CALAIS – FROM JUNGLE TO CITY
Henk Wildschut

In December, the construction of an
official refugee camp starts in the
centre of the existing camp. None
of the volunteer organisations or
official NGOs are informed of what
is exactly intended. From early
January 2016, the first containers
arrive. They can house twelve
people.

After the official opening of the
new container camp, three-quarters
of the containers remain empty.
People are suspicious because
registration is required in order
to gain access to somewhere to
sleep. There are also numerous
restrictions. You have to remain
inside from 7 pm until 7 am and are
not allowed to cook. Some people
mistrust the food provided by the
government because there are
rumours it contains something that
makes you impotent.

After a period of heavy riots with
the police, the first attempt at
clearing the camp starts in the
last week of January 2016. An area
of 100 metres is cleared right
around the camp. It later emerges
that this is needed to build a road
in order to enable the clearing of
the rest of the camp to run more
smoothly.

This is Noor General Store sixteen
hours after the big fire in the
shopping street. Two days later,
the demolition team arrive to do
their job.

Fifteen hours after having to
vacate his shop to avoid the encroaching fire, Noor builds a new
shop with his friends in the northern part of the camp.
The clearing of the camp in early
February 2016 runs, unexpectedly,
rather smoothly. It seems that the
occupants of the camp do not feel
attached to this place. They do not
want to be here at all, but have
made the best of it temporarily. It
seems that it is the volunteers who
find it most difficult seeing the
camp being demolished, which they
attempted to make into something
permanent, against their better
judgement.

25 February 2015. Refuse tip next
to the sea on the ring road leading
to the ferry terminal. This is the
first photo of the place where the
new “Jungle” will emerge, although
I do not know it yet.

In the weekend of 25 March 2015, an
estimated 500 residents of the old
“Jungle” in the woods relocate to
the new camp in the dunes.
The dunes provided no protection
against the force seven winds
prevailing at that time.

In the southern part of the camp,
many of the shelters were set
alight by the occupants themselves
in the final days.
Just before the demolition team
arrive, camp occupants take only
their essential belongings with
them. They leave everything else
behind.

After the demolishment of the first
part of the camp, bulldozers erase
all the traces.
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Sayed grabs the last of his things
a few minutes before his shop, the
very first one in the camp, is razed
to the ground. He has already built
a new shop in the northern part of
the camp.

At 4 pm on 11 March 2016, a big fire
breaks out in the camp’s shopping
street. Because the police have
already started demolition, they
leave the fire to burn.

PLEASE RETURN AFTER READING

From June 2015, the camp really
starts to grow. Every time I visit
the camp, I hardly recognise it.
From the ring road embankment you
have a good view of the camp.
This is where the police stand on
look-out.

The arrival of the fences transforms
the camp. The temporary buildings
become more permanent as the fences
dampen hopes of a continued journey
any time soon. But the fences do
nothing to change people’s determination to achieve their intended
goal: crossing to the UK.

Ironically, the place where the camp
developed is on an old refuse tip.
There is construction waste and
asbestos everywhere. This place
belongs to Alpha, the artist. He
lives in a house with a roof made
of reed. It reminds me of an African dwelling.

After the summer of 2015, helpful
volunteers arrive from all parts of
Europe as well as larger streams of
new residents. The volunteers build
shelters ready for the winter to
replace the flimsy tents. The
shelters get bigger and take on a
permanent shape.

This is one of the first photos I
took in the new camp in the dunes. I
recognise the men. They ran a little
shop in the old “Jungle” that they
had just left. Now they are building
another shop straight away, the first
in the new camp. Why they consider
this to be the best place for a shop
was a mystery to me.

My first photo became the centre of
the camp. A square emerged here, in
which even more shops became established. The light in the shops
comes from power units that cost
around 20 euros a day in petrol.

