Independent newspaper crafted by and dedicated to the unheard voices of refugees.
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“All of this happened
in front of the world's eyes.”
» page 23

“The world gets better by looking
for innocence, not guilt.”
» page 7




RUSTIG, RUSTIG!

We are sitting in a small room at Rozet, the library in Arnhem. A group of
people come from Grave, Nijmegen, Zutphen, Balk, Leeuwarden, Assen, and
Goes. That is to say: they actually come from much farther away. Yemen.
Egypt. Russia, Syria, Turkey, Kurdistan, Sierra Leone... They are refugees,
residents of asylum seekers' centers in the Netherlands. Refugees, asylum
seekers.

The goal of this gathering is to start a new project called de Niemanders
Gazette. An independent newspaper made by and dedicated to the unheard
voices of all refugees. After months of hard work we proudly present you the
result: this fantastic newspaper you are holding in your hands. Be sure to
read every letter, it is surely worthwhile the time.

"We see this newspaper as our newspaper," says someone. "There is a lot of
heart-pain, we have a lot to say," says yet another. Soon, personal stories
follow. Stories of escape. Stories about politics, but also about daily life in the
asylum centers. "What does our life look like? One word. Boring." The room
laughs; the feeling is relatable. One of the participants adds, "Eat, sleep, wait.
Repeat." Amid the English that everyone more or less speaks, a Dutch word
suddenly surfaces that everyone seems to know: "Rustig, rustig." Be patient.

LET'S TELL OUR STORIES!

There's hesitation too. What can we say, what can't we? Will we encounter
'rules and regulations'? What if we write negatively about the COA or the IND,
can we do that? Wout, the thriving force of the project: "We are independent.
We can write what we want. No censorship. And we can always use real cool
nicknames!" And even though the stories about the asylum centers, reception
in the Netherlands, and dealing with authorities are harsh, it's quickly agreed
that it shouldn't be just stories of complaint. "We must look for a mix..."
someone suggests. "Not all the anger out in one go. Something positive,
something negative..." And: "Let's stop complaining. We have a platform now.
We can be heard; let's focus on that. Let's tell our stories!"

De Niemanders Gazette is part of De Niemanders. The goal of De Niemanders is to
work together with 'nobodyers' (De Niemanders), people who are overlooked due to
social or economic circumstances. In 2023 the musical group consisting of Wout
Kemkens and Rocco Ostermann focused on refugees in Dutch reception centers, with
producer Rick Wiegerinck as the third member. De Niemanders Gazette is a
continuation of their mission: making the voices of De Niemanders be heard.
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European Civil Protection and Humanitarian Aid Operations. (2023). Where we work: Turkey. Retrieved from https://tinyurl.com/5n7j3bft
Millar, O., & Warwick, I. (2018). Music and refugees’ wellbeing in contexts of protracted displacement.

. ABOUT THE ILLUSTRATOR
- Name: Eylem Das

: Age: 23

. Country of origin: Turkey

. Current location: Nijmegen
- Time in NL: 1.5 years

: Profession: Artist

. Eylem Das is a Nijmegen-based
artist. She was born in Istanbul in

. 1989 and studied at Artuklu

. University, where she discovered her
- passion for sculpturing. Her artistic

. journey started with painting murals,
. always working as a freelancer. After
- living in the Netherlands for 1.5

. years, she broadened her interests to
. space design, graphic design,
antiques, recycling, illustration and

: three-dimensional wall design.

. Eylem is currently working on her

. sculpture in the studio of sculptor

* Tajddin Ozen in Nijmegen. More of

. her creative work and portfolio can

. be admired on her website: www.

- daskunst.nl.

» Between 2018 and 2022, an average of 385,000 children
were born as refugees per year. In 2022, more than half of
the refugees are younger than 18 years old.
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Written and photographed by H.O.

