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George Friedman : Flashpoints: The Emerging Crisis in Europe  before purchasing it in order to gage whether or 
not it would be worth my time, and all praised Flashpoints: The Emerging Crisis in Europe: 

3 of 3 people found the following review helpful. A good read but a little redundantBy Susie CarterI learned several 
things and I respect his opinion in these matters from his considerable experience. The book kind of stalled out for me 
when he began to repeat his thesis and his arguments. Never the less, Europe doesn't have a good track record of 
playing nice and the Euro Union is a long ways from the United States of America. He points out many reasons, some 
of which were new to me. For one thing, the EU is not forged in the fire of the American Civil War. For another, they 
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didn't have near the brainpower writing their "constitution" that the USA was lucky enough to have had. Time will tell 
how prescient he really is. Futurists don't have much of a batting average.1 of 1 people found the following review 
helpful. Interesting, At Times Tedious, But A Good Read NonethelessBy Dr. Howard A. FrankI enjoyed this book. 
Like The Next 100 Years, this work reflects Friedman's geopolitical worldview. And by discussing his family 
background--Jewish of Hungarian descent--you realize he's seen first-hand how the ideological extremes of Fascism 
and Communism wreak havoc on humanity. But that also infuses Friedman with what seems to be a central theme of 
the book--human nature isn't very pretty, and history will reboot with the same outcomes because we continue to trip 
over our own cultural drivers. In Europe, that means historical hatreds and geographical drivers that are constant over 
the centuries. While the 31 years between 1914 and 1945 are the pivot and cesspool of Europe's existence, Friedman 
sees constants. The Mediterranean is a barrier between the Muslim and Christian Worlds. Germany will be an 
economic powerhouse. Northern Europe's ethos is radically different from the South. Britain is in some ways 
connected (economically) but closer to the U.S. than its continental neighbors.It is a good read. My only beef is 
writing. At times this gets a bit tedious. In point-of-fact, the afterward gets the major points across in a few pages. A 
hidden agenda, perhaps, is to remind us of American Exceptionalism. We haven't had a string of devastating wars on 
our soil. Race relations may not be perfect, but we've done a better job than the Euros in assimilating newcomers. 
We've had military blunders but maintain a colossal military advantage over competitors. And whatever problems we 
have, the 50 states have melded better than the EU--a geography with a common currency, and not much else in 
common. I think Friedman is a bit more open about this in The Next 100 Years. Here, Friedman's historiography and 
story telling serve to remind us of how lucky we are relative to the Euros, who may see us as primitives--when they're 
the one whose history is quite barbaric and "tribal."7 of 8 people found the following review helpful. Europe faces 
Gloomy FutureBy David Lindsayldquo;Flashpoints: The Emerging Crisis in Europerdquo; was written by George 
Friedman. Friedman was born in Hungary and his parents immigrated to the US in the 1940s. The book provides a 
history of Europe since the 15th century, followed by gloomy predictions about its future. Friedman is a pessimist. He 
explains that 100 million Europeans died between 1914 and 1945 and seems to believe that dark evil forces still haunt 
the continent. He states that nationalism is returning and "Europersquo;s history of conflict is far from over.rdquo; 
Friedman is a good story-teller and this is an entertaining read. However, he is light on facts and heavy on opinion and 
anecdotes. Overall, I was disappointed with his doomy analysis.Friedman claims that Western Europe is rich and 
weak. He states that NATO is a shadow of its former self and without the US, it is not capable of standing up to the 
Russians. The Germans are selfish and addicted to exports. He believes the German economy could destabilize 
Europe. The British are apparently obsessed with table manners and are not really committed to the EU. He believes 
that only the strong survive and pacifist Europe will get pushed around if it doesn't man-up. The reality is that the EU 
has a bigger economy than the US. Germany, Britain, and France have the worldrsquo;s fourth, fifth and sixth largest 
economies respectively. Italy has a larger economy than Russia. If Western Europe wanted to become a major military 
power it could do so quickly and easily.Coming from Hungary, Friedman has an East European perspective, but this is 
like the tail wagging the dog. Most of Eastern Europe was part of the Soviet Union until 1991. Many of these countries 
