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An eye-opening personal account of an epic human drama, Embracing the Infidel takes us on an
astounding journey along a modern-day underground railroad that stretches from Istanbul to
Paris. In this groundbreaking book, Iranian-American Behzad Yaghmaian has done what no
other writer has managed to do–as he enters the world of Muslim migrants and tells their
extraordinary stories of hope for a new life in the West. In a tent city in Greece, they huddle
together. Men and women from Iraq, Sudan, Afghanistan, Iran, and other countries. Most have
survived war and brutal imprisonment, political and social persecution. Some have faced each
other in battle, and all share a powerful desire for freedom. Behzad Yaghmaian lived among
them, listened to their hopes, dreams, and fears–and now he weaves together dozens of their
stories of yearning, persecution, and unwavering faith. We meet Uncle Suleiman, an Iraqi
veteran of the Iran-Iraq war; once imprisoned by Saddam Hussein, he is now a respected elder
of a ramshackle tent city in Athens, offering comfort and community to his fellow travelers…
Purya, who fled Iran only to fall into the clutches of human smugglers and survive beatings and
torture in Bulgaria…and Shahroukh Khan, an Afghan teenager whose world at home was
shattered twice–once by the Taliban and again by American bombs–but whose story turns on a
single moment of awakening and love in the courtyard of a Turkish mosque.A chronicle of
husbands separated from wives, children from parents, Embracing theInfidel is a portrait of men
and women moving toward a promised land they may never reach–and away from a world to
which they cannot return. It is an unforgettable tale of heartbreak and prejudice, courage,
heroism, and hope.

“Behzad Yaghmaian’s intimate, horrifyingly vivid account of the plight of Muslim refugees... takes
us deep into the souls of the men and women he befriends, following them from the chaotic
human bazaar of Istanbul to Sofia, Athens, Paris, and beyond.” —Mother Jones"A gripping tale
of hardship, adventure and yearning, of hopes raised and dashed, and of troubled and
sometimes heroic adaptations to refugee camps…. One of many strengths of this book is to
show … what strangely mixed motives impel these brave, complicated people. A masterful
storyteller, Yaghmaian reveals many layers to the refugees' personalities and histories, and
some to his own."—The San Francisco Chronicle“An El Norte or Grapes of Wrath for the Muslim
world–affecting, immediate and well written.”—KirkusReviews, starred review“A riveting account
of the hardships and survival strategies of Muslim migrantswho are trying to make their way to
the West. Embracing the Infidel adds an entirely new and human dimension to our
understanding of migration and asylum issues.”—Dr. Jeff Crisp, Director of Policy and Research,
Global Commission on International Migration"Journalists like myself should be doing more
work like this....Yaghmaian offers the reader vivid descriptions of the waterfront street bazaars in