DIARY ENTRY 1:
UNCERTAINLY WAITING

Another day goes by, and it feels
like nothing has changed except
for the date. It's a sentiment | can
see reflected on almost every face
here at AZC, or at least among my
roommates. Here [ am in Europe,
what many consider a paradise.
Yes, I've registered my asylum, and
they've assigned me a V-number,
There's a lot of waiting in a large
hall, and 1 don't quite know what
they're doing or what will happen
next.

The facility is vast, with two-story
buildings, each floor housing
rooms for families, individuals,
and others. We share bathrooms
and kitchens. I join the crowd
making its way to the notice board
in the reception area. I'm amazed
by the sheer number of people
eager to see if there's any mail for
them. After checking the mail and
straining to spot my own number,
I return to my room, ready to face
another day of uncertainty and
waiting.

|
THE CAMP

DIARY ENTRY 2:
A NEW BEGINNING

Today is a pivotal day for me. After
a year and a half in the refugee
camps, I had a crucial meeting.
Many see us, educated and
cultured individuals, fleeing life-
threatening situations, yet lost in
these exile camps. As usual, I
attended  "Fingerprint  Day,"
scanning the job posters on the
wall. Nothing matched my skills,
but I decided to try, hoping to
break my isolation. With some
guidance, I emailed the officials,
who surprisingly replied. I pedaled
my bike to their location, feeling
like a human among journalists,
creators, and professionals. It's a
dream come true, and I can't wait
to contribute.

DIARY ENTRY 3:
LIFE IN ARNHEM AZC CAMP

Another day in Arnhem AZC camp.
I glimpsed a group of young
refugees sharing laughter and
alcohol, hoping their camaraderie
persists. Later, chaos erupted at
the camp entrance, but staff from
COA managed o calm it down. |
felc helpless and shed tears,
realizing my own vulnerability. I
encountered a fellow refugee from
Pakistan, lonely and homesick. I
offered  words of  solace,
understanding the pain of longing
for loved ones. I told him a few
words, "After all this hardship,
relief is on its way. Just keep
praying to your Creator.” I
continued on my path, holding
onto hope that something would
change for the better.

DIARY ENTRY 4:
TRIALS OF EXILE

Life as a refugee is challenging.
We're treated like numbers,
reduced to data, and seen as
outsiders. My education and past
achievements seem irrelevant
here. I live in cramped quarters,
sharing a kitchen and bathroom.
Privacy is scarce, and every move is
scrutinized. "What did you eat?
What did you drink? Where did
you go?” Loneliness is my
constant companion, and I yearn
for the warmth of friends and
family. I've lost my sense of self
and happiness. No, this is not a
walk in the park.

DIARY ENTRY 5:
SERENITY IN MADNESS

It's the last day before the
interview with IND. Instead of the
usual fluttering nerves, all I feel is a
profound sense of calm. It seems
that after enduring exhaustion
and enduring the long wait, I am
finally on the brink of receiving
approval. After they grant me
residency, I'll look back at these
words and laugh.

For the past year and a half, I have
endured a harsh solitude that has
slowly chipped away at my spirit.
I've felt like a ghost, unseen and
unacknowledged by  anyone
except my husband behind the
screen. I long for the presence of
friends, and I struggle to find
words to describe the profound
loneliness that has withered my
soul and weakened my body to the
point where I can hardly stand or
endure much.

DIARY ENTRY 6:
AN UNEXPECTED TRANSFER

I was informed of my impending
transfer to a new shelter after the
second interview. However, the
abruptness of the move caught me
off guard. I hurriedly completed
the formalities and left for Arnhem
to receive my transfer papers. The
next day, I found myself on a train,
bags heavy with uncertainty.
Arriving at Harderwijk, I struggled
to find my way to the reception
area. New faces, new stories, and
new heartaches awaited.

DIARY ENTRY 7:
SETTLING IN

In Harderwijk, questions and
curiosity surround me as I enter
the camp. People want to know
who I am, where I come from, and
what brought me here. I'm in a
temporary room, sharing it with a
younger, lively roommate. Our
differences in preferences become
apparent, but I remain adaptable.
This camp resembles a home more
than others I've been to, with
apartment-style living and quiet
surroundings. It's a welcome
change, though the age of miracles
seems distant.

