






1.
Then, in December 1998, it was madness in my country. The only way to get out was 

to get a ticket to some Third World country, and then stop by and ask for asylum if 
you were ready for it. So I got a ticket to Kenya, because you don’t need a visa. But I 

had to buy a return ticket. Mostly people would go to some Western European country 
and then just ask for asylum at the airport. But I decided as I bought the ticket, to go 

for a holiday in Kenya and see Africa, because I hadn’t been there. So I had a nice 
holiday, seven or eight days, and then came back to Amsterdam. Well I hadn’t made a 
decision about whether I was going to ask for asylum or not. I just stayed for nearly a 

day at the airport, went for a few drinks, had a few meals and slept in a few places, and 
the police noticed that. So they just arrested me in the middle of the airport, thinking 

that I was a suspicious kind of person. They were really nice, that surprised me. They put 
me in a kind of detention for about five days. They took us to a hotel in Nordwick, by 

the sea… Nice accommodation. They gave us a meal every day, some money… And I was 
asking, “What’s going on? It’s heaven… I’m going to ask this a few times”. 

But you know…



2.
Afterwards they moved us to the Refugee Centre in Laiden and that was really shit. I had 
problems there because I was the only Serbian. There were, let’s say, about a hundred 
Albanians there from Kosovo at the time. It was a really bad place, cockroaches all 
over the place, no toilets and the food was shit. It was really bad. And I had a problem 
because the Albanians didn’t like me . I was the only Serbian and I didn’t have anybody. 
So I slept outside and didn’t go to the refugee camp. They kind of promised me they were 
gonna kill me…
All my documents were taken from me by the Dutch authorities, and from then on all 
my documents were gone. Everything was gone. All my luggage went to Budapest with a 
plane. Disappeared. Contacts, telephone numbers, everything…



3.
But something strange happened as I went to talk with my parents. Going out to the 

phone box I had a number in my head. And I dialled it and there was my friend from 
England answering the phone. And so they came to see me. They brought their son’s 

passport, who is blond with blue eyes. 

We left Holland for England. Crossing the Channel, the Dutch customs officer took 
my passport, looked at it, and gave it back to me saying, “Have a nice trip”. We were 

travelling for a couple of hours and my friend made a sort of cage in the car, out of 
wood and a lot of camping equipment, tents and things. As we entered England and 

the ferry stopped I got inside the cage and closed the door. So he drove me out. Nobody 
checked. The thing is, it’s very absurd, if you are white and you have a passport from 

the European Community or an English passport, nobody checks you. My friend is fifty 
years old, he’s my friend’s stepfather, it would’ve been ridiculous to have checked him 
- he wouldn’t smuggle anything. But if he had been black, from India or Pakistan he 

would’ve been stopped for sure. 





4.
I tried to go to the Seychelles when I went to Nairobi, when I was in Kenya, but they 

found me twice on the boat because I was smuggling myself to go to the Seychelles without 
papers. I didn’t make it because they had just one boat every day that was able to travel, 

and it was very controlled… I didn’t get there and it was a shame because I wanted to 
go. Once I got there, but they sent me back to Mombassa. 

I went to the National Park to see giraffes and elephants, a proper environment, which 
was nice, made me feel like a tourist…



5.
Well, on my way to Spain I got a passport from my friend. He gave me a jacket and a 
passport as a gift, like so I wouldn’t have problems. On the way out of Britain they don’t 
control anything because they don’t care who’s leaving. You can’t come in but you can go 
out whenever you like. The customs officer was sitting in the cabin and he said to us, “Do 
you have passports and tickets?” We said, “Yeah, yeah”, and he said, “OK, have a good 
one”, and that was it. 



