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The European Memories project aims above all to spread the passion for telling one’s story 
and the desire to explore different forms of expression, now available to everyone thanks to the
spread of digital technologies. This is without doubt the first step in a journey that can involve us
both as individuals and as part of society, as we discover that in every story, including our own, 
there is a heritage of experience and knowledge that we can share with others. 
Send your story to the digital archive www.europeanmemories.eu, 
or read the stories of others!
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Introduction 

"For sailors in want of wind memory is a point of departure"  

Eduardo Galeano, Las palabras andantes 

 

 

 

The European Memories project 

The stories presented here are the result of the “Narrating 
Europe!” Award, realized within the “European Memories” 
project1

1. the Creation of the European Memories Portal, a digital 
archive of stories by European citizens, in different digital 
languages (text, photo, audio and video format), and in 
the main European languages; 

 (www.europeanmemories.eu). 
The aim of this project is to foster development of social and 

civic competences of European citizens, by means of 
autobiographical and historical methodologies, and the use of 
web technologies. This has been realized by means of: 

2. adult education activities in writing autobiographies or 
collecting life stories, using the Digital Story Telling 
approach, for the promotion of social and civic 
competences; 

                                                           
1 European Memories is a multi-lateral project which is part of the Lifelong Learning 
Programme. Project partners include: UNIEDA, the Italian Union for Adult Education 
(coordinator), ADN – Archivio Diaristico Nazionale di Pieve Santo Stefano – Italy, VIDA - 
Associação Valorização Intergeracional e Desenvolvimento Activo - Lourosa – Portugal, 
EIC - European Information Centre - Veliko Tarnovo – Bulgaria, DPU - Danmarks 
Pædagogisk Universitetsskole, Aarhus Universitet – Denmark, FDC - Fundació Privada 
Desenvolupament Comunitari – Spain, SL - Sozial Label e.v. – Germany. 
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3. creation of products and activities of diffusion for the 
stories of European citizens, such as: 
a. the second edition of the European competition  

“Narrating Europe!”; 
b. a European Autobiography Festival, to be held in 

Pieve Santo Stefano, Tuscany, in September 20102

c. a final publication in nine European languages; 
; 

d. training activities in using autobiographical and 
historical methods, and the use of web technologies, 
as a means of development of social and civic 
competences; 

e. a data base on organisations in Europe concerned 
with memory, as an information tool that can be 
consulted by site users interested in knowing what 
memory archives and research centres exist in 
Europe, what autobiographical and biographical 
materials they hold, what activities they carry out, 
etc. (the database can be implemented directly by 
the organisations).  

 
The “Narrating Europe!” competition: the stories 
submitted, and the selection process 

 

“The European Memories project is pleased to invite all 
European citizens, men and women of every age and cultural 
origin, to participate in the second edition of the autobiographical 
contest ‘Narrating Europe!’. Through this initiative we wish to 
bring to light the thousands of experiences and faces that make 
up our Europe..”. 

This was the beginning of the announcement inviting citizens 
and inhabitants of Europe to tell their stories for the “Narrating 
Europe” award. The competition received about 400 stories 

                                                           
2 The event is included in the 26th edition of the Pieve Award, organized by the 
National Diary Archive since 1985. 
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submitted in seven different languages, including 
autobiographical and biographical writings, videos, audio 
narrations and photo narrations. 

The selection was carried out first at national level: all the 
stories were read and examined, resulting in a first-round 
selection of 34 stories. A second selection was then carried out by 
a European jury consisting of members coming from all the 
countries involved in the project. The result of this selection is the 
stories that you will be able to read in the following pages (or that 
you will be able to view on the CD-Rom, or on the website, since 
some are in video format).  

It was no easy task to make a selection from among the 
stories submitted. The award as we well know is first and 
foremost an opportunity to participate, and we can be sure that 
every story submitted is a unique and important contribution. 
And yet, a selection had to be made! Let us try then to explain 
the significance of the work done and of the entire project. 

 
 

The winners and the three thematic areas 
The three “winners” each represent content and a narrative 

technique that was deemed particularly significant with respect 
to the three thematic areas of the award (the European 
Memories Digital Archive, that will continue to accept stories 
even though the award has been concluded, is actually divided 
into the same three thematic areas). The seven “special award” 
stories were also chosen for their merits both in relation to the 
thematic content and the narrative technique. 

 
 
 

Pathways through Europe through Diversity  
The first thematic area is called “Pathways through Europe 

through diversity”. This section of the award (and of the archive) 
contains stories by European citizens on the most diverse topics: 
memories relating to various aspects of life, such as personal 
relationships, work, everyday life… but also memories related to 
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travel, customs and traditions and historical events experienced 
in the first person. 

The winning story in this thematic area, Nicht so böse, in 
particular, could be included in the category “My story within the 
history of Europe”. In this story, in fact, through the personal 
memories of a boy on a journey with his family through different 
European countries a few years after the end of World War II, the 
reader experiences what was at the base of the birth of Europe 
itself: dismay at what had happened – the infinite horror and the 
infinite devastation – along with a desire for peace and 
reconciliation born from this grief and suffering. All this transpires 
in the story through a particular personal experience, a small and 
apparently unimportant episode which however remains clearly 
impressed on the mind of the boy. 

 
 

Experiences of Belonging to Europe 
The second thematic area is “Experiences of Belonging to 

Europe”. In this section we wished to encourage the telling of 
experiences which are at the foundations of our “feeling 
European”, in continuity with the previous edition of the award 
which was dedicated to personal experiences of Europe3

Here as well, the winning story, The Story of a Life between 
Two Colours, has its roots far back in time, in Franco’s Spain. For 
some of the characters in the story, opposition against an 

. It 
seemed important to open this chapter for at least two reasons:  

- to continue to explore the “feeling of belonging to Europe” 
in its different ramifications, and to affirm that this feeling does 
not conflict with other national or cultural loyalties, but can co-
exist along with them;  

- to remind young people in particular that Europe is the fruit 
of past struggles and achievements and that it was born from a 
dream of peace and co-existence (even though today it may seem 
dull, and even rusty in its bureaucratic apparatus). 

                                                           
3 The project, called “Narrating Europe”, has already seen the realization of the 
first edition of the “Narrating Europe” award.  
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oppressive regime and the search for democracy, already means 
“feeling European” – looking to Europe with hope. But life does 
not go according to plan: two people of opposing political 
passions fall in love and, despite their radical political differences, 
start a family (it is their daughter who tells the story). This too is 
perhaps a symbol and metaphor for a Europe seeking to be 
“united in diversity”.  

 
Another Europe is Possible, Work in Progress 
The third thematic area is called “Another Europe is possible, 

work in progress” and includes stories of social commitment in 
Europe. Here as well our reasons for launching this thematic area 
are diverse:  

- to focus on the importance of a Europe made up of people, 
democracy and rights, rather 
than a Europe that gives priority 
to economic issues;  

- to focus attention on the 
thousands of stories of “grass-
roots action” which often 
remain unknown, and in doing 
so we aimed to nurture the 
conviction of European citizens 
that it is possible to work 
together to bring about change, 
that acting together is possible 
and necessary, and that all this 
gives us a greater sense of our social and individual life; 

- to support shared knowledge and experience among those 
who work for social change in different countries and in different 
spheres.  

The winning story in this section is a very evocative video, 
which tells the story of a community – a village in Bulgaria – 
which cooperates to bring electric light to the village. This story 
reminds us that many of the achievements (not only material, but 
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also related to rights) we enjoy today are the fruit of shared 
efforts by previous generations, and the story thus encourages us 
to recover a sense of sociality and shared action with a view to 
achieving a common good.  

Another story among the special award winners which falls 
within this thematic area is the video Globall Fortress, deemed by 
the jury members as being particularly significant because of the 
theme it deals with: the issue of immigration and the possibility 
of creating activities for integration and intercultural dialogue 
between migrants and 
the local population. 
This, then, is a story of 
the present day which 
shows that the 
narrative is important 
as a snapshot not only 
of the past but of 
contemporary times 
as well.  

 
But we do not wish to describe all the stories here; you will 

find the motivations for which they were chosen as award-
winners below. Instead, we should like to conclude this 
introduction by devoting a few words to explaining why it is 
important that European inhabitants, of every age, culture and 
social condition conserve and share their memories.  
 

The reasons behind the European Memories Project 

The story as a form of knowledge  
First of all, we believe that the story in itself is a means of 

entering into our recent history, through the power and vividness 
of the stories of people who have experienced such events. This 
comes about in different ways. 
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Through the stories, in fact, we can learn about many 
aspects of reality, which are rarely given space in the mass 
media or other information channels; for example, the story 1991 
tells us how, along with the many achievements brought about 
by the re-unification of East and West Germany, great hardship – 
in terms of lost jobs – was also caused by the closing of factories and 
universities – perhaps the side effects of a Europe that has become 
too market-oriented. Finding a Language, on the other hand, takes us 
back to the experience of children who after World War II were sent 
by their families to stay with families in other countries, far from the 
places where the war had brought hardship and destruction. Perhaps 
it was then that the children learned to live with two cultures.  

However, it is not a question only of what we know but also of 
how we know. Telling one’s story, in fact, makes it possible to 
experience history in a direct, emotional and involving way. This way 
of learning  must of course always be accompanied by more organized 
and “objective” knowledge, but stories can create doors that invite us 
to enter spheres of contemporary and historical realities in a more 
involving way.  

 
 
 

Can we learn from experience?  
Another crucial question is: Can we learn from the past? We 

now know that this by no means happens “automatically”. After 
World War II, it was said that it must never be forgotten so as to 
avoid its ever happening again. But even afterwards, other wars 
and other genocides have bloodied Europe, and there is no lack 
of European responsibility in many other scenes of horror in 
other areas of the world. 

We do not have the answer to this, but we do believe that as 
long as our memories can become an opportunity for true 
knowledge and transformation, we must create occasions for 
encounter, study and reflection on the memories we have of the 
past. Memory and the practice of storytelling can thus – when 
properly promoted – offer opportunities for learning and can be a 
means of developing individual and collective consciousness.  
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Learning to appreciate diversity 
One very important aspect of the educational role that telling 

one’s story can play today is that it can definitely contribute to 
knowledge of the different worlds and the diverse cultures that 
make up present-day European society (and the world as well). 
The culture of xenophobia, fear and racism is fueled by the lack of 
knowledge of the other, simplification, prejudice and 
stereotyping. Encountering the “other” and learning about his 
world in a direct way is the best way to bring down this edifice of 
prejudice, especially in a time when identity is becoming 
increasingly fluid, hybrid, in flux. 

 
 
 

The pleasures of story-telling and participation 
The European Memories project thus aims above all to 

contribute to spreading the passion for telling one’s story and the 
desire to explore different forms of expression, now available to 
everyone thanks to the spread of digital technologies. This is 
without doubt the first step in a journey that can involve us both 
as individuals and as part of society, as we discover that in every 
story, including our own, there is a heritage of experience and 
knowledge that we can share with others.  

 
 
 

 
The instruments created by the project  
Over a period of two years, the project has realized many 

activities and instruments which can continue even after the 
“official” end of the project. These include: 

- the Digital European Memories Archive, where those who wish 
can continue to upload stories in different formats; autobiographical 
and biographical writings, videos, photo narrations, etc.;  
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- the creation and reinforcement, in different partner countries, of 
permanent narration activities and – in some cases – of groups of 
“story activists” – people who collect, and “accompany the stories in 
the world”, by organising encounters and communication initiatives 
through the web; 

- the creation on the portal of a section related to narrative 
methodologies, as well as a data base on organisations in Europe 
concerned with memory.  

But above all, the project will continue, and become increasingly 
effective in promoting personal storytelling as a form of participation 
if it arouses the interest of European citizens who wish to leave a trace 
of themselves and thus make a contribution to the body of common 
knowledge about the European ethos and its history.  

 

 (The project coordinators)  

 

Barcelona, Meeting of the project European Memories Meeting; work group 
with the Theatre of Experience, by Eva Bittner e Johanna Kaiser;  photo by 
Andrea Ciantar. 
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Photo by Giulio Di Meo, taken from “Casa Luzzi vive”, by Giulio Di Meo and 
Floriana Pagano;  the story is available on the European Memories digital 
archive, www.europeanmemories.eu. 
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Competition Winners 

 
Nicht so böse 
(narration; selected for the theme Pathways through Europe) 

 
The Darkness Was Gone 
(videonarration; selected for the theme Another Europe is 
Possible) 

 
The Story of a Life Between two Colours 
(narration; selected for the theme Experiences of feeling part 
of Europe) 
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Taken from the reportage of the Telling Europe project meeting, held in 
Barcelona in 2008, by Antonio Tiso and Ilenia Piccioni. 
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NICHT SO BÖSE 
(autobiographical narration) 

Leif Dræby, Denmark  

 

The wheels clattered as they rolled over the cobblestones. 
The warm evening air flowed in through the rolled-down 
window and the street was sparingly lit by droopy street lamps. 
One could still make out the dark bomb sites along the 
roadside. We were on our way to Hamburg. It was 1953. I was 
twelve and showing signs of puberty with pimples and a voice 
that was changing.  

There were four of us in the car; my father, my mother, my 
big sister and me. We had been on a journey through Europe – 
down through Germany, over the Brenner Pass, around Lake 
Garda, up along Lake Como, over the Saint Gotthard Pass and 
once more through Germany to then get back home, to 
Copenhagen. 

Germany had been at war. Now, eight years after the end 
of the war, everything had been neatly tidied up: roads had 
been re-established, at least in the towns, but the houses were 
still bombed-out ruins. Scorched walls, half-broken-down 
walls, houses without roofs, houses where walls were missing. 
Gaping holes, where there once had been windows. Trees and 
bushes, which pushed their way up through the ruins and gave 
everything an optimistic morale: you can destroy a town but a 
tree will always find a way to still grow. 
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One evening my sister and I went for a walk in Kassel. 
Dark ruins flanked the roads. In the evening twilight, they 
seemed threatening and unsettling. Amongst some of the ruins 
there were curtains hanging on windows. We did not know if 
there was also glass, but the curtains showed that people lived 
there. Perhaps most of a roof had been destroyed, along with a 
wall or two, but the human instinct for survival and great 
resilience was something even I could feel. 

Germany was in major roadworks. The towns were 
passable, but beyond them, there was digging, tarring, bridges 
being built, endless diversions, kilometres of roads that were 
only passable in one direction, bumpy lanes, stones, dust and 
noisy machines. Today I know that we experienced the 
Wirtschaftwunder, Marshall help and American dollars. I saw 
then a population sweating to rebuild a land they themselves 
had caused to lay in ruins. “Are the Germans evil?” I asked my 
mother, and thought about everything I had heard of the Nazi 
horror. “Some were,” she answered. “I suppose most of them 
were not. But the good ones let the evil ones be evil”. She 
pointed to the ruins, “And they all paid the price”.  

Italy was warm, dirty and poor. That did not stop us from 
enjoying the sun, the lakes, and refreshing watermelons. 
Switzerland was beautiful, rich and expensive. The mountains 
were impressive; hairpin bends were fascinating, and a 
snowball fight in short trousers was fantastic. And so we went 
around Bodensee and once more out on the endless German 
highways, through small romantic medieval towns which 
hadn’t been worth bombing and huge industrial cities which 
looked as though they had been hit by an iron fist. 

Now we were entering Hamburg. It was late evening. We 
had been travelling since Würzburg, had been out on an hour-
long detour to Fulda, had tried to find a place to stay overnight 
in Soltau but found that everything was booked, had since then 
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been to every guesthouse passed along the way, with the same 
disappointing outcome. Suddenly we were on the highway 
from Bremen towards Hamburg. We thought that in Hamburg 
it would be possible to find a bed.  

We were tired, disappointed and not in a very fine mood. 
My sister sat on the back seat and slept with her head on my 
mother’s shoulder. I sat next to my father and helped him look 
for signs which read Hotel or Gasthof or just Zimmer frei.   

