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				Home has its charms, and native land has its charms, but hunger, oppression and destitution will dissolve these charms and send men in search of new countries and new homes.

				—FREDERICK DOUGLASS, 1869

				A good provider is one who leaves.

				—PEACHY PORTAGANA SALAZAR, 2006
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			PROLOGUE

			Finding Jesus in the Slums

			Thirty years ago, I was a young reporter in Manila with an interest in shantytowns, the warrens of scrap-wood shacks that covered a third of the city and much of the developing world. I called the Philippines’s most famous nun, who lived in a slum called Leveriza. Though I didn’t say so, I was hoping she would help me move in.

			Sister Christine Tan was a friend of the new president, Cory Aquino, and busy on a commission rewriting the constitution.

			“Call me back in a few months,” she snapped.

			Hoping for a quicker audience, I explained that I worked with another nun in her order. Apparently, they weren’t friends. “That’s a mistake!” she said. “Meet me tomorrow morning, outside the Manila Zoo.”

			Raised in affluence, educated in the United States, Sister Christine had gained her renown as a critic of Ferdinand Marcos, the American-backed dictator who had proclaimed martial law in 1972 and plundered the country with the help of his shoe-happy wife, Imelda. “I hate their deceitfulness, their sham, their greed, their avarice, their lies, the deliberate trouncing of our rights and the burying of our souls,” she once said. The Vatican had told her to tone things down. The police had threatened arrest. Sister Christine had defied them all and gone off to find Jesus in the slums. At fifty-six, she had a smooth, grandmotherly face, which made her look gentle, though she wasn’t.

			“Are you CIA? . . . You wouldn’t tell me if you were, would you?” she began. When she called herself “anti-imperialist,” it sounded like an accusation.

			“The poor are magnificent people, unlike the rich,” she said, but boarding in Leveriza wouldn’t work. Most of the shanties lacked toilets, and Americans can’t live without them. A host would feel obligated to serve pricey food. I’d be a burden. She denounced the United States for keeping military bases in the Philippines, then suddenly waved a hand above her head. “That’s all up here,” meaning her views of American policy. “Somehow, we have to build links between the First World and the Third World.” If I returned in a few days, she’d see what she could do.

			Sunk into a mudflat near Manila Bay, Leveriza held fifteen thousand people in a labyrinth of alleys behind the whitewashed walls of one of Imelda’s old beautification campaigns. Children played beside listing shacks. Women squatted over tubs of laundry. Roosters crowed. Sanitation mostly meant “flying saucers,” bundles of waste wrapped in newspaper and flung in the surrounding canals.

			I figured that Sister Christine would use the time before my return to approach a potential host or two. Instead, she led me into the maze and auctioned me off on the spot. I knew just enough Tagalog to realize our first prospect was aghast. “Hindi pwede, Sister!” It’s not possible. The second candidate smiled more but ducked as rapidly. The third was too astonished to respond. Tita Comodas was forty years old and sitting at her window in an old housedress, selling sugar and eggs. A scruffy American looking to rent floor space had the appeal of a biblical plague.

			Her thin patience exhausted, Sister Christine left. “If you don’t want him, pass him on to someone else. And don’t cook him anything special—if he gets sick, too bad!”

			I don’t know who was more frightened, Tita or me. Neighborhood entertainment was scarce; we drew a crowd.

			“Ask him if he eats rice!”

			“Ask him if he knows how to use a spoon!”

			“Ask him if he wants to marry a Filipina!”

			Tita had a boisterous neighbor who fed her questions and whooped at the answers. But Tita struggled to see the humor—after all, it was her house. The reasons to decline were many. Her husband was working in Saudi Arabia . . . she was busy raising five kids . . . she already had two relatives sleeping on the floor . . . her English was limited and my Tagalog was worse . . . Who knew what problems a strange foreigner might cause? Then she surrendered to what she took as Sister Christine’s request and said I could move in. I stayed on and off for eight months and made a lifelong friend.

			The eldest of eleven children raised in a farm family, she had quit school after sixth grade and moved to Manila as a teenager to work in a factory. Marriage and children followed, with home a series of Leveriza hovels, each as forlorn as the last. Her husband, Emet, had hustled a job cleaning the pool at a government sports complex and held it for nearly two decades. On the spectrum of Filipino poverty, that alone marked him as a man of modest fortune. But a monthly salary of $50 wasn’t enough to keep his family fed. Their eldest daughter had a congenital heart defect that turned her lips blue and fingernails black and who needed care that he couldn’t afford. After years of worrying over her frail physique, Emet had dropped to his knees and asked God for a decision: take her or let him have her. God had answered in a mysterious way. Soon after, Emet got an offer to clean pools in Saudi Arabia. He would make ten times his Manila wage but live five thousand miles away in an Islamic autocracy when stories of abused laborers were rife. He accepted on the spot. By the time I arrived, years later, his daughter had more medicine and the shanty had a toilet.

			Up before dawn to cook the breakfast rice, Tita was a weary homemaker, trudging to the market every day and scrubbing her hands raw over laundry. But she was also a lieutenant in Sister Christine’s slum improvement group, a small army of housecoat revolutionaries that ran Bible studies, sold subsidized rice, joined political protests, and found strength in the nun’s message, counterintuitive amid the squalor, that Jesus had a special love for the poor. Tita’s life revolved around eggs: she bought two thousand a week to sell in the group’s co-op stores and stacked them under a kitchen light in an attempt, only partly successful, to protect them from the rats. The enterprise was metaphoric: in the post-Marcos Philippines, her hopes and the country’s were equally fragile. Despite a limited education, or perhaps because of it, Tita was full of questions. She read English newspapers with a Tagalog dictionary and asked me about the news. “Ano ang imperyalismo?” she asked me. “I’m always hearing, ‘No to imperialism!’ but I don’t know what means ‘imperialism.’”

			Tita’s oldest child was an indifferent student of modest ambition who spent his spare time on the family farm. The second was sick. The two youngest boys were spindle-legged scamps, busy chasing roosters through the alleys. That left Tita’s middle child, Rosalie, her confidence keeper and chief helpmate.

			A slight, shy, doe-eyed girl, mature beyond her fifteen years, Rosalie was easy to overlook. Her religiosity cloaked her ambition. In addition to school and chores, she was a stalwart of Sister Christine’s youth group; when it staged plays, Rosalie played the nun. Noting Rosalie’s strength and faith, Sister Christine saw the makings of a real nun, but Rosalie had another idea. There was a nursing school near Leveriza, and the students looked smart and clean in their starched white dresses. Filipino nurses went far in life. Some went as far as the United States.

