MIGRATION ASSESSMENT
My name is Mikkaill Gravengo and I lived in Zimbabwe before I moved to England.  I grew up during the political reign of Robert Mugabe.  I went to school, university and then became a qualified teacher of English.  When I began teaching I was wrongfully accused of teaching propaganda against Robert Mugabe and was sent to prison.  I spent 12 years there and I was tortured and beaten many times.  I only got fed once a week and no one was allowed to visit us.  In the end when I was eventually released, I had to talk to my family about leaving Zimbabwe.

I had to leave simply because of how the city was run.  The whole city was corrupt and fed about keeping Mugabe president and how we would make Zimbabwe a better place, whereas he wasn’t doing anything to help us.  If felt extremely sad when I left my family because I didn’t want them to be tortured for me fleeing the country and think bad things about Mugabe.  But in the end, it was something we all decided on together.  I flew out with my auntie and sister s they managed to convince the family to leave too.  It was nice that I had remnants of my family as I moved out of Zimbabwe to go live in London.

As soon as we landed in Heathrow, got past customs and went to the migration office, problems started happening.  We all decided to apply for asylum straight away.  My aunts application apparently wasn’t as good as ours and we ended up being separated from her as she was sent to detention.  She then eventually got flown back to Zimbabwe but as I have not returned, I do not know what happened to her.  Then we were given a statement of evidence form when we became asylum seekers, the immigration officers refused my sister status to remain in the UK.  We appealed against here refusal and spent many days and nights sleeping outside on the streets in the wet weather, but eventually appealed and she was allowed to stay in the UK.  My case was good enough for me to become a refugee.  When we managed to make my sister stay, we thought about what we could do with our new status and I decided to take up teaching again.  I have now way to reach my family however, as my family has no telephone or computer back in Zimbabwe, so I couldn’t be able to bring them to the UK.
Life in London is very different from life in Zimbabwe.  I work at a local secondary school and earn enough money to live on.  My sister remains unemployed as she does most of the things around the flat.  I help her as much as I can but because I teach many classes I am usually caught up in lesson plans and marking that I can rarely help her, but we have enough money to make a decent living.  We live in a flat in London’s east end.  It isn’t 5 star living as you people would call it, but if is normal because we get a TV, a bed, a bathroom, many necessities we didn’t have back in Zimbabwe.  We usually do our own things for most of the week but on Sundays, me and my sister usually go out and spend some time together in the town.  We rarely do anything special but every now and then we go and see a show in the Theatre or go out for dinner somewhere.  The locals around the flat are nice to us, they treat us like any normal person, they are very generous.  In fact the Landlord gave us a decrease in rent as she thought since we came from a foreign country we may not be able to earn as much.  It’s nice to have people look out for you in the UK because if one of the UK’s common customs is something we are doing wrong, people are there to aid you and guide you and tell you what to do.
I love London and I would love to live the rest of my life here, but I may not see my family again and if we go back to Zimbabwe, we could be arrested or if we managed to get back to the UK, we could get mixed up with other people and may have to apply for asylum all over gain.  It’s a huge sacrifice, but I think that as long as my parents know that we are living alive, well and happily, they would encourage us to stay here.  It is fantastic that we have been given a chance to escape the clutches of Mugabe in Zimbabwe and also, lived a great life here in the UK.  I do like it here very much.
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