The atmosphere in the car was depressing and I was feeling 
even lower. I still remember today that I was angry. Pissed-off. 
Perhaps because we were now reaching the end of our journey 
after three intense weeks on the highways of Europe, perhaps 
because I had received too many impressions which had not 
been digested, too much strange food which had been difficult 
to digest, too many beds which had been difficult to sleep in, 
surrounded by languages which I only understood a little of; 
and because maybe we were four people, each within our own 
private zone, who for three weeks, had been packed together in 
a DKW with various baggage. At any rate, whatever the 
reasons were, I was psychologically exhausted.  

So I sat, wrapped up in pathetically pubescent Weltschmertz 
when my father suddenly exclaimed, “We have a flat!”  

He stopped the car on the side of the road, climbed out 
and had a look at the car from the front. Then he climbed into 
the car again and addressed those in the back, “It’s the right 
front tire. I could feel it pulling. You two remain seated. Leif 
and I will take care of this”. As I climbed out of the car, I felt 
the warm evening breeze embrace me. Not that it cheered me 
up. I wanted to go to bed and sleep, not sit on a boring road in 
Hamburg and change a tire. It was then that I saw him. He 
stood about a metre in on the pavement and looked at us 
curiously. He stood on one leg, supporting himself with two 
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crutches. He was one of Germany’s countless one-legged men. 
I had seen them everywhere. They limped on their one leg with 
an amazing agility. The empty trouser leg was always neatly 
folded up and fastened at the belt.  

I gave him a suspicious look. A former German soldier 
standing on his one leg, staring at us. Who did he think he was? 

My father lifted the lid to the compartment where the spare 
tire and tools were kept. He took the jack out. I went around 
to him and began to lift the spare tire. It was filthy and I could 
feel the dirt stick to my fingers. Ugh! 

My father jacked the car up. I rolled the spare tire over to 
him. Our German observer stood without moving and looked 
on silently with interest. Then I discovered that I had oil on my 
hands. “Shit!” I exclaimed. “Speak properly,” said my father. 
“Ugh!” I said. I heard a thumping on the pavement as the 
German took a step forward. “Nicht so böse,” he said. His 
voice was gentle and friendly. I knew what it meant. Don’t be 
so angry. I glared at him indignantly. How could such a cripple 
Nazi soldier permit himself to comment on my mood? 

I demonstratively turned my back on him and assisted my 
father with the tire. Then I rolled the punctured tire back to 
where the spare tire had been. My father lowered the car and 
put the jack back in its place. He then went to the front door, 
nodded to the German in a friendly manner and got into the 
car.  

I gloweringly went to my door and got in. Before slamming 
the door I could not avoid seeing his face. He smiled in a 
friendly way. In the glow of the streetlight I saw a worn and 
weather-beaten face, but with very kind eyes. I did not know 
what those eyes had seen through the years. But I suddenly 
realised that he had been at war, maybe had lost his home, 
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maybe his family – at any rate, he had lost his leg. In spite of 
this there was only kindness in his eyes when he gently 
repeated, “Nicht so böse”. 

My father started the car, we swung out from the pavement 
and we left the man with the one leg in the light of the 
streetlamp.  

How could he repay my insults with kindness? Even now, 
fifty-five years later, I remember the feeling that overtook me: 
Shame. 

 

Jury motivation 

The story presented here, and chosen by the jury as one of 
the three award winners, takes us back to the memory of World 
War II in a vivid and direct way. The narrator evokes a trip made 
with his family by car along the roads of a Europe that has just 
recently come out of the war. We thus have a picture of men and 
women who, remarkably and with energy and patience, have 
rolled up their sleeves to begin the task of reconstruction amidst 
the rubble. 

The main scene of the story occurs one evening in which the 
family – exhausted and towards the end of their fatiguing journey 
– must stop to repair a punctured tyre. The boy, who is now the 
writer of this story, will not forget something that happened on 
that occasion.  

A German ex-soldier, with one leg missing, observes them 
from the side of the road. The boy cannot help but feel hatred 
and mistrust for this man, whose face and body bear the signs of 
his ordeal but whose eyes exude human feeling. “Nicht so bőse”, 
“Don’t get upset, don’t worry”, the man says to the boy who is 
annoyed because of his tiredness and the setback that has just 
occurred.  
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The boy then feels shame for his contemptuous behaviour 
towards the man. And the incredible thing is that even after such 
a long period of time this apparently small and unimportant 
event still resounds in the memory of the narrator.  

This story is, in our view, an example of how the small story 
which permits us to enter deeply into the intimate feelings of an 
individual can take us into the broader historical sphere of which 
the personal story is a fragment. Through this story we seem in   
fact to touch, see, and almost smell the reality of a Europe 
emerging from the war. 

But some stories, like some photographs, not only depict 
something which happened in a certain place at a certain time, 
but also fix an image – a scene that seems to go beyond time and 
space – to give it metaphorical and symbolic meaning. Such 
stories are fragments of history which, for some strange reason, 
happen to depict fundamental aspects of the whole of history of 
which they are a part.  

This story, thus, has certainly been chosen because it touches 
a historical period which is at the base of the birth of Europe and 
because of the author’s narrative talent. But the reason is also 
perhaps linked to that final image, to that sense of shame never 
again forgotten. 

The feeling of shame which pervades the boy, in fact, in some 
way tells us something – it has resonance for us as well – now. It 
reminds us perhaps that a society which vowed not to repeat the 
errors of the past was built on the immense grief and suffering of 
men and women.  

Do we remember this lesson well enough today? Can we fulfil 
the vow once taken in the past by our fathers and mothers? A 
Europe of democracy and peaceful co-existence is a difficult goal 
and its achievement requires continuous efforts in the midst of 
present-day complexities. But this goal must constantly remain 
on our horizon of meaning and little stories like this one will help 
us not to forget it.  
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General information on the story 

 
Nicht so böse 

Thematic area: Pathways through Europe 
(through its diversity) 

Time of the narrated events:  
 

1953 

Geographical places where the 
events narrated took place: 

Hamburg, Germany 

Time the work was produced:  
 

2009 

Read or download this story and others from the digital archive: 
http://www.europeanmemories.eu/eng/Stories 

 

 

Other information on the context 
On a tour round Europe in 1953 
“The wheels clattered as they rolled over the cobbles. The 

warm evening air flowed in through the rolled down window and 
the street was sparingly light by droopy street lamps. One could 
still make out the dark bomb sites along the roadsides. We were 
on our way to Hamburg. It was 1953. I was twelve and showing 
signs of puberty with pimples and a voice that was changing”.   

In the years following the Second World War, when Denmark 
was occupied by Germany, a desire to travel and see other 
countries and cultures – primarily within the borders of Europe – 
slowly started to grow.  

It was a desire that had long been impossible to fulfil due to 
the many years of war, occupation, demarcations and poverty.  

http://www.europeanmemories.eu/eng/Stories�
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Yet, it became increasingly popular to set out on a ‘Grand Tour’ at 
the end of the 1950s when Denmark was once again getting back 
on its feet after the lean post-war years. Car, motorbikes or 
bicycles were got ready, the new  gear for camping was packed 
and off we went!  

This is a story about a journey in the early 50s, a motor car 
journey through Italy, Switzerland and, not least, an 
impoverished and scarred West Germany, with endless tailbacks, 
Umleitung, construction sites, cranes and ruins –  a country in 
reconstruction. 

Denmark is a small country and borders in the south on the 
big Germany. This has affected Danish policy for generations and 
Danish culture has – and more particularly has had – close 
relations with its neighbour, as can be seen even in the 
characteristics of the Danish Royal Family and Palace. Admittedly, 
in continuation of the notion (or ideology) of the national state, 
shared roots and interests were marked, and – first and foremost 
– so was the demarcation between very different mentalities, 
prehistory and languages.  

After the world war and the end of the occupation, the 
common national attitude to the German people generally was 
that they were the ‘enemy’ with whom one would keep formally 
polite and distant relations. Yet, they were also simply human 
beings like you and me – and this attitude prevailed well into the 
60s.  

The following dialogue between mother and child in Dræby’s 
story accurately depicts the Danish attitude to the Germans in 
the first years after the war: 

“Are the Germans evil?” I asked my mother, and thought of 
everything I had heard about the Nazi horror.  “Some were”, she 
replied. “I suppose most of them were not. But the good ones let 
the evil ones be evil. She pointed to the ruins, “And they all paid 
the price”.  
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THE DARKNESS WAS GONE  
 (video-narration) 

Nikolay Tsonev, Bulgaria 

See the video on the Project CD-Rom, or on the European 
Memories digital archive:  
http://www.europeanmemories.eu/Stories/Videonarrations 
 
 

My name is Nikola Dzhambazov. I was born in 
Razpopovtsi. Now I live in Veliko Tarnovo but I have close 

ties with the quarter as my 
birthplace. 
After graduating from high 
school I immediately went 
to Konstantin as a regular 
teacher.  
After finishing the school 
year they made me clerk in 
the village. One afternoon 
while we were coming back 
home from work an 
amateur photographer took 
a picture of us on the bridge 
with which he documented 
the laying of the electrical 
system. In the photo you 

can see – the two boys who laid the electrical wires, me, Stefan 
Zahariev, Nikifor Popov and Hristo Koev. 

After the Second World War the situation was very serious.  

http://www.europeanmemories.eu/Stories/Videonarrations�
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The war had caused a lot of hardship for the Bulgarian 
population - including the village of Razpopovtsi. There were 
gas lamps, there was no light and therefore on the initiative of 
the leading people in the community preparation for the laying 
of the electrical system began. In order to do this we had to 
collect copper vessels and bring them to the factory. There, 
copper wire was manufactured from them which we received 
to put in the houses. Enthusiasm was very high, all the vessels 
were collected and delivered to the factory, after that we 
received the necessary wires that were to be put in the homes. 
The amount of wire available was small and that’s why we were 
forced to lay only two bulbs and two contacts in every house. 
There were two young men from the Electrification, who 
began to put the wire in the houses.   

 
These young people had to work in every house, the 

people fed them and put them up for the night and thus after 
some time the entire neighbourhood was electrified. 
Enthusiasm was very high – the reason was that for the first 
time the gas lamp was to be replaced by the light bulb. The 
date on which the electricity was turned on was established – it 
was at the beginning of the year. All the people attended the 
ceremony in the community centre. In every house the bulbs 
were left on. The greatest excitement was when in the entire 
neighbourhood the lights were switched on and for the first 
time the entire quarter was illuminated. The gas lamp was gone 
and the darkness was gone too. 
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Jury motivation 

The video narrative is based on a photograph from the 
personal archive of a man who as a young civil servant was 
charged with the task of organizing the electrification of his 
village a few years after the end of World War II. This is an 
emotional story that illustrates how the individual and the 
community are connected in a joint effort to replace the dim 
glow of the gas lamp with the bright light of the electric bulb in a 
small Bulgarian mountain village. The merits of the video 
narrative can be seen from several different viewpoints and on 
various levels.  

Firstly, the story is historical evidence of a breakthrough 
event in the customs and technology of the Bulgarian village: the 
advent of electrical power, which greatly changed the life of the 
people. Often, the younger generations do not realize the 
importance of such innovations. Life in the contemporary world is 
directly connected with the use of electricity. Thus the need to 
produce energy is one of the fundamental engines driving the 
economies of the so-called “developed” countries.  

We think that being reminded of this – the value of such 
technological supports to everyday life – is important, especially 
nowadays, when global warming requires the development of 
alternative ways of producing energy. Thus, it is important to 
keep past experiences in mind in order to find a new balance 
between human needs and the need to avoid disturbing the 
natural environment of which we are a part. 

Secondly, the story traces the way in which the people in the 
village community unite their efforts and work together in order 
to make a great technological change a reality.  

This is a very important message to today’s citizens in a 
united Europe confirming the merits of working together towards 
a common goal. It reminds us that many of the achievements of 
modern civilization which we take for granted are the result of 
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the common efforts of men and women, who worked together to 
improve the environment we live in today. 

Last but not least, it is important to note that the story is told 
by a young man who devotes his artistic talent to creating an 
exciting and memorable story, thus passing on a heritage of 
knowledge preserved in the memory of community elders.  In this 
sense, this video narrative is a good example of inter-
generational relations and dialogue in Europe. 

General information on the story 

 
The Darkness Was Gone 

Thematic area: Another Europe is Possible - 
Stories of Social Change and 
Commitment 
 

Time of the narrated events:  
 

1949 

Geographical places where the 
events narrated took place: 

Bulgaria, Razpopovtsi, district 
Elena  
 

Time the work was produced:  
 

2009 

Read or download this story and others from the digital archive: 
http://www.europeanmemories.eu/eng/Stories 

 
 
 
 
 
 

http://www.europeanmemories.eu/eng/Stories�
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Other information on the context 
The electrification of a country is the foundation on which its 

material and spiritual culture is developed. Electrification of the 
settlements in Bulgaria played an important part in the 
construction of modern statehood immediately after the 
liberation of Bulgaria from Ottoman rule in 1878. The 
Europeanization of the cities – reflected in the architecture of 
public buildings and buildings – went hand in hand with technical 
progress, which changed the lifestyle of the people and their 
everyday lives.  

By the 1930s, the electric light was enjoyed mainly by the 
inhabitants of cities.  

The villages, where nearly 85% of the Bulgarian population 
lived at the time, remained without electricity for decades. 
According to the statistical yearbooks of the League of Nations 
(UN) for 1937-1940, and of the Kingdom of Bulgaria in 1939 on 
indicators for the development of material culture of European 
countries, Bulgaria was ranked last but one.  

The slow pace of electrification affected its overall decline on 
the socio-economic plane by the middle of the last century. After 
World War II, Bulgaria started to build socialism of the Soviet type 
in an entirely new political and economic way. Transformations in 
the economy were connected with forced industrialization and 
cooperative farming of the land. This was a way that differed 
from the changes going on at that time in Western Europe,  
leading to the separation of the country from European markets. 
Electrification was brought in as a priority of the Bulgarian 
economy.  

Enormous resources were allocated to the modernization 
project. For several decades the entire working population of 
Bulgaria – young and old – were included in the construction of 
the country’s economic base, a developed modern agricultural 
sector and new social conquests.  
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Exchanging the paraffin lamp with the light bulb became a 
symbol of revolutionary changes in the life of Bulgarian peasants.  
This is the context of this autobiographical narrative which 
describes the emotions of the entire community when in 1949 
electricity was brought to the small mountain village of 
Razpopovtsi, which today is a quarter in the city of Elena. 

The organisation of the work was entrusted to a young clerk 
in the municipality - Nikola Dzhambazov. After electric light was 
brought to the village, he went on to continue his education at 
the University of Burgas. Then he worked as a teacher in Veliko 
Tarnovo for many years. Many of his students still go to see him 
and talk about him with great affection.  

 
And his grandson Nikolay motivates his vision for the video 

narrative in the following way: "And somehow the comparison 
came of itself: between the electricity that has come to the 
village and the light that my grandfather inspired in the hearts of 
his students”.  
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THE STORY OF A LIFE BETWEEN TWO COLOURS 
(autobiographical narration) 

José Prieto, Spain 

Josep is disappointed; the situation is not what he expected or 
wanted. He feels divided. He is going through a controversial 
interior debate about socio-political and family issues.  

His family demands his attention. 
Josep, together with Carme, the eldest 
daughter, are the heart and soul of the 
Sunday gatherings in the mountain. He 
plays the guitar and Carme dances while 
Josep’s wife looks after the other two 
children. In his circle of friends some 
write poetry, some write plays...others 
play the guitar.  Josep learned to play it 
by ear.  
They are men who are fighting from 
their villages to improve the situation of 

this land which looks more towards Europe than towards Spain. 
They all form part of a group for which they can’t find the 
appropriate name.  

It is the birth of what would later be known as the Esquerra 
Republicana de Catalunya (Republican Left of Catalonia) (ERC).  

Josep writes articles in the new newspaper “Humanitat” as well 
as plays. Some are shown in the Teatre Espanyol in Barcelona. But...is 
he listed in the society of authors? He will look after that later; at 
the moment it doesn’t worry him. But it’s a shame there won’t be a 
“later”.  
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Meanwhile what is known as the “Statute of Núria” begins to 
stir. Josep had contributed to it and had participated in its 
preparation. 

The left-wingers hoped to transform a reality that was still 
taboo.  

Group frustration can be felt. The application of an unpopular 
policy stirs up the opposition.  

