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EDITORIAL

I n every country in the world, there are children who suffer daily. Whether that 
     may be as a result of starvation, poverty, forced migration, forced marriage, or 
discrimination, depression, and lack of love and attention, it remains indisputable 
that as part of the educated and privileged citizens that inhabit this world, we 
can and should be doing more to support those that are incapable of solely 
relying on themselves. This is why I decided to focus this year’s LSESU Amnesty 
International Journal on the child. 

The ‘migrant crisis’ is now entering its third year. Despite the facts and figures 
being regularly released about the plight of those fleeing conflict zones, and the 
haunting photographs accompanying these statistics, behind these mounds of 
information are raw and tragic human stories, often involving children. Article 
6 of the United Nations Convention on the Rights of the Child decrees that 
every child has the right to life, survival, and development, and is ratified by 
nearly every single UN member state. Nevertheless, governments have made it 
incredibly difficult, and sometimes even impossible, for migrants to resettle and 
integrate into new countries. This is seen very clearly in the hostile reaction of 
some eastern European countries to the arrival of migrants, such as Hungary’s 
building of a razor-wire fence in an attempt to keep them out. As highlighted 
by Magdalena Markiewicz in this issue, many of these migrants are children, 
arriving unaccompanied and terrified, burdened not only by the weight of their 
belongings, but also by their traumatic memories of war and suffering in their 
hometowns. In order for any positive change to occur, governments and publics 
must be willing to work together, along with civil society. But recent phenomena, 
such as the rise of populism across Europe, do not bode well for the future. 

Consequently- to use an overworked saying- we must be the change we 
wish to see in the world. This is why we thought it was crucial to have a portion 
of the Journal dedicated to getting involved. I believe that it is not too radical to 
imagine a world without child poverty, child trafficking, child slavery, or child 
marriage. As you read this Journal and its stories, which draw attention to a wide 
range of children’s issues, consider what could possibly be done to help those 
most vulnerable, powerless, and defenseless, the overwhelming majority of whom 
are between the ages of 0 and 18. I hope the contributions published here inspire 
you, enlighten you, and help you realize the extraordinary potential individuals 
possess to help relieve the pain of those whose lives are filled with hardships, 
sadness, and suffering. 

Malak Azer
Editor-in-Chief
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PROFILE: INTERNALLY DISPLACED
CHILDREN IN NIGERIA

According to the Guiding Principles on 

     Internal Displacement, internally 
displaced people (IDPs) are “persons or 
groups of persons who have been forced or 
obliged to �ee or to leave their homes or 
places of habitual residence, in particular as a 
result of or in order to avoid the e�ects of 
armed con�ict, situations of generalized 
violence, violations of human rights or 
natural or human-made disasters, and who 
have not crossed an internationally 
recognized state border” (United Nations, 
1998:1). 

Although the issue of Africa’s refugee 
crisis receives much more international 
attention, the continent’s internally displaced 
population is double the size of its refugee 
population, coming to a staggering count of 
12.4 million people at the end of 2015. 
Nigeria accounts for 2.1 million of these 
people, home to more newly displaced people 
than any other African state that year. Almost 
ninety percent of Nigerian displacement is a 
result of Boko Haram terrorist attacks in its 
northeastern region. Nevertheless, natural 
disasters as well as government projects have 
played a part in forcing many to �ee their 
homes. 

IDPs do not receive the same support as 
refugees and remain the responsibility of 
their own government because they have not 
crossed any international borders. However, 
the Nigerian government lacks the resources 
to provide for these people, primarily women 
and children who lack basic food, shelter, and 
clothing in resettlement camps. To 
understand their predicament better, below 
are some of the many experiences of IDPs.

Mercy Ali, 16 years old

Mercy Ali lived in Chikide village, Borno 
state in northeastern Nigeria. Being the �rst 
of �ve children, Mercy attended Government 
Secondary School as a boarding student in 
neighbouring Bama region in order to pursue 
the best education possible. During her SS1 
(year 10) year, rumors about Boko Haram’s 
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siblings. Although Lydia’s family knew that 
Boko Haram had taken over a number of 
villages in their state, they still felt relatively 
safe because there were some Nigerian 
military men guarding their town.

In 2014, Lydia was a twelve-year old 
JSS1 (year 7) student when Boko Haram 
attacked Gwoza. “I don’t remember what 
date it was, but the attack began around 
6pm,” she recalls. �e soldiers were able to 
hold o� the terrorist group while her family 
and other civilians escaped to nearby 
mountains. When Lydia returned to her 
home the next day, she realised she was lucky 
to have been saved. Boys who had not 
escaped had been taken as Boko Haram 
soldiers, and girls had been raped and 
kidnapped.

Lydia’s hope of returning to her normal 
life was destroyed when the Boko Haram 
ambush triggered a confrontation between 
Muslims and Christians in her town. While 
she was sleeping, Muslims set the houses of 
Christians on �re. Hence, Lydia’s Christian 
family had to �ee to the mountains for their 
safety once again. In the morning, the family 
returned to see half of their village in 
shambles. �ey packed what was left of their 
belongings, especially pots and pans to cook 
food, in order to survive away from home.

Lydia’s family lived in the mountains for 
three months, waiting for a rescue team 
which never arrived. Eventually, Lydia 
travelled to Cameroon where a preacher 
hosted her family before he arranged for a car 
to take them to Yola, Adamawa state in 
Nigeria. She remembers the day she returned 
to Nigeria: “It was July 1st 2015, and I was so 
happy.” However, her parents knew that 
regardless of how peaceful a town might 
seem, they could never be safe in 
North-Eastern Nigeria. Her father got in 
contact with an organization for IDPs which 
transported them to a camp in Bukuru, 
Plateau State. While in the camp, Lydia heard 
of the free school for girls with similar 
experiences as hers, run by House of Recab. 
In late 2015, Lydia left her family to join the 
school. Now a �fteen-year-old, SS1 (year 10) 
student, she dreams of becoming a doctor to 
rehabilitate IDPs.

Tope Akujah, 13 years old

Tope Akujah lived in Kuramo, Lagos state 
with his parents and three siblings. �e 
hundreds of poor families living in the 

arrival at Bama were con�rmed when several 
of Mercy’s teachers were attacked by the 
group’s members. Shortly after, the terrorist 
group began burning villages in Bama, 
forcing her school’s administration to send its 
students home. Mercy recalls, “we all had to 
wear hijabs in the bus to avoid a �ght if we 
came in contact with Boko Haram”. 

Although Chikide was still peaceful at 
the time, Mercy’s return worried her parents 
who arranged for a “make-shift”. �ey would 
go about their normal day in their house in 
Chikide, but return to the northeastern 
mountainous area to sleep at night.

In May 2013, Boko Haram attacked 
Chikide. Mercy was only thirteen years old 
then. Her family, who had decided to remain 
in the mountains permanently, heard that the 
terrorist group had burned most churches 
and schools and kidnapped most girls. �e 
family was �nally divided when Mercy and 
her mother refused to follow her father who 
�ed to Cameroon. 

Mercy, her mother, and her younger 
siblings went to Madagali, Adamawa state, 
where they began a series of journeys to �ee 
from Boko Haram. From Madagali, the 
family travelled to Mubi and then Yola: all 
three of which were eventually attacked by 
Boko Haram. During this time, Mercy 
attended school inconsistently while she 
helped her mother care for her four younger 
siblings. A pastor at their church in Yola 
advised them to migrate to Benin state in the 
South. 

On their way there, the family stopped 
in Plateau state where Mercy was discovered 
by an organization for internally displaced 
girls called House of Recab. Mercy was taken 
under its care while the rest of her family left 
for Nassarawa state. She has not seen them 
ever since. She is now a sixteen-year old, and 
was  held back two years at school. She hopes 
to become a professor and to educate girls 
who have gone through similar experiences. 

Lydia Bitrus, 15 years old

Lydia Bitrus lived in Gwoza, Borno state 
where she went to school with her three 

Kuramo shantytown had never had legal 
ownership to the large property but had lived 
in the unoccupied area for almost forty years. 
Tope’s father, Wilson Akujah, was raised in 
the community by his uncle and started his 
family there after his uncle’s death. He 
developed a business as the local barber for 
most of the residents in the community, 
earning a su�cient income to send his 
children to a nearby public school. 

In 2013, some men dressed in army 
uniforms came to their houses and started 
pressing loud horns. Nigerian soldiers 
informed the families in Kuramo that by the 
order of the government, they were being 
given six months to pack up and �nd a new 
settlement because the land was going to be 
used for a government construction project. 
Tope’s father, whose wife had recently gotten 
pregnant, had no place to go. Most Kuramo 
families could not a�ord to move and 
ignored the warnings from the soldiers, 
hoping that the government would lack 
funding for the project. However, at the end 
of 2013, the soldiers returned with 
bulldozers. 

“It was about 7am. I was ten years old, 
and my older sister and I were about to go to 
school. �e army men came with large 
caterpillars (bulldozers), and crushed our 
houses, ordering us to leave immediately. 
People were running everywhere, trying to 
pack up their things. I lost my sister because 
there was too much commotion and 
screaming,” Tope remembers. 

Tope and his family were forced to live 
under a bridge with the few belongings they 
had been able to retrieve. A week after they 
had been sent out of their home, Tope and his 
father returned to Kuramo to �nd the rest of 
their possessions and try to �nd his sister. 
�ey were told that she was probably one of 
the lost girls that were taken by women and 
sold o� as maids in a wealthy 
neighbourhood. She was only thirteen years 
old, and Tope never saw her again.

Tope’s family, who could not undertake 
the gruelling journey to their rural village 
because of the young children, squatted in 
churches, under bridges, and in uncompleted 
buildings for nine months. Before they found 
a new shantytown, Tope’s pregnant mother 
died of an infection. He and his father began 
selling bean cakes on their street to gain 
enough money to survive. 

In 2016, Tope’s father met one of his 
neighbors from Kuramo who told him that a 
human’s rights organization called Oyeida 
was calling people that had lost their families 
because of government projects. He 
contacted Oyeida, which took his case and 
hundreds of others to court. However, the 
court ruled in favour of the government, 
stating that the families had not legally 
bought the land. 

Tope, who is now thirteen years old, 
lives in a one-room apartment provided by 
Oyeida with his father and two siblings. He 
has returned to school after a three year 
absence and hopes to become a lawyer to take 
up cases like his and his family’s own. 

Although Mercy Ali, Lydia Bitrus, and 
Tope Akujah have had access to assistance 
from non-pro�t organizations, thousands 
of Nigerian children have not. Many of 
these children are vulnerable after 
experiencing traumatic events, leaving 
them in desperate need of not only 
physical aid, but also psychological 
support. It is imperative that the Nigerian 
government develops the resources and 
infrastructure to support these IDPs and 
take responsibility for those it has 
displaced. Most importantly, it is essential 
that the authorities focus on mollifying 
ethno-religious tensions and undertake 
more humanitarian programs to clear land 
for construction projects for the future 
safety of Nigeria and its children.
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WHAT IS IN A NAME? - USAGE OF THE TERM
‘REFUGEE’ IN EUROPE AMONGST REFUGEE
COMMUNITIES AND ADVOCACY GROUPS.

It is often said that contranyms are one of  
     the hardest aspects of a foreign language to 
learn. ‘Fast’ means both quick, as well as kept 
stable; ‘custom’ both special and 
commonplace; a sanction both a penalty and 
an allowance.  

