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Are We Nearly There Yet?

Samira held her baby close, so close you could hardly tell that there was another being
wrapped the damp clothes that clung to her body in the icy rain. Her breast dry with
terror and adrenaline since boarding the fragile craft on the North coast of France. She
was given a half sheltered spot on a bench just behind the pilots cabin and was terrified
to move in case she lost her space. Her husband, a quiet and conscientious fine
cobbler, sat with his brother in the open. It was dangerous, unstable and terrifying.

Little Ahmed, eyes like ripe blackcurrants was distracting his Mother’s anxiety by
entertaining her with stories from home and trying to get her to remember his
favourite dish. Not being a fan of sugar, it was the spices, that little Ahmed loved,
pungent smells emanating from casseroles eaten with delicious flatbread that he used
as a napkin for wiping his five year old mouth. A deeply unusual child, wanted nothing
more but to be a chef when he grew up and was wondering with excitement about the
life he was going to have in this green and pleasant land.

At best, the little uncovered and overloaded craft bobbed about at the mercy of the
]sea\. At worst, grey cold water lifted it up higher than the highest mountain, only to
send it crashing down again as the wave collapsed, people bracing themselves as they
almost left their seats with the surge of the downward crash that sounded as if the
craft would break in two. Faces were seldom other than pale green. Words were scant.
There was no food. Some sparks of hope in bright clothing, ragged from months of
walking. Samira played with a thousand thoughts in her head: ‘How will | learn the
language, what will we eat, how will we live? She thought that she had already milked
the dregs of her resilience. Now penniless, and a stranger, this was something else.

Dusk fell, night fell. Prayer kept her alive through her blackest moments. Her salty
silent tears served as food, drink, warmth and a quick face wash. What on earth had
she done, leaving her Mother? The guilt was incalculable. She knew she would never
see her again.

She woke with a jolt as little Ahmed pulled on her scarf in the chilly dawn. ‘Ama, Amal’
he shrieked. ‘England is white! Like solid rice, | like it already.’

As they filed off the boat under the strict surveillance of the Border Patrol, she spotted
his hand made boot washed up on the shore.
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