DIARY ENTRY 8:
A WORLD OF LONELINESS

Loneliness continues to be my
constant companion in this new
camp. Despite the company of
cheerful roommates, the age gap
and differing interests can be
challenging. My days are spent
waiting and observing, with the
longing for joy and miracles
seemingly out of reach. This
reality may not be joyful, but it's
my truth in this journey.
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» In 2022, 35,535 people applied for asylum in the
Netherlands for the first time. That is an increase 0f 10,849
compared to 2021, when 24,686 people sought protection.
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Written by De kleine Abdulrazzak

I can still smell the fear that engulfed that
place, smoke and fire in every angle and
corner. The explosion sounds and military
aircraft breaking the sound barrier,
bulletproof warplanes throwing bombs on
the walls. I can even imagine the rusty smell
of tanks, especially when their engines
vibrated with every move. The T-62, in spite
of its golden years and weak war
performance, was more than enough to
destroy what I have ever considered
precious.

On its turret, there was a serial number, and on
the back. Right then, it looked like an enormous
green monster, just like the tales that are told to
misbehaved children to help them fall asleep.
Oh, how I wish it was just a story! It was real, a
living nightmare that would not be forgotten
once you woke up in the morning. A monster
that grew bigger and more outrageous with
each step.

Although I had played plenty of war games and
had never been afraid of military equipment or
weapons before, I found myself as immobile as
a statue. My feet were rooted in the ground, and
my body refused to move. There I was, hiding
behind a random tree in what once was a
beautiful garden, my eyes wide open,
contemplating the scene in front of me, much
like a TV screen, but it was far from
entertaining.

We were all in the middle of this madness, and
all we wanted was to play hide and seek, a game
we had always enjoyed together. We didn't
want money, power, or to flaunt our political
affiliations. We didn't aspire to rule the world.
We simply desired to live in peace, which was
all we had ever asked for in this life.

\

CHAPTER
FROM XYZ?

In a matter of seconds, the street turned
crimson red. A feeble, heart-wrenching sound
emerged from beneath that monstrous
machine—the body of a child, or what was left
of it, and another child who had witnessed
death before their eyes. It was a time when all
values seemed to have vanished from the
world.

Afew days before the disaster, had seen a news
report about the (Alamal) convoy heading
towards Gaza. I observed people heading in its
direction, full of emotions, listening to
promises made by hopeful individuals.
Although that troubled land seemed distant, it
suddenly became as distant as the moon from
the sun. Ironically, that's what would happen
to my homeland. Despite my joy at being able
to help, to care and lend a hand, I became aware
of starvation in Africa, civil war in Lebanon, and
war in Afghanistan. For a kid like me, it all felt
monotonous, living in a safe country, almost
like being on another planet far removed from
itall.

Then suddenly, it happened, spreading
everywhere. Death roamed every corner, chaos,
fear, destruction, and the list went on. No one
could have foreseen it. What was once a safe
place turned into scenes I saw on TV. I was just
a kid, unable to grasp most of what was
happening. I was sure that even the adults
themselves didn't fully understand what was
happening. Still, everyone held onto hope that
the war would end within a week, then a
month, then a year, and two, until they
stopped counting the days. It was all over the
news, the killings, the number of victims,
explosions, macabre scenes, and genocide had
become regular news.