have spent most of their history as part of someone's empire and have usually been the victims of aggression. They 
also have long memories. Friedman tells us that the people of the East have been disappointed by their membership of 
the EU, and are not as wealthy as they hoped to be. Hungary has the world's 58th largest economy. In the past old EU 
members would invest generously in the economies of new entrants, but the EU now has 28 members (there were nine 
until 1986). Countries like Britain believe that they already contribute enough to the EU budget.Friedman wants the 
West to be more committed to Eastern Europe. From what we have seen in Georgia, Yugoslavia and Ukraine, it would 
appear that Germany, France and Britain are apathetic. Friedman claims that regions like the Balkans are important to 
Europe and quotes Bismarck who said that ldquo;One day the great European War will come out of some damned 
foolish thing in the Balkans.rdquo; Bismarck was right, but he also said that: ldquo;The Balkans aren't worth the life of 
a single Pomeranian grenadier.rdquo; Both world wars were caused by disputes in Eastern Europe. In 1914 it was 
Serbia and Austria. In 1939 it was Germany trying to grab the German speaking territories of Poland and 
Czechoslovakia. The politics of Eastern Europe have always been a nightmare.Friedman fears Russia, but he is 
probably over-stating the threat. Robert Kaplan believes that Russia is a declining but paranoid power. Russia cannot 
compete economically with the West and it has responded with threats and petulance. Russia has few friends. It is an 
under-populated country, dependent on the price of oil. Its population is likely to fall from its present 141 million to 
111 million in 2050. Within a decade its population could be 20% Muslim. It shares a long border with China. The 
Chinese covet land and resources and Russia also occupies territory that used to be part of China. Russia faces an 
uncertain future and is unable to dominate Western Europe militarily. That said, the West needs to be clear about its 
red lines, otherwise misunderstandings could lead to war. As George Kennan predicted in 1997, NATO's expansion 
eastwards has damaged relations with Russia and could lead to trouble.Friedman often gets his facts wrong. For 
example, he claims that Britain has a population of 94 million, it is actually 63 million. He states that Britain 
conquered Scotland in the 18th century. England and Scotland merged voluntarily in 1707 and formed a new country 
called Great Britain. There is no index or footnotes. It reinforces the impression that the book was written quickly 



without a lot of research.The good news for Europe is that Germany, France, Britain and Italy are now able to live 
together in peace. As long as the Germans embrace pacifism Western Europe will be fine. The US is still committed to 
supporting the region militarily and wants the Eastern European countries to become successful democracies. It also 
helps that Russia no longer seems capable of winning a major European war.Until 1989 the EU was a prosperous West 
European club. With the fall of the Soviet Union many former-communist countries were invited to join NATO and 
the EU. However, these countries brought a lot of historical baggage with them. Western Europe is starting to worry 
that the enlargement eastwards may be a source of instability. Britain has complained about the number of immigrants 
it receives and the cost of providing them with free healthcare and other benefits. It may vote to leave the EU in 2016. 
Friedman describes part of the problem, but he does not offer any real solutions.

A major new book by New York Timesnbsp;bestselling author and geopolitical forecaster George Friedman (The Next 
100 Years), with a bold thesis about coming events in Europe.nbsp;This provocative work examines 
ldquo;flashpoints,rdquo;nbsp;unique geopolitical hot spots where tensions have erupted throughout history, and where 
conflict is due to emerge again.ldquo;There is a temptation, when you are around George Friedman, to treat him like a 
Magic 8 Ball.rdquo; nbsp;mdash;The New York Times MagazineWith remarkable accuracy, George Friedman has 
forecasted coming trends in global politics, technology, population, and culture. In Flashpoints, Friedman focuses on 
Europemdash;the worldrsquo;s cultural and power nexus for the past five hundred years . . . until now. Analyzing the 
most unstable, unexpected, and fascinating borderlands of Europe and Russiamdash;and the fault lines that have 
existed for centuries and have been ground zero for multiple catastrophic warsmdash;Friedman highlights, in an 
unprecedentedly personal way, the flashpoints that are smoldering once again.nbsp; nbsp; nbsp;The modern-day 
European Union was crafted in large part to minimize built-in geopolitical tensions that historically have torn it apart. 