Istanbul, the migrant ghettos of Athens, and the creepy underworld of human smugglers....He
shares the touching, often disturbing oral histories of these modern-day hobos. They "ride the
rails"; paddling across seas in rubber rafts and crossing snow-covered mountains on foot
without maps or compasses. By the end, you realize the clash of civilizations is not one of
religions violently colliding, but of the poor who are desperately trying to get to the West, to
share ...About the AuthorIranian-born American citizen, Behzad Yaghmaian has traveled
extensively in both the Third World and Europe. From 1998 to 1999 he was a columnist for the
popular Iranian newspaper Neshat, and over the past fifteen years he has studied, taught, and
written about issues of political economy, globalization, and the Middle East. He is currently a
professor at Ramapo College in New Jersey, and the author of Social Change in Iran: An
Eyewitness Account of Dissent, Defiance, and New Movements for Rights. --This text refers to
the paperback edition.Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.In a small village
near Kandahar, Shahrokh Khan was born to a family of farmers. “My father was an agricultural
man, growing crops and selling them in the market. We had a normal family,” Shahrokh Khan told
me.In December 1979, a few years before his birth, the Russians invaded Afghanistan. Soon the
country was the scene of a holy war against the communists. The Russian army left Afghanistan
in 1989. A civil war followed. Shahrokh Khan did not have much recollection of the war. “I stayed
on the farm most of the time,” he said. “Sometimes I went with my father on business trips to the
city. We did not do much. We were a simple family.”Shahrokh Khan’s father wished his son to
grow up away from the violence of the civil war and become an educated man. So after the boy
finished third grade, his father sent him to Peshawar, a city in neighboring Pakistan where many
Afghan refugees were given shelter. “My father wanted me to be unlike the others in
Afghanistan,” Shahrokh Khan said.“In the beginning I was very depressed. Integration was so
very difficult. I would cry all the time.” These were the formative years of his life. Living in hostels
with Pakistanis and other Afghans, Shahrokh Khan continued his studies in Peshawar, learned
English, and developed a love for schooling. Slowly he became accustomed to a life away from
home. He had many friends, other boys from his school and the hostel. Salim, a Pakistani youth
who was a classmate in Peshawar for six years, was his closest companion. They spent their
free time playing cricket, watching Bollywood movies, and dancing in their rooms to Bollywood
music. An Indian actor, also called Shahrokh Khan, was his idol. Like many boys his age, he
wanted to grow up and be a movie star.From time to time, during school holidays, Shahrokh
Khan returned to the village to visit his family. “In Pakistan, I used to wear trousers and dress like
people in other parts of the world. I didn’t wear the shalvar [the baggy pants worn by men in
Afghanistan]. When I came to visit my family in Afghanistan, people looked at me in a strange
way, as if I had come from another world. They wanted me to be like them. My father was a
simple man. He was tolerant. My mother wore the chador [a long garment covering the head and
the rest of the body except for the face] when she visited places outside our home. Inside, she
didn’t wear the hijab [veil].”After finishing the tenth grade, Shahrokh moved to Abbottabad, a city
near Islamabad. Enrolling in a new high school “with very high educational standards,” Shahrokh



Khan continued his studies until one day, not long after his last visit to Afghanistan in the
summer of 2001, a message in his hostel room informed him of a call by the principal, Mr.
Javeed, who wanted to see him right away. He rushed to the principal’s office, where Mr. Javeed
told him, “Sit down. You need to be strong. Promise me you won’t fall apart.”The principal had
received a phone call from Shahrokh Khan’s mother. “She called to tell me about the death of my
father,” he told me, then sank into a long silence. Staring at the coffee cup on the table before us,
he finally said, “I felt the ground was shifting from under my feet. This was not easy news for me.
Not at all. Tears started coming down my face.” The principal took Shahrokh Khan back to his
hostel. “The next day, I took a bus to Kandahar. In situations like this, you remember the past. I
could not believe this. He was okay the last time I saw him. But he wasn’t there anymore.” A long
pause followed again. Biting his fingernail and trying to control his emotions, he said at last, “I
went back home. Everyone was crying. My mother was crying. I saw his dead body. They were
just waiting for me to see the dead face of my father. Together, we buried him. We did not know
how the funeral was arranged. Some neighbors took care of everything. They cooked food for
everyone.”After the funeral, Shahrokh Khan returned to Pakistan. His father had wished him to
become a learned man, and Shahrokh Khan had vowed to remain committed to his studies;
staying in Afghanistan was of no use. “I wanted my mother to come with me. But we didn’t know
how to support ourselves if all of us moved to Pakistan. These were days of war. The Pakistanis
wouldn’t have issued a visa to my mother and brother and sister. We didn’t have any money and
couldn’t pay for smugglers.”Days passed. Focusing on his schoolwork, Shahrokh Khan hoped to
distract himself from his father’s death and the predicament of his family. Then came another call
from Afghanistan, less than a month after the death of Shahrokh’s father: a neighbor, calling
ShahrokhKhan to inform him that his home had been destroyed in an American aerial attack
against the Taliban. He had lost his mother and his siblings. “I could not believe the news. I had
just seen all of them.” Tears filled his eyes, and he was silent for a while.“Shall we stop,
Shahrokh?” I asked.“No, I want to talk,” he said, biting his lip and giving me a warm smile.Once
again, Shahrokh Khan boarded the first bus to Kandahar. He recalled his feelings during the bus
ride home.“I was blaming myself. I could have saved my family. If I had money, I would have
taken my family with me, even though they did not have Pakistani visas. We would have paid
money to a smuggler. My mother would have lived in a hostel. She would have still been alive
today. I asked myself, ‘Why did I leave them alone? Why was I not with them?’ They are dead
now. That is what happened. A bomb fell on our house. Everyone was sleeping. And they kept on
sleeping forever.”Shahrokh Khan returned to his village and his family farm. The house he had
grown up in had been utterly demolished. “There was no shape to my home. No roof. All the
walls were destroyed. Everything was burnt. When I saw their bodies, they were totally burnt. In
these situations, you don’t feel anything. You have lost something that you know you can’t have
again. You remember your life from the past.“There were burnt bodies of many people who I
knew, people who I saw growing up. It was terrible. The whole surroundings were ruined, and I
could see lots of crying faces around me, mourning and hugging each other and hitting their own