			

			—

			IN 1965 (six years before Rosalie was born), Lyndon Johnson sat beside the Statue of Liberty and signed an immigration law he both celebrated as a civil rights landmark and dismissed as a measure of little consequence. Johnson said he was ending a “cruel and enduring wrong” by abolishing quotas from the 1920s that banned most nonwhite immigrants. Passed in an age of peak immigration, aimed at southern and eastern Europeans—the nonwhites of the day—the quotas had kept immigration to a trickle for four decades. Johnson praised the new law for ending discrimination but insisted it wouldn’t attract more people or change America’s ethnic composition. “This bill that we sign today is not a revolutionary bill. It does not affect the lives of millions. It will not reshape the structure of our daily lives, or really add importantly to either our wealth or our power.” He added, “The days of unlimited immigration are past.”

			Johnson was spectacularly wrong. In the decades that followed, the foreign-born share of the population soared to near-record highs, and immigration set the United States on course to become a majority-minority nation. The United States counts more than forty-four million immigrants, nearly five times as many as in 1965, and as many as the next four countries combined. The United States has more immigrants than Canada has Canadians. Nearly 90 percent come from the developing world, with eleven million Mexicans trailed, respectively, by Indians, Chinese, Filipinos, Salvadorans, Vietnamese, Cubans, Dominicans, Koreans, and Guatemalans. Non-Hispanic whites, 83 percent of America when Johnson signed the bill, account for 62 percent today. Much attention gets paid to the share of immigrants, about a quarter, who are here illegally and less to the fact that most come through authorized channels. With one in four children in the United States an immigrant or the child of one, it’s no exaggeration to say their future is America’s.

			In a thousand ways, large and small, Johnson wouldn’t recognize the society his pen stroke helped create. Immigrants brought a hundred languages to the Des Moines public schools, turned the South Side of Milwaukee from Polish to Latino, and raised mosques in the Washington suburbs. In twenty-five years, the foreign-born population of Greater Atlanta rose nearly 1,200 percent. Immigration changed the way Americans eat and the way they pray. It powered the rise of Silicon Valley and redrew the electoral map. It bred cosmopolitanism. It bred resentment. It widened class divides between the affluent, who are most likely to benefit from migration, and the less privileged, who are more likely to bear its costs. It made America more vibrant but less united, wealthier but less equal, more creative but more volatile. Shockingly, the demographic upheaval brought Barack Obama. More shockingly, it brought Donald Trump.

			The United States is not alone. About 258 million migrants are scattered across the globe, and they support a population back home as big if not bigger. Were these half billion or so people to form their own country, it would rank as the world’s third largest. Just since the turn of the century, their numbers have grown nearly 50 percent. While the movements of the nineteenth century were largely transatlantic, what stands out about migration today is its ubiquity. Ireland elected its first African-born mayor. Mongolians do scut work in Prague. The roster of recent Miss Israels includes one Ethiopian-born. “I went to bed in one country and woke up in a different one,” wrote the Irish novelist Roddy Doyle, who peoples his stories of multiethnic Dublin with characters like Fat Gandhi, the Celtic Tandoori King. A few decades ago, migration seemed so irrelevant to international affairs that doctoral students in political science couldn’t find professors to guide dissertations. Now it threatens to tear apart the European Union.

			My own light bulb moment came in learning that remittances—the sums migrants send home—are three times the world’s foreign aid budgets combined. Migration is the world’s largest antipoverty program, a homegrown version of foreign aid. Mexico earns more from remittances than from oil. Sri Lanka earns more from remittances than from tea. About $477 billion a year now flows home to the developing world, an increase of more than sixfold in the twenty-first century.

			Yet competing with the literature of gain is a parallel literature of loss. About half the world’s migrants are women, many of whom care for children abroad while leaving their own children home. “Your loved ones across that ocean . . .” Nadine Sarreal, a Filipina poet warns,

			
				Will sit at breakfast and try not to gaze

				Where you would sit at the table

				Meals now divided by five

				Instead of six, don’t feed an emptiness

			

			Earlier waves of globalization, the movement of money and goods, were shaped by mediating protocols. The International Monetary Fund regulates finance. The World Trade Organization regularizes trade. The movement of people, the most intimate form of globalization, has the fewest rules. There is no World Migration Organization to say who has the right to migrate or what rights a migrant should have.

			Migration disquiets the West, but demographic logic suggests it will grow. Aging societies need workers. Workers in poor countries need jobs. Rising incomes in the developing world give more people the means to move and instant communication spreads word of opportunity. Refugee populations have soared. Economically, incentives to move are profound. An unskilled migrant in the nineteenth century might triple his wage by moving to the States; his counterpart today can multiply his earnings six or seven times (even after accounting for the cost of living), a pay raise twice as high.

			No country does more to promote migration than the Philippines, where the government trains and markets overseas workers, whom presidents celebrate as “heroes.” More than two million Filipinos depart each year, enough to fill a dozen or more 747s a day. About one Filipino worker in seven works abroad, and the $32 billion that Filipinos send home accounts for 10 percent of the gross domestic product. Migration is to the Philippines what cars once were to Detroit: the civil religion. The Philippine Daily Inquirer runs hundreds of stories a year on Overseas Filipino Workers. Half have the fevered feel of gold rush ads. Half sound like human rights complaints.

			“Remittances Seen to Set New Record.”

			“Happy Days Here Again for Real Estate Sector.”

			“5 Dead OFWs in Saudi.”

			“We Slept with Dog, Ate Leftovers for $200/month.”

			

			—

			I WASN’T THINKING ABOUT migration when I arrived in Leveriza. I was thinking about rats and eggs, about how people like Tita endure such dire poverty. Migration was part of the answer. Emet came home during my visit and did all he could to stay. But he couldn’t earn a living in Manila. Forced to choose between living with his children and supporting them, he returned to Saudi Arabia, a cycle he sustained for nearly twenty years.

			What started as an act of desperation became a way of life. All five of Tita and Emet’s children grew up to become overseas workers, and they are part of a close, extended family that stretches across the globe. Of the eleven siblings in Tita’s generation, nine went abroad or had spouses who did. So far, twenty-four of their forty-one children have done the same. Most of what could happen to a migrant, good or bad, has happened to someone in the clan. Some lost marriages; one lost a limb. Others replaced thatched huts with cement block homes and hung their children’s college degrees on the freshly painted walls. Tita has a grade-school education, but her sister Peachy earned a doctorate, with money that her daughter made cleaning cabins on a cruise ship. Peachy’s husband’s years abroad nearly destroyed their marriage; she understands migration’s social costs. But when I asked if the sacrifices had been worth it, she articulated the unofficial family creed: “A good provider is one who leaves.”

			Soon after I left Leveriza, Rosalie started nursing school, which was possible (if barely) because Emet was away cleaning Saudi Arabian pools. She was twenty-four when she landed her first overseas job, at a hospital outside Mecca. By the standards of foreign workers in the Persian Gulf, Rosalie was in luck: nurses earn much more money, and suffer less abuse, than the migrants who go in much greater numbers as nannies, cooks, drivers, or maids. But Rosalie left nursing school with an overriding goal, to reach the United States. Two decades later, she was still trying, working in Abu Dhabi, along with her husband, and worried that she had become a stranger to her three young kids, who were living with Tita and Emet back in the Philippines. Then a hurricane slammed the Texas Gulf Coast and left behind a nursing shortage. Rosalie got her chance.