Because of the advent of more and
more shops, the land next to the
main shopping street gained value.
If you cleared the land of bushes,
you could sell the land. This place
should have brought up thousand
euros. The prices varied from five
hundred to two thousand euros. When
it was announced that the camp
would be demolished the prices went
down just as quickly.

Sayed took over the shop in October
2015. It had been there since March
2015, but under different ownership.

Here, a mosque is being built, paid
for by a British Muslim organisation.
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Fifteen million pounds was what the
British government contributed in
order to resolve the problem of
masses of people storming the
lorries on the ring road and the
tunnel. The money was used to build
fences.

And then the lampposts appeared,
placed there by the government,
probably in order to enable more
effective surveillance from their
position on the embankment. The
lighting provides safety. Shops
establish around the lampposts and
unofficial main roads emerge.

Construction materials are bought
in bulk at the Brico DIY store.
Rumour has it that basic construction materials are sold out every
Saturday afternoon. Groups of
British volunteers come to assist
in construction. I made a rough
estimate of how much money Brico
has made from the camp: around
500,000 euros.

A workshop on building shelters,
organised by a British volunteer
organisation. On an industrial site
close to the camp, the organisation
L’Auberge des migrants has a large
warehouse where prefab shelters are
built. These are provided free in
readiness for the winter and sold
on by residents when they no longer
need them.

The Belgian volunteers’ camp. Food
is prepared and distributed here.
Each volunteer organisation does
its own thing. There was no form of
agreement, organisation or coordination, as far as I could see.

After the first phase of frenetic
construction, a second expansion
developed. Annexes were created on
existing shops and restaurants
everywhere.

Seeing this kind of garden always
deeply moves me. I regularly come
across them, mainly in the Sudanese
community. The need to create and
grow something yourself in this
kind of impossible conditions shows
me how much people long for stability and a life of normality.

I was only allowed to photograph
the Ed Sheeran interior when nobody
was there.
Until November 2015, the police
mainly observe and do not make an
appearance in the camp. From
December, officers patrol the main
road twice daily before withdrawing
in their vehicles.
In January 2016, I counted 40
restaurants, 43 shops, 6 hamams, 8
bakers, 4 hairdressers and 7 bars/
discos.
Not only camp occupants are starting businesses. Many of the restaurants are run and financed by people
from outside the camp who have
residence permits. The French tax
authorities got wind of this and
sent the first tax inspectors to the
camp in December. The early restaurants were then quickly sold for
fear of tax demands.

From September 2015, the frenetic
construction knows no bounds. The
arrival of the fences makes it
clear that it would become difficult
to make the crossing. Entrepreneurial camp occupants see an opportunity to start a business and make
money while they wait.

Cigarettes are the main source of
income for the shops. The readyrolled cigarettes cost one euro for
10. The tobacco comes from Belgium
and costs 80 euros a bucket. When
the camp was at its busiest, this
shop sold 3,000 cigarettes every
day. It now sells around 2,000.

Ilacer Hussein comes from Pakistan
and has been running a shop with a
friend for five months. They take it
in turns and are open 24 hours a
day.

The need for good personal grooming is important in maintaining a
sense of self-esteem. The French
government set up shower facilities
next to the camp where you can
shower at set times once a week if
you show a ticket. The arrival of
the hamam gives occupants of the
camp control over their own hygiene, without having to wait in
long queues.
The hamams also help prevent
scabies, a common problem in these
kinds of conditions.

In October 2015, Arsala Khan opened
a small shop at the end of the
shopping street. In January 2016,
he built a hamam behind the shop.
To see off competition from the five
other hamams, he offered unlimited
buckets of hot water for just three
euros. The offer was financially
unsustainable. From December, the
number of camp occupants began to
diminish. Heating up the water cost
him 60 euros per day. In late
February 2016, he closed his hamam.
Arsala was officially granted asylum
in France in December, but continued working in the camp to earn
money.