When I started reading "Murder on the Orient :
Express" by Agatha Christie, I realized that the :
victim, in fact, was the train itself, representing -
my own country, and the genocide made :
victims into culprits and murderers out of :
innocent people. What irony, I thought, fate :
always has its own ways. That same train °
started from Aleppo, one of the states of my

beloved country.

silence, causing a stir as if a foreign country was

contemplating a significant move. In hard :
. tale of resilience and creativity. Born
. and raised in Syria, Abdulrazzak bore

times, people are expected to be selfish,
panicking and stockpiling medicines and goods

upon hearing such news. The final blow that :
was supposed to end all the suffering turned
out to be a grand folly, something that would :
later make them laugh at themselves whenever
they recalled those pitiful days, assuming they -
survived. "Sarcasm, the refuge of modest :
. fouryears in Hungary, where he
Dostoevsky, holds true. Those words resonated :
with whoever witnessed that living nightmare -
. violinist and writer, with an ongoing

. project titled "XYZ." This novel

- explores the lives of two refugees,

. one Syrian and the other Yemeni,

. whose paths intersect in the AZC
refugee camp. Their unique

. personalities and perspectives

. promise a compelling narrative of
resilience and hope. Using the

© pseudonym "De kleine Abdulrazzak,"
. he shares his story while

. safeguarding his family in Syria. He

* shares his story and talents with

. others, showing that even when life

. is hard, people can be strong and

© creative.

people.." This quote, often attributed to

called war.

ABOUT THE WRITER

Name: De kleine Abdulrazzak

Age: 23

Country of origin: Syria

Current location: AZC Drenthe/Assen
Timein NL: 1.5 years

Profession: Software Engineer,
Writer, Violinist

- “De kleine Abdulrazzak” is a
Sometimes, a solitary sentence would break the :
. whose journey from war-torn Syria to

remarkable young Syrian talent

Drenthe, Netherlands, is an inspiring

witness to the ravages of war, his
hometown becoming a symbol of
devastation. Despite these
challenges, his determination led
him to pursue a career in software
engineering. Leaving Syria, he spent

graduated as a software engineer.
Abdulrazzak is also a passionate
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Written by Safiye Erbey

Knocking on the door of the dervish lodge that refused to accept
him, the young man put a rose petal in a glass of water and handed it
to the dervish. There is probably room for a rose petal that does not

overflow the water.

It's been a year since I've been here. It's going well, just slow. It feels like
home. I have a lot of neighbors. I'm trying to get to know them. Actually,
Bascha said ‘we are a big family’ in my first camp. She hugged me and
then we cried together. I remember that.

The first step to being a good person is to think well. I am struggling not
to lose my good will. I think this is my biggest struggle here. They are
doing their best for hosting us. Everything is for us, and I think we should
appreciate it. The prison was turned into a library here, for example. How
nice! Everyone, regardless of their status, has come for a 'humane life'. I
see that all problems are solved with compassion. Everything gets better
with love, the world gets better by looking for innocence, not guilt.

My little daughter loves activities. So she forgets that her father and elder
sister are away. When the game is over, she will remember and be afraid
of being alone again. I can't even go to the restroom, because she is afraid
of being alone. But I know that these beautiful people will always be
good for her and one day we will reunite the whole family.

Voluntary work is organized for the continuation of life: health, cleaning, -
activity, language learning. I attend language classes three days a week :
and I love speaking 'Nederlands'. It's hard, that’s true, but the more you
getinvolved, the faster you learn. It's all like parts of a chain or stepson a -
ladder. Patience is a key word in our society. I don't know if the meaning :
of this word in Dutch is the same as 'geduld'. Language is alive: it lives :
. Timein NL: 1.5 years

with people, it can die or change over time, and it shrinks or expands.

What I am most curious about, and want to research as a philologist, is

whether a word here has the same meaning as in my mind.

It's good to wait if the expected day will come. You might even make a
notch in the wall. Knowing that it's not forever. And while I wait, a :
seagull taps on the window, a child falls down the stairs, an old lady is :
disrupted when she was accused of

cooking, people are laughing outside, a girl is crying in the hallway. COA,
whom I meet everywhere, asks: ‘Alles goed?’

‘Ja’, 1 say. Is there any other option?