			In 2012, I met her in Manila and flew with her to Galveston. Her husband, Chris, followed five months later with Kristine, Precious Lara, and Dominique (ages nine, seven, and six), who spoke little English and hadn’t lived with their parents in years. They had to learn a new country and form a new family at the same time. I tracked their experiences on a near-daily basis for three years, following Rosalie in her hospital and the kids in the Galveston schools. Migration has become the defining story of the twenty-first century; by the accident of an old friendship, I had an intimate view. This was a journalistic endeavor but not an entirely arm’s-length one; occasionally my presence shaped events I was trying to record. But our long relationship affords a perspective that conventional deadlines don’t afford. Rosalie was a fifteen-year-old schoolgirl when I met her and a forty-eight-year-old nurse, wife, and mother as her story goes to print.

			The politics of migration, at home and abroad, have radically changed since the project began. Britain voted to leave the EU, the Far Right gained a hold on the German Bundestag, and the United States elected a president who denounces immigrants in terms no president has ever used. The Trump administration muscled through a travel ban aimed at Muslims, separated mothers and children at the border, cut refugee admissions to the lowest level in four decades, assailed protections for immigrants brought to the United States illegally as kids, and erased the words “Nation of Immigrants” from the work of the immigration agency. No one can fault President Trump for hiding his views. He cut a 2018 campaign ad too racially inflammatory for Fox News. Among the labels he’s attached to immigrants are “drug dealer,” “terrorist,” “animal,” “gang member,” “criminal,” “rapist,” and “snake.”

			Little about Rosalie, a four-foot, eleven-inch nurse, evokes the main American controversies. She never crossed a border illegally. She doesn’t sport gang tattoos. To the challenges of assimilation, she brings advantages the poor and unauthorized lack. She’s the kind of immigrant who is largely invisible in political debate but increasingly common. Since 2008, the United States has attracted more Asians than Latin Americans, and nearly half of the newcomers, like Rosalie, have college degrees. Every corner of America has an immigrant like her.

			In a world where migration is a growing norm, it is tempting to call Rosalie’s experience an ordinary one, propelled by a common mix of hope and doubt. But nothing about an immigrant’s life is truly ordinary. The journey from a Manila slum to a Texas hospital spanned eighty-five hundred miles and a quarter century, and little that happened along the way went according to plan. For Rosalie, as for the world, immigration is a story filled with surprise.

		

	
		
			PART I

			
				THERE

			

		

	
		
			ONE

			Masses, Huddled

			The seventy-six hundred islands of the Philippine archipelago spill across a thousand miles of stormy seas, halfway around the world from the United States. Lush beauty suggests abundance, but bare survival was the twentieth-century norm, and extreme concentrations of wealth left most Filipinos struggling for that. In the early 1950s, a young boy on the island of Leyte slipped onto a crowded ferry to trade the certain desperation of farm tenancy for an uncertain life in the distant capital. It was the first of many journeys that would carry him and his children across the globe. He was newly orphaned. He didn’t have a ticket. And his stomach hurt.

			Emet Comodas, Rosalie’s father, was the youngest of nine children born to landless farmers near the end of World War II. There was nothing yet on the horizon to suggest that a poor boy in an obscure corner of the developing world would grow up to exemplify a new age of mass migration.

			Migration is as old as Exodus, but the mass migration of free labor is different and new. It took shape in the mid-nineteenth century when a special constellation of forces converged on the transatlantic world. Population growth filled Europe with surplus workers; wage gaps gave the workers reason to move; cheap transportation made moving affordable; and migrant networks—friends and relatives—eased the way. Seemingly distinct, these forces came together to form a system, a program, a regime. From 1800 to the 1920s, nearly fifty million Europeans crossed the oceans, mostly for the United States.

			But by the middle of the twentieth century, that era was dead. After decades of nativist furor, the United States in the 1920s all but closed its doors. Two world wars and a global depression additionally restricted the ability to move, and wage growth in the postwar years left those Europeans who could still get visas less likely to want them; they could do nearly as well at home. In the decade after World War II, annual admissions in the United States were down about 80 percent from their Ellis Island peak. Yet the same forces that had once triggered the great European outflows—population growth, inequality, cheap travel, and migrant networks—would soon arrive in the developing world and launch an age of global migration more pervasive than the first.

			When Emet was four months old, in October 1944, the biggest battle in naval history exploded off Leyte’s coast. The United States destroyed the Japanese fleet and lent the island a moment of newsreel renown as the place where General Douglas MacArthur, chased from the country two years before, waded ashore to keep his pledge: “I shall return.” Otherwise Leyte was known, if it was known at all, for poverty severe even by Philippine standards. Poor soil limited crops, and typhoons wreaked havoc, but the biggest problem was man-made: large landlords controlled the most fertile ground and imposed terms that consigned a tenant to a life of feudal need and debt. “He is economically little more than a serf,” wrote an American geographer who studied postwar Leyte.

			Emet lost his mother when he was two and his father when he was eight, both to undiagnosed diseases. He was living with his brother when a relative of sorts—his sister-in-law’s sister, Primitiva—visited from Manila and offered to smuggle him aboard the ferry and take him home. A shot of palm wine settled his stomach, and Emet prayed to the Virgin of Guadalupe for help in dodging the ticket takers. After a night of rough seas, the boat found the calm of Manila Bay, and Primitiva led him toward a sprawl of shanties called Leveriza.

			Manila had once been “the Pearl of the Orient,” a city with genteel colonial airs. The United States acquired it in 1898, after three centuries of Spanish rule. It had a stately cathedral, an old walled quarter, shady boulevards, polo grounds, cabarets, and breathtaking sunsets. Three years of brutal Japanese occupation brought wanton executions and outbreaks of famine, and a month of American liberation in 1945 left the landscape outright lunar. Hopelessly outnumbered, the Japanese dug in with suicidal resolve, while the Americans advanced block by block behind a cyclone of bombs and shells. A hundred thousand Filipinos died.

			Some of the fiercest fighting occurred in Malate, an elegant precinct on the south side of town, beside tony De La Salle College and the giant Rizal Memorial Stadium. As the Americans advanced, Japanese soldiers massacred scores of civilians sheltered in the college chapel—survivors told tales of toddlers bayoneted—and dug foxholes in the stadium. American tanks blasted them out, but the shelling and retaliatory Japanese arson left the area in ruins. When the war ended, homeless families poured into Manila from the ravaged countryside and threw up shacks wherever the razed landscape allowed. The hovels on swampy grounds behind Leveriza Street, beside the college and the battle-pocked stadium, were unusual only for their prime location. It was a shantytown near the yacht club.

