
 

 

 

 

Comenius ID: Europe – European 

Diversity 

Migrant stories: written by students from; 

Turkey, Greece, Germany, Hungary, Norway and Sweden 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

AUNT MARİ 

When I knocked the door of my mother’s close friend Aunt Mari’s house, It was about 

just to coming evening. She was both very happy and also confused when she saw me at the 

door.She said:” What are you doing here at that time?” I said: “My mothers know that ı am 

here. Don’t worry,aunt Mari. I have a project task about migrants so ı want to talk with you. 

She answered: “Ok. Come here sweetie.I was curious about your task” and she invited to me. 

I sat my favourite armchair in that house known before. Before she talked about her 

life, she offered me a glass of fruit juice and some cookies and said: “ Let’s ask me whatever 

you want.” I asked her where and why they came to our country. She started to tell her 

migrant story: 

“We have been here for 15 years. In 1988, there was a big earthquake near Erivan. Our 

house was destroyed. Our families and relatives were died. Our factory ı worked was closed. I 

tried to find a job for a long time, but ı coluldn’t. Really these days were very difficult for all 

of us. I felt alone. There was nobody to talk and share my troubles. My son and ex husband 

were  in France at that time.I overcame with lots of problems on my own.For a long time, ı 

stayed in a shelter tent. There was not enough food. People were very sad. Everybody was 

looking for their families. I was just hearing cries, screams and mournings of people. It was 

horrible. 

First, I thought to move into another country, but which country? Everywhere was 

strange for me.I couldn’t make my mind where to go and how to do this…It was difficult 

decision.I didn’t know what to do. Suddenly I felt that my life would completely change  and 

I was scared of living in another country. New country, new life, new job, new people… 

None of them sounded great. I  had no courage and I hesitated. I loved my country and I 

didn’t leave but I had to. 

One day, my phone rang. This calling was a turning point of my life. The person on 

phone was one of my old friend living in Turkey since many years. She heard the earthquake 

on news and she wondered me. I told everything. She was sad and wanted to help me. I talked 

about my difficult decision and she gave me some advices. She said that she had a friend who 

was the owner a famous restaurant in Çeşme and looked for a cook. She said: “I know you are 

a good cook.I  have never forgotten taste of your meals. Can you do this? How about 

cooking?” For a few minutes I couldn’t answer. I was shocked. Then I said:” Yes, you are 

right I like cooking and everybody say that  they like my dishes so much  but as you know I 

have no experiences.I have never worked in a restaurant. I think it is a big problem.” She 

answered: “It doesn’t matter.. You will work for a week and so they will be able have enough 

time to understand that how you are wonderful cook.Just do your best ok? Don’t worry. I trust 

you.”. I was so excited that I couldn’t  know what to do. It was unbelievable for me.I  told her 

that I want to think about this. 



In the meanwhile,I had a lot of time to think. I had to decide what to do as soon as 

possible.I knew that I  had to make a fresh start. I had no choice. Three days later I called my 

friend and explained my decision. She was very happy and told me that I would be able to 

stay with her until I find a place to live.But I didn’t accept her offer. I didn’t want to disturb 

her. She did a lot of things for me. She changed my life and encouraged me. When she heard 

that she was angry with me. She insisted and said that she would find a nice place for me and  

I had to stay with her during this time. In the end, I had to say “yes” 

That’s why the reason I came to Turkey. While coming I brought  a lot of hopes and 

dreams with me.She found this house for me. I am grateful to her.Thanks to her I have a 

wonderful life in Turkey.Then, I got married with a Turkish man one year later. He was 

owner of the restaurant I worked.  I call this : “fate” 

I asked: “Do you think to return to your country?” 

She answered: “I don’t think to return to Armenia. I have a new life in Turkey and I 

used to live here. I am very happy” 

She touched my face lightly and kissed me. And then she said that she also can’t leave us and 

this neighbourhood. 

As soon as I went to school, I read the story of Aunt Mari in the classroom. Everybody 

was impressed  with my story very much. And I was proud of my task. 

 

                                                  Eren ŞİŞMAN – Seray VARHAN – Pelin ÇAĞRICI 

ÇEŞME ATATÜRK İLKOKULU, Turkey 

  



HİS NAME İS HÜSEYİN ERTÜRK 

His name is Hüseyin Ertürk. He was born in a small village named Emirdağ, in 1940. 

His father worked in the farm and his mother was a cook. He had two brothers,two sisters and 

his mom . They lived in the beautiful place and were very happy. His father passed away 

when he was ten years old. His mother took care of four children . It was very hard for her. 

They lived on a farm.He hadn't finished high school yet because he had to help his mom take 

care of his brothers and sisters. He got married when he was 17 years old. He was very lucky 

to have a good wife because he helped his family a lot. He had 4 children: 2 boys and 2 

girls.In those days living conditions were too hard in their village.There wasn’t nothing to do.  

In a winter’s day in 1965, he decided to go to Belgium with his friends. They went to İstanbul 

at first and bought their  tickets in Sirkeci train station. They left their families and country 

behind them. Their life turned and took another way. 

Until the train arrived to Lyon, nobody asked something them. They didn’t know that 

they had to get off the train in Lyon and get on another train to Belgium. After a while, they 

were aware of something going wrong. They tried to talk to train conductor. He explained 

them how to get to Belgium. They turned back to Lyon and got on the Belgium train. At the 

end of long journey they arrived in Belgium. 

When they were absence from  home, they had both good and bad memories. They 

were staying  in a basement at first. It was dark and cold. They were 20- 30 people there. 