ABOUT THE WRITER

Name: Safiye Erbey

Age: 47

Country of origin: Turkey

Current location: Emergency Shelter
Leeuwarden

Profession: Teacher of Turkish

. Language and Literature

Safiye Erbey, a respected teacher of
Turkish Language and Literature in
Turkey, found her life abruptly

. Gulen movement affiliation. Despite
. her eighteen years of dedicated
service, she was suspended and

. imprisoned, along with her young

. daughter. Escaping unjust

. persecution, Safiye sought refuge in
the Netherlands, where she has

. resided in a temporary camp in

. Leeuwarden for the past seventeen
months. Safiye's story serves as a

. stark reminder of the importance of
. providing sanctuary to those fleeing

Written by H. O.

If I were to work with the COA
Refugee Affairs Organization,
my main goal would be to help
refugees feel happy, adapt to
modern Dutch society, and live a
good life in different ways.

1. HELPFUL REFUGEE WEBSITE
First, we should make a website
that shows how many places are
available for refugees and how
many can come in each day. This
website needs to be updated daily.
This way, refugees can check if
there's a place for them to stay, so
they don't have to sleep outside in
bad weather or without access to
healthcare. This can prevent
diseases and problems among
refugees and help keep peace
between families and individuals
with different backgrounds. It's
important to avoid disasters like
these.

IF IWERE TO WORE AT COA?
A VISION FOR
REKFUGEE SUPPORT

2. "TER APPEL FOR YOU"
APPLICATION PAGE

We can create a special part of the
website called "Ter Appel For You."
Here, refugees can apply for
asylum, give their personal
information, and explain why they
need asylum. We can use this
information to create special plans
for each refugee based on their
situation.

This program should match
refugees who have similar habits,
traditions, and experiences, like
work history and education. This
way, refugees can connect with
others who have similar lives,
which will help them fit in better
in Dutch society. For example,
people from Afghanistan and Iran
both speak Persian and have
similar cultures. Matching them
can make them feel more at home.

3. USING REFUGEE SKILLS

We should also recognize the skills
and talents that refugees have.
Many refugees are good at
different things like running
businesses, organizing events, or
working in healthcare. We can
work with schools, hospitals, and
businesses to give refugees a
chance to use their skills. For
example, we can organize health
campaigns to teach people about
diseases, and refugees with
medical knowledge can help. This
helps refugees and the local
community.

4. FAST ASYLUM PROCESS

AND KEEPING AN EYE

We need to make sure the asylum
process is quick and clear. If
someone's asylum is accepted,
they should know right away. If
their application is still being
reviewed, they should get updates
regularly. If their asylum request is
denied under Dutch law, they
should be told quickly and given
options, whether they are inside or
outside the country. We should
also work with the police to watch
the borders and airports to make
sure rejected refugees don't move
around freely. They should either
go back home or follow the Dutch
rules, especially if they have a job.

© injustice.

5. AVOIDING PROBLEMS

AND CROWDING

By doing these things, we can
prevent problems and

overcrowding in refugee camps.
We should organize refugees
based on their needs and legal
status so that everyone is safe and
taken care of. This will stop
situations ~ where  vulnerable
people, like children and women,
are mixed with others who may
cause trouble.

These ideas are just the start of
creating a better system to help
refugees. If we follow these steps,
we can give refugees the support
they need to build a new life in
Dutch  society. The COA's
commitment to these efforts will
create a more welcoming and
integrated society for everyone.

» According to UNHCR, there were 218,457 refugees in the
Netherlands by the end of 2022. Another 31,594 people are
waiting for a decision on their asylum application.
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Written by Perla Al Mohamad

A78SAlisfrdlion

In our daily lives, we encounter people
with whom we have family relationships,
friendships, work, love, respect, or new
connections. This falls within the pattern
of normal life. The size of this circle of
relationships can vary depending on the
circumstances each person is going
through. The first circle of relationships
that a refugee enters upon their arrival in
this country is their daily and direct
interaction with COA employees. What
are the opinions of these refugees about
the way COA employees treats them?