The Noor bakery, shop, restaurant
and community centre was the place
I went most often to eat or drink
tea. In addition to serving a
social function, it was also the
place where Aziz, my camp contact
and friend, slept.
Most shops and restaurants are open
almost 24 hours a day. Many occupants head off around midday for
the Eurotunnel for their daily
attempt to make the illegal crossing to the UK. After each failed
attempt, they return tired and
hungry to the camp at around 3 am.
They are keen to eat something.

In October 2015, the first tandoori
ovens make their appearance in the
camp. They are bought in the UK for
1,500 pounds. The money is borrowed
from acquaintances there. A tandoori oven is on all day long and
consumes around 60 euros worth of
gas every day.

Noor runs the Noor General Store.
Next to the shop, he has a tandoori
oven. A bread roll costs 50 cents
and they sell on average 800 per
day. In addition to the bread,
money is made on cigarettes and
phone cards. The phone cards are
bought in Paris in batches of 3,000
and sold on in the camp at an
additional profit margin of € 1.50.
Telephoning from the camp is
difficult, because data traffic is
disrupted by the French government, people say.

Ziaur Rehman is 10 years old and
came to Calais with his uncle from
Afghanistan. His uncle left him
behind in November, when he managed
to climb on board a train and Ziaur
failed. Ziaur wants to get to the
UK because he has family there. In
February, he climbs into a lorry
heading for Germany rather than the
UK. He is now with a foster family
in Munich. He telephoned his
friends at the Noor General Store
to tell them not to worry. He would
manage to ‘escape’.

My friend Aziz is 42 and comes from
Pakistan. He served as an engineer
in the Afghan army and had to flee
when the Taliban threatened him and
his family because of his work. Aziz

helps me and other guests with
translation and information, for
absolutely no personal gain. Alongside this work, he tries to make the
‘leap’ to the UK every single night,
so far unsuccessfully.

This is the place where Aziz sets
up his tent when he arrives in the
camp in early October 2015. It is in
a central position in the square
near the shopping streets and the
camp entrance. In estate agents’
terms, it’s a prime location. In
November, Aziz is arrested breaking
through the fence to the Eurotunnel
and sent to prison for five weeks.
On his return to the camp, his
place has been sold for 900 euros
by the opposite neighbour. A shop
is being built.

After two months of construction,
the nicest restaurant in the camp
is completed. The construction
materials cost 6,500 euros. They
started the restaurant because
sitting and waiting seemed pointless. Five weeks after opening, it
is demolished by the French government. Shami and his partner took
their loss on the chin, as a risk
of doing business. They do not yet
know how they will pay back the
loan, but have confidence they will
find a solution.

Shami is 24 and comes from Pakistan. While he was studying in
India, his parents and family
relocated to the UK. After completing his studies, he could not
legally follow them because he was
no longer a minor. Family reunification is therefore no longer possible. His father occasionally visits
and seeks him out in Calais. His
mother cannot face seeing her son
in the camp and stays at home in
Birmingham.

The Eritrean church forms the
centre of the camp. The construction of this striking building was
funded by a Catholic Church in
Calais. Every Sunday, there are
church services that last for
hours.

In the very first month of the camp,
a church was immediately built by
the Eritrean community. It burned
down after a month because of a
fallen candle. The church clock was
all that remained.

This is Solomon’s tent. Solomon is
a verger and one of the people who
built the Eritrean church. Solomon
is keen to keep this photo to
remind him of a calm period in the
camp. He does not want to be photographed himself.

In January 2016, there is a big fire
in the Eritrean part of the camp.
Solomon’s tent is lost in the fire.
An aid organisation gives him a new
shelter. Fires happen frequently.
They are caused by the open fires lit
on the camp and the flammable materials used to make the shelters.

A ruling by the French courts
forced the government to install
sanitary facilities, such as water
sources and toilets. But far too
few portaloos arrived. Despite
being cleaned every day, they are
so filthy that most people choose to
do their business somewhere outside. In January, Médecins Sans
Frontières warned of the danger of
a mass outbreak of infectious
diseases in the camp, one of which
is diarrhoea.