�e word ‘Refugee’ also adopts a 
double-meaning in the media. �e term, 
which in the left-wing media equates to an 
individual forced to �ee misery from their 
country of origin, and is usually an object of 
sympathy, is for many extreme-right outlets 
an individual who brings nothing but misery 
(terrorism, capitalising o� bene�ts, as well as 
stealing locals’ jobs) to their host country, and 
an object of vili�cation. As such, you would 
be forgiven for assuming that refugees would 
prefer to be called by what they are – namely, 
refugees – as opposed to ‘migrant’, which, 
despite its fairly neutral provenance (from the 
Latin ‘migrantem’, originally applied to 
birds), has now been equated with 
‘non-refugee’, ‘illegal’, or, simply, 
xenophobia. 

In my experience, however, this process 
is inverted in the lingo of refugee 
communities themselves. Like English, Farsi 
has three main terms that have di�erent legal 
connotations but we often use 
interchangeably in English based on bias and 
implication; ‘panāhānde’ (meaning ‘refugee’, 
someone who has had their asylum claim 
accepted), ‘panājuyande’ (‘asylum seeker’, 
someone who is waiting for the result of their 
asylum claim), and ‘mohājer’, (‘migrant’, 
which, unlike the English, is a blanket term 
used for ex-pats, students studying abroad, 
travellers, immigrants, and so on). 

�at the vast majority of Farsi-speakers I 
have encountered seem to prefer ‘mohājer’ 
came as a surprise at �rst. Surely anyone 
whose life depends on the acceptance of their 
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also contained quotations from multiple 
interviewees), there were only seven mentions 
of the word ‘refugee’ by refugees themselves 
(apart from in formulations such as ‘refugee 
camp’). 

One referred to the di�culty of being a 
refugee: ‘�ere were many challenges in 
Nairobi because of police harassment of 
refugees and future uncertainty’. It is 
assumed that he is counting himself as part of 
this group, though it is notable that he 
chooses to avoid the �rst person in both 
clauses. 

A second mention of the word ‘refugee’ 
is used outside of its literal meaning, 
seemingly as a euphemism to describe a lower 
and less civilised standard of life. ‘We no 
longer had a life there [Syria]. We had already 
become refugees in our own home’. 

Two further uses of the term ‘refugee’ 
pertained to the interviewees’ discontent at 
being a refugee. One citation involves parents 
explaining why they undertook the journey 
to Europe, namely because of their late 
daughter’s heart condition: ‘We didn’t want 
to be refugees, we just wanted our daughter 
to be treated’. A second quotation relates to 
the di�culties of integration: ‘When people 
call me refugee just like, hurt me. Like don’t 
call me refugee again. Because I mean, they 
don’t understand what’s the meaning refugee 
is’.  

I only found three mentions of the word 
‘refugee’ in in the ‘Western’ sense. �e �rst 
was in the formulation ‘political refugee’, 
used to apply to Gulwarli Passalay, who has 
formed a career as a commentator on refugee 
matters, and has written numerous 
autobiographical books on the subject.  A 
second was from a video, entitled ‘I am a 
refugee’, where each participant were 
seemingly asked to say the words ‘I am a 
refugee and a global citizen’ at the end of their 
temoignage (none of the interviewees 
mentioned the word ‘refugee’ otherwise’). 

Only one interviewee seemed to take 
ownership of the word ‘refugee’ in order to 
show pride or resolve:‘I want to tell the 
English, these people, not to be cruel. Accept 
the refugees’. 

Signi�cantly, where the word ‘refugee’ 
would have been natural to use, many 
interviewees used euphemism. For example, 
one man, expressing frustration at constant 

asylum claim would want to di�erentiate 
themselves from a mere traveller? And 
indeed, this assumption has been taken up 
with great zeal by the Western liberal media. 
�e best way to support refugees, is surely to 
demand that they remain in our country, or 
at least in the EU. And considering that we 
have an asylum process that grants refugee 
status based on need alone, then it makes 
sense to underline that refugees are in a 
desperate situation. Hence the media-cliché 
of using the term ‘refugee’ as a catch-all 
objection to prejudice in itself, saving the fa� 
of having to formulate a rebuttal to the 
increasingly frequent demands of deportation 
and immigration caps. 

And here we �nd the catch-22 of being 
a refugee. If you a really an economic 
migrant, as the Daily Mail insists, then at 
least you have enough resolve and 
intelligence to fool the British asylum 
process. But if you are truly a refugee, then 
you come from an ‘uncivilised’ country that 
lacks education, culture, or even basic safety. 
By this token, then perhaps you are part of 
the problem? Perhaps, as certain media 
outlets suggest, you are in fact a hindrance to 
your host country’s economy and to their 
culture? 

To demonstrate this juxtaposition 
between what the liberal media and what 
refugees themselves might deem 
empowering, I read and watched �fty articles 
and videos that marketed themselves as 
‘refugee stories’, chosen only from sources 
that seemed to be promoting the refugee 
cause , and which contained either direct 
quotation of the refugee or a recording.  
Articles were chosen speci�cally for titles 
which featured the word ‘refugee’ , and 
typically a subtitle that underscored the 
refugee marketing pull: ‘Sohail Ahmed 
wouldn’t spring to mind when you think of a 
refugee’, for example. 

Out of the �fty articles (some of which 

delays, and implying that he had either been 
waiting unduly for the result of his asylum 
claim or that his claim had been rejected, 
used the rather impersonal formulation, ‘my 
process is not go ahead’, avoiding placing the 
sentence in the �rst person. Furthermore, 
taken out of context, it would not be clear 
that said individual was a refugee. �at he felt 
he had a legitimate claim for being a refugee 
is clear; ‘I want peace and human rights’, and 
yet, the term ‘refugee’ or ‘asylum’ was avoided 
throughout the interview. 

Euphemism is always one of the �rst 
stepping stones I encounter when translating 
for such communities. Be it France, 
Germany, or Greece, each 
refugeescommunity had their own 
euphemism for what would inevitably be an 
earth-shattering moment: having their claim 
for asylum accepted. In Calais, the term 
commonly used amongst the Afghans was 
‘daftar gereftam’ (‘I got a notebook’, 
presumably a reference to how a successful 
applicant would receive their ID card and 
paperwork), in Dessau, it was the more legal 
‘ejāze ye māndan’ (leave to remain), and in 
Chios, it was simply ‘javābam ra gereftam’ (‘I 
got my answer’, presumably the only answer 
that they would accept as fair). 

Nonetheless, there was one subject they 
did remain explicit about: why they had left 
their country of origin. �oughtheir stories 
are implicate refugee status,  ‘refugee’ was 
treated as a dirty word, whilst retelling their 
hardship was treated with pride. 

�is lexicalisation of the refugee crisis 
and the creation of the refugee/migrant 
dichotomy, no matter how well intentioned 
from the part of the liberal media, mirrors the 
European reaction to the crisis, whereby an 
individual from the ‘Other’ steps foot on our 
soil, and public opinion immediately takes 
ownership of their entire identity and destiny. 
Refugees, who not only have no voice, are 
forced one upon them via a seven-letter word 
which comes to subsume their entire identity. 
And why should we call all people ‘refugees’? 
Refugee status is not a black and white issue 
(is someone an economic migrant if they 
come from a country where poverty is so 
great that their only possible employment is 
to collaborate with criminal organisations, 
and by refusing they have put their life in 
danger? If they face persecution as a result of 
poverty, or fear such a thing, are they a 

refugee?). 

�e liberal media’s attachment to the 
term ‘refugee’ delegitimises the struggle of 
those who don’t quality for refugee status, but 
nonetheless are in danger. (Refugee status 
famously doesn’t include a mention of 
homosexuality, for example). Ultimately, 
‘refugee’ is a title and not an identity. If the 
liberal media’s task is really to change public 
opinion, then surely underlining a 
humanitarian duty (especially given the 
history of Western interventionism), is a 
much stronger tactic. For at least, if it doesn’t 
convince, it will open the debate that is 
currently focussed solely on individuals who 
have already su�ered enough. 

2
Tiara has acted as a translator for Farsi-speaking refugees in France, Germany, and Greece. 
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THE UNDERREPORTED SUFFERING OF THE
UNACCOMPANIED MIGRANT CHILDREN IN
THE EUROPEAN UNION.

The ongoing refugee crisis impacts the 
   lives of all the di�erent age groups of 
migrants who travel to Europe to seek safe 
haven and a new life away from danger and 
persecution. Many among those who arrive 
to the European shores are children. A 
surprisingly high number of them are the 
unaccompanied ones. So far, the media 
channels of the EU member states have been 
largely focusing their attention on reporting 
the situation of migrants in general. Speci�c 
attention to the plight of the unaccompanied 
migrant children has, nonetheless, been 
largely underreported, and only discussed in 
terms of individual and extreme cases.

Current Situation: 

�e majority of the youngest migrants 
arriving in Europe today arrive without a 
relative or an adult guardian, due to the fact 
that many of their family members have lost 
their lives during the journey across the sea, 
remain in their country of origin, or have 
been separated from each other during the 
journey. As shown in the statistics, “In 2015 
88,245 unaccompanied children applied for 
asylum in the EU, including 3,045 in the 
UK. In May 2016 alone, 3,133 
unaccompanied migrant children arrived in 
Italy.” (2nd Report of the European Union 
Committee 2016/2017). As di�cult as it 
may be to come to terms with, the children 
who have managed to arrive in Europe, even 
though all alone, are considered to be the 
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placed on clarifying their legal status in an 
e�ective manner once they arrive to Europe. 
Consequently, migrant children wait for 
months at a time, living in constant fear and 
uncertainty. �e lack of attention and 
e�ective attempts to improve their situation 
often means that migrant children risk 
exposure to human tra�cking networks. As 
shown by the most recent data, it is estimated 
that over 10.000 unaccompanied migrant 
children who have arrived in Europe are now 
missing. In reality, these numbers are possibly 
even higher due to lack of reliable 
information on the identity of the children 
upon their arrival to the EU. 

Numbers:

�e Current data available sheds light on the 
scale of the problem. �ere are, at present, 
1,321,600 unaccompanied children who 
have arrived in the EU and have since gone 
missing. No information regarding their 
whereabouts is known. As revealed by the 
2nd Report of the European Union 
Committee, in May 2016 alone “3,113 
unaccompanied children arrived in Italy, 
[and] 137 children have died in the 
Mediterranean in 2016.” Since June 2016, 
out of all the unaccompanied migrant 
children who have arrive to the EU, only 23 
of them have been successfully transferred 
from the reception centres in Italy and Greece 
to more permanent social service facilities. 
However, more detailed, speci�c numbers 
and data relating to the unaccompanied 
migrant children in the EU is often unreliable 
due to the fact that many among the 
youngest live for a long time without being 
properly registered and identi�ed.

Upon Arrival:

Once in Europe, migrant children are placed 
in the reception centres, where they wait to 
be interviewed, identi�ed and registered. Not 
only are they met with dire living conditions 
in the facilities, where they are placed upon 
their arrival to European shores, migrant 
children also face prejudice and 
discrimination from some European citizens 
and authorities. 