K: Initially, everything was fine because the
[asylum] center was new, and the staff were
new, but after a while, the good treatment
and interest changed, and it was no longer
the same as in the beginning.

N: According to the new law, I will stay in this
[asylum] center for about a year. Since I arrived
here, I have not felt comfortable. There is no
privacy here.

L: They have a bad habit, which is excessive
curiosity, wanting to know what you are doing,
where you are going, what items you have in
your room, and what you buy. If I wear
something nice, they look at me with surprise, as
if being a refugee means my clothes should be
inappropriate, and my phone is old, and I don't
understand anything. All of this makes me feel
uncomfortable. It's as if I'm always being
watched, and instead of alleviating the
psychological pressure we are going through,
they increase it.

B: They have a problem, namely that their
perception of us is impoverished. They see
refugees as poor people living in tents,
uneducated, and persecuted in their countries.
For example, when they enrolled us in
swimming lessons and found me to be good at
swimming, they were very surprised and started
asking me where I learned it and how.

Y: They have a disturbing idea about refugees,
that they are prohibited and that they steal. This
certainly exists, as it does in all countries in the
world, but I am against the idea of
generalization. They fear for their belongings
when you approach them and say to your face
that we shouldn't steal stuff. They see it as
normal, but I see it as an insult to me.

V: Initially, because I was here alone and had no

one in this country, and I was afraid to do business
with anyone here, I considered COA as my big
family. However, the organization refuses to build
relationships with us. This made me feel broken,
disappointed, and discriminated against, because
they are something, and I am nothing.

D: I compare COA to a robot that goes to work to
perform what is required of it, only at certain
times, in situations and circumstances. A person
needs empathy; he needs someone to ask him
how he is doing, not because it's their job to ask
this question, but because he needs someone who
listens to him, feels him, and stands by him.

actions.

live in asylum centers. From their perspective,

pity us.

So, they think everything is always fine with us.

put on an artificial smile when they saw you,

about you and laugh at you, thinking we are
ignorant and don't understand.

From these diverse opinions, we can
conclude that the primary reason behind
this gap is the lack of cultural understanding
among COA staff regarding refugees.
Refugees do not trust them, and ultimately,
their inability to empathize and see things
from the refugees' perspective has led to one
of the reasons causing this significant

divide.
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school, job opportunities in her chosen field
are scarce. Perla has been residing in

driven by a profound desire to escape the slow

and embrace the joys of life.

Written by Richard Derks

"It's not that crazy," Rocco Ostermann
says when I ask him how it came about
that people from the music industry are
suddenly making a newspaper. Because a
newspaper and music, those are two very
different things, right?

VERY LOGICAL FOR US

Well, no, Rocco and his fellow musician
Wout Kemkens tell me. "For us, it's very
logical. Even in previous projects, we have
always made a little newspaper or a
publication. You see, we, as creators, are
interested in  stories.  Observations,
experiences, thoughts. The story of a
journey, for example. Whether it's a song, a
poem, a column, an article. These are words
that tell a story." And in this case — in De
Niemanders Gazette — they are the stories of
refugees. Residents of the asylum seekers'
centers in the Netherlands. Rocco: "Because
there are stories there, my friend!
Unbelievable!"

SO MUCH TALENT IN THOSE AZCS!
Rocco, Wout, and their friend Rick
Wiegerinck (music producer) encountered
those stories earlier in their project 'De
Niemanders,' when they toured prisons and
detention centers in the Netherlands. The
inmates they met there often turned out to
be musicians or lyricists. It resulted in an
album - 'De Niemanders' — with music and a
podcast with stories. Featuring and by the
residents of those institutions themselves.

After the experience with prisons, Rocco,
Wout, and Rick ended up in the asylum
centers. Also places with people who are
somewhat outside of society. Wout: "In the
AZCs, we encountered a lot of enthusiasm.
Initially in music, during performances. But
also in various areas that didn't really have
anything to do with music. Journalists,
writers, poets, filmmakers, photographers,
advertisers, communication experts... So
much talent is there! But they can't do
anything, they are just waiting. That's how

"WE
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we came up with the idea of a newspaper. A
physical space where all those talents can be
expressed. And not a newspaper about the
residents of those AZCs, but a newspaper by
those residents. Give them a medium; they
already have the stories."

