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FAVOURITES?

FREE TIME?

Watching Scary Movies

Harry Potter
Chicken Burger & Mayo

Playing Cricket
Watching Films

INTRODUCTION
My name is Saheed and I wrote 
one of the stories in this book. The 
reason we wrote these stories was 
because some of us were getting 
bullied at school. People were say-
ing that we were terrorists and that 
we shouldn’t be in this country. We 
wanted people to know why we are 
here and how happy we are to be 
safe. We hope this book might help 
some people think about asylum 
seekers more kindly. 

WEEKEND LIFE?
Going to The Gym

Playing Cricket
Films

FREE TIME?
Doodling & Drawing

Playing Football
Going to the Cinema

FAVOURITES?
Cooking for Friends

Karate Practice
Celebrity BB

Hanging out with Mates
WEEKEND LIFE?

Watching TV
Dinner with Family
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iIdris, 18

BORDERS
Halmand Provence, Afghanistan

JOURNEY
“I was 

12 when 
my family 
decided I 
should go 

somewhere 
safer”

I am from the Halmand Provence 
in Afghanistan where the village I 
grew up had around five to six thou-
sand people.  My dad and sister died 
when I was younger so I lived with my 
brother and my mum. We all stayed in 
most of the time as it was too danger-
ous to go out. Women always stayed 
at home and I didn’t go to school. 

I was twelve when my family decided 
that I should go somewhere safer. 
They sold our land and paid for me 
to travel to Europe. Things moved 
slowly but eventually I was taken 
to the border of Iran and I joined 
a group of about twenty people. 
I was the youngest in the group 
and the group took me under 
their wing and looked after me. 

 

“I stayed in 
the small 
space for 
2 days as 
the lorry 

crossed on 
the ferry”

“Suddenly 
everything 
ws on fire- 

the tent, 
my sleeing

 bag”

The journey to Europe was long, we 
travelled to Turkey over the moun-
tains from Iran. It was freezing cold 
in the mountains with a lot of Snow 
and ice. At night we slept outside. 

From Turkey we travelled to Greece 
on a small boat and there were lots 
of people in this very small boat. 
It was dark when we were crossing 
and after a while the engine in the 
boat failed. The waves began to 
throw the boat up in the air over and 
over again. We feared for our lives 
and I thought I would die. Sudden-
ly out of nowhere we heard noises 
and saw bright  lights travelling to-
wards us. It was the Greek Army on a 
boat and they came and rescued us. 

After Greece I tried to get to Italy. I 
was smuggled into a tiny space in a 
lorry – all on my own. I stayed in the 
space for two days as the lorry crossed 
on the Ferry. I could not move. I was 
very scared. When I got to Italy I 
was found and taken to hospital. 

Once I had recovered, my jour-
ney continued when I tried to get 
on to a train with about 15 others.

The police came on and took eve-
ryone off except me; I was sitting 
next to an Italian woman and they 
thought I was with her. I took an-
other train to Paris. This time the 
train conductor took all the asylum 
seekers off but left me, in hind-
sight I think it was because I was  so
young and I look a bit European. 

After Paris I managed to get to the 
‘Jungle’ in Calais. I was there for 5 
½ months. It was the scariest time in 
my whole life. I lived in a tent and 
one night a friend left a candle burn-
ing in the tent and it started a fire. I 
was so tired after many weeks with 
no sleep.  I saw the fire but thought 
I was dreaming. Suddenly everything 
was on fire – the tent, my sleeping 
bag. I ran out of the tent. There 
was a gas canister near the tent. I 
thought it would blow up. I ran and 
I ran. I was so scared but I was alive. 

We tried every day to get on a lor-
ry to go to the UK and I felt sorry 
for the lorry drivers  who might 
lose their jobs if they helped us. 

I am now waiting to find out if I can 
stay in the UK. 65



I am a sixteen year old male from Rafah 
which is located on the Gaza strip in 
Palestine. I lived with my mother, 
father and younger brother.  Rafah was 
getting bombed a lot and my fam-
ily were very worried about our lives.

When I was thirteen years old they 
planned to travel by accross land by 
minibus through a check point to go 
to Egypt. When we were getting on 
board my mother and father were told 
they could not get on as the minibus 
was full. They let me and my brother 
on, the minibus was full of children. 

I did not want to leave my mother 
and father. I had to promise to them 
I would look after my younger brother 
who is nine years younger than me. I 
cried very much.

Allan, 16

PROMISE
Gaza Strip, Palestine

         GAZA
“My brother 
and I didn’t 
know where 

to go, we 
stayed on 

the streets, 
begging for 

food.