As Friedman demonstrates, with a mix of rich history and cultural analysis, that design is failing. Flashpoints narrates 
a living history of Europe and explains, with great clarity, its most volatile regions: the turbulent and ever-shifting land 
dividing the West from Russia (a vast area that currently includes Ukraine, Belarus, and Lithuania); the ancient 
borderland between France and Germany; and the Mediterranean, which gave rise to Judaism and Christianity and 
became a center of Islamic life.nbsp; nbsp; nbsp;Through Friedmanrsquo;s seamless narrative of townspeople and 
rivers and villages, a clear picture of regions and countries and history begins to emerge. Flashpoints is an engrossing 
analysis of modern-day Europe, its remarkable past, and the simmering fault lines that have awakened and will be 
pivotal in the near future. This is George Friedmanrsquo;s most timely and, ultimately, riveting book.From the 
Hardcover edition.

One of thenbsp;Wall Street Journal'snbsp;Top 16 Books on Wall Streetrsquo;s Spring Break Reading List"In this 
insightful examination of contemporary Europe, political scientist Friedman (Next Decade) challenges the view that 
the European Union and its neighbors have transcended the threat of violent conflict among nationshellip;.. By 
dispassionately anatomizing the fears, aspirations, and interests of the key players, particularly a resurgent and 
resentful Russia, Friedman vividly describes a region where memories are long, perceived vulnerabilities are 
everywhere, and major threats have emerged rapidly and unexpectedly many times before."--Publishers Weekly"This 
nonacademic but erudite view of European history shows that the 20th century's trauma of war and violence is not 
quite behind ushellip;.A thoughtful, uncluttered treatise considering Europe's intractable patterns of unemployment, 
immigration and racism."--KirkusAbout the AuthorGEORGE FRIEDMAN is the chairman and founder of Stratfor, 
the worldrsquo;s leading private intelligence company. He is frequently called upon as a media expert in intelligence 
and international geopolitics, and he is the author of six books, including the New York Times bestsellers The Next 
Decade and The Next 100 Years. He lives in Austin, Texas.Excerpt. copy; Reprinted by permission. All rights 
reserved.1A European LifeOn the night of August 13, 1949, my family climbed into a rubber raft along the Hungarian 
shore of the Danube. The ultimate destination of the journey was Vienna. We were escaping the communists. There 
were four of us: my father, Emil, thirty-shy;seven, my mother, Friderika, known as Dusi, thirty-shy;five, my sister 
Agnes, eleven, and me, age six months. There was also a smuggler, whose name and provenance have been lost to us, 
deliberately, I think, as our parents regarded the truth of such things as potentially deadly and protected us from it at 
all costs.We had come from Budapest by train to the Hungarian village of Almasfuzito, on the Danube northwest of 
the capital. Budapest, where my sister and I were born. My parents had migrated there with their families, met, fallen 
in love, and then were sucked into the abyss of Europe in the first half of the twentieth century. My mother was born 
in 1914 in a town near Bratislava, then called Pozsony and part of Hungary, which was then part of the Austro-
shy;Hungarian Empire. My father was born in the town of Nyirbator in eastern Hungary in 1912. They were born just 
before World War I. In 1918, the war ended and the structure of Europe cracked, wrecked by that war. Four imperial 
housesmdash;shy;the Ottomans, Hapsburgs, Hohenzollerns, and Romanovsmdash;shy;fell, and everything that had 
been solid between the Baltic Sea and Black Sea was in flux. Wars, revolutions, and diplomacy redrew the map of the 
region, inventing some countries and suppressing others. Munkaacute;cs, the town my fatherrsquo;s father came from, 