Of Josep’s three brothers, Paco goes to Mexico. Some time 
later they lose contact with him and presume he has died. The 
other brother, Ramon, leaves for Roussillon with the idea of 
travelling further. He has a son there, who, years later, would return 
to Catalonia to form part of Catalan, and then Spanish, political life. 

Josep’s desires are set on Europe but he does not want to leave; 
the struggle has to take place from within. My grandfather did not 
have time to do anything else. The Spanish Civil War had just 
broken out.  

At nightfall one evening, Josep (my grandfather) and my 
mother’s partner (of the time), are shot dead as they leave a 
clandestine meeting.  

All the houses are raided for any document against the ruling 
regime of the time. It becomes dangerous to keep newspapers, 
articles, plays, or various other pieces of writing. Josep’s wife is very 
scared and decides to destroy everything he had written.  

My grandmother burns everything and flees with her children 
to Girona to stay in the family home of her husband.  

She does not receive a warm welcome in my grandfather’s 
house. They reproach her for destroying all his work. So she 
returns to Barcelona but, where will they sleep? They can’t go back 
to the apartment they used to live in; some soldiers have set up 
camp on that floor and it is dangerous. My grandmother falls to 
pieces; she has no strength left and it is Carme (my mother) who 
looks after the family.  

The opportunity arises to work in an armaments factory but 
despite the hunger they are suffering, she refuses the job. They 
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withstand long queues to get a bit of carob gruel. They try, and 
manage, to survive in hideouts, between bombs, hunger and terror.  

On April 1, 1939, the war comes to an end.  
The consequences left by the civil war will have an impact, to a 

great extent, on Spain’s later history particularly due to the 
exceptionally dramatic destruction of the artistic and cultural heritage 
and of the economic structure.  

My mother begins to work as a dressmaker. Bit by bit the family 
moves into their former apartment and the tranquillity that seemed 
to be arriving is interrupted by a simple tram journey when my 
mother meets the man who would become my father.  

“Love” bowls them over. It is 
like wind, like silence; all they want is 
the eyes of the other to caress them, 
sending tickling sensations all over 
the body. My father accompanies 
her to her job; he waits for her and 
they go back together to the door of 
my mother’s house.  
At some stage the fairy tale takes a 
twist.  

My father confesses that he 
fought in Franco’s army and my mother’s world collapses. It can’t go 
on!!! He represents everything that destroyed her father and his life 
ideals.  

The inner struggle begins. A combination of feelings which 
make it difficult to define love in one consistent way.  

Although my mother denies it to herself, the love between them 
grows in the form of survival and an emotional bond is established. 
Trust is born in the couple; as well as comprehension and happiness 
at the thought of being together.  

My parents decide to go ahead with their agreement and they 
divide it into two parts: one for the short term, to acknowledge that 
they love each other; and one for the long term, the determination to 
keep this love.  
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This stage lasts 10 years. 
Finally they get engaged before the church and by themselves. They 
leave their political and religious ideologies to one side and they 
commit to mutual respect towards each other.  

The rest of the family do not hold their love in the same regard 
and, apart from her mother, brother and sister, the rest of the family 
turn their backs on her; they cannot accept that she is marrying a 
“nationalist”.  

A little girl is born and when it is time 
for her to go to school I experience the 
first and last fight between my parents.  

It seems my father has forgotten 
about the agreement and he wants the 
girl to go to a school run by nuns, and 
my mother says “over my dead body”.  

I do all my education in a public 
school. The years go by and the girl 
grows up between a father who goes to 
“mass” every Sunday and a mother who 

goes to the park with the girl or stays at home and teaches her how 
to cook.  

When the summer holidays arrive 
every year we go to my father’s town, 
“Caldesiños” (a tiny village in the 
mountains of Galicia). The uncles, 
aunts and cousins love us; the colour 
of ideology is left to the side; here 
there is love without prejudice, and I 
learn to love that village and its people. 
It is completely different to the city; I 
play among lambs, cows, donkeys, 
hens and rabbits. They are good 
people and as I grow older I don’t understand how they could have 
been supporters of Franco.  
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It is obvious that I have grown up with my mother’s ideology 
and that I think like my grandfather; that we have to look towards 
Europe and not towards “Spain” even if I take a small digression by 
visiting my father’s town. 

As I get older the conversations between my father and I are 
becoming more and more harsh because I don’t want him to think 
that Franco did any good, and he proudly tells me one day that he 
has a letter from Franco, because when he was buying the 
apartment where we live he had to ask him for help. My response 
to his pride at having such letter is to say to him “when you die I’ll 
burn the letter”. Years later I did.  

My adolescence was during May 1968 when I was one of the 
many activists who wanted to change the world; and I believed it. 
My father never knew anything about it, or at least I don’t think he 
knew about all the riots I was involved in and my going to and fro 
with packets of “pamphlets” to hand out. 

I was rebellious and a real protestor. I laughed at everything 
that had a political edge, which made my father as sad as the day 
Franco died. That day my mother had had a bottle of champagne 
in the fridge for days and when Arias Navarro said “Franco is dead” 
on the television we opened the bottle and made a toast, convinced 
that it was the beginning of a new phase.  

Many years later I realised that we shouldn’t have displayed 
those bursts of happiness in front of my father because it made 
him suffer. All we were doing was showing huge disrespect towards 
him. It has taken many years for me to realise that being a right-
winger doesn’t necessarily mean being a fascist.  

My father was a great person. I always knew that I loved him 
and I told him as often as I could. He became a doting grandfather 
and was very loved by everyone around him, but it took him dying 
for me to realise how much he meant to me.  

He taught me how important it is to respect others and, 
especially, that people come before ideas. I grew up between two 
completely conflicting colours but this did not stop me from 
having a childhood in a happy family atmosphere. 
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We have to continue fighting for the progress of a nation that 
looks towards Europe for a unified identity and social 
improvement.  

 
 

Jury motivation 

We find ourselves in Franco’s Spain. A man and a woman 
love each other and want to have a family together. But this 
project wavers when the woman, of a communist family whose 
father has been killed by Franco’s soldiers, discovers that the 
man she loves belongs, along with his family, to precisely the 
opposite faction – her own family’s most hated enemies. But 
their love is stronger than hate, and their plans for their future 
life together are destined to go forward. 

It is the daughter born of this union who tells the story of 
her parents. The story strikes us with all the power of the vivid 
metaphor which it unconsciously embodies. Europe, we often 
forget, arose from the ashes of World War II, was born from the 
darkness of totalitarian regimes, both red and black. Thus, this 
little story, the micro-history of a family, seems to represent 
what has essentially been the history of Europe itself.  

The deep wound, which divided peoples and countries and 
left death in its wake, gave rise to a tremendous desire for peace 
and democracy. But the story’s worth does not lie simply in its 
value as remembrance and testimony of the past, but also as a 
way of looking at the present. Division, both within Europe and 
between Europe and the rest of the world, still runs deep – 
division of an economic and political nature, division among 
cultures and between men and women. To this day, it has not 
been possible to annihilate conflict. All we can do is understand 
its causes and hearken to the need to create a more just world – 
a need which lies at the base of every conflict. 
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General information on the story 

 
The Story of a Life Between Two Colours 

Thematic area: Experiences of Belonging to 
Europe - My story within the 
History of Europe  

Time of the narrated events: 
 

1970-1980 

Geographical places where the 
events narrated took place: 

Spain 

Time the work was produced: 
 

2008 

Read or download this story and others from the digital archive: 

“The Spanish State” (Estado Español) was the formal name of 

http://www.europeanmemories.eu/eng/Stories 

 

Other information on the context  

Spain from 1939 to 1947 under the authoritarian dictatorship of 
Francisco Franco. In 1947, Spain was reconstituted as a kingdom, 
which changed the Spanish State into the Kingdom of Spain 
(Reino de España). The régime emerged from the victory in the 
Spanish Civil War of the rebel Nacionales coalition led by General 
Franco. Besides the internal support, Franco's rebellion had been 
backed from abroad by  Fascist Italy  and Nazi  Germany,  while  
the Second Spanish  Republic  was  increasingly  backed by  the 
communist Soviet Union. The subsequent régime, implemented 
by the victorious Franco, is referred to as Francoist Spain. After 
winning the Spanish Civil War, the Nacionales had established a 
single party authoritarian state under the undisputed leadership 
of Franco.   

http://www.europeanmemories.eu/eng/Stories�
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Spain�
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Authoritarian�
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Dictatorship�
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Francisco_Franco�
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Spanish_Civil_War�
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Fascist_Italy�
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Nazi_Germany�
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Second_Spanish_Republic�
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Soviet_Union�
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Single-party_state�
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World War II started shortly afterwards, and though Spain 
was officially neutral, it did send a special Division of troops to 
Russia to aid the Germans, and its pro-Axis stance led to it being 
isolated after the collapse of the Axis powers. This changed with 
the new Cold War scenario, on the face of which Franco's strong 
anti-Communism naturally tilted its régime to ally with the United 
States. The Spanish State was declared a monarchy in 1947, but 
no king was designated; Franco reserved for himself the right to 
name the person to be king, and deliberately delayed the 
selection due to political considerations. The selection finally 
came in 1969, with the designation of Juan Carlos de Borbón as 
Franco's official successor. With the death of Franco on 20 
November 1975, Juan Carlos became the absolute King of Spain. 
He immediately began transitioning to democracy, ending with 
Spain becoming a constitutional monarchy articulated by a 
parliamentary democracy“. (from Wikipedia). 

 During Franco's regime, freedom of expression and the right 
to claim justice were abolished. Justice was very arbitrary and 
many people were sentenced to death and killed without proper 
procedures. Torture was common practice.  

Nonetheless, the anti-Franco movement existed and was at 
times quite. People organized in an attempt to end the regime, 
through social associations, trade-Unions and spontaneous 
organisations. Over the decades, the country divided in two 
factions: those in favour and those against the regime. 
Nowadays, this fracture remains in the memory of the population 
and the tensions have not totally disappeared. They are still alive 
and the memories are still taboo. Efforts are made nevertheless 
to remember this hard time in Spanish history, but the way is not 
always smooth. 

 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Cold_War�
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Communism�
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/United_States�
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/United_States�
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/United_States�
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Juan_Carlos_I_of_Spain�
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Absolute_monarchy�
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/King_of_Spain�
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Spanish_transition_to_democracy�
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Constitutional_monarchy�
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Parliamentary_democracy�
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FinisTransilvaniae 
(autobiographical narration) 
 
1991 – Things Happened I never Thought  
Possible 
(autobiographical narration) 
 
Journey into Memories 
(photo-narration) 
 

 

 

 



 

42 

 

  
 

 
Taken from “Percorsi di Memoria”, by Maria Zamboni; photo by Luigi Burroni. 
The work is available on the European Memories digital archive, 
www.europeanmemories.eu. 
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FINIS TRANSILVANIAE 
(autobiographical narration) 

Eva Mairovitz,Italia-Romania 

The Country. The Fatherland 
 

We were born and raised in a spacious white house in the 
middle of a large garden which belonged to our father; in front 
of it there was another house, larger still, that was grandfather’s 
and then some smaller buildings such as the stable, the 
washhouse… The village, called Maria-Radna, is located in the 
valley of the Maros river surrounded by low-lying hills 
belonging to the Transylvanian Alps chain, all within the 
territory called Transylvania, the biggest region of the Central 
European country of Austria-Hungary, for centuries the great 
empire of the Hapsburgs.  

Transylvania was a land rich in grain, corn, orchards and 
vineyards. All the cities in Hungary were well connected by rail. 
The streets were wide and clean, though not yet paved. At the 
time, there was peace and the country was well-governed and 
orderly. Or at least so it seemed. About a century ago the 
official language of those areas was the German of the 
Austrians, but after some time the Hungarians managed to 
introduce their own Hungarian language. At a certain point, at 
the time of my great-grandparents and grandparents, in order 
to avoid obeying the central government the Hungarians had 
introduced Latin in the government offices rather than give in 
to the imposition of the German language, so that my 
grandmother still remembered her Latin.  
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Different groups of people speaking different languages 
lived in Hungary: farmers but also businesspeople in the cities. 
Hungary was a Catholic country, while the peasants of 
Transylvania were Orthodox. In the small towns there lived 
groups of Saxons and Swabians as well who were Evangelicals 
and were sent to us centuries ago by the Empress Maria Teresa 
in order to bring their culture to us. For the most part they 
kept to themselves, but they studied with us Hungarians in the 
state schools. There were also some Jews. As far as we were 
concerned, however, religion was never discussed at home.  

In Transylvania you can still see evidence of the long 
Turkish occupation: ruins of fortresses on hilltops, the use of 
little wooden stalls called BAZAARs, open for the most part in 
the markets of festivals and displaying useful and attractive 
objects of every kind. Certain low structures around the small 
rectangular city squares are obviously souvenirs of the 
Caravansaries, as is the custom of providing free toilets for 
public use. But nothing has remained that can recall the 
Turkish tongue or religion. Their total defeat in 1526 with the 
death of the King brought no consequences of cultural cross-
breeding or religious influence. All that belongs to the past. 
Wars and Revolutions have destroyed all those lands, shifted 
the borders of the various countries, transformed customs, 
traditions, sown hatred, given rise to episodes of vengeance 
with everyone against everyone else. And now there is the 
desire for unity and understanding. Will this ever be possible?  

 
(…) At the beginning of our schooling we first learned 

German and reading and writing. In those days Gothic writing 
was still used, which was however abandoned and replaced 
with the writing of the other European countries. There was 
also the Cyrillic alphabet, but fortunately that was used only by 
the Slavs. I do not remember having read any books in Gothic, 
perhaps only illustrated ones. I loved the picture postcards, 
which came mostly from Germany – from the STENGEL (I 
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do not know if it that is the way you spell it) company – of 
famous painters like Rubens and Rembrandt, in addition to the 
holy cards which Mitzi used to give to me. But then I was of an 
age for books and I read, read, read…Those were days (or 
weeks?) that had no hour, no dates, like the beads of a broken 
necklace, scattered in space. And I, how did I live in that empty 
haze? I was in another place. I sailed the oceans with Captain 
Grant, I was searching for the green ray. I was Mowgli’s friend 
in the tropical forests of the two volumes of Jungle stories. At 
times, it seemed to me I knew Uncle Tom in his cabin. Or I 
would go for a walk with the cat who liked to wander about 
alone. I had understood that a book is an open door to the 
world and it was then that the desire in me was born to be 
“always on the move”, to see and understand, to meet people, 
to gain knowledge, to turn my experiences into an ever-larger 
bunch of flowers that do not wither and are transformed into 
memories. 

 
What does it mean to be Central European? 
It means many things which you realize when you leave. 

Why? Because you know and understand more about the 
continent of Europe and you speak at least two languages. In 
short: you’ve got a multi-ethnic culture. This does not mean, 
however, that you feel less attached to your birthplace – if 
anything, it’s the contrary. Central Europe is a cultural reality. 
Its territory is furrowed by long rivers, various types of 
mountain chains; it is rich in forests. It is home to peoples of 
various origins – the descendants of Germans, Slavs and 
Hungarians (Ugro-Finns, to be exact, who do not belong to the 
Aryan family) – each with their own language, customs and 
traditions and belonging prevalently to the Christian faith 
(Catholic, Greek-Orthodox, Lutheran, as well as Hebrew and 
rare Islamic groups in the Balkans). Ethnic groupings have 
remained almost unchanged since the time of the invasions of 
the Barbarians. While being governed by the Austrian centre 
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with Vienna as its capital, each settlement managed to preserve 
its identity. Hand in hand with the Centre in pursuit of 
achievements in the Arts and Sciences and contributing to 
social progress, cultural unity was thus created. An enviable 
model, the fruit of collaboration in all sectors of Progress made 
possible by the good Governance of the Hapsburg house, 
which paid particular attention to the preservation of the 
values and Ideals of Tradition without harming the right to 
progress. War and suffering had not been avoided, but the 
Government’s policies were directed to defending and keeping 
the empire secure – something which was made very difficult 
by the groups of peoples (descendants of Slavs and Albanians 
in the border lands of the European continent – the Balkans) 
in constant revolt, instigated by the Pan-Slavic policies of 
Czarist Russia. 

