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Meet the ALL IN project countries
Project ALL IN includes countries 
that have a unique experience 
and attitude toward migrants, 
foreigners, and ethnic groups.
 
Poland is well known for having 
Ukrainian migrants on one hand 
but on the other hand a very strict 
migration policy. Poland remains 
the main EU country in which 
Ukrainians work, because of several 
competitive advantages: extensive 
migrations network, a liberal 
procedure for legalizing residence 
and work (for short periods).
 
Greece and Italy are both well 
known as one of the main gates 
of entry directly to the EU. Both 
countries also have a vivid historical 
past. Remember the Old Greeks and 
Romans spreading their culture all 
around Europe and further? One 
just cannot imagine today’s world 
without their achievements and 
impact, which is still present in our 
civilization.
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Montenegro has been affected by the first waves of migrations as a part of the Balkan path, where migrants 
try to reach the European Union. They address migration-related challenges responsibly and they are 

strongly committed to regional cooperation and enhancing the stability of the region.
 

Besides, Montenegro has a strong Roma minority, coming from Kosovo. To make a comparison, Kosovo is 
also included in the ALL IN consortium. Moreover, Kosovo is a new country in the EFC program, known for its 
vivid multicultural environment due to past and present events. Their citizens can be found all over Europe, 

where they create minorities of all kinds.

Cyprus, unlike Greece or Italy, has not 
experienced large inflows of refugees by sea, 
but still, they made significant efforts to accept 
those seeking asylum. Several organizations 
assist refugees, providing legal counseling, 
accommodation, food, and medical care. 
Besides, it is the only country in the EU that 
is still divided and consequently intercultural.

And last, but not least, Slovenia has been 
always a transit country for different cultures, 
tribes, and nations. For the last 50 years, it 
is a promised land for workers from ex-YU 
countries. They create a specific minority 
in Slovenia and have left several impacts on 

Slovenian language, food, and culture.
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Meet the ALL IN project
Migration is one of the oldest human trends, 
which shaped countries, societies, and national 
identities.
Most contemporary states are, in their way, 
products of earlier waves of migrations, which 
were not as massive as the contemporary ones.

Huge mobility of the global population for 
the last decades, and especially for the last 
couple of years caused that host societies have 
consequently become increasingly multicultural 
and put into question the long-standing national 
identities of relatively homogeneous nations.

According to the United Nations, three-quarters 
of the migrations have a cultural background.
Culture counts as the most important and 
relevant thing to define the individuality of the 
nation, minority, or even single person.

Even recent migrant waves show that when 
people migrate, they take their culture with 
them and try to integrate it into the new local 
environment. These cause changes in already 
shaped and established society or nation on 
the one side, but on the other side new wave 
of multiculturalism featured sharp polarization 
over migration issues in public debates jointly 
with intolerance, xenophobia, and disrespect for 
human rights

ALL IN will raise the awareness that migrations 
are not a new phenomenon. Deeply needed 
respect and tolerance will be established on 
a partnership level, which consists of different 
nations and individuals, influenced by a different 

culture.

Moreover, the consortium also includes the only 
divided country in the EU, Cyprus, and Kosovo* 
which is still not fully recognized by international 
society. A small, but a safe environment of 
the partnership with its activities will create a 
base to foster intercultural dialogue, mutual 
understanding, and tolerance, and spread 
them to participants transnational activities – 
workshops, debates, panels, good practices visits, 

etc. will foster their European citizenship.
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Meetings
During the project duration, we held 7 meetings. Due to 
the circumstances, the last three meetings had to be held 
online.

1st meeting (kick-off) 
Zasavje region, Slovenia – 26.3.-28.3.2019

2nd meeting
Kosovska Mitrovica, Kosovo – 5.6.-8.6.2019

3rd meeting
Krynica-Zdroj, Poland – 3.9.-5.9.2019

4th meeting
Foligno, Italy – 26.11.-28.11.2019

5th meeting
 Pegeia, Cyprus (online) – 15.12.-16.12.2020

6th meeting
Bar, Montenegro (online) – 22.3.- 23.3.2021

7th meeting
Thessaloniki, Greece (online) – 15.6.-16.6.2021
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Faces of migration
YASSUF AMINY

My name is Yassuf Aminy. I was born in January 
1982 in the province of Daikundi, Afghanistan. 
I belong to Hazara ethnic group. It was the 
period of big political and social changes. My 
father was a small local businessman.

Because of unrest in the country my family 
moved to Kabul, from there to Pakistan and 
then to Iran. In the period of war with Russia 
and the civil war among the Mujahidin 
and different ethnic groups my family was 
continuously moving from one place to 
another in search of peace.
During the time of Taliban when everyone was 
trying to get out of Afghanistan, we have been 
shifted to the Quetta city of Pakistan where 
I get my master degree in Chemistry from 
University of Baluchistan. Though the Taleban 
was defeated in Afghanistan inside of all big 
cities, they still held urban areas.

Their rage was converted towards the ethnic 
groups and those who fought against them 
during their governance and after 11th of 
September for the liberation of the country 
from them. The main target was Hazara ethnic 
group.

Being physiognomically distinguishable we 
were easy targets for them. In Quetta started 
an ethnic cleansing. We were trapped in an 
open prison. Way to Afghanistan was highly 
risky. In the Afghanistan the cities were under 
control of the government but outside the 
cities the Taleban were governing with their 
checkpoints on the main roads. Taking down 
from the buses or cars all the passengers 
belonging to the Hazaras and taking them as a 
hostage or shooting them on the spot. As both 
of my parents were deceased, the only option 
for me was to go to Iran.

It is not easy to travel inside Pakistan for 
us because the whole area is affected with 
religious extremism. For Afghan refugees 
it is not easy to live in Iran as well.  After a 
while I met a group of people in Tehran, who 
were preparing to go to Turkey. In search of a 
peaceful place to live I travelled to Turkey. 

It was winter. On the border, the mountains 
were covered with thick snow layer, in some 
areas even of more than a meter. The journey 
was organized by a man, living in a border 
town.   The first step of the journey was to go 
by bus from Tehran to the Turkish border.

Then we had to cross the border in the 
mountainous area during the night by foot 
and on the horse back. It was freezing cold. I 
was with a caravan of the horses loaded with 
petrol and other things, which they imported 
illegally into Turkey. The biggest risk was being 
seen by border guards and shot by them but 
there is no other alternative way. After crossing 
the border, we went to Istanbul by bus. The 
journey lasted for hours.

Living a month in Istanbul, I discovered 
that without the documents police might 
have arrested me and put me in a prison as 
happened to some of the boys. Here I united 
with another group of the Afghans to go to 
Greece.
We talked to a group of smugglers who 
organized this journey. From Istanbul we went 
to the south, close to the Greece border. In the 
midnight, I’ve crossed the sea with some other 
people on inflatable boats. It was a cold and 
windy night and there was no coastal guard. 
Early in the morning, we arrived to the Greek 
island. It was raining and we were wet. We 
entered into a bar and they offered us a good 
breakfast. Then the police came and took us 
to the Mitilene refugee camp. After three days 
they gave us papers and told us to leave the 
country within 30 days. We went to Athens. 
After one week I decided to go to Patrasso and 
continue the journey. It took time to organize 
my journey to Italy with fake documents. 
The only way was travelling by sea. The other 
borders were closed. I arrived at the Crotone 
and applied for asylum. We went to Athens. 
After one week I decided to go to Patrasso and 
continue the journey. It took time to organize 
my journey to Italy with fake documents. 
The only way was travelling by sea. The other 
borders were closed. I arrived at the Crotone 
and applied for asylum.