faces. That was the worst moment of my life, when I looked at the faces of my family who weren’t
alive anymore.”Unable to cope with his new predicament, he wanted to end his life. “I took
poison to kill myself. But I wasn’t lucky enough to die with them. My neighbor took me to the
hospital.”For nearly a month, he stayed at the neighbor’s house recovering. “To recover yourself
in this situation isn’t easy at all. It’s true that time is a cure for every kind of pain. But to pass that
time isn’t easy. Every single second is like a year.” After a month, Shahrokh Khan “felt alive
again.”Many things had changed now. Staying in Afghanistan was too painful, but Shahrokh
Khan didn’t feel like returning to his school in Pakistan. Following the advice of a kind neighbor
and family friend, Muhammad Fida, he decided to leave for a faraway land in the West, to
continue his studies and fulfill the vow he had made to his father.Muhammad Fida helped him
find a buyer for the family land. A man living in Kabul offered $1,000 for a piece of land that “was
worth thirty thousand in normal times.” Having no other option, Shahrokh Khan accepted the
offer. The land was sold. Early one morning, with $1,000 in his pocket and a small backpack full
of clothes, he left the village and headed for Pakistan.Unlike previous times, Peshawar was not
his destination. He took a bus to Quetta and continued to Taftan, the last town near the border
with Iran. A map in his hand, he walked parallel to the border for three hours until there were no
checkpoints in sight. Feeling safe, he crossed the border and walked through the endless barren
and dusty land to Zahedan in Baluchistan province.Shahrokh Khan was now in one of the most
desolate and impoverished towns of Iran, a center of drug trafficking, and a place of occasional
armed battles between smugglers and Revolutionary Guards of the Islamic Republic. The
landscape, language, currency, and people were all unfamiliar. “I was scared. Everything was
strange for me there. Also, I was barely able to communicate in Farsi. I had learned some basic
sentences for buying tickets and food. I did not know anything about the toman [Iranian money],
with the picture of Khomeini on every bill,” he told me, now laughing.In Zahedan, Shahrokh Khan
cleaned himself up in a mosque, dusted off his clothes, and inquired about the main bus station.
His next stop was to be Tehran. “You can go to Tehran directly, but I took the wrong bus, to
Isfahan.”By now, the Taliban’s government had collapsed. Many Taliban warriors and supporters
were on the run. Some hoped to reach Iran and disappear there among the large Afghan refugee
community. Many were arrested and returned to Pakistan. “I didn’t dress like the other Afghans. I
had regular clothes on.” That proved important for not being spotted and arrested by the soldiers
at the many different checkpoints on the way to Isfahan. Buses and cars were checked for
carrying drugs and illegal immigrants. Even Iranians who did not carry an identification card were
removed from the bus and put under arrest. “I was so afraid of the controls. The bus was stopped
every few kilometers. The first control was very terrible for me. I began losing my confidence. I
was praying that the soldier wouldn’t come to me. I was lucky; I looked like the other Iranians. So
they didn’t ask me anything. At every checkpoint, a soldier came to the bus. He walked to the
end of the bus and asked some people for their papers. I got lucky at every stop.”After many
hours of fear, the bus pulled into the main garadj (bus station) in Isfahan. With a few hours to
pass before the next bus to Tehran, Shahrokh Khan left the station, strolling along the nearby