			By the time Emet arrived, nearly a decade later, Leveriza occupied sixteen acres with a look of squalid permanence. The squatters had hammered together their shelters from whatever the city would yield—rotted planks, rusted signs, rice sacks, scrap wood, tarps. From a distance, the quilted textures and colors had the appeal of folk art. Up close, Leveriza was a trash-choked swamp overrun by warring gangs. “The living conditions are extremely bad,” a team of researchers later wrote. “There are no water, drainage or sewer systems. . . . [T]he community is a maze of alleys and passageways. . . . Congestion is extreme. . . . Most houses have no toilets and the stench in some areas is terrible.” Primitiva led Emet into the jumbled interior and told him he was home.

			Despite the wartime damage, the Philippines’s future seemed bright. Newly independent, it boasted high literacy rates, extensive public schools, rich natural resources, and higher incomes than Korea or Taiwan. It had a free press and an elected government. Many Filipinos spoke English, the language of global business, and the United States offered economic aid and preferential market access. Boosters saw “the next Japan.”

			Emet liked the tumult of urban life—the garish jeepneys, the Babel of dialects, and the men in the alleys throwing dice. Leveriza was ruled by gangsters and drunks, but Emet wore his geniality as a shield and was quick to make friends. Drawn to commerce more than to school, he spent much of his youth dodging traffic to hawk newspapers and cigarettes and dropped out at the start of high school. Primitiva was kind, but Emet’s older sister eventually moved to Leveriza and insisted he stay with her. Nanay Dak was married to a drunk. She took the money Emet earned on the streets and hit him with a switch. Once, she bit him. When Emet wearied of the abuse, he would run away and sleep on a bridge.

			Among the places Emet liked to sell cigarettes was Rizal stadium, the complex once shelled by American tanks. Lacking a vendor’s license, he had to slip in before events and hide beneath the stands. The canteen manager admired his pluck and offered him a job as a waiter. With a bounce in his step from his first real job, Emet, now nineteen, was walking home through Leveriza when he saw a young woman in the alley ironing clothes. He had never seen anyone at once so beautiful and so frail. He was too scared to say hello.

			Teresita Portagana came from a higher echelon of the Filipino poor. Her enterprising father, Venancio, had acquired a few fields in the neighboring province of Cavite, mostly through his own effort but also with the small pension his mother-in-law received from the American government because her husband, Tita’s grandfather, died fighting the Japanese. Tita was born a year after the war’s end and raised on the farm in a thatched hut. Ten younger siblings followed with the regularity of the seasons. Lean times made for lean meals—meat was a rarity—but a close family gave Tita comfort and protections that Emet, an orphan, lacked.

			The Portaganas were a gregarious clan, quick to laugh at each other’s expense and make friends. As the family introverts, Tita and her father stood apart. Much of her childhood passed happily beside him in the fields, where she absorbed his example of family devotion and bore the duties of the eldest without complaint. After six barefoot years in school—cash was too scarce to waste on shoes—she quit to help care for the younger kids. Her parents saw little point in continuing the education of a girl. When Tita turned sixteen, her father sent her to work in a Manila factory. She would live with an aunt and send home her pay.

			Manila was only thirty miles away, but she had never seen the city. Her excitement vanished when she discovered where her aunt lived. Leveriza wasn’t just ramshackle and chaotic; it stank. Bare-chested men leered from the alleys, and gangs fought with poison-tipped darts. The factory belonged to an American glove company that expected her to sew her four-finger sections at an unforgiving pace. About a quarter were rejected by supervisors so exacting that Tita came to see the United States as a nation of fastidious glove inspectors. Still, the cash felt empowering. She got paid on Saturdays and rode the bus home proud to be a provider.

			One day the family got alarming news: Tita had a neighborhood suitor, a gang member named George. Her father raced to Leveriza and moved her. “One relative in Leveriza is enough,” he said. George lost interest, but he had a friend who’d been admiring Tita from afar and awaiting his chance. His chances were slim: until Emet tracked her down, Tita didn’t know his name. She considered him plain and “even poorer than a rat,” and her father had barred her from seeing Leveriza men.

			But Emet proved gifted at ingratiation. He plied her with leftovers from the stadium canteen and sweets from the market. He finagled invitations to the farm and brought fish for everyone. Tita saw in his devotion a hint of her father, and Emet saw in her happy family life comforts he lacked. Venancio liked Emet’s ambition: he worked two jobs, as a waiter and street vendor, and talked of building a house. Though nothing warranted it, Emet had the optimism of a man whose break was just around the corner.

			Tita was twenty-one when they married in November 1967, after a courtship of nearly two years. Emet bought a pig for a party on the farm, and they rode the bus back to a rented shack in Leveriza. Soon Tita was pregnant.

			

			—

			WHAT CARRIED TITA AND EMET to Manila, beyond the belching bus, was the greatest epoch of population growth in world history. It started about the time they were born and hasn’t stopped. It tripled and quadrupled the populations of poor countries, urbanized the developing world, and packed the slums of teeming cities with surplus workers. It was demography that propelled the Age of Migration: there’s no mass movement without masses.

			Since births were abundant but lives short, the key to population growth was reducing death rates. That’s what suddenly happened in Europe in the nineteenth century. Science and industry led the way, with breakthroughs as simple as the wider use of soap. Cleaner water and the construction of sewers slowed the spread of disease. Better tools brought bigger harvests, and better roads and trains brought the harvests to market. Better-fed people lived longer lives. After death rates start to fall, families eventually have fewer children, but the demographic transition takes several generations. Meanwhile, populations soar. In the nineteenth century, the number of Europeans doubled, even as tens of millions of migrants left for the New World.

			A similar package of lifesaving advances reached poor countries after World War II, but with the science now well understood, progress came much faster. Modernizers sank wells, cut roads, sprayed mosquitoes, and vaccinated children, and mortality rates plunged. At mid-century, life expectancy in low-income countries was forty-two years. By the century’s end, it was sixty-three years. It took the world until 1800 to hold a billion people and 125 years to add a billion more—but just thirty-three years for its third billion, and roughly a dozen years each for its fourth (1974), fifth (1987), sixth (1999), and seventh (2012) billions. In the six decades after Tita and Emet were born, the population of the (mostly Catholic) Philippines grew especially fast, rising fivefold to nearly 100 million.

			More people meant more cities. Venancio Portagana had eleven children and ten acres. The children couldn’t all stay home to farm, and they didn’t all want to. City life, for all its hardships, promised freedom, excitement, and dreams, however slim, of making it big. In the twentieth century, the urban population of the developing world rose twentyfold, to two billion. Over six decades, Manila grew from a city of 1.5 million to a megacity of nearly twelve million. Urbanization isn’t essential for overseas migration—some people migrate straight from the village—but it does encourage it. Having already moved once, internal migrants have practice, and cities provide information and connections.

