitment largely came to a halt after the first

oil price shock in 1973, immigration continued through

family reunification. In the 1970s, about 240,000 people per

year joined family members in Europe.





Burt Glinn Germany. West Berlin. 1961. East German workman bricking up

window that is to become part of the wall dividing the city.

The End of the Cold War

Then in the early 1980s, as the power of the Soviet Union

waned, millions of people, including more than 4 million

ethnic Germans, caught up in the Cold War started to find

their way to Europe. Afghans, Vietnamese, Iranians, and

Tamils also sought refuge here. They fled the chaos that

erupted in their countries as communist regimes crumbled

and, with them, some of the obstacles to free travel to the

West.

LUA NGUYEN THI, 62, RESTAURATEUR,

FRANKFURT, GERMANY

Sometime in 1973, I received a letter in Saigon

sent from Hanover, Germany. It was from Liem, a

Vietnamese exchange student at the Gottfried

Wilhelm Leibniz University. We had never really

spoken before he left Saigon but knew each other

casually. Before he left, he had developed a crush

on me. Of course, he realized how much he liked

me only after he had moved 9,500 kilometers away.



So he decided to write me letters. His first letter

surprised me, but he was charming, so I replied.

We wrote each other for nine years. He told me

about his life in Germany — about how foreign the

food was, how cold and lonely the winter was, and

how much he missed Saigon. I told him about my

life, my studies, and my family. I asked him to send

me photos of the snow. I had never seen it before.

The Vietnam War against the American forces

featured heavily in our exchanges too. The war had

brought heroin to the streets of Saigon, and I told

him about how crime had gone up in my

neighborhood because of it. Even if there were

fewer battles, each one had more and more

casualties, I wrote to him.

I think my stories made him all the more

patriotic. He bonded with other Vietnamese

students in Germany, people with whom we’re still

friends, people with whom he sang, protested, and

raised funds. The war became a way for us to

connect.

He came back to Vietnam a handful of times

during those years. The first time he visited was

right before the war ended. He wanted to get to

know me in person. He picked me up after school

and took me to see Charlie Chaplin’s “Modern

Times” at the cinema. I was so happy to be around

him.



The second time he came was four years after

the war ended. Vietnam had become a socialist

republic, ruled by the North Vietnamese. Around

us was famine. My brother was incarcerated and

had spent several years in a re-education camp for

having fought with the South Vietnamese armies.

Liem and I got married, and I got pregnant. Once

our son, Luan, was born, everything changed. We

knew that life in Vietnam was not an option.

So Liem left to go back to Germany after we got

married, and he helped me apply for a family

reunification and refugee program for Vietnamese

people while he was still on a student visa. Ernst

Albrecht, the governor of Niedersachsen, where

Liem was living, announced the program a few

years earlier. I received refugee status and was

resettled in Hanover, where Liem was.

I arrived in a refugee camp in December 1981. I

remember it being cold and it was snowing. I had

seen snow in the photographs Liem sent with his

letters and in the movie “Dr. Zhivago.” Liem picked

me up, and thus we began a new life in Germany,

finally together after nine years of separation.

We spent the next couple of years living in

Liem’s dorm room while he was finishing his

studies. The first few months, everything just

frightened me. I stayed indoors while Liem was

studying and went to night classes after Liem had



come back to the dorms to watch Luan. We would

eat at the university’s cafeteria to save money.

Bit by bit, things got better. I learned German,

and Liem bought me a bicycle so I could get

around the city. There were a lot of Germans who

helped us — volunteers who taught us German,

people who would give us baby clothes and food.

We received money from the government for basic

living expenses.

There were also people who didn’t like us. I

remember going to the foreigners’ registration

office, where office workers looked at us as if we

were beggars. Liem was told to get up from his

seat on a tram once. The woman pulled out her

German passport and said to him, “This seat is

mine.”

Now we’ve been in Germany for more than

40 years. We live in Frankfurt, where I run a

restaurant. Liem works as an aeronautical

engineer for his own company. Our son and

daughter have had a wonderful education and

ended up being good people. We worked a lot and

were able to support our extended families too.

And I couldn’t have asked for more.

But we’re also in a weird spot. I miss what it was

like in Vietnam when I was young, but when I go

back now, it doesn’t feel like home. And while I

know how to speak German, I also don’t quite

belong here. The Germans don’t see us as



Germans, but we’re also no longer Vietnamese.