Nevertheless, over a long line of generations, the people of 
Central Europe lived and progressed in a climate of openness, 
in contact with their neighbours, acquiring an international 
outlook which was perhaps richer than that of other countries 
locked within a narrow-minded nationalism. They are a many-
sided and cultured people. They were? I remember the time of 
my childhood as being full of discussions about Culture. The 
word was always pronounced with an expression of such 
grandiose superiority that it was in danger of sounding even 
ridiculous. It made me think of the image of people savouring 
an exquisite sweet in their mouths. The arrival of the NEUE 
FREIE PRESSE newspaper was celebrated to the point of 
staying in bed and devoured with the greediness of the 
starving. With their monocles – lorgnons – within easy reach, 
everyone talked endlessly about culture…they seemed half 
drowned hanging on to the word as though it were a life-jacket. 
Perhaps it was…then. For a short time still. 
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Italians. My first years in Milan. 
Abroad, the image of an Italian was the usual one of the 

mandolin, sweetly dramatic music, etc. What I found was 
something entirely different: instead of sentimentalism, life was 
lived with extreme lucidity and calculation. The Italians have 
no sense of humour. In company, they drink little. It is as if 
they are always watching one another in order to make a good 
impression. They are vain. Sex = Secret Married Love. No-one 
knows how to have fun, cheer is lacking. Shall I go on about 
the differences I found in Italy? Many: learning the importance 
of fashionable dressing, with fashion constantly changing. The 
importance of the neighbourhood in which you live. In 
Budapest, I was still a student, in Milan I was Signora 
Massarani, with the Garden Society, the Premieres at the 
Scala…I learned Italian in a year by reading the newspapers, 
but not the grammar and I still make spelling mistakes, etc. 
Everything happened so quickly. Milan in the 1930s was 
different, but above all it was the Milanese who were different, 
speaking in their ironical and expressive dialect as great and 
authentic lords and ladies, the rightful heirs of this land. They 
had an elegance all their own. Their customs and traditions 
went far back and surprised me. I learned to drive a car. I 
didn’t know how to cook and I cried the first time I had to 
dismiss the “maid of all work”. I soon moved to another 
apartment because now there was my daughter Silvia and the 
Swiss Schwester. I knew how to do only one thing: receive 
guests. I was used to it since childhood. We had a large circle 
of friends. There was what was called “background” even 
though afterwards historical and political events (the war) 
destroyed everything…and after…after, once again everything 
had to be built up again with new friends, but perhaps it was 
even better than before.  
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Jury motivation 

The “Finis transilvaniae” passage, included by the jury among 
the “special awards” in the “Narrating Europe” competition, is a 
selection from a longer autobiography deposited in the Archivio 
Diaristico Nazionale di Pieve Santo Stefano (National Diary 
Archive); its curators chose some passages – from a total of about 
70 pages – which in a few paragraphs might permit the reader to 
savour the content and “flavour” of this work. 

Here we already find one of the reasons for the jury’s choice. 
It seemed important to us, in fact, to offer an example of the 
types of documents present in archives created throughout 
Europe4

                                                           
4 Among these organisations, we wish to call attention to the Archivio Diaristico 
Nazionale di Pieve Santo Stefano, which was founded by Saverio Tutino in 1984 
and followed by many other archives which arose in its wake across Europe.  

 of writings in the first-person such as autobiographies, 
diaries and letters.  

These types of documents and the organisations which 
conserve them, are becoming more and more important for 
learning – both by scholars and common people – about aspects 
of our history and contemporary times at national and European 
level. This involves not just the possibility of acquiring 
information which – usually – escapes the attention of macro-
history, but it is also an opportunity to enter into social, cultural 
and historical realities through the vivid nature of first-person 
narrations, to experience and learn about history and 
contemporary times through the lens of personal accounts.  

For this reason, therefore, we wished to underline the 
contribution made by the “Finis Transilvaniae” text (and more so 
the autobiography of which it is a part) to the theme of Pathways 
through Europe (through its diversity).  

And this is also why we have created on the European 
Memories portal a preliminary database of archives and 
organisations active in the field of memory: to permit visitors to 
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 the site to learn more about these places, to create educational 
activities or simply to enjoy visiting them and discover the  
memories they conserve. 

But beyond this, “Finis Transilvaniae” is an extraordinary 
mine of information. Already, just in the brief passages selected 
we have a panorama of multi-cultural and multi-ethnic Central 
Europe – before the upheavals of World War I. Maria Radna 
writes: “What does it mean to be Central European? It means 
many things which you realize when you leave. Why? Because 
you know and understand more about the continent of Europe 
and you speak at least two languages. In short: you’ve got a 
multi-ethnic culture”. 

Another passage that is rather amusing and meaningful is the 
one describing the author’s arrival in Milan. She finds that the 
stereotype of the Italian is not reflected in actual fact: “Abroad, 
the image of an Italian was the usual one of the mandolin, 
sweetly dramatic music, etc. What I found was entirely different: 
instead of sentimentalism, life was lived with extreme lucidity 
and calculation. The Italians have no sense of humour. In 
company, they drink little. It is as if they are always watching one 
another in order to make a good impression…”. 

An amusing portrait, which may or may not reflect reality, but 
which brings us to the theme of the national stereotype, the 
inevitable label attached to every nation or cultural group in this 
Europe of ours, and which – if taken with a sense of humour – 
can nevertheless offer an opportunity to learn, when we discover 
– as always happens – that beneath the label there is a more 
complex reality we knew nothing of. 
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General information on the story 

 
Finis Transilvaniae 

Thematic area: Pathways through Europe -  
My Story Within the History of 
Europe 
 

Time of the narrated events:  
 

1910 - 1960 

Geographical places where the 
events narrated took place: 

Vienna 
Budapest 
Milan 
 

Time the work was produced:  
 

2004 - 2005 

Read or download this story and others from the digital archive: 
http://www.europeanmemories.eu/eng/Stories 

 

Other information on the context  
The Mairovitz family tree goes back to the early 1800s and 

shows that all its ancestors were born in Hungary, in Transylvania 
or thereabouts, and then dispersed to different continents for 
obvious political and racial reasons. They belonged to the upper 
middle-class; some achieved distinction in the field of art and 
important construction enterprises.  

At the time, Transylvania was the largest region in the Central 
European country of Austria-Hungary, for centuries the great 
empire of the Hapsburgs. The Treaty of Versailles, signed in June 
1919, recognized the sovereignty of Romania over the country.  
The treaties of Saint-Germain (1919) and Trianon (June 1920) 
better defined the status of the province and established the 
border between Hungary and Romania.  

http://www.europeanmemories.eu/eng/Stories�
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 Ferdinand I and Queen Mary of Romania were crowned at 
Alba Julia in 1922.  In the period between the two wars, the 
different governments succeeding to power carried out a 
programme of cultural assimilation to the detriment of the 
Hungarian minority, which was also affected by restrictive 
measures in the economic, political and administrative spheres 
(all requests for administrative autonomy for the region and 
permission to use their own mother tongue in relations with the 
state authorities were denied).  

Family properties remained in the various towns of the 
annexed country, their lands were lost under the laws of the 
Agrarian Reform, while the Communist Revolution did the rest: 
nothing remained for anyone.  

In those years, Eva suffered the premature loss of her father 
and her mother’s second marriage, two events which affected 
her decision to continue her studies at the Fine Arts Academy in 
Vienna and afterwards in Budapest, where she settled 
permanently. When she married a lawyer from Milan, she moved 
once again: the Jewish painter recalls her encounter with Italian 
culture, her exile in Switzerland and the ties to her homeland, 
partly weakened with the loss of her mother.  
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“The Car is on the Bench”;  photo taken from “Low cost”, by Margherita Guerri; the 
photo-narration is available on the European Memories digital archive, 
www.europeanmemories.eu. 
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1991 - THINGS HAPPENED I NEVER THOUGHT POSSIBLE 
(autobiographical narration) 

Margrit Pawloff, Germany 

A year like any other? No, there is no harmony of years. 
Neither economically, nor metereologically, nor politically. The 
years resemble rather the ups and downs of a stock market. 
And some even recall the pattern of a life approaching its end: 
for me, 1991 was definitely a year with a downward trend. 

The GDR was deleted from the book of history and on its 
way into a footnote after the signing of the so-called Treaty of 
Unification by the chief negotiators of the FRG and the GDR, 
Wolfgang Schäuble and Günther Krause. For forty years it had 
been my life and my identity, it had been my way out of a small 
village in Brandenburg into the capital of the country and onto 
the heights of science.  

It had also been the way to my personal happiness. 
I had the feeling of being pushed out of a moving train 

with no-one there to help me get up on my feet again. The 
section (although it was no longer called ‘section’ but had not 
yet become a ‘faculty’) of which I used to be the director was 
dissolved. That word was not as drastic as "closed“. On behalf 
of the Minister of Education Meyer, the chancellor of the 
university (formerly: First Prorector) gave me the document of 
dismissal. The new minister had ordered him to hand over the 
documents of dismissal to me and to many other professors 
and lecturers before he himself would get dismissed as well – 
directly by the minister. This procedure was embarrassing and 
degrading for all of us. The justification for the dismissal of the 
lecturers and professors read as follows: “cancellation of the 
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sphere of work“. I no longer held a chair and was sent off into 
unemployment.  

Before that came into force, the chancellor assigned me the 
task of dissolving the department. I had to empty all safes, 
destroy all research reports and dissertations, put all the 
inventory file cards into order, leave the rooms in a clean state 
and hand in the keys. Three events shocked me deeply: During 
a meeting (this English word was used now instead of the 
German) my best assistant denounced me as a Stalinist. 
Together with him, I had organized a good research project on 
a nation-wide scale. I had been his tutor and had assigned 
some lectures to him as well. I had believed that we were on 
the same wave length. 

One after the other, following a strict procedure, the state-
owned academic, political and cultural institutions were 
"dissolved". Not all of them were crippled, closed or simply 
destroyed at one stroke. As if following a weird and evil 
strategy, first the entire party apparatus – starting from the 
Central Committe, including the administrations of districts, 
counties and firms – was dismantled, followed by the state 
apparatus, the Council of Ministers and the State Planning 
Commission, the ministries and district administrations, the 
social organisations, the Free German Trade Union Federation, 
the FDJ (Free German Youth), the Society of German-Soviet 
Friendship and the universities and colleges. 

By proceeding step by step, it was clearly intended to 
prevent the rise of any solidarity or organised resistance. You 
were led to believe that only others were concerned and that 
you yourself would be left alone. As early as 1 January 1991, 
the new Länder took over the tax law and social legislation of 
the Federal Republic of Germany.  

Upon reaching the age of 55, many people were dismissed 
into early retirement. They had to retire, whether they wanted 
to or not. That sounded better than unemployment and did 
not show up in the statistics. Thirty-one days were lacking for 
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my own entry into the retirement procedure. Had I been a 
premature birth, I would have had financial "advantages". 
Instead, after a thorough examination led by a Professor of the 
Free University of Berlin (West), I ended up in unemployment. 
More than ten professors and lecturers, including myself, were 
subjected to such an examination. Only one was allowed to 
continue working. He had long been connected to the 
Friedrich-Ebert-Foundation and was known among academics 
of the GDR for publicly stating: “Will swap chair for roof 
truss”. He claimed to be suffering from an allergy due to the 
bad air in Leipzig, which was confirmed by a doctor he was on 
friendly terms with. After that he built himself a house in the 
surroundings of Berlin.  

The supply of construction materials was poor in Berlin as 
well, yet somewhat better than in Leipzig. DIY centres we did 
not know. He got a chair at the newly founded institute of 
sociology which replaced my former department, while I was 
joining the queue at the employment office in the 
Normannenstrasse. It is an irony of history: the buildings of 
the Ministry for State Security were converted into an 
employment office. Humiliated, I stood behind a professor of 
Asian studies who had transcribed the language of the Khmer 
into phonetics and letters. And I had to show up every week. I 
got paid unemployment benefits every month. I documented 
43 years of work on countless application forms I filled in. The 
graduation periods A and B to obtain a PhD were not 
recognised. In the social legislation of the Federal Republic of 
Germany a case like that did not exist. This meant that four 
and a half years of work were not counted just because a 
doctoral programme with an exemption from work after which 
you could definitely return to your former workplace did not 
exist in the federal-German reality. The lawsuits that followed 
before the social court proved futile. So I have actually been 
deprived of some pension points. And I am not the only one.  
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Every day you could ride for free on all means of transport 
though the entire city. I was afraid. Afraid of the glittering, of 
anything new, of the shop-lifters, of the muggers, of riots 
against the Vietnamese like those in Hoyerswerda, even of the 
Kiefer-bookshop with the wonderful shop windows. Another 
one of my assistants was struck in the back by a k.o.-needle 
and woke up without his ID card and without his 100 
Deutschmarks welcome-money.  

And in the newspapers with their large, glossy, 
colourful pictures and even bigger letters, you could read about 
the role Mikhail Gorbachev had played. His signature can be 
seen on the documents of dissolution of the Comecon, the 
USSR and the Warsaw Pact. I have never been a follower of 
his populistic, brainwashing slogans. The fact that people still 
flatter him, shows what he is, in character and politically. Kohl 
and Gorbachev met in his dacha beside a lake. Kohl could not 
believe that Gorbachev had given him the GDR as a present. 
In 1991 he himself was sacrificed for a higher purpose and 
handed over the reins to the political hope Yeltsin. The Soviet 
Union collapsed like a house of cards. The Baltic states 
declared their sovereignty and the CIS, a union of Russia, 
Belarus and the Ukraine, was founded. The end of the Cold 
War was heralded and Germany was always right in the middle 
of the upheavals. Yet, it was no longer the epicenter of world 
history.  

Our daughter lost her job, too. The board of directors was 
dismissed and the employees were laid off at her workplace, 
Mitropa. The children had a new flat in Marzahn. Our 
daughter started a small jewellery business on the 
small unofficial markets. Sometimes I helped her. The jewellery 
was hung up on racks and displayed on pasteboard tables. 
When the day was done, these racks were put in the boot and 
brought back to the flat. One evening, I left a rack beside the 
car and brought my grandchild to the flat first. When I 
returned, the rack with the jewellery was gone. My daughter 
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called at every door to get the jewellery back. The result was 
meagre.  

And then, a really great happiness came upon me: My 
daughter Katja was pregnant with her second child and I was 
with her when the child was born. Still under the impression of 
that big event, I wrote everything down and gave him that 
report on the occasion of his acquiring adult status at the age 
of 14. The little boy is now 18 and has finished secondary high 
school. And he loves Martha.  

Everywhere in town, unofficial markets popped up. The 
former GDR became a prolonged counter of crisis-stricken 
companies from the former federal republic. Fishmongers and 
cheese merchants, cheap clothes, bags, new state-subsidised 
armour-plated doors, door-to-door carpet salesmen, burglary, 
hawkers and scissors grinders not only changed the picture of a 
well-regulated life but increasingly determined it.  

Niko got a job with a film producer in West Berlin. I was 
helplessly standing off-side. And I was grieving. With a sore 
heart I witnessed the fall of one fortress after another. After 
the death of Rohwedder (who had really ordered his 
assassination?)5

                                                           
5 Detlef Rohwedder was Leader and Chairman of the so called Treuhand 
(privatisation agency). Eastern 1991 he was murdered at his home office. Till 
today it is unknown who murdered him. For many people the privatisation 
agency is named for the fall of the industrial areas in East-Germany. 
 

 the Treuhand agency under Birgit Breuel 
changed into an agressive kraken, transferring the assets of the 
GDR for nothing into the hands of powerful trusts, thus 
paving the road for all sorts of hangers-on. And I was sitting 
there, grieving. I had not been prepared for this. I learnt that 
some colleagues had gone to court against their dismissal. 
Their claim was denied, but they were granted compensation. I 
was helpless like a rabbit caught in the headlights of a car.  
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It was only after I had awoken from my numbness - 1991 
was coming to a close - that my life changed. And it changed 
thoroughly.  