was now in Ukraine, part of the Soviet Union. Pozsony was now called Bratislava, a city now part of a newly invented 



country fusing the Czechs and Slovaks.My parents were Jews and for them the movement of borders was like the 
coming of weather. Pleasant or unpleasant, it was to be expected. There was something interesting about Hungarian 
Jews: they spoke Hungarian. The rest of the Jews in the east of Europe spoke Yiddish, fusing German with several 
other languages. Yiddish used the Hebrew alphabet, to further confuse matters. Yiddish-shy;speaking Jews did not 
tend to see themselves as part of the countries in which they lived, and their hosts generally agreed, usually 
emphatically. Geography was a convenience, not something that defined them. Using Yiddish as their primary tongue 
represented their tenuous connection to their society, something that was both resented and encouraged by those with 
whom they lived.But generally speaking, Hungarian Jews used Hungarian as their only language. It was my 
sisterrsquo;s and my first language. Some, such as my father, knew Yiddish as a second language, but my mother 
didnrsquo;t know Yiddish at all. Their mother tongue was Hungarian, and when the borders shifted, my motherrsquo;s 
family, all twelve of them supported by her father, who was a tailor, moved south to Budapest. In the same period the 
rest of my fatherrsquo;s family moved west, out of what had become Ukraine, and into what was left of Hungary after 
the war. The point is that while the normal anti-shy;Semitism of Europe flourished in Hungary as well, there was 
nonetheless a more intimate connection between Hungary and its Jews, far from simple or easy, but still there.Hungary 
in the interwar period was not an unpleasant placemdash;shy;once the chaos of a communist regime followed by an 
anticommunist regime was completed to the usual European accompaniment of slaughter. Independent for the first 
time in centuries, it was governed by an admiral of a navy that no longer existed, who was regent to a nonexistent 
king. Mikloacute;s Horthy should have had as his family motto ldquo;Go with the Flow.rdquo; The flow in Hungary in 
the 1920s and part of the 1930s was liberal, but not immoderately. This meant that my father, a country boy from the 
east, could move to Budapest, learn the printing trade, and open a print shop by the time he was twenty years old. For 
this time and place that was extraordinary, but it was an extraordinary time. Deep into the 1930s it was possible to 
believe that World War I had so chastened Europe that its darker instincts had been purged.But demons are not so easy 
to purge. World War I had settled nothing. The war was fought over the status of Germany, which ever since its 
unification in 1871 had thrown the balance and stability of Europe into chaos. A powerful and wealthy nation had been 
created, but it was also a desperately insecure nation. Caught between France and Russia, with Britain subtly 
manipulating all players, Germany knew it could never survive a simultaneous attack from both sides. Germany also 
knew that both France and Russia were sufficiently afraid of it that a simultaneous attack could not be discounted. 
Thus, Germanyrsquo;s strategy had to be to defeat first one and then mass its forces to defeat the other. In 1914 
Germany had tried to implement this strategy but instead had lost.My grandfather fought in World War I, a soldier in 
the Austro-shy;Hungarian army. He fought on the Russian front, leaving my father at the age of two. He returned from 
the war, but like so many others, he returned broken in spirit and body. Those whom the war didnrsquo;t kill, it twisted 
into men utterly unlike those who had left home. He died shortly after coming home, possibly of tuberculosis.Rather 
than settling Germanyrsquo;s status, World War I simply coupled geopolitical fear with ideological rage. 