I was shifted to a camp where I started 
studying the Italian language. It is a very 
difficult language but my Italian friends 
helped me to overcome the difficulties and 
also to get closer to the Italian culture. During 
this time, I made a handcraft course to learn 
how to construct the violins.  
Italy is one of the top countries in the world in 
violin production but in Rome it is difficult for a 
new comer in this field so I tried in other fields 
like photography and teaching the Persian 
language. I got the opportunity of attending 
a course for cultural mediator. Then I started 
working as a cultural mediator in a big refugee 
camp “Castelnuovo di Porto” with hundreds 
of people inside it. I have worked also as a 
translator in the civil court of the Roma and in 
the Territorial Commission for the Recognition 
of International Protection.

Till now I’m working as a mediator with a social 
cooperative called “In migrazione”. We work 
directly with the migrants. I like my present job 
because it gives me the possibility to work and 
interact with people from different cultures 
and language coming from different part of 
the world. I speak four languages, including 
Italian, which helps me a lot during my work, 
especially with migrants. Apart of this our coop 
organize courses for the operators working 
with the migrants so me with other my 
colleagues are the teachers in these courses.
The life is going on. I remember one of my 
friends from England when I told him that I 
want to come to him. He said: you are most 
welcome, but remember that where ever you 
go you will find the same land and the same 
sky. It’s you who makes your life.

It’s 
you who 

makes your 
life.

˝
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Faces of migration
ABEDEEN FASASI TUNDE

My name is Abedeen Fasasi Tunde. I’m from 
Nigeria Oyo State. I’m 34 years old. I have 
studied Fine arts with my specialization 
in sculpture. In 2013 I finished my studies. 
Then I had to serve my country for one year 
till 2014. I’m an artist and I’ve done different 
sculptures in my country: – the sculpture of 
the great warrior Ibadan; the water fountain 
of bird in an important palace; the sculpture 
of two students which helped me to win the 
best artist award of the Bayelsa state, – a semi 
abstract “mother and child” and a drummer 
in an art gallery in Ibadan. For the general 
election of 2015 I was in charge of a polling 
station and I had the card reader which is the 
main thing in a polling station.

The armed group of a political party came 
to the polling station and took all the boxes 
and they also wanted to take the card reader 
machine but I escaped with the machine. The 
other political parties accused me of being 
with the attacking party. They all attacked 
my house. All the family members scattered 
around. My mother called me and informed 
me. I had to escape with little money that I had 
saved during my teaching in a school.

I went to Kano to my friend’s house. But it 
was not safe there, so I had to leave.In front 
of me there was a huge desert and it was my 
first journey through it. I met a man who take 
me to the Benin Republic where I met a lot of 
other Africans going to Libya.                

I decided to go with them to Libya, although I 
only read ybout it in school history books.   We 
were gathered in a big compound. One night 
came about 30 pickups. We were more than 
30 men and women in every pickup. Everyone 
had its own gallon of water and a packet of 
glucose to survive in the desert. We were 
traveling through the desert for two weeks.

Then we arrived to Libya. Our Arab driver with 
his little English told us that being in the city 
was dangerous, so he left us along the road. 
We stopped a bus, that was passing by. The 
driver brought us to a big compound. He told 
us that if we had helped him to complete his 
under-construction building, he would have 
provided us food and shelter. 

We stayed there for two weeks. But the man 
told us that he could not keep us forever there. 
He found us a person who could organize 
our journey to the Italy. We gave him all of 
our money. I gave him my shoes, my watch 
and my mobile phone. Some people had 
more money and some less but we all gave 
him what we had. The man took us to Tripoli 
seashore. It was at 2:30 in the night. I did not 
see any ships but lots of people. Then some 
Arabs started inflating something which lately 
transformed into the boats. It was my first 
sea journey. In every boat we were about 130 
persons. Women and children were at the 
centre of the boat, with the men around the 
boat and with one leg in the sea. After a couple 
of hours in the dark we lost the other boats 
and our compass stopped. No one was able 
to detect the direction, but then suddenly the 
compass started to work again. We changed 
the direction and continued the journey. After 
the sunrise we’ve seen other boats on the 
horizon. At midday, when we reached one 
of the boats, we noticed that the boat had 
a leak and it started to sink. We saved some 
children and women but there were simply 
too much people on it. It was such a horrific 
moment. Men and women shouting, crying 
and drowning. We kept travelling. In the 
afternoon, we met an Italian ship. The second 
boat was also leaking and sinking. They quickly 
distributed the life jackets and rescued all of 
us.

After two days we arrived in Messina, Sicily. 
We rested two weeks, but then we were 
transferred to Foggia. It was a very big camp 
with about two thousand people. In Foggia, 
I made two of my first works in Italy. The first 
one was a mother and a child in ceramic and 
the second one, a concrete sculpture as the 
symbol of justice.

When I got my documents, in 2016, I have 
been transferred to Rome. Here I have 
been accommodated in a small camp, 
Casa Benvenuto which is managed by In 
migrazione. I started to attend the Italian 
Language Course. I expressed my passion 
for art to my teacher. He gave me some 
material to express my creativity. I made a 
small sculpture and showed it to my teacher 
and the President of the In migrazione. They 
appreciated it and asked me about my plans 
for the future. I explained them the idea of 
telling the story of my journey through my 
sculptures. They provided me all the material. 
I started working on a series of sketches 
and sculptures called “L’approdo” meaning 
“landing place”. I met two other Italian 
artists; they gave me a lot of support. I used a 
mixed technique of African and Italian work 
in ceramic. These series were composed of 
fifteen sculptures.

My first exhibition was organized in 2017 
in via Assisi. Also, some Italian Policemen 
came to visit my exhibition. Then, I met Papa 
Francesco, I gave him one of my sculptures. 
In 2018 I started to work on second series 
of my sculptures. These series were called 
“Speranza” (Hope), focused on migrants’ life in 
Italy. I also had exhibitions in some other cities 
here in Italy like Rieti, Orvieto, Vicenza. Beside 
those series I made a life size sculpture of the 
founder of the Scalabrinians Organization. It 
is a concrete sculpture.I have participated in 
different collective exhibition of artists. My last 
projects were realized in 2019. I have finished 
the sculpture for 50th Anniversary of the 
American University of Roma. Now
I have my sculpture laboratory, where
I teach sculpture and sketches to
 other migrants. Soon I will start my
third series of sculptures.

Now I 
have my sculpture 

laboratory,
where I teach
sculpture and 

sketches to other
migrants.
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Faces of migration
DAMIRA KRIVOŠIĆ

My name is Damira Krivošić. I was born in July 
1988 in Kosovo. I have spent the first 28 years 
of my life in Mitrovica, in the northern part of 
Kosovo, and then moved to Turkey. The only 
reason for changing my place of residence was 
love. I have fallen in love with a Turkish boy, who 
lives in the Asian part of this country, a small 
town named Zonguldak. Before I go any further 
with my life story, I would like to mention that 
I am certified yoga instructor and that I was 
fully satisfied with my life before I decided to 
leave. In my early twenties I supported myself by 
babysitting.

When I first arrived in Turkey, it seemed that 
the process of adaptation would be easy, but 
it turned out completely opposite. I would 
classify it as very difficult due to so many 
reasons. Some of those reasons were evident 
cultural differences between Kosovo and 
Turkey, language barrier, as well as financial 
insecurity. I had so many difficulties especially 
when communicating with locals, due to their 
poor English. Actually, the only person I could 
communicate with was my boyfriend and he 
was my link with other people.

So, the language barrier was the main obstacle 
in finding a job, although I was in constant 
search. After few weeks spent in Zonguldak, I 
moved to a small tourist town called Oludeniz. 
There I started working as a babysitter in British-
Pakistani family. At my job interview I clearly 
stated that I applied only for babysitting. But 
I was obviously misunderstood and after just 
a few days, besides the babysitting tasks, I 
was required to do housekeeping. I was even 
requested to work without a lunch break. It 
has gotten worse day by day. It made me feel 
diminished and underestimated. Of course, after 
two weeks I left that job. The whole experience 
was so stressful for me. Since I wasn’t able to find 
a job, I did not qualify for getting a residence 
permit. That’s why I was forced to travel to 
Kosovo and back every three months.