6.
When we arrived in France, nobody was there, we just drove in. We went to Normandy 
for ten days on holiday with friends. Visited a few nice places and then went by train to 

Barcelona. Again I was lucky because at Port-Bou there were, I think, some policemen 
and customs officers dressed in plain clothes. They were taking people that looked like 

North Africans, Moroccans or Algerians, checking their papers and everything. The 
customs officer was looking at me and I was playing the guitar and singing, and he was 
just laughing, probably because I was playing the guitar very badly. But they didn’t say 

anything, probably because I looked European; they left me alone. 



7.
I’ve been arrested in every country. In Spain there is still a chance left. But it’s all 
right. Because of a Human Rights Act in 1998. I took the time to get a booklet on 
Human Rights in Europe, read everything, and then see what rights are mine and what 
obligations. And see what I actually can do. And I don’t believe that anyone can actually 
kick me out. It’s not possible if you know that, but you have to sit down and learn. And 
what happens is that people just don’t know this so they end up in the hands of some 
country-men that use them for very cheap labour or drug dealing, or things like that, 
which I don’t like to do. Because I want to have a normal life—without papers. Because 
I don’t believe I need them. At the moment I’m trying to make my own passport, which is 
going to be a Terrain Passport (Terrae lat. Earth). I’m going to make my own and that’s 
going to be my identification. I believe I have the same rights as any inhabitant of this 
planet.



8.
I finished military school when I was nineteen having spent four years there. At that time 

we started a sort of separation, because I was brought up in Yugoslavia, which was my 
country, where everybody was equal and didn’t have religious problems. “Where are you 

from?” That was not the question. The question was: “Where are you going? What do 
you want to do with your life?” Then when I was nineteen things started changing. At 

military school we were divided between Muslims, Serbians and Croatians. And that to 
me was too hard to deal with. So I decided to leave, I left before I had finished.



9.
For me this was a disaster because it was not my choice. I just discovered that everybody 
under the right circumstances can find an evil part within themselves. I saw with my 
own eyes the people that I knew from the beginning, really kind of nice and easy-going 
and very peaceful, changing. They started actually blaming people because they had 
different religions, or different names or were from different parts of Yugoslavia. This 
went together with a policy that was coming from Belgrade at the time—the nationalist 
group of people who actually opened the door for evil to come to Serbia. And everything 
went mad. And I’ve seen people changing. Coming back from the war with necklaces of 
human ears and eyes, talking about how many people they killed and how. It was a real 
disaster, it was bad. I was in Serbia, but they were coming from Bosnia at that time.

I left school and had a problem. I escaped for two years to Greece at the time of Croatian 
and Bosnian war in 1994 and 1995. The Military Police were hunting us: “You are 
gonna go fight and defend your country”. “I’m not gonna fight for anybody, I don’t 
care”. After the war there were just statistics, who survived and who died, and a few 
people ended up being rich. And that’s it. The rest of the people fucked up. So I didn’t 
want to be in any of these groups and I left. 



10.
We ended up going to Greece through an agency. We travelled on an exactly full bus. 

The trip leader would come and collect all the passports, take them to the customs officer, 
where he’d check to see if they were right. But as me and my friend didn’t have visas we 
didn’t give the passports. And the customs officer didn’t know how many people were on 

the bus. So we just went to Greece. 

We chose the place on the map in Crete, in the southeast, a small bay, lovely. So we 
went there and stayed for two years. Which was very nice. With no people… In Greece 
it’s very easy to find a job if you don’t have papers, especially in tourism. You work as a 

waiter, its just fine… Nobody checks you out. It’s good money as well. 



11.
There were sort of dealers in front of the Greek embassy in Belgrade at the time. A visa 
was around 30 DM (Deutsche Marks) and you had to pay the dealers 300 DM to get 
a visa. The dealers worked with people from the embassy, the Greek people, and they 
shared the money. There were so many people that wanted to go to Greece. They were 
putting the price up, up, up and up. Many people were going to stay there but lots of 
people actually went just to smuggle things, things that they could sell back in Serbia.