streets. “It was early morning when we reached Isfahan. There were flowers everywhere. I had
never seen such a beautiful city.” Isfahan remained like a vivid picture in his memory. “That is the
most beautiful city,” he told me another time.“Did you see the mosques or other important sites of
Isfahan?” I asked him, but he hadn’t; he’d stayed around the bus terminal. What he saw were
clean streets and flowers.The long ride through a dusty and dry landscape was now over. He
walked around, enjoyed the fresh early morning air and the flowers, and thought about Tehran.
Resting by a flower bed, he imagined Tehran, its people, its police, its streets. Unlike Zahedan,
Tehran was a big city, with twelve million people. Where would he find a place to stay? How
would he find the next town and the stop after Tehran, the next border crossing?Shahrokh Khan
returned to the bus station, bought a ticket, and boarded the first bus to Tehran. Eight hours later,
he stood in the middle of a crowded and large terminal outside Tehran. Following other migrants,
he took a city bus to Toopkhaneh, a busy neighborhood in the center of old Tehran, a place
known for its traffic jams, noise, and the suffocating fumes of old cars. Its surrounding area is full
of cheap, dirty hostels and hotels. Manual laborers who come to Tehran from other cities, poor
Afghan refugees, and outlaws of all types crowd the hotels. Here, all sorts of trading take place
in the streets.Within walking distance from Toopkhaneh Square is Naser Khosro Street, a busy
center of trading for inexpensive clothes, electronics, and furniture. Shahrokh Khan took a room
in a dirty hostel near Naser Khosro. For three months, he stayed in old Tehran, spent most of his
time in the hostel, and planned his next steps. There were other Afghans in the hostel. Many had
traveled between Iran and Turkey in the past and knew of all possible exit routes, the borders,
and the most secure ways to reach Turkey. After studying a map of Iran and talking to others,
Shahrokh Khan chose a route. He selected Orumiyeh, a town in Iran’s northwestern province of
West Azerbaijan, as the best crossing.“Tehran is a nice city,” Shahrokh Khan said. “It has a new
part that is beautiful. But I didn’t see much of the new Tehran. I liked the public phones the most.
You just put a coin in the slot and talk forever–of course, inside Tehran. That was the
best.”Saying goodbye to his Afghan friends, Shahrokh Khan left Tehran for Orumiyeh. “I had
learned a good deal of Persian in the three months of staying in Tehran. But people spoke a
different language in Orumiyeh,” Azeri. He was disappointed. With much difficulty, he found a taxi
to take him to the border with Turkey. The fare was less than $10, he recalled. “He [the cabdriver]
took me very close to the immigration section of the border. He thought I was someone traveling
legally.”Shahrokh Khan spoke casually about the borders, the police, and a journey that seemed
to me formidable, unimaginable, in some ways epic. At times I doubted his tale. But here he was,
sitting in front of me in a café in Istanbul. Small and childlike, he knew many details, correct
details, about the lands and the borders he claimed to have crossed. I tried to picture him
standing alone before the immigration booths.The immigration control was at the foot of the
Zagros Mountains. “This was the border with Turkey. When I saw the border, perhaps only five
hundred meters ahead of the taxi, I asked the driver to stop. I told him to turn left and not to go
directly. I left the taxi and walked toward Serou village before the border. I walked to the village
and sat on a corner, waiting, making plans.“A man was passing by. I approached him and asked