			Teeming, the cities couldn’t house the newcomers, so the newcomers housed themselves, wherever daring and imagination allowed—under bridges, atop medians, and beside railroad tracks. Just as Eskimos have multiple words for snow, Tagalog developed multiple words for the shantytown: iskwater, estero, eskinita, looban, and dagat-dagatan. Like Tita and Emet, about a third of Manila’s residents lived in squatter and slum settlements, typically lacking rights to the land. With 250,000 people, Tondo Foreshore was Manila’s biggest slum, but its most infamous was Smokey Mountain—a smoldering trash dump where 10,000 people lived and foraged in a hellish landscape. It was the most degrading place I’ve seen. I spent an Easter sunrise there, watching two candlelit processions of scavengers descend the stinking mountain of trash, one holding a statue of the veiled Virgin, the other the crucified Christ. They met in a chapel where a statue depicted Jesus as a trash picker. Fireworks exploded and the crowd cheered: Christ has risen! Christ has risen! My companion, a Filipino publisher, exulted, “Faulkner was right: ‘Man will not merely endure; he will prevail!’” Amid the filth and stench, the priest reminded the praying scavengers that Jesus was with them: Cavalry had been a garbage dump, too.

			Like the Dickensian tenements before it, the shanty was a brutish emblem of a brutish age. In the early 1960s, Manila’s sanitation was so bad that cholera reappeared. Overcrowding and rats spread tuberculosis. Malnutrition was prevalent: 80 to 90 percent of slum families lacked an adequate diet. Infant mortality was dismayingly high. (Both of Nanay Dak’s children died before age five.) Tondo was the epitome of overcrowding, but with 680 people per acre Leveriza was nearly 40 percent more dense. As much as crowds or malnutrition, what defined the slum was the absence of toilets. As late as 1980, about 40 percent of Metro Manila residents lacked them. People went where they would and pitched it where they could. Every ditch in Leveriza doubled as an open sewer.

			Across the globe, development experts held conflicting views of the slums. Some saw them as degrading and morally ruinous, incubators of vice. Others praised them for finding innovative ways to integrate the rural poor in the absence of government services. Likewise, politicians split. Some courted the squatters’ votes, even encouraged them to move in, but most saw blight and a danger to property rights. The bulldozer was a constant threat.

			About the time that Tita first moved to Manila, the mayor launched a fierce campaign against the squatters who had occupied part of the old walled city, Intramuros, for nearly two decades. Wrecking crews descended in 1963, piled families and their dismantled shacks in the backs of trucks, and dumped them on a barren hillside twenty miles away, called Sapang Palay. There was nothing there—no homes, no water taps, no toilets, no jobs. The removal continued until nearly twenty thousand people occupied a site that the World Health Organization deemed “unfit for human habitation.”

			Some people in Leveriza thought their long tenure and political clout would spare them a similar fate. But given the land’s valuable location, Tita wasn’t so sure. She hoped to leave Leveriza, but not in the back of a garbage truck.

			

			—

			TITA WAS TWENTY-ONE when she had her first child, on the floor of a Leveriza shack. Her father wept when he saw his first grandchild lying in shantytown squalor. He named the boy Rolando and moved mother and child back to the farm, where cleaner air and helping hands awaited. Emet stayed behind to work at the stadium canteen, where he slept on the floor to save money, and visited on weekends. Tita missed him. After six months, she and the baby moved back to the city, and Emet rented another place in Leveriza.

			This one was worse, with rats so aggressive they ate the bar soap. Pregnant again, Tita grew dizzy and weak, and a midwife declared her anemic. After a bleeding episode at three months, Tita took shots to prevent a miscarriage. But she went into premature labor and rushed to the public hospital where her daughter, Rowena, was born seven weeks early, weighing less than four pounds. Visiting the high-risk nursery every day, Emet panicked at all the dying infants. Against doctors’ orders, he brought Rowena home. “If my baby is going to die,” he said, “I want her to be with me.” Tagalog folklore holds that children resemble what their pregnant mothers crave; Tita joked that she must have craved a tiger. Rowena proved fierce; she survived.

			As a young mother with an ailing child and an introvert in a sea of strangers, Tita felt overwhelmed. Slum life was socially savage. When Tita had Rowena, an anthropologist trained at the University of Chicago, F. Landa Jocano, was doing fieldwork in a squatter camp nearby. His resulting study, Slum as a Way of Life, remains a minor classic. The Leveriza-like setting was predictably noxious—“wet and muddy” with a “nauseating smell” and crowded with “cardboard hovels.” But what stood out was the conflict. Despite the Filipinos’ reputation for prizing accord, husbands beat wives, gangs murdered gangs, and tsismis—gossip—ruled the alleyway. “Envy, jealousy, hatred, and other forms of ridicule” prevailed. It took a special social deftness to thrive. Lacking it, Tita withdrew. “I was talkless,” she said. When she was twenty-four, her third child arrived, and the pattern of her difficult life seemed set, down to the baby’s alliterative name. After Rolando and Rowena came Rosalie.

			By 1971, when Rosalie was born, no one still saw the Philippines as “the next Japan.” Hong Kong, Singapore, Taiwan, and Korea had lapped it in the development race. Before long, Thailand, which was much poorer in the 1950s, would have per capita income nearly three times as high. Gains in agricultural productivity had powered development in other Asian nations but eluded the Philippines, where landowners still ruled vast estates. With land and labor in equal abundance, the barons saw no need to innovate. They bought banks, factories, utilities, newspapers, and mansions in the capital and fashioned an oligarchic system of “booty capitalism” that rewarded connections over competition. The country’s stupendous inequality grew. With a communist insurgency on the rise, the stagnation posed security risks. A prominent mission led by a Yale economist warned that absent “major structural change” the situation would prove “explosive.”

			The problem with the Philippine economy was Philippine politics, an armed competition for plunder rights. The parties were ideologically indistinguishable coalitions of power brokers who delivered votes in exchange for economic favors: tax breaks, tariffs, import licenses, low-interest loans, regulatory loopholes, monopolies, and government contracts. Vote buying made campaigns expensive, and private armies made them violent. The Election Day death count could reach hundreds. In the 1960s, Time correspondent Stanley Karnow met a young politician named Benigno Aquino, Jr., or Ninoy, who “cruised around town in a bulletproof limousine, its upholstery fitted with slots for machine guns.” Every country has rich schemers, but the Philippines (unlike Japan or Korea) lacked an administrative state strong enough to resist. The Filipino oligarchs didn’t just control the politicians. They were the politicians: President Sergio Osmeña Sr., Vice President Fernando Lopez, Governor Danding Cojuangco. When Congress convened hearings on land reform, seventeen of the twenty-one committee members were landlords.