We got through the check point 
and drove to Alexandria, Egypt’s 
second largest city. All of the 
children got out and went their 
own way. My brother and I did not 
know where to go, we did not know 
anyone, we had no money and 
nowehere to stay. We had no other 
choice but to  beg on the streets. 

A man and woman kept coming to 
visit us in the city, they said I could 
not look after my brother, I said I 
could. One day they came again and 
the man slapped my face and took 
my brother. I cried many tears; I did 
not know where they had taken him.

I stayed on the streets alone for 
a few more months begging. 
Fortunately a local shop owner took 
me in, he said I could work in the shop 
and in return I could eat food from 
him and sleep in a tiny room. I asked 
him for help to find my family and 
brother, he said he could not help.

I worked for him for two years and 
during that time I met a fisherman 
who said he could get me on a boat 
to Europe. 

He took me to the port, I got on 
a big boat with about three hun-
dred and eighty people on board. 
It took two weeks to get to Italy. 

I moved around a lot over the next 
few months, never staying any-
where for too long. Two months in 
Italy, two months in France and one 
month in Belgium when eventually I 
had the chance to get to Engalnd.

I got in a refrigerated lorry. I 
remember the journey being very 
cold and hard, travelling for miles.

 I am now in foster care but I am not 
well, my heart is broken, I cry all the 
time for my family. I do not know 
where my brother is.
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     BOMB   
 

“People are 
very scared 
on Daesh. 
They will 

kill children, 
women and 
the elderly ”

I am now fifteen years old, born in 
Iraq and me and my family are Kurdish 
Iranians. I grew up near the Kirkuk area. 
My family was made up of my par-
ents and brother aged thirteen and 
my younger sister who was one year 
old when I left Iraq...I miss them all. 

I remember my country being very 
beautiful when I was young but due 
to the violence, shootings and fight-
ing it is a very dangerous place now. 

Our troubles were made much 
worse when Daesh (ISIS) started to 
use violence against our people, 
particularly my own people who 
are mainly from the Kurdish region.

Taohoe, 15

DAESH
Kirkuk area, Iraq

People are very scared of Daesh. 
They will kill children, women and 
the elderly ... When they arrived in 
our villages they did terrible things. 
I try not to think about it but it is still 
so difficult. 

I could hear people screaming, being 
shot and areas being bombed and 
so my parents pleaded with an agent 
to take me away to a “safer”country. 
I was only able to travel when my 
parents borrowed money to pay.

There were many  innocent people 
killed and I always fear for my families 
safety. I can still remember the night 
an unknown man came to collect me 
in a lorry to take me away. I was thir-
teen then and cried for hours. When 
I think about it I can see my parent’s 
tears and I remember that I was un-
able to look at my younger brother. 
At the time I had no idea if I would 
see my family again. 

From there I cannot remember how 
much time I spent travelling. It felt 
like forever and is still all a blur.

 
“I could 

hear people 
scream-

ing, being 
shot and 

areas being 
bombed”

10 

ED

9



I find it difficult to read and write 
as I only went to school for three 
years in Iraq. In England I do like 
school and play football and en-
joy swimming. I still wake up some-
times crying or having nightmares

I have no family here and hundreds 
of miles from anyone I knew  but I 
have made some good friends and 
luckily there are one or two other 
kids from Iraq who I can speak to.

I felt very lonely, upset and iso-
lated. Not knowing where I was 
going, eating scraps of food and 
water for the rest of the journey. 

After what seemed like forever I was 
dropped off at a  service station in the 
UK. There, I saw another small group 
of people, about five others, standing 
around with uncertainty. After a few 
minutes I saw flashes of blue lights 
and loud noises, it was coming from 
two cars, I realised it was the Police. 
I was very scared and did not know 
what to do. I only had the clothes 
I was wearing and no money.  I was 
taken away with two other children 
where I met the Social Workers .... 

l am now settled at a local school 
in Warwickshire which has helped 
me;  but in all of this I have no idea 
about my parents or wider family and 
friends I left in Iraq. I have no way 
of contacting them and it is some-
thing which I have no control over.  

lt’s hard when you don’t know where 
your family are or if they are safe. I 
pray for their safety.

“I was very 
scared and 
didn’t know 
what to do”

“I only had 
the clothes 
I was wear-
ing and no 

money”

“I have no family here 
and hundreds of miles 
from anyone I knew”
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Mohammed, 14

MY UNCLE
Bahzani, NW Mosul

MY STORY
I am a fourteen year old Iraqi boy; my 
story begins in my home village of 
Bahzani, a little North West of Mosul.