After weeks or months of harrowing 
journey, the children are subjected to long 
and gruelling interviews, questioning them 
about their motive of arrival to Europe, their 
experiences and situation in their home 
countries, their identity, background and 

lucky ones. Indeed, an incredibly large 
number of the unaccompanied children do 
not reach the European shores. �e youngest 
among the migrants are physically weaker 
than adults, making them both bodily and 
psychologically ill-prepared to handle the 
di�culties resulting from the dangerous 
journey from their home countries to the EU. 
As a result, many of the migrant children die 
in the process of trying to reach safety. As 
disclosed in the 2nd Report of the European 
Union Committee from 2016/2017, close to 
140 children have been reported to have 
drowned in the Mediterranean Sea between 
2016 and the present time.

Currently, there exist no e�cient 
policies and mechanisms that could prevent 
this high death toll and protect the 
unaccompanied migrant children adequately, 
even after they have arrive to the EU 
countries. �e current plans that aim to 
tackle the problem often meet with 
challenges relating to their e�ective 
implementation procedures and funding, as 
well as the di�culty in reaching a consensus 
amongst the member states as to the speci�cs 
of measures to be used. Lack of adequate 
mechanisms to protect the unaccompanied 
migrant children in the EU results in a 
situation where the youngest among them 
�nd themselves living for long stretches of 
time in terrible conditions, in the darkest 
corners of the squalid reception centres and 
refugee camps, completely unattended to and 
often forgotten. Moreover, little focus is 

families. �ese types of questions increase the 
children’s grief, su�ering, and anxiety, and 
often depression, since in most cases, the 
unaccompanied children do not know where 
their loved ones are or have even witnessed 
their death. Furthermore, migrant children, 
having travelled without any adequate form 
of identi�cation, are often forced to undergo 
very personal and intrusive age tests aimed to 
assess whether or not they really are under 18 
and can, therefore, qualify to additional 
social services and protection due to their 
legal status as children. In many instances, 
national authorities are not willing to accept 
the unaccompanied migrant children as their 
responsibility, due to the fact that it would 
require providing them with social bene�ts, 
and o�cial guardians, which would 
necessitate additional �nancial costs. As a 
result, many of the unaccompanied migrant 
children are allowed to continue their 
journey alone across borders of the EU, to 
become a “problem” for another EU country.

Reception Centres:

Even upon successful completion of all 
assessments and the registration process, the 
unaccompanied children are provided with 
accommodation in facilities that often do not 
meet standard sanitary requirements. 
Children �nd themselves in small, 
overcrowded rooms with hundreds of other 
people. �ey do not know the language, they 
are scared and alone and thus they cannot 
voice their needs and ask for assistance. More 
often than not, the reception centres that the 
unaccompanied migrant children are placed 
in feel more like detention facilities than 
places that aim to protect them and assure 
their safety.

Legal Status:

All the legal procedures that the children 
need to face upon their arrival are conducted 
in languages foreign to them, without 
adequate translation. As a result, the children 
feel a great deal of confusion, especially about 
their legal status: what it is, as well as what are 
the stages and requirements that they need to 
satisfy in order to be granted permanent 
asylum. Furthermore, those among the 
unaccompanied migrant children who are 
close to turning 18 face additional 
uncertainty. Once they turn 18, they lose 
their o�cial status of a child and thus the 
legal protection assured in the EU for 
children is not granted to them anymore. 

�ey then lose their right to be 
accommodated in the host country, and 
cannot bene�t from the social services either. 
In many instances, the migrant children are 
even then sent back to their country of 
origin. As a result, many among the older 
migrant children who go missing are nearly 
eighteen years old. 

Psychological Trauma and Abuse:

Unaccompanied migrant children feel 
overwhelmed and deeply confused upon 
their arrival in Europe. �ey are provided 
with only minimal psychological guidance 
and are often left to handle their trauma on 
their own. 

Most of the unaccompanied migrant 
children have experienced persecution, war 
and violence in their home countries. Upon 
their arrival in Europe, they �nd themselves 
alone, without their loved ones. It is thus 
unsurprising that they continue to be 
plagued by depression and anxiety even away 
from their home countries, without mention 
of the PTSD that they su�er from. �ey are 
a�icted by grave psychological and physical 
injuries and are in desperate need for 
immediate and attentive care.

Due to the fact that the assessment and 
asylum status eligibility requirements are 
often incomprehensible for migrant children, 
they often fall prey to the smugglers and 
human tra�ckers, who promise them safety 
and protection. As a result, the migrant 
children are subjected to sexual abuse, 
exploitation and human tra�cking. �ey do 
not possess and are not provided with any 
identi�cation documents, and thus are 
treated as the property of human tra�ckers.

Solutions:

As explained by Daphne Bouteillet-Paquet, 
Senior Legal O�cer at ECRE, “54% of 
people arriving in Europe at the moment are 
women and children” (2nd Report of the 
European Union Committee 2016/2017).

At the same time, the existing practices 
to assure protection for the youngest 
unaccompanied migrants are inadequate in 
comparison to the scope and gravity of the 
problem. �e current measures deal with the 
issue only on the surface level. 
Accommodation and social services are 
provided for the youngest, but their quality 
leaves a lot to be desired. Additionally, the 

current relocation schemes and centres do 
not provide any specialized facilities that 
could provide the support needed by children 
speci�cally. 

�e su�ering of the unaccompanied 
children must be addressed immediately. Not 
only do they carry with them their traumatic 
memories relating to the crisis in their home 
countries; they also have to handle the long 
and dangerous journey through the 
Mediterranean Sea all alone. In order to 
improve the situation, closer cooperation 
between the EU member states on this issue 
needs to be maintained. Transnational 
protection services and regular data-sharing 
between the European countries relating to 
the situation of the unaccompanied migrant 
children needs to be emphasized and updated 
regularly. Such measures are not a 
responsibility of only those EU states through 
which the migrant children �rst enter 
European Union. 

�eoretical principles, such as Article 22 
of the UNCRS, which stipulates that all 
children, accompanied or not, need to 
“receive appropriate protection and 
humanitarian assistance in the enjoyment of 
applicable rights set forth in the present 
Convention”, are already in place. Such 
provisions are agreed upon by all member 
states and are regarded as the basis for all the 
EU activities and policies. It is the gap 
between the theoretical agreements and their 
implementation in practise that leaves a lot to 
be desired and results in the continuing 
su�ering experienced by the unaccompanied 
migrant children who arrive in Europe.
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The ongoing refugee crisis impacts the 
   lives of all the di�erent age groups of 
migrants who travel to Europe to seek safe 
haven and a new life away from danger and 
persecution. Many among those who arrive 
to the European shores are children. A 
surprisingly high number of them are the 
unaccompanied ones. So far, the media 
channels of the EU member states have been 
largely focusing their attention on reporting 
the situation of migrants in general. Speci�c 
attention to the plight of the unaccompanied 
migrant children has, nonetheless, been 
largely underreported, and only discussed in 
terms of individual and extreme cases.

Current Situation: 

�e majority of the youngest migrants 
arriving in Europe today arrive without a 
relative or an adult guardian, due to the fact 
that many of their family members have lost 
their lives during the journey across the sea, 
remain in their country of origin, or have 
been separated from each other during the 
journey. As shown in the statistics, “In 2015 
88,245 unaccompanied children applied for 
asylum in the EU, including 3,045 in the 
UK. In May 2016 alone, 3,133 
unaccompanied migrant children arrived in 
Italy.” (2nd Report of the European Union 
Committee 2016/2017). As di�cult as it 
may be to come to terms with, the children 
who have managed to arrive in Europe, even 
though all alone, are considered to be the 

placed on clarifying their legal status in an 
e�ective manner once they arrive to Europe. 
Consequently, migrant children wait for 
months at a time, living in constant fear and 
uncertainty. �e lack of attention and 
e�ective attempts to improve their situation 
often means that migrant children risk 
exposure to human tra�cking networks. As 
shown by the most recent data, it is estimated 
that over 10.000 unaccompanied migrant 
children who have arrived in Europe are now 
missing. In reality, these numbers are possibly 
even higher due to lack of reliable 
information on the identity of the children 
upon their arrival to the EU. 

Numbers:

�e Current data available sheds light on the 
scale of the problem. �ere are, at present, 
1,321,600 unaccompanied children who 
have arrived in the EU and have since gone 
missing. No information regarding their 
whereabouts is known. As revealed by the 
2nd Report of the European Union 
Committee, in May 2016 alone “3,113 
unaccompanied children arrived in Italy, 
[and] 137 children have died in the 
Mediterranean in 2016.” Since June 2016, 
out of all the unaccompanied migrant 
children who have arrive to the EU, only 23 
of them have been successfully transferred 
from the reception centres in Italy and Greece 
to more permanent social service facilities. 
However, more detailed, speci�c numbers 
and data relating to the unaccompanied 
migrant children in the EU is often unreliable 
due to the fact that many among the 
youngest live for a long time without being 
properly registered and identi�ed.

Upon Arrival:

Once in Europe, migrant children are placed 
in the reception centres, where they wait to 
be interviewed, identi�ed and registered. Not 
only are they met with dire living conditions 
in the facilities, where they are placed upon 
their arrival to European shores, migrant 
children also face prejudice and 
discrimination from some European citizens 
and authorities. 

After weeks or months of harrowing 
journey, the children are subjected to long 
and gruelling interviews, questioning them 
about their motive of arrival to Europe, their 
experiences and situation in their home 
countries, their identity, background and 

lucky ones. Indeed, an incredibly large 
number of the unaccompanied children do 
not reach the European shores. �e youngest 
among the migrants are physically weaker 
than adults, making them both bodily and 
psychologically ill-prepared to handle the 
di�culties resulting from the dangerous 
journey from their home countries to the EU. 
As a result, many of the migrant children die 
in the process of trying to reach safety. As 
disclosed in the 2nd Report of the European 
Union Committee from 2016/2017, close to 
140 children have been reported to have 
drowned in the Mediterranean Sea between 
2016 and the present time.

Currently, there exist no e�cient 
policies and mechanisms that could prevent 
this high death toll and protect the 
unaccompanied migrant children adequately, 
even after they have arrive to the EU 
countries. �e current plans that aim to 
tackle the problem often meet with 
challenges relating to their e�ective 
implementation procedures and funding, as 
well as the di�culty in reaching a consensus 
amongst the member states as to the speci�cs 
of measures to be used. Lack of adequate 
mechanisms to protect the unaccompanied 
migrant children in the EU results in a 
situation where the youngest among them 
�nd themselves living for long stretches of 
time in terrible conditions, in the darkest 
corners of the squalid reception centres and 
refugee camps, completely unattended to and 
often forgotten. Moreover, little focus is 

families. �ese types of questions increase the 
children’s grief, su�ering, and anxiety, and 
often depression, since in most cases, the 
unaccompanied children do not know where 
their loved ones are or have even witnessed 
their death. Furthermore, migrant children, 
having travelled without any adequate form 
of identi�cation, are often forced to undergo 
very personal and intrusive age tests aimed to 
assess whether or not they really are under 18 
and can, therefore, qualify to additional 
social services and protection due to their 
legal status as children. In many instances, 
national authorities are not willing to accept 
the unaccompanied migrant children as their 
responsibility, due to the fact that it would 
require providing them with social bene�ts, 
and o�cial guardians, which would 
necessitate additional �nancial costs. As a 
result, many of the unaccompanied migrant 
children are allowed to continue their 
journey alone across borders of the EU, to 
become a “problem” for another EU country.

Reception Centres:

Even upon successful completion of all 
assessments and the registration process, the 
unaccompanied children are provided with 
accommodation in facilities that often do not 
meet standard sanitary requirements. 
Children �nd themselves in small, 
overcrowded rooms with hundreds of other 
people. �ey do not know the language, they 
are scared and alone and thus they cannot 
voice their needs and ask for assistance. More 
often than not, the reception centres that the 
unaccompanied migrant children are placed 
in feel more like detention facilities than 
places that aim to protect them and assure 
their safety.