			The 1965 presidential race went to a young senator known for his guile and his beauty queen wife. Ferdinand and Imelda Marcos cast themselves as stylish modernizers after the Kennedys, but the Philippines wasn’t Camelot. Marcos gained renown as a law student by persuading the Supreme Court to overturn his conviction for murdering his father’s political rival. He moved into the presidential palace assailing corruption and began shoveling money into Swiss bank accounts; by the CIA’s estimate, he stole as much as $10 billion. With the national debt already swelled by his pork-barrel projects, Marcos spent so much public money buying votes in his 1969 reelection campaign that he plunged the country into fiscal crisis. Inflation spiked, and compensatory cuts in government jobs further punished the poor. Proclaiming herself a civic beautifier, Imelda Marcos set out to sweep the shanties from sight with bulldozers and whitewashed walls.

			Soon after Rosalie was born, Emet won a long-shot bet on a horse. He used the windfall to buy his own Leveriza shanty, which was so rotted he burned it down and started over, though he didn’t own the land. Tita had two more boys—Roldan and Rosalier—leaving seven people in a single room under a leaking roof.

			Paradoxically, Rosalie has happy memories of an impoverished childhood in a place she loathed. Tita and Emet were loving parents. Relatives visited often, and the farm, two hours away, offered an escape to swimming holes and cousins. The boisterous Portagana clan gave Rosalie a sense of belonging. Tita did duty as the sober budget chief, while Emet played the indulgent father, sneaking the kids into the stadium pool or treating them to after-school bowls of rice porridge. “Sheer joy” does not exaggerate the happiness Rosalie felt when he brought home a pink toy watch. It was the best day of her childhood.

			But even Emet couldn’t make Leveriza feel safe. The house next door was so close Rosalie felt as if the mentally ill neighbor across the alley could reach through the window and grab her. For the rest of her life, she would fear sleeping alone. A gang fight left a corpse in the alley. Bare-chested drunks smirked and stared. Among the goblins of Rosalie’s childhood was Nanay Dak’s husband, an uncle nicknamed Tatay Sing—Daddy Drunk. He handed out candy when sober but left Nanay Dak cowering behind Emet’s locked door when the bottle kicked in. When Rosalie learned to pray, she prayed to get out of Leveriza.

			With Rolando away for long stays on the farm and Rowena chronically sick, Rosalie was a third child with the duties of the firstborn. It was Rosalie whom Tita sent to the market, Rosalie who scrubbed clothes, Rosalie who waited at the spigot for hours while the neighbors quarreled. She responded with a seriousness beyond her years. “You’re always frowning,” Emet would tease. Real disobedience never crossed her mind, but Rosalie did allow herself one small rebellion. She never called Rowena Ate (Ah-tay)—“big sister”—as custom required. As Rosalie saw it, she did the big sister work. Only in retrospect would the absence of the honorific hint at her larger ambition—her refusal to accept that her place in the world depended on the accident of her birth.

			Although Rosalie’s childhood was poor, city life subtly encouraged ambition in a way that farm life did not. Every block in Manila housed a college or technical school. When Rosalie was young, Tita’s brother Fortz started an engineering course; the school let him work off his tuition, and he slept on Tita’s floor. He didn’t graduate, but Rosalie saw the family pride when he landed a job fixing copy machines and got sent to Japan for training. City life also promoted an awareness, if vague, of life beyond the Philippines. Long before she could see past the horizon, Rosalie sensed something out there. When a neighbor got a private water tap, Tita explained that the woman could afford it because her husband worked in a place called “abroad.” Rosalie had a friend who was doubly blessed: her father worked as an international seafarer, and she had relatives in the United States. The friend went to Catholic school and got lavish Christmas presents from America. Rosalie knew the United States was special but assumed you had to be born there to benefit. The idea that you could move to a new country had not occurred to her.

			

			—

			WITH HIS SECOND TERM waning and the constitution barring a third, Marcos declared martial law. In September 1972, he abolished Congress, seized businesses, closed newspapers, and jailed opponents by the thousands, including his likely successor, Senator Ninoy Aquino. Marcos cast the move as an effort to sweep aside the communists and oligarchs and launch a “New Society.” But his new powers, which indefinitely extended his rule, mostly gave him new ways to enrich himself. The United States, more concerned about its military bases than the dictatorship, went along. “We love your adherence to democratic principles,” Vice President George H. W. Bush later said.

			Emet liked Marcos and supported martial law. Filipinos were “hardheaded,” he said, and needed a strong hand. The extra police quieted the Leveriza gangs. But job growth faltered, poverty deepened, and the 1973 Arab oil embargo worsened the economic crisis: oil prices nearly quadrupled in three months, boosting inflation and draining the country’s foreign exchange.

			With a surging population and a shortage of jobs, the Philippines had two of the conditions that can trigger mass migration. Marcos gave the process a shove. In a 1974 May Day speech, he warned that the country simply had too many workers and not enough work. His solution was to ship the workers abroad—to “undertake the systematic employment of Filipinos overseas” and “optimize the national benefits therefrom in the form of dollar remittances.” A new government agency (the Overseas Employment Development Board) would place Filipinos in temporary contracts with overseas employers. While the program would only last a few years, until local conditions brightened, its aims were not modest. Overseas work, Marcos promised, “shall mean ultimate liberation” from “graft, abuse, and exploitation.”

			A government that told its workers to leave defied orthodoxy. By the early 1970s, global migration had started to rise: guest workers were well established in parts of Europe, and permanent settlement was increasing in the United States, Canada, and Australia. But migrants generally went on their own, not with their government’s aid. (Korea, a modest exception, encouraged workers to go to the Persian Gulf with Korean construction firms.) Some regimes even viewed migrants as disloyal; the Soviets prevented people from leaving. To the extent that development experts thought about migration, they called it a problem—a source of brain drain. No one called it a solution.

			But Marcos saw opportunity. Saudi Arabia and its neighbors already had ambitious building plans. Now there was no limit to what they could spend. They needed airports, power plants, hotels, hospitals, offices, shopping centers, and people to run them. Their workforces were tiny and untrained. Two-thirds of the Saudis were illiterate, while many jobless Filipinos had college degrees. The Filipinos would get paid in dollars and send the dollars home. For Marcos, labor export had the makings of a triple play: it would raise incomes, slow the insurgents, and shore up foreign exchange. In 1975, the program’s first year, 36,000 Filipinos went abroad. By 1983, departures had risen to 434,000.

			Emet envied the men who went. Their kids ate better, and their houses had new roofs. They came home sporting The Look—leather jackets, Ray-Bans, and cases of Saudi “hepa,” skin yellowed by the reflection of gold chains. But migration is usually beyond the very poor. It takes connections to find a job and cash for a passport and medical exam. An industry of middleman recruiters sprang up, riddled with rackets and demanding high fees. Though the government capped the amount they could charge workers—they were supposed to collect mostly from employers—most ignored the limits and imposed significant charges, sometimes for jobs that didn’t exist. Absent another winning horse, Emet saw little chance to work overseas.