 

 

Jury motivation 
The Fall of the Wall on 9 November 1989 changed the lives of 

many people in east and west. The social and political changes in 
the Eastern Bloc and the collapse of the GDR initiated the 
reunification process of the two German states. This historically 
unique process proved to be highly complex and there is still 
something that separates Eastern and Western Germany to the 
present day. The “Wall in people’s heads” proved to be especially 
persistent. Experts are of the opinion that it will take another two 
to three generations until this wall too is completely torn down. 
The story by Margrit Pawloff deals with the radical reorganisation 
of the economic system of the former GDR. It had been agreed 
that experts from the Federal Republic of Germany were to 
inspect GDR facilities. As a result, several institutes were closed 
down and their employees were laid off. Margrit Pawloff’s 
contribution gives an account of her personal story, the story of a 
professor who lost her job as a consequence of these 
reorganisation measures. By describing perhaps lesser-known 
aspects of Germany’s re-unification process, her story poses a 
question of a more general nature: is there a conflict between 
Europe’s inclination towards free-market policies and the needs 
and feelings of its people?  There are many voices today calling 
for a greater regulatory role of European institutions in 
controlling the dysfunctional mechanisms of finance and free 
markets; the re-emergence of neo-liberalist policies in recent 
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 decades (not only in Europe but throughout the world) has in 
effect produced an increase in poverty and a weakening of the 
social state. The great change which with the fall of the Berlin 
wall in 1989 marked a turning point in the history of Europe, has 
brought with it another challenge: overcoming mental barriers, as 
well as ensuring the right to equal opportunity for all of Europe’s 
inhabitants. 

 

General information on the story 

 
1991 - Things Happened I Never Thought Possible 

Thematic area: 
 

Pathways through Europe -  
I remember.... 

Time of the narrated events:  
 

1989 - 1991 

Geographical places where the 
events narrated took place: 
 

Berlin, Germany 

Time the work was produced:  
 

2009 
 

Read or download this story and others from the digital archive: 
http://www.europeanmemories.eu/eng/Stories 
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Photo taken from “Impressions”, by Teodora Koleva; the photo-narration is available 
on the European Memories digital archive, www.europeanmemories.eu. 
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JOURNEY INTO  MEMORIES 
(photo-narration) 

 

 

Ina Miteva, Bulgaria 

See the photo-narration on the Project CD-Rom, or on the 
European Memories digital archive:  
http://www.europeanmemories.eu/Stories/Photonarrations 
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My name is Ina. I was born in Veliko Tarnovo in 1992. I 
have a wonderful family and I always share my problems and 
my dreams with them. When they tell me about their memories 
I get to know them better. I love my grandmother and I am so 
grateful that she allowed me to experience her incredible 
memories. Here is how it all began…  

 
One calm summer evening, only the cricket's voices could 

be heard. The moon was shining brightly - it was full moon.  
I was enjoying the silver-grey light entering through the 

window. I was sitting on the comfortable sofa gazing at the 
millions of stars distant and alluring like dreams, when I heard 
my cousins calling me. A little surprised and curious, I went to 
the bedroom where they were. I saw them kneeling together 
with my sister over a dusty old album. I opened it with growing 
curiosity. Then I saw two very familiar eyes. It was my 
grandmother who was in the photograph. The door was open 
and she entered to call us to dinner but nobody was hungry 
anymore. Everybody was eager to hear the story about the little 
girl who had already turned into a woman. Listening to her 
voice which was like a melody, we went on a journey into the 
distant recesses of memory.  

 
“What do you want to learn about the life of your 

grandmother? I will piece together the puzzle of my life as I 
look at the pictures. As you know I was born in Pleven In 
1944. I grew up with my family in a small village – Dabovan. 
But when I got married I moved to Kilifarevo. I will try to tell 
you what I remember. Here are the memories that are buried 
deep in my soul”. 
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“I can’t say anything about this little girl standing up on the 

wooden chair. Here I am two years old and this is the first 
photo of my life”. 
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As you know I have a younger sister so everybody spoiled 

her. In the picture are we two sisters and our mother. Now I 
look at it and I think that we look like three sisters – beautiful 
and smiling. 
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Do you like this picture the most? This is my family – 

mum, dad, my sister and me. Look at me: I am really serious 
and she is so frightened, probably afraid of the river or the 
photographer”. After these words Grandma became quiet for 
about a minute as she stared at the photo. 
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“Here I’m a student – my grandmother continued the 

Story  –  This is the time of my growing up, the development 
of my character and outlook .  

Every girl wants to be a ballet dancer, a teacher or a model. 
My dreams and desires were totally different from those. I 
wanted to be a pilot, a driver or a racer - all of them ‘male’ 
jobs. But my dreams were absolutely ridiculous because I am 
afraid of heights and all of my nightmares are connected to 
this. But nevertheless I got a ‘male’ job – I entered a 
Construction vocational school. The uniform was a jacket with 
a peaked cap, not a beret like all other schools had. When on 
holidays we paraded through the business district with the 
band in front of us, all the townspeople were happy and 
applauded us.  
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In this picture we were working with an ‘odolite’. I loved 

the school exercises in geodesy. I felt grown-up and important. 
We worked with geodesic instruments and the people who 
passed looked at us with interest and the boys made fun of us 
and we answered by looking at them through the viewfinder 
reverse zoom. Pleased at the joke we laughed happily. 
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These smiling girls in the picture are my best friends together 

with myself. It was incredible in the spring forest. We walked and 
looked for flowers but clearly it was too early for them. Don’t you 
think that we are like spring flowers, beautiful and smiling? Now I 
think so. But it was a very long time ago…. 
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And the smiling girl who is holding the white 

chrysanthemums is me.  
Now as I look at the picture I can smell the wonderful 

scent of the flowers.  
I can feel the sun caressing my face I can hear the bees 

humming around me. In that moment I was so happy because 
I had received a long awaited letter and I wanted to hug the 
whole world and not only those amazing flowers. 
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Childhood has passed away and so have my school days. I 

am already the mother of a beautiful daughter. Look how her 
father is watching the screaming little baby. 
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My daughter grew into a beautiful long-haired blond girl. 

We used to walk in the green meadows covered with flowers 
and we picked flowers to make bouquets, we laughed, played 
games and took photos to remind us of those moments.  
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In summer and in my free 

time I visited my native village. 
Those days were so happy, being 
with my mother and father and 
my childhood friends. And when 
my lovable children joined us my 
happiness was complete.  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Do you like 

this curly-haired 
boy? Don’t you 
believe that this is 
your uncle?” – she 
said to me and my 
sister.  
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“We are in the village. Me, my sister and our children. And 

where are we? This is the river Danube – ‘The pacific white 
river’ of Botev and ‘The blue Danube’ of Strauss. Maybe these 
descriptions were true sometime in the past but now they are 
not. We are floundering in muddy water which is more like the 
oriental drink ‘boza’. But the river was precious to us. There, 
we fetched water before the building of the pipelines. There, 
our mothers did the washing and the children went fishing. It 
doesn’t matter that the Danube wasn’t white or blue, we lived 
thanks to it.  
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Do you want to learn more about your grandmother – the 

one who was a little girl, a student with flowers in her hands, a 
mother holding her little curly-haired son? I will tell you, but 
some other time. Memories can be cheerful, but they can also 
be painful. Now I am tired of them. You will learn more next 
time…”. 

 
With these words my grandmother ended the story and 

closed the album. We all huddled and gazed at the beautiful 
night sky and at the same moon which I had contemplated a 
little earlier that night. It too was a witness of my 
grandmother’s story. So dreaming we found ourselves lost in 
our thoughts. 

I looked at grandma secretly, it appeared at if she was not 
in the room, her thoughts were far away. Maybe she was still 
immersed in the world of memories which the photos in the 
album had stirred… 

 
Surreptitiously I looked at that little girl standing up on the 

chair in her cap with bear ears and then I looked at the woman 
who was sitting next to me – my grandmother. It was hard to 
believe that one day I would be in her place and that my 
grandchildren would be around me, eager in the anticipation of 
hearing the story of my life, which I perhaps had depicted as 
skilfully as an artist on paper, or in pictures.  
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Jury motivation 

The story “Journey into the memories” was chosen for the  
“special prize” section and is one of the ten selected winners in 
Bulgaria at national level.  

The narrative is a simple story – the story of the life of a 
woman from childhood to adulthood and up to her now being a 
grandmother. And the story of this life takes the form of a story 
told to her grandchildren, by means of a personal family album, 
so that in this way the narrative runs through the aspects which 
are always part of life: family, affections, friendship, studies, 
work, and the places where a life is lived. The personal story 
dominates only in the formal part of the text.  

On the semantic plan the content of the memories is 
multilayered and corresponds directly with the meta-narrative on 
the emancipation of the Bulgarian woman during the Communist 
regime. The biographical facts reflect significant time markers for 
this historical period, such as mass education, the entry of 
women into traditionally “male”  professions, and the blending of 
women’s professional fulfillment with their traditional roles of 
wives and mothers. Thus the influence of Communist propaganda 
emerges in the everyday life of Bulgarian women.  

Another aspect of the well chosen format of “Journey into 
Memories” is that it constructs different levels of dialogue, which 
express values that are significant for modern-day Europe, 
connected with the family, raising and educating children, 
dialogue between the generations and the continuity of family 
traditions and customs. A particular aspect of this story is the fact 
that the voices of different generations are interwoven, which 
gives the reader a sense of memories being passed on from one 
generation to the next. 

There is another important quality this story has: the 
evocation of the grandmother’s memories give it a poetic tone.   
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The narrative method chosen – text and photographs – and 
the use of digital narration captures the reader and 
communicates the pleasure that lies in remembering. 

General information on the story 

 
Journey into Memories 

Thematic area: Pathways through Europe -  
  Women in Europe 
 
 

Time of the narrated events: 
 

1944 - 2009 

Geographical places where the 
events narrated took place: 

North Bulgaria – Pleven, 
Dabovan, Kilifarevo, Veliko 
Tarnovo 
 

Time the work was produced:  
 

2009 

Read or download this story and others from the digital archive: 
http://www.europeanmemories.eu/eng/Stories 

 

http://www.europeanmemories.eu/eng/Stories�
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Other information on the context  
The imposition of the Communist regime in Bulgaria following 

the Soviet model of building socialist society leads to the 
destruction of patriarchal life as a distinctive feature of Bulgarian 
culture and its replacement with a new social order of equality 
between genders.  

The  emancipation of women as one of the main directions of 
Soviet influence became an element of the so-called “Labour 
society”. The intent by the state and party politics to solve the 
“women's issue” was expressed in the constitutional regulation 
regarding gender equality and the protection of the woman-
mother.  

Women get unconditional access to education and 
institutions of power on a par with men. Before them is opened 
the perspective of professional and social fulfillment, which 
gradually turns into a concept and way of life connected with 
relative economic independence. By 1965 the number of 
employed women in the public sector in Bulgaria reached 92%. 
The authorities encourage them to enter the traditionally “male” 
professions as engineers, technicians, mechanics, builders, 
masons, crane-operators, and fitters. Women even go down to 
work in the mines.  

The Communist propaganda imposes the image of the new 
“socialist” woman as a kind of “male girl”. She is praised as a 
“builder of the socialism” or a “heroine mother” according to the 
priorities of the time. A good example of this emancipation policy  
is the Party slogan: “The woman-mother, worker and public 
figure”.  
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Despite great changes, in actual fact Bulgarian women are far 
from "free". In the public sphere, they are included in the male 
symbolic and social order based on biological differences, which 
means they are forced to bear the extra burden of combining 
multiple roles – “mother”, “spouse”, “public figure” and “worker” 
which, in the undeveloped services sector in Bulgaria, makes 
female emancipation in many respects very relative.  

Within the context of rethinking the recent past, the 
correlation of oral biographical narratives with the meta-
narrative of the fate of Bulgarian women during the Communist 
regime opens opportunities for a comparative perspective on the 
situation of women in Europe on the other side of the Iron 
Curtain, and within a broader global perspective deals with the 
issue of women’s emancipation as one of the biggest 
transformations of the twentieth century. 
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Special Prizes, Another Europe is Possible 

 
Globall Fortress 
(video-narration) 
 
Turin-Barcelona, FIAT–SEAT, Anti-Franco 
solidarity 
(video-narration) 
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Taken from “Peace Mission (through Europe)”, by Sara Lusini. The story is 
available on the European Memories digital archive, www.europeanmemories.eu. 
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GLOBALL FORTRESS 
(video-narration) 

 
Lucia Vila Sanchez, Feelengue Daniel ,  

Emeline Andre, Catarina Leal,  
Slovenia 

 
See the video on the project CD-Rom, or on the European 
Memories digital archive: 
http://www.europeanmemories.eu/Stories/Videonarrations 
 

This video is the result of different initiatives and was 
produced by both EVS volunteers and asylum-seekers living in 
Slovenia. The protagonists of this story are the people who enjoyed 
a day together on the 17th of October 2009. 

The story regards the event “Globall Football Tournament: We 
all live and play in the same world!” held on the 17th of October in 
Ljubljana. 

The event consisted of a football tournament between ten 
different teams, followed by a dinner and party together. The event 
was organised by EVS in collaboration with Slovenska Filantropija 
(in its Centre for Psycho-social Assistance to Refugees). The aim 
was to bring people from different cultures, different situations and 
different ways of life together through something they have in 
common: the fact that they live in Ljubljana. 

Another aim was for everyone to learn to enjoy the differences 
among them and to hear their opinions about the problems that 
asylum-seekers suffer as they await a decision regarding their status 
in Slovenia. A number of the people who took part in the event 
were in fact seeking asylum in Slovenia at the time.  

http://www.europeanmemories.eu/Stories/Videonarrations�
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Jury motivation 

The video deals with an event held on October 17, 2009 in 
Ljubljana: Global Football Tournament: We all live and play in the 
same world! The event consisted of a football tournament 
between ten 10 different teams of players from different 
countries, followed by a dinner and party. The event was 
organised by EVS, European Voluntary Service in collaboration 
with Slovenska Filantropija (in its Centre for Psycho-social 
Assistance to Refugees). This story was chosen for a special award 
under the “Experiences of Intercultural Dialogue” theme for its 
depiction of an experience of group action in civil society 
involving young people from the European Voluntary Service, 
political refugees and Slovenians, in promoting social change in 
their place of residence. More particularly, the story shows the 
importance of sports as a factor in encountering people and 
fighting against racism and xenophobia, offering – to other 
inhabitants and European organisations – an intervention 
methodology that can be transferred to other countries and 
contexts.  

The title of the video, “Globall Fortress”, alludes to an 
expression coined some time ago among those working for 
human rights in Europe: “Fortress Europe”. The use of the 
expression sought to focus attention on the risk that Europe itself 
was running in raising a wall against those who – in their flight 
from war, dictatorial regimes and poverty (partly the result of 
exploitation by European multi-nationals) – seek to approach its 
borders. The story told here brings us the voice of those who do 
not believe that the solution to a social – and unstoppable – 
phenomenon like migration and, more particularly, asylum-
seekers, can be found simply in repression and criminalization. 
The video points to another way, a way that leads towards 
another possible Europe.  
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General information on the story 

 
Globall Fortress 

Thematic area: Another  Europe is  possible -  
Experience of Intercultural 
dialogue 
 

Time of the narrated events:  October 2009 

Geographical places where the 
events narrated took place: 

Slovenia 

 
Time the work was produced:  
 

November-December 2009 

Read or download this story and others from the digital archive: 
http://www.europeanmemories.eu/eng/Stories 

 

Other information on the context  
Paradoxically, the European Year for Intercultural Dialogue on 

18 June 2008 was marked by a significant event: The European 
Parliament approved a text on “Repatriation”, which the most 
important actors in the sector, such as Amnesty International, 
defined “shameful” and which was harshly criticised by the 
Vatican, the European Commissioner for Human Rights of the 
Council of Europe Thomas Hammarberg, and the United Nations 
High Commissioner Louise Arbour.  The latter in fact insisted that 
the European Union countries should not ratify the regulations.  

The directive provides 676 million euros for repatriations in 
the 2008-2013 period and establishes that illegal immigrants now 
in Europe may be detained for up to 18 months for the purpose 

http://www.europeanmemories.eu/eng/Stories�
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 of being finally expelled, a regulation which concerns about 6 
million illegal immigrants, over 1% of the entire population.  