OUR OWN LITTLE MEDIA TYCOON
Rocco Ostermann points with a grin to Wout
Kemkens. "He can explain it so well, right?
That newspaper, that's really his thing. Rick
Wiegerinck is the one among us with the
plans, the energy; he's jumping in all
directions... And Wout is our own little
media tycoon. Practical. He ensures that
ideas like De Niemanders Gazette get off the
ground... And me..." Rocco spreads his arms
wide: "I let the text flow like water into the
floodplains! No man, if you give me space,
I'll fill that whole newspaper by myself. You
have to rein me in!"

NOTES, BRAINSTORMING, GAZETTE

It started very small, Wout says. With notes
on the bulletin board in the AZCs. Whether
there were people interested in doing
something. To work on a website, a podcast,
a performance. Or a newspaper, for
instance. There were many responses to
that. It ultimately led to a brainstorming
session at the multifunctional library 'Rozet’
in Arnhem. Wout explains: "That was a
wonderful meeting. People from all corners
of the country, and therefore from all
corners of the world, discussing their ideas
for articles and contributions together.
That's where it was born, De Niemanders
Gazette. With the idea that the enthusiasm
comes unfiltered into that newspaper. Like a
jam session with musicians. A reasonably
anarchistic happening, so to speak."

LIGHTHOUSE IN A DARK LANDSCAPE
The performances in the AZCs, the
encounters with refugees, it stirred
something in the three of them. Rocco:
"What do you really know about refugees?
Not much. Yes, what the people on the
streets shout. 'Why are these people here?
Fortune seekers. Stay away. Go back to your
own country. Everyone has a whole
squadron of those opinions. But when you
talk to those people, when you inform
yourself... When you hear the stories, about
their home country, their escape...
Persecution, war. Homesickness, uprooting.
About life in the AZCs, waiting, being tossed
around, uncertainty... All those images, all
those experiences... What can you do as an
ordinary Dutch person?"

Rocco falls silent for a moment. Then:
"Hence the 'Niemanders', or nobodyers. The
people who fall outside everywhere. Whom
you don't normally meet in society. We,
Wout and I, and Rick, we can make music
with them. Give them a voice. Tell the
stories. Provide a little bit of understanding.
It would be wonderful if ultimately there
were ten albums or so with the title
'Niemanders' on the shelf. Like a lighthouse
in a dark landscape. A beacon. For people
who don't have hands and feet, who don't
have a voice themselves."

NICE TO READ!

Wout adds, "Yes, it's about understanding
for us. We may have thought of this
newspaper, but we don't determine what
goes in. That's up to the Niemanders
themselves. It's not a newspaper about
Niemanders, but by Niemanders. Russians,
Ukrainians, Syrians, Kurds, Turks... Very
diverse, many opinions, many experiences.
We, as the creators of the newspaper, are not
there to filter things, but to make things
possible. I hope it leads to more insight,
more understanding, not conflict. Beautiful,
unfiltered. And just nice to read!"
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Written by Yilmaz

Immigrating illegally from one
country to another is a difficult
undertaking. Each of these
journeys feels like an adventure
movie, but with an important
difference - it's all too real.
There's a plan, but no script or
director; at that moment, if you
believe in anything, it's that God
must be directing this movie.
Here you will read a true travel
story of a refugee. This journey is
like entering a long, dark tunnel.
Sometimes it feels like that
tunnel will never end, but
eventually, you emerge on the
other side.

SERBIA - BELGRADE
(JANUARY 10, 2022)

As we approached passport
control after our plane touched
down in Belgrade, we noticed
about twenty people from a
previous flight waiting in the hall.
Their reasons for being detained
varied: some lacked  hotel
reservations, others couldn't
produce a vaccine certificate, and a
few had no clear explanation. Our
own passport control experience
was surprisingly smooth. It was
frigid outside, with temperatures
at -15 degrees Celsius and snow
covering Belgrade.