People having friends,relatives or  finding a better place to live were leaving one by one.They 

read the newspaper to find a job, and they did a lot of different jobs and they worked overtime 

every day.Hüseyin Ertürk didn’t know any languages and he had hard times.While shopping, 

asking directions trying to tell his needs,he didn’t know what to do.He remembered his 

grandfather’s advices and cried. His grandfather said that knowing a language is very 

important.He told him to learn and speak absolutely a foreign language.According to him, one 

language meant a new world,new culture, new lives, new human beings… He understood that 

he was right when he came to Belgium. 

Hüseyin Ertürk was a lucky man because he could find a job in a cleaning company as 

soon as he went there. When he first time he came there, he didn't have anything. He had to 

start his  life over again. His life changed, he started to earn money and rented a place to live. 

He cleaned the windows. He worked in the same company for 30 years with the same boss. At 

that time  he wasn’t ill and he didn’t get unemployment cost.He worked harder and harder and 

he was a chief of the people working in the company who had been a chief of him before. 

When he would get retired, the officer looked at his documents and surprised. He said 

that he had never seen a man working with the same boss during 30 years. 

Hüseyin Ertürk planned to come here for couples years , save money and go back but 

he couldn’t. Eventually, he overcame the tough times and got to learn how things work with 

hard work and determination. After a while his wife and children came near him. While 

coming to Belgium they all had imaginations and hopes.They imagined a better life. At first, 

his main goal was to earn money to be able to buy two oxes and ten sheep. Then he changed 



his mind. He wanted his children have education in the future and to be good people. He 

decided to stay there for his children’s education. His family and he succeeded in life. His 

children were graduated from the university.   His daughters are teacher and one of his son is 

an engineer, another one is a doctor. They now have a very happy family, a nice house and a 

successful business.Their children are studying hard in school and are bound to be successful 

in the future… 

They adapted themselves to new country, culture and new life but they didn’t forget 

their origins and where they came from and he is very happy because he brought up children 

who knew about their origins and mother tongue and he is enjoying the retirement time with 

his grand children… 

 

                                              Emincan GÖKCE – Dila EZELİ – Sudem MERMER 

ÇEŞME ATATÜRK İLKOKULU, Turkey 

 

  



 

                                                                       Immigration in the years of crisis 

This is the story of my cousin Nicos. As a boy, Nicos always loved to built things and make 

sketches. So when he grew up he decided to become an architect. Of course, going to 

university wasn’t that easy. Nicos had to study very hard to achieve his goal and he also had 

to deprive himself of going out, spending time with friends and generally having fun. 

Eventually, when he went to university, he had to work part time to make ends meet. Thanks 

to his studying, he graduated from university. He and his family were really happy and 

celebrated his graduation. To get more qualifications, he followed post graduate studies 

working underemployed at the same time. 

One day, the economic crisis broke out, striking heavily the construction business. This 

wrecked Nicos’ dreams. He felt very disappointed and decided to immigrate to a wealthy 

country, Germany. It was certainly a difficult decision for Nicos and his family but he finally 

immigrated to Germany to work there in his dream job as an architect. Of course, he had 

studied the German language before in order to make things easier. As he was open-minded 

and qualified he found a post which corresponded to his studies.  

 In Germany, Nicos was impressed by the great organization, the order and law abidance and 

numerous other things. He was indeed pleased with the job, the career prospects and the 

money that he received, but life there was not easy. First and foremost, he could manage with 

the German he knew at work, but how could he really express himself saying for example 

“kefi” in German?  Luckily some his German colleagues proved to be really friendly and 

warm hearted and made him feel welcome in their country. 

Another thing he couldn’t get used to, was the weather, its grey days with the dim light. As 

his career was rocketing, he was hoping that things would change but time passed by and he 

was feeling more homesick than before. His life became boring and miserable. He’d been 

missing his homeland, his family and friends and he was so depressed. He was lonely and 

understood that had lost his “kefi”. With his heart back to his country, he decided that going 

to Greece would be better. So when the chance was given, he didn’t think twice, he returned 

to Greece. Back in Greece, Nicos was with his relatives and friends and he was very happy. 

He could enjoy the climate and especially the sun, the beautiful sea and nature.  

 In his new post Nicos kept the good habits and expertise he had acquired in Germany and he 

was also content to work and live in his homeland. 

Nicos considered himself lucky to be back but he couldn’t help thinking of all those highly 

qualified young Greeks who are forced to leave their country, this waste, the waste of his 

generation. 

Elli Baltou, 15, 5th High School of Veria, Greece 

  



 “ A new start” 

I’m Veronica and I’m 14 years old. My family and I lived in Albania. We lived in a small 

village in Tirana and our life was very good. But things became more difficult as the only one 

who worked in my family was my dad. He worked in a bookshop. He didn’t earn much 

money but we could get by. I went to a school in Tirana and it was nice as I had a lot of 

friends, I loved my teacher and I was a very good student. 

Suddenly everything changed. The bookshop that my dad worked in, closed. So our family 

hadn’t got any money. My dad tried a lot to find a job, but he couldn’t. He hadn’t studied at 

university, jobs were few and  no one wanted to hire him. So, as we didn’t have any choice, 

we decided to immigrate to Greece. 

When we arrived in Greece, we stayed in Athens. It was a really big city with a lot of 

pollution and traffic but lots of sunshine too. I was 8 years old then and after living one month 

in Athens my parents told me I had to go to school. My father spoke only a little Greek so he 

managed to find a job as a builder. As for me, I realized that I had to learn to speak Greek and 

that this would be extremely difficult. 