Legal Status:

All the legal procedures that the children 
need to face upon their arrival are conducted 
in languages foreign to them, without 
adequate translation. As a result, the children 
feel a great deal of confusion, especially about 
their legal status: what it is, as well as what are 
the stages and requirements that they need to 
satisfy in order to be granted permanent 
asylum. Furthermore, those among the 
unaccompanied migrant children who are 
close to turning 18 face additional 
uncertainty. Once they turn 18, they lose 
their o�cial status of a child and thus the 
legal protection assured in the EU for 
children is not granted to them anymore. 

�ey then lose their right to be 
accommodated in the host country, and 
cannot bene�t from the social services either. 
In many instances, the migrant children are 
even then sent back to their country of 
origin. As a result, many among the older 
migrant children who go missing are nearly 
eighteen years old. 

Psychological Trauma and Abuse:

Unaccompanied migrant children feel 
overwhelmed and deeply confused upon 
their arrival in Europe. �ey are provided 
with only minimal psychological guidance 
and are often left to handle their trauma on 
their own. 

Most of the unaccompanied migrant 
children have experienced persecution, war 
and violence in their home countries. Upon 
their arrival in Europe, they �nd themselves 
alone, without their loved ones. It is thus 
unsurprising that they continue to be 
plagued by depression and anxiety even away 
from their home countries, without mention 
of the PTSD that they su�er from. �ey are 
a�icted by grave psychological and physical 
injuries and are in desperate need for 
immediate and attentive care.

Due to the fact that the assessment and 
asylum status eligibility requirements are 
often incomprehensible for migrant children, 
they often fall prey to the smugglers and 
human tra�ckers, who promise them safety 
and protection. As a result, the migrant 
children are subjected to sexual abuse, 
exploitation and human tra�cking. �ey do 
not possess and are not provided with any 
identi�cation documents, and thus are 
treated as the property of human tra�ckers.

Solutions:

As explained by Daphne Bouteillet-Paquet, 
Senior Legal O�cer at ECRE, “54% of 
people arriving in Europe at the moment are 
women and children” (2nd Report of the 
European Union Committee 2016/2017).

At the same time, the existing practices 
to assure protection for the youngest 
unaccompanied migrants are inadequate in 
comparison to the scope and gravity of the 
problem. �e current measures deal with the 
issue only on the surface level. 
Accommodation and social services are 
provided for the youngest, but their quality 
leaves a lot to be desired. Additionally, the 

current relocation schemes and centres do 
not provide any specialized facilities that 
could provide the support needed by children 
speci�cally. 

�e su�ering of the unaccompanied 
children must be addressed immediately. Not 
only do they carry with them their traumatic 
memories relating to the crisis in their home 
countries; they also have to handle the long 
and dangerous journey through the 
Mediterranean Sea all alone. In order to 
improve the situation, closer cooperation 
between the EU member states on this issue 
needs to be maintained. Transnational 
protection services and regular data-sharing 
between the European countries relating to 
the situation of the unaccompanied migrant 
children needs to be emphasized and updated 
regularly. Such measures are not a 
responsibility of only those EU states through 
which the migrant children �rst enter 
European Union. 

�eoretical principles, such as Article 22 
of the UNCRS, which stipulates that all 
children, accompanied or not, need to 
“receive appropriate protection and 
humanitarian assistance in the enjoyment of 
applicable rights set forth in the present 
Convention”, are already in place. Such 
provisions are agreed upon by all member 
states and are regarded as the basis for all the 
EU activities and policies. It is the gap 
between the theoretical agreements and their 
implementation in practise that leaves a lot to 
be desired and results in the continuing 
su�ering experienced by the unaccompanied 
migrant children who arrive in Europe.
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THE CHILD

I’m not afraid on this plane. We were all out 
    of place, for sure- our clothes do not suit 
the glamour of the clean metal, padded seats. 
We appear to belong among rubble, and war. 
Coarse hands, furrowed ridges in foreheads, 
scu�ed shoes. 

We were the forgotten, the godforsaken. 
But now we are on a plane. 

Of course, Mama never wanted us to 
look as my siblings and I do. But we've never 
known anything other than rubble and war. 
I, the second youngest, was born among war. 
I know nothing but war. I can tell the 
di�erence between di�erent types of drones, 
and the distance each particular one can have 
an impact on when bombs are dropped. I 
know where to run to when I hear one 
splitting the air into two. I have inspected 
bullet holes in buildings and rubble where 
buildings used to be. I have watched my 
aunties get dragged away by their hair. Well 
they're not really my aunties, they're my 
neighbours but that's besides the point. I was 
never told where they were taken. Mama 
would start explanations and never know 
how to �nish her sentences. So I imagined 
and was always afraid Mama would be next. 
But my 19 year old brother said he would 
protect us. And Mama is sitting next to me 
on this plane. She told me it's ok now, we are 
going to America. 

�e reason why I am not scared of this 
plane even though I've never been near one 
before is: �rstly because Mama says this one 
doesn’t have bombs on it or near it, secondly 
because it’s quite cool, and thirdly because of 
something Mama calls hope. You must have 
hope she always tells me. We are normally 
huddled around in a circle when she says 
that. It's a nice word- hope. I'm not sure 
whether Mama's de�nition is reliable because 
my school was bombed ages ago and when I 
told my friends- or at least I thought we were 
friends but I haven't seen them in ages 
because I'm not allowed out of the house 

S
H
O
R
T  

S
T
O
R
Y

By ABBEY WONG

raw when things go silent outside or- who 
strokes her forehead furrows and whose 
under-eyebags look bigger whenever she 
looks inside our empty kitchen cabinets. So, 
because the light makes her looks happier and 
she bathes in the warmth to remember what 
things used to be like, I do the same. My 
hope, too lies in the light and of what used to 
be even though I live it through Mama. 

In addition to the tree, Mama 
whispered one night (my oldest brother was 
deep asleep at the far end) to us when we were 
all on the mattress on the �oor, the pile of 
rubble down the road was a white stone water 
fountain. And around it, the dirt path (that 
now turns into thick paste when there is 
blood) used to have 'keep o� the grass signs' 
that papa used to ignore just to make her 
laugh. At this, I �ipped onto my belly and 
cupped my head between my hands. I always 
love listening to these stories, but they don’t 
come often because my brother says they hurt 
Mama. It's ok because I love Mama more 
than stories that could hurt her- but 
sometimes I wish I knew more about papa 
before he disappeared. One time, she said, 
when they had just been engaged to be 
married, he walked with her to the fountain 
after a dinner he cooked in the kitchen we 
now have nothing in and- then he held her 
hand! I widened my eyes at this- girls and 
boys aren't supposed to hold hands! My 
friends had told me that! Anyway, after my 
sister gave me a look to stop anything I might 
say because she also loves these stories, (I 
wasn't going to say anything anyway I was 
just showing my thoughts through my facial 
expressions) Mama whispered they sat on a 
patch of grass near the fountain and (she 
pauses, then sighs) watched a multitude of 
stars, twinkling in the sky. I think we all went 
silent then dozed o� shortly after this, just 
imagining and dreaming. I had hoped to see 
a sky that isn't just smoke one day. 

At this, I realise I've been staring at the 
back of a chair a few rows in front of us since 
boarding the �ight. Its swirling red, white 
and blue carpeted material is furry like my 
brother’s arm hair but with shorter bristles 
that change shade if you stroke it in one 
direction with the palm of your hand. But 
only the sides do that, I tried doing it to the 
seat part between my legs but it was hard 
because so many people have sat on it. 
�ere's even an indentation where the 
average bum has shifted around, �attening 

anymore, anyway- we were sitting behind 
what used to be one of four of the plastered 
walls of the library but now there's only a bit 
of one, a crumbling stack of bare brown 
bricks because there was a bomb, as always- 
and all the books were gone but apparently 
that was before the bomb?)- anyway I told 
them about this cool thing Mama said called 
hope and that hope was looking forward to a 
world free of war. Peaceful, harmonious, 
happy. Like how it used to be when she was a 
little girl. I've always lived in war so I love 
hearing her talk about it. It’s better than 
listening to fairytales!

On a rare day when there wasn't smoke 
in the air, she'd stand at least two big steps 
from the window (we were never allowed to 
stand any closer than two steps away from the 
window- in case someone shot us I think?) 
and call me to join her. She'd slowly bend 
down to my height, wincing because of what 
my brother calls ‘early onset arthritis’; then 
realise I was worried about her pain, suddenly 
swapping the furrows on her forehead for 
deep dimples and smile lines around her 
warm eyes. When Mama smiles, I swap my 
forehead furrows for smiley wrinkles around 
my eyes too. Nobody else can make my 
siblings and I do that. 

She'd then point to the not black sky 
and say there used to be birds. �ey'd sing 
when they found the cherry tree your papa 
planted about sixteen steps on the other side 
of this window. �e cherries were a dark red 
and very very sweet! (Dark red makes me 
think of blood but I don't say this out loud 
because Mama always gets sad or mad when 
any of us say the words blood, bomb, bullets, 
rubble and loads of other things-but it's ok, 
I'm ok with talking about other things too). 
Even though I've never seen cherries or papa's 
tree or birds, or even remember papa except 
through photographs, I like these stories. At 
my height, her face is bathed in what little 
light the day has brought with it. It makes 
Mama look like a di�erent type of angel to 
how she normally looks. A mama who is my 
Mama but just di�erent maybe because she's 
a mama who isn't chewing her bottom lip 

the fur so the pattern appears a darker shade, 
almost a di�erent material pasted just for the 
seat area. I decide I don’t like this hardened 
bit as much as I do the furry sides because I 
can stroke it and make patterns with my 
�nger in it. 

Suddenly the man in the chair I was 
staring at gets up and starts muttering loudly 
to anyone who will listen, in words I don’t 
understand. I think one of the ‘aunties’ asked 
him to help her put her bag in the box in the 
ceiling but he didn’t want to do it? But 
because Mama always told me people who 
stick their noses in other people’s business 
will only receive bad things, I turn towards 
her middle seat to face away from the 
commotion. Next to a squared-oval-shaped 
window maybe half the size of the one we had 
in our kitchen at home, my sister is asleep in 
a ball. Mama strokes her hair gentler than I 
have been stroking this chair. I’m sure it isn’t 
as fun, but if it brings her happiness, that’s 
her choice. I follow her line of sight and 
notice the sky is the same dirty colour as it 
always has been. Darker, if anything. Like 
stars, the moon doesn’t always get to make an 
appearance at home. 

Nonetheless, I feel safe. If the sky is 
being split in two, or there is a 
nerve-wracking silence outside, I cannot hear 
it. For the �rst time in a long time, I am 
surrounded by people who look like me, dress 
like us and sound just as nervous to be 
leaving. �e stagnant air around me mingles 
with echoing murmurs swimming around 
the cabin. We appear to belong among 
rubble, and war. Coarse hands, furrowed 
ridges in foreheads, scu�ed shoes. But there is 
hope, we are going to America. 