In January 2019, I have definitely made my mind 
about returning to my hometown. After a lot of 
thinking, my partner and I have decided to move 
to Mitrovica together, hoping that we would be 
more successful in building our future here.

Luckily, this decision turned out a good one, 
since my partner managed to find a job that he 
was trained for, even before his arrival. It is worth 
mentioning that I started working shortly after 
my return.

In the upcoming days I am expecting my lovely 
Arda to come and I am looking forward to our 
future.

The 
only reason 

for changing 
my place of 

residence was 
love.
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Faces of migration
SHERIMANE HAJZARI

My name is Sherimane Hajzari. I was born in 
Mitrovica, Kosovo. I am 30 years old. Currently I live 
in Roma Mahalla in the southern part of Mitrovica.

In 1989, as three-month-old baby, my family and 
I migrated to Germany. When we first arrived to 
Germany, my father had to sign a document at 
Yugoslav Embassy, by which we were obliged to 
return to Kosovo as soon as the political situation 
became stable. I have spent twenty years in 
Germany, but I do not remember the name of the 
town we lived in. I went to school there until grade 
9, but then I left. I had a lot of friends there, some 
of whom I am still in touch with. The memory of 
my school days, the drama club I attended, and 
my role in the performance of „Romeo and Juliet”, 
brings a smile to my face. I miss the life I had in 
Germany – everything was so nice there. After I 
finished primary school, I attended a hairdressing 
course and then did some apprenticeship. Officially, 
I have never worked; I was just doing haircuts for 
my cousins and friends. When I turned 20, the 
migration services informed us that the situation in 
Kosovo has improved and that we needed to leave 
Germany.

It is with great sadness that I remember my first 
days in Roma Mahalla. The process of adaptation 
was extremely difficult because I was not accepted 
by my fellow citizens. After only a year I had met 
a boy who became my partner. We lived in a 
common-law marriage and I gave birth to four 
children. After the birth of our first child, my 
partner and I started quarrelling so often. During 
that period, I was a victim of both physical and 
psychological violence. Unfortunately I was forced 
to endure it and reconcile with my partner. In the 
course of next four years, I gave birth to three more 
children.

In 2017 my partner left us and moved to France. I 
have become a single mother of four children. He 
even did not want to accept paternity of any of the 
children, so there are no legal grounds to require 
child support payments from him.

My life in Mitrovica is so difficult. Society does 
not accept me yet. My children and I only speak 
Romani so we have difficulties in the process of 
integration and socialization. I would define my 
current position as: isolated within an isolated 
community. I say isolated community because 
we are isolated from both North (with Serbian 
majority) and South (with Albanian majority) 
Mitrovica.

The three of my children and I have all the 
necessary identification documents. Unfortunately, 
my second son, who is 5-years old, was born at 
home and his birth was never registered. NGO 
Caritas Kosova successfully solved the problem 
of his vaccination, since he did not receive BSG 
vaccine. They also work on establishing elementary 
rights entitled to us as members of vulnerable 
and marginalized group. My oldest child E. Hajzari 
enrolled in Primary school “Vlado Ćetković”, located 
in North Mitrovica. Unfortunately she is not regular 
there because she faces certain problems. On her 
way to school other children tease her because 
she only speaks Romani and for her physical 
appearance. A psychologist from NGO Caritas 
Kosova gives her support in learning and better 
social integration.

I regret that I had to move from Germany to 
Kosovo and I would like to have my old life back. I 
see myself working as a hairdresser, raising good 
and honest children, and us having a decent life in 
Germany.

 I miss 
the life I had 
in Germany – 

everything was so 
nice there.
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My name is Caleb Waugh. I was born in 1984. I 
am from Los Angeles, California (United States of 
America). I have a Bachelor’s in Political Science 
and a Master’s Degree in Eastern European Studies. 
I work as the Head of the NGO Aktiv Policy Office in 
North Mitrovica, Kosovo.

I lived in California for the first 18 years of my life. 
Aside from being a high school student, I can’t 
say that I did anything specific. During summer 
holidays while studying at university I would often 
work part-time (i.e. in an office) to make some extra 
money, but besides that 
I never really worked or developed a career there. 
When I was in high school and university I was 
quite politically active.

I spent a year studying at the University of California 
(at Santa Cruz) and during that first year I decided 
that I wanted to transfer to another school.  At 
one point, it was suggested that I look at the 
possibility of finishing my studies in the United 
Kingdom, which I did. I ended up at the University 
of Edinburgh and lived there for the next four 
years. There were a number of reasons behind 
this decision, first and foremost was a desire to 
experience life outside of the United 
States. On top of this, it was actually more 
financially viable to study in the U.K than in the 
U.S (I believe that this has since changed and that 
university fees for international students in Britain 
have risen substantially.)

After finishing my Bachelor’s, I went on to Italy 
(Bologna) for master’s studies and spent a year in 
Bosnia doing research for my thesis. Although I 
knew a lot about the former Yugoslavia in general, 
my knowledge about Kosovo and the current 
situation here was a bit patchy. This can be partly 
attributed to the fact that Kosovo is not exactly 
widely discussed in the media (at least not after the 
1990’s and early 2000’s) and of course to the fact 
that I had never previously intended to move there.  

I came for the first time in (I believe) 2011 for a short 
work trip and then returned in 2013 thinking I’d 
only stay for 6-8 months but apparently never left.

I think that moving to another country always 
involves a bit of an initial shock and it’s natural 
that you feel a bit out of place and experience a 
certain degree of disorientation. That having been 
said, what was once alien gradually becomes more 
familiar and what was once perplexing somehow 
becomes more logical.  Language can of course 
be a challenge, but is a major factor in your ability 
to function, make friends and work in another 
country.  If you’re a foreigner in a place like Kosovo 
it can seem like you have binary choice have a 
choice between living there as an ‘international’ in 
the sense that you are very much part of certain 
social circles that really try to mimic/replicate life in 
the west and, trying to integrate yourself more into 
local communities. I actually don’t think that’s the 
case, but it can still be difficult to situate/find your 
footing in Kosovo as a foreigner – just like anywhere 
else in the world.

I have really liked living and working in North 
Mitrovica.  I value mostly for the kind of friendships 
and the closeness of the community, but of course 
it has also been fascinating from a professional 
perspective.  I suppose it’s difficult to measure 
experience, but I can say that it is a very dynamic 
place to live and work (as strange as that might 
sound to people.). Of course sometimes I think 
about what it would have been like if I had stayed 
and pursued a more traditional career path in the 
U.S, but I don’t regret it. I also plan to return in the 
relatively near future.
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 I value mostly 
for the kind of 

friendships and the 
closeness of the 

community...
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First of all, I would like to share my favourite motto that 
plays a big role in my own personal migration story: “If 
opportunity doesn’t knock, build a door”. In my opinion, 
the quote is self-explanatory – sometimes you have to 
move (very) outside your comfort zone and start little by 
little investing your time and energy in achieving your life 
goals.

My name is Raymond Dolan and I am 24 years old. I was 
born in Galway, Ireland and grew up in a typical Irish 
household in the countryside. As far as I remember, I have 
always been a lover of everything foreign-cultures and 
languages related. When I was only 5 years old, my family 
began accepting a Spanish student every summer to 
help them improve their English skills. I do think that this 
experience at such a young age really opened my eyes 
to foreign cultures, foreign languages, and different ways 
of thinking and so on. We accepted the Spanish student 
into our family so that she could improve her English, and 
she left having enriched my life with another view of the 
world.