Now we sit in the middle and don’t know where to

go.

It’s interesting to see what is happening now.

Of course, it tugs at my heart to see refugees

bring their children. There are some Germans who

are really helping a lot. They volunteer and provide

so many services. But then there are many who

aren’t all that nice either.

In 1990, the year after the Berlin Wall fell and Germany

was reunified, 397,000 ethnic Germans migrated from

Eastern Europe and the Soviet Union. Thousands more

arrived and requested asylum later that decade.

THOMAS HOEPKER, 80, PHOTOGRAPHER, NEW

YORK, UNITED STATES

I was a staff photographer for “Stern” magazine,

and [in the 1970s] there was a treaty between

West and East Germany to exchange

correspondents. So my wife and I moved to East

Berlin, which at the time was totally unheard of for

journalists to do.

It was almost exotic, living in a country that

spoke the same language as my own but under a



totally different regime. I tried to live as an East

German, tried to shop at the same places as

everyone else, but everything was in short supply.

A good piece of chocolate or good wine was

impossible to get unless you knew someone who

knew someone. When you went to the movies, you

had to watch Russian films. There were bookstores

but only ones that sold authorized books. And we

were the lucky ones. We had a car with blue plates,

so we could go out to spend a few days in West

Berlin. That was part of the deal. For most people,

crossing [the Berlin Wall] was impossible.

As a journalist, it was a fascinating moment, but

it was also very depressing. We lived in a high-rise

building on the 16th floor, I think, and most of the

time the elevator didn’t work. Even looking out our

window was unpleasant. Half of Berlin was still in

ruins after the war. Of course, the wall itself was

quite ugly, and there was no room between the

buildings and the street. So the people who lived

[along the wall], their view from their windows just

disappeared one day. When the wall went up, they

were staring right at barbed wire. Earlier [in

1963], I had done a photo essay in which I took a

bunch of pictures of West Berlin kids climbing on

the wall while it was under construction. For them,

it was a play area.

I happened to be in San Francisco on a job when

the wall came down [in 1989]. So I arrived three or



four days late, but the mood had changed

immediately. I took pictures as people celebrated

and ransacked the wall and buildings that they

hated — and of East German tanks lined up in a

junkyard [to be sold]. At the same time, all the

Western companies came in, and it was quite

amazing to see the changes unfold. I have this

picture of a woman who’s totally flabbergasted

because she sees a cow in the supermarket. It was

fake, of course, just an advertisement for

chocolate. But she totally didn’t understand what

the hell this cow was doing in the supermarket.



Thomas Hoepker Germany. 1991. Near Rostock. A chocolate promotion at a

new shopping mall after Germany’s reunification.

If you, like about 1 million others, came via Turkey to Greece

and made your way to another EU country from there, you

traveled through some of the countries that once made up

Yugoslavia, a multiethnic and multireligious federation

formed in 1918 that was made up of six states: Slovenia,

Croatia, Macedonia, Montenegro, Serbia, and Bosnia-

Herzegovina. Always an uneasy federation, it began to come

apart in 1991, descending into war.

The conflict ended in 2001 and displaced about 2 million

people, who fled to Germany, Greece, Austria, and other

countries farther west. The wars are often described as

Europe’s bloodiest conflict since WWII, with an estimated



125,000 people killed. Most notoriously, Serbians committed

rape and genocide against the Bosnians.

While the Yugoslav conflict was initially over who would

control what territory, it took on a sectarian dimension.

Montenegro and Macedonia, which experienced some

violent upheaval but not war, managed to escape the

pattern of large-scale war during their bids for independence

during this conflict.

THE YUGOSLAV WARS

If you entered Europe in Bulgaria or Greece, you

likely walked through the countries of the former

Yugoslavia, which 25 years ago suffered a brutal

war and genocide.

Created out of the ashes of World War II, the

Socialist Federal Republic of Yugoslavia consisted

of six republics (Serbia, Macedonia, Croatia,

Slovenia, Bosnia and Herzegovina, and

Montenegro) and two autonomous provinces,

(Kosovo and Vojvodina). Three primary forces

united the country: the Communist Party, the army,

and the nation’s longtime leader, President Josip

Broz Tito, who died in 1980. Although it was

communist, Yugoslavia was aligned with neither

the Soviet Union nor the West during the Cold War.