I then engage my thigh muscles to get 
up and hug the seat in front of me to see what 
my brother is doing but as I do, Mama also 
moves. From my sister’s hair, her right hand 
goes to the top of her right knee, mirroring 
the left. I visibly see her sharply inhale and 

hold it as she looks away from her 
country and  sits up, back straight, eyes 
focused on a point above all the other seated 
passengers’ heads at the front of the plane. 
Her mouth is slightly open, but her chest 
does not move. Eyes on her, I slowly sit back 
down from the 10 inches o� the seat I had 
managed before noticing her sudden change 
in behaviour. From my matted red, white and 
blue chair, the worries on her face are 

highlighted by the reading light above her 
seat. But it isn’t just worry. Worry is the face 
Mama has two steps away from the window. 
�is time she is only one seat away. �is is 
fear, something Mama never lets us see of her. 
But it is in her eyes. I know it. I sit up straight 
in my chair and look over the seat in front of 
me too. �ere’s nothing I can do or say to 
make Mama- wait. “Mama, hope” I say in the 
most authoritative way I can muster. I cup 
both my hands over hers and look up at her, 
hoping she’s okay. Immediately, she snaps out 
of her trance, and as the warmth in her eyes 
return, I visibly watch her de�ate. I am 
ashamed to say that it is only until then I see 
it. �ings will be di�erent from now. We are 
�ying to America, from home. From any 
chance of seeing hope take shape in the form 
of fountains and grass from rubble and thick 
mud.

In holding her breath, she can hold onto 
home a little longer. A capsule of home. And 
papa. 

And upon remembering that we are 
leaving papa and the possibility that he could 
one day come back to his house and �nd us 
gone- I started to sob in her arms. 

I am jolted awake when a rustle of 
pencil skirts burst out from the dimly lit 
cockpit. Without trolleys and gleaming 
smiles practiced in every mirror, the air 
stewardesses were without armour; an evident 
uni�ed sense of stress had been unmasked 
through the pace at which their kitten heels 
slapped down the carpeted aisle. �is was 
furthered by the fact that the �rst who had 
emerged was almost stumbling  towards me. 
From my seat, I could see most people's 
heads were tilted back at obtuse angles, deep 
in dreams consisting of swirls of war and 
interjecting streams of hope. But even then, 
the lady could not bring herself to make eye 
contact with any of them. �is was intriguing 
so I broke Mama's rule about staring, just to 
�nd out what she was doing. 

As she neared the back of the plane, I 
leaned out further on my armrest, then 
forward to tickle the softer material on the 
side of my brother’s chair. Despite the 
imposed darkness from all the closed blinds, I 
made out that like Mama at home, she too 
was chewing her bottom lip raw. �en, 
because I was leaning out that far, her hip 
brushed against my ear, and she stopped her 
stumbling to look up from the �oor and face 

me. First, her red and bleary eyes were full of 
apology. �en, whatever had made her upset 
washed over her again and for a split second, 
I could see she was feeling guilty about 
something and pitiful for me. �is feeling 
was obviously not meant to be shown to 
anyone who wasn’t a sta� member, so she 
immediately turned to walk towards her 
initial destination- except this time, slower 
and with shoulders that slumped more. As if 
she had no hope. 

After she left, I didn’t know what to do 
with myself. Despite my initial willingness to 
stare when she had �rst emerged from the 
cabin, I hadn’t prepared myself to make direct 
contact with anyone new (after having not 
spoken to anyone outside of my immediate 
family for the past few months). After slowly 
taking my hand o� my brother’s chair, I 
noticed I had suddenly become very sweaty. 
To try and calm down, I twisted to give my 
full attention to something less interesting. 
�is newly-found object of fascination was 
the blind next to my sister, which had been 
pulled down shut when she realised she was 
scared of falling out of the plane. �e auntie 
in front of her, however, didn't want to miss 
watching us take o� away from home and 
into America so through her window, I could 
see that the sky outside was no lighter than it 
had been when I had fallen asleep. �is 
darkness, however, was pure. It seeped in 
through the window and battled with the 
lights on the edges of the aisle, forming a haze 
over the walkway.

I stared at the dust particles dancing 
above these small lights until I had to rub my 
eyes to check the haze wasn’t due to a sudden 
inability to see. Suddenly, the reading light of 
the man sitting beside the spot on the aisle I 
had been staring at was switched on so he 
could clearly see the air stewardess he was 
talking loudly to. �is sudden harshness 
broke the peacefulness I had been exploring 
for the past few moments so my �rst reaction 
was to squint then cover my eyes so I could 
get used to the light.

Once I was con�dent my eyes were 
okay, I peeled the edge of my palm away from 
my nose to make a sun visor along my 
eyebrows, then removed my entire hand. 

When I looked up, my brother’s head was 
poking out from the side of his seat. �is 
confused me- 1. Out of the window next to 
the auntie, the sky was dark, so I thought it 
was night-time and he was asleep. 2. He 
never played games with us, he was always 
helping Mama. But the man’s speech had 
probably woken him too. �e grin that 
surfaced was about to turn into a giggle when 
I saw his lips were pursed and his forehead 
furrows were deep.

Something bad was happening. He only 
looked like this when he was telling Mama 
some horrible news about blood, bomb, 
bullets, rubble and the other things we aren’t 
allowed to talk about with each other. It 
seems stupid but seeing his face like that in 
the dark made me remember what my friends 
had said about hope. �eir mamas told them 
hope isn’t a real thing. And this confused me, 
because I trust Mama not to lie to me. 

My brother, with what little English he 
had learned before the school was bombed 
had somehow deciphered that hope is indeed 
a false concept. He didn’t want to wake 
Mama up just in case his translation had been 
incorrect but apparently when we were �ying, 
a travel ban had been imposed. 

I read her correctly- the air stewardess 
stumbling through the darkness. She did feel 
sorry for me. She felt sorry for all of us. 

We are the godforsaken. Our clothes do 
not suit the glamour of the clean metal, 
padded seats. We appear to belong among 
rubble, and war. Coarse hands, furrowed 
ridges in foreheads, scu�ed shoes. 

We got on the plane, but the country we 
are destined for does not want us. �ey think 
we truly belong to rubble, and war. And so I 
will know nothing di�erent until hope takes 
shape in the form of fountains and grass from 
rubble and mud. But Mama’s home has no 
hope.
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I’m not afraid on this plane. We were all out 
    of place, for sure- our clothes do not suit 
the glamour of the clean metal, padded seats. 
We appear to belong among rubble, and war. 
Coarse hands, furrowed ridges in foreheads, 
scu�ed shoes. 

We were the forgotten, the godforsaken. 
But now we are on a plane. 

Of course, Mama never wanted us to 
look as my siblings and I do. But we've never 
known anything other than rubble and war. 
I, the second youngest, was born among war. 
I know nothing but war. I can tell the 
di�erence between di�erent types of drones, 
and the distance each particular one can have 
an impact on when bombs are dropped. I 
know where to run to when I hear one 
splitting the air into two. I have inspected 
bullet holes in buildings and rubble where 
buildings used to be. I have watched my 
aunties get dragged away by their hair. Well 
they're not really my aunties, they're my 
neighbours but that's besides the point. I was 
never told where they were taken. Mama 
would start explanations and never know 
how to �nish her sentences. So I imagined 
and was always afraid Mama would be next. 
But my 19 year old brother said he would 
protect us. And Mama is sitting next to me 
on this plane. She told me it's ok now, we are 
going to America. 

�e reason why I am not scared of this 
plane even though I've never been near one 
before is: �rstly because Mama says this one 
doesn’t have bombs on it or near it, secondly 
because it’s quite cool, and thirdly because of 
something Mama calls hope. You must have 
hope she always tells me. We are normally 
huddled around in a circle when she says 
that. It's a nice word- hope. I'm not sure 
whether Mama's de�nition is reliable because 
my school was bombed ages ago and when I 
told my friends- or at least I thought we were 
friends but I haven't seen them in ages 
because I'm not allowed out of the house 

raw when things go silent outside or- who 
strokes her forehead furrows and whose 
under-eyebags look bigger whenever she 
looks inside our empty kitchen cabinets. So, 
because the light makes her looks happier and 
she bathes in the warmth to remember what 
things used to be like, I do the same. My 
hope, too lies in the light and of what used to 
be even though I live it through Mama. 

In addition to the tree, Mama 
whispered one night (my oldest brother was 
deep asleep at the far end) to us when we were 
all on the mattress on the �oor, the pile of 
rubble down the road was a white stone water 
fountain. And around it, the dirt path (that 
now turns into thick paste when there is 
blood) used to have 'keep o� the grass signs' 
that papa used to ignore just to make her 
laugh. At this, I �ipped onto my belly and 
cupped my head between my hands. I always 
love listening to these stories, but they don’t 
come often because my brother says they hurt 
Mama. It's ok because I love Mama more 
than stories that could hurt her- but 
sometimes I wish I knew more about papa 
before he disappeared. One time, she said, 
when they had just been engaged to be 
married, he walked with her to the fountain 
after a dinner he cooked in the kitchen we 
now have nothing in and- then he held her 
hand! I widened my eyes at this- girls and 
boys aren't supposed to hold hands! My 
friends had told me that! Anyway, after my 
sister gave me a look to stop anything I might 
say because she also loves these stories, (I 
wasn't going to say anything anyway I was 
just showing my thoughts through my facial 
expressions) Mama whispered they sat on a 
patch of grass near the fountain and (she 
pauses, then sighs) watched a multitude of 
stars, twinkling in the sky. I think we all went 
silent then dozed o� shortly after this, just 
imagining and dreaming. I had hoped to see 
a sky that isn't just smoke one day. 

At this, I realise I've been staring at the 
back of a chair a few rows in front of us since 
boarding the �ight. Its swirling red, white 
and blue carpeted material is furry like my 
brother’s arm hair but with shorter bristles 
that change shade if you stroke it in one 
direction with the palm of your hand. But 
only the sides do that, I tried doing it to the 
seat part between my legs but it was hard 
because so many people have sat on it. 
�ere's even an indentation where the 
average bum has shifted around, �attening 

anymore, anyway- we were sitting behind 
what used to be one of four of the plastered 
walls of the library but now there's only a bit 
of one, a crumbling stack of bare brown 
bricks because there was a bomb, as always- 
and all the books were gone but apparently 
that was before the bomb?)- anyway I told 
them about this cool thing Mama said called 
hope and that hope was looking forward to a 
world free of war. Peaceful, harmonious, 
happy. Like how it used to be when she was a 
little girl. I've always lived in war so I love 
hearing her talk about it. It’s better than 
listening to fairytales!

On a rare day when there wasn't smoke 
in the air, she'd stand at least two big steps 
from the window (we were never allowed to 
stand any closer than two steps away from the 
window- in case someone shot us I think?) 
and call me to join her. She'd slowly bend 
down to my height, wincing because of what 
my brother calls ‘early onset arthritis’; then 
realise I was worried about her pain, suddenly 
swapping the furrows on her forehead for 
deep dimples and smile lines around her 
warm eyes. When Mama smiles, I swap my 
forehead furrows for smiley wrinkles around 
my eyes too. Nobody else can make my 
siblings and I do that. 

She'd then point to the not black sky 
and say there used to be birds. �ey'd sing 
when they found the cherry tree your papa 
planted about sixteen steps on the other side 
of this window. �e cherries were a dark red 
and very very sweet! (Dark red makes me 
think of blood but I don't say this out loud 
because Mama always gets sad or mad when 
any of us say the words blood, bomb, bullets, 
rubble and loads of other things-but it's ok, 
I'm ok with talking about other things too). 
Even though I've never seen cherries or papa's 
tree or birds, or even remember papa except 
through photographs, I like these stories. At 
my height, her face is bathed in what little 
light the day has brought with it. It makes 
Mama look like a di�erent type of angel to 
how she normally looks. A mama who is my 
Mama but just di�erent maybe because she's 
a mama who isn't chewing her bottom lip 

the fur so the pattern appears a darker shade, 
almost a di�erent material pasted just for the 
seat area. I decide I don’t like this hardened 
bit as much as I do the furry sides because I 
can stroke it and make patterns with my 
�nger in it. 