To start from scratch wasn’t easy and we had to face many difficulties.People did not trust us 

easily if  at all because we were foreigners. On top of that, I was very sad, because I missed 

my friends terribly, my house and my hometown. After a while, I went to a Greek school, 

which was very nice and very big, too. At first, I felt embarrassed as some children stared at 

me or even called me names. I didn’t like this. But as time went by, I made a lot of new 

friends, I became a good student and I understood that a new life was ahead of me and my 

new home was Greece. I now enjoy life in Greece, as we are all settled and everything is 

getting better. At school now, they are more children from other countries just like me. That 

makes me feel I kinda fit in. We visit Albania as often as we can. Last but not least, we have 

made a way to make a new house in Greece and perhaps in the future a real home. 

Papachariton Christina, 

14yrs old 
5th High school of  Veria,  
Greece 
 
 

  



The last hours 

“Tomorrow“, he said, “Tomorrow we will leave and go away. It just needed 

these few words from my father and my whole life collapsed.                           

He told me: “Dyla, it doesn’t work anymore. Everyday we live with the risk to 

be shot or bombed. I don’t want this for your little brothers and you.” Yeah, my 

little brothers, six and four years old, I’m ten. I know it is not nice to think like 

that but often I think they count more than me. Although I was allowed to go to 

school, the boys got more food or clothes than me. Anyway, we all haven’t been 

going to school for three months. It’s too dangerous in Homs, our city in Syria, 

to leave the house. The rebels fight with the soldiers and the police just a few 

streets away from here. I don’t understand why. Why should people want to hurt 

other humans? I think I could never hurt anyone. Two weeks ago I heard my 

mother talking to my father, about our president Assad. Is he the one why 

nothing is normal these days? Is he the one who let my 16-years-old cousin die? 

Did my best friend Malia leave Syria because he couldn’t be nice to his own 

people? If it was because of him, I hate him! I miss my cousin and Malia, she 

and her family now live in a camp in Turkey. There is no one I could play with. 

Children haven’t played in Homs for months.                                                    

I’m afraid about the situation here, but that doesn´t mean I want to escape and 

leave my home. I love my life here, my family, our house, my friends. Syria 

could be beautiful if there was no war. Maybe we are discriminated in Europe, 

where we want to migrate to. I don’t speak another language than Syrian, neither 

does my family. How could I find new friends and my father a job if we don´t 

understand what people say? What I’m most afraid of, is that we will try to 

reach Europe by ship. But what if it sinks? And maybe the government doesn´t 

accept us and we have to go back. I don´t know if that would make me happy. 

Surely not, because than it could be that we die in Syria. I will miss my home 

when we go away tomorrow. What makes it really hard is that I don’t know if 

we could ever come back or whether we all arrive at our destination. I try to 

think positive: We will all have a beautiful, good, healthy life with many friends 

in the rich Europe…”Dyla, come to dinner!” my father shouts. The last Syrian 

food. 

  Erich Kästner Gymnasium Laatzen, Germany 

 

 



 

Dear Diary, 

today my family and I moved to Germany.  

It was a hard and long trip. There were many dangers and that’s the reason why I haven’t 

written to you lately.  

I think it’s better to start with the beginning of the story… 

….it was a sunny day, about forty degrees, like every day. I sat together with my parents, my 

two sisters, my five brothers and some other relatives at the table. We were having lunch 

when suddenly five men in black uniforms came into our house. They had guns and started 

to shoot. My older brother and I ran into the broom cupboard to hide there. I was so afraid 

and started to cry, because I heard the shots. But my brother told me to be quiet. He said ‘If 

you don’t shut your mouth they’ll find us and kill us!’. So we stayed in the broom cupboard for 

two hours. When we finally left our hiding place we were shocked. I saw my mum and my 

dad lying on the floor, they were both dead because of the shots. My other relatives were 

dead, too, all of them shot dead. They lay in other rooms of the house. They had tried to 

hide, but the men found them. It really wasn’t easy for us. I didn’t know what to say and I had 

no idea what to do.  

The reason why the men came to our house to shoot us is the war. My brother and I realized 

that we had to go and that we should leave the country. So, we took flight.  

We took all the money we had – it wasn’t much, but it seemed to be enough to escape. Then 

we left the house. We had the plan to go to the port. There we wanted to take a ship to 

Germany. We feared that it would be a long and dangerous trip, and we were right. On our 

way we saw the Syrian army… 

But we arrived safely at the port after two days. For me it was my first trip without my 

parents, so I was really afraid, but I also knew that my brother would take care of me.  

Then there was the next problem waiting for us. So many people wanted to take the same 

ship, so I thought that we wouldn’t get on the boat and that it all was for nothing. I was so 

disappointed but suddenly my brother met a friend, he was the skipper. We were so lucky 

and I was overjoyed.  

The boat trip took four days. I was very hungry but I was also very happy to start a new life in 

Germany. After these four days we then finally arrived. That’s where I am still now. There are 

so many other things to tell you, but I need to go now. My brother and I will have dinner at a 

restaurant now. So I will write to you tomorrow.  

Good bye!  

 

Erich Kästner Gymnasium Laatzen, Germany 

 



The Diary 

It was already evening and I really didn't  want to go outside because it was too cold and too dark, 

but I had to go shopping for Christmas. As I walked out of the mall to go back home, it started to 

snow. I held my breath for a moment and walked slower. I always thought that when it snows the 

world looks much nicer. Suddenly I noticed something small leaning against the wall of a house, and I 

walked toward it. It was a diary. I looked around and then I picked it up. It would be best to take it 

home  and then bring it to the lost and found office tomorrow, I thought. So I grabbed it, put it in my 

pocket and went home. At home I put it on my table and sat down in front of it to take a closer look. 

It was very old and worn. Who did it probably belong to? Should I...?  - No, a diary is a private thing.  