I have been living in Munich, Germany for approximately 
two years. Before this, I was living in Spain (what 
a shocker). I studied foreign languages (French, 
Spanish & German) in university in Ireland which really 
allowed me to gain important cultural knowledge 
and understanding in each of the countries as I can 
understand and communicate with the local people. My 
reasons for moving my life to Munich included personal 
life objectives, work-life-balance and social aspects. I had 
already been in Munich before and therefore already 
had had somewhat of a circle of friends. Having been in 
Spain beforehand and finding it quite difficult to make 
friends, this was definitely a major plus and relieved a lot 
of the nerves when moving to a new place. It would be 
stupid to say that I did not come here for the financial 
gains. It was not one of main reasons, but it did play a role 
as I am aware that the economy in Munich especially is 
doing very well and the salaries are generally higher than 
those in Ireland. Finally, and probably the most important 
reason, was because of Mother Nature herself! I am a 
massive fan of the beautiful Alps and Munich is therefore 
the ideal location. Every weekend, at least in summer, I try 
to head to the mountains and take in the beautiful views 
either from the top of a mountain or side of a pristine-
blue lake. You really do have the best surroundings 
to completely relax, wind down and forget about the 
stresses of the working week. As mentioned already, I had 
already been in Munich before moving here so it was not 
difficult to accustom to life here.

I had a good group of friends, I could speak the 
language and also I got a job within a small company 
where the employees are extremely friendly, open and 
caring. Luckily, I was financially independent and had 
been saving up money before my move in case of an 
emergency situation. Of course, this description all 
sounds ideal, but there are always bumps along the way. 
For example, missing out on family events and seeing 
photos in the WhatsApp group or on Facebook. This 
definitely hurts and can bring you down but at the same 
time reinforces the significance of family in your life. And 
even though you are surrounded by friends or close-ones 
in your new home, you will still have days where you do 
not want to leave the walls of your room due to missing 
home. This happens, more than likely to everyone, and 
it is not something to be fearful about. It is completely 
normal and will pass with the time.

Even though I do not plan in staying in Munich for the 
rest of my life, the decision to pack my bags and move 
my life to this beautiful city has definitely not been a 
regret of mine. At times it has been incredibly difficult 
and the language differences, cultural variations and 
general outlook on life can cause frustration. However, it 
is an amazing experience to see life through the eyes of 
another culture. I love to question life and our beliefs, and 
this experience has allowed me to question some of my 
own Irish customs and beliefs that have been “normal” 
for me my whole life. I have learned to respect all opinions 
and beliefs and to try and understand them better: 
just because somebody believes something different 
does not make them in any way inferior to you. This 
experience has definitely made me realise that we are 
all the same under all our differences and beliefs. I have 
definitely grown up as a person and am delighted that I 
have gotten to know some fantastic people and improve 
my language skills immensely throughout my time in 
my new “home”. I am a completely different person in 
comparison to two years ago and am really proud that I 
took the leap and jumped outside of my comfort zone.

Plans for the future include moving to Asia … I think
this will definitely require a bungee-jump rather than
a leap, but an exciting and rewarding experience 
nonetheless!

However, it 
is an amazing 

experience to see life 
through the eyes of 

another culture.
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My name is Monika Gąciarz, I am now 27 years 
old but was 13 when I left Poland. Although I was 
born in Warsaw, I spent 13 years of my life in a 
small town in the south of Poland called Tuchow. 
My whole family comes from the region, from an 
even smaller village called Plesna. Before I left for 
Ireland,  I had never even been to an airport, and 
the farthest trip I have been on was to the Baltic 
Sea in Poland, some 600km away from home.

I was in my last year of primary school when one 
dark, wintery evening of December 2015, my 
mam came to my bedroom and told me she 
is considering going to Ireland for work. I was 
speechless. As a 12 year old girl, the prospect of 
not having my mam close to me was terrifying. 
However, my mam assured me it would not be 
for longer than 3 months. I had no choice but 
agree and, through tears, I smiled knowing that 
it was the best solution for the whole family as 
our financial situation was quite precarious at the 
time.

Little did I know, that the 3months would soon 
turn into 6 and then 8. In July of the following 
year, my mam called us and said we could come 
and live with her to see if we like it. I was about to 
start secondary school and was looking forward 
to a new chapter in my life with my best friends. 
Although I suspect that my parents had already 
organised everything before September, they still 
let me go to school for one month before we left 
in October. When I found out that we were going, 
I was inconsolable, walking around the town, 
trying to imagine what my new life would be like.

I don’t even think I knew where Ireland was 
on the map, all I knew was that English was 
the spoken language and they used the Euro. 
Having never been abroad before, it was almost 
impossible for me to imagine life outside of 
Poland. Thinking back to it after having visited 
more then 20 countries, it’s hard to believe that I 
was so unaware of the world around me.

When the day finally came, I took my suitcases 
and closed the door to our apartment behind 
me. I flew from Krakow to Warsaw with my dad 
and then directly to Dublin. My mam was waiting 
for us at the airport and although I saw her only 
a few months earlier, it seemed as if it had been 
years since she left. I remember worrying that we 
would never rebuild the bond that we shared, but 
thankfully I saw wrong.

I went for a walk to town with my dad and the 
first thing that shocked me was people wearing 
shorts and T-shirts when I was freezing in a 
jacket and a scarf. I didn’t have a lot of time to 
explore my new town as 3 days later I went to my 
local school to register and join the first year of 
secondary school in Ireland. In Poland, it is very 
rare for students to wear uniforms, everyone 
wears their own clothes. The uniforms in Ireland 
are compulsory but to be honest I did not 
complain about them, I guess it was because it 
was such a novelty for me and I was glad to be 
part of a different culture. I have no doubt that 
the move to Ireland was what fuelled my love for 
discovering new cultures and languages.

My first few days in school were challenging 
to say the least. Most students were very 
friendly and welcoming but of course there 
were some mocking my accent and my lack of 
understanding. Although I did study English 
in Poland since I was 6, my level of English was 
nowhere near that of my peers. For the first few 
months all I could ask was ‘which class do we 
have now?’, so it was difficult to find friends. I also 
decided to follow my dream and learn French as 
it was not offered in my school in Poland. I will 
never forget my first class which was French. 
Not only could I not speak a word of French but I 
could also not understand the teacher speaking 
in English, but I was determined not to give up.
After 3 months have passed, I was sure that it 
would not work and I wanted to go back home. 
My parents however told me to hold on for just 
one more day and see how it goes. Before I knew, 
I made friends with other children living in my 
estate and everything started to make sense.
Once the worst has passed and I felt at home, 
I was quite surprised to discover what ‘reverse 
culture shock’ was. When I went back home to 
Poland during the summer, I noticed that I was 
no longer the same person while everything 
else stayed the same. I also started to notice 
that I didn’t quite fit in as I had before, due to 
being exposed to a different culture. I behaved 
in a different way and became a lot more 
independent. This unfortunately meant that I lost 
touch with most of my friends in Poland.

Years have passed and I was ready for the Leaving 
Certificate. I was only in Ireland for 5 years 
but I managed to receive the highest Leaving 
Certificate result in the school. 

I decided to follow my heart and study French at 
university. I picked the a course called European 
Studies at the University of Limerick. This 
allowed me to spend a semester in France and a 
semester in Spain as I was also studying Spanish. 
These experiences further increased my love for 
Europe and other cultures, and made me see a 
world through a whole new, more compassionate 
perspective.

After graduation I decided to follow one 
more dream and study journalism, also at the 
University of Limerick. Following that I moved to 
Dublin and found a job in the International Office 
at University College Dublin. My job involved 
working with exchange students, on both 
Erasmus and non EU exchanges. It was a dream 
job for me as I could use my own experiences in 
ensuring that the students have the best possible 
time here in Ireland. The job also allowed me 
to travel to Erasmus conferences and to meet 
colleagues from all over the world.

Three years later, I am now working in the 
International Office of the National College of 
Ireland, and I continue to help newly arrived 
students with their life in Ireland. My goal in life is 
to always be helpful to others and for that reason 
I also volunteer with an organisation called Serve 
the City. I am part of the marketing and social 
media team to help spread the word about the 
work we do.