Opting for a cheaper hostel rather
than the pre-booked hotel, we
stayed for two nights. Later, we
bought bus tickets to Subutika, a
border town in Hungary, where we
planned to cross into the EU.
There, we encountered a hostel
filled with about 35 individuals,
most of them Kurds like us, fleeing
from Turkey. Some were human
smugglers, capitalizing on the
desperation of those trying to cross
the border. My friend and I
decided not to trust the
smugglers but needed a guide to
help us cross safely.

ROADSTORY OF
YILMAZ

FIRST ATTEMPTS

After evaluating our options, we
chose Afghan ‘Kako’. He agreed to
lead us to the border, but once we
crossed, we would be on our own.
Two days later, Kako instructed us
to prepare for the evening. We
packed lightly and took a taxi to a
location about 2 km from the
border. We met an Afghan guide,
and together with a group of
twelve from India, Pakistan, and
Syria, we ventured towards the
border. Armed with four ladders,
we approached the border fence,
a double row of high wire mesh
with a gap in between. It was
nerve-wracking, and our hearts
raced as we moved closer.

Our attempt to cross the border
failed when the fence's sensors
triggered alarms, and police lights
and cameras focused on us. We
retreated quickly, and the police
arrived within 30 seconds. They
ordered us to leave the area. Once
they departed, we returned to the
forest, disheartened by our first
failed attempt. Over the course of
that night, we made four attempts
to cross the border, each ending in
failure. When my friend and I
looked at each other and started
laughing, we suddenly realized
the absurdity of the situation and
the pressure we were under.

PANIC SET IN

In winter, the harsh weather
conditions meant that snow and
ice could persist for weeks. Luckily,
our hostel provided warmth. After
a day's rest, Kako instructed us to
meet again that night at the same
location for another attempt at
crossing. Around 8 pm, we hailed a
taxi and embarked on our journey.
When the driver asked our
destination, he was taken aback
upon hearing it. "Are you crazy?"
he exclaimed, pointing out the -18-
degree temperature. We insisted
on our destination, and he
complied. Upon arriving at the

camp, we learned that Kako
wouldn’t arrive in another two
hours. We started a fire to stave off
the cold, but even a meter away,
the chill was unbearable. We
sipped some vodka in an attempt
to warm up, but it provided little
solace. We stoked the fire, turning
it into a roaring blaze, our only
source of warmth. The hours
passed, but Kako never appeared.

As the cold grew more biting, panic
set in, and we decided to return to
the hotel. However, our attempts
to summon a taxi failed, so we
resolved to walk. Along the way,
we encountered unleashed dogs in
the villages, enduring numerous
dog attacks and chases. We
pressed on, eventually spotting
what seemed to be an abandoned
house where we could rest. It was
bitterly cold inside, but with a
small fireplace and some dry
wood, we managed to warm up,
spending the night there.

In the morning, we called a taxi,
which agreed to pick us up. Back at
the hotel, we were shocked by a
grim scene. A group who had
attempted to cross the Romanian
border had suffered severe
mistreatment at the hands of
border security. Their clothes were
stripped, and they endured brutal
beatings in the frigid weather.
Among them was a woman with
two children who witnessed the
horrors. It was a heart-wrenching
sight, and we were grateful that
our children hadn't experienced
such trauma.

A NEW APPROACH

Following Kako's repeated failures,
we changed our approach. This
time, we partnered with Serhad,
another Afghan. He offered to
guide us to Croatia, about 120 km
from Shid, and we agreed. Setting
off early in the morning in a hired
taxi, we bought supplies and
vodka. At 23:00, we began our

journey, eventually following the -
rails of a freight train bound for :
Croatia. Our journey took us to the :
border, where we passed through
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