You shouldn't read it. But I couldn’t get this thought out of my head. I went back and forth in my 

room, but then I sat back and opened the book. Some pages were ripped out and only a few were 

still there. I looked for a name, but there was none in this diary. The only thing I realized was that the 

handwriting was very clean and tidy for such a worn diary.  I just didn’t want to pay attention to this 

and began to read. 

 

Dear Diary,                                                                                         10
th
  February 2002 

Today is my birthday, I turned 12. My parents have given me you as a birthday present. I was so 

happy, because my parents are garbage collectors and normally, they would have sold you, because 

you're still looking good.  Me, my parents and my four siblings live in a slum in Mumbai. My parents 

actually come from a small village and moved here to find work and to earn a lot of money, but 

unfortunately that did not work. But I think when I grow up I'll do it differently. 

 

Dear Diary                                                                                   30
th
 September 2004 

 I have always helped my parents to collect rubbish. But this time I had to go to one of the rich 

districts of the city, because only children can go there without getting caught. It was like paradise. 

The men and women wore beautiful clothes and jewellery. That part of the city is full of colours and 

not brown and gray like mine at home. Some houses also have colourful pictures… I had the feeling 

that the people who live there really throw everything away, because I found two pairs of glasses and 

also small radios that still worked. But when I looked for something to eat in a garbage cans, in a side 

street, I was seen by five young men, who probably lived in that neighbourhood. They screamed at me, 

threw my bag, in which I had collected all the things, onto the floor. They hit me until I fell to the 

ground. They laughed and then they stopped. I lay there for a time and then I ran home. At home my 

father was really angry with me because I hadn't brought anything. He hit me and said that I'd get 

nothing to eat tomorrow. I want to get away from here. I'd like to live somewhere else. I just want to 

get out of here. 

 

 

 

 



Dear Diary,                                                                                                11
th
 July 2005 

Today, Tarek and Arman, two boys who lived in my neighbourhood, came to visit me at the stall where 

I sell the garbage. They asked me whether I wanted to come along, because they wanted to go to 

Germany to work there and said that life is much better there. They’d found an expensive watch on the 

road in one of the rich district, they could sell it for a lot of money and with this money they could pay 

a man who would take them to Germany with his airplane. They’re going to go next month, but I don’t 

really know what to do. I have always wanted to get out of here and start a better live somewhere else, 

but should I really leave my whole family? I mean, without me my four younger siblings would have 

nothing to eat. 

 

Dear Diary,                                                                                             29
th
 July 2005  

 

When I came home this evening a man talked to my father. I hid behind a tarp that served as a wall for 

our house. I could only hear that the discussion was about money, when my father saw me. He pulled 

me into the room to present me to the strange man. "Isn't she beautiful?" he said to the man. The man 

looked at me. I didn't know what was going on, I just wanted to get away. The man nodded. Then my 

father looked at me and said, with a smile on his face, but with a serious tone: "This is Arun. He is 

now your fiancé." I couldn't believe it, of course I've often heard of such an arranged marriage, but 

that I would be in such a situation so suddenly, that was something I would never have thought. Also, 

this man is too old and too ugly. I only turned around and ran away. Now, I'm sitting in some 

abandoned hut. I think... No. I 'll be leaving this city next month. I'll go to Germany and I 'm going to 

start a new life ... and I'll be free. 

 

Dear Diary                                                                                             05
th
 August 2005 

 

Now, I'm sitting in the airplane on the way to my new life. This morning I went to the airport, where 

Tarek and Arman wanted to meet Aapo (this is the men who flies us to Germany). There were a 

handfull of other people who wanted to fly to Germany, too. I talked again to both of them and I asked 

them whether they would take me to Germany, and luckily they did. The airplane didn't look very safe 

and I was also scared, but it couldn’t be helped, I had to do it and I think it was the right decision. 

 

Dear Diary,                                                                                           06
th
 August 2005 

 

Today, something terrible happened. This morning, we landed in Poland and left the airplane, I do not 

know why. We explored the city and the region. Everything is so different. The people speak a different 

language, there are other plants and food, the whole city was different. Everything was so exciting, but 

when we wanted to return to the airplane in the evening, it was gone. Now, our group is separated and 

I am alone. I don't know what to do. I hope everything will be better tomorrow. 



Dear Diary,                                                                                     08
th
 September 2005 

 

I've already been in Poland for a month. I tried to find work, but no one understands me here. I also 

tried to go collecting garbage again, but nobody wanted to buy it. Night and day I just sit in the streets 

with a cup in my hand and wait until people give me a little bit of money. That isn't what I had 

imagined. I have neither money nor a home. But if I had stayed at home, would I be happier now? 

With parents who hit me, or with a husband 20 years older than myself? I don't think so. If only I 

could find someone who speaks my language ... 

 

Dear Diary,                                                                                     13
th
  November 2005 

 

Not only that I can' t find work, now the days are also getting colder. Luckily there's  an old lady 

named Viola (I think ...). We don't really understand each other, but she's very nice to me. She brings 

me something to eat and something warm to drink sometimes. The last time, she also gave me a 

blanket. I think, without her, I wouldn't survive. 

 

Dear Diary,                                                                                  02
nd

 December 2005 

 

Since a few days the people here have been hanging a lot of colourful lights and balls. Everyone looks 

so happy. They have also opened a market and right in the middle there is a large decorated tree. 

Everything smells so delicious. I get hungry again. My fingers hurt. I'm so cold. The thin blanket 

doesn't help anymore. I can't feel my legs, they are numb and quite blue. I'm so tired. All I want is to 

sleep in a warm room for a very long time. 

 

...That was the last entry in this book. A few pages followed , but they were all empty. I raised my 

head and looked out of the window. It was still snowing. For some time, I looked out of the window, 

then I stood up, put on my jacket, took the diary and went outside into the cold, back to the place 

where I had found it. I leaned it against the wall and stayed for a short time. Had I already gone past 

without seeing her before, I was wondering, but now I can't do anything anymore, and so I left and 

the snow covered the book like a warm blanket. 