12.
You could easily get any boat and go anywhere in Europe. That was before the Schengen 

agreement. So people used to go on boats and go anywhere in Europe. It was easy in 
the Mediterranean Sea to go anywhere you wanted. Fishing boats were the best. If you 
go from Greece on a fishing boat, a Greek fishing boat, they can go into international 

waters. And then you have an Italian fishing boat fishing there as well. You just go from 
a Greek to an Italian fishing boat, and when you finish you go to Italy. Nobody checks 

you, there is no customs officer because they are Italians. As a friend of mine used to say, 
“Enjoy the flight or why the fuck did you buy the ticket?” 



13.
People like me and there are a lot of them… If you read Das Kapital by K. Marx the 
last stage of capitalism is actually shifting classes into nations. So the class system in 
one nation will start to disappear. And then the class system will be divided between 
countries, which is now happening, because we have now third world countries, countries 
in transition and developed countries… People like me are actually modern slaves. They 
come around, they don’t have papers, they do really shit jobs for no money. They kind 
of survive, they keep their money, and then go home, and then “life is better after ten 
years”, they buy a house or build a house… That’s how it goes, which is a real shame. 
And the politicians now, they try to tackle the refugees, the illegal immigrants problem 
but they can’t, because it’s a part of their country’s economy. It’s not possible because 
without these people everything would be more expensive. And living standards would 
suddenly drop because they would need to get, let’s say, Spanish people to do the jobs that 
really are not well paid. And they would need to insure them, to pay taxes, and nobody is 
going to do that.



14.
Like in London. In London you can’t find a plumber. You have to make an appointment 

three months in advance. And plumbers are mainly Eastern Europeans who don’t have 
papers. So everybody is getting into information technology, management, or some kind 

of art, things like that. That’s a shifting of classes. But I’m not part of that, again, 
I’m on my own.



15.
I was proposed to a few times in England, to get married and everything. But I was 
with girls that were really good people. And I liked them, but I wasn’t sure if I would 
stay with them when I got the papers. I didn’t want to break someone’s heart because of 
papers, and be a real shit in the end, saying after three years, “Listen, I’m gonna go to 
South America now..”. when she’d maybe planned all her life with me and everything… 
and I don’t believe in marriage. To me it’s an institution. That’s how I think about it. 



16.
The only day when marriage really exists on paper is when somebody dies, so they can 

actually divide everything that is left after that person is gone. For example, if you’re not 
married to someone and that person leaves something behind it’s open for everybody. But 
marriage actually gives you a pension, properties, bank accounts… It’s the only purpose, 
if you look around… I can’t get married now because they have my papers. If I go to the 

office to get married I can’t prove who I am. I have so many that know me; it’s hard. 
Getting married is a good solution because you get out of this world of problems. You get 

papers and nobody hustles you any more. But I’m kind of used to it, now. 
It’s fun. I’m out of the system.



17. 
I used to look for them when I was a kid, for insects, ants. Their nest, I used to destroy 
half of the nest. Bring a big glass and put it on it and there’s great confusion. Suddenly 
they start making big roads and you have motorways, you have the small roads, you 
have things where some ants stay, you have everything… And I like watching people as 
well. If you look around, people behave exactly like ants. Insects. I never wanted to be an 
insect, honestly. “Wake up, 9 o’clock you need to be there. Work all day long… Five days 
more… And at the end of the week I have dinner with my family, on Saturday. And 
then we’re happy. And on Sunday we go for a picnic, round and round, and fine”. After 
fifty years you turn around and ask yourself, “Where the fuck have I been?” Well I don’t 
want to ask myself that question.



18.
I’m going to make my documents. I’m going to make my own. Which is what I have 

every right to do. Who gave to someone the right to claim, “This is my piece of planet? 
So now you’re gonna behave like this”? I can say, “This planet is mine as well”. There 
is a bit of hypocrisy on my behalf because I have documents that are not mine. So it’s 

easier for me. It’s going to be like a passport, for example if aliens came they could take 
me away, because I have a proper document. It’s a Planetary Document. It’s not a piece 

of land that says your country. So I can go and I really can’t wait for it… I’m going to 
make it possible for myself to give passports to other people. And anybody who receives the 

Passport is capable of giving it to other people. And that’s going to spread I believe. One 
day we’re going to conquer the planet. Viva!