The road to these harsher policies, moreover, had already 
been prepared by the European Pact on Immigration, approved 
16 October 2008, which asks for a ban on mass regularisations 
and foresees broader transnational agreements for repatriation. 
On the same day, the proposal to consider allowing immigrants 
with long-term permits of stay to vote in local and European 
elections as a tool of integration, failed to pass (it was contained 
in the annual resolution on the state of freedom, security and 
justice signed by the Belgium liberal Gerard Deprez).  

The problem of refusing entry greatly concerns those who 
would have the right to refugee status; examples are the 
obstacles to recognising such status raised by countries such as 
Greece and Slovenia and the policy of turning back migrants at 
sea by Italy.  

As reported in the video, “Slovenia has some of the lowest 
refugee recognition rates in Europe, having recognised a total of 
only 3 asylum seekers as refugees in 2006 and 2007. (UNHCR)”. 

 
In Italy, to cite another example, the issue related to turning 

back migrants at sea has been particularly dramatic due to the 
high number of people dying in the Mediterranean in their 
attempt to reach Italy, and to its agreement with the Libyan 
government, which has not ratified the Geneva Convention with 
its principle of "non-refoulement", which prohibits the forced 
return of a refugee towards the frontiers of territories where his 
life or freedom would be threatened (art. 33). Italy has ratified 
the convention and, under the Bossi-Fini Law passed in 2002, the 
return of asylum-seekers is prohibited, along with that of 
pregnant women and minors. The policy of turning back 
immigrants at sea seems thus to openly violate these provisions, 
as stated by the main national and international organs 
concerned with migration and asylum.   
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International law would also prohibit collective returns insofar as 
they prevent the identification of migrants and recognition of 
applications for political asylum.  Thus, while Europe has become 
an area of free circulation, more barriers separating us from non-
European countries have been erected, and today, twenty years 
after the fall of the Berlin wall, there are some who say that the 
wall has simply been moved outside our borders. (Information 
taken from “Seven Good Ideas for the Intercultural Dialogue in 
Europe”; Andrea Ciantar and Mariarita Peca, Edup ed.) 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Photo by Giulio Di Meo, from “Casa Luzzi vive”, Giulio Di Meo and Floriana 
Pagano;  the story is available on the European Memories digital archive, 
www.europeanmemories.eu. 

 

http://www.europeanmemories.eu/�
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Photo by Giulio Di Meo, from “Casa Luzzi vive”, Giulio Di Meo and Floriana 
Pagano;  the story is available on the European Memories digital archive, 
www.europeanmemories.eu. 
 

 

http://www.europeanmemories.eu/�
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TURIN-BARCELONA, FIAT-SEAT,  ANTI – FRANCO 

SOLIDARITY 
(video-narration) 

Memorial SEAT - CGIL Piemonte, Italy 

See the video on the project CD-Rom or on the European 
Memories:  
 

 

Interview – Gianni Alasia 

http://www.europeanmemories.eu/Stories/Videonarrations 
 

Our relationship with Spain has been of great value, I 
think both for us and for Spain. It had an innovative value in 
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international policy, in what had been the international policy 
of the Italian CGIL within the world federation of trade unions 
and had a role then in the liberation process of ex-colonial 
countries which after a very important post-war phase, had 
become bureaucratised, to the point where we used to joke 
about ‘labour union tourism’ when we went to these countries.  

Spain was not like that. We however did not limit our 
efforts to relations – which were nevertheless fundamental and 
decisive –  in the factories, even though within the different 
political conditions of the two countries we tended to 
coordinate modalities and times of the struggle and objectives.  

In Barcelona – and this is important – we had 75,000 
workers under the direct supervision of factories in Turin, Fiat-
Seat, Espana Olivetti, Michelin, Pianelli & Traversa; I can recall 
for example relations with “Rosa Sensat” in Barcelona and 
with our group for educational cooperation, in Barcelona in 
July 1965.  

Three thousand Spanish teachers who met for four days 
with our delegation and who at the end – something which had 
not been seen in Spain in the past 40 years – when they said 
good-bye to our comrades sang the International hymn. In 
1959 we visited the Spanish prisons, with Bianca Guidetti Serra 
who led a delegation of the democratic federation of women 
and it is very interesting and moving to listen to the interviews 
she had with these women prisoners. There is one that broke 
my heart, a woman who had been in prison for ages …and at 
the end when Bianca said goodbye she asked her if there was 
something she could do for her and she said: amnesty, just 
that! 

I wanted to describe these things to say that, starting from 
the factories, we had a large overall vision of things. I think 
that the high point of the international workers’ movement is 
certainly to the credit of the parties and that the union 
definitely registered this. 
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Interview – Renato Lattes 

I am sorry I could not take part in the meeting on Seat held 
in Barcelona in the last few days and I want to take this 
opportunity to send my warmest greetings to my friends and 
comrades. 

Perhaps I was the first executive of the Turin CGIL to 
frequent Barcelona, in order to bring our solidarity and to see if 
it was possible to build initiatives together. Keep in mind that 
Barcelona was considered in some ways to be very close to 
Turin. In Barcelona, there was Seat which was Fiat, Pirelli, 
there was Montefibre, there was even Farmitalia; there were 
many companies in different sectors which were part of the 
Turin production facilities. At the centre there was the relation 
between Fiat and Seat – there is no doubt about that.  

The first time I went there with Emilio Pugno, a historical 
leader of the Chamber of Labour in the Fiom and CGIL of 
Turin, I went to Barcelona with a view to building relations 
with our peers in the Seat factory council and the commissions 
in general, and also to bring solidarity in concrete terms, with 
resources, money, financial help.  

Pugno was an ex-partisan leader; at the time I was just a 
young man. We had the problem of smuggling in the money. 
And we invented all kinds of ruses, because we didn’t know 
what to do and we didn’t know what police checks there were. 
I remember that we hid part of the money in our underpants 
and another part we rolled it up and put it into cigarette 
packages disguised as cigarettes. At the time, I smoked a lot 
and Pugno smoked as well, and it was a lot of fun to look back 
on that in later years. No-one cared much about our 
subterfuges, but we were all happy because we had managed to 
evade any possibility of police checks. 

The first memory I have is of the first united delegation we 
carried out, again in Barcelona, along with an old leader of the 
Fim, who had old acquaintances in Barcelona and we had a 
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meeting with the highest religious authority in Catalonia, an 
authority who was rather curious, the Abbot of Montserrat. At 
the time he also had an important political role, it was a place 
for secret informal meetings, but not entirely unknown to the 
workers’ representatives and the exponents of the new Catalan 
business community, which was much more modern.  

The Abbot of Montserrat received us, and he was a young 
man, I think he was less than 40 years old. He came towards us 
and said: “I am a Marxist. What about you?”.  

Not everyone in the delegation was a Marxist. I was 
extremely happy of course, but not everyone was and that 
episode has remained impressed in my mind… 

The meetings of the factory delegates were held then in 
venues which were in some way protected from the law, inside 
big churches because it was more difficult for the police and 
Franco’s instruments of repression to enter and violate the 
churches by arresting the delegates who met inside to hold 
union meetings. We several times went to churches and similar 
places to participate in the congresses of the commissions to 
bring our greetings. It was something that was strongly 
impressed in our memories, a memory of the issues that were 
changing very rapidly, in a very intense and profound way, 
keeping in mind that there was something that connected us, 
which was not just workers’ solidarity, but which was very 
strong nevertheless. We lived in very different times, and 
international solidarity was one of the new aspects deeply 
rooted in the feelings, the hearts and the heads of the 
comrades in the delegations of the leaders: We met 
extraordinary people. I remember the story of one of the 
important leaders, who told us that he stayed in the Abbey of 
Montserrat for three months, to recover because he had been 
shot while escaping into the mountains; stories of great 
importance, which established a friendship which lasted for 
many years, over time, and it was not just the result of a 
political belief, but of a great human rapport, of mutual feeling.  
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Jury motivation 

This video tells about exchanges between trade Unions 
representatives of FIAT Torino and of SEAT Barcelona which took 
place in Barcelona during the 1960s and afterwards. We 
considered it a good choice for a prize, because it is an interview 
with older people who recount their past experience in the first 
person. Recalling this past history in Catalonia and in Spain in 
general is still very painful. It was a time when there was no 
freedom of expression and people could not demonstrate very 
easily. Those who were struggling for the dignity of workers in 
Spain constituted the “antifascist” avant-garde. International 
solidarity was then a very important element of strength. We also 
thought it was a relevant choice, because we believe that the 
memory of social movements of the past is an important tool for 
the transformation of present-day society.  

 
 

 
Taken from “Points of Resistance”, by Progetto Comunicazione;  the story is available 
on the European Memories digital archive, www.europeanmemories.eu. 
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General information on the story 

 
Turin-Barcelona, FIAT–SEAT, Anti-Franco Solidarity 

Thematic area: Another  Europe is  Possible - 
Stories of Social Change and 
Commitment 
 

Time of the narrated events:  1970 - 1980 

Geographical places where the 
events narrated took place: 
 

Spain 

Time the work was produced:  
 

2008 

Read or download this story and others from the digital archive: 

 

http://www.europeanmemories.eu/eng/Stories 

Other information on the context  
See page 39. 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

http://www.europeanmemories.eu/eng/Stories�
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Special Prizes, Experiences of Feeling Part 

of Europe  

 
Finding a language 
(photo-narration) 
 
The Euro – A Jump into the Future 
(narration) 
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Taken from “Peace Mission (through Europe)”, by Sara Lusini. The story is available on 
the European Memories digital archive, www.europeanmemories.eu. 
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FINDING A LANGUAGE 
(photo-narration) 

Dorothea Petersen, Denmark 

 

This picture was taken at Flensburg train station one early 
summer morning in 1948 by a photographer from Flensburg 
Avis, a Danish newspaper published south of the Danish-
German border. The following day it would have been possible 
to see the picture and read the article about the small children 
from German Danish-minded families in difficult 
circumstances, who for a period of time were sent to foster 
parents in Denmark. I am one of the smallest in the crowd, 
five years old and the youngest in a family of four. 
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When I look at the photograph and the group of small 
children and their parents, I think about my first journey from 
Germany to Denmark. This journey had a strong influence on 
my subsequent decision to move to Denmark and settle there. 

 
My mother tongue is German. As was the case for most 

families in Germany in the years after World War II, we were 
also poor.  

 
My parents told me beforehand that I would be travelling 

alone to Denmark to stay with people I had not yet met. But 
there, I would be able to eat as much as I wanted every day. 
Perhaps they would give me warm clothes and toys. I dreamt 
of receiving a doll which could open and close its glass eyes. 
My mother thought the Danish family would perhaps be so 
wealthy that I would also be given presents for my three older 
brothers and sisters, to take home with me. But as a small 
child, I hardly understood what was involved in travelling alone 
and living with strange people for a period of time. With 
people whose language I did not understand.  

 
When I look at the photograph I experience once again my 

first journey to the provincial town of Brande in Jutland. I can 
remember the sound and melody of a language unknown to 
me. I experience once again the feelings of fear and longing for 
home. But I also remember my patient and loving Danish 
foster parents, Knud and Paula.  

 
When I look at the photograph it seems that it was not 

long ago that I was sent out on a journey to what was for me at 
that time an unknown country: Denmark. Even though, in 
actual fact, more than sixty years have passed since then, it is as 
if it was only yesterday that my father and I stood hand in hand 
at the station square.  
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There were many people at the station that summer day. 
There were small children accompanied by their parents. I felt 
overwhelmed. My father carried my luggage, a huge, almost 
empty brown suitcase. The idea was that there would be plenty 
of space for presents from my foster parents on the day I 
should return home. My mother had tailored a new summer 
jacket for the occasion and a white hat which would protect me 
from the sun out in the country. We stood and waited. I held 
tightly to my father’s hand, determined never to let go of it.  

 
A lady in a huge blue hat spoke to my father. He nodded 

and said something to her which I did not understand. The 
Hat-Lady placed a pink cardboard sign with blue writing on it 
and a broad red elastic over my head and patted my cheek. 
Who did she think she was? I kicked angrily towards her leg 
but unfortunately my foot hit my suitcase instead of her. It 
hurt my foot. 

 
Community song in front of the station. I did not know the 

tune and could not understand the words, but hummed along 
as best I could. My father hummed as well and it sounded quite 
beautiful. Suddenly, without warning, my father quickly 
withdrew his hand from mine. I received a quick hug and then 
he was gone in the crowd, before I could manage to take hold 
of him again. “Vati, Vati,” I called after him. I wanted to go 
home with him again. The other children’s parents were also 
leaving. The Blue-Hat-Lady squeezed my arms. Luckily this 
time my foot hit her shin. But she did not say a word. She just 
held me even tighter with an irritated expression on her face. It 
was impossible for me to rid myself of her iron grip. I could no 
longer see my father. The Hat-Lady took my suitcase and 
carried me off. I cried.  

 
And so it went. I cooperated so the Hat-Lady didn’t need 

to drag me and I could be free of her iron claws. Up and down 
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the steps, into a wagon, and a seat in a compartment. A whistle 
from the platform and the train slowly started moving. I could 
not stop crying. I understood that it would be more than 
difficult for me to find my way back on my own.  How I could 
ever find my way home again to Harrislee? And the lady in the 
blue hat sitting opposite me was definitely not my friend, she 
was my enemy. She was evil. There was no point in asking her 
to help. I wished my kick had given her a big wound on her leg 
that would never heal. That would be the end of her bothering 
me and other German children in the future. 

 
The train journey seemed endless. I did not touch the 

lunch my mother had packed for me. I planned to save it for 
the journey back to Harrislee. As soon as possible, I would flee 
and return home to my family. There were many of us children 
who were lifted out of the train with our suitcases in Brande. 
The cardboard signs with our names were read eagerly by the 
people who were waiting. I cried when a red-haired man took 
my hand and my suitcase after having read my name. I refused 
to go with him. He said something unintelligible to me, patted 
me on my cheek and lifted me up in his strong arms.  

 
Paula and Knud were my first Danish foster parents with 

whom I spent a large part of the summer. There was plenty of 
room in their farmhouse. I got my own room with toys. In 
Harrislee, there were six of us cramped into a small two-room 
flat, so it felt as though I would be completely alone in the 
world now. Also at night.  

 
Paula and Knud were childless. “Paula” and “Knud” they 

repeated many times my first evening there. “Okay, okay I 
understand your names are Paula and Knud. Luckily we don’t 
have such stupid names in Germany where I live”. Couldn’t 
they just leave me alone? Why could they not understand that I 
had to return to Harrislee immediately? “Right now. Home to 
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my mother and my father and my brothers and sisters. Please 
understand me Knud and Paula”. 

 
But Paula and Knud could not understand what I was 

saying. Paula patted me on the cheek. How dared she? It 
seemed as if all the adults that day imagined that if they just 
patted me on my cheek everything would be alright. I kicked 
her again. Missed again. Paula took me on her lap and let me 
scream my head off. I fell asleep in her arms, exhausted and 
deeply unsettled.  

 
I cried a lot over the next few days. I did not speak to 

them, I did not understand their language. I could not and 
would not ever talk to anybody again. I longed for home, I 
longed for somebody who could understand my language and 
help me find my way home again. Paula and Knud continued 
to speak calmly to me. They sang for me, they spoiled me. 
They tried very hard to make me feel safe. But I did not say a 
word to them, I would not.  

 
One morning Paula woke me and placed a huge potato on 

the table next to the bed. What was she up to? I became a bit 
curious. Paula sat down on the edge of the bed, took out a box 
of matches, sharpened the ends with a knife and stuck them in 
concentric circles into the potato. And then she stuck two 
raisins on each side of the potato. For me the potato was 
immediately transformed into a living hedgehog. It looked at 
me with its big dark raisin eyes. It somehow looked a bit sad 
and worried. Then Paula pulled a match out of the hedgehog. I 
carefully placed a little piece of paper over the wound in its 
body.  

 
The solemn holiday child had gotten a silent friend. His 

name would be Igel. 
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Each morning Paula and I took turns removing one of 
Igel’s spikes, and we would dress the day’s new wound with a 
little patch. I understood that at some point Igel would have no 
more spikes. And then what? I felt that Paula knew something, 
that something joyful would happen, a transformation on the 
day the last spike would be removed. I can clearly remember 
the feeling of intense curiosity and anticipation.  