if there was a way to cross the border.” The man offered to take Shahrokh Khan to Turkey for a
hundred dollars.“He took me to his home and told me we would leave the village at night. I
rested a while.” When dark came, Shahrokh Khan and the villager started their hike.“I threw
away most of my clothes and made my bag lighter. The mountain was steep. It was very cold.
The bushes were terrible on the way up. You know these bushes get stuck to your legs. They
were terrible. We walked all night. I threw away more things. I even threw away my bottled
water.“We walked the whole night and stayed somewhere up on the mountains during the
daytime. There were mountains after mountains. At the end, at around five the next morning, we
reached a Turkish village. The man had a friend in the village. He took me to the friend’s house.
We ate and rested.”The Iranian villager brought Shahrokh Khan to Turkey and left him in the
hands of a Turkish friend who would take him to Van. Shahrokh Khan paid the $100 he had
agreed to, but the man demanded more. “He grabbed my money and took another three
hundred by force. I was obliged to give him the money. I had no other way. I was in their home.
They could have done anything they wanted. I was scared. I didn’t know Turkish. I guess he
really needed the money. That is perhaps why he agreed to take me for only a hundred dollars.
Or maybe he knew he could take my money after reaching Turkey. That’s what he did,
anyway.”From Van, Shahrokh Khan proceeded to Istanbul, bought a map of Europe, made his
exit plans, and boarded a bus to Edirne, near the border with Bulgaria and Greece. Bulgaria was
his destination. A train connected Edirne to Bulgaria. He found the track on the map, went to the
last train station in Turkey, and waited until dark. This was the seventeenth of Ramadan in 2002,
the month of fasting for Muslims. “I broke my fast when it got dark and followed the tracks toward
Bulgaria. There was fog everywhere. I hid under a bridge. It was dark. I took advantage of the
dark and the fog. Nobody could see me.”“Were you scared?” I asked him.“I had no option. I could
only go forward. You know that there is no right, no left, no going back. Everybody does the
same thing. I didn’t want to give up. I had a strange courage in my heart.“I followed the railroad
tracks and walked for hours. I don’t know how many kilometers I covered in those hours. It was
very cold that night. The tracks continued on a bridge. There were cars passing under the bridge.
I saw a dim light in the fog. I walked toward the light.”Thinking these were lights from a home,
Shahrokh proceeded with a feeling of relief, but stopped when he saw soldiers with rifles
standing before him. “Now I wished I had not gone in that direction.” --This text refers to the
paperback edition.From Publishers WeeklyYaghmaian's second book is an eye-opening
account of Muslim immigrants traveling from Africa or the Middle East to the West, where they
hope to find opportunities not available in their homelands. Yaghmaian is a native Iranian, now a
U.S. national, who lived among Muslim migrants in Istanbul, Sofia, Athens, Patras, Paris, Calais,
London and New York while collecting these accounts of leaving home, traveling illegally from
country to country, suffering harsh punishments and imprisonments, and feeling the wrath of
poverty. "We stand like beggars in the food line... but we came here with dreams," says one
Afghan stuck in Patras, the gateway between Greece and Italy. Perhaps the most intense story is
that of Tufan, a closeted Iranian homosexual who wants to be a writer and provide for his wife