The country was peaceful from 1945 until the

1990s, at which point the global collapse of



communism, financial crisis, and disputes

regarding the distribution of resources and

governance of the state opened the door for

nationalist politicians. Among the most powerful

was Serbian President Slobodan Milošević, who

encouraged Serbs in Croatia and Bosnia to

organize by ethnicity and supplied them the means

to violently pursue a nationalist agenda. He was

not alone. Among other nationalist leaders was

Croatian President Franjo Tudjman.

Yugoslavia’s dissolution began in 1991, with

Slovenia’s declaration of independence. That was

quickly followed by Croatia’s and a brutal war

between the Serbian-controlled Yugoslav People’s

Army (along with state-sponsored paramilitary

forces) and the newly created Croatian army. In

the Croatian town of Vukovar, which borders

Serbia, non-Serb civilians suffered a wave of lethal

violence. In one incident, over 250 hospital

patients were buried in a mass grave, many with

IVs still in their arms. (If you passed through

Tovarnik, you were 25 kilometers from Vukovar.)

Later that year, Macedonia, with no sizable

Serbian minority, declared its independence

without conflict.

The violence of the Yugoslav wars of secession

reached a terrifying peak in the Republic of Bosnia

and Herzegovina. Bosnia’s population consisted of

Bosniaks (Bosnian Muslims, accounting for 44



percent of its residents), Orthodox Serbs (32

percent), Catholic Croats (14 percent), Jews,

Roma, and other minorities. While the main groups

are ethnically Slav and speak variants of the same

language, because of their differences, which

include religion, they were treated as distinct

nations in Yugoslavia and are often referred to as

ethnic groups.

After multiparty elections in 1991, Bosnian Serb

leaders advocated for Bosnia to remain in

Yugoslavia, but Croatian and Bosniak leaders

sought independence, which was achieved on April

6, 1992, after a referendum. While limited violence

against civilians preceded the vote, after it,

Bosnian Serbs, who had prepared for war and had

the backing of neighboring Serbia, embarked on a

plan to create a Serb Republic within Bosnia. To do

this, they deployed violence against the civilian

population of Bosniaks and Croatians in Serb-

claimed territory, using murder, rape, torture,

theft, and forced displacement against non-Serbs.

In some Bosnian cities, such as Prijedor, Serb-

nationalist-led crisis committees made Muslims

wear white armbands, put white sheets on their

houses, and restricted their movement. Serb forces

destroyed mosques and other Muslim objects of

faith in territory under their control. The Bosnian

government advocated that the country remain

united and multiethnic, even as over time it



became increasingly dominated by Bosniaks,

particularly after a rift opened in 1993 between

the government and Bosnian Croat forces,

supported by Croatia.

Although Bosnia was admitted to the United

Nations on May 22, 1992, the international

community failed to protect the country. A three-

and-a-half-year war ensued, leaving over 100,000

people dead. A U.N. peacekeeping force was

deployed, but it had no mandate to protect

civilians, and an arms embargo imposed on the

entire region crippled the capacity of government

forces. Among the horrors of the conflict were the

siege of Sarajevo (the longest siege of a metropolis

at the time) the mass rape of Bosniak women, the

displacement of over 2.5 million people, and the

Srebrenica massacre, the war’s largest single

atrocity (in which Serbian and Bosnian Serb forces

killed 8,000 Bosniak men and boys in July 1995

after the fall of a U.N. safe area). Over 83 percent

of civilian victims in the war were Bosniak.

The Dayton Peace Accords ended the war in

Bosnia in December 1995, splitting it into two

largely autonomous entities, with 51 percent

becoming the Federation of Bosnia and

Herzegovina and 49 percent the Republika Srpska

— a division that solidified the aggressors’ wartime

strategy. Further, there was a de facto partition of

Bosnian Croatian strongholds.



While the negotiations settled the conflict in

Bosnia and Croatian military victory ended the war

in Croatia (displacing Croatian Serbs), tensions in

Kosovo, a province in southern Serbia, festered.

There the majority ethnic Albanians were

discriminated against by the Serb-dominated

government. Kosovar Albanians pursued an

unsuccessful strategy of nonviolent civil

disobedience, followed by the formation of the

Kosovo Liberation Army. Serbian forces responded

to the group’s provocations by targeting civilians

beginning in 1998, including a widely publicized

massacre in the village of Račak. After

international mediation failed to produce a

peaceful resolution, Serbia launched an offensive

that displaced over 850,000 Kosovar Albanians,

even as in March 1999, the North Atlantic Treaty

Organization launched airstrikes to halt the

bloodshed. That operation concluded with Serbia’s

capitulation and with a U.N.-led international civil

and military presence. Kosovo declared

independence in 2008.