                                                                                             

 

Erich Kästner Gymnasium Laatzen, Germany 

 



Sándor Juhos Kiss who was born in Transylvania and now lives in 

Hungary 

Sándor Juhos Kiss is a teacher of art in our school. He was born in Transylvania, Romania, 

and now he lives in Budapest, Hungary. He moved to Hungary in 1990,  as so many other 

Hungarians who were born there. This area had been a remarkable part of Hungary for centuries 

until it was annexed to Romania by international treaties after the World Wars. Native Hungarians 

have used their mother tongue and tried to keep their culture since then, although it hasn’t been 

easy. 

I was just 5 years old when I realized I didn’t live in Hungary. We always listened to the Radio 

Kossuth at home, which always said ‘this is the Hungarian Radio, Budapest’. It meant for me, I am in 

Hungary, so I am Hungarian. So it seemed to be true for me that time. 

But one night my brother told me that it was not true, we lived in Transylvania in Romania. 

First, I could not believe it. I was shocked, because we spoke and sang in Hungarian and we were 

living like Hungarians. 

I moved to Hungary in 1990, when I was 21 and I came here to have an entrance exam to the 

Academy of Fine Arts. It was my most important aim to study here. That was the time when big 

changes happened in politics everywhere in Central and Eastern Europe. Thousands of Hungarians 

from Transcarpathia (Ukraine), Transylvania (Romania), former Yugoslavia and Czechoslovakia hoped 

to start a new and better life in Hungary. 

My entrance exam was successful, so I was admitted and I supported myself. I often drew 

tourists, or landscapes. I drew in the streets. One of my best memories from the university is when I 

met a girl, Eszter. She was a student at Liszt Ferenc University of Music. She was interested in the 

history of art, so she came to our university to study it. We met on those lessons. Two years later, 

she became my wife. Now we have a daughter and twin sons, and we live happily together in 

Hungary. Eszter was born in Győr in Hungary. We were both interested in Budapest and art, so we 

started our life in Budapest. There are a lot of art galleries, theatres, exhibitions etc.  so we enjoy it a 

lot. 

I have never felt any negative feedback just because I came from Romania. I have always had 

positive judgement from others, employers treated me as any other ’real’ Hungarians. I did not have 

any problems at my  two previous workplaces, nor at my present one. I got my Hungarian citizenship 

when I was a student at the university, in 1990. So at the moment I have two citizenships, but I use 

only the Hungarian one.  

When my mother was a young child, she had a Hungarian citizenship, but when she was a 

teenager, she got a citizenship from Romania when the area was annexed to it. 

I miss my homeland as  most people who leave it. I often dream about our house which was 

destroyed in 1984, in the name of the laws which wanted to demolish the traditional Hungarian 

villages, houses. In my dreams our house is there with my parents and my brother. I miss my parents 

very much, unfortunately they have already died. 



I go back to my homeland only once a year to visit my relatives and friends. My brother lives in 

Budapest as well. He is a poet and a novelist. As for me, I am an art teacher and an artist. We often 

take our inspiration from our childhood. We publish our mother’s writings in Folk Magazine and I 

often make illustrations to them. In a series of paintings I’d like to create the atmosphere of the 

traditional dance houses in Transylvania. This is one of my painting ideas. My next plan is to organize 

an exhibition there in the summer. 

 

Kosztolányi Dezső Gimnázium, Budapest  Hungary 



Katalin Neményi who lives and works in New Zealand 

I am really excited to know some information about you and your family in New Zealand. As 

I can remember, you lived in Germany, too. So what qualifications did you have when you started 

your travelling? 

I have a college degree in economics and I speak fluent English. But what is mor important, I 

have more than 20-year  work experience at big multinational companies. I am a marketing expert 

specialised in CRM and customer retention. 

When did you leave Hungary first? 

I left Hungary in 2010. First I moved to Germany, where I lived in Bonn for 3.5 years. After that 

I moved from Germany to New Zealand. The city where I live now is called Tauranga, situated on the 

northern island of New Zealand. This is a very beautiful country and living next to the sea is real fun 

for me, my son and my husband! I think it would be great for everybody! 

And why did you go to Germany and New Zealand? What was the reason of your decision? 

Was it a job offer or you just wanted to go  abroad? 

I left due to the foreign exchange crises on property loans. With other words, I had to leave the 

country as there was no other solution for me. At that time I was working at Deutsche Telekom in 

Hungary and I applied for a position at the headquarters in Bonn. I thought this is a good opportunity 

for my son, too – but that was not my main reason. I met my husband in Germany, who is a kiwi (a 

new zealander), so the next step was ’given’. 

Could you integrate into the society of New Zealand? If you could, how did you do it? I heard 

about the „Maori” language. Is it true you are learning it? 

New Zealand is an English speaking country, so it’s much easier for me to live here. Also the 

people are very open and helpful. (This was not the case in Germany.) Maori is part of the culture 

here, my son learns Maori language at school and they learn the ’haka’ (traditional dance) too. 

Would you like to come back home or you think New Zealand is good for you and your son? 

Let's put it that way ... I haven't felt homesick since I left my home country. New Zealand is a 

great place, however the situation is hard for the family, as we are very far away. Education and 

schools are also very good in New Zealand, so my son will benefit a lot in the long run. 

How did your son bear travelling so much? 

Kids think travelling is fun (especially when he could watch Monster Uni five times in a row on 

the plane). So he wasn’t afraid of the travelling. I think he enjoyed it very much! 

I heard about your intention to found a new company. How did you come to this idea? 