 
Paula and Knud were kind and gentle foster parents. I did 

not understand much of what they said in the beginning. A 
melodious tone in their strange language, smiles, hugs and 
songs gave me the courage to listen to them. Patiently, without 
pushing, they taught me in a short while to understand Danish 
words. “Dukke,” said Paula, when I pointed at the doll. It 
became exciting to look for the Danish words and find them 
with Paula’s patient help. I found the language.  

 
Knud and Paula kissed each other many times during the 

day. I had never seen my mother and father kiss each other at 
home, so in the beginning it was embarrassing. I closed my 
eyes so I wouldn’t have to look at them. But soon it felt natural 
and enjoyable to see them kiss and hug each other. And just 
about every time I got a special hug from each of them too. 

 
Sometimes I was troubled: I learned to speak a language 

which my parents in Harrislee would not understand. Today I 
think that my encounter with Danish culture and language was 
too much for me. At times, I would reach a point of not being 
able to take in the many new impressions and experiences. 
Perhaps it all went too fast for me. Today I think that I 
probably also had a bad conscience because, in my eagerness to 
learn Danish, I would sometimes forget the longing I felt for 
my family in Harrislee. I could not absorb it all in such a short 
time. I could not unite my Danish and my German experiences 
of the world. It was impossible for me to find the words which 
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could create a continuous bridge between the two universes. I 
did not have anybody with whom I could share my concerns of 
living in two disjointed worlds. In which of the two worlds did 
I belong?  

 
I received many hugs as a reward for my progress with the 

language. That made me proud. I was a clever little girl, no 
doubt about it. But putting words to my feelings, I could not. 
Neither in Danish nor in German. I searched in vain for the 
words. 

 
Clever and proud. Curious and searching for words. But I 

often had stomach aches. I slept restlessly at night and woke 
up frequently. 

 
I was allowed to sit on Knud’s lap in the tractor when we 

drove out into the fields. Soon I was allowed to manoeuvre the 
tractor with Knud’s strong protective hands around mine. But 
it was me who was driving. “Faster, faster,” I would exclaim, 
and Knud would speed up a little.  

 
“Knud, tell the story about Klods Hans,” I pleaded with 

him again and again. And Knud never grew tired of telling the 
story about the poor boy who made a princess smile and 
therefore got to marry the girl and have a royal crown. In the 
evening we sang children’s songs. I liked Mester Jakob most, 
which we sang in rounds. Knud counted while he stamped the 
beat on the floor: one, two, three, and then Paula sang with her 
high voice, “Mester Jakob, Mester Jakob, sover du, sover du”. 
And then Knud and I started together. I had the job of singing, 
“bim bam bum, bim bam bum”.  

 
Igel was beginning to look really sad. Very few spikes, 

many patches all over his potato body. Now, Paula and I began 
to remove the spikes from the last inner circle. “There is only 
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one spike left,” said Paula. “Tomorrow you are going back to 
Harrislee, home to your father and mother”. “May Igel come 
with me Paula? I would rather he lived with me in Germany. I 
will look after him,” I promised.  

 
Wrapped carefully in newspaper, Igel was placed in the 

suitcase. He lay comfortably on top of the new dress that Paula 
had sewn for me. The suitcase had been filled with new 
underwear and a warm winter coat for me. I received the doll 
from my room in Brande as a farewell gift. And a set of used 
bedding for my parents. And a huge bag of sweets for the 
whole family.   

 
At the station in Brande, a new Hat-Lady got me a name 

tag once again with a red elastic around my neck. Farewell 
Thea. Knud and Paula gave me a big hug and a kiss on the 
cheek. Into the train, doors slamming, a blow of the whistle 
and we were heading South. Farewell and Tchüss, Knud and 
Paula.  

 
Would my father fetch me at the station? Had somebody 

told him I was coming today? It would be difficult to find my 
way home alone. Yes, it would not be possible, but then I 
would have to look out for other children from Harrislee and 
follow them. I was a bit worried about the situation.  

 
At Flensburg station there was a crowd of people to 

welcome us. Already from afar I could see my father. My tall 
and thin father towered like a lighthouse over the rest of the 
crowd. Worry was replaced with great joy. “Here I am, Vati,” I 
called towards him. He had already seen and heard me. “Hi 
Thea”. He lifted me up in his arms and gave me a hug. I pulled 
the brim of his hat down over his ears and hid my head under 
his jacket. I would never let him go again.  
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“Igel, now we are home in Harrislee. Now we are going to 
live in Germany”. Carefully I unpacked him from the 
newspaper and put him up on the wooden shelves over my 
bed. Igel looked at me with his tired raisin eyes. The journey 
had been tiring for him. He looked rather thin and untidy. 
“Tomorrow I will give you new spikes, Igel”.  

It was wonderful to be home again. My presents from 
Brande were all noisily admired by the whole family. 
“Tomorrow I will tell mother and father the story of Klods 
Hans. And we would all sing Mester Jakob. What is Klods 
Hans in German? And what is the German text to Mester 
Jakob?” Igel just dully stared at me without answering. “It 
seems like we can’t do that here in Germany, Igel”. 

 
I could already feel that I longed for Knud and Paula a bit. 

I missed their hugs, their closeness, their songs. Their language. 
Perhaps soon they would fetch a new German girl from the 
Brande station who would drive out into the fields with Knud 
and sing Mester Jakob with them. Thinking about that made 
me a little bit sad. “Bim bam bum. Bim bam, bum. Sing along 
Igel”. 

 
When I look at that photograph, I think of how lonely and 

difficult it was as a five-year-old to travel alone to Denmark. I 
cannot forget the pain. But it was also a journey which gave me 
the opportunity to later have a good adult life in Denmark. The 
journey in which I looked for words, and found the Danish 
language.  

 
When I look at the photograph from 1948 I think of my 

many later trips to Denmark, as a child and a young girl. I think 
about how I, after finishing school in Germany, chose to 
continue my education in Denmark, was married here, received 
Danish citizenship and a meaningful working life. I am 
bilingual, I live in Denmark, I have children and grandchildren 
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and still love to travel to foreign countries. I have found many 
languages.  

 
Many people have asked about my feelings concerning my 

nationality. That question I cannot answer by saying I am 
either one or the other. I feel I am apart of Europe.  
 

Jury motivation 

The story “Finding a language” takes us back to the 
experience of the many children who – after the end of World 
War II – were sent by their own families to stay with families in 
other countries, far from the places where the war had brought 
hardship and destruction. It is 1948 and Dorothea, a 5-year-old 
German girl, finds herself – along with other children – about to 
set off on a journey without her parents to another country and 
another family in Denmark where she is to spend the summer.  

The story draws us in an extraordinarily direct manner into 
the thoughts and emotions of a child grappling with a very 
particular and tremendous experience as she finds herself in a 
completely different environment, with another family (her 
“foster parents”, as she calls them), and above all with another 
language. With the affectionate support of Paula and Knud, her 
foster parents, the day arrives in which as the author writes, “It 
became exciting to look for the Danish words and find them with 
Paula’s patient help. I found the language”. 

In the subsequent years of her youth, she would go to 
Denmark to complete her studies and end up by marrying and 
settling there.  

The reasons why the jury decided to include this story among 
the “special prizes” are various: one is certainly the narrative 
talent of the writer, but the story deals above all with two 
fundamental themes for the Europe of yesterday and today.  
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The first theme is that of “finding a language” for building 
relationships and encounters with the “peoples” of Europe. This 
is not to be understood only in the literal sense of language as 
“words”, but rather in terms relating to the “language of 
encounter and relationships”, which comes before language 
learning in the strict sense, as the story clearly shows: no 
“discovery of the language” would have been possible for 
Dorothea without the development of a significant relationship 
with her “foster parents”. 

Another theme which emerges from the story is that of the 
identity as a multiple sense of belonging. In this sense Dorothea 
and other children who like her years ago went through this 
particular experience of encountering another culture and 
another language, have in some way anticipated what is 
increasingly becoming the situation of many inhabitants of 
Europe, who find themselves – through necessity or desire – 
living in several places and in the midst of different cultures. This 
multiple identity is probably one of the main aspects of “feeling 
European”.  

It is worthwhile, in this sense, to quote what Dorothea writes 
at the end of her story: “I am bilingual, I live in Denmark, I have 
children and grandchildren and still love to travel to foreign 
countries. I have found many languages. Many have asked me 
about my feelings concerning my nationality. That question I 
cannot answer by saying I am either one or the other. I feel I am a 
part of Europe”. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

106 

 

General information on the story 

 
Finding a language 

Thematic area: Experiences of feeling part of 
Europe - Europe in a Snapshot 
 

Time of the narrated events:  1948 
 

Geographical places where the 
events narrated took place: 

Denmark 
 

Time the work was produced: 
 

2009 
 

Read or download this story and others from the digital archive: 
http://www.europeanmemories.eu/eng/Stories 

Other information on the context 
Denmark is a small country and it has therefore been strongly 

influenced by – and maybe even dependent on – the bigger 
neighbouring countries, not least Germany on which it borders in 
the south. During the Second World War, the Danish government 
tried to adopt a policy of neutrality. This did not last long, 
however, and in May 1940 Denmark was occupied by Nazi-
Germany – officially as a means to ’protect’ the country.  

In the first years of the occupation, the work of the Danish 
Parliament, the Danish police and the Danish law courts by and 
large continued to carry out their functions.  

Later it became more difficult. Naturally, the average 
Danish person experienced these years for what they were:  life 
in an occupied country with restrictions, scarcity of goods and 
other limitations. Nevertheless, the Danish government urged 
cooperation and Danish companies openly worked for their 
country’s big southern neighbour.  

http://www.europeanmemories.eu/eng/Stories�
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Generally, these years may be described as characteristic of a 
pragmatic but also very asymmetrical collaboration. Yet, it should also 
be mentioned that before long, opposition groups were established, 
courageous sabotage activities were carried out, and in 1943 the 
Danish government resigned and ended their “policy of collaboration” 
– the difficult balancing act had become too difficult and 
compromising. The pragmatic and ambivalent relation to Germany 
complicated an actual judicial settlement after the war, but may be 
the reason Denmark – in the end – came through these years 
relatively unhurt. At the end of the war in the spring of 1945 a number 
of German families fled from the Red Army to Denmark. At the final 
collapse of Germany approximately a quarter of a million refugees 
were thus interned in Denmark. This too posed a difficult task: on the 
one hand, these people represented “the enemy” and, on the other 
hand, they were entitled to proper and bearable treatment.  Whether 
or not they got that is still being debated to this very day. After the 
war a number of Danish families took it upon themselves to offer 
other experiences to traumatized German children from the shattered 
country. The children became part of the family as foster children, 
were given proper nutrition and care – and they were also given the 
chance to be children.  

In fact, the situation was similar to that of the Viennese children 
who stayed with Danish families after the First World War. 

Dorothea Petersen’s narrative “Finding a language” unfolds within 
this context. It is a very convincing description from the child’s 
perspective of how it felt to be torn from her usual surroundings in 
Harrislee in Northern Germany, away from her parents’ protection 
but also away from post-war poverty and hardship.  In the midst of all 
this, it can be difficult for a five-year old child to understand the new 
situation and open up to the care and joy of foster parents.  

The time is 1948: much needs to be re-built, people must 
establish and re-establish relations just as they have to find a common 
language. 
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Taken from “Peace Mission (through Europe)”, by Sara Lusini. The story is available on the 
European Memories digital archive, www.europeanmemories.eu. 
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THE EURO – A JUMP INTO THE FUTURE 
(narration) 

Afonso de Albuquerque Pereira da Costa Ferreira, 

Portugal 

From the time of your grand-parents and the escudo ($), to 
the time of their grand-daughter and the euro in the future – that 
is, from the time of 12 currencies – Deutschemark, Austrian 
Schilling, Belgian Franc, Spanish Peseta, Finnish Markka, French 
Franc, Greek Drachma, Dutch Florin/Guilder, Irish Pound, 
Italian Lira, Luxembourg Franc, and the Portuguese Escudo – to 
the single currency (€). A jump into the future. 

As you must have realized, previous to the euro, things were a 
mess. As soon as we crossed the border we had to switch to a 
different currency. And the confusion was such that, for instance, 
on a trip we made to Austria, we had to take Pesetas, Francs, 
Swiss francs, Deutschemarks, Liras and Schillings, because we had 
to make our way trough Spain, France, Switzerland, Germany and 
Italy to finally arrive in Austria. Each different type of currency 
was kept separated in envelopes, in the exact amount that would 
be needed for accommodation in every country. Everything had 
been prepared before we left Lisbon, of course.  

The funny thing was, when we were about to leave a country, 
we would hurry and spend all the money we had left of that kind 
since we probably would not be returning to that country and 
back home the money would be useless. Of course we could 
exchange the currencies, but then we would lose money in 
commissions. That is why we always kept the money left over, 
hoping that one day we would be able to use it on other trips, and 
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we did so, many times. Once, when your grand-parents went to 
Lourdes, in France, your grandfather was short of cash. He 
remembered the money he had saved from all those countries 
and exchanged it for francs. You should have seen the man at the 
exchange counter! He took more than an hour to convert all that 
money to francs and it sure came in handy. 

 
The summit 
Nowadays, everything is much simpler after the 1995 summit. 

A summit is a meeting of very important white-collar gentlemen 
who gather together in a big room to discuss aspects everyone 
already knew in the hallways. This one was a summit of the 
European Union Countries’ Heads of State and Government, 
which at that time were 15. During the summit, it was suggested 
that a single currency be created to replace all the different 
currencies circulating at the time in the countries wishing to join 
the Economic and Monetary Union. This system made it easier to 
compare prices in different European countries and had 
tremendous economic advantages; it put an end to the mess I was 
telling you about and brought many other benefits. One of its 
greatest achievements was to have gathered together 290 million 
Europeans belonging to the 12 countries who had adopted the 
single currency, which whether they like it or not, are always being 
compared in economic terms. Obviously, these comparisons are a 
motivation for all those who long for a similar cost of living and 
they lead to the creation of a fraternal bond.  

What I’m telling you appears to be simple, but it was not that 
simple. It involved the conversion of 12 monetary systems into 
one. This required tremendous effort and the study and 
production of the bills and coins that circulate now, was the 
object of much concern, causing many headaches. 

Now what? It is something wonderful now that all the 
currencies from 12 different countries circulate freely. Won’t it be 
funny to buy an ice-cream and find out your change has coins 
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from Greece, France or Italy? It’s going to be a gold mine for 
collectors. And for those who forge money too. 

What I can assure you of is that each foreign coin that gets 
into your pocket has travelled from its country of origin to the 
place where you are. It has made a journey like many you will 
certainly make one day. 

You can also be sure that each foreign coin you find will have, 
on its flip side , images which have something to tell you about its 
country’s culture, whether it is its Art or its History. You will be, if 
you want, closer to a global Europe. 

 
 
 

Jury motivation 

Associating Europe with what is now its currency – the euro – 
may seem rather banal6

                                                           
6 The Euro was introduced into the financial markets on 1 January 1999 and as 

currency and banknotes on 1 January 2002. In 2007, Slovenia introduced the euro to 
become the thirteenth member-State in the Euro zone.  On 1  January 2008 also 
Cyprus and Malta adopted the Euro and the following year, in 2009, Slovakia has 
done the same. The next step will be  the introduction of the Euro in Estonia (1 
January 2011). 
 

. But nowadays the course of history runs 
at breakneck speed, and everything is soon forgotten: things 
which happened less than ten years ago now seem light years 
away. Events like the arrival of the euro, for instance – an event 
which brought with it fear and dismay, as well as hope. Who now 
remembers the first day the new currency took the place of the 
old in our pockets and purses?  

Who now remembers the concentration and anxiety we 
expended in calculating the exchange between the new currency 
and the old?  
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And the numerous gadgets which appeared for the purpose – 
such as the various electronic converters and the different types 
of change purses created for the occasion?  

 

And – going even further back in time before the arrival of 
the euro– who still remembers the “ritual” of changing currencies 
prior to and during a journey to another country?  