Suddenly the man in the chair I was 
staring at gets up and starts muttering loudly 
to anyone who will listen, in words I don’t 
understand. I think one of the ‘aunties’ asked 
him to help her put her bag in the box in the 
ceiling but he didn’t want to do it? But 
because Mama always told me people who 
stick their noses in other people’s business 
will only receive bad things, I turn towards 
her middle seat to face away from the 
commotion. Next to a squared-oval-shaped 
window maybe half the size of the one we had 
in our kitchen at home, my sister is asleep in 
a ball. Mama strokes her hair gentler than I 
have been stroking this chair. I’m sure it isn’t 
as fun, but if it brings her happiness, that’s 
her choice. I follow her line of sight and 
notice the sky is the same dirty colour as it 
always has been. Darker, if anything. Like 
stars, the moon doesn’t always get to make an 
appearance at home. 

Nonetheless, I feel safe. If the sky is 
being split in two, or there is a 
nerve-wracking silence outside, I cannot hear 
it. For the �rst time in a long time, I am 
surrounded by people who look like me, dress 
like us and sound just as nervous to be 
leaving. �e stagnant air around me mingles 
with echoing murmurs swimming around 
the cabin. We appear to belong among 
rubble, and war. Coarse hands, furrowed 
ridges in foreheads, scu�ed shoes. But there is 
hope, we are going to America. 

I then engage my thigh muscles to get 
up and hug the seat in front of me to see what 
my brother is doing but as I do, Mama also 
moves. From my sister’s hair, her right hand 
goes to the top of her right knee, mirroring 
the left. I visibly see her sharply inhale and 

hold it as she looks away from her 
country and  sits up, back straight, eyes 
focused on a point above all the other seated 
passengers’ heads at the front of the plane. 
Her mouth is slightly open, but her chest 
does not move. Eyes on her, I slowly sit back 
down from the 10 inches o� the seat I had 
managed before noticing her sudden change 
in behaviour. From my matted red, white and 
blue chair, the worries on her face are 

highlighted by the reading light above her 
seat. But it isn’t just worry. Worry is the face 
Mama has two steps away from the window. 
�is time she is only one seat away. �is is 
fear, something Mama never lets us see of her. 
But it is in her eyes. I know it. I sit up straight 
in my chair and look over the seat in front of 
me too. �ere’s nothing I can do or say to 
make Mama- wait. “Mama, hope” I say in the 
most authoritative way I can muster. I cup 
both my hands over hers and look up at her, 
hoping she’s okay. Immediately, she snaps out 
of her trance, and as the warmth in her eyes 
return, I visibly watch her de�ate. I am 
ashamed to say that it is only until then I see 
it. �ings will be di�erent from now. We are 
�ying to America, from home. From any 
chance of seeing hope take shape in the form 
of fountains and grass from rubble and thick 
mud.

In holding her breath, she can hold onto 
home a little longer. A capsule of home. And 
papa. 

And upon remembering that we are 
leaving papa and the possibility that he could 
one day come back to his house and �nd us 
gone- I started to sob in her arms. 

I am jolted awake when a rustle of 
pencil skirts burst out from the dimly lit 
cockpit. Without trolleys and gleaming 
smiles practiced in every mirror, the air 
stewardesses were without armour; an evident 
uni�ed sense of stress had been unmasked 
through the pace at which their kitten heels 
slapped down the carpeted aisle. �is was 
furthered by the fact that the �rst who had 
emerged was almost stumbling  towards me. 
From my seat, I could see most people's 
heads were tilted back at obtuse angles, deep 
in dreams consisting of swirls of war and 
interjecting streams of hope. But even then, 
the lady could not bring herself to make eye 
contact with any of them. �is was intriguing 
so I broke Mama's rule about staring, just to 
�nd out what she was doing. 

As she neared the back of the plane, I 
leaned out further on my armrest, then 
forward to tickle the softer material on the 
side of my brother’s chair. Despite the 
imposed darkness from all the closed blinds, I 
made out that like Mama at home, she too 
was chewing her bottom lip raw. �en, 
because I was leaning out that far, her hip 
brushed against my ear, and she stopped her 
stumbling to look up from the �oor and face 

me. First, her red and bleary eyes were full of 
apology. �en, whatever had made her upset 
washed over her again and for a split second, 
I could see she was feeling guilty about 
something and pitiful for me. �is feeling 
was obviously not meant to be shown to 
anyone who wasn’t a sta� member, so she 
immediately turned to walk towards her 
initial destination- except this time, slower 
and with shoulders that slumped more. As if 
she had no hope. 

After she left, I didn’t know what to do 
with myself. Despite my initial willingness to 
stare when she had �rst emerged from the 
cabin, I hadn’t prepared myself to make direct 
contact with anyone new (after having not 
spoken to anyone outside of my immediate 
family for the past few months). After slowly 
taking my hand o� my brother’s chair, I 
noticed I had suddenly become very sweaty. 
To try and calm down, I twisted to give my 
full attention to something less interesting. 
�is newly-found object of fascination was 
the blind next to my sister, which had been 
pulled down shut when she realised she was 
scared of falling out of the plane. �e auntie 
in front of her, however, didn't want to miss 
watching us take o� away from home and 
into America so through her window, I could 
see that the sky outside was no lighter than it 
had been when I had fallen asleep. �is 
darkness, however, was pure. It seeped in 
through the window and battled with the 
lights on the edges of the aisle, forming a haze 
over the walkway.

I stared at the dust particles dancing 
above these small lights until I had to rub my 
eyes to check the haze wasn’t due to a sudden 
inability to see. Suddenly, the reading light of 
the man sitting beside the spot on the aisle I 
had been staring at was switched on so he 
could clearly see the air stewardess he was 
talking loudly to. �is sudden harshness 
broke the peacefulness I had been exploring 
for the past few moments so my �rst reaction 
was to squint then cover my eyes so I could 
get used to the light.

Once I was con�dent my eyes were 
okay, I peeled the edge of my palm away from 
my nose to make a sun visor along my 
eyebrows, then removed my entire hand. 

When I looked up, my brother’s head was 
poking out from the side of his seat. �is 
confused me- 1. Out of the window next to 
the auntie, the sky was dark, so I thought it 
was night-time and he was asleep. 2. He 
never played games with us, he was always 
helping Mama. But the man’s speech had 
probably woken him too. �e grin that 
surfaced was about to turn into a giggle when 
I saw his lips were pursed and his forehead 
furrows were deep.

Something bad was happening. He only 
looked like this when he was telling Mama 
some horrible news about blood, bomb, 
bullets, rubble and the other things we aren’t 
allowed to talk about with each other. It 
seems stupid but seeing his face like that in 
the dark made me remember what my friends 
had said about hope. �eir mamas told them 
hope isn’t a real thing. And this confused me, 
because I trust Mama not to lie to me. 

My brother, with what little English he 
had learned before the school was bombed 
had somehow deciphered that hope is indeed 
a false concept. He didn’t want to wake 
Mama up just in case his translation had been 
incorrect but apparently when we were �ying, 
a travel ban had been imposed. 

I read her correctly- the air stewardess 
stumbling through the darkness. She did feel 
sorry for me. She felt sorry for all of us. 

We are the godforsaken. Our clothes do 
not suit the glamour of the clean metal, 
padded seats. We appear to belong among 
rubble, and war. Coarse hands, furrowed 
ridges in foreheads, scu�ed shoes. 

We got on the plane, but the country we 
are destined for does not want us. �ey think 
we truly belong to rubble, and war. And so I 
will know nothing di�erent until hope takes 
shape in the form of fountains and grass from 
rubble and mud. But Mama’s home has no 
hope.
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5 CHILDREN IN NEED

P
O
E
M

By PARSHAV SAVLA

We take everything for granted, it’s become normal in our lives

         While others are dying, �ghting to survive

Imagine growing up hungry and thirsty, from when you were a child 

In a place where malnutrition and diseases thrive.

No education, just working hours to earn a few pence

All we do is complain, why school why books why tests

We should be happy and content as we all are blessed

So let’s stop focusing on ourselves and go help the rest

Children surrounded by guns, death, destruction, despair

But when our parents don’t get us the things we want its unfair?

Blind to the world around us, our vision impaired

But still we look past the real problems and stare

Every child deserves to be happy, safe and free

As they breathe in the very air we breathe

Change starts with us, we are all the key

So let’s put our minds together and help the children in need

6 SINGING BOY, REFUGEE

P
O
E
M

By VENEZIA LIM

You call your mother once a 
       week on phones borrowed or stolen –
and although you’ve had a sore throat 
for �ve days now because the water supply 
was frozen—you put on your strongest voice
the way you imagine your ummi*
putting on her best dress and ignoring 
the noise of gunshots like splattering oil
back in the dusty chaos called home
and you sing her a song you learnt from 
some of the boys while you were trying
to sneak on trucks into Turkey last night
(you tell her you learnt it at school) and it
is in English you don’t understand a word
but it is a sign that you’re moving forward
and that dusty chaos behind is a blur-- 

but how can you leave the amazing smell of
dawood basha that teta** has sizzling on the pan 
and only lets you eat if you could recite the 
multiplication table o� the back of your hand 
or when you would put 
you nose into the pillow ummi 
just �u�ed because it smelt like her chest 
and that was enough now you 
snatch grains of whatever o�
plates from whomever and sleep 
wherever you can you sing louder to 
cover the sounds of hunger pangs 
and the little arrival 
whimpering in the corner at an 
invisible ghost who hangs 
around him since he arrived and to be honest 
you have no clue if you are singing 
or shouting
because they can take everything from you
but they will never take 
your voice or
your memories of home. 

*Mother 
** Grandmother

Venezia Lim is a part-time poet passionate about imagining and representing marginalized voices within society. She is 
currently pursuing a Masters in Environmental and Sustainable Development at UCL, and is especially interested in how 
the unequal distribution of natural resources impacts women and children. She hopes to use poetry as a powerful medium to 
elucidate the many social and environmental injustices present in our world today. 
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8 DIAMONDS IN THE ROUGH

P
O
E
M

By ANUSHKA SISODIA

He exists in silence.
         And in his silence he is sad
A mournful despair,
yearning for the sweet warmth of things that love.

But home is a distant bubble 
And the thought of that love is bizarre -
Fantastical, �ctional, and jarring against this new expanse.

Where he is tugged at from a thousand other angles 
Embraced under the hood of cold doubt 
humming to the sound of the broken hearts and bones.

And his body screams for liberty, screams of loss
noises felt by all, heard by none. 
And when he cries, he cries quietly
Haunted by the shadow shaped villains in his eyes.

But when he dreams -
He allows himself to glide past this realm.
Past the wire, past the cold, past the alien expanse
Oblivious to the ache in his thought. 

Here he comes when he rests
Here, where they chew dates in sultry evenings 
Here, where they skip in the grounds beyond their gates
Here, where laughter somehow chose to reside. 

And he �nds his home
amongst the fractured dreams and promises
He �nds his solace
Of friends and smiles and happy things 

He is blessed.