			For the workers left behind, the misery deepened as growth dipped to the lowest level in Southeast Asia. In eight years, the incomes of unskilled urban workers fell by a third. Emet switched to cleaning the stadium pool and made about $2.40 a day, more than most Manila slum dwellers. But even with a second job, peddling cooked food on the street, he struggled just to feed the kids. When Tita lacked fish, she served plain rice. When she lacked rice for three meals, she served two. When the rice ran out, she borrowed from the neighborhood lender, a giant Sikh they called the “Boom-Bai,” at 20 percent a week. Rain poured through the roof so freely there was no dry place to sleep. Emet had lived a hard life without growing hardened—a mixed blessing given the indignities of his poverty. He worried most about Rowena, whose weak heart left her frail and needing medicine that he couldn’t afford.

			Tita’s brother Fortz got the family’s first break. Cold-calling on recruiters, he found one supplying technicians to a Riyadh firm that was putting the Saudis’ vital records on microfiche. After years of fixing copy machines, he was an ideal candidate. The salary, $700 a month, was astonishing—about twenty times what he earned in Manila—with no placement fee. His father lent him the money for the medical exam, and half the extended family crowded into a rented jeepney for a tearful airport farewell.

			Emet tried to disguise his jealousy. He borrowed to open a tiny store by the house, which Tita would help him run. The thief who emptied the shelves during Holy Week seemed to know they were busy reading the Pasyon, a twenty-four-hour life of Christ. Easter or not, it was the only time Emet felt capable of killing someone. When Rowena fell ill again, he asked God to heal her or take her to heaven. Soon after, Emet’s boss stunned him: he asked if Emet was interested in going abroad. An American firm was starting a fitness program for the Saudi Air Force and needed a pool keeper in Dhahran. The boss knew the recruiter, who would waive the placement fee, and his monthly salary would rise tenfold, from $50 in Manila to $500 in Dhahran. “Yes,” he said. “Yes! Yes!” He was so afraid of how Tita might react he didn’t tell her for a week. Their baby was still in diapers.

			Rosalie had just turned ten in 1981 when the family took another ride to the airport—not quite old enough to keep a brave face. She was a daddy’s girl losing her daddy. Tita found hope in Emet’s salary but fear in the prospect of facing Leveriza alone for two years. An enterprising photographer at the airport was peddling good-bye shots, but the few coins Tita and Emet could muster weren’t enough. Tita spent them to enter a lounge where she could watch and wave as his plane took flight. Then she returned to Leveriza, drew the kids close, and cried.

		

	
		
			TWO

			Migration Fever

			Emet landed in Dhahran after a ten-hour flight, worried about the worry on Tita’s face and worried about Saudi Arabia. The orientation in Manila had warned that the heat and police were equally severe: no Bibles, no booze, and no babaeros—playboys. Workers who committed adultery could be jailed or lashed. He half expected airport camels but found only bored police who checked his bag for Bibles and smut and left his clothes in a heap. Emet got the message: Filipinos were too plentiful and cheap to bother welcoming.

			Four decades earlier, the city hadn’t existed. Dhahran was a sand dune outside the village of Dammam when American engineers began to sink exploratory wells. The first six didn’t find much. In 1938, Dammam No. 7 struck gold, confirming that the tiny tribal kingdom sat atop unfathomable wealth. By the early 1980s when Emet arrived, the tri-city area (Dhahran, Dammam, and Al-Khobar) held 350,000 people, anchored by one of the world’s richest corporations, Aramco, and guarded by King Abdulaziz Air Base, whose pools Emet came to tend.

			He settled into a dorm beside the base, reserved for Filipinos. It had hot and cold running water, flush toilets, televisions, tennis courts, a cleaning service, and a cook. It was the nicest place he had ever lived—by Leveriza standards, palatial. Emet was miserable. First timers have it rough, and Emet’s closeness to the kids made it rougher. Ever since his orphaned childhood, all he had wanted was a family, but to support one, he had to leave it. Veterans told him the loneliness would pass, but Emet, who was thirty-seven, doubted he could last a month.

			Physically, the work was easy. He got paid on time and at the promised rate—neither a sure thing among guest workers in the Gulf, who were frequently defrauded and powerless to complain. Although moonlighting was technically illegal, Emet took a side job cleaning the house of a Saudi general. He arrived one day to a scene that inspired terror: a glimpse of the general’s wife in flimsy nightclothes. He panicked and ran. “In orientation they said if the woman complains they chop the head, even if you didn’t do anything.” The general arrived hours later, puzzled to find Emet squatting in the courtyard, awaiting arrest.

			

			—

			THE TWO MAIN THEMES of Overseas Filipino Worker life are homesickness and money. Workers suffer the first to get the second. Some hung posters of dollar bills to remind themselves why they had come. One played a recording of his pig. Emet paced the mall and asked the Virgin of Guadalupe to help him pass the time. Eventually, he grew bold enough to make bathtub wine. Infidelity was on everyone’s mind. A Tagalog pop hit, “It’s So Painful, Brother Eddie,” took the form of an overseas worker crying about his wife’s affair: “I’m wondering why our two children are now three.” Despite the watch of Saudi authorities, workers cheated, too. Unmarried couples bought fake marriage certificates, and rooms let by the hour on Friday mornings to treat “homesexness” while the Saudis were at the mosque.

			After fourteen years of marriage and five kids, Emet and Tita had bonds that younger couples lacked. If Tita needed reassurance, she could find it in his constant letters and tapes. “I’m counting every minute, every hour,” he wrote. “Every time there’s an airplane in the sky, I say when I ride it again?” He yearned for news of the kids. Emet is a gentle man, slow to anger, but decades later, he would flare when he heard critics say that overseas workers deprive their children of love. “You cannot look at each other and say it’s love if your stomach is empty—I sacrificed.”

			At first, single motherhood seemed more than Tita could bear. Frail and friendless, alone in the slums, she was a fretter with reason to fret. Rowena, now twelve, was constantly sick, and the baby, nicknamed Bhoyet, was just a year old. Since Manila’s overcrowded schools started their split shifts at 6:00 a.m., Tita rose at 4:30 to boil the breakfast rice. She washed each child’s uniform every day, with water Rosalie toted from the public tap. Emet’s absence meant the difficult decisions were hers alone. Hitching a piggyback ride from school, Roldan, who was five, slipped from his brother’s back, cracked his head, and vomited all the way home. Tita decided not to spend the meal money on a doctor. “By God’s grace, nothing happened,” she said.

			The first time Emet sent money, Tita cried. In Manila, he made about $50 a month—in Saudi, $500, plus his moonlighting job. Tita stopped running out of fish and rice. She bought extra school uniforms so she didn’t have to wash every day. She bought a closet to hang them in. After years of toothaches, she had seven teeth pulled and treated herself to dentures. She bought a fan to stir the stagnant air and a television after the neighbors complained about the kids watching theirs through the window. Rosalie loved television, but the ultimate luxury was the family’s first bed. “I was ecstatic we could lay on something soft.”

			New comforts were part of migrant lore—“symbols of hope to neighbors and friends.” After households sent workers to the Gulf, the share with televisions doubled. The share with stereos quadrupled. Two-thirds said they ate more meat. They built concrete walls and laid new roofs. Economists, who value investment, sometimes dismissed the purchases as “mere consumption.” To the families there was nothing “mere” about it; consumption meant more to eat.