I have no doubt that I would not be who I am 
today if I did not have the opportunity to travel 
and get to know other cultures. That is why 
I am so passionate about Europe and equal 
opportunities for everyone. It is natural to be 
afraid of the unknown, which is why we need
to break the barriers,
leave behind us any prejudices that we 
ay have, and be all in! I strongly believe
that our mind is the most powerful
tool we have, which is why my
favorite quote is: “The quality of your
life depends on the quality of your
thoughts” by Marcus Aurelius.

The quality of 
your life depends on 
the quality of your

thoughts” by 
Marcus Aurelius.
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My name is Mediha (Tokmić) Halep. I am a nurse. This is 
an occupation that I wanted to work on from my early 
childhood. Now, when I am grown up, married, and a 
mother of two children, I often picture myself as a 7-year old 
girl.

Everything starts all of a sudden, without any signs or 
reason, or maybe there was a reason, but nobody was able 
to explain it. It was spring. As elderly people said, the most 
beautiful one ever in my village. A smell of cherry blossom 
and green grass where one can find flowers of chamomile.
I dressed up early in the morning. It was time to go on a trip. 
First graders and our teacher Radmila. We arrived in front 
of the school, but unfortunately, our teacher said that the 
trip is cancelled, because it wasn’t safe. We had a ‘trip’ on 
our blankets, and we spread them around our school. Above 
our school there were helicopters. We, children from the 
countryside, were delighted.

I don’t remember well, but I think that after that day, our 
parents didn’t allow us to go to school. One morning, a 
long line of cars were driving along with our house and left 
traces of dust. It seemed like a movie. Behind the cars, there 
were women and children. Some without the clothes, some 
carried some things in their hands.
They were searching for accommodation because they were 
temporarily evacuated. It was said that they would have 
returned back home soon. Mum was worried, but if you 
asked her something, she would have said that everything is 
ok. She welcomed 11 strangers to our house.
We protected the house with woods, and we were hiding 
in one room, which served us as a shelter in a time of airline 
bombing.

When there wasn’t safe in our house to hide, when there 
was a siren, we ran into our neighbour’s house into the 
basement. You just had to run as fast as you can. I didn’t 
understand anything. From who we ran, why each evening 
our neighbours took care of us, why me and my school mate 
Armin needed to sleep on the same couch when he needed 
to be continuously put into sleep.

These really annoyed me. It was also very frustrating for me 
to sleep in clothes to be prepared for going SOMEWHERE. 
After all dad’s requests to come to Slovenia, where he was 
working at that time, my mum has finally decided that it 
is time to pack our bags. Only basics, a few clothes, maybe 
a picture or two. Quran, of course. We don’t go anywhere 
without it. 

My sisters wore ugly clothes, so one can not even think 
that they are young. At that time they were 15 and 17.
I hid money in my jacket, but for urgent matters. Mum 
sewed them into the inner part. If I survived, at least I 
had money. I remember each part of our departure. 
Tears, deep sighs, stammer, grand father’s tight hug 
on my weak shoulders. We sat on the rotary. We were 
crying, and now we were the one who left dusty traces.

My grandfather’s hand got lost in the distance, but I 
still see him how he was waving at us. We went to the 
bus, which will take us to my father’s place. For the 
whole way, my sister and mum were crying, some of 
the passengers were vomiting. Soldiers drow some 
black circles on the road. The bus is driving zig-zag in 
order not to hit that point. To do so, it’d explode. I am 
bored. My sister handed me my favourite book from 
the backpack. She took care of everything, as usual. She 
tried to pretend that everything was ok. We’ were going 
to meet our dad, after all. We arrived in a big town.

Bus station. We had to overnight somewhere. We didn’t 
know anybody. We asked the driver if we could sleep 
on his bus. He allowed. It was not comfortable, but my 
mum consoled me that it’s better than a bench. She 
held me tight. We are travelling to Slovenia (Celje) in the 
morning. This is the place where my father was working.
Happiness cannot be described in words when you 
hug your father after a long, long time. We were 
accommodated in one-bedroom apartment. Aba (that’s 
how we call our father) lived there with a lot of other 
people who worked with him. But we couldn’t stay 
there long, because it was building for workers only.
Aba took us to the refugee centre in Hrastnik. That was 
the name of our new home. The houses there were not 
like ours. They have strange manners. There were
a lot of children.
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HALEP

My parents convinced me that it is nice to be here. I had a 
chance to play. No more sirens, no helicopters, no sound 
of the guns. They placed us in the, apparently large room.
I say apparently because there were 16 of us in that little 
room. I slept with my mom on a couch with very prickly 
blankets on it. But, thank God, there were no sirens.

Mom cried. Every day, every hour. She was absent in 
thought. She didn’t answer questions, and tears never 
stopped flowing. A lot of people came to our crowded 
new home. Some mothers in Turkish trousers and 
scarves. They also brought with three or four children 
with them, who told me that their fathers were taken 
somewhere and they don’t know where their father is, or 
they told me, that they were killed. Those children had 
nothing to put on, only sadness inside.

 They brought us food every day. We also ran out of the 
water, but we filled it into canisters.  We started getting 
help from various humanitarian organizations. The 
first trucks with sweets and hygiene products came 
from Belgium. The chocolate was so delicious. Soon, we 
received support also from other countries.

The Englishwoman Aranča took us to a nearby hill for 
aerobics. We went with Italians to Kal for a walk. 
We got a room for play, school and fun. That room was 
multifunctional. There we went to a refugee school, in 
Bosnian with Bosnian books. We “devils”, “we Bosnians”. 
It was fun, sometimes we had the Olympics between the 
barracks by running, playing, chasing.

Mom cried a lot. Director of the centre suggested here to 
work as a cook. She prepared Bosnian food for all refugee, 
and she was able to forget what was going on in Bosnia. 
She agreed after the doctor recommended her that it 
is suitable for her health. She has kids, after all, and she 
had to think about them. We often got clothes from 
foreigners, and we knew how to be fashionable and had 
some fun.

But in the evening, when I went to bed and closed my 
eyes: alarm, images seen and those created by children’s 
imagination, nightmares… There were, however, nights 
when I dreamed of returning home. As I touched my 
house, I hugged my bald baby and called out the name 
of my dearest friend. And I always sad in a dream: “this 
time it’s true, I’m back home!” And when I opened my 
eyes and felt the prickly blanket sticking to my body, I 

After 3 years of schooling, it was decided that we would go to 
Slovenian school. We were afraid of that, all of us, “refugees”, 
“devils”, we did not meet Slovenian children very often. Our 
lives were reduced to a refugee centre. But we learned how 
to speak Slovene. It is similar but still different. We attended 
Slovenian school in Dol pri Hrastniku. We were only 2 Bosnians 
in your class. Our teacher introduced us to the class and asked 
other children to help us with the language and everything 
else that we might need. Those ”terrible’ Slovenes were 
thankfully kind and helpful.

There was one Lucija. She lent me pencils with scents. And 
there were others – Darja, Suzana, Manja, Vesna, Marko, Mitja, 
Borut, etc. Lucija helped me with Slovenian language, Darja 
had a solution for every situation. I liked my new friends. I told 
them about my Bosnia, about my house, about the desire to 
return. They were crying some time, especially at the moment 
when the war ended, and we decided to go back home. I said 
to them that I like it here, but I’d still love to see my house.

We are packing again, but this time is different. We had a lot 
more things to pack, jointly with life lessons that we gained, 
with friends that I left in Slovenia. My sister, who got married, 
has stayed there. It was hard to say goodbye. On our way to 
Bosnia, we saw ruins, sad faces, countless tanks. But the scene 
on the hill, when we saw our house, it can not be described 
with words. It was real. My dreams came true. I was back to 
school. This time, Bosnian one. There are no windows, the 
building is damaged by shrapnels, children had several scars 
from injuries. We had to get to know each other. They said 
that I came from the diaspora that I was a deserter. They 
asked for money: ‘Give us money, you have it, we are poor.’ I 
gave it to them, so help me, God.