Germanyrsquo;s defeat was explained as being a result of treachery. And if there was treachery, then someone had 
been treacherous. It was a complex plot, but Germany settled on the Jews as the malevolent conspirators, a decision 
that had particular implications for my family.Geopolitically, Hitlerrsquo;s desire to secure German interests meant 
that the ldquo;flowrdquo; Horthy now had to ldquo;go withrdquo; came from Berlin. Ideologically, my parents now 
found themselves the major threat to the German nation. For a Jew living in Hungary it had not been a bad deal to this 
point. But it was now becoming a terrible one. This left my parents with a choice that had been facing Europeans for 
over a centurymdash;shy;staying or going to America. My motherrsquo;s sister lived in New York. I never knew how 
they did it, but somehow my parents managed to obtain visas to the United States in 1938. A visa like this was worth 
more than gold. For those who could see what was coming, it was life itself.My father was a clever man, but he did not 
see what was coming. He had grown up with anti-shy;Semites, and he knew the beatings and abuse that involved. By 
1938 he had a profitable printing business in Budapest. To give that up and start over in a country whose language he 
could not speak was not something he was eager to do. The geopolitical reality demanded that he find an exit from the 
European madhouse. His personal needs dictated that he stay and tough it out. By the time it became clear that this 
was not your daddyrsquo;s anti-shy;Semitism, it was too late.The result for my family was catastrophic. In Hungary, 
Horthy protected the nation by submitting to the German will. Hungary remained internally free so long as it 
cooperated with German adventures. Having defeated France in a six-shy;week campaign, Germany now turned its 
attention to the Soviet Union, confidently expecting a rapid victory. Horthy, going with the flow, committed 
Hungaryrsquo;s army to the war, expecting as a reward to have returned to it the regions my family had to flee after 
World War I. But for the reward to be permanent, there had to be blood. Horthy understood this.My father was 
conscripted into the Hungarian army. At first he was simply a soldier. But if the Hungarians were to fight alongside 
Germans, it was clear that Jews could not simply be soldiers. My father was transferred with other Jews to labor 
battalions whose assignment was, for example, to clear minefields the old-fashioned way, by walking through them. 
All soldiers were expected to be willing to die. Those in the labor battalions were expected to die. Horthy was no more 
of an anti-shy;Semite than good manners required, and this was not something he may have wanted himself, but his 
duty was to preserve an independent Hungary, and if putting Jews into labor battalions was what was needed, he was 



going to do what was needed.For my father and many of the men in my family, that meant a march from 
Hungaryrsquo;s eastern border through the Carpathians, toward Kursk and Kiev, all the way to the River Don, to a 
place called Voronezh. Most of the men in my family were dead by then, but so were many regular army troops. The 
Soviet Union only seemed weak. Its strength was discovered in the fall of 1942, when the Soviets, having massed 
enormous forces east of the Don, counterattacked against the German Sixth Army, which had taken most of the city of 
Stalingrad. Germanyrsquo;s goal was to choke off the approaches to the Caucasus, because on the other side of the 
Caucasus was the city of Baku, where the Swedish Nobel brothers had discovered and exploited a massive pool of oil 
in the late nineteenth century. Baku was still the source of most of the Sovietsrsquo; oil, and Hitler wanted desperately 
to take it from them. The Germans knew that if they took Stalingrad and the land between the Don and Volga Rivers, 
Baku was theirs and the war was over.However, the Soviets did not counterattack in Stalingrad. Instead they attacked 
to the north and to the south, enveloping the German Sixth Army and starving it into surrender and annihilation. My 
fatherrsquo;s problem was that the Sovietsrsquo; northern thrust was aimed directly at himmdash;shy;they knew that 
Germanyrsquo;s allies were the weak link. By the winter of 1942 the Germans depended on Italian, Romanian, 
Hungarian, and other allies who did not want to die for Hitlerrsquo;s historical vision of a Greater Germany. 