Me and my husband opened a small takeaway restaurant in Tauranga. We  hope it will be 

successful. 

Do you think it was a good chance for you to start your life in New Zealand? 



Yes, I think it was a good chance because there are a lot of interesting things there. My son is 

enjoying it very much. He loves surfing and swimming in the sea. And for me my son’s happiness is 

very important! 

Do you think life there is easier or better than in another country? 

As I said earlier, leaving was not my wish at all, but as we say ’look on the bright side of things’. 

Moving back to Hungary is not an option at the moment. We are very happy to be here. What else I 

could wish for? 

Kosztolányi Dezső Gimnázium, Budapest  Hungary 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



For Almost Nothing 

I was born back in the 1962, in Da Nang, one of the greatest cities in Vietnam. It was during 

the Korean War and the Vietnam War. In an age of eighteen, my elder brother and I decided 

to flee from Vietnam, due to the civil war. My elder brother, his wife, his son and I travelled 

from Da Nang, down to Nha Trang. There we gave the money we had saved to a carpenter, 

because he was building a boat for us. One night we all prepared to leave and travel south, 

hopefully reaching Indonesia, by boat. As we were walking towards the beach and the boat, 

the police approached, and we all ran towards the boat. Luckily, my brother and I managed to 

get on the boat, but my brother’s wife and their son did not and we had to leave them behind. 

It was the start of a long trip. I do not remember for how long we stayed in the boat, but all I 

remember was the great joy when we saw a big ship coming towards us. We had been so 

scared while on the sea, scared of the Thailand’s pirates to come and kill us. Luckily, we met 

a Norwegian ship. They picked us up and we went to Beijing, where we waited for the 

Norwegian Embassy to accept our trip to Norway, and they did. 

Norway was like facing a new world, and I was facing it in an age of eighteen. There were 

new traditions and new things we have never seen before. We and many other Vietnamese 

people were transferred to Bergen. One of the first things my elder brother and I did when we 

came to Norway was to apply for a family reunion. Family is of our highest value in life, and 

we wanted nothing else then see my brother’s family sent to Norway. We waited several days 

for an answer, and when the answer finally came, it was tearing our world apart. The 

Norwegian government said “no”. Now we had to take care of our family by sending money 

home to Vietnam. Both my elder brother and I were offered education, which we both took. 

Even though an education was not as important, as earning money, we took it so we had the 

chance of getting good jobs. Money was our goal; otherwise, we came here for almost 

nothing. 

School was hard, because everything was so different. It was a new country with different 

language, and different culture and traditions. It made everything scary but at the same time 

very exciting. Before my education was completed I got a job, and I said yes. Desperate for 

money. We bought us an apartment outside Bergen, and I started working, and kept on 

sending money home. Suddenly one day we got the news about one woman coming to 

Norway with two sons from Vietnam. My brother seemed to be overjoyed, and I understood. 

His wife had come to Norway with their children. It was great news, because she had tried to 

escape Vietnam three or four times before getting to Norway, and she was sent to prison every 

time by Vietnamese soldiers. We were told she even gave birth to one of their sons in prison. 

It was posted a news article about this in the local new’s paper; Bergens Tidende. 

After spending some time in Bergen, we moved to a city outside Oslo, were we settled down. 

I later found my wife here, and a good job. We founded a family, with two wonderful 

children, Tina and Daniel. During all my years in Norway I sent money home to my family in 

Vietnam, and I still do it today. We also travel to Vietnam as often as we can, to both look at 

their condition, help our family and the local community, and contribute as best as we can. 



Next trip to Vietnam will be this summer where we will celebrate my mother who has reached 

a milestone of turning to an age of one hundred years.  

Based on a true story. 

 

By Daniel Duy Nguyen, Mailand videregående skole, Norway 

 

  



The girl no one was allowed to befriend 

I did nothing. I just looked at it as it slowly sank to the bottom. It sank like a stone; further 

and further into darkness. Should I jump in the water? Should I call for help? What should I 

do? Now it was too late, she was lost to the darkness. I was not a part of this! I would not be 

part of it. I had done nothing wrong. I had done nothing and now it was too late. 

Everything was really nice all year, until one day when everything became different. We got a 

new student in the class. Everyone in the class saw at once that she was not Norwegian. The 

entire class was quiet; all the attention was directed at the girl who stood in the doorway. The 

girls, who were chattering all the time, were quiet. The boys, who threw paper balls at the 

girls and laughed, were also now quiet. Everything was so quiet, that is, until Simon broke the 

silence with a mocking comment directed to the girl who stood in the door. Kåre and the other 

boys laughed. Teacher looked strictly at Simon and said, "That kind of behavior is not 

allowed here." She continued on to present the girl who stood there smiling.  I saw how the 

white dazzling teeth on her dark skin shined toward us and lighted up the room. She obviously 

did not understand Norwegian. When I got home I told my mom and dad about the new girl. 

"We’ve got a new girl in class today”. "Oh, what’s her name" Mom wondered. "I do not 

remember, it is a difficult name" I replied. "Difficult name? Is she German?" father curiously 

asked. "No, she comes from a country in Africa; don’t remember the name, but her and her 

family are refugees. They have been living here for 6 months and she is now starting a 

Norwegian school" I told them. Mom and Dad just looked at me in silence, but it seemed to 

me that they did not like the new girl. 

The days went by and nobody wanted to be friends with the new girl. They thought she was 

so different. I tried to talk a bit with her, but when I sat down next to her, Simon came and 

pulled me away from her and threatened me. He told me that I couldn’t be friends with the 

girl from Africa. “She didn’t belong here” Simon said. I felt sorry for her as she sat alone 

during our breaks, and ate alone during lunch. I wanted to go over to her and talk to her, get to 

know more about her culture and her life story.  She sat there smiling every time I saw her, 

but it was something about her eyes, she was didn’t seemed so happy. She had a sad look, as 

if it was something troubling her and one could see that she was lonely. I turned back to my 

other classmate, and I met a strict and cold glance from Simon. 