I finished primary school and then a secondary school for 
nurses. I always dreamed about that. My father lost his job at 
the time when I finished my secondary school, and I wasn’t 
able to go to the faculty. What is my future? I got a job in a 
textile factory. I worked, I wanted to prove myself. I would have 
worked illegally and overtime, just to have a job. I stayed there 
for 11 years. I got married and gave birth to two children. I got a 
chance to work in a kindergarten as a nurse. Here I am now, I 
live, take care of children, dream and pray to God to
save them from all the evil. One has to fight, no matter
what life brings you.
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Olesia has a big passion for cooking as 
well. After escaping a war-torn country 
and finding refuge in Montenegro in 
2015, she sought ways for making a living 
while managing to stay at home and 
look after her daughter and a baby boy. 
Since she was frequently baking cookies 
and preparing meals for her family and 
neighbors, Olesia decided to start a 
small bakery business.

A no-compromise approach regarding 
the quality of her ingredients reflects 
her personal life philosophy as well 
as care for her customers’ health and 
wellbeing. Other than showing resilience 
of spirit when faced with life challenges, 
Olesia puts a lot of effort into creating 
opportunities for herself and dreams of 
expanding her business one day.

Olesia, like many other vulnerable 
people around the globe, was impacted 
by the outbreak of the COVID-19 
pandemic, which has hit refugees 
particularly hard, leaving many 
vulnerable and reliant on donor support 
to maintain their livelihoods. UNHCR, 
with the financial support of the 
European Union, has provided COVID-
related food and hygiene assistance, 
as well as a 2-month rental subsidy 
to refugees and asylum seekers in 
Montenegro, under a regional project 
funded through the EU Instrument 
contributing to Stability and Peace. 
Olesia was among those who received 
the assistance, which has been crucial 
for alleviating the adverse effects of 
COVID-19 and in enabling refugees to be 
productive members of the community.
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Sharmin arrived in Cyprus in 2007 
with a student visa to study business 
administration and in 2015 he managed 
to complete his MBA studies. In order to 
extend his stay in the country he applied 
for international protection.

In the absence of interesting job 
opportunities and having missed 
his family, he decided to return to 
Bangladesh with the intention of start 
his own farming business. He returned 
to Feni, a city where most people 
work in fishing farms, textile mills and 
farming in general.  Sharmin has now 
returned to his wife and 5-year-old son. 
His wife does not work and his parents 
can hardly provide any support as they 
are pensioners and don’t earn enough 
money.

The reintegration assistance was initially 
approved for sheep farming, but when 
he returned to Bangladesh he decided 
to use IOM’s assistance to set up a goat 
farm instead. Setting up a goat farm 
is a very profitable business due to 
the great demand for goat milk and 
cheese and he has been also able to 
use his extensive working experience in 
farming. The business now generates 
enough income to cover his household 
needs, while his wife helps him with the 
business.
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Bangladesh with the 
intention of start 
his own farming 

business.
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SOHEIL (IRAN)

For refugees, integration into the local 
community can be a solution to their 
plight and a chance to build a new life. 
Montenegro placed integration high 
on the policy agenda, with the aim 
of rendering refugees economically 
productive and self-reliant, all the while 
programming assistance in a way that 
respects their dignity.

When Soheil came to Montenegro he 
crossed paths with Pedja, an owner of a 
production house, who brought Soheil 
into the world of events management 
and production. Community support 
means everything to Soheil, as his 
integration was largely facilitated by 
the people he met on the journey. 
In the small workshop and in the 
large warehouse Soheil is hard at 
work on technical repairs, equipment 
management and addressing the 
various needs of clients.

When Soheil came to Montenegro he 
crossed paths with Pedja, an owner of a 
production house, who brought Soheil 
into the world of events management 
and production. 

Community support means everything 
to Soheil, as his integration was largely 
facilitated by the people he met on the 
journey. In the small workshop and in 
the large warehouse Soheil is hard at 
work on technical repairs, equipment 
management and addressing the 
various needs of clients.

“Working in the tech production 
requires a lot of skills and you have to 
know everything – from physical jobs 
to mechanics, software and repairing. 
However, it all pays off once you have 
created a harmony between sound and 
light,” said Soheil.

When speaking about his life and job 
in Montenegro, gratitude permeates 
through his words. More about him 
and his life watch in movie produced 
within ALL IN project, available at the 
following link – https://www.youtube.
com/watch?v=HEHjcEGScEs&t=16s

By Ana Piljuz
Photos: © UNHCR
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BROTHERS FROM SYRIA ON THE MOVE

Two and a half years ago, the three 
minor brothers (two boys and a girl) 
were forced to leave their family at a 
very young and tender age to escape 
the ongoing war in their home city, 
Qamishli – Syria. So far, Qamishli 
has been facing numerous terrorist 
attacks and horrific bombings. 
Assad’s forces, the Syrian militia, 
the Turkish and Russian armies 
are engaged in fierce battles with 
each other, often killing peaceful 
Syrian civilians, such as the Yahya 
family. Consequently, there was 
an obvious risk of losing their lives. 
Reasonably the two minors describe 
a repressed daily life from this 
period that has been traumatized 
by insurmountable war and endless 
fear. In their homeland, healthcare 
services were not accessible, 
educational infrastructure was non-
existent and food was in short supply. 
There was also the danger for the 
two boys to inadvertently enlist in 
one of the involved fighting groups 
of the civil war.

Moving to Germany and reuniting 
with their aunt (Mrs. R.), was a 
difficult decision that had to be 
made by the whole family due to 
the high risk of death from bombing 
and terrorist attacks in the place they 
were already staying.

Their journey started at the end 
of 2018 and the minors traveled 
alone without any help, sometimes 
with groups of unknown adults. 
From Syria they managed to go to 
Turkey and then arrived in Greece. 
Throughout the voyage they had to 
cross mountains and face hunger, 
thirst and miserable living conditions, 
risking their lives. The emotional 
cost caused by all these difficulties 
cannot, unfortunately, be measured 
to this day. The images that have 
been imprinted in their memory, 
maintain a long-term impact on 
their daily lives in various ways 
and the effects of these stressful 
experiences can be observed in their 
current daily behavior. Undoubtedly, 
separation from parents has become 
an extremely painful process for the 
minors, especially since it has been 
almost three years since they met 
each other, be loved, receive family 
warmth and to be hugged by any 
relative.

At the present stage, the two boys 
Omar and Osama have been hosted 
in the Unaccompanied Minors 
Structure of Social EKAB in Korisos 
since 05/05/2020. Recently, their 
sister was placed in the nearest 
structure of underage girls in 
Pentalofos, Kozani.

According to confidential 
information from the minor brother, 
we conclude that upon their arrival 
in Greece the aunt visited the 
country from Germany with a fake 
passport to help her nephew move 
to Germany. However, at the airport 
of Samos where she went to meet 
the sister, the Greek authorities 
uncovered the forgery. As a result 
the aunt had to deny the kinship 
with the girl, and she was forced 
to return to Germany alone. There 
is also the suspicion that she 
intended to engage her niece into 
a possible marriage with her child. 
The aunt had tried moving all the 
children once again 5 months 
before, with a trafficker from 
Greece to Germany.

Separation from 
parents has become 
an extremely painful 

process for the 
minors.
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Faces of migration
A SOMALI WITH NO HOMELAND

The minor is from Somalia, he is 
sixteen years old and he never 
met his mother (the reason for her 
disappearance remains unknown). 
The decision to travel to Europe was 
made together with his father and 
uncle, so that they could escape the 
terrorist attacks that took place in his 
country. His father and he had been 
targeted by terrorists and therefore 
had to leave the country in order 
to save their lives and have a better 
future.