And his mother is glad when his eyes are closed
For when he is asleep,
he is a child
once more.

�is poem was inspired by the countless child refugees whose lives have been torn apart by con�ict, particularly in the 
Middle East. Children who deserve opportunity, safety, freedom and happiness. Here’s hoping that this lost generation can 
�nd peace enough to let their dreams live on.  7 TO THE CHILD I NEVER GOT TO MEET
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By VENEZIA LIM

I talked to you while I felt you growing
     in me, wondering if you felt my
pain and anxiety 
because you did have a father but
you didn’t have a dad and I 
wasn’t sure if I could give you
everything I had you see
my precious baby maybe if 
I hadn’t drunk so much or danced 
so much or smiled so much
just maybe he wouldn’t have 
thought I was his to touch 
and play with now he’s sent us 
to a foreign land by boat, baby, 
this was never the plan I swore 
fatherless or not I would take the
stand and keep you safe and 
give you life but the waves the 
storm that’s beyond my might
I don’t have enough food for the two 
of us no ultrasounds telling me you’re 
robust and well and I wish I could 
just keep you tucked inside me
because if you come out you’ll
be a stateless entity and I don’t 
understand all this blood pooling 
around me I’m feeling dizzy and 
maybe, just maybe, there is a God 
who decided to take you back: 
for this life is not �t
for my precious baby 

Venezia Lim is a part-time poet passionate about imagining and representing marginalized voices within society. She is 
currently pursuing a Masters in Environmental and Sustainable Development at UCL, and is especially interested in how 
the unequal distribution of natural resources impacts women and children. She hopes to use poetry as a powerful medium to 
elucidate the many social and environmental injustices present in our world today. 
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W.A.V.E. - HOW CAN YOU MAKE A
DIFFERENCE?

Being exposed to the daily news reports 
       about the ongoing refugee crisis, as well 
as concerning the diverse human rights 
abuses experienced by the innocent 
population in many of the countries a�ected 
by the activities of extremist networks such as 
ISIS, Boko Haram, and Al Qaeda, among 
others, many of us often wonder whether or 
not there is any possibility for ordinary young 
people to engender positive change, and 
possibility decrease the su�ering that people 
in areas such as Iraq or Syria are exposed to. 
We often feel powerless in the face of the 
gravity of the con�icts and crimes 
perpetrated by terrorist networks to incur 
pain and death. We thus feel that, 
individually, we cannot make a di�erence. 

In reality, each one of us has the ability to 
be the driver of change and to improve the 
lives of those who su�er at the hands of the 
extremist networks around the world. We do 
not need to travel to the regions in crises to 
do so. 

Getting involved in European charities 
and NGOs that aim to raise awareness on the 
underreported issues relating to 
discrimination and violence, and thus 
pressure the local governments to be more 
active in organizing various initiatives to 
improve the situation, can save lives in the 
regions where the abuses are perpetrated. 

 One such NGO that welcomes all those 
who would like to work and contribute to the 
e�ort towards improving the situation of the 

Magdalena Markiewicz is currently �nishing her postgraduate studies at the London School of Economics and Political 
Science. She is pursuing her Master’s course in European Studies: Ideas, Ideologies and Identities. Although originally from 
Poland, Magdalena has spent thirteen years of her life in China. As a result, she is passionate about issues revolving human 
rights protection and the situation of ethnic minorities in China and in Asia, with a particular interest in the Muslim 
communities in China. Having attended international schools and universities (French High School of Beijing, Capital 
University of Economics and Business in China, LSE and Kingston University of London), she can speak several foreign 
languages: English, French, Chinese, Spanish and some Indonesian. Magdalena is currently involved in the work of WAVE 
NGO and organizing workshops in order to empower young women in the UK so that they are aware of their human 
rights. She is also working on �nishing her Master’s dissertation, which will analyse the divergence of the understanding of 
human rights as a concept in the West and in Asia. 
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By MAGDALENA MARKIEWICZ

and help us out. Together, we can disseminate 
information, participate in marches and 
campaigns, distribute lea�ets, and send 
petitions to the national authorities and 
media, so that the issue becomes more 
publicised.

WAVE is happy to welcome anyone 
interested in joining our campaigns to raise 
awareness on gender discrimination and to 
�ght against human rights abuses against 
women and girls. �e charity is based in 
London, but some of the members of our 
charity are also located in Iraq on the ground, 
working in the camps to help those amongst 
the Yazidi women who have managed to 
escape from the captivity of ISIS. Due to our 
connections within Iraq, we have been able to 
send letters and messages of solidarity to 
these women to make them feel that they are 
not alone, and that the entire world has not 
remained silent in the face of their su�ering. 
Even such support, in the form of letters 
sending messages of love and “togetherness” 
brings assurance to these victims and makes a 
it a little easier for them to handle their 
trauma. 

Pressuring the Governments: basic needs.

We need to make more people aware that 
thousands of women are held captive by ISIS 
and no one is talking about it. �rough 
WAVE, we aim to get the issue highlighted 
publically. If more and more people voice the 
need to take action, we will be able to 
pressure the international community to take 
some steps to provide Yazidi women with 
adequate support.

Organizing access to clean water and food, 
safe shelters, and sending people to Iraq who 
can provide psychological support to the 
victims of abuse are all initiatives that are 
easily achievable by the government. We just 
need to pressure the o�cials to consider such 
steps as priorities on their agendas.

If you would like to get involved in any 
manner, please do not hesitate to get in 
contact with WAVE. We welcome all those 
passionate about the human rights 
protection and the necessity to assure 
gender equality all around the world. One 
of the WAVE members – the 
Communications Manager and Human 
Rights Trainer is currently �nishing her 
Master’s degree at LSE. If you would like to 

discriminated against, either through 
voluntary internships or more active, 
full-time work, is WAVE (Women’s Action 
Against Violent Extremism). WAVE is a 
newly created charity, based in London. 
Founded in 2016 by Shimaa Elsayed – a 
certi�ed Amnesty International trainer and 
an active human rights activist, originally 
from Egypt, the NGO aims to raise 
awareness about the gender discrimination 
a�ecting women in the Middle East but also 
in other regions around the world. Our 
NGO has as its purpose the empowerment of 
women, especially those within the most 
a�ected and vulnerable communities, so that 
they are aware of their rights and are not 
afraid to speak out if they are being abused. 
WAVE aims to prevent any type of extremist 
behaviour that challenges gender equality, be 
it in the West or other regions of the world.

WAVE’s �rst campaign was launched to 
focus public attention on the plight of the 
Yazidi women who su�er from sexual 
violence and human rights abuses at the 
hands of ISIS in Syria and in Iraq. Sex slavery 
of the Yazidi women is an issue that is largely 
underreported in the West. �us, WAVE is 
organizing public lectures, workshops, and 
talks in various schools and universities 
around London, in order for more people to 
be aware of what the Yazidi women of Iraq 
are going through and how little is known of 
their plight so far. �rough the promotion of 
our #WeAreAllYazidiWomen motto, we are 
aiming to spread as much information as 
possible about what has been happening in 
Iraq so that more people who are passionate 
about protecting human rights get involved 

discuss the Yazidi issue at length, would 
like to request any information about the 
upcoming workshops, about events 
organized by WAVE, or would like to get 
involved, please do not hesitate to get in 
touch with her to schedule a meeting. 
Contact details are provided below.

WAVE welcome everyone wanting to 
make a change. We are waiting for you to 
join us!

Contact Information:

Magdalena Markiewicz 

Email: magdalenamar1919@gmail.com
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IMPRISONED BY MY SKIN

As a high school student studying the 
     International Baccalaureate programme, 
the compulsory research paper, formally 
known as the ‘Extended Essay’, brought me 
out of my home and directed me towards the 
Ukerewe Island. Cocooned by Lake Victoria 
and a neighbour to the cities of Musoma and 
Mwanza, the Ukerewe Island has gained its 
repuation for being a safe haven for one of the 
most marginalized groups across the African 
continent. Nicknames such as ‘Africa’s Albino 
Island’ has attracted many researchers, like 
myself, who are interested in understanding 
why Albinism has been constantly mysti�ed 
as either a curse or a cure for HIV/AIDS in 
African culture. 

Albinism is a genetic disorder caused by 
the inheritance of a recessive allele that results 
in a de�ciency of melanin in the body. As a 
result, many people with albinism have a pale 
complexion and may su�er from skin cancer 
or visual impairment. Unfortunately, in 
many African countries, including Tanzania, 
myths surrounding albinism have lead to 
mass mutilations of people with albinism, 
grave robberies and attempted kidnappings 
of children with albinism.

�ese myths include:
-   Albinism is a curse
-   PWA (People with albinism) are white 

ghosts, nicknamed ‘zeruzeru sopesope’ 
in Tanzania
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By ZAHRA FAZAL

constant anxiety. Parents think twice before 
sending their child with albinism to school, 
because in certain countries teachers have 
been convicted for attempting to sell children 
with albinism, while churches too have lost 
their sanctuary since some pastors have been 
involved in organizing killings of people with 
albinism. 

�e constant shadow hanging over the 
heads of Africans with albinism is exploited 
by those individuals intending to sell albino 
body parts to local witchdoctors. �is trade 
o�ers a pro�table fortune in the poverty 
stricken Tanzanian society, and has therefore 
forced many people with albinism to seek 
asylum in the Ukerewe Island. Serving as a 
safe heaven, the island has the highest 
number of people with albinism in the world.

Travelling through the island in a 
three-wheeler, I interviewed many families 
that have members with albinism. However, 
it was the very last family that provided me 
with true insight into the numbing fear that 
characterizes the lives of those Africans with 
albinism. As I walked towards their mud 
house, which sat atop a hill, I could sense the 
tension in the atmosphere. Every step I took 
was carefully scrutinized by the women 
nearby, who whispered amongst themselves 
before sending their playing children away 
into the security of their homes.

Sensing their uneasiness, a tall, well-built 
man emerged from the shadows between the 
houses. He stood cross-armed, and uttered a 

- Having sexual intercourse with a 
woman with albinism cures 
HIV/AIDS

-  �e body parts of PWA act as charms 
for channeling good fortune (for 
example, miners bury their bones in 
gold mines while �shers weave �shing 
nets from the hair of PWA in order to 
secure successful ventures)

-  �e sacri�ce of PWA can secure the 
success of a political campaign.

As a result of these myths, people with 
albinism have lived their lives in a state of 

single word in the native Ukerewe language, 
after which all the women behind him froze, 
abandoning their utensils that cluttered to 
the ground as they silently rushed inside.

As I looked around, the compound was 
eerily empty, leaving only my guide, the 
intimidating man, and myself outside. 
Immediately, my guide- who was the head of 
the Ukerewe Island’s Albinism Society- 
proceeded to introduce our arrival to the man 
in the native language. Receiving a nod of 
approval, I recited my basic questions and 
�nally asked him whether or not he had a 
family member with albinism whom I could 
talk to. He signaled to the women in the 
house, peeping curiously through the 
windows, to bring out someone.

When the door opened, his daughter who 
had albinism walked out. I was awe-struck! 
She was very beautiful. Seven-year-old 
Ashura’s soulful green eyes revealed the 
innocence of her childhood, whilst her 
whitish braids framed her face, almost like a 
heavenly tiara. Despite her shy smile, she 
displayed maturity beyond her years as she 
explained to me why she was under constant 
supervision of her protective father: “I must 
be careful; I must inform everyone at home 
where I go because there are bad men out 
there”.  