Josef Koudelka Bosnia-Herzegovina. Mostar. 1994. One of many buildings in the

Muslim quarter destroyed by the war.

ZRINKA BRALO, 49, CEO OF MIGRANTS ORGANIZE,

LONDON, ENGLAND

I grew up, lived, studied, and worked in Sarajevo

[in what was then Yugoslavia] — fairly happily, I

should say — until April 1992, when the war broke

out. By that time, I was working already as a

journalist for the Radio Sarajevo Youth Program,

which was part of the national broadcasting

network. As a journalist, I was in a privileged

position to know more about political changes in



the country, and for a long time I felt guilty that I

wasn’t able to see the evil that was about to

descend on us in 1992. But now I know that it

wasn’t that I was naive. It was beyond anyone’s

imagination what was about to unfold in Bosnia.

There were a number of layers to this war. You

know the sectarian divisions through which the

war manifested itself. If people were told to go and

kill their neighbors so that their leaders could

make and steal more money, they probably

wouldn’t do that. But politicians manipulated fears,

frequently inaccurately representing history or

simply lying. Then the discourse is transferred into

this realm of fear and propaganda, and that’s how

it works. The truth or reality or the humanity of

your neighbors no longer matters.

I stayed for a year and a half in Sarajevo. At the

beginning of the war, I had just gotten out of the

hospital and had had surgery and couldn’t go back

to take my stitches out because the city was

blocked and to get to the hospital, you had to cross

a number of sniper crossings. So I had to take my

stitches out myself.

But as soon as I recovered, I went to the TV

station, and I started working with international

correspondents for the next 18 months, which was

a kind of a way of surviving mentally as well as a

basic way of surviving, because I had more access



to food and medications and little luxuries like

shampoo.

But it was mentally exhausting because on a

daily basis I saw pictures of every dead body, every

massacre that happened across the city.

I was beginning to feel the strain and decided it

was time to go.

I knew exactly what I was leaving and that I

would probably not come back. I was leaving my

family and friends behind, and that was very

difficult, as there were no guarantees that they

would survive. That was unbearable, because

nothing in your life prepares you for those

moments and decisions. I felt overwhelming

survivor’s guilt.

Because I was working with foreign journalists, I

had a U.N. press pass, which was basically a ticket

to access the Hercules airplane that was taking

humanitarian aid into the besieged city. So I

boarded an empty Hercules plane.

Through a set of completely random

circumstances, I ended up in London. After 18

months of siege, there was an outside world. There

was no plan. The outside world for me was about

safety, hot water, and food. It wasn’t about

bureaucracies and legal statuses, and, you know,

that sort of normality.

I had to go through the process of applying for

asylum. It’s difficult because the asylum system is



adversarial, which means basically that you as an

asylum seeker have to provide lots of evidence that

you don’t have, because when you’re fleeing a war

zone, you don’t really [think of] your asylum claim.

I was also making an assumption like “British

troops are in Bosnia, British journalists are in

Bosnia, so why do I have to give you all of this

evidence? Don’t you watch television?” without

understanding that the wider political discourse is

about reducing numbers of refugees. They don’t

really care who you are or what happened to you

— you’re just a statistic, a number to them, a

number they are trying to reduce.

My application was refused on a technicality.

They didn’t even look at the merits of my case.

They said I traveled through safe countries and I

should have applied for asylum there. And that was

even before that was part of the legislation. So

then I went through the appeals system for the

next two years and finally won my right to stay.

That was exhausting, also because the war was

still going on. And you have to work, you have to

study, and you have to battle the system to stay

here. And there’s all of this grief that you carry

inside you and the worry about your loved ones

back home. We used to beg journalists to take little

packages of food and other things back to Bosnia,

so it was just awful.



I see Syrians now go through the same thing.

Those who make it here can’t work, can’t go to

university. They’re treated like second-class

people, stuck in limbo. Then there are sleepless

nights and worry about their friends and family at

home.

Many Syrian cities look like Bosnian cities, and

the sort of mode of destruction is similar. When I

see pictures of Aleppo, it’s so spookily similar to

pictures from Sarajevo during the war, and that is

soul destroying in the sense that when you go

through something so tragic, with such a huge

loss, you hope that — at least I try to make sense

of it by believing that OK, maybe we’ve learned

something from this and, now we, as a human

race, won’t make the same mistakes again.