Weeks went by and no one was friends with the girl from Africa. I feel so sorry for her. I 

would like to be her friends. I did not understand why I was not allowed. She was just a 



human being. She had feelings just like us. She drank, and ate food, just like everyone else! 

There were no differences between us and her! I want to scream the sentence out to the other 

students, but I did not dare. 

Mom and Dad told me to be careful about the new girl, even though they never said it I knew 

that they did not want me to be friends with her. They spoke about people from Africa as they 

were parasite or dangerous creatures that would kill me. We got into a huge fight and it made 

me so mad at them that I couldn’t stand being in the house anymore. I was so tired of people’s 

behavior. The poor girl could have had a very tough life in her old country. No one knew her 

story, because no one bothers to ask. She could have seen people die, even her own family. 

And now she had moved to Norway where she meets a cold shoulder of an entire city. I 

walked along the pier and my thoughts were wandering of while I took in the sea air with a 

breath. Right at the end of the pier I could spot a person. It looked like it was the girl from 

Africa. I decided to go up to her and talk to her. When I got closer I saw that she was holding 

a large rock in her hands. I started running towards her, but I was too late. I stopped at the 

edge of the pier and looked down into the water. 

 I did nothing. I just looked at her sinking slowly to the bottom. She sank like a stone; further 

and further into the darkness. Should I jump into the water? Should I call for help? What 

should I do? Now it was too late, she was lost to the darkness. I was not a part of this! I would 

not be a part of it. I had done nothing wrong. I had done nothing and now it was too late. 

 

Cecilie Bentzen, Mailand videregående skole, Norway 

 

 

  



Home someplace else 
When moving abroad you need at least one of the three causes below. 

1.     You are a refugee, leaving war and misery behind you. 

2.     You’ve found the big love of your life and you are moving because of one single ambition, which 

is living closer to each other. 

3.     You need to find yourself. 

I however am not driven by any of those above. I am simply bored. I am simply a nineteen-year-old 

girl who has tried all the different kinds of sandwiches at my city’s local diner at least ten times. I am 

simply a girl who works at a bookstore and hates to read. “Do you know if any other books from this 

author are somewhat good?” Nope. I do not know that. 

I am also simply the only person in the world (no exaggeration) who has not ever left the states. I want 

to try new sandwiches, metaphorically speaking (kind of).   

So I decided to take my boredom and replace it with actions. Now here I am, Sienna Leighton, on my 

way to Spain- the country of passion. At least that is what I read on the internet. Anyways, I thought it 

seemed appropriate for a person who is lacking just that. If it turns out that Spain contains no more 

passion than any other country, well, then there is always the sunny weather and manly matadors. 

I am currently situated on an airplane, waiting for it to take off. The plane is jammed with people, but 

oddly there is no one next to me. I settle with the idea of having three seats all to myself. But I do not 

get comfortable enough to spread out my legs on the seats, which is lucky as suddenly two more 

passengers enter the plane. I glance at the seat next to me and I grab the magazine placed there. In the 

aisle come a woman and a child towards me. The woman is wearing some sort of dress, more like a 

piece of fabric draped around her body, and the arm holding her baby daughter’s hand is jewelled with 

countless numbers of colourful bracelets. Both have hair dark as coal and a different kind of facial 

features than I am used to. I carefully glimpse down first at my hands observing my pale skin tone, 

almost blue. I also stare for a few seconds at my blonde ponytail which has ended up on one of my 

shoulders. They are beautiful, I think as the woman helps her daughter with the seatbelt. 

The time did not fly at all and after two hours there were still seven left before landing. I was feeling 

curious about my “neighbours”, as I overheard their conversation. “But where are we going to live, 

mom?” said the little girl. The mom responded with a sigh, not the kind with irritation in her voice, but 

with devastation. “I don’t know love, but we’ll figure it out.” I really could not deal with the idea of 

never finding out who they were or where they were going. Maybe I could help them in any way? 

“Excuse me?” I say with a voice which stumbles out my mouth rather than being said in a controlled 

way. “Where are you from?” I try to ask as gentle as I possibly can, I do not want to sound offensive. 

But the woman is not offended at all, she happily chatters on about everything under the sun and a 

couple of hours later my ears hurt, but I am also so amazed with what I have just heard. It turns out 

that the woman and child, whose names are Paola and Adriana, had to leave their home country, 

Colombia, because of insecurities brought by political differences. They had no money, no personal 

belongings and no home. But they hoped Spain would give them a second chance. “Why did you 

choose Spain?” I ask, recalling Spain is a country in financial crisis. “Why not?” Paola, the older 

woman says. I might have raised an eyebrow because she quickly continued. “Life is not about making 



money or being at a place where fortune is made. It’s about finding a place where you can find 

happiness. Spain might be that place for us.” Paola and Adriana smile at each other. 

By the end of the flight my head is filled with thoughts. What am I doing? I should be at home 

appreciating what I have. The feeling of guilt hits me and suddenly an ache in my stomach occurs, or 

is it in my heart? Things were not exactly great at home when I left. My parents had always struggled 

with their relationship, but it had gotten worse. I shake my feelings off and tell my brain to shut up. I 

need to do this for myself, see the world.  

A long road lines up in front of my eyes. Everywhere I look there are tall mountains, drained with the 

sunlight which is turning red. The hotel I am staying at is not far away, so I refuse to let the sky out of 

my sight. 

