MIGRATION ASSESSMENT
The life in Zimbabwe was very unpleasant for a long time, it was not choice to leave, it’s that we had to.  People were being ‘disappeared’, lots of my class mates were missing.  One day they were there, the next day they were gone.  This all happened partly because of the elections, the President of Zimbabwe wasn’t getting enough votes, so he executed people who didn’t vote for him and because no-one knew where they went, he used their names to get more notes.

Parents were being terrorised, including mine.  One night at about 12.34am, the police crashed through our front door searching for evidence to prove them guilty, any little speck of information to show they weren’t innocent, but they found nothing.  It’s because my parents don’t keep potential evidence in the house for exactly that reason.  After about 2 hours of searching, they have us the clear and gave up.

The next day my dad said to me and my mum that we have to move elsewhere, find asylum so that this terror couldn’t reign upon us.  Dad and mum did many extra jobs to raise money for our fare.  It took us 6 and a half months to save up the money but we did it.  It just made my parents even more determined to leave because in the space of the time it took to save up the money for a plane to England, we’d been searched 3 more times.  Our friends were searched and taken away, who would have known, they got taken away for a couple of magazines his mum and dad had bought.

It was my first time travelling by air, the flight was enjoyable, relaxing and filled a gap.  I felt more secure knowing I would be in a land of freedom.  We arrived at Leeds/Bradford airport and my dad said we had to go to an ‘immigration’ desk, he went up to this man in a blue suit and said, ‘my family and I are seeking asylum’.  This man took us into a room and interviewed us, for some reason this person wouldn’t believe us, he said ‘there’s been no word spread of the “so called chaos” in our country but we spoke the truth.

We were sent to a Detention Centre, the food was barely anything at all.  We had a television and we switched it to the news and there it was our cause for coming here on the TV.  The man walked into our room and called my dad back into the interview room, he asked my dad to re-tell the story, after seeing it on the news.  The man believed us and we were allowed to move into a home, it was a two-bedroomed flat.  It was quite nice, nicer than the Detention Centre.
As we walked to go to the shop the next day, people looked at us strangely like we were outcasts or something, I couldn’t understand why they wouldn’t accept us.

A week later I started school, people called me unfriendly names but others stuck up for me.  They got to know me as I got to know them.  They said that some people thought we didn’t belong for tax reasons.

In the end it turned out OK, there’s no police barging into our home and no terrorising.  I live peacefully now and it’s a better way of life.

Hannah Townsend/8SHA