But, sadly, we do. War is very high price for those

who experience it, but the rest of the world is not

very good at learning from others’ mistakes.

Another country that escaped conflict at the end of the

Cold War was Czechoslovakia, which in 1993 was dissolved

peacefully into two nations, the Czech Republic and Slovakia,

after what was called the Velvet Revolution.

During the 1990s, net immigration in Europe more than

tripled compared with levels in the 1980s, to about 750,000

people per year. This included an increase in the number of



Iraqis, Afghans, and Africans, from countries such as Somalia

and the Democratic Republic of Congo.

Millions more people moved to Europe in the years that

followed.

Europe grows, and more people

move

In 2004, 10 countries (Cyprus, Malta, the Czech Republic,

Hungary, Poland, Slovakia, Slovenia, Estonia, Latvia, and

Lithuania) joined the EU (you can learn more about the

process of how countries join the union in “Nuts and Bolts”),

which until then numbered 15 states (the Netherlands,

Germany, France, Belgium, Luxembourg, Spain, Italy,

Portugal, Sweden, Denmark, Greece, Ireland, the United

Kingdom, Austria, and Finland). The expansion was the

union’s largest so far, and it brought on board countries and

people with a very different history. While Western Europe

has long had free-market capitalist policies in place, from

WWII to the end of the Cold War, the East lived under

communism and socialism.

After the enlargement, hundreds of thousands of people

moved west, particularly from Poland, with about 300,000

Poles (about 1 percent of its population) taking up jobs

elsewhere in the union. From 2004 to 2007, that number

rose to 2 million.



Eastern European immigrants were joined by poor

migrants and persecuted minorities (like the Roma) from

non-EU countries such as Serbia, Albania, Macedonia, and

the partially recognized country of Kosovo.

After the 2008 economic crisis, many unemployed youths

from Spain, Portugal, and Greece moved to other, more

prosperous EU countries in search for jobs.

KAROLINA, 36, ENTREPRENEUR, LONDON,

ENGLAND

I grew up in Terespol, a small border town in

eastern Poland, close to Belarus. My father was a

bus driver, and with his salary, our family could

hardly make ends meet. I never dreamed that I

could leave Poland someday.

When I was 15, I enrolled in a school where, in

addition to regular classes, we learned sewing,

cooking, and child care. We used to call it the

School for Good Wives. On afternoons, I worked in

a gardening center to support myself. One summer,

I landed an internship at a farm in Germany. It was

my first time abroad. I was supposed to learn how

to milk cows, but I was left-handed and had a hard

time doing it properly. So I spent the summer

cooking, cleaning, and doing paint jobs. I didn’t

know it then, but these skills would end up being

most useful when I moved to London a year later.



I arrived in 1999, when it was still really hard for

Polish people to come here. I came on a tourist

visa, pretending to visit a friend, and stayed

illegally for months past the expiration date.

At first, my life here was very difficult. I slept on

the floor, then in a basement room that had been a

toilet. Still, it was Buckingham Palace to me.

I didn’t find a job right away, but with the skills I

acquired at the School for Good Wives, I could help

out with the cooking and cleaning at the house I

was living in. Then I got a job cleaning rooms at a

bed and breakfast and signed up for English

lessons.

Later on, while I was taking care of kids as a

nanny, the families I worked for kept asking me to

help them find Polish plumbers and cleaners. We

had a reputation for being reliable and hard-

working.

After 12 years in the U.K., I decided to start my

own business, connecting employers looking for

cleaning or child care services. I employ many

women from Poland. For most of them, coming

here has been a lot easier than it was for me, now

that Poland is a member of the EU [since 2004].

They can take flights for 19 pounds and don’t have

to worry about visas or getting deported, as we

did. Many of them already know someone in the

U.K., and if it doesn’t work out for them here, they

can easily go home.



Having left Poland as a young girl, I don’t have

much there now — a bit of family, a handful of

friends, and, unfortunately, some graves.

Particularly since my daughter was born in the

U.K., I have felt I belong here. I think that Poles

who arrived more recently are not as well

integrated into British society. There is an

atmosphere of apprehension and fear in British

society. I feel that recently [because of the

atmosphere around the Brexit] foreigners are

perceived as taking away the jobs, hospital beds,

and schools of British people … I think it will be

difficult for new migrants to integrate under these

circumstances.