As I enter the lobby my feelings of doubt are long gone. Purple flowers adorn the grand hall, and I can 

hear the sound of rippling water. “Excuse me miss” a young, tall guy says as he takes one step towards 

me. “I just wanted to wish you a pleasant stay here. Are you traveling alone?” I glance over at the 

nametag on his uniform as I nod. “I’m Alex by the way”. He says with an honest smile. “I can see that, 

I’m Sienna.” We both laugh and I cannot help but notice his obvious beauty. “Maybe I’ll see you 

around” Alex says to finish off our conversation. He goes back behind the reception counter and I take 

the elevator up to my room. There are butterflies in my stomach and I can hear Paola’s voice echoing 

in my head. “It’s about finding a place where you can find happiness.”  

I do not know what is going to happen in the future and frankly I have no idea what I am doing with 

my life. But at this very moment I feel infinite. I am happy and that really is all that matters! 

Written by Josefine Micha, Polhemskolan, Sweden 

 

 

 

 

 

  



Paco 

 

 

 

It’s a misty and cold morning in Dalby. Paco is eating his breakfast; French toast with ham 

and a glass of orange juice. While eating, he hears some mail dropping on the carpet. He gets 

up, walks over to the mail and browses it. He can see the words "Migration Board" on one of 

the envelopes. Reading the words, he starts thinking about the day it all began back in Iraq - 

the day that changed his whole life. A day he’ll always remember. 

 

He heard the first bomb blow up just some blocks away. First there was silence, but a few 

seconds later it was followed by screams from people running from their houses in total panic. 

Paco had never felt smaller and more fragile. Shortly thereafter, Paco’s father rushed into the 

room screaming that they had to pack their bags. Just the most necessary.  

They were leaving. 

 

 

While they ran to their car just outside their house, they heard bursts of bullets just around the 

corner.  Paco’s father drove like he never driven before, very fast. They drove the whole night 

and Paco didn’t even get a wink of sleep. Early the next morning, when the sun was rising, a 

roadblock appeared. Two men with rifles in their hands got over to the car. Paco’s father 

rolled down the window. They had a short conversation before warning the family about 

leaving the country. They said that there were many patrols on the border, and no one would 

be able to leave Iraq. 

 

 

Paco’s family drove to the nearest town to get shelter for the night, and to get more 

information about the situation. After some talking they understood they had to get out 

another way. To pass the border with a private car was impossible, and pure insanity. The 

only way possible seemed to be smuggling. To be smuggled you needed money. Luckily for 

the family, they were prepared for this situation. Some months earlier, their cousins had been 

smuggled all the way to Sweden, so they had known it was just a matter of time before they 

would have to leave too.  

 

 

They had to pay all their belongings and get into the truck next morning. They were not alone 

in the truck; three other families were sitting next to them. It was crowded but Paco didn’t 

mind. All that mattered was that he was with his family. When Paco could see how scared 

everyone was, he leaned against his father and began crying. He closed his eyes, hoping that 

all was just a nightmare and that soon he would wake up, and instead go to sleep in his 

parents’ bed, like he always did after having a nightmare. 

 

 



Just like the armed men at the roadblock had told them, there were patrolling army units 

everywhere. To pass they had to hide inside barrels so they had a bigger chance at not being 

seen. As the car slowed down, they heard people outside screaming. It was probably a woman 

who had to do “a special kind of service” if she didn’t want her whole family dead. Paco 

heard protests from people.  

Suddenly there was a hail of bullets. Then silence. 

They had shot all the people outside. A few seconds afterwards, a few soldiers opened the 

covered backside of the truck and climbed in. They screamed and asked what the chauffeur 

was planning on doing outside the border. He told them in a calm voice that he was on a 

mission from the state. There was a sound of papers and the armed men spoke in low voices 

to each other. After a couple of minutes they told him he was free to leave the country, but 

only if they could take a closer look inside the truck. It seemed like the cover of the barrels 

was good, because they could not find any traces of Paco and the others. Paco heard the last 

man jump down on the ground and felt relieved, at least a little. Just as the chauffeur started 

the motor, the last man jumping off fired a hail of bullets, randomly placed around the 

backside of the truck. Then there was no sound, probably because no one wanted to get 

discovered.  

 

The truck drove away, bringing them a bit closer to Sweden and safety. Paco and some of the 

other travellers peeked up over the edge of their barrels. However, in some barrels there was 

no head peeking up. They all understood that these persons had been hit by the bullets.  

Paco shivered when he noticed his father was in one of those barrels. He heard his mother and 

two sisters crying. His father was dead. When the commotion had calmed a bit, Paco counted 

four persons missing. Having counted, he saw his dead father on the lap of his crying mother. 

All people in the truck were in shock. That night everyone in the truck lost someone. This was 

the worst night in Paco’s life and he would never forget the last sight of his father. 

 

 

Now he is sitting at his dinner table holding the most important letter of his life. Paco just sits 

there staring at it. He’s very certain that this letter is his confirmation to stay in the country. It 

can’t be possible to deport someone who has gotten through all that mess, who has 

experienced what he has.  

Those thoughts help him to calm down a little bit, but he still feels nervous about the 

unopened letter in his hands. He grabs a knife to slit it open. With a rather steady hand he 

pulls out the papers inside. He reads the logo again “Migration Board”. He browses the first 

page where there is just a lot of unimportant information.  

Then he turns to the next page. He knows that the judgement is getting closer. Will he be able 

to stay in Sweden? Or will he be deported? He doesn’t know- yet. He turns the paper and all 

he can see is… 

 

DENIED.      

            Leon Do, Emil Möllerström, Hannes Reiderstad & Hjalmar Johson, Polhemskolan, Sweden 

 