My father had about two hudred sheep 
and olive groves. Our family lived to-
gether with my older brother, older 
sister, mother and father. When I was 
ten years old Daesh came to our vil-
lage. I was in the fields and I remem-
ber running to my my mother’s brother 
who I was close to, about ten minutes 
away from my home. My uncle said 
“stay here” and went to my village to 
locate my family. My uncle came back 
and told me he couldn’t find my dad or 
older brother.  I was filled with panic.

“My uncle 
came back 
and told me 
he couldn’t 
find my dad 

or older 
brother. 

I was filled 
with Panic”
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Everything changed. I lived at my 
uncles for about a year, I never went 
out, and I would hide in the base-
ment as we feared Daesh would take 
me away. I would often hear their ma-
chine gun fire and shouting close by. 
I was told they would either take you 
away, shoot you or cut off your head.

One night when I was eleven years 
old my uncle took me at nighttime in 
his car, all I knew was he said I had to 
come to England to escape Daesh. 
I was given to a man who was paid 
by my uncle to take me in his lorry.

I travelled in the back of the lorry 
which had no cover. The man gave 
me a banana and some water. I was 
very hungry. I would be given an ap-
ple sometimes too. 

I was moved into three  or fourlorries 
during the long journey, not know-
ing which Countrt I was in. I was very 
scared and tired  so I tried to sleep. 
Sometimes I travelled with other 
people, sometimes I was alone. 

I remember being told to get out 
of the lorry; it was at a petrol sta-
tion on a motorway. I walked to a 
man in the station who gave me a 
chocolate cake and a cup of coffee. 
I motioned to him I could not pay; 
he said it was ok and smiled. He 
called the Police and social workers 
came and took me to Leamington. 

I cry sometimes, I am sad also, I miss 
my family. I have an uncle in Wolver-
hampton; he is my father’s brother. 
He went home a year ago, he said 
my mother and sister are with my 
mother’s brother there, but no one 
knows where my father and brother 
are, I do not know if they are alive.

I see my uncle most weekends. I like 
England, I like everything here, I do 
not mind the weather. I like school 
too. We never had school at home. 

I would like to go fishing. 

 
“I 

motioned 
to him I 

could not 
pay; he 

said it was 
ok and 
smiled”
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This story started when I was fourteen. 
I am from a small village in Afghani-
stan, just outside Jalalabad. My vil-
lage was small and had about two 
hundred people in it. There were lots 
of animals in my village; cows, sheep 
and goats all walked around freely. I 
lived with my mum and dad and two 
younger brothers in a one room house. 
My house was made from mud and the 
roof made out of wood and plastic.

We did not go to school but we 
went to the mosque five times a 
day where we learnt Arabic and 
about the Koran. If you missed go-
ing then you may have been beaten.

Saheed, 16

MUM & DAD
Jalalabad, Afghanistan

  TALIBAN
“My house 
was made 
from mud 

and the roof 
made out of 
wood and 
plastic”
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I have a stammer and the Taliban said 
to me that it was because I was pun-
ished by God. When I spoke, people 
would tell me to stop and hit me.  

One day the Taliban came to my 
house and said I must go with 
them to fight the Americans; they 
wanted me to wear a suicide vest. 
My parents did not want me to go 
with them and when the Taliban 
returned I had to hide with the animals 
and my parents said I wasn’t there. 

They wanted me to be somewhere 
safe and decided to send me to the 
UK. My parents sold our land for 
money for the trip. My mum cried 
and cried when I left. My dad took 
me to the border of Iran where I 
ended up walking with a group of 
about twenty men. I was very scared.  
I did not know where I was going. 

In Iran we could not find water and 
we were very thirsty. There was 
an old man in our group who was 
very dehydrated and we had to 
carry him, one of us on each side. 
We finally found a canal and we 
drank. The water was very sour. 

In Iran I can also remember being in 
a car with lots of other men. I was 
very squashed and was lying in the 
footwell. We were in the car for hours 
– eight I think, non-stop. People were 
crying out for air and in pain from 
being so cramped. If we moaned 
the man in the front would hit us. 

A few days into our journey some crim-
inals came with a knife and an AK47 
and robbed us all. They took my ring, 
my money and all of my clothes. It 
took nineteen long days to cross Iran.

After Iran we went to Turkey.  I can 
remember one day where we found 
an apple orchard and we ate lots 
of apples.  On our journey we had 
to rely on people giving us food.  

After Turkey we got to Bulgar-
ia, then Serbia and on to Hun-
gary.  I am not sure which country 
we travelled to after Hungary but 
we finally got to Paris where we 
were left to go off by ourselves.

“..We 
finally 

found a 
canal and 
we drank.
The water 
was very 

sour.”

“People 
were cry-
ing out for 
air and in 
pain from 
being so 

cramped.”