19.
The legal part is irrelevant. For example, let’s say, abortion was illegal, now it’s legal, 
Let’s say in my country Yugoslavia I had a passport, I was official, now if you have a 
Yugoslavian passport it’s not official, because that country doesn’t exist anymore. So, 
it’s irrelevant in time scale. A Spanish passport could be irrelevant in few years, maybe 
it’s going to be a European passport. So now I can shift myself through time as well. It’s 
another skill I have learned on my journeys.



nobody is illegal, or we all are
(papeles para todos o papeles para nadie) 

‘Extra-comunitarios’, or citizens of non-European countries, have the ‘extra’ 
bureaucratic task of changing their status, to one that will allow them to move and 
work ‘freely’ within the European Union. The length and complexity of this process 
can vary depending on the type of ‘extra-comunitario’ in question. 

Almost everyone agrees that bureaucracy is as boring as it gets: it’s boring for 
those who have to navigate their way through it, and for those who regulate it. But 
documents can suddenly become imbued with power and begin to tell the story of 
a person’s life, down to the most subtle details, feelings, disappointments, hopes 
and despair. Technical terms written in upper case become charged with meaning: 
Student Visa Application receipt, Return Permit: DENIED, Document REMOVED, 
LOST….



If you had ever thought that all humans are endowed by nature with the right to move 
freely and the right to work, and that these rights should be above any ‘earthly’ law 
granted and regulated by political bodies, bureaucracy will, in practice, show you 
that the opposite is true. 

The things reserved for our innermost selves, the way we explain ourselves to 
ourselves and question the nature of life and the whole world — Who am I? Where 
do I come from? Where am I going? How big is space and how long is time? — lose 
their transcendental nature and begin to refer exclusively to a limited universe 
much closer at hand, ruled by legal regulations that have their limits within political 
borders. 

So then — Who am I? The way in which we search for and construct our identity 
becomes a question of social objectivity, the need to acquire a status that gives us 
the right to be somebody in the current social system. To have an official ID number, 
a social security number, to make social security contributions, to be a taxpayer…

Space is basically defined within two incompatible realities: the one back there and 
the one yonder. The one I come from and the one I’m heading to. Each closed to 
the other, thereby condemning the person trapped in between to wander aimlessly 
through the transition space between them, coming up against obstacles to 
participating in either of the two worlds. 

Time gets its meaning in the indefinite periods of waiting — Transit Time. Time that 
isn’t considered to be part of living, but an interference, daily life put on hold for an 
unknown period, with the hope that, when it’s all over, it will be possible to take up 
‘real’ life again as though nothing had ever happened. But this ‘interference time’ 
is increasingly becoming a constant element of life, and if a person does eventually 
manage to reach her goal, she may have changed so much that her interests and 
physical and mental state may no longer be the same.

A card with a number on it becomes the object of anxiety and a daily nightmare. 
A card with a number is much more than a card with a number (and perhaps a 
hologram, magnetic strip, microchip…). This card with a number is the key to 
freedom of movement and the job that you want, a synonym of freedom. And the 
desire for it grows stronger as the bureaucratic process, transition, irresolution, 
legislative limbo or whatever becomes longer and more convoluted. 

If it’s true that we learn from life by living it, what can we do with what we learn in 
this case? Queue better? Be more severe, obedient, or lie to the authorities better? 
Do we learn that it’s our own fault for having desired something? Or expand our 
vocabulary with words that we don’t even know in our native language, such as 
appeal, allege, authorisation…? If so, what kind of school is this, and what method 
does it use? And what is the paper that will make us free?








