MIGRATION ASSESSMENT
I used to live in Rocinha – a favela in Brazil.  It was just me and my two children.  To start with, living in Rocinha was OK, just a little too dirty, but the community spirit was good – everyone knew everybody.  People began to get injured – stabbed, sometimes murdered.  I was very scared and didn’t want to let my children go out, though of course they had to go to school.  One day, I got a phone call from the school saying that my daughter hadn’t turned up.  Immediately I thought it strange as she loves learning things.  So I went out to look for her.  I found her down a dark, damp alley, with blood gushing out of her stomach, and a black eye and numerous bruises.  When I asked who had done this, she only told me it was a gang... but she didn’t know who they were.  I shouted for help and ran onto the streets – but no-one would come.  She died.

My son and I decided we had to leave Rocinha after that.  For starters, how could I ensure that it wouldn’t happen to him?  Losing another child, my only remaining child – it would have been too much.  The conditions weren’t exactly inviting either.  Dirty water – barely enough to attempt to wash with, sewage running through the narrow streets and little money for food.  Now there was a gang too – killing people for fun.  There was no way I could stay.

On arriving in England, we were herded into Immigration Control like we were wild animals.  It was completely degrading.  Even so, I had to pull myself together as the tricky part had come, getting asylum.  The interviewer had a sharp, sarcastic voice and seemed like he didn’t believe a word I was saying.  I was incredibly close to weeping – and begging on my knees for asylum.  If not for me – then for my son.  My only child.  As Rocinha took my other away.   After the utterly pointless – yet nerve-racking interview, I was given a form to complete, which was all about my old country and what happened.  You know, I don’t think those immigration officers understand how painful it is to write about all the terrible things which happened to you in your old country.  They have no idea.  None at all.

After a month of being held in a Detention Centre, we were given a humanitarian leave.  But the month of staying in the Detention Centre was one of the worst in my life.  It was pretty similar to Rocinha in many ways.  It was cramped, smelly, dirty... little food, little time to eat the food... we weren’t allowed to say anything to the guards... my son couldn’t bare the ‘school’ there either.  He told me many times that it wasn’t a school – not really.  Finally, we were given the humanitarian leave.  So, we will have to go eventually, but it is OK for now.

Currently me and my son live in a tiny flat in the east of London, on the 8th floor.  In my opinion, it is very ugly – a huge great block of dull, grey flats with greasy windows, stacked one on top of the other.  At least we have clean water, for there aren’t many other advantages as no one is friendly to us – they just shun us – or tell us to go back where we came from.  Sometimes they call us awful names, it scares me.  The only time I feel vaguely safe is when I’ve locked the flat door and I’m alone with my son.

I work as a self-stacker in Tesco.  The job is quite tedious and it makes your arms ache constantly.  The wages are exceedingly poor – it is just as hard to get good in the UK as it was in Rocinha.  But as least I have a job.  I tried so hard to find a job upon coming here, but nearly everyone turned me away.

No matter what happens though, I don’t want to go back to Rocinha.  Not ever.  All the painful memories would come back and who knows when me or my son would be killed.
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