“When I 
spoke, 
people 

would tell 
me to stop 

and hit 
me.”

15

Me and some other boys got on a 
train to Calais. We did not have tick-
ets and the conductor gave me a fine 
and told me to go to the police sta-
tion. When we got to Calais we fol-
lowed some other men until we found 
the Jungle. In the Jungle it was so 
cold and I would wake every hour be-
cause of it.  My sleeping bag was wet 
and I only had the clothes I was wear-
ing, a pair of trousers and a t-shirt.

The Jungle was a very scary place. 
You had no choice but to trust the 
people you were with but there 
were some scary men there who 
liked to fight. I started to car-
ry a knife to keep myself safe. 

Every night we would walk for miles 
to find a lorry where the driver had 
stopped to get some food. We would 
all hide in it and some of us would 
pretend to be found so that the oth-
ers could carry on hiding, tricking the 
drivers. Every morning we walked all 
the way back again. This happened 
for six weeks before I finally got 
onto a lorry that took me to the UK.  

The entire journey took seven months. 
The best thing about being here is 
that I am treated equally. People 
let me speak and do not get an-
gry about my stutter. I have been 
to school and I live with an English 
family who are like my mum and 
dad.  I have made lots of friends. 

I miss my family. They do not 
know that I am here and that I am 
safe. I am going to ask if the Red 
Cross can get a message to them. 

“The entire 
journey 

took seven 
months.”

“I started 
to carry 
a knife 
to keep 
myself 
safe.”

16 



KIDNAPPED
Hamid, 15

FAMILY
Dead Sea, Egypt

I am a fifteen year old Eritrean male-
from a village about twenty five miles 
away from the Dead Sea. I lived with 
my father, younger brother and two 
younger sisters. My mum died when 
I was ten years old from Cancer. 

We had problems with the govern-
ment, they would take boys away 
to  join the army to fight. I became 
so scared at home that I would be 
taken. My friends and I decided to 
leave and I never told my family. I 
didn’t want my family to be upset, 
worry, or to put in danger. I thought 
if I left it would be better for them.
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“The 
businessmen 
said I would 
be killed if 
they didn’t 
receive any 

money.”

Some of my friends went to Holland 
and Germany but my best friend 
stayed with me. We went to the Jun-
gle in Calais. I hated it there, it was 
horrible. The police sprayed my eyes; 
it burnt and stung my eyes very much.
 
We managed to get onto a lorry for 
England  but the driver knew some 
people were on board and stopped 
the lorry.  A policeman came to the 
back and opened it with the words 
“welcome to England”. 

I was handcuffed and taken to a po-
lice station, I was photographed and 
had my fingerprints taken and a DNA 
swab. A Social Worker came to see 
us. My friend and I were split up as he 
was nineteen years old which meant 
we could not stay together. I have 
since found out he is now in Scotland. 

I stayed with a foster family for six 
months where I was very settled.  I 
went to Church,  I had friends, I liked 
my Foster Carers. One day my Social 
Worker came to my School and said I 
had to come with her with no warning. 

My friends and I met other peo-
ple and travelled through Ethio-
pia to Sudan. When we reached 
the Sahara Desert we got in a lorry 
to cross it. It was very windy and 
very hot and the sun was blinding. 
Partway into our journey we were 
caught by kidnappers; there 
are lots of them between Ethio-
pia and Italy where business-
men take people for money. 

Someone contacted my father to 
get money to free me, the busi-
nessmen said I would be killed if 
they didn’t receive any money. We 
have no money so I can only guess 
my Father sold our home. Some-
one in Eritrea got word to the kid-
nappers and the money was paid.

We travelled on to Libya, it was very 
scary, we were in a building and we 
could not go out at night. There was 
lots of bombing, tanks and soldier 
gunfire against ISIS. We eventually 
got onto a ship at the coast, it was a 
Red Cross ship which took us to Italy. 

“I hated it 
there, it was 

horrible. 
The police 

sprayed my 
eyes; it burnt 
and stung...”

18 



“..I did 
not know 
anyone.

 I did 
not get 
to say 

goodbye 
to my 
Foster 

Carers”

She had all of my belongings in her 
car and she told me I was moving. I 
was driven to another County where 
I did not know anyone. I did not get 
to say goodbye to my Foster Carers. 

I am here now at School, I like School 
and have made new friends. I do not 
like where I live, I have cried a lot be-
cause I miss my friends and Church.

Most of all I miss my Family, I do 
not know how they are or if they are 
alive. I hope and pray that they are 
ok. I had asked people in the Eri-
trean church if they could make con-
tact with my family but they have no 
contact with my part of Eritrea. I have 
asked the Red Cross for help too. 

One day I hope to see my family again. 
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