This was something that became even more complicated 
when more than one country was visited, as this story illustrates. 
It is easy to forget, as many have forgotten the inevitable anxiety 
that came upon us in crossing borders when we found ourselves 
in front of customs officers before the Schengen agreement was 
implemented7

                                                           
7 “The Schengen area and cooperation are founded on the Schengen Agreement 
of 1985. The Schengen area represents a territory in which the free movement 
of persons is guaranteed. The signatory states to the agreement have abolished 
all internal borders in lieu of a single external border. Here common rules and 
procedures are applied with regard to visas for short stays, asylum requests and 
border controls. Simultaneously, to guarantee security within the Schengen 
area, cooperation and coordination between police services and judicial 
authorities have been stepped up. Schengen cooperation has been incorporated 
into the European Union (EU) legal framework by the Treaty of Amsterdam of 
1997. However, all countries cooperating in Schengen are not parties to the 
Schengen area. This is either because they do not wish to eliminate border 
controls or because they do not yet fulfil the required conditions for the 
application of the Schengen acquis”.  
(http://europa.eu/legislation_summaries/justice_freedom_security/free_movement_
of_persons_asylum_immigration/133020_en.htm) 
 
 

.  
 Hence, the decision of the jury to include this little story 

among the “special prizes”: to remind us of the importance of 
remembering. 
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General information on the story 

 
The Euro – A Jump into the Future 

Thematic areas: Experiences of Feeling Part of 
Europe - I remember… 
 

Time of the narrated events: 1999 - 2002 
 

Geographical places where the 
events narrated took place 

Austria – France – Germany 
Italy – Portugal – Spain 
 

Time the work was produced:  
 

2009 
 

Read or download this story and others from the digital archive: 

 

http://www.europeanmemories.eu/eng/Stories 

 

http://www.europeanmemories.eu/eng/Stories�
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Appendix 

PARTICIPATE  IN  THE  PROJECT  
 

 The European Memories project is pleased to invite all 
European citizens, men and women of every age and cultural 
origin, to send in their stories. 

The archive consists of three areas; each area can include 
different themes and topics.  

 

Here are some suggestions, but all new topics are welcome! 
 
Pathways through Europe (through its diversity):  
Stories of European Inhabitants, Yesterday and Today. 
History, culture and traditions of Europe seen through the lens 
of personal experiences.  
 

• Briefly recount  one or more memories of your life – about your  
childhood or adult life, work, family, love, friendship, 
important people in your life – memories of what you have 
learned in life – in short, about  everything that is part of 
human life ... 
 

• Are there traditions or customs – past or present – which have 
been important in your life? Do these traditions contain 
lessons or values which may be valid today as well? 

 

• Try to recount the experience of travelling in or through 
Europe, and what the journey has brought into your life… 

 

• My story within the history of Europe. Try to recall your 
personal experience of historical events, representing 
moments of upheaval or change…. 

• …………………… (Suggest a new  narration theme!) 
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Experiences of feeling part of Europe;  
Life experiences which have contributed to creating in us a 
sense of belonging to Europe;  
 

• Have there been particular moments and experiences which 
have created in you a sense of belonging to Europe? 

• Talk about a photograph in your life which seems in some way 
to represent your experience of Europe… 

• Talk about an object which can represent something of your 
experience of being part of Europe… 

• …………………… (Suggest a new narration  theme!) 
 

 
Another Europe is possible  
Stories of social commitment and change in Europe...  
 

• Recount your experiences towards another possible Europe, 
within the different spheres in which social commitment for 
human rights and democracy is manifested: solidarity and 
communitarian economy, intercultural dialogue, labour, 
minorities, housing, health, public assets, fight against 
poverty, education and training for all, participation, etc. 
These can be personal or collective experiences, already 
completed or still ongoing, experiences which have been 
successful or which have not achieved the expected results. 

 

• Experiences of intercultural dialogue. Personal experiences of 
intercultural dialogue (meeting the ‘other’, in everyday life, in 
the different contexts and situations where intercultural 
conflict arises and the need to overcome it is manifested...); 
experiences of projects and collective social action in the 
promotion of intercultural dialogue in Europe… 

 

• …………………… (Suggest a new narration theme!) 
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Works participating in the archive can be developed 
through different forms: 

Narrations 
• Autobiographical and biographical writings - texts, 

both in the form of writings about oneself, or stories 
of others;  

• Photo-narrations - photographic reportage, which 
may be accompanied by texts;  

• Video-narrations – reportage, interviews and oral 
narration.  

• Audio-narrations – audio-stories told through the use 
of reports, interviews and oral narrations. 

• Other forms of expression - poetry, novels, short 
stories, photo stories, comic strips, or other artistic 
forms of narration.  

 
Studies and research 
This section includes investigative works on the archive 
themes, developed through qualitative methodologies 
(interviews, life stories, etc.), including studies and research 
carried out in memory archives and from oral sources.  
 
 

Remember that... 
• It is possible to participate as an individual, a group, a 

community or an organization; 
• It is possible to participate both with 

autobiographical works, by narrating one’s 
experience in the first person, and with biographical 
works, by recounting the stories of others. 
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You can submit your work in the following ways:  

 
Through the site, www.europeanmemories.eu,  by 

registering with the site , filling in the work description form and 
uploading the stories into the archive.  

  
By e-mail ,  with the work description form  available on the 

project site (stories@europeanmemories.eu). 
 
By post , addressed to the project partner (or project 

coordinator), with the work description form  attached (available 
from the site). In cases where submissions are sent by post, the 
material must, nevertheless, be furnished in a digital version as 
well, in CD-Rom or on another support (coordinator address: 
UNIEDA, Via Quattro Novembre 157, 00187, Roma. ITALIA). 

 
  

http://www.europeanmemories.org/user/register�
http://www.europeanmemories.org/user/register�
http://www.europeanmemories.org/user/register�
http://www.europeanmemories.org/9215/68/eng-GB�
http://www.europeanmemories.org/9215/68/eng-GB�
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The jury of ADN - Fondazione Archivio Diaristico Nazionale-Onlus. Photo by Silvia 
Bragagni. 
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Educazione degli Adulti), Renata Caratelli, Bruna Lamastra, Johanna 
Brandt, Manuela Gazzano, Upter, People’s University of Rome 
(Università Popolare di Roma). (Jury of UNIEDA) 
 

Silvia Bragagni, Riccardo Pieracci, Giada Poggini, Valeria Landucci, Ivana 
Del Siena e Adriana Gigli, ADN – Nationa Diary Foundation (Fondazione 
Archivio Diaristico Nazionale-Onlus). (Jury of ADN) 
 

Bulgaria 
Assoc. prof. Maria Ivanova, PhD – University of Veliko Tarnovo, 
chairwoman of the jury, Sonya Petrova –Regional Museum of History – 
Veliko Tarnovo, Teodora Kancheva – Regional Museum of History – 
Veliko Tarnovo, Mariela Georgieva – EIC – Europe Direct, Veliko 
Tarnovo, Margarita Kostova – Association “Historian’s Club-Veliko 
Tarnovo”, Violeta Petrova, Vanya Ivanova and Mariela Georgieva – EIC - 
Veliko Tarnovo (Европейски Информационен Център - Велико 
Търново). 
 

Denmark 
Assoc. Prof. Marcella Milana (chairwoman of the jury), Assoc. Prof. Mad 
Haugsted, Katrine Procter, Danish School of Education, Arhus University 
(Danmarks Pædagogisk Universitetsskole, Aarhus Universitet); Prof. 
Marianne Horsdal , University of Southern Denmark (Syddansk 
Universitet),  Story-entertainer Carsten Islington.  
 

Germany 
Filiz Müller-Lenhartz, AWO, Rainer Hengsbach, Karin Manke, sozial.label e.V. 
 

Portugal 
Teresa Almeida Pinto, Paulo Tomás Neves, Susana Santos, Rufino Pinto 
Ferreira, VIDA - Intergenerational  Valorisation and Active Development 
Association (Associação Valorização Intergeracional e Desenvolvimento 
Activo). 
 

Spain 
Gianni Orsini, Arianna Vindici, Maribel Guzmán, Carles Riera, María 
Jesús Pinto, FDC - Community Development Foundation (Fundació 
Privada Desenvolupament Comunitari). 
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THE PROJECT 
 

 

 

 

www.europeanmemories.eu 
 

The aim of European Memories8

1. The Creation of the European Memories Portal, a 
digital archive of stories by European citizens, in 
different digital languages (text, photo, audio and 
video format), and in the main European languages. 

 is to foster development of 
social and civic competences of European citizens, by means of 
autobiographical and historical methodologies, tools and 
activities, and the use of web technologies. 

 
This has been realised by means of: 

www.europeanmemories.eu 
 

2. Adult education activities in writing autobiographies 
or collecting life stories, using different forms of 
expression (written text, videos, audios, photos) 
using the  Digital Story Telling approach, for the 
promotion of social and civic competences.  

                                                           
8 Project number: 2008 – 3442/001-001, Sub-programme Grundtvig 

Multilateral Project. This project has been funded with support from 
the European Commission. 
 

http://www.europeanmemories.eu/�
http://www.europeanmemories.eu/�
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3. Creation of products and activities of diffusion for the 
stories of European citizens, and in particular:  

 
a. the second edition of the “Narrating Europe!” 

competition; 
b. a European Autobiography Festival, hold in 

Pieve Santo Stefano, Tuscany, in September 
2010.; 

c. a final publication in seven languages; 
d. training activities in using autobiographical 

and historical methods, and the use of  web 
technologies, as a means of development of 
social and civic competences. 

 
The European Memories Project proposes to make 

permanent the main products of the project, such as the 
European Digital Archive and the “Narrating Europe!” 
Competition. 
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PARTNERSHIPS 
 

 
UNIEDA - Italian Union of Adult Education (Unione Italiana di Educazione 

degli Adulti) 
Representative member of the Italian Third Sector and national umbrella 

organisation of 65 Italian Adult Education Organisations, UNIEDA represents a 
national point of reference and a new educational platform for the development 
of an inter-generational pedagogy addressed to different generations and 
cultures in the name of common educational needs. Moreover, as a research 
and experimentation centre for educational activities and methodologies, it is 
particularly active in the promotion and dissemination of autobiographical and 
biographical narrative methodologies aS a specific educational strategy based on 
telling adult learners’ stories, to thus provide the opportunity to learn from one 
another in a mutual exchange of experiences.. Actively involved in the 
implementation and dissemination of various Grundtvig projects at national and 
transnational level, UNIEDA has recently elaborated a bill on Lifelong Learning, 
which is strategic for the achievement of the  Lisbon  aims and objectives by  
2010. 

http://www.unieda.it/ 
 
 
 

 
ADN - Fondazione Archivio Diaristico Nazionale-Onlus  
The ADN Foundation collects autobiographical writings written by common 

people: diaries, letters, personal memories illustrating common everyday life 
and Italian history. The archive is not simply a sort of museum preserving 
popular writing, but in various  ways valorizes the wealth of information and 
experiences contained in it. The archive was originally defined as a “memory 
bank”, but is now referred to as a “nursery” because the archive gives new life 
to past experiences, like shoots that spring up in a cyclical process of growth.  
Thus, interest in autobiographical writings is continuously stimulated.  First, the 
foundation introduced a prize in order to encourage more written texts. An 

http://www.unieda.it/�
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annual event, “Town Memories” takes place in early September.  In 1998, the 
Foundation became an Onlus (a charity) and the Region included the 
Foundation in its list of most important institutions in Tuscany, while on 16 July 
1999, the archival superintendent of Tuscany granted the Foundation the status 
of Archive of significant historical importance.  

http://www.archiviodiari.it/ 
 
 
 

 
SL- sozial.label e.v. 
SL, a registered non-profit Berlin-based association of public utility founded 

in Berlin in 2003, aims to provide administrative and financial support to social 
projects. In addition to project management, organizational planning and 
execution of projects, the SL offers various types of assistance including, along 
with financial assistance, conceptual assistance and project development with 
administrative services. SL is part of the network of social NGO's in Berlin 
working in close co-operation. The staff of SL is experienced in the planning and 
execution of social projects on EU level. For new projects, project groups are put 
together by SL., ensuring technical and organizational support and guaranteeing 
compliance with contracts. SL is a member of a German social network. 

http://www.soziallabel.de/joo/ 
 
 
 

 
EIC – European Information Centre - Veliko Tarnovo (Европейски 

Информационен Център - Велико Търново) 
First Regional information Centre in Bulgaria, EIC houses the 

documentation libraries of the Council of Europe and European Union (14,000 
books, 200 videotapes, 150 records, 50 DVDs, 250 European posters).  

In EIC’s Info Points Network in the oblast cities in North Bulgaria free 
publications are distributed of the European institutions, project results. EIC 
publishes European magazines which are distributed to national legislative and 
executive institutions; regional and local bodies. Special activities relate to 
European integration process and priorities: conferences, seminars, education 
programs, teacher’s qualifications, researches, exhibitions, concerts, 

http://www.archiviodiari.it/�
http://www.soziallabel.de/joo/�
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presentations in the field of gender education, anti-discrimination and human 
rights, education for tolerance, European citizenship education.     

EIC’s main activities are closely connected with its priorities: to popularise 
European values in North Bulgaria among all population groups, by introducing 
working European models.. 

http://www.europeinfocentre.bg/ 
 
 
 
 

 
DPU - Danish School of Education, University of Arhus (Danmarks 

Pædagogisk Universitetsskole, Aarhus Universitet) 
DPU is a university school that conducts research and offers research-based 

postgraduate programmes within the entire field of education. DPU’s aim is to 
enhance the overall quality of research and training in education, learning and 
competence development. The school employs approximately 200 researchers 
in permanent positions and a total of 400 permanent staff. Approximately 4,000 
students are enrolled in its programmes, making DPU the largest university 
school in Europe within its field. On 1 June 2007, DPU changed status from 
independent university to a university school at the University of Aarhus. DPU 
research covers all areas of education with a focus, among others, on: The 
education of teachers and educators. DPU study programmes include a 
European Masters in Lifelong Learning: Policy and management (a full time 
Erasmus Mundus programme) and a one-year vocational, research-based 
Master in Adult Learning and Human Resource Development. 

http://www.dpu.dk/site.aspx?p=6515 
 
 
 
 

 
FDC - Community Development Foundation (Fundació Privada 

Desenvolupament Comunitari) 
FDC is a social economics organisation with 14 years of experience in the 

field of public policies on social development, whose actions are focused on the 
fields of intercultural relations, citizen participation, community mediation, 
equal opportunities and accessibility. Our work takes the form of research, 
consultancy, training and management of programmes and experimental 

http://www.europeinfocentre.bg/�
http://www.dpu.dk/site.aspx?p=6515�
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services and we work both at local and national level as well as in international 
cooperation. The purpose of our organisation can be summarised as research 
into and experimentation with tools to facilitate harmonious coexistence and 
enhance community life. Being part of national and international networks and 
working alongside them nourishes us and provides us with new ideas to use in 
our everyday tasks. The team at FDC works to bring together a diverse and 
cross-disciplinary range of perspectives, qualifications and background 
necessary to respond to the complex challenge of social cohesion;  

FDC is the continuation of the “ Associació per a l’Estudi i la Promoció del 
Desenvolupament Comunitari” (AEPDC), created in 1994. FDC is a Foundation 
while AEPDC was an association. 

http://www.desenvolupamentcomunitari.cat/web/ 
 
 
 

 
VIDA-Intergenerational Valorisation and Active Development Association 

(Associação Valorização Intergeracional e Desenvolvimento Activo)  - Portugal 
The Association VIDA is a non-profit organization, based in the North of 

Portugal. Aims the promotion of cultural and educational activities in innovative 
fields with creative approaches, targeting people over 50 years old.  

 Main fields of work:  
- Training at national and European level in the following areas: Equal 

opportunities, Intergenerational learning, Work-family conciliation, 
Diversity, senior entrepreneurship.  

- Consultancy: National and EU projects, planning and management.  
http://projectotio.net/ 
 
 
 

 

 

 

http://www.desenvolupamentcomunitari.cat/web/�
http://projectotio.net/�
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