Therefore, when the Soviets launched their attack with massive barrages, the Hungarians broke ranks willingly. My 
father told me of the feared ldquo;Stalin Organ,rdquo; a multiple-shy;launch rocket system that could launch a dozen 
rockets from a battery, all landing within seconds of each other. Those rockets haunted his dreams for the rest of his 
life.Then began the long retreat of the Hungarians from Voronezh to Budapest, a distance of over a thousand miles 
through the Russian winter of 1942ndash;shy;43. The death toll was appalling, but the Jewish death toll was almost 
total. My father walked back through the snows without winter clothing, without food beyond what he could scavenge, 
and with the knowledge that encountering German SS troops to the rear meant certain death. He explained his survival 
in three ways. First, he imagined his daughter, my sister, a few meters ahead of him. He was always going to pick her 
up. Second, city boys were soft. He was a farm boy, hardened from birth. Finally, it was luck. Enormous luck.Hitler 
needed Baku. If he was to defeat the Soviets, Baku was a geopolitical necessity. It was no accident that the Germans 
had to take Stashy;lingrad and no accident that the Soviets couldnrsquo;t let them. It was not accidental that 
Germanyrsquo;s allies were on the flanks and not in the center, nor was it accidental that the Soviet offensive focused 
on them. It was not accidental that my father was at ground zero, because wherever the Hungarians were was to be 
ground zero, and wherever the Hungarians were, the Jews would be the most exposed. What was accidental was that 
my father survived. Impersonal forces define the larger pieces of history. It is the small things, the precious things, that 
are defined by will, character, and mere chance.When my father finally reached his home in Budapest in 1943, 
Hungary still retained its sovereignty from Germany. Sovereignty matters. It meant that while Hungarian foreign 
policy was shaped by the power of Germany, there was some space, small and decreasing, for Hungary to govern 
itself. For the Jews it meant that while conditions were extraordinarily difficult, more difficult than for other 
Hungarians, who also were facing deep problems, they were not confronted by the full fury of Germanyrsquo;s anti-
shy;Semitism. My mother and sister were alive, and even the print shop still functioned in a way. They had a place to 
live and food to eat. Horthy was able to preserve that. Perhaps he could have done more, but perhaps trying would 
have brought the full fury of the Nazis to bear much earlier than occurred. In Europe at this time, retaining a space for 
Jews to survive, however precariously, was no small achievement for Horthy, or a trivial matter for my family. It was 
very different living in a sovereign Hungary than in occupied Poland. The sovereign nation-shy;state could and did 
make the difference between life and death. I judge a man like Horthy not by the good he might have done, but by the 
evil that he did not commit and others did. It could have been much worse in Hungary, and much earlier. Others have 
judged him more harshly, my father and mother much less so. The argument still rages, but what is clear is that at the 
time, what he did was a matter of life and death. He, like the rest, was caught in the grip of European history gone 
mad, with few choices, all bad.This was apparent when, in 1944, following his policy of going with the flow, Horthy 
opened secret negotiations with the Soviets over switching sides in a war that Germany was going to lose. German 
intelligence detected this, and Hitler summoned him to a meeting, where he threatened to occupy Hungary and 
demanded the deportation of Hungaryrsquo;s Jews, nearly a million. Horthy conceded the deportation of 100,000. In 
Europe at that time, this was what humanitarianism had degenerated into. A man who collaborated in killing only 
100,000 but kept perhaps 800,000 others alive a bit longer was doing the best that could have been expected of him. In 
due course the Germans took Hungary over, and even that little was impossible. The flow of history that Horthy went 
with had overwhelmed Hungary. The truth was that Horthy was finished, that the fate of Hungary would now be 
determined by Hitler and the Hungarian fascists, and my family, along with Horthy, had run out of time.Adolf 
Eichmann was sent to Hungary to oversee the ldquo;final solutionrdquo; in the largest still-existing community of 
Jews in Europe. In the midst of a desperate war that Germany was losing, scarce manpower and transport facilities 
were diverted to move hundreds of thousands of Hungarian Jews north to Auschwitz and other camps, to be 
exterminated. 