from an arranged marriage. It's clear Yaghmaian's subjects trust him, but why they do so is less
obvious; Yaghmaian sticks to the facts of his travels and conversation, avoiding speculation
about his subjects' motives, in effect becoming a conduit for the refugees' storytelling. It's a
refreshing approach to an emotionally loaded and timely topic. Photos.Copyright © Reed
Business Information, a division of Reed Elsevier Inc. All rights reserved. --This text refers to an
alternate kindle_edition edition.From BooklistFrom Iran, Iraq, Afghanistan, Angola, and other
countries in the Middle East and Africa, thousands of desperate migrants are crossing borders
to escape ethnic, political, and religious persecution. Yaghmaian, an Iranian American journalist
and professor, speaks to the refugees in Istanbul, Athens, Paris, Sofia, London, and New York
about why they left and what they left behind, their harrowing journeys, and their desperate need
for asylum, made more difficult by "terrorist" stereotypes. Exploited by smugglers, assaulted in
prisons and at borders, often denied refugee status by UN committees, many struggle to survive
in tent cities, parks, and shacks. With none of the rambling typical of unedited oral histories,
Yaghmaian tells these unforgettable stories with terse drama, combining his sympathetic
commentary with the immediacy of rich, diverse voices. Most are men, many of them Kurds and
Afghans; then there is the gay Iranian driven by prejudice at home; and the sharp woman, whose
comment, "borders are illegal," says it all. The endings are heartbreaking. Up to now, few have
found resolution. They are waiting to hear. Hazel RochmanCopyright © American Library
Association. All rights reserved --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.Read more
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Beyond Smoke and Mirrors: Mexican Immigration in an Era of Economic Integration, This Land
Is Our Land: An Immigrant's Manifesto, Globalization: A Very Short Introduction (Very Short
Introductions Book 86), Dangerous Sanctuaries: Refugee Camps, Civil War, and the Dilemmas
of Humanitarian Aid (Cornell Studies in Security Affairs), The Distance Between Us: A Memoir,
Welcoming the Stranger: Justice, Compassion & Truth in the Immigration Debate



Silvia, “Excellent book about migrants. A wonderful, touching book about the plight of migrants.
The author found a very good balance between moving the reader but never to be melodramatic
or using cheap cliches. You feel the author's sympathy for the migrants, but it never leads to
paternalism or heavy subjectivity. I think this is one of the best books I ever read about the topic.”

Gabs, “Eye-opening. Behzad Yaghmaian is a professor at my school, but he is not the one who
suggested I read this book. I think in a country today where we have so much hatred and
intolerance for people from the Middle East ever since 9/11, this is a very important and moving
read.”

Elizabeth Caraballo, “Elizabeth Caraballo's Review of Embracing the Infidel. In his newest book,
Embracing the Infidel, Behzad Yaghmaian takes us through a journey of self-exploration while
engaging us in the untold stories of migrants making their way to the West. The reader's
humanity, inner truths and convictions surface with each engaging page of this effectively-written
book. Undoubtedly a must read for all citizens of the world.”

C. Symin, “Should be required reading- Honest, well written, compelling. Dr. Yaghmaian's
accounts of migrants should be required reading across a wide range of subjects - from social
studies to middle eastern studies to politics and economics. He tells the stories as an observer
full of sympathy but does not get caught up analyzing, proselytizing, or preaching to them or to
his readers. Each migrant's story is unique, and to that end, I disagree with one reviewer who
implied that migrants are all drug users. Far from being the case, their reasons for their
predicament are as varied as the number of migrants themselves. War and politics, of course,
are a recurring theme, but I found it refreshing that Yaghmaian did not politicize any of his
accounts of simple people who just want to find a place to live in peace. I could not put it down
once I started reading. Well written and uniquely observant, this is a must-read for all who want
a deeper understanding of the homeless and helpless and the dreams they share with all of us.”

Flavius Brosephus, “Beautiful, but Honest. I agree with the other reviewers that this is a
wonderful and beautifully written book, but it is also quite honest about the flaws in both Western
and Islamic societies. One theme that comes up again and again, is the epidemic of heroin
addiction in Iran. Iran is close to the source of much of the heroin trade, but one wonders
whether a government that bans everything has any credibility when it tries to say heroin is bad.
The freest and most radical person that the author meets in Paris wants to do away with all
borders, but if one imagines oneself as a Western official with limited worldwide immigration
quotas, how many of the people in the book would make the cut? There are two women who
become teachers and lose their careers for political reasons. If one could somehow admit them
after they completed their educations, but before their families forced them into marriage, they



would probably be the best candidates in the book. Many of the migrants have been coerced
into bad marriages by their families. It's not a system that needs to be extended into western
countries. It's impossible not to be sympathetic to the migrants who have such harrowing stories
to tell. The most touching things are how they help each other and how they extend traditional
courtesies and warm friendship to the author in the most difficult circumstances. I recommend
this book to everyone, but it may not change your views.”