It was then that Ashura’s father explained 
to me that he initially treated me with 
suspicion due to the many attempted 
kidnappings of his seven-year-old daughter. 
He recounted numerous times where he had 
discovered men from the neighborhood 
trying to lure little Ashura out by leaving 
chocolate at her window. During one of those 
times, a kidnapper had actually attempted to 
break into their home in the middle of the 
night, but fortunately the noise woke 
Ashura’s father up who then proceeded to 
chase the man away and reported the 
incident to the police. Ashura has not 
returned to school after the incident, since 
her parents fear the worst. After all, there 
have been many occurrences where girls with 
albinism have been raped or have had their 
limbs amputated.

As Ashura’s father began opening up, I 
couldn’t help but perceive his heartbreak, 
evident from the look of agony etched deep 
within his eyes, as he told me that despite 
wanting to provide his daughter with an 
empowering education, he ultimately 

couldn’t gamble with her life. He spoke of the 
constant fear that accompanies his family 
during every moment, recounting how even 
when he is away at work, he constantly takes 
breaks to call Arusha at home, instructing his 
wife to give his daughter the phone in order 
for him to hear her voice himself and thus 
feel assured that she is safe. He says that this 
extreme behaviour is necessary, given that 
there have been too many cases where family 
members themselves sell albino children for 
large sums of money. It is a risk he is not 
willing to take with Arusha, in his words with 
“my precious �esh and blood”. 

Despite his intimidating persona, I could 
sense how deeply vulnerable he was, like a 
wounded lion trying to protect his little cub 
from a predatory world; a world where 
having a genetic mutation lamentably means 
endless fear and shame for yourself and your 
loved ones. It makes one wonder why being a 
di�erent color is such a great crime that 
would warrant robbing children of their 
education, happiness, self-esteem, and 
innocence. 

Having spent three hours with Ashura’s 
family, I can’t help but feel deeply concerned. 
Will Ashura live to see her next birthday? 
Will she graduate from high school? Or will 
she remain a prisoner of her mysti�ed albino 
skin? �e answers to these questions are 
currently regrettably unknown. Nevertheless, 
I believe that if every society unites against 
the mysti�cation of albinism by supporting 
the rights of people with albinism, we can 
join forces with local NGOs to demand 
change. Only then can we hope to achieve 
the humanization of Africa’s albinos. 

To get involved in interventions against 
human rights abuses of those with 
albinism visit: www.standingvoice.org
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‘T hey say beauty is in the eyes of the beholder,
         �at despite our di�erences we can live shoulder to shoulder,
However as I crossed paths with a little girl named Ashura,
I gradually realized that in reality, our world is much colder.

She played under the tree’s shade, oblivious to the attention bestowed on her pale skin.
Little did she know she would be the next victim of the trade, that this was the last time she 
could freely breathe air.
For the aftermath of the many attempted break-ins, would send her life into a tailspin.
With the shackles of fear and the price of her capture transforming her into a prisoner, 
trapped within the mysti�ed albino skin’.

Figure 1.2. Asante Mariamu (Prevalence 
Rate)

Fig. 1.1. Free Republic, David Lowe: 
Welcome to Albino Island (Lowe).

Figure 1.2. Asante Mariamu (Prevalence 
Rate)
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PAPER AIRPLANES

In the middle of chaos, anguish and terror, 
    one living thousands of miles away from 
the site of pain wonders how they can 
contribute to ending or at least easing the 
pain of those living through it. Like any other 
teenager stressed with the current situation of 
the chaotic world, I started looking for 
options to help my Syrian brothers and sisters 
in these trying circumstances. One of my 
friends shared a post on Facebook about an 
organization recruiting volunteers to teach 
English to Syrians settled at refugee camps in 
di�erent countries. Finally! Finally, I had 
found what I was looking for. For many 
Syrians, passing the TOEFL and IELTS 
English exams is mandatory for either 
pursuing secondary education or qualifying 
for jobs. Unfortunately, as the Syrian 
education infrastructure crumbles, the 
chance to learn English for college-aged 
students is rapidly diminishing. �erefore, 
Paper Airplanes stepped in, which 
distinguishes itself from others by o�ering a 
free tutoring programme. Even though other 
tutoring programs for these exams exist, 
many of them are quite expensive and less 
accommodating to the speci�c needs of 
refugees and vulnerable student populations. 
�rough our tutoring programme, Syrian 
students are matched with a tutor who holds 
a one-on-one session once a week over Skype 
for two �fteen-week sessions, as well as one 
eight-week summer session. Not only does 
the programme assist students to prepare for 
their IELTS or TOEFL exams, but also 
creates lasting friendships between the Syrian 
students and their tutors. 

I have been assigned a student, 
Mohammad, who is currently living in 
Turkey with his family. Mohammad is a 
freshman at university and is eager to learn 
English to improve his command over the 
language. He is a very hard-working student 
and actively participates in conversations. 
�rough his well-informed questions and 
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By UROOBA AHMED
willingness to learn, I believe Mohammad has 
the capability to accomplish all that he wants 
to. Interacting with Mohammad makes me 
think about all those children who are still 
stranded in Syria and are deprived of their 
right to education. 

Being associated with Paper Airplanes as a 
tutor has been an incredibly humbling 
experience. Mohammad's strength and 
unwavering commitment towards his goals 
has made me optimistic about mine and I 
now believe that with sheer determination 
and courage one can achieve everything.

 

13

REFERENCES

"An Island Refuge: Ukerewe, a Haven for Tanzania’s 
Albino People." PHUKET, 24 june 2016, 
www.thephuketnews.com/an-island-refuge-ukere
we-a-haven-for-tanzania-albino-people-58009.ph
p#DCSFJPjROjXPUj3D.97. Accessed 18 July 
2016.

Bampoe, Daniel. "Pastor Arrested for Killing Albino." 26 
Feb. 2016, "Tanzania Albino Murders: 'More than 
200 Witchdoctors' Arrested." BBC, 12 Mar. 2015, 
www.bbc.com/news/world-africa-31849531. 
Accessed 10 July 2016. Accessed 28 Feb. 2017.

Lowe, David. "Welcome to Albino Island[Africa][Ukerewe 
Island]." Free Republic, 9 Dec. 2008, 
www.freerepublic.com/focus/f-news/2146214/po
sts. Accessed 6 June 2016. Map.

"Malawi Teacher Arrested Trying to Sell Albino Girl for 
$10,000." Gulf Times, 15 Sept. 2015, 
www.gulf-times.com/story/455099/Malawi-teach
er-arrested-trying-to-sell-albino-girl. Accessed 28 
Feb. 2017.

Prevalence Rate of Albinism. Asante Mariamu, 
www.asante-mariamu.org/. Accessed 2 Apr. 2017.

"Tanzania Albino Murders: 'More than 200 
Witchdoctors' Arrested." BBC, 12 Mar. 2015, 
www.bbc.com/news/world-africa-31849531. 
Accessed 10 July 2016.

�uku, Muthee. Myths, Discrimination and the Call for 
Special Rights for Persons with Albinism in Sub 
Saharan Africa. Edited by Bert Verstappen, 
Under �e Same Sun. PDF, 
www.underthesamesun.com/node/257. Accessed 
17 Oct. 2016.

UTSS, Ezekiel Mkussa. Child with Albinism Receiving 
Vision. Standing Voice, 15 Mar. 2016, 
standingvoice-dev.s3.amazonaws.com/f032da6e7
8dbca51780d43f84a49e78b.pdf. Accessed 2 Apr. 
2017.

29               LSE AMNESTY INTERNATIONAL JOURNAL, 2017: The Child AHMED: Paper Airplanes               30



LSE REFUGEE WEEK 
FLYING SEAGULL PROJECT - HOW CLOWNS
MAKE A DIFFERENCE ONE SMILE AT A TIME 

Ash Perrin, the founder of �e Flying 
     Seagull Project, was just another clown, 
living a comfortable life and embarking upon 
adventurous travels. Similarly to most other 
people, he was also detached from the 
majority of social issues. Yet, everything 
changed when he journeyed to Cambodia 
and visited an orphanage full of “magical” 
children who did not cry. Something then 
clicked in his mind. Something so 
fundamentally simple and heart-breaking 
that it caused him to burst into tears, and led 
him to start his organisation. He realised that 
children cry in order to get attention, and so 
their awareness of the fact that they would 
never receive attention, and that there was 
nobody to comfort them, was the true reason 
behind the Cambodian orphans’ lack of tears. 
From that moment onwards, it became the 
Flying Seagull Project’s mission to make 
those children most vulnerable smile. 

In its nine years of existence, the 
organisation has run �fteen projects in 
countries across the world, including the UK, 
India, Ghana, and most recently Greece, in 
response to the 2015 Refugee Crisis. �e 
organisation has learned from experience in 
Romania, where generations of children from 
the country’s plethora of orphanages turned 
to lives of crime as a result of a lack of 
alternative options, a phenomenon attributed 
to their marginalisation within their own 
communities, which unsurprisingly impacted 
their self-image. Hence, the sta� initially 
attempts to gain the children’s trust by 
themselves acting as outcasts – “weird ones 
amongst the weirdoes”. �ey emphasise to 
the children that their uniqueness is their 
strength, since no one ever truly ‘belongs’, 
giving them the a�rmation and acceptance 
that they desire. Subsequently, the sta� can 
then commence their attempt to give them 
their childhood back.
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By MICHELLE M DYONISIUS

traumatic impact on children. �ere is no 
guarantee that we can completely erase the 
negative consequences of these scarring 
memories, but the Flying Seagull Project is 
leading as an example of how we can help 
alleviate the pain, one smile at a time.

In response to the Refugee Crisis, the 
organisation launched the ‘United in 
Laughter’ project, �rstly in 2015 and again in 
2016. For the second time, the project 
returned to Greece, and was conducted near 
Ioannina. Perrin recounted how “it used to 
take �fteen minutes before you saw any 
childlike expressions on their faces. �ey 
came with hard, adult faces. Now, the minute 
they see us, it’s the vulnerable open child we 
see. �ey’re responding well”. As the sta� 
introduced various games, the children began 
to play like care-free kids again. It did not 
matter that there was no common language 
for the sta� to use with the children. In fact, 
at times, the games actually allowed the 
children to learn new words in di�erent 
languages, more e�ectively than in the 
classrooms. �ey were not trapped in a room, 
forced to remember foreign-sounding words 
following their traumatic struggles. Firstly, 
they children were allowed to let out their 
anger and frustration by play-punching one 
another, safely by wearing sumo costumes in 
an activity named “Clown Peace Resolution”. 
�en, they were ready to learn. As Perrin 
shouted various Arabic, English, and Greek 
words, the children tried to make a formation 
resembling the corresponding shapes to those 
words. �is is just one of the organisation’s 
many e�orts, which range from providing 
art, craft, and music workshops to acting as 
‘Clown Doctors’ for the children going 
through tough medical treatments. 

Witnessing the various challenges the 
Flying Seagull Project has faced, which 
involve many socio-political di�culties in 
relation to the work NGOs carry out in the 
camps, Perrin ended his remarks by 
ultimately urging us to make the 
humanitarian issues more human. 
Considering the technological advances that 
bring us closure to these issues, we no longer 
need to travel to Cambodia as Perrin did, or 
even Calais ‘across the pond’ to know that the 
experience of �eeing one’s homeland and 
becoming a refugee has a long-lasting and 
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