The beneficiary started with his 
father from Wamberi (a region 
of Mogadishu, which is a city in 
Somalia), so that he could help his 
injured father and save himself who 
was in danger. According to the 
minor, his father and himself were 
targeted by an extremist Islamic 
organization (Al Shabab), because 
they had many customers from the 
police and the army in the small 
shop they maintained (something 
like a mini-market), which annoyed 
the members of Al Shabab.

The terrorist organization accused 
them of being traitors, as they were 
serving government employees in 
the shop and for this reason they 
were banned from going public. 

The minor and his father ignored 
the specific threats, continuing 
to circulate in public, in order 
to meet the obligations of their 
family business. During one of the 
father’s daily trips to the market 
to get the necessary products for 
his shop, members of the terrorist 
organization shot the father, who was 
seriously injured. The father was then 
taken to hospital for first aid and 
treatment of his wounds. While the 
father was given healthcare in the 
hospital, the necessary – for running 
his business – public movements to 
the market were undertaken by the 
minor. On his way back to the store, 
the terrorists attacked the minor 
and tried to murder him, but he was 
lucky as the executioner’s weapon 
blocked and the passers-by chased 
the would-be killer. They then walked 
to Baccaro (Bogadiso area), where 
they stayed for seventeen days at his 
uncle’s house.

There, the uncle took care of his 
father’s wounds, but because the 
situation was deteriorating they 
decided to leave the country. From 
Bacaro they were transported by 
car to Bogadiso Airport (Adan Adi 
Airport) and traveled to Istanbul 
(Turkey).

 After seven days in Turkey, the 
beneficiary’s father who was seriously 
injured, died of bleeding, leaving 
the beneficiary completely alone in 
a foreign country. In Istanbul, the 
minor stayed for a month at the 
home of some of his compatriots, 
but due to the fear of the police and 
the expected return to his country, 
he decided to go to the city of 
Bodrum by using a bus. From the 
city of Bodrum the beneficiary took 
an inflatable boat to cross the sea 
border to Greece.

During the sea voyage, the Hellenic 
Coast Guard caught him and 
transported him to the Kos Hospital. 
There the minor experienced terrible 
difficulties and was exposed to 
dangerous situations (verbal and 
physical violence by organized gangs, 
staff indifference to the state of his 
physical and mental health). Finally, 
the beneficiary was transferred to 
the Accommodation Structure of 
Unaccompanied Minors of Korisos 
(from 21/05/2021), where he resides 
until today.

His father and 
he had been targeted 

by terrorists and 
therefore had to leave 

the country.
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Thinking about it, I am kind of surprised 
that life made an expat out of me.

After finishing high school, I worked in 
the German media sector for several 
years. Since I had not visited a university, 
like most of my peers, I started to feel 
sort of uneducated after a while, which 
was, next to a feeling of unfulfillment 
in my job, one of the main reasons, 
why I quit working and started doing 
my Bachelor in Political Science. My 
university offered a course about political 
transformations from authoritarian 
regimes to democratic systems. 
Naturally, Poland and many other 
countries from middle- and eastern 
Europe where examples we read about 
and discussed in class. That was the first 
time in my life that I truly realized, how 
diverse this area and its history is. Up to 
this point, being an ignorant smartass, 
I assumed that everything to the east 
of Germany is more or less like Russia. 
I grew a particular interest for Poland, 
since back in High School we had a 
couple of people with Polish roots in our 
class and I sometimes hang out with 
them. I guess you might say, that due to 
that experience Poland felt sort of closer 
than other countries from the MOE 
region.

Most of my friends from high school 
had joined the Erasmus program and 
judging from their stories, it seemed 
to be a lot of fun. My university offered 
Erasmus exchange programs with 
the universities in Krakow. Poland 
sounded way more interesting than 
Italy or France, where most of my fellow 
students went. I decided to apply and 
got accepted immediately accepted. 

Most programs that try to bring German 
people to Poland are still not that 
popular. That is, of course, sad from 
a general point of view, but for me it 
was great, since there was not much 
fuzzing around with letters of motivation, 
interviews and what not.

Krakow is a great city, however my start 
was a bit bumpy. I was misinformed, 
when classes would start and missed the 
first one or two weeks. I got a place in a 
two-bedroom dormitory room from the 
university. My roommate was nice but a 
bit smelly. I did not speak any Polish and 
tried to visit a language class, however 
the teacher was an old lady, who did not 
really care. I quickly fell into the Erasmus 
trap, meaning that I mostly hang out 
with other Erasmus students. On the 
plus side I can say that I had a great time 
and due to some trips to other cities 
like Warsaw, Wroclaw and Gdansk, my 
interest in Poland grew.

After returning to Germany, it was clear 
that I wanted to get to know more 
about Poland, while avoiding mistakes I 
did during my first stay. I joint a Master 
program, that taught Political Science 
but with a heavy focus on Poland. Best 
decision of my professional life so far. The 
program taught some great insides with 
dedicated teachers. Language classes 
were offered and had a very good quality. 
It also included a semester abroad. I 
had the pleasure to join a semester-
long intensive language class in Krakow, 
which really helped me with my Polish. 

Since the end of my studies was on the 
horizon I also started to look around for 
a Polish-German work environment, 
where I could start working after getting 
my Masters-degree. I did not want to do 
anything culture-related. I am neither a 
big reader nor do I go to plays or other 
cultural events. The sector also seemed 
too unstable for me in this modern 
market-driven society.

I got accepted as an intern in a 
consultancy agency, which is where I 
also started working after finishing my 
Masters and where I am still working 
today. I am still very fond of Poland, 
however, I do not think, that I will 
stay here forever. I cannot deny that 
the political climate is bothering me 
sometimes. I am living in Warsaw, so 
in general everything feels very open-
minded and tolerant, but there is maybe 
no week passing by, where I ask myself, 
why do people here react to certain 
events the way they do. I also cannot 
deny that I do miss my friends and 
family back home. When I was studying, 
this had never been an issue for me. 
Maybe, because studying has sort of a 
fixed date when it is supposed to end. 
Since I do not have a wife or kids, moving 
somewhere else is still a relatively
easy option for me.

Most programs 
that try to bring 
German people to 

Poland are still not 
that popular.
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POTICA
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POTICA Slovenia
INGREDIENTS

Ingredients for the stuffing: 
300 g ground walnuts * 100ml of milk * 1 egg * 80g of sugar

1 tablespoon of sour cream

 
Ingredients for the dough:

 300g of white wheat flour * 120ml of milk * 20g yeast
2 egg yolks * 50g of sugar * 5g of salt

60g butter

Method

STEP 1 (for the stuffing)
Pour hot milk over the walnuts, stir and allow to cool. Gradually add 
all the ingredients and mix well. Finally, add sour cream.

STEP 2
Put the yeast in a small bowl and add a little flour, sugar and some 
lukewarm milk and let the yeast rise.

STEP 3
Whisk the yolks and add the rest of the sugar, spices, and salt. 
Dissolve the butter in the remaining warm milk, add it to the yolks 
and mix well. You put the flour into a bowl and add the yeast.  Add 
the egg mixture and mix it all together into a dough. Knead the 
dough and cover to rise for about half an hour.

STEP 4
Roll out the dough into a rectangle. Spread the filling and roll it 
tightly. When you put it in the model, pierce it several times and 
then cover to let it rise for another half an hour.

Bake it at 190 ° C for about 50 minutes.
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Poland
PIEROGI
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PIEROGI Poland
INGREDIENTS

Dough
3 eggs * 1 container of sour cream * 3 cups of flour

1/4 teaspoon salt
1 tablespoon baking powder

 
FIlling

 As a filling, you can use sweet, white cheese, blueberries, 
strawberries, sauerkraut with mushrooms,

mashed potatoes etc.