Sometimes my husband and I talk about going

back to Poland, to live in the mountains and grow

old there. But our 4-year-old daughter will start

school here soon. I don’t think we will go back.

This is my home now.

Only the U.K., Ireland, and Sweden opened their borders

right away.

The delay, among other factors, caused many migrants to

turn to illegal work arrangements. Figures vary widely, but

about 7 to 12 percent of the immigrant population in the first

15 EU member states was undocumented in that period,

according to one estimate.



Today

In 2011 the first refugees of the current migration

movement, of which you are a part, started going to Europe.

The number of Syrians arriving in Greece more than doubled

compared with the years before. By 2015, more than 1.3

million people from Syria, Iraq, Afghanistan, Somalia, Eritrea,

and other countries in Africa and Asia had requested asylum.

That number is almost double the number of applications in

1992, when a record number of people from the former

Yugoslavia sought protection. In the first three months of

2016, about 173,000 people from Africa and Asia arrived by

sea in Greece and Italy.

Since its beginnings in 1951, when six countries became

members of the European Coal and Steel Community, the

bloc has grown and changed significantly. Now called the

European Union, it promotes the freedom of movement of

people, goods and services among its 28 member countries.

Residents of those nations — plus Iceland, Liechtenstein,

Norway, and Switzerland (which are in Europe but have not

joined the union) — may move freely among those states

and work and live in any of them.

This policy of open internal borders is combined with a

policy of tightly controlled external borders. (More on this in

“Nuts and Bolts” and “Coming to Europe”.)

This group of countries makes for a diverse union. About 3

percent of the people living in the EU are citizens of a

member state other than the one in which they reside.



Of the 503 million people living in the EU, about 7 percent

were born outside it, and about two-thirds of that 7 percent

are citizens of non-EU countries. In 2013 the largest groups

of new citizens in the EU who were born outside the bloc

came from India, Turkey, and Morocco.

Among member states, Germany, the United Kingdom, and

Italy have the most foreign-born residents.



Photo Section

Robert Capa Germany. Near Wesel. March 24, 1945. As Allied troops move

toward the Rhine, German farmers flee fighting.



Robert Capa Germany. Berlin. 1945. Refugees making their way through the

ruined Soviet sector.



Henri Cartier-Bresson Germany. Dessau. April 1945. A transit camp was

organized between the U.S. and Soviet zones for refugees returning from the

Eastern Front. The river was part of the line dividing the sectors.



David Seymour Greece. 1948. Refugees from the Greek civil war, which lasted

from 1946 to 1949.



Herbert List Italy. Naples. 1959. A man waves farewell to his emigrating son-in-

law.



Erich Lessing  Hungary. On the border with Austria. 1956. In a brief thaw before

the Hungarian Revolution in the autumn of 1956, Hungarian soldiers cleared

mines and took down a barbed wire fence.



Patrick Zachmann  Jerusalem. June 1981. A concentration camp survivor at the

first worldwide meeting of Holocaust survivors.



Josef Koudelka Czechoslovakia. Prague. August 1968. Warsaw Pact troops

invade Prague.



Raymond Depardon Germany. West Berlin. 1962. Children play building the

wall.



Mark Power Germany. East Berlin. Nov. 12, 1989. East German soldiers in the

area in front of the Brandenburg Gate while West Germans climb the Berlin Wall.



Mark Power Germany. West Berlin. Nov. 10, 1989. Emotional East Germans

cross the border into the West after the fall of the Berlin Wall.



Gilles Peress Bosnia. Ahmici. 1993. The minaret of Ahmici’s mosque lies

destroyed beside the main road. On April 16, more than 100 villagers were killed

in a single morning. It was one of the most savage examples of ethnic cleansing

in the Balkans.



Cristina García Rodero Macedonia. Stenkovac. 1999. Children in a refugee

camp.



Josef Koudelka Bosnia-Herzegovina. Mostar. 1994. The Stari Most, or Old

Bridge, a stone arch 90 feet over the Neretva River, was built in 1566 under

Suleiman the Magnificent during the Ottoman occupation. It was destroyed in

November 1993 by Bosnian Croat tanks. In the foreground, a postcard of the

bridge before the war.



Gilles Peress Croatia. Dvor. 1995. Croatian refugees fleeing a Bosnian Serb

offensive, crossing into Bosnia at the Una river.