			In Emet’s absence, Tita’s authority grew. When she hired a work crew to install a toilet, she revealed not only her prosperity but also her empowerment. Most labor migrants at this point were men; the rising autonomy of their wives was an unforeseen side effect. More than three-quarters of Filipino wives said their husbands’ time abroad made them stronger. Women as far away as Egypt and India said much the same, although some fell into subjugation by male relatives. With a few pesos to share, Tita noticed that her neighbors afforded her a hint of the deference offered to people of means.

			After nearly two years, Emet flew home in a crowd of workers who cheered when the plane set down. He brought chocolate for the kids, earrings for Tita, and a bag of duty-free cigarettes, his homesickness having made him a heavy smoker. Bhoyet, now two, considered him a stranger and cried at his touch, but Emet pretended not to notice. “I was too happy to be sad,” he said. He threw himself a party, patched the walls, and replaced the roof. A few months later, when it was time to return, Emet learned he was jobless again. The recruiting firm had lost the contract.

			It took a year of pavement pounding in Manila to find another overseas job, even with a reference from a Saudi Air Force captain who had praised his “fine performance” and “dedication and attentiveness.” Emet pawned the earrings he had bought Tita, sold the kids’ Nintendo game, and went back to peddling cooked food. But with no regular job, he was poorer than before he had left. When he finally got sent to clean pools in Najran, near the Yemen border, the whole family breathed a sigh of relief. Everyone was surprised at how much now depended on Emet being gone.

			

			—

			AS EMET BECAME A MIGRANT, migration became a force. From 1960 to 1990, the world’s migrant population doubled. More countries sent migrants, more countries received them, and the migrants brought rapid ethnic change. Plot the movements on a map, and witness a festival of arrows: West Indians to Britain, Turks to Germany, Chinese to formerly “White Australia.” Public opinion leaned skeptical, but migration had a life of its own.

			If the postwar migration were put to film, the opening shot might pan the wary faces of men docked on the river Thames. The five hundred Jamaican recruits who filed off Empire Windrush in 1948 were just looking for a paycheck in a war-racked country short on labor; unwittingly, they launched multicultural Britain. Nearly half a million West Indians followed over the next two decades—bus drivers, porters, factory workers, orderlies—and even more came from the Indian subcontinent. As citizens of the Commonwealth, migrants from the former colonies could move to Britain as they pleased. That freedom ended in 1962, but the movement did not, since British reunification laws let migrants send for their families. By the early 1970s, the country held 1.5 million colonial migrants and their children.

			Other European countries needing postwar labor turned to guest worker schemes. Switzerland, France, and Belgium were among them, but the classic example is Germany, which in 1961 began recruiting Turks for “temporary” jobs. Since the contracts generally lasted just a year, no one imagined that Germany was seeding an ethnic and religious minority, an idea with zero appeal in a country so defined by its homogeneity. But once they started cashing German paychecks, the Turks had no more interest in leaving than the Germans had in training replacements. Accommodations were made. By 1973, Germany hosted 600,000 “temporary” Turkish workers, about half of whom had been there for at least seven years.

			The oil shock ended the guest worker programs, but the workers didn’t leave—not the Turks in Germany, nor the Moroccans in the Netherlands, nor the Algerians in France. Laws and sympathetic court rulings let workers bring wives and kids; more than half a million Turkish dependents moved to Germany in just three years. By 1975, the foreign population climbed to 7 percent in Germany, 8 percent in France, and 16 percent in Switzerland. “We wanted workers, but we got people instead”—so went the famous lament. The quotation belonged to the Swiss writer Max Frisch. The sentiment belonged to the continent.

			The welcome could not be called warm. Racial violence exploded in Britain as early as 1958, when hundreds of whites rampaged for days in a West Indian section of London called Notting Hill. (Some called the mayhem “nigger hunting.”) A decade later, a Tory MP named Enoch Powell likened immigration to national suicide and predicted racial violence. “It is like watching a nation busily engaged in heaping up its own funeral pyre. . . . Like the Roman, I seem to see ‘the River Tiber foaming with much blood.’” The speech cost Powell his party post, but three-quarters of Britons approved, and Powell gained lasting renown among immigration opponents worldwide.

			In France, North Africans languished in the worst jobs and crowded into shantytowns called bidonvilles. They launched work strikes, rent strikes, hunger strikes, and mass demonstrations and died in mob attacks. “The bodies of murdered foreign laborers regularly were fished out of the Seine,” wrote the political scientist Mark J. Miller. “North African cafés were bombed and machine gunned.”  When a mentally ill Algerian killed a Marseilles bus driver in 1973, revenge squads bombed the Algerian consulate. Unlike in Britain, where both Tories and Labour worked to suppress racial backlash, anti-immigrant attitudes in France coalesced around far-right parties.

			Unwelcomed is not the same as unwanted. Europe might not have liked migrants, but it liked having them do grubby jobs—pick crops, wash dishes, and mop floors. The idea that advanced economies used foreigners to do the dirty work was explored by the economist Michael J. Piore in his book Birds of Passage. He argued that natives disdain the low status of certain jobs even more than the low pay. Hiring foreigners to do the stigmatized chores eases the class conflict among natives but makes it politically harder to reduce the flows. By 1975, foreigners constituted 10 percent of Western Europe’s labor force. “The last thing I worry about is losing my job to a Frenchman,” scoffed a Malian worker during a Paris subway strike. “No Frenchman would do what I do for what I get paid.”

			The resumption of mass migration to the States differed in significant ways. It began later, focused on settlers not guest workers, and benefited from its initial framing as a civil rights issue. But one element of the experience was the same: unintended consequences. In signing the 1965 law, Johnson said mass migration was dead but launched a new migration age. More immigrants came in the 1970s than in the 1930s, 1940s, and 1950s combined—three-quarters of them from the developing world.

			As in the past, population growth and rising inequality increased the incentive to move. In the second half of the twentieth century, rich countries added 380 million people, but poor countries added 3.2 billion. In 1960, America’s per capita GDP was twelve times that of the Philippines; by 2000, it was thirty-six times as great. Steamships once made travel cheaper and safer; now airplanes did. Television was another migration-quickening force, since it globalized images of First World comforts. Even in the alleys of Leveriza, Rosalie could see what she was missing. By the end of the century, cell phones and the internet strengthened ethnic networks. Soaring numbers of refugees—fleeing postcolonial conflict and the proxy battles of the Cold War—increased the migrants’ head count.

			While public opinion generally opposed large-scale migration, Western governments didn’t stop it. Migrant-friendly courts were one constraint. Foreign policy imperatives were another, like the United States’ admission of Cubans and Vietnamese. And the dynamics of interest-group politics were very much in play. For decades, opposition was broad but not deep, while organized
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