Method

STEP 1
To make the dough, beat together the eggs and sour cream until 
smooth. 

STEP 2
Add the flour, salt, and baking powder into the sour cream mixture 
and stir until dough comes together.

STEP 3
Knead the dough on a lightly floured surface until it is firm and 
smooth. 

STEP 4
Divide the dough into few pieces, then roll out each one about to 
4,5 cm thickness. Cut into 7 cm rounds using a biscuit cutter or a 
cup.

STEP 5
Place a small spoonful of the filling you chose into the center of 
each round, then fold over (you can moisten the edges with a 
water before) and press together with a fork to seal.

STEP 6
 Boil a large pot of lightly salted water. Add prepared pierogies and 
cook until pierogi float to the top. Remove with a slotted spoon.
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Greece
GREEK SALAD
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GREEK SALAD Greece
INGREDIENTS

Traditional Greek salad is served most often from early 
spring to the early part of fall.

juicy tomatoes, cucumbers, red onions,
and green bell peppers

a pinch of salt and dried oregano
olive oil and little red wine vinegar

Quality Greek kalamata olives and creamy feta cheese

Method

Traditional Greek salad is served most often from early spring to 
the early part of fall.

It features the season’s quality juicy tomatoes, cucumbers, red 
onions, and green bell peppers. There are no red peppers, yellow 
peppers, or any other pepper variety. And there is no lettuce, nor 
any other leafy greens or vegetables in traditional Greek salad.

The seasoning is simple: a pinch of salt and dried oregano. And the 
dressing is a generous splash of olive oil. You may also add a little 
red wine vinegar.

Quality Greek kalamata olives and creamy feta cheese, made 
from sheep’s milk, are a must in a traditional Greek salad. And the 
cheese is never crumbled but served in large chunks or blocks 
crowning the salad.
 
The key to this salad is in the quality of ingredients beginning with 
perfectly ripe tomatoes. And be sure to serve this salad with your 
favorite crusty bread.

Recipes
GREEK SALAD, 
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Cyprus
KOUPEPIA – stuffed grape leaves 
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KOUPEPIA Cyprus
INGREDIENTS

Ingredients for the stuffing
500g of ground pork  meat * 3 tablespoons of olive oil 

1 large onion  * 1 small coffee cup of white rice 
500 g. of tomatoes  * parsley 
2 tablespoons of dried mint 

salt and pepper 

 
Other ingredients

 200 g. of grape leaves  * 3 tablespoons of olive oil 
1 cup of water 

lemon juice from ½ lemon

Method

STEP 1
Place the grape leaves into a bowl and pour hot water over them. 
Let them sit for a few minutes, then remove and let them drain in a 
strainer.

STEP 2
Pour the olive oil into a saucepan, then lightly simmer the onion, 
add the ground pork and simmer for a few more minutes.

STEP 3
Add the rice, tomatoes, parsley, mint, salt, pepper and cook 
everything for another 5 minutes.

STEP 4
Add 3 tablespoons of olive oil into a pot.

STEP 5
Lay the grape leaves on the table with the stem side up. Place 1 
teaspoon of the stuffing onto the leaf, tuck in the sides, and roll 
tightly into a cigar shape. Place the stuffed leaf into the pot and 
continue stuffing the rest of them.

STEP 6
Once you’ve finished stuffing all of them and filled the entire pot, 
add water, lemon juice and place something heavy to hold them 
down (e.g. a flat plate turned upside down). Cover with a lid and 
cook over medium heat for 30 minutes.

Let your koupepia sit for a little while, then serve either hot or cold.
Recipes
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Italy
SPAGHETTI CARBONARA
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SPAGHETTI CARBONARA Italy
INGREDIENTS

Ingredients

300g of spaghetti 
150g of cheek lard

6 egg yolks
50g of grated pecorino cheese

Salt, black pepper

Method

STEP 1
Put a large saucepan of water on to boil.

STEP 2
Finely chop the cheek lard, having first removed any rind. Put the 
cheek lard into a pan and brown for 15 minutes.

STEP 3
As soon as the water boils, put the spaghetti into the water, 
simmer uncovered (please see the cooking time on the packet)

STEP 4
Put the Egg yolks  into a bowl, with  Pecorino Cheese (30gr). Beat 
the 6 egg yolks and season with a little grated black pepper. Set 
everything aside.

STEP 5
When the pasta is ready, lift it from the water with a pasta fork 
or tongs and put it in another pan with the pancetta cheek lard.  
After 20 seconds, remove from fire and mix with the egg yolks and 
pecorino cheese previously mixed. Sauté for 20 seconds. Season 
with a little salt, if needed.

STEP 6
Use a long-pronged fork to twist the pasta onto the serving 
plates. Serve immediately with a little sprinkling of the remaining 
pecorino cheese and a grating of black pepper.

Recipes
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Kosovo
GRATED POGACHA BREAD
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GRATED POGACHA BREAD 
Kosovo

INGREDIENTS

Ingredients

1 kg of wheat flour
2 teaspoons of salt

1 teaspoon of baking powder
2 teaspoons of dry yeast
½ a teaspoon of sugar

2 tablespoons of vegetable oil
water

Method

STEP 1
Pour 1 kg of wheat flour, 2 teaspoons of salt, and 1 teaspoon of baking 
powder into a bowl. 

STEP 2
Mix the ingredients, make an indentation in the middle and add 2 
teaspoons of dry yeast, half a teaspoon of sugar, some water, and mix.

STEP 3
Let it rest for 5 minutes for the yeast to start fermenting, add 2 
tablespoons of vegetable oil, and knead the dough hard with lukewarm 
water. Add more flour when needed to prevent it from sticking to your 
hands.

STEP 4
Leave the dough covered with a kitchen cloth for 5 minutes, then knead 
again thoroughly while sprinkling it with flour, and then leave it for 5 
minutes more to rest.

STEP 5
Press the dough by hands into a thin pogacha-bread shape; rub some 
flour on its top and bottom. Put the pogacha-bread into a greased baking 
pan, smear the top and its sides with oil and cover with a kitchen cloth.

STEP 6
Let it rest for another 20 – 30 minutes, then bake at 250 degrees until it 
rises.

STEP 7
After it has risen lower the temperature to 200 degrees. The whole baking 
process should last around 40 minutes until it turns golden brown.

STEP 8
Grind the baked pogacha-bread with a grater until the greasy surface is 
removed and the lighter colored surface appears.

Recipes
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Montenegro
SMOČANI KAČAMAK
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SMOČANI KAČAMAK
Montenegro

INGREDIENTS

Ingredients

1kg of potatoes
3 – 4 handfuls of wheat or maize flour

water
3 – 4 spoons of skorup (cream skimmed from milk)

block of cheese

Method

STEP 1
Cook 1kg of peeled potato in salty water – put as much salt as you 
like.

STEP 2
When the potato is almost completely cooked, without pouring 
the water in which it was cooked off, add 3 – 4 handfuls of wheat or 
maize flour and continue cooking it..

STEP 3
When you put the flour into the pot, make a hole in the middle 
of that pile with a tucanj or kačamaš (a specially designed big 
wooden spoon with a flat and wide lower part used for mashing 
kačamak) and cook it for about 30 to 40 minutes in medium-high 
heat.

STEP 4
When it is cooked, pour the remaining water off, remove the pot 
from the heat and start mashing the mixture with a kačamak 
taking the pot back to heat from time to time until the potato 
becomes like a paste without any lumps.

STEP 5
In another pot melt 3 – 4 spoons of skorup (cream skimmed 
from milk) and a crumbled block of cheese (do not melt these 
completely so that the lumps can be seen all over kačamak), pour 
it over the hot kačamak and stir it.

STEP 6
When the mixture is stirred well, kačamak is ready to be served. 

STEP 7
The best thing to serve with it is kiselo mlijeko – yogurt.

Recipes
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