P. Dinavari, “peipei dineshvari. If you are a born citizen of the "first world", please read this book
to get an understanding of the precariousness and senselessness of life in most of the rest of
the world.This book examines the lives of middle and working class migrantsfrom Afghanistan,
Iran, Iraq, and parts of Africa, (Sudan, Somalia, Angola) on their journey to find "normalcy"
somewhere in the West.For most of these "Ultimate Risk Takers"; the city of Istanbul represents
the first disppointment along the journey of disappointments en route to the United Kingdom.
We'll have to see how the inclusion of Bulgaria to the European community next year will effect
the Turkish-Bulgarian border in the years to come. Hopefully the Bulgarian authorities will begin
to adopt a more humane treatment towards the migrants at their border crossings. The cowardly
conduct of Turkish Border guards and brutal behaviour of the Greek coast guard toward the
migrants is beyond criminal.These exceptionally brave souls suffer frequent extortion, detention,
drug addiction, forced prostitution, verbal and severe physical abuse.The migrants are seen with
extreme suspicion, contempt, hatred, and treated like refuse.Waiting for 3-4 years for the
UNHCR to approve an asylum application is an insidious ploy since most of the applicants are
turned down while not being able to gather enough resources to make a lasting impact on their
lives.The state of "statelessness" and "not belonging" take on emotional as well as physical tolls
on all people. I commend their entrepreneurial spirit for taking their lives in hand and trekking
into the unknown.These migrants are not so dissimilar to the European pioneers that settled
North & South America, and Australia during the 19th century.However these migrants will not
be expropriating the west for some Islamic cause as many fear in the West (Patrick Buchanan
types). They will be assimilated overtime and make their own unique contributions in the
process. The reason is because they have a real hunger to succeed, and success requires
assimilation into the broader culture of their adopted country. For some assimilation may prove
too difficult and they may choose to return to their homeland.In reponse to the commentator
from Sweden, the point of this book is not about changing anyone's view of Islam. This book
does not deal with Islam; it deals with political disfunctionality disguised as Islam pushing the
local populace to the brink of destruction.Is it any surprise why these Nations(Afghanistan, Iran,
& Iraq) are Economic Basket cases? They destroy their homegrown talents, and export their
disfunctions around the world.Why should any Swede, Dane or Dutchmen feel unsafe in any
neighborhood in their own country?But then again why should any Afghan, Iranian or Iraqi feel
unsafe in their respective countries? I am certain if given the choice the majority of people from
these countries, would return home in a heartbeat, when they finally democratize on their own



terms.”

Gordon Eldridge, “Brutally honest. This book is a must-read for anyone who wants to understand
the human face of migration. The book contains the stories of numerous migrants who the
author got to know personally as he researched the book. Yaghmaian writes with power and a
deep sense of empathy with those he is writing about. These are intensely personal stories,
which give voice to a group of people often deliberately ignored in mainstream writing.
Yaghmaian does not have an axe to grind, however. This is not a book which attempts to vilify
the West for its treatment of asylum seekers, nor is it a book which heroicizes the migrants
themselves. Rather we are given a warts and all picture of the migrants themselves, the
societies they are fleeing from and those they are attempting to flee to.Despite being an
amalgam of individuals stories, the book as a beautiful coherence. We meet some of the
migrants more than once in different cities. When Yaghmaian knows how a particular individual's
story played out in the end, we are given this information. Attitudes, experiences, hopes, fears
and failures also recur across the various stories in ways which really do help us as outsiders
understand the experience of these people to the extent that this is possible.Highly
recommended. I enjoyed reading this so much  have just ordered another of Yaghmaian's books.”

The book by Behzad Yaghmaian has a rating of  5 out of 4.9. 20 people